Written by Bethany Searle  

Father

When I was young and nightmares came to play,

I remember awakening, fighting tears away,

Alone in my dark, cold bedroom,

My tears would increase, caught in my doom.

Shaking, crying, lonely and scared,

I tried to be quiet in Satan’s lair,

On accident, I would moan or kick the wall,

The sound of torture would echo through the hall.

Footsteps could be heard, like the march of a steady drum,

Louder the noise increased, thump by thump,

My door would be opened and the bright light turned on,

My dad would tell me to “grow up, nothing is wrong.”

But earlier I remember being cradled in my dad’s arms,

Rocking perfectly back and forth with no alarms,

It was not weak to cry then, my light was not flashed on,

Instead my behavior was accepted and cared upon.

Lord, though we age, we are always cared upon by You now,

Your love has no age limits, I don’t know how,

You carry me through my darkest nights,

Holding me close, rocking me back and forth, You say, “Child, do not fear, everything will be alright.”   
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