WHAT WORSHIP MEANS TO ME

For years I worshipped without a church. 

I was happy to just “be”. 

Living life, just for me, very selfishly, 

(Though always hoping, someday, for a family.)

I worshipped the sun on my skin, as I lay on the beach. 

As the palm trees swayed I worshipped those. 

I worshipped the waves, as they fell and they rose. 

And I never thought I would need more than my Nature church. 

Then, as I grew, with kids of my own, we needed a place, 

where my worship could take on a different face. 

I couldn’t go to the beach, and alone lay on the sands,  

my life from then on would need to be holding little hands. 

So I came to this church, to nourish my soul -  

to find kindred spirits, to take on that role. 

But I can’t rely on church to always take me there. 

I need to find my worship in my life as a whole. 

I have to have love, my bottomless pit.

For I worship my life, and all that is in it. 

I pray to a God – you could call him “hope” in the sky. 

He is who I turn to, when I must ask why. 

You may think me strange, talking to the sky. 

But that is where I look when I must ask why. 

But tell me a better place to look when you are sad. 

The clouds, the sun, the trees, not a better place can be had. 

It always works out. Yes, it’s that simple, and I have to believe it’s true -  

if I believe in the world, and life as a whole. 

I talk to the sky, when I am happy too. 

I have to thank the world for all it can do. 

So worship for me, is a little of this and a little of that. 

It’s church on a Sunday, to sing and to chat. 

It’s nature and breezes, and sun on the skin. 

It’s a nice talk with the sky, in thick and in thin. 
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