Evening Prayers

Twilight falls, the cold wind blows,

And chills those with nowhere to go,

So many people pass without a word

A mother with her baby there,

Kneeling by a church in prayer,

Not knowing if her silent cries are heard.

“Dear Lord, I’m so alone.

Is it true to you my need is known?

Will you hear and heed my broken plea?

Dear Lord, God on high,

Is it true for me your Son did die?

And all my suffering is known to Thee?”

The sun is gone, the shadows deep,

Beside a stone, a lone man weeps,

The loss of one who’d been his rock so long.

With broken voice, and broken heart,

He falls and makes a trembling start,

A prayer, his one last hope to make him strong.

“Dear Lord, I’m so alone.

Is it true to you my need is known?

Will you hear and heed my broken plea?

Dear of Lord, God on high,

Is it true for me your Son did die?

And all my suffering is known to Thee?”

Despite the place, time and again,

The Spirit, like a silent friend

Comes whispering to all who kneel to pray.

Comfort, joy, and quiet peace,

The Father’s love, and pain’s release

Always knowing somehow what to say.

“Fear not, you’re not alone.

To God, all of your needs are known.

You have but to ask and you’ll receive.

His Son, Jesus Christ

Gave himself as sacrifice

Redeeming love is all that you will need.”

