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Our Father in heaven, 
 
Let your spirit so saturate this book, these pages, these words that anyone 
who encounters them cannot help but be moved toward you. 
 
Let every believer who holds these pages in their hands experience a shift 
in their hearts, souls, minds toward you, toward the Kingdom. 
 
Let what the enemy meant to harm us, to torment us, to distract us, be 
turned against him – let these anxious thoughts be redeemed in such a way 
that holes are blown into the plans of hell.  
 
Most of all, let those who read these words be ever more unsatisfied with 
the world, ever more parched and starving for you. 
 
Let it be. 
 
In the precious and powerful name of Jesus of Nazareth, son of God, 
Savior, Lord.  



Forwenothing
brought
into the

1 Timothy 6:7

world&we cantake nothing out of it



Using the meditations:

HELP ME CREATE
A PRINTED (& EXPANDED)
VERSION OF THIS BOOK

You might flip through this book and wonder what to do with these little thoughts,
these little meditations. Mostly, I don't want to answer your wondering because
God said write these down and throw them out there and He said they would help.

So first, ask Him. And also, know it is okay to read the same thing over and over,
to flip through to a batch of words perfect for your current anxious thoughts
and put those words on repeat.

It's also okay to print any of these pages out and put them wherever might be helpful.
It's why I made this into a PDF. Print away. And if you don't know how, it's also okay
to ask me. I'm TV Swift on facebook and instagram. Message me anytime.

I am writing more about capturing thoughts during May & June of 2019.
Whatever God gives me, I will add to the contents of this ebook and create a printed
version. BUT it will only print with your help.

More on that here:
https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/capturingthoughts

I am sending all of the project backers (even if you pledge $1!) a digital copy
of the Capturing Thoughts adult coloring book as a gift. I so appreciate every one of you.
Thank you for reading.

© Stevie Swift 2019
Capturing Thoughts



Hi. 
 
My name is Stevie and I have anxiety. 
 
Anxiety is a vicious and paralyzing monster. It has a way of pouncing and 
sinking its claws in and sucking me dry of everything. 
 
Dry of energy, of motivation, of peace, of hope.  
 
At its worst, I was barely able to leave my home. I was so exhausted, 
physically and mentally and emotionally, that waking up and pulling 
myself out of bed was often the only meaningful thing I could accomplish in 
a day.  
 
At its best, now, it seems to wait in the shadows, ready to jump on me in a 
weak moment.  
 
In between the worst and the best I discovered how to nurse my anxiety 
rather than fight it. 
 
I went on and then off of multiple medications. I studied anxiety in general 
and became an expert in my own specifically.  I learned my triggers. I 
adjusted certain behaviors. I began meditating on scripture. I made sleep 
and rest priorities.  
 
I leaned hard into God, made space to listen to Him, and I learned His voice.  
 
And, although I didn’t realize it until recently, I learned to capture my 
thoughts.  
 
This little book isn’t a cure for anything – it’s just my little gift to you, 
something I think might help, something I think might point you to God, 
something I hope you will love.  
-      -       - 
 
I woke up one morning in February like I do occasionally, already gripped 
by anxiety. Every muscle tense, my mind racing, a reader board running 
through my brain as one aggravating thought after another raced through. 
 
Like other mornings, by the time I got up I was fine. I quieted or captured 
the thoughts with God and then I got out of bed and went about my day.  
 
But unlike other mornings, the process of capturing and quieting was 
slowed down for me. Other mornings, caught in the grips of the anxiety 
monster, the process was a blur.  I only knew that I took breaths and cried 
out to God and took more breaths and cried out more. 



 
 This morning though, God shined a big light on the process. 
 
As He did, I felt Him saying, “This could help people. Write this down.” So 
over the next months, as the light continued to shine on the process, I 
wrote.  
 
As the thoughts raced across the reader board, I grabbed one. Not literally 
of course, I just held onto one of the thoughts in my mind and let the others 
race by. 
 
I held tight to the one thought, gave it all of my focus, and I talked to it. Or I 
talked to God about it. Or I talked to myself about it. I spoke truth to the 
thought, or I spoke truth to myself, or I spoke words of surrender to God.  
 
