
Trees

Aware of their full potential,

joyously growing,

as they give a standing ovation

to their Creator.

Unashamed of their existence,

generously sharing,

the gift of their unique beauty

to receptive mankind.

Glad of their dependence,

sedately arising,

dancing in harmony

to the tune of their God.
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Shepherd

When dark shadows

fall across my life,

blinding my eyes from

flickering light,

and panic’s hand

jeeringly shakes me.

Lord help me to trust

That You’ll always be there.

When gripping despair

floods my waning soul,

stealing all strength

extinguishing joy,

and the buoyancy of hope

lies forlorn and deflated.

Lord help me to trust

That you’ll always be there.

When anguish shaped tears

sprawl out from within me,

wrenching emotions away

from their lair,

and peace and stability

crumble to pieces.

Lord help me to trust

That You’ll always be there.

For,

You are the rock who will last forever.

You are the place to safely retreat.

You are the one who will hold me securely.

You are the one who will lift me again.
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