
Heart Cries
Where were you, God?



W E E K  O N E

I see you and know you.

My Precious One,
I am close to the brokenhearted 
and save the crushed in spirit.

—YoUR FatHER

FRom Psalm 34:18
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Where Were You?

Have I not commanded you? Be strong and courageous. 
Do not be frightened, and do not be dismayed, for the LORD

your God is with you wherever you go.
JosHUa 1:9 EsV

God, 
When I was a little girl, someone told me it was wrong to get mad 

at you, or to ask you questions. But that doesn’t make sense to me. 
Since you’re God, I fi gure you must know everything I’m think-

ing and feeling, when things are good or when they’re awful. And if 
you’re truly a father who loves me in the good times and in the bad, 
you want me to bring you my tough questions because I don’t need 
you very much for the easy ones.

So where were you, God, when all the horrible things in life were 
happening to me? Where were you in the moments when I felt aban-
doned and alone? I prayed a thousand times for the torture to stop, 
but the nightmare happened over and over, again and again until 
my heart shriveled up inside of me and my prayers stuck in my 
throat.

I waited for you to rescue me. I prayed and I prayed, but the hurt 
kept coming. As the years passed, I tried to keep believing you cared. 

With one wave of your fi nger, you parted the Red Sea for the chil-
dren of Israel. But you didn’t come for me.
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You saved Daniel in the lions’ den. But you didn’t save me.
You freed Paul from his prison cell. But you didn’t free me.
Where were you, God? Wasn’t I important enough? Was I just 

too bad—the one person who wasn’t worth it? Other people I loved 
suffered, too. I did everything I could to protect them and sacrifice 
myself so they wouldn’t suffer.

For years I prayed you’d send someone to rescue me—to rescue us.
Even in the years when I tried to convince myself you weren’t there 

or were a monster who didn’t care, I never really stopped asking you 
to come.

Will you come for me now?

J

My Beloved Child,
It’s all right if you have questions. I understand why the world 

doesn’t make sense to you, and I understand your anger, rage, and 
pain. I have never taken my eyes off you for an instant. But as you 
come to know me better, you will understand that trying to under-
stand answers beyond your comprehension is less important than 
trusting my character.

I want nothing more than for my children to be whole and well, 
but the world you live in is sick. Earthly wholeness is impossible. The 
pain and torture you experienced were caused by the sinful actions of 
humans exercising their choice and free will. And although I did not 
override their choices, I was with you, and you have been rescued in 
ways you cannot see and often look beyond. 

Rescue is not always taking out and taking away. Rescue also 
comes in gifts of presence, endurance, transcendence, and purpose. 

You didn’t see me. You didn’t hear me. And you didn’t feel me in 
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every moment of pain. But I was always beside you, holding you close 
to my heart, loving you, and wiping away every tear. 

Know that I promise justice, although in this life you will not see 
the final pages of that chapter written. 

I love you with a pure love that exceeds the limits of earthly under-
standing. Don’t give up, my daughter. Healing and wholeness are 
available to you and are being written into your story even now.

I came for you, and I have never left your side. Reach out, and you 
will find me here.

Hope on the Edge
When have you asked God to rescue you? Did God’s silence ever feel 
like abandonment to you? How did you handle those feelings?

How have you reconciled faith in a loving, sovereign God with the 
hurt you’ve experienced in your life?

Heart Cry
Dear Father, help me believe I’m not without hope, that I’m not 
unloved, that I’m not abandoned. Help me see who you really are 
and that my pain does not define your love. Help me understand that 
answers will never be enough and that your love and character alone 
are all I can trust in—no matter what I may feel.
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Innocence RIP

Jesus said, “Let the little children come to me, and do not hinder 
them, for the kingdom of heaven belongs to such as these.

mattHEw 19:14

Dear God, 
In three notes, a song on the radio takes me hostage, and in a 

heartbeat, I’m thrown onto the roller coaster of sad-and-angry-and-
terrifi ed-and-sad. 

