Bethany Searle – 2/18/2002

With Not Much To Say

With not much to say, no unspeakable joy,

I can feel You molding my life Lord, softening this clay,

But this is yet another day, shouts of praise I should employ,

For You are the creator of all, Lord let this be Your day.

I want to live for You, for at times the world may look at me,

Their eyes are dreary from the darkness some have seen,

I want to shine with Your light, just like You I want to be,

Just like You, my Savior, I want to endure the suffering.

Who knows what lies in the next few hours of my life,

But Lord, You hold my time in Your hands, my future You can see,

Before I was even brought into existence, You knew when I would die,

So with every breath I take, Lord, shine through me.

Help me to realize that I am dust without Your touch,

Let me look to You when I suffer down the valleys,

Your mercy comes to reach me Lord, You love me so much,

I want to be like You Lord, for when the world sees me, I want them to see You shining.

