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Psalm 23 (KJV)

The LORD is my shepherd; I shall not want.
2 He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he 

leadeth me beside the still waters.
3 He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths 

of righteousness for his name's sake.
4 Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 

shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with 

me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
5 Thou preparest a table before me in the presence 

of mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; 

my cup runneth over.
6 Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 

days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of 

the LORD for ever.



From Psychology Today 
May 08, 2017

By Andrea Bartz
The Wandering Mind:
The Secret to Remembering Your 
Vacation Better
New research shows us how to make 
that trip stick.
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“I forgot a camera on the most 
visually incredible day of my life. No, 
really: I was in freaking Uganda, and 
I climbed onto a small boat for an 
all-day water safari on the Nile, and 
seconds after we'd pushed off from 
the pier, I realized I'd left my iPhone 
plugged in at the main lodge, the 
resort's only charging station. I 
writhed with frustration as we pulled 
within feet of a 12-foot crocodile, his 
huge jaw hinging open in warning to 
reveal a toothy grin.



I shook my fist as we passed by huge 
piles of hippos, sunbathing and flopping 
over one another as they let out their 
bizarre bark, heh heh heh. I face-palmed 
as we pulled up between two halves of a 
huge herd of elephants, half on the 
shore and the other half grazing calmly 
from a grassy island cropping up from 
the Nile. The boat pulled over so our 
small crew could hike to the top of 
Murchison Falls, where the river, a mile 
wide in other spots, rushes through a 
crevice just a few yards wide. 



But you know what? The whole experience 
forced me to actually look — to take in 
every moment without the distancing effect 
of a screen in-between. And I noticed that 
when people asked me about my trip 
afterward — a trip that included epic stops 
in the Bwindi Impenetrable Forest for 
encounters with unconcerned gorillas, a 
nighttime safari ride through Kidepo Valley 
where a male lion regarded us from 15 feet 
away — that single day was the one I 
recounted with the most detail.



Turns out researchers figured this out long 
before I did. Many studies show that we 
remember stuff we’ve photographed less 
well than stuff we’ve merely seen. (One 
interesting study from Fairfield University 
in Connecticut found that taking a zoomed-
in photo of a detail — in the case of the 
experiment, it was of artwork during a 
museum tour — enhanced recall, 
suggesting that, wielded correctly, cameras 
can actually help us take a sight in more 
thoroughly.) The logic is simple: Our lazy 
brains lean on technology to do the 
remembering for them; we figure the 
smartphone will capture the event, so we 
don’t need to really attend to it ourselves.

The Persistence of Memory
By Salvador Dali



In fact, an in-press study released 
last week found that "a 
preoccupation with smartphones 
resulted in the impairment of the 
family vacation experience as an 
autobiographic memory"; in other 
words, being iPhone-obsessed 
meant people actually 
remembered fewer details about 
their trip of a lifetime.



Of course, my friends took photos of the 
river safari and were more than happy to 
share them. And the whole experience 
actually convinced me to intentionally 
put my phone down more on my next 
trip, and instead take everything in IRL 
(in real life). A frustrating experience 
turning into a lesson in mindfulness? 
That’s the kind of epiphany travel is all 
about.”









God restores so that 
God can guide and 

we can be righteous.  
We are to be 

righteous for God’s 
name. Our journey 
has a purpose and 

that purpose is God’s 
purpose of love.







Sometimes It Just Seems to Be Too Much
By Ted Loder (Guerillas of Grace)

Sometimes, Lord, it just seems to be too much;
Too much violence, and too much fear,
Too much of demands and problems,

Too much of broken dreams and broken lives,
Too much of slums and war and dying;
Too much of greed and squishy fatness,

And the sounds of people devouring each other,
And the earth.



Too much of stale routines and quarrels,
Unpaid bills and dead ends;

Too much of words lobbed in to explode
And leaving shredded hearts and lacerated souls;

Too much of turned away backs and 
Yellow silence, red rage, 

And the bitter taste of ashes in my mouth.





Too much, Lord, too much, 
Too bloody, bruising, brain-washing, much;

Or is it too little?
Too little of courage, 

Too little of compassion,
Too little of courage,

Of daring, of persistence, of sacrifice;
Too little of music, and laughter, and celebration?



O God, 
Make of me some nourishment for 

these starved times,
Some food for my brothers and sisters

who are hungry
For gladness and hope, that

Being bread for them, I might be fed,
And be full.





The place where you are right now
God circled on a map for you

Wherever your eyes and arms and heart 
can move 

Against the sky, the Beloved has bowed 
there.

Our Beloved has bowed there knowing
You were coming.

I could tell you a priceless secret
About your dear worth, dear pilgrim.

But any unkindness to yourself,
Any confusion about others,

Will keep one from
Accepting the grace, the love!

Hafiz
14th Century
Iranian Poet


