In This House

Testifying before the court of man

Gives credence to my journey yet foretold.

Were I mere flesh and blood this would not stand

As evidence of a spirit worthy to behold.

Judge! Go ahead and seek your vengeance ‘gainst me

For your standards are those of bitter men.

Locked in endless cycle of rebuke can’t we all agree

A star shines brighter alone then in many groups of ten.

Let me shimmer in this house unrivaled in time

Standing for naught should your card be the only one.

Our Creator made a mold with sides divine

Forming man unique to each He calls him son.
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