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In God We Trust

In my hand lies a crumpled dollar bill,

It’s worth means much, but appearance little,

Though within the colors and beneath the dust,

I manage to recognize the phrase, “In God We Trust.”

I thought to myself in silence, not a word was spoken,

When financial needs are extreme, God’s door is always open,

Like a bird rests peacefully on a thin, wooden branch,

We must trust in God, regardless the circumstance.

When we find ourselves in the deepest valley of our life,

There is a hand that will hold us through each dark night,

After the walls of life seem to have left us without room to breathe,

Sigh deeply my friend, God’s air is in your being, it’s Him you need.

The meaning and answer to life, written so clearly in my hand,

Yet everyday we see these words, and look for answers on our demand,

My friend, remember your forefathers as they created words especially for us,

In this land of freedom, liberty and pride – let us never forget that it is in God we trust.

