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My Love Desires Your Love

Your love reaches even to me,

As I once sat here, lonely and empty,

Those tears of mercy that once flowed down Your cheeks,

Now are flowing over Your creation, being me.

I don’t understand how this Agape love can be mine,

How is Your heart so large, never-ending?

I’ve stumbled and turned against you countless times,

Yet it’s this rain of Your love that I’m, still receiving.

My Savior, remember how we spat on Your head?

It was our sin that hung your body on a cross,

When it was “finished,” our hope was ultimately dead,

God, You gave up Your only Son, a priceless cost.

I’m not worthy of this resurrected love,

You were thinking of me, dying on Calvary’s tree,

Your love is crystal white, like a soaring dove,

At Your feet, I accept Your love, Oh my King, You will never stop loving me!

Like paintings at an exhibit, You give Your creations pride,

Hanging each on a wall for its different purpose,

Yet you love each masterpiece, not one will You hide,

Each exposed to You, Oh my King, only You know what lies beneath the surface.

Let this be my prayer, Oh God, receive my cry,

Touch each human heart this day, let the lonely be comforted by You,

In this world of hatred and darkness, Lord it was for Your creations that you died,

Let your love be seen by the blind, let the lost and the lonely become humble to You.

Lord I love You,, for it is You I crave,

Lord I love You, I am in awe of Your love,

Lord I love You, I hunger for Your love this day,

Lord I love You, let me shine with Your love, in the heaven’s above, flying high on the clear white wings, of Your dove.  

