
 Cry Out 

 O Lord my God, I cried out to You, and You healed me. O Lord, You brought my soul up from 
 the grave; You have kept me alive, that I should not go down to the pit. 

 Psalm 30:2-3 

 There’s  a  song  by  Third  Day  called  “Cry  Out  to  Jesus”  with  such  beautiful,  truthful  lyrics 
 that  it  has  ministered  to  many  since  it  was  released.  If  you  haven’t  heard  it  recently,  I  urge 
 you to listen to it. 

 Everyone,  without  exception  and  without  fail,  has  wounds,  has  pain,  has  hurt  that  needs 
 healing.  We  are  all  flawed,  we  are  all  prone  to  wander,  we  all  find  ourselves  in  situations 
 that  leave  wounds  in  our  hearts.  We  may  not  even  know  how  wounded  we  are.  That  was  the 
 case  in  my  life.  I  had  no  idea  just  how  wounded  I  was.  I  had  no  labels,  no  definitions  for  the 
 wounds  I  carried.  Some  had  been  inflicted  on  me,  some  I  inflicted  on  myself.  Wherever  and 
 however the wounds came to be, I was just wounded. 

 But  there  came  a  day  when  I  cried  out  to  Jesus.  My  cry  to  Him  was  not  a  pretty  prayer 
 filled  with  theological  themes  and  doctrinal  truth.  It  was  a  cry  of  help.  Just  “help.”  It  was 
 born  out  of  a  place  of  deep  pain,  confusion,  fear,  sadness,  hurt,  loneliness,  a  place  where 
 it’s  dark  and  murky,  a  place  where  I  was  in  chains.  It  was  my  prison,  my  dungeon.  In  a 
 place  such  as  this,  there  are  no  words.  You  are  reduced  to  the  smallest  form  of  yourself, 
 where all you can say is “help.” 

 It  is  a  heart  cry  that  reaches  the  listening  ear  of  the  Almighty.  “I  cried  out  to  You,  and  You 
 healed  me,”  the  psalmist  says.  Oh  how  He  heals!  I  didn’t  cry  out  asking  for  healing,  but  He 
 healed  me.  I  didn’t  cry  out  naming  specific  needs,  but  He  met  them.  He  brought  my  soul 
 up from the grave and has kept me alive and out of my prison. 

 This  is  such  a  small  thing,  crying  for  help.  It  is  avoided,  it  is  frowned  upon,  it  is  regarded  as 
 weak  in  this  world  we  live  in.  But  it  is  the  biggest,  most  honest,  most  real  prayer.  Help.  Just 
 help  me.  It  recognizes  that  we  are  incapable,  but  that  He  is  not.  It  recognizes  that  He  is 
 bigger  than  we  are.  It  turns  our  eyes  upon  Jesus,  who  is  mighty  to  save.  Not  only  is  He 
 able, He is willing and eager to lift our souls out of our pits. 

 Whatever  you  are  facing,  whatever  you  have  done,  wherever  you  have  been,  however  dirty 
 and wounded you are, cry out to Jesus. He will heal you. 

 Oh loving Father, we thank You for Your grace, Your mercy, and Your unfailing love for us. We 
 thank You that when we cry to You, You heal us. You answer prayers we didn’t know to pray 

 when we turn our eyes to You. Father, help us to continue bringing our entire selves to You and 
 to trust that You are able and eager to mend our broken hearts. 
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