
Psalm 139 celebrates the fact that there is no escape from God’s love for each and every one of 
us.  We are known in?mately and loved deeply by a God who is with us every step that we 
take. There is no place we can go that God is not there. 

In a book ?tled Tales of the Hasidim, Mar?n Buber, an early twen?eth-century Jewish 
philosopher, offered these words concerning the rela?onship between God and humankind: 

Where I wander – You! 
Where I ponder – You! 
Only You, You again, always You! 
You! You! You! 
When I am gladdened – You! 
When I am saddened – You! 
Only You, You again, always You! 
You! You! You! 
Sky is You, Earth is You! 
You above! You below! 
In every trend, at every end, 
Only You, You again, always You! 
You! You! You!2 

While he was imprisoned for his resistance against the Nazis, the German pastor Dietrich 
Bonhoeffer wrote a poem called “Who Am I?” in which he meditates upon the difference 
between what others say about him during his ?me in prison and what he feels about himself 
inside. 
Others see him as a cheerful tower of strength and faith amid hardship -- but on the inside he 
feels restless and yearning and sick, like a ?ny bird in its cage, barely alive. “Who am I?” he 
asks. “This man or that other? / Am I then this man today and tomorrow another? / Am I both 
all at once? An imposter to others, / but to me liYle more than a whining, despicable weakling? 
/ ... They mock me, these lonely ques?ons of mine.” 

But Bonhoeffer concludes the poem with a type of Psalm 139: “Whoever I am, you know me, O 
God. You know I am yours.” 

C.S. Lewis, known by some for wri?ng the Chronicles of Narnia, and known by others for 
wri?ng many books about the Chris?an faith, once described his conversion in terms of a long 
siege by God resul?ng in a blessed surrender.  

“You must picture me alone in that room ... ,” he wrote, “night a]er night, feeling, whenever 
my mind li]ed even for a second from my work, the steady, unrelen?ng approach of Him 



whom I so earnestly desired not to meet. That which I greatly feared had at last come upon 
me. ... I gave in, and admiYed that God was God, and knelt and prayed: perhaps, that night, 
the most dejected and reluctant convert in all England.” 

And yet Lewis goes on to offer thanks for the God of Psalm 139 when he says, “I did not then 
see what is now the most shining and obvious thing: the Divine humility which will accept a 
convert even on such terms. The Prodigal Son at least walked home on his own feet. But who 
can duly adore that Love which will open the high gates to a prodigal who is brought in kicking, 
struggling, resen`ul, and dar?ng his eyes in every direc?on for a chance of escape?  

In our psalm for today, the writer of the Psalm talks about how deeply God knows him.  He 
talks about God knowing all of his thoughts, and where he is at all ?mes.  He talks about God 
knowing what he is going to say before he says it, and how God knit him together in his 
mother’s womb.  
 
Can you imagine someone knowing you that well?  And not only knowing you that well, but 
loving every molecule that is you?  Loving the good parts of you and the challenging parts of 
you?  Loving the strongest parts of you and the broken parts of you?  
 
That is how God loves you.  And most days we cannot even begin to grasp it.   
But think just for a minute about that person that you feel knows you the best.  And then 
realize that God knows you more.  Think about the person that you love the most, and know 
that God loves you more. 
 
God loves us not because we are perfect, or because we say or do all the right things.  God 
loves us because God made us.  God loves us because he can see how wonderfully we were 
created, and just how amazing and how abundant our lives can be. 

Thanks be to God. Amen! 


