Untitled

Afraid I sit, waiting,

When will He come?

Eventually His knock I will answer.

I can’t stand it.

He will take me with Him,

Anywhere we could go.

He may show me what it is to burn,

Or take me to perpetual bliss.

Cold, quiet, there is a knock on my door,

I have no choice but to answer.

I take my breath, and open the door.

And there is only You.