I spoke to the thought until it was captured.  Until it was quiet.  
 
Sometimes capturing one thought was enough to keep the monster at bay, 
sometimes I stayed and grabbed more thoughts and talked them down.  
 
After, or later in the day, or another day entirely, I wrote down the truths I 
spoke to shut the thoughts up.  
 
I wrote them down because God said they could help people. I hope they do. 
I hope they help you.  
 
Inside this little book are some of the truths I spoke to quiet those 
thoughts.  
 
Inside this little book are some of the scriptures I put on repeat in my mind 
to keep my focus on the Kingdom. 
 
Inside this little book are some letters to you, friend – things I share hoping 
you will feel less alone, hoping you will look away from your own feet and 
toward eternity – hoping they will help.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I am convincedthat nothing can
ever separate us

Romans 8:39
from of Godthe love



Meditations



I’m carrying things on my shoulders,
things I am not meant to bear.

They are tight and heavy with the burden.
I am giving those to you God.
I am breathing in slowly
and breathing out tension,

breathing in slowly
and breathing out tightness,

breathing in slowly
and breathing out heaviness.

You carry the burden.
You carry the load.
You bear the weight –
I only have to let you.





Unsettled,
Uncertain,

On the verge of
Explosion,

Or implosion,
I come.
I lay it all
Before You,
Take it all.
All of this.
All of me.



People will misunderstand
me but you will not.
You are my God,
my hiding place,
my enormous,
towering,

impenetrable fortress.
You see all of me,
know all of me,

understand all of me
and love all of me anyway.



He has settheeternity inhearts of men
yet they

Ecclesiastes 3:11

cannot fathomwhat God has donefrom beginning to end



I am breathing.
Today I am breathing.

One breath in
and one breath out.

Repeat.
Today I am breathing
and it is enough.

Sometimes
breathing is enough,
and I am doing it.
I am breathing.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dear Reader: 
 
 
It’s funny how one day I can be in a state of near- full surrender, of 
kingdom-mindedness, of eternal focus, and the next day I can be a tightly 
wound ball of anxiety with my eyes fixated on the temporal and my 
thoughts magnifying what isn’t going my way. 
 
As I worked on this collection of little writings, the things I say to God or to 
myself or to others - and the things I think God says to us - when we are 
rolling in the muck of it, I found myself incredibly grateful. 
 
The knot in my stomach, the tsunami of thoughts, the tightness in my 
chest, the trembling limbs - they light up the cockpit of my life and remind 
me, painfully, to get out of the pilot’s seat. 
 
In this way, the anxiety is a gift. For me it is a clear heads up to get my 
head up. 
 
It still sucks. I don’t love it. At its best it is mildly aggravating,  
at its worst it is soul crushing. It’s a monster we won’t be bothered with on 
the other side of eternity. 
 
But I’m grateful for the way it has taught me to shift focus. 
 
For how it teaches me surrender. 
 
For how it won’t let me be the pilot - how as soon as I take control of the 
cockpit it wakes up and sounds every alarm. 
 
I don’t love it, but I’m grateful.  
 
“But he said to me, ‘My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made 
perfect in weakness.’ Therefore I will boast all the more gladly about my 
weaknesses, so that Christ’s power may rest in me.” 
2 Corinthians 12:9 
 
 
 



Someone doesn’t like me.
Maybe more than one.

Maybe ten or a hundred or
even a thousand.

You like me though.
You, God – my creator, my potter –
you like how you have made me.
You look on me and see something
worthy of creation, worthy of love,

worthy of like.
Someone doesn’t like me and it
stings a little, but your love –
a love so intense it would

do anything for me, die for me –
is a balm to the sting.

How can I concern myself
with small rejections

when I am wrapped so firmly in
the only love I need.



I’m remembering something I did
last night or last year

or a decade ago
and the embarrassment is fresh,

but I will not replay this in my mind.
I will think of something positive I added

to the world last night
or last year or a decade ago.

I will think of another positive thing
and another and another.
I will remember the ways

God has used me to love someone,
to comfort someone.

I will imagine the ways God will work
through me in the future.

