
 
 

A Lament – At least ...		
Oh	my	God,	my	God,	at	least	you	can	unravel	the	tangle	of	fear	and	pain	and	grief	and	anger	
and	confusion.		

At	least	you	understand	all	the	whys	and	the	hows.		

At	least	you	hold	all	my	memories	–	my	precious,	wildflower	memories	–	in	your	hands	and	
they	will	never	fall	out	of	your	reach	even	when	they’re	yanked	away	from	mine.		

At	least	you	see	the	whole	of	me	when	I	am	wrapped	right	around	by	trauma’s	barbed	wire	
–	when	it	pierces	my	hope	and	strength	and	whatever	else,	day	after	day	after	day.		

At	least	you	know	that	I	am	trying	when	I	feel	like	I	am	hardly	trying	at	all.		

At	least	you	don’t	turn	a	blind	eye	to	what’s	happened	to	me.		

At	least	there’s	no	way	anyone	can	charm	you	into	discounting	it	as	insignificant	or	
persuade	you	to	disbelieve	me.		

At	least	my	faith	rests	securely	on	what	Jesus	has	done,	however	insufficient	I	feel.		

At	least	as	I	sit	at	home	among	the	pieces	of	my	dreams	and	the	remnants	of	my	health	and	
hope,	I	know	you	are	the	God	that	has	always	done	extraordinary	things	with	remnants.		

At	least	you	already	know	all	my	secrets	so	I	don’t	need	to	explain	anything	to	you.		

At	least	you	never	have	to	leave	and	you	always,	always	have	time	to	listen.		

At	least	your	energy	is	never	sapped	by	staying	awake	with	me	through	the	long	watches	of	
the	night.		

At	least	my	problems	never	test	the	limits	of	your	wisdom	or	compassion	or	patience.		

At	least	you	know	why	this	has	happened	to	me	and	you	see	the	end	from	the	beginning	–	
you	know	what	this	is	doing	when	all	I	see	is	the	misery	that’s	my	daily	bread.		

At	least	you	see	all	that	I’ve	seen	and	you	promise	that	something	better	is	coming.		

At	least	these	dreaming	shadows	will	be	replaced	by	you	with	the	reality	of	paradise.		

At	least	my	value	to	you	is	set	forever	by	the	price	you	paid	for	me.		



At	least	you’re	the	arbiter	of	value	because	yours	is	the	kingdom	and	the	power	and	the	
glory.		

At	least	you’re	the	Judge	of	all	and	nothing	and	no	one	is	going	to	argue	with	you	–	and	
when	they	try,	they	will	not	win.		

	

Oh	my	God	–	Daddy…	if	these	are	all	the	‘at	leasts’	–	well,	they	don’t	wipe	away	all	the	fear	
and	heartache.	But	all	the	despair	can’t	hold	a	candle	to	the	radiance	of	the	blessings	that	
comes	with	being	yours	through	Jesus.	You	are	the	Rock	when	the	waves	of	exhaustion	rise.	
You	are	the	Rock	when	nothing	else	seems	steady	or	certain.	You	are	the	Rock	when	hope	
feels	like	it’s	fallen	away	–	but	it	can’t	fall	away.	It	can’t,	because	real	hope	always	comes	
from	you,	and	you	will	stand	forever.	


