Praising

To loose yourself in the magnificence of God is a magnificent thing.  To give yourself over to the joy of lifting the Lord high in your heart.  To place yourself at the feet of the Author of life.  To push beyond the gravity of worldly cares and into the spirit that proclaims Jesus is Lord.  Praising is the war cry of the saint.  It calls on the weapons of the heavenly to do battle in the earthly.  Praising is the language of communion between Creator and created.  It ties heart to Heart, soul to Spirit.  Praising dries up a mopey mentality.  It adds strength to the desolate heart.  Praising pushes beyond feelings and hangs on the hem of His garment until comfort comes.  Praising fills the spirit with overflowing joy.  Others marvel at its unending Source.  Praising resets priorities.  It takes the moment of me and places it at the foot of He.  Praising sings, dances, smiles, engages all that we are and offers it to the Lord we love.  Praising fills the void, it readies the thirsty soul, it surrenders personal desire in exchange for eternal Habitation.  Praising is a choice to count God more pertinent than the facts at hand.  Praising is a taste of heaven’s honeymoon here on earth.  It is a foretaste of what ‘forever’ will be like.  It leaves behind a trace of Glory that puts a bounce in our step and an Assurance in our heart.  It is better than pessimism and so much more than optimism.  It transfuses the love of God into a mortal body.  Who would do less?  

Only those who don’t know what they are missing.

Duke