I will remember and imagine
until the embarrassment is a speck.



I don’t know why, but every cell
in my body seems ready to
explode into a thousand bits.

It won’t.
My body will not explode.

I will not explode. I will breathe.
I will breathe and I will remind

myself this will pass.
I will not feel on the brink
of explosion forever.
I will feel light again.
I will feel peace again.
My God has not left me.
He is right here with me,
He is right here for me.



I am not the mistake I made.
I am not.

I am an imperfect person
who is perfectly loved.

I am sometimes mistaken
but I am never a mistake.

My words are sometimes wrong,
my attitude is sometimes wrong,
my actions are sometimes wrong,
but my existence is never wrong.

I am here for a reason
today and tomorrow

and however long my God
has me here on this planet.
I am here for a reason.
I am not a mistake.



I have beencrucified with
Christ; and it is

Galatians 2:20

no longer I who live
but Christ lives in me



This is not going to last forever.
This feeling is right now,
but it is not forever.
This is temporary.

I was made for the eternal.
I look forward to eternity
in the Kingdom of heaven.
This will not last forever.

This is not forever.
Not forever.



Things did not work out
the way I wanted.

My mind wants to roll it around
and rewind and replay
and run through ways

it could have gone better.
I’m going to try something

different. I’m going to say things
didn’t work out how I wanted

and I’m going to let
past me off the hook
about the things I did

do and the things I didn’t do.
And I'm going to remember

it is not in my power to ruin His plans.
And He will, no matter what,
work through ALL things
for my good and His glory.



 
 
 
 
 
As I was graduating law school and trying to decide what comes next, I 
went through a laundry list of possibilities before I went to God. 
 
When I laid out my favorite options before Him, asking which I should 
choose, I felt Him say, “Create margin.”  This was not one of the options 
recommended by the school, nor did it sound like something that would 
contribute to my student loans, but He continued to speak it and I decided 
to listen. 
 
I set out to create margin in my life and to listen closely to when and where 
He wanted to fill it.  
 
For years, I have gradually approached different areas of my life with 
questions like these: 
 
Why am I doing this, really? 
 
Why am I holding this thing? 
 
Can this be accomplished another way? 
 
Is this something I value because God has created me to value it or do I 
value it because I think other people value it? 
 
Am I doing this thing/job/business because this is where God wants me or 
am I doing this out of fear? 
 
Does this add value to my life or would margin be better in it’s place?  
Is there value in this BESIDES preserving the good opinion of other 
people? 
 
As I asked this of more and more pieces of my life, I came to realize that 
every single thing I own costs me something. Every “yes” costs me 
something. Every obligation, every relationship, every commitment costs 
me something. They cost time and they cost energy.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
And instead of trusting my own judgment about what I can afford in terms 
of time and energy – I began to trust God. Ignoring what is normal to have 
and do and schedule according to culture, I just keep looking at the things 
around me and asking God if I should keep it. Should I keep this thing in 
my home, in my schedule, in my life? 
 
The result of answering these questions over and over again, of taking 
these things to God, has been that I own very little and I live a mostly 
unscheduled life. The results for others might be different, but the ultimate 
outcome should be the same – a life that reflects a focus on the purposes 
God has for you as an individual, a life not following the patterns of the 
culture, of the world, but rather a life following the daily direction of the 
Father. 
 
I tell you this here in the middle of these pages because the act of doing 
this, of creating margin– though it was not my intention when I began – has 
tremendously diminished my anxiety. God knew this would be one of many 
positive results, but I didn’t – I only knew I could trust Him. 
 
You can trust Him too.  
 
Don’t hear “Make margin,” because that was my word and I don’t know 
what God has for you.  
 
Hear “Ask these questions of yourself and of God.”  
 
Hear “Lay it all before Him.”  
 
Hear “Forget living up to the status quo, or keeping up with your 
neighbors, or the whispers of people who think you are weird.”  
	
 
Hear that.  
 
 



None is
righteous,

Romans 3:10
not one.
no,



I have you, God.
I have you.

I have the only thing I need.
If everything else disappears-

If I am hated-
If no human being can

bring themselves to love me-
If I make such a grave mistake
that all of humanity rejects me-

You will not.
Your love does not give up on me.

