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“I cried through these pages, finding a friend who
knows winter and who finds God within her winter.
Barbara’s vulnerable reach for God is a poetic invitation to my soul . . . to discover Him, right here in
this weak frame of mine.”

“My Heart, Ever His is more than a compilation of
heartfelt prayers and accompanying Scriptures.
Barbara Rainey inspires the reader that to commune with God is essential in all seasons of life. It
is an unquenchable thirst for more with God.”

SARA HAGERTY , bestselling author, Unseen

KAREN LORITTS , pastor’s wife, author,

and Every Bitter Thing Is Sweet

speaker, Bible teacher

“Stunningly candid, Barbara’s prayers of lament
will resonate in every woman’s heart. Precious few
know how to struggle and to do so with the wonder
of the gospel. Barbara calls forth lament and allows
sorrow to rise, but always lands with praise to our
Savior and King.”

“In these pages I found my head nodding, my heart
validated, and my eyes continually turned to the
Lord. Barbara’s journey through the seasons of life
has produced a rich depth, understanding, and sagacity often missing in today’s instant-gratification,
quick-sound-bites world.”

BECKY ALLENDER , cofounder,

VIVIAN MABUNI , speaker and author,

The Allender Center

Open Hands, Willing Heart

“Barbara Rainey’s words speak into the heart of
every woman who earnestly seeks God. She graciously shares about the seasons of suffering she has
endured as a wife, a mother, and a follower of Christ.
Barbara reminds us that our unanswered questions
keep us reliant on our one real hope, Jesus.”
TERESA COELHO , founder, Power of Modesty

“Barbara’s beautifully poetic and personal prayers
will help readers to bridge the gap between life’s
confusing, messy realities and the solid truth of
God’s Word. In her honest conversations with the
Lord, we see evidence of the Holy Spirit’s work of
intercession, comfort, and guidance leading to renewed peace and steadfast trust.”
MARIANNE HOUSEHOLDER , leadership

“These prayers are soul care. Discover the grace
awakening of being raw-honest with yourself and
God. About anything! Barbara’s vulnerable confessions hunger for hope. Her ruminations cry out for
divine wisdom. Drink deeply from this outpouring, and you will be encouraged to name your own
struggles. Our Father welcomes our voice.”
JOANNE THOMPSON , author, Table Life:

Savoring the Hospitality of Jesus in Your Home

“Barbara’s beautiful words and authentic prayers stir
your soul to draw closer to God. Her prayers touch
every part of your life—when life is easy and when
life is painful. The truths of her writing sink down
deep to encourage and comfort your very soul!”
ANN WILSON , co-host, FamilyLife Today

development specialist, Athletes in Action
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This collection of prayers
is dedicated to my dearest Friend,
the Holy Spirit.
It was His idea to write these prayers,
planted in the soil of my heart.
His illumination inspired the topics,
provided specific words,
gave clarity
and clear guidance.
Thank You
O Spirit of Christ
for Your unending companionship
and nearness.
I address my verses to the

King.

May You be pleased.

Psalm 45:1
Throughout, prayer segments that were inspired by specific passages of Scripture are
indicated by blue text. The corresponding references are in the chapter’s footnote.
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INTRODUCTION

W

Why Pray?
ho hasn’t felt prayer is futile? Does God

hear? Does He care? we wonder.
These universal questions most often arise out of
our disappointments or sorrow. Personal loss of any kind reveals
our fears about God and ourselves: Is God in control? Does He
see me? How am I supposed to live with what’s happening in my
life right now?
The Psalms pose similar questions. They are earthy, gritty, raw.
Why, O Lord, do you stand far away?
Why do you hide yourself in times of trouble?
Psal m 1 0 :1

