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As a Father shows compassion to his children, so the  

    Lord shows compassion to those who fear him. Psalm 103:13 

 

 I woke this day pondering "Father, May I?” In the mirror of my childhood, as a real street kid, we would 

play on an empty basketball court for hours. We played either "Mother, May I?", or "Red Light, Green Light," a 

tease game where taking polite turns, someone was always in charge...of the next step we took. And I 

remember Neil Armstrong's famous words when setting foot on the moon, "That's one small step for man...." 

and in a later interview, his mind had leapt to the days he played that same game. We take small steps, we take 

big steps, steps backwards, even scissor steps...and we focus on The Father, who is in charge. And in prayer we 

say: “Father, May I?” And through prayers, supplication, and steeping in the Word...we grow each day and 

listen to what He has to say.  

 Sixty years ago, I was the first female lookout on the 130' tower, Lenhart Butte, Sandy, OR for the 

Oregon State Fire Patrol. Enraptured with my 360-degree vista of the mighty Mt. Hood Forest, in all her late 

spring glory, I read voraciously, painted, pen-and inked, and spotted a huge fire in Molalla my second day; six 

dry kilns, 100' flames, earning me a five year career then with the USFS. To the dismay of my Chief Warden on 

his weekly, drop-in inspections, I managed to paint on the cross beams, in huge, black Old English script, my 

version of Isaiah 66:1* (for tourists who braved the 110 steps up to visit, and sign the guest book)..."Oh Lord, If 

this be Thy Footstool, How great must Thy Throne be."  * It is used 17 times in scripture. 

 So here I am, on the first day of February, ruminating over where am I today with God?  The song, 

"Bless the Lord, O My Soul," was running through my head. That's what then led me to Psalm 103:13. This 

family imagery pictures the warmth and security of God's forgiveness. It makes us feel so blessed. I'd gone 

searching from Father to a much needed “Psalm for calm” to Chapter 103, which Luther categorized as a "hymn 

of descriptive praise," and that was just where I needed to be.  And because mid-January I took a giant leap into 

my 80th year on this planet (that lands alphabetically between dangerous and daunting) I am back for “calm in 

a Psalm” and, the privilege to pray, read, and listen. I simply want to simplify my life. So after three days of 

celebration, phone calls, cards, gifts, goofy greetings, a pie social, I was just washed with bliss, feeling blessed, 

so very blessed and deeply pensive. 

 Like many of you perhaps, I had just spent the past 11 months of locking down and being inside. I 

treated it like a paid-vacation. In a foggy stupor of sorts, I waded through daily routines, feeling safe in my 

"routine/"Then God sent me a fierce urge to purge, pitch and weigh, measure, sift and sort through all that 

“material stuff." I trashed or stashed, gave away and donated. I updated my will and life insurance beneficiary. I 

emptied some 21 photo boxes and began gluing them into scrapbook treasures for my precious grandchildren, a 

legacy and chronicle of their 30 years now. I mailed those photo duplicates to the young faces on them to enjoy, 

or throw awayfor me. That evoked some great phone calls with precious folks from my past.This exercise 

walked me through many days and early dawns of memories too: sweet, warm, bitter, jarring and thought-

provoking. I gave away about 4' of decent clothing in my closet to the fire victims, plus two fine sleeping bags. 

To catch my breath, I took up bird watching and feeding them by the throngs while I marveled daily at the glory 

of His Creation and those birds of many feathers. And I am right back today to my January tidings: That 

without faith, HOPE, trust, and a daily relationship with the heavenly Father, I would be lost.Fear and 

trepidation are not in my vocabulary; I have and enjoy peace! 

    He so yearns to hear us say, "Father, May I?       

     May I come to the footstool of your throne?" 

 ** I close today by continuing with: v. 17~18:But the steadfast love of the Lord is from everlasting to 

everlasting on those who fear him, and his righteousness to children's  children,  to those who keep his 

covenant and remember to do his commandments. 

Bless the Lord, O My Soul, & Respectfully Yours, 

I pray the peace that passes all understanding surrounds you all. 
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