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Satisfying Remade

Walking through my Father’s store, a bottle falls in my hand,

It reads, Satisfaction Guaranteed,” but with no labeled brand,

The liquid inside appeared clear like rain,

Pure sensation that could cure any pain.

The price I found was indefinitely free,

Though many bottles remained on the shelf, how could this be?

As I approached the storeowner, He was restocking the shelves,

More free bottles, with no limits, so I helped myself.

As my sinful eyes met His compassionate face,

I knew what power I was holding, this bottle of grace,

Filled with mercy, the pure tear drops of a loving Father,

The cure for a sinful heart, the answer to carry one’s faith farther.

“My child,” He said to me, “Why do you question my love?”

My heart pounded as He broke the bottle, my eyes looked above,

Gentle drops of joy, compassion undoubtedly called mercy,

Peaceful love, patiently flowed down to me.

Again, in peace, I looked up to my Father’s eyes,

While He was softly, patiently holding me, waiting for a reply,

Conforted by His arms, a tear of my own floated down my face,

“Lord,” I asked, “Why do others never open your bottle of grace?”

The store remains open, the doors never lock, 

The Father is always present with countless bottles in stock,

Children of God, come home to the store, you need not to suffer alone,

Your Father is waiting, with arms wide open – Oh children of God please come home!