Up and down, feelings fl y as I’m tossed around turns of memory. 
I’m back there—reliving the childhood nightmare. Th e moment I 
give in to the surge of sadness, my stomach drops, and the rush of 
rage comes—rage that I was robbed. 

But not just robbed. My innocence and childhood were stolen. 
Triggers, fl ashbacks, and nightmares own my life. And whenever 
I tiptoe up to the memory and think about the moment my world 
changed forever and part of me died, my spirit shatters into a million 
pieces.

Empty.         Afraid.

 Hopeless.
Used.

Angry.      Forgotten.
                   Abandoned.
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I’m sad that part of me disappeared and so few people ever mourned 
for the lost and empty child. I’m sad beyond words for the precious, 
irretrievable things that were stolen: A sense of protection and safety. 
Th e knowledge that I’m seen and heard. Th e feeling that I’m loved 
and wanted. Th e ability to trust. Th e confi dence to love myself.

Th ose things were ripped from my hands like they were never 
mine. Will I ever get over the anger and sadness for their loss, for the 
death of my childhood? 

You are God over all things, and I pray you can use something in 
this mess for good I can’t see. But tonight, please hold the shattered 
child in me whose heart still cries for lost things.

J

Dearest Child of Mine, 
As your Father, I treasure the trust you place in me when you 

share your heart—especially your doubts and fears. Yes, I know you 
hurt deeply, my child, and I carry your wounds inside my own heart. 
Although you have not always felt it, I have carried you through your 
deepest pain. 

Even though it’s diffi  cult for you to trust what you cannot see, I 
can promise that I am using the tangled mess of your life in ways you 
cannot imagine. Th e glory that will come from the pain will ripple 
out into the scope of history for generations to come. Although you 
do not see it, your faith is breaking the chains of bondage in your 
family and setting free those you will not meet until eternity. In spite 
of all the things that have happened to you, overwhelming victory is 
yours through Jesus.

You’re right, my daughter—your innocence was stolen, and those 
responsible will face me. But I will restore more than was taken from 
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you and sow blessing into your future. Jesus came to restore your 
innocence and give you back your childhood. Rest assured, my child, 
no matter what you may feel, you are wrapped in my love, and you 
walk in heaven-bought innocence and purity. Th e full life that you 
desire exists as you live and breathe and fi nd your being in Jesus.

Do not be troubled or afraid. I give power to the weak and strength 
to the powerless. Find new strength in me. 

Hope on the Edge
What things have you lost that have brought you to “the edge” in life? 
How have you dealt with those losses?

What things are you asking God to restore? Can you envision ways 
that God can use your pain for blessing? How?

Heart Cry
Help me grieve what was lost. Give me a vision for who I am and 
the identity and inheritance that are mine through Jesus. My inno-
cence is not lost, because Jesus bought it for me when he defeated sin. 
Th ank you for giving back the things that were taken. Teach me to 
love like you love, God, and to see myself as the redeemed, beautiful 
daughter that you see. 
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Weeping in the Night

Away from me, all you who do evil,
for the LORD has heard my weeping.

Psalm 6:8

I can’t sleep, God. I’m awake and exhausted, wide-eyed in the dark. 
Over and over again, my mind replays scenes I’ve lived and scenes I’ve 
made up—the endings I wish I could write to my story. Justice seems 
such a reasonable thing to ask for.

I’m angry. People hurt me in ways no one should ever be hurt—
people who were supposed to love me and protect me. 

But it didn’t turn out that way.
Lord, I’ve tried to forget . . . tried to forgive. But night after night 

I lie alone in the dark with the voices and memories of the pain . . . 
images I can’t erase. I remind myself I’m safe . . . that the monsters I 
fear are no longer part of my present. Th e problem is I still live in the 
shadows of my past. 

If tears could fl ow, they would fl ood my pillow. I’m a lifetime of 
tired. I’m trying to push bricks back into the crumbling walls of my life, 
but they seem to fall out faster every day. My bones long for rest. My 
body and spirit beg for sleep. I want to close my eyes and not be afraid. 

Th e evil that was poured out on my life sometimes feels like it’s 
suff ocating me. How long must I relive the memories, Lord? 

