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Puzzling Pride

Life is a puzzle, with pieces scattered abroad,

So many choices, but only one correct fit,

Each piece is a precious work, created by the perfect hands of God,

But yet, we as humans, want to give up and quit.

Our eyes seem to focus on one piece at a time,

But God sees the big picture, the final masterpiece,

Though we think certain pieces only get us further behind,

God smoothes the rough edges and our worries cease.

God sees every tear I cry and every thought I see,

When I fell He catches me, when I smile His love shines through my eyes,

Just like a shattered glass, I break so frigidly,

Yet he pieces me together, much stronger, and will never leave my side.

Sometimes I think my picture of the puzzle just isn’t connecting quite right,

My troubles overwhelm me, and my ways never seem to fit,

Yet I then see Jesus, walking on the water during my night,

Trusting Him, I now walk over the biggest waves, my puzzle is His exhibit.

Though the complete picture of my life, I still may not see,

I know there is a hope, a Creator, the one true Way,

Though my life might break, or so it may seem,

My life is in the Lord’s hands; Lord, make me your masterpiece today.