In you, I have a
clean slate every day.



I survived yesterday
and I will survive today.
Some yesterdays I ran,

some I walked,
some I was carried,
some I was dragged,

but I survived each of them.
And I will look back

on this one
and say I survived it too.

You are with me,
you are for me,

you are holding me
– I will survive this day too.



Bring me
home to you,
draw me back,
rein me in.
Let me rest
at your feet,
protected

by your promises,
filled with your spirit,

surrounded by
your perfect peace.



He is everything.
All things.

The one thing. The only thing.
He is all I could want,

everything I could hope for,
everything I could possibly need.

He is it.
The minute I want more,

I am enslaved.
The minute I think

I need something more
to be happy or fulfilled –

that is the minute
I step into a prison cell
and slam the door.

Freedom is knowing I
need nothing more than Christ,

I’ve already got Him,
and nothing in creation
can take Him from me.



I am not in charge of the world.
I am not in charge of anyone else’s life.
I’m not even in charge of my own life.

You are in charge, Lord.
None of this is on my shoulders.
Nothing I can do will mess up
your plans for the world,

for humanity.
I don’t have that kind of power.

I will do my best today
and trust the outcome to you.
I will do my best tomorrow

and trust the outcome to you.
I am not in charge of the world.



There isoneonly thing
worth being
concerned about -

Mary has
&

Luke 10:42

discovered it
it will not

be taken away



I’m thinking about the things
gone wrong, the words slipped out,

the pain dished out,
the pain taken in –

I’m thinking about these things.
I’m letting these thoughts swirl around,

I’m letting the wheels in my mind
remain fixed on these thoughts.

Stop.
I’m going to think of one true thing

and I’m going to focus.
I’m going to think of one noble thing

and I’m going to fixate there.
I’m going to think of one pure

and lovely thing and I’m going to
hold it in my mind until I’m filled
with gratitude about it’s existence.

I’m going to think about God,
who is beyond excellent

and ever deserving of praise
and I am going to worship.



 
 
	
	
Shortly	after	God	shined	a	light	on	how	I	was	capturing	anxious	thoughts	before	
they	could	capture	me,	shortly	after	He	asked	me	to	start	writing	down	the	words	I	
spoke	to	those	anxious	thoughts,	shortly	after	He	told	me	these	words	would	help	
other	people	with	runaway	thoughts	racing	across	their	own	reader	boards,	shortly	
after	that	-		
	
I	had	one	enormous	anxiety	triggering	month.	
	
I	thought	I	was	being	treated	unfairly,	I	was	angry,	I	was	frustrated,	I	was	fearful,	I	
didn’t	know	how	I	could	ever	figure	out	how	to	resolve	what	was	happening.	
	
And	then	I	realized	I	couldn’t.	Not	better	than	God	could	anyway.	
	
I	asked	Him	what	to	do	next	and	He	told	me.	He	gave	me	next	steps	after	next	steps.	
It	involved	killing	more	of	my	own	ego,	it	involved	letting	go	of	my	right	to	anything,	
it	involved	loving	and	protecting	other	people	at	my	expense.		
	
As	I	leaned	into	following	Him	through	the	triggers,	I	experienced	incredible	peace.	
Like	out	of	this	world,	completely	inexplicable,	peace.	
	
So,	not	only	did	I	have	more	opportunities	to	talk	to	anxious	thoughts,	more	material	
to	add	to	this	little	collection,	more	motivation	to	share	these	bits	with	you	–	I	also	
discovered	how	some	of	my	anxious	thoughts	stemmed	from	my	own	ego.	And	I	
discovered	the	peace	and	relief	and	beauty	that	follows	the	death	of	ego.	
	
My	friend	recently	wrote	the	words	“edge	me	out,	Jesus,”	and	it	felt	like	the	theme	
phrase	for	my	year	so	far.	
	
Consider	praying	this,	or	something	near	it,	with	me:	
	
Lord,	strip	me	of	my	ego,	of	my	self	–	strip	me	of	me.	Edge	me	out,	Jesus.			
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	
	
	



Your mercy is new
every single day.

