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Merciful Hands, Eyes, Mind And Heart

My hands I use to worship my God through rhythm,

My eyes follow You Lord, eventually leading to heaven,

My mind spins, trying to grasp Your love for Your sinful servant,

My heart beats for Your word, the fire that keeps life persistent.

Actions not pleasing to You Father, I know I commit,

Looking at the darkness, feeling shame I can admit,

Thinking down roads that I should trust in Your leading,

Desiring earthly values, which are worthless upon my exiting.

But still You catch my hand as it slips past Your touch,

Your eyes never leave this child, life can never shield your clutch,

Psalms of praise and encouragement empower my soul in times of trial,

In the lonely darkness, Your merciful arms surround this child.

So forever more, I command my hands to hail Your name,

Never from my sight will I loose Your precious gain,

Though my human comprehension still stands in awe of Your unfailing mercy,

My love will never be expressed enough, for when I cannot reach out for Your hand, Your             merciful love will never fail me.