In the darkness at night, I see the moon, and I know you hung 
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it—that you’re a God who’s that big. Who’s that powerful. Who’s 
listening to me right now—even in my anger. I believe you’re big 
enough for my questions and my hurt. 

Please give me rest, Lord. I can’t carry these burdens. My strength 
is gone, and I long for the day when I can lie down in peace and sleep. 

J

My Dearest Child,
In those moments when a car suddenly flies out of control, a mother 

or father receives a dreaded diagnosis for a child, or feet suddenly slip 
from the edge of a cliff, the cry that flies without thought from the 
human heart is, “God!”—a cry for me. You are pressed beyond mea-
sure, dear one, and your spirit knows that only I can give you the rest 
you long for. You have come to me, and that simple act is your soul’s 
deep worship and echoes through heaven as high praise. 

I hear your cries, and I know your fears. I feel the ache of your 
body and hear the voices that pound through your soul. The weight 
of this world lies heavy on you.

Bring your fears to me. 
 I have overcome the world. I am your safety.
Bring your anger to me. 
 I have overcome the world. I am your reconciliation.
Bring the pain of your injustice to me. 
 I have overcome the world. I am your recompense.
Bring your hopelessness to me.
 I have overcome the world. I am your hope.
Bring your anxiety to me.
 I have overcome the world. I am your peace.
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In the darkness of night, I am the voice that sings over you in the 
silence.

The moon and all beautiful things I created remind you that I am 
always with you. Even now, I am giving you strength, sheltering and 
shielding you.

It is true. You are not alone. I wrote my promise to you in creation 
and signed it in the life and death of my Son. Be still and know that 
I am God.

Hope on the Edge
What worries and anxieties keep you awake in the night? What drives 
you to bring those things to God?

“God is your peace.” What do those words mean to you? PTSD 
and other mental disorders can trap certain patterns of thinking in 
the mind. Consider memorizing some of the affirmations in appen-
dix 6 at the back of the book, as well as seeking trauma treatment if 
you are experiencing sleep disturbances and obsessive thinking.

Heart Cry
Father, in the night when my heart and mind refuse to be quiet, 
remind me that you cradle me in your arms and hold me close to your 
heart. Your Spirit flows through me with every beat of my heart. Give 
me healing and peace as I focus on you and not my circumstances 
and feelings. Give me assurance of things I cannot see that are secure 
in you. Give me confidence that you will make all things right when 
I do not see justice. And give me rest, Lord, in body, mind, and spirit. 
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White Knights and 
Other Fairy Tales 

Every good and perfect gift is from above, 
coming down from the Father of the heavenly lights, 

who does not change like shifting shadows.
JamEs 1:17

When I was a child, God, I heard about a princess named Cinderella, 
but I never understood why bad things happened to young girls in 
fairy tales. I knew Cinderella was beautiful and needed to be rescued 
from her sad life, but I wondered why she was abused and couldn’t be 
loved and safe.

Eventually I read Cinderella to my baby sister and was awed by the 
girl who escaped from her abusers and rocked her world with a beau-
tiful dress, shoes, pumpkin carriage, and a stunning prince. Most 
of all, I loved the rescue, God. Someone loved Cinderella enough to 
come after her and save her from her horrible life. 

Th at’s how I felt about the young, handsome marine I called 
Daddy. His uniform and shiny pins and medals fascinated me. He 
smelled good, had an easy smile, and I loved him. I knew I was safe 
when Daddy was around—like the day he sat on the fl oor and ate 
everything I made him in my Easy Bake Oven. He told me every dry 
little cake I gave him was wonderful, and I believed him.
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But too often the smile I loved was missing, and a sad and tortured 
man looked back from Daddy’s eyes. In the moments when my father 
drank and his focus drifted from me, I couldn’t trust my world to be 
a safe place.

God, we are all children living in a fairy-tale-gone-wrong world of 
broken dreams. My father was a disappointed child once, too. Help 
me let go of the dream that imperfect people can keep me safe. Help 
me trust you to be my white knight and refuge. And give me grace 
to trust imperfect people with the same grace I need for my own 
imperfection. 

