
Psalms 139 

The Inescapable God 

To the leader. Of David. A Psalm. 

1O LORD, you have searched me and known me. 
2You know when I sit down and when I rise up; 

you discern my thoughts from far away. 
3You search out my path and my lying down, 

and are acquainted with all my ways. 
4Even before a word is on my tongue, 

O LORD, you know it completely. 
5You hem me in, behind and before, 

and lay your hand upon me. 
6Such knowledge is too wonderful for me; 

it is so high that I cannot attain it. 

 

 

13For it was you who formed my inward parts; 

you knit me together in my mother's womb. 
14I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made. 

Wonderful are your works; 

that I know very well. 
15My frame was not hidden from you, 

when I was being made in secret, 

intricately woven in the depths of the earth. 
16Your eyes beheld my unformed substance. 

In your book were written 

all the days that were formed for me, 

when none of them as yet existed. 
17How weighty to me are your thoughts, O God! 

How vast is the sum of them! 
18I try to count them—they are more than the sand; 

I come to the end —I am still with you. 

 

 

 



Isaiah 64 

1O that you would tear open the heavens and come down, 

so that the mountains would quake at your presence— 

2as when fire kindles brushwood 

and the fire causes water to boil— 

to make your name known to your adversaries, 

so that the nations might tremble at your presence! 

3When you did awesome deeds that we did not expect, 

you came down, the mountains quaked at your presence. 

4From ages past no one has heard, 

no ear has perceived, 

no eye has seen any God besides you, 

who works for those who wait for him. 

5You meet those who gladly do right, 

those who remember you in your ways. 

But you were angry, and we sinned; 

because you hid yourself we transgressed. 

6We have all become like one who is unclean, 

and all our righteous deeds are like a filthy cloth. 

We all fade like a leaf, 

and our iniquities, like the wind, take us away. 

7There is no one who calls on your name, 

or attempts to take hold of you; 

for you have hidden your face from us, 

and have delivered us into the hand of our iniquity. 

8Yet, O LORD, you are our Father; 

we are the clay, and you are our potter; 

we are all the work of your hand. 

 


	Psalms 139
	The Inescapable God

	Isaiah 64