David and others wrote these prayers, laments, and songs
with words that shock us in our present walking-on-eggshells
culture. No one knows what to say or not say for fear of offending at work, at school, with neighbors, or with strangers. Then
11
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at church there is an atmosphere of niceness, a false everything-
is-okay exterior mask we feel compelled to wear to prove God is
making good.
But when we are alone . . . when it’s just me and God . . . how
do I talk to Him?
How do I not offend the Creator of the universe? I feel silly
sometimes talking to Him, because normal, shallow relational
approaches feel ridiculous or embarrassing before the throne of
God Almighty.
———
Suffering has been a very unwelcome part of my life.
Winter came again recently for me. Not like other winters, for
God doesn’t copy and paste, but works perfectly and individually for what I uniquely need to know and experience of Him.
This new season of loss took a completely different shape from
previous winters of my life. A different kind of cold settled in;
not the sharp, brutal sub-zero kind, but a cloudy, damp, chills-
to-the-bone cold. Like a slowly creeping fog that settles and
stays, this season of loss was an ill-defined cloud, daily thickening to zero visibility or lifting enough to see hints of sunshine
through the mist.
I’ve learned through the years that God’s light shines the
brightest in the darkness, so I should have remembered His
faithfulness more confidently. I haven’t always seen His glow in
the middle of the hardest moments of my life, but over time He
has revealed hints of Himself in ways He knew I’d recognize,
ways that were best for me.
12
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American poet Emily Dickinson wrote, “The Truth must
dazzle gradually, / Or every man be blind.”1 My dear heavenly
Father knows I can’t see His brilliant glory in the daylight all
at once, but glints of His dazzling can be seen from valleys and
deep wells if I look up. If I look up. That is the key. “The deeper
the wells the brighter thy stars shine.”2
Surprising me, God inspired me to write in this season of loss,
to put into words the emotions and experiences of my life as a
woman as I rode those rough, relentless, pounding waves. I’ve
never been a good journaler, always afraid someone might read
my raw revelations and be shocked at my depravity. But in this
season I was fully convinced of my wickedness, and I resolved
that if God sees all and loves me, what someone else might see is
irrelevant. The ink began to flow.
The Psalms were my daily companion every day for months.
The words of groaning, complaining, anguish gave voice to my
heart and became comfortably familiar to me. The descriptors of
emotion felt right, not rash.
These prayers of mine are not happy life-is-great prayers,
though like the Psalms, some are praises for what God has taught
me. I’ve realized I am more drawn to the throne of God when
life is hard. When the sun is shining and the days are easy, I
just move through life enjoying the ride. The wrongness of hard
times presses me to Jesus because I know He understands better
than anyone else.
But I stepped into prayer writing slowly, cautiously, and carefully. I wasn’t sure I could or should be as real as the psalmists.
13
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Adding to my fear of such blunt honesty were memories of my
strong teaching to my children to not complain. We memorized
as a family, “Do all things without grumbling or disputing” (Philippians 2:14). When my children complained, my comprehension of God expanded as I recognized what He endured from
me, from us all, when I grumbled. I’d understood, and I didn’t
want to be a gripy child of God.
The story of the children of Israel being condemned to wander the desert for forty years because they complained actually
frightened me at one point in my life. Paul recounts the story
in his first letter to the Corinthians and ends with these words,
“[We must not] grumble, as some of them did and were destroyed by the Destroyer. Now these things happened as an
example . . . for our instruction” (1 Corinthians 10:10–11). I had
vowed not to complain as some of the Israelites had.
Then there is Job. His story also curtailed my prayers. He
complained to God repeatedly, voluminously, and God rebuked
him. Being a firstborn pleaser, I wanted to please God, make
Him proud of me as His daughter. So my prayers for years
tended toward nice, monitored, and proper.
But then I saw by my repeated reading in the Psalms that all
but one out of one hundred fifty end with words of praise and
adoration. I recognized the key to bringing my woes to God was
turning the pouring out of my heart in complaint to words of
surrender and trust before closing with amen.
Also startling me was the deeper discovery that God wasn’t
offended by my raw, honest complaints if my heart returned to
14
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faith. God was gently inviting me to fully express myself to Him
as my Father, who loved me and knew what I was feeling anyway. He wasn’t afraid or offended by my emotions.
So I invite you to read these cries of a woman’s heart as if they
are your own. Don’t scan these prayers, but read them slowly.
Even meditate on them. Underline phrases or portions. Write
in the margins. Add your own words. Make these petitions your
own.
I hope you will see yourself in various details of my story,
though you won’t in all of them. Women across the globe have
much in common; many of our experiences are universal, the
most important being our common need for peace in our relationships, rest in our labors of love, and forgiveness for our many
heart sins. Every woman of every age needs what only God can
provide. I hope my heart cries will call you to Jesus too.
And remember, when you enter the valley of the shadow, “It’s
impossible to go through life unscathed. Nor should you want to.
By the hurts we accumulate, we measure both our follies and our
accomplishments.”3 My folly has been faking it before God for
too much of my life. Gratefully, my accomplishment has been, by
His hand of boundless grace, a rich, deep, new relationship, born
out of loss, that I wouldn’t trade for anything.
May you write liberally to your King!

Barbara

The Rock, 2019
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ONE

Daughters of the King
Lord, we come to You as sisters,
as daughters of King Jesus.
It is an honor to be named a daughter of royalty!
You know each one of us intimately,
but to our detriment we know very little of You.
We come before You to learn,
to see more of You.
Teach us, Holy Spirit.
For Your gentle, patient teaching we thank You.
Lord, we know Your plans for us are all uniquely designed,
one of a kind.
Unlike the woman next door,
or my friend I admire.
Unlike all the women who have gone before in ages past.
Unlike those to come in generations future.
For this one-of-a-kind plan and design we thank You.
We also know You well enough to
know our days are numbered;
we do not know what tomorrow may bring.
17
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This knowledge is in Your safekeeping
that we might trust You above our own abilities to control,
as we are so prone to do.
For this keeping of our days we thank You.
Gratefully, Lord, we also know some of
Your eternal majestic character:
You are unchanging, the same yesterday, today, and forever.
You are perfect Love, and in You all fear is gone.
You are our Rock, the Stability of our times,
our Peace, our Comforter.
For these glimpses of Your majesty,
this knowledge of You that centers and secures
as the ground beneath our feet seems at times to shift,
we thank You.
Open our eyes to see You more clearly,
perhaps as never before.
Open our hearts to fall in love with You in new ways,
perhaps as never before.
Grant us the grace to trust You implicitly and find that
You are always enough.
A m en.
Hebrews 13:8; 1 John 4:18; Deuteronomy 32:4; Isaiah 33:6; Ephesians 2:14; 2 Corinthians 1:3–4
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