Your grace is all I need.
Your love covers all of it –

every misstep,
every tripped-over word,

all of it.
Your mercy is new
every single day.

Your grace is all I need.



Nothing will stop me from
worshipping

at the feet of Jesus. Nothing.
No quarrel, no guilt-trip,

no judging eye of man watching
my every move – nothing.

I belong here, I belong at His feet,
I belong here in the loving and
protective shelter of my savior.

No one will make me
leave here in shame,

no one will convince me
I don’t belong

or I’m in the wrong seat
or I should be doing something else.

I will worship here at His feet.



I'm both never enough and
always enough at the same time.

I could never be enough
to earn

the righteousness of God
AND

I never have to.
I'm already enough.

Already loved as much as
I'm going to be,

accepted as much as
I'm going to be

as "enough" as I'm going to be.



Iamyou withalways,
the

Matthew 28:20

even to
end of

the age



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
You’re slipping, skidding back toward where you’ve been, and you don’t 
want to, but you’re not quite sure how to stop this slow roll now that it’s 
already begun.  
 
I don’t have all the answers but I know of one thing that never hurts – fall 
on your knees and then your face and worship the one who sent you, who 
breathes purpose into dry bones, who won’t let your mistakes or your 
scars, be wasted.  
 
Turn your palms up toward Him and let them be fully empty, offering all, 
surrendering everything. I don’t have the answers but I know that won’t 
hurt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I’m chasing you.
And nothing happening

right now can
keep me from you.

Suffering only makes me want
you more.

The disapproval of others
only makes me appreciate

your unwavering acceptance.
All of the things

I cannot hold make me
more grateful for how you

hold everything and
how you hold all of me.



They don’t agree.
They don’t have to.

I don’t have to make them.
I don’t have to replay

conversations in my head.
I don’t have to have

imaginary ones either.
I can ask God how best to love

them in this moment.
What does love require of me

in this moment, in this situation?
I can ignore the prideful needs

of the flesh to be right, to be understood,
to be in complete agreement –

I can love them well in this moment,
whatever the cost.



Sometimes when I’m low,
when things aren’t going to plan,
when I feel like I’m coming undone,
I’ll be overcome with the sense
that I am loved and it reminds

me of something. I don’t climb up
from a low position – I kneel

and He lifts me where I’m meant to be.
I don’t plan-

I surrender and He provides.
I don’t hold it all together –
I abide and He holds me.

And it doesn’t mean everything
is juicy peaches

under a warm summer sun –
it just means it’s not all on my

puny shoulders.
No matter how bad it gets,

I am lifted and loved and held.



Take the thing,
Lord,

take this thing
rolling around in

my mind with spikes.
Take it from me.
And every time

I try to take it back,
please take it again.



Seek 1st
the Kingdom of
God & His

Matthew 6:33
righteousness



Sometimes, when the thing
you’ve asked me to do
results in people you
love disagreeing or

upset in some other way,
I am confused.

I feel responsible for their opinions,
for their feelings,
for their peace.

Remind me I am not.
I am responsible to love them.

I am responsible
to abide in you.

I am responsible for
loving you with my

whole heart, whole soul,
whole mind, whole strength.



Nothing is too small for Him.
Nothing is too small.

Nothing is so miniscule
that I should hold it myself

rather than turn it over to Him.
Those teeny things I try
to take care of on my own,

figure out with my own steam,
solve with my own skills –

they pile up one after another
until the weight of them is more

than I can bear.
I am taking them off.

One by one I am taking them
off of me and giving them to Him.
Nothing is too small for Him.



I am a tree planted
by the perfect stream.

I have everything I need here.
I can stay, unmoving,

rooted here,
forever nourished.

I’m not a leaf blowing in the wind.
I am an unmovable,

unshakeable,
unbreakable tree.

I am grounded in you,
my perfect soil,
my perfect bread,

my perfect hiding place.



It’s a thought from the past.
A thought meant to shame me,

to keep me in hiding,
to silence me. It will not.

It will not stop me. I died to myself –
I no longer live.

Christ lives in me and my entire life
is for Him.