Th ank you most of all for restoring my father, who knows healing 
because of your grace.

J

My Child,
Your father was imperfect, like all earthly fathers, but you love 

him. It meant everything to you the day he sat on a hard fl oor and 
patiently waited while you served him everything your child hands 
could off er. Th at single act told you, more than anything else your 
father ever did, how much he cared for you. Th at day you felt safe 
and accepted as your daddy stooped down for his child. Th at day and 
many others, he showed you unconditional love. 

But despite their best eff orts, earthly fathers and mothers fail. Before 
eternity began, I set a story into motion for humanity, but they chose 
to rewrite it. Th e entire world is living in a story-gone-wrong. But 
my Son, Jesus, stepped into that story by becoming fl esh and blood 
through a father-and-child relationship that will save the kingdom. 

Your longings for safety are longings for me.
Your longings for a perfect father are longings for me.
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Your longings for the prince on the white horse to save the king-
dom are longings for me.

And I am here. For you. Trust me and a love that never changes, 
fades, or runs out.

Hope on the Edge
Who has failed you, and in what ways has your trust in people been 
challenged? How is God growing you in this area of your life?

What does it mean for you to trust people with the same grace you 
need in your imperfection?

Heart Cry
Dear God, help me see you as a father who picks me up and soothes 
away the nightmares. Help me understand that you are not a refl ec-
tion of people who hurt me or let me down. You are the perfect, 
adoring, loving Father who is always watching over me. Help me love 
and trust you more. 
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A Place Called Desperation

So if the Son sets you free, you will be free indeed.
JoHn 8:36

O God,
Time and time I’ve tried to give it up and start over, but I’ve failed. 

After too many years, I’ve fi nally been forced to face the sad, sicken-
ing truth.

I’m a drug addict. A dope fi end. One of those people. 
I believed drugs would change the way I felt. Th at they’d help me 

escape the awful place I was in and shed the pain. And they did—for a 
while. But somewhere along the way, they became one more thing that 
trapped me, and the thing I blindly hoped I could control ended up con-
trolling me. Th e thing I told myself I did turned into the thing I became. 
Drugs took away my hope and destroyed my already chaotic life. 

Drug addiction became one more thing that deepened the void 
in my life. One more thing that hurt me and the people I love. One 
more thing that drove me further into the darkness. 

I’m angry at myself for believing I knew better than every-
one else—for telling myself I wasn’t like “other” addicts and that I 
wouldn’t end up here. Angry for setting off  to prove everyone wrong 
and myself right. 

I feel beaten. I understand no drug in the world will fi x me. But 
I’m trapped and can’t see a way out. 
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I never thought I’d find myself in this desperate place. But I guess 
desperate is where I needed to land to realize I’ve got nowhere to run 
except to you. 

J

First, dear one, understand that your salvation rests on your faith in 
Jesus, not on the things you do and don’t do. Everything is permissi-
ble to you, unless that practice, substance, or person places you under 
bondage. You are not to be mastered by anything or allow anything 
to come before me. Drugs are an unforgiving master.

Don’t lose hope, child. Some of my most beloved saints through-
out history sank to the depths of hopelessness—Moses, David, and 
Elijah. What I desire from you is a moment-by-moment walk of faith 
as you rest in me. Addiction requires this kind of dependency as you 
grow in your awareness of your need for me in every moment. 

Come to me, my weary and burdened child, and I will give you 
what you need most—rest for your soul. Allow me to search you and 
know you at your deepest point of need. I don’t condemn you. Let me 
love you with a perfect love and give you the gifts of forgiveness, new 
life, and understanding. You were created for me and to be with me. 

Fill the void inside you in sweet communion with me and be free.

Hope on the Edge
What addictions have you leaned on to fill the holes in your heart? 
How did these things influence your life and your relationships with 
those you love? In what ways have you sought help? You may want to 
consider checking out the resources of CelebrateRecovery.com. 

