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Expectations – space to hear God in the whispers, solitude of soul, brokenness, meeting God, surrendering  self, restoration  –.
Surfing Red sand-dunes endlessly rolling  in waves   testing the power beneath to ride to the sandy crest, poised, no direction of which way to go, only  cobalt sky  meets hard metal car  bonnet – nothing,   split second decision awaits  and away to  roll for another crest. 

Lost in the interior, endless spaces  loosing  attachments stripped bare to the essential core   Alone with God   in  vast horizon of  his existence

The desert thirsting for God, hungers and longs,  withdraws  waiting patiently – harshness softened by vastness.  Time seems  poised in eternity, Sky domed  surrounding  landscape,  rhythms, moon, winds,  mark  changing patterns. Consuming  silence waiting for  life to break in  and arouse its slumber. 
Dryness, grey green  plants, desert interior, lifeless, desolate deadly extremes  - yet beneath  red earth seeds of hope, life, wildflowers gently blossom and flourish with refreshing rains -  rivers of living water.

Even in the most desolate desert time we too underneath have seeds of hope, waiting for the rhythms of life to bring rivers of living water from the one who loves us most.   
Robin Davies