How could something my dead self was,
something my dead self did,
something my dead self said –

how could this stop the me who lives
from serving Him now?

It can’t. It won’t.



I’m not good enough.
Not good enough for

the people I’m entrusted to love,
and not good enough to
deserve the grace and

forgiveness given to me freely.
It’s true.

But I am given unlimited grace
and forgiveness freely anyway.
I am gifted with life and talents

and resources anyway.
I am entrusted

to love the people around me anyway.
Because it is not about me.

It is not about whether I’m good enough.
I live for you.

You are enough for me.



My isgrace

sufficient
for you,my power
is made

2 Corinthians 12:9

perfect in
weakness



Sometimes I forget to give
you the little things.

I think I’ll take care of the
little things on my own,
I’ll figure them out,
I’ll work on them.

And now it is little things
adding up and

weighing me down
and I cannot breathe.

Please take these things.



I am not ashamed.
I stand before the torn veil,

seen fully. I have the ear of my God
and it isn't because I have nothing

to be ashamed of,
or because I am righteous,
or because I am special
in any kind of way.

It is because He is my righteousness.
No matter what I do here,

no matter how badly I mess up,
I cannot ruin what He has done for me.

My missteps will not sew
the veil back together,

my unrighteousness does not
stain what Jesus made clean,
my mistakes do not crack what

He has made whole.
I am not ashamed.



I don't know if I'm
doing the
right thing.

I'm pretty sure it's wrong.
I'm moving in

the wrong direction,
I'm hearing you wrong,
I've chosen wrong -

Wrap me up tight in you, Lord.
Remind me how no misstep
can ruin everything, how I
get to be a part of your plan
for the world no matter what,

how my very best is the
very most you ask of me.

Wrap me up and hold me tight
and love me strong.



I’m at the far end of myself.
I’m at the place where
another millimeter feels

like I’ll fall right out of life and
into nothingness. And maybe it’s not the

worst place to be.
Maybe here, on the edge of nothingness,

I can have a different perspective.
Maybe from here I can float
a bit and look upon all of

the things I thought would crush me
a moment ago and see them as specks.

Maybe from here -
where I can see the greatness
of God and the smallness

of everything else –
maybe from here, I can

find my way back to breathing.



I cannot mess up the world.
I cannot mess up a person.

I can hurt
and I can offend
and I can mess up,

but nothing
I do is beyond the redemption

power of my God.
He can take this

and make it something
beautiful and obvious for His glory.

He can take this and turn it
into something I can look upon
with some measure of gratitude.

He can. I cannot.



it is
John 19:30

finished



I am small. I am small and so
are the things around me,
the people, the work,

the projects,
the conflicts, the stress –
as big as it all may seem,

it is small.
This is a tiny slice of my life,
which is a tiny slice of time
which is a tiny slice of

all that exists.
I am small, but I can run to
and rest under the one

who is bigger than time itself.
I will find rest there.

I will find rest in you, Lord.



I have what I need for today.
I do not have tomorrow
figured out, or next week,
or next month, but I have
what I need for today.

I am going to breathe in this reminder
and breathe out gratitude.

I am going to praise the name of
my God because I have what I
need for today. And for today,

I will resist the urge to
gather and store –
I will rest in what

I have because it is enough for today.



At the end of the day,
at the end of this season,
at the end of this life -
I answer only to one.
I answer to Him alone.
I answer to you Lord.

I'm grateful for these people
you have put in my life to love,

but it is so tricky to keep
them off the throne

of my heart -
I try to impress and gain
approval and be accepted
by these people. I take my
eyes off of you to earn kudos

from them. But I don't live for them.
I live for you. I do not live by their
approval and acceptance and kudos.
I live by nothing but your grace.

You are enough.
Your grace is enough for me.



Today I am going to lift
these heavy feet and maybe

I’ll inch forward or
maybe I’ll stay where I am,

but no matter what
I will breathe because

God
isn’t
done

with me
quite yet.



Letus ourfix

Hebrews 12:2

Jesus,
the author

faithand perfecte
r

of our

eyes on





 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Prayer is where I realign, where I recalibrate, refocus. It is in prayer where 
I come to terms with how small I am in the scope of all eternity, and how 
immeasurably loved I am despite my smallness. 
 