What does it mean for you to turn to God to meet your needs in 
addiction—no matter what that addiction may look like?
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Heart Cry
Dear Father, I relinquish the lie that I’m trapped and there’s no way 
out. Free me from fear and teach me dependence upon you as I pry 
my hands off my life. Give me courage to be transparent and to seek 
out accountability and resources. Give grace to my family and loved 
ones, who have suffered as well. Help me love them in ways they will 
see and that minister to their hurt. Give me what I do not have, Lord, 
for I know I am not enough.
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W E E K E N D  F E A T U R E

El Roi, God Sees Me
Read Genesis 16:1–14

Tip: Use a journal to respond to the questions in the weekend 
features. You might want to consider an additional notebook that 
will allow you space to draw, sketch, or use another form of artis-
tic expression. 

Do you ever feel like you’ve had to shoulder the consequences for 
other people’s rotten decisions? 

Abandonment.
Abuse.
Betrayal.
Loss.
Th e death of your dreams.

Th is was life for Hagar, where Old Testament slaves lived at the mercy 
of their owner’s choices—good or bad. And Abram and Sarai were 
responsible for some pretty lousy choices.

God had promised Abram he’d be the father of a great nation, but 
Abram got tired of waiting for the son who never came along. So 
instead of trusting God, he impatiently defaulted to the practices of 
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his culture and slept with his wife’s maid, Hagar, in order to produce 
what would be considered a legal heir. 

Bad idea. Certainly not God’s idea. But this is the sinful nature that 
runs deep in the DNA we inherited from our fi rst parents, Adam and 
Eve. It goes something like this: doubt God’s character, get impatient, 
then take matters into our own hands. 

Th e day Hagar fl ed from Abram’s household and hit the streets was 
probably the worst day of her life. She was a runaway slave with no 
means of supporting herself or providing for her child. She must have 
felt desperate, alone, and totally abandoned. 

Amazingly, God took on the body of an angel and came looking for 
her so he could comfort her face-to-face. He cared that much about 
a despised, pregnant slave girl. He turned her circumstances around 
and blessed her son, Ishmael.

And God cares that much about you.

Written on Our Hearts
j Describe the moments in your life when you’ve felt the most 

desperate and alone. Did you feel abandoned? Abused? 
Like you were bearing the consequences of other people’s 
horrible decisions? Describe how you felt.

Hagar recognized the unbelievable truth that God cared so much for 
her that he took on a body to speak with her. God saw her tears, her 
aching heart, and her thoughts. And he was so moved by her pain 
that he came to her and transformed her circumstances. 
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Did Hagar return to Abram’s home still a slave? Yes. But with a new 
relationship with God. And with the promise that God was redeem-
ing her pain for a purpose bigger than anything she could imagine. 

Hagar gave God the name El Roi, the God who sees me. And she named 
her son Ishmael, God hears. What does it mean to you to know that 
God sees every detail of your life, including your aching heart, and 
promises to give even your suffering purpose?

j	 Imagine that God has come to you personally and is speak-
ing to you about the betrayal and brokenness in your life. 
What does he see? What words of comfort and promise is 
he speaking to you?

j	 God sees you. What do you think he wants you to see 
about him today? Read the following verses about God as 
you think about your answer: Isaiah 41:10; Zephaniah 3:17; 
John 3:16; 1 John 3:1.

Create an object that will remind you that God sees you and place it 
where you can see it every day. Here are some ideas:

• Paint the words El Roi or God Sees Me on a rock or piece of 
wood, or in a frame.

• Paint the words El Roi or God Sees Me on a baseball cap or hat 
and wear it.

• Buy a unique pair of glasses and hang them from a lampshade or 
the rearview mirror of your car to remind you that God sees you.

El Roi is not a Peeping Tom. He is not a judge peering over our shoul-
der. He is the God who comes for us when everyone else leaves. 



Heart Cry
Help me to see you as my El Roi, the God who sees me and who 
comes for me when everyone else turns their backs. Thank you for 
never abandoning me. Help me see you for who you really are and 
trust your heart. Heal me, God, in the deepest places of my hurt and 
need. Help me believe you see me and you care.
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