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HIS Masterpiece

Your pillow lays damp by the tears fear placed in your eyes,

Tossing and turning, wrestling with the darkness by your side,

Thoughts, dreams, memories seem to circle through your head,

Lying in Satan’s chains, you seem to wish you were dead.

The world seems to trap their prey in such a deep, lonely corner,

As the darkness increases, the fire just seems warmer,

The puzzle of their life lies broken, shattered but not gone,

Yet many give up their masterpiece before they see the morning dawn.

Oh my friend, hope is near your side, the hand is open wide,

Your life was not meant to be connected alone, but instead lead by a guide,

Though the flames of this world may try to melt your faith,

You will one day see the fire extinguished walking through heaven’s gates!

Hold your head high, with Jesus’ hand in your grasp,

He holds you in your torment, my friend, he holds your life map,

Never fear that your puzzle will not appear quite right,

For in the end, if your faith remains strong, God’s masterpiece in you will be a potter’s delight!

So as the sun seems to fade away within the dark, heavy clouds,

Clutch the cross, hear the gentle whisper of the Lord calling within the clouds,

He sees every tear that rolls softly down your cheeks,

But He put your feet on His created soil for a purpose, you are His child, and with faith, 

His beautiful masterpiece.