Prayer is where I am reminded how awesome God is, how short this 
temporal life is, and how this place is not my home.  
 
In prayer I take the focus of my thoughts off of myself and my 
circumstances and I throw them toward my God, toward the brokenness 
around me, toward people He loves.  
 
In prayer I am transported into alignment with my King. 
 
So, in this little book where I intended to include only the meditations,  
 
where I was inspired to include some of the most centering-to-me bits of 
scripture I know, 
 
I want to also include these prayers of mine.  
 
In case you’d like to make them prayers of yours.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Lord take us
closer to you,
draw us deep -

to a place where only
you matter,

where full assurance
of the Kingdom is present,
where every thought and

every action is to
benefit our true home
and its King, we are
servants to you -

may our hearts soften daily
and our faith strengthen

infinitely.



Only you Lord,
only you on the throne.

Everything else on the altar.
Such a small price to pay.
Everything temporal for
everything eternal.

Help my unbelief - let me see you.
Because when I believe, when I see,

the unclenching is automatic,
the letting go is instinctual.

When I believe,
when I see you,

There is nothing I would not sell to
be near you, nothing I would not

leave behind to follow you.
Please help my unbelief.

Let me see you.



Give me eyes to see you
to see your Kingdom.
Give me a heart that

is unsatisfied with anything
but you.

Give me a hunger
and a thirst

for nothing outside
of you. Give me more

and more
and more
of You.



Make me,
mold me

turn me into
what you made me to be.
Strip me of the stains -

the ego
the pride
the vanity -

strip me of the baggage -
the bitterness
the envy
the rage.
Sanctify.
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Lord, grab my heart
in the gentle way you do
and turn it toward you.

Blind it to everything not of you.
Deafen me to the voices

not of you.
Teach me to hear you

above the noise.
I am starving for you-
for the real you -
the raw you,

the unchanging you,
the I Am.



You are God
Not I.

Though in my heart I
often forget.

I lay me down before your altar,
nothing clenched, held, kept.
Because you alone satisfy.
I was made to worship you.
And every self-serving act
only highlights what I lack.

As I try to live for me,
I die a little more.

Help me.
Open my eyes,unclench my fists,

bring me to my knees.



Show me what you are doing,
how you are working,
who you are loving on

all around me.
Show me your spirit in motion,

your bride at work,
your healing,
sanctifying,

supernatural work.
I need to know you're real.
I need to know you're here.

I need to know you are working.



Crash over me
and into me

and through me -
overwhelm me

with your presense,
with your power.
Become everything

I need.
Become everything I want.
Become everything to me.



Be my hiding place,
be my comforter,
be my fortress,

my defender, my provider,
my rock. I am sad and hurting.

I am tired and worn.
I am unsettled and uncertain.
I am worried and nervous

and scared.
Be my lion.

Remind me you are before me
and around me and with me

and for me
and that you are working through

all of this -
all of it - for your glory



Lord pry my
fingers off of
this thing,
this person,
this dream.
This thing I

thought would
do better in my

hands
than in yours.
Take it from me.
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I think the most important thing to remember, when you are caught up in 
anxious thoughts, is this: YOU ARE NOT ALONE. 
 
You are not the only one who has faced these. There are millions of people 
out here who know you aren’t crazy, who have walked through this same 
thing, who have the same weird, seemingly out-of-control thoughts running 
across their own reader boards. 
 
Anxiety wants to isolate you. 
 
Don’t let it.  
 
And not only are there people like me who know this path – you have a God 
who knows every cell in your body, every thought in your head. He loves 
you and He is with you and He is for you. 
 
YOU ARE NOT ALONE. 
 
-Stevie 
 
 
 
I’d like to create a print version of “Capturing Thoughts.” If you are 
interested in such a thing, use the link below to find out how to be a part of 
the project and be first to get the book. (Ends July 10th, 2019). 
 
https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/capturingthoughts 
 
OR you can go to Kickstarter and search “Capturing Thoughts” 
 
 
 
 
 
 


