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A Maze Of Friends

Frustrated life complications come once again my way,

I’m left at the maze, but the Lord has not lead me astray,

Smelling the odor of the sweet streets of heaven that lie at the end,

My eyes will remain forward, my heart beats until the very end.

Like a mouse used for study is dropped into a maze,

I search desperately, for it is the end I crave,

Though corners try to lead to a depressed dead end,

Upon the smell of His mercy, I will seek my Fatherr and start again.

Once in a while, I might cross a few lost friends,

Joining with me in the travel, we will form three unbreakable strands,

Pushing each other towards the goal, devotions never ending,

With friends like these God’s prize is even more worth winning.

You are my friend in Christ, take this hand of mine,

Traveling through this maze of darkness, we will let our light shine,

God is with us both, for we are all His children,

Taking one step at a time, together with Christ until the very end; and even then we will be together, still friends.

