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Dedication

This book is dedicated to my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, Who died for me.  It is my prayer the reader will be drawn closer to the Savior, and that the Savior will become more precious to the reader.
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A Gift From God

Every day is a gift from God,

A chosen jewel from above,

That can’t be bought with gold,

But is a gift given in love.

Each new day is another wave,

On the vast sea of time,

It’s another falling star,

Falling from the heavens sublime.

So cherish this great treasure,

That Our God has given you,

For it is a glimpse of what awaits,

For the faithful and the true.

A Message From Above

When you see a mountain covered with snow,

Or view an earthly spring in its ceaseless flow,

When you see an eagle in its majestic flight,

Or behold a falling star in the dark of night,

Remember, it's a message from the Father above,

Saying, " My child you are the object of My love!"

A Token of God’s Love

I see a token of God’s love,

As the red rose graces the sod,

As it sweetly sheds it fragrance,

Along the path thankless trod.

I see a token of God’s love,

As the morning glory closes at night,

And again when it opens its petals,

When the dawn spreads its light.

I see a token of God’s love,

As a violent is covered with dew,

With its petals waving in the breeze,

Displaying the glory of its hue.

I see a token of God’s love,

As I view the lily of white,

And as it fades into a silhouette,

In the shadows of night.

A Voice On The Beach

I prayed, “Dear God use my hands,”

Then I heard a voice deep within,

“My child if you will do My will,

Show mercy, and set the captive free.

Then I silently pondered the message,

Gazing upon a mass of humanity,

I gasped, “What can my feeble hands do,

Why does the Lord ask so much of me?”

Then I heard a voice speak within,

“God’s task matches the grasp of your hand,”

Then My eyes fell on a little starfish,

Whose life was held captive by the sand!

An Old King

An old king came to the end of life,

And viewed what would be left behind,

For peace his restless heart yearned,

But there was only discontent to find.

Then he realized that his heart

Had become like his treasures of gold,

A heart once tender with kindness

Was now so hardened and cold.

Then spoke a voice from above,

"I don't judge by the royal crown,

But I judge men by the earthly

Treasures they're willing to lay down."

Angelic Message

As I journey through this fleeting life,

Harassed by the temporal strife,

With all my dreams coming to foil,

I sought purpose in the ceaseless toil,

The angels seem to come from above,

Reminding me with a voice of love.

That our pilgrimage may seem vain,

But with Christ we shall soon reign.

Bearing The Cross

I followed the Savior’s foot prints,

As He crossed the white strand,

With pride I left behind my tracks,

As I followed Him across the land.

Then as I came to my journeys end,

I saw others who walked the trail,

Yet they left no tracks along the way,

“Dear Lord,” I said, “Did these fail?”

Then I heard Jesus sweetly whisper,

“The reason they left behind no tracks,

Is because as they followed Me,

The carried a cross on their backs.”

Beautiful Scars

A little girl ask her mother,

“Mother, when are your hands so ugly?”

Her mother breathed a deep sigh,

She said, “This happened when you were a baby.’

‘I left you in the crib to visit a friend,

When I heard the fire engine’s scream,

And the fire truck stopped at our house,

I ran as though I were in a dream.’

‘I ran to the smoldering cradle,

And I pulled you from the flames,

I burned my hands in the fire,

And that’s how the scars came.”

Then the little girl tearfully said,

“Oh they are more beautiful than a pearl,

‘For the hands that saved me,

‘Are the most beautiful in the world.”

Beauty

Beauty is the rising of the early dawn,

Beauty is the stars twinkling in the night,

Beauty is the grazing of the little fawn,

Beauty is the eagle soaring in flight.

Beauty is Summer’s harvest of grain,

Beauty is the moon’s silver crest,

Beauty is Fall’s frost on an open plain,

Beauty is the lark’s crafted nest.

Beauty is a shark taking a dive,

Beauty is a wound becoming a pearl,

Beauty is the marvel of the bee hive,

Beauty is the rose as it quietly unfurls.

Can You Not See The Hand of God

Can you not see the hand of God,

As He paints the sky an azure blue,

And with a cool, gentle breeze

Wipes away the morning dew?

Can you not see the hand of God,

As the rosebuds silently unfurl,

Or as the whirlwind crosses the plain,

Tossing the tumbleweed with its whirl?

Can you not see the hand of God,

As berries ripen to a scarlet hue,

Or as the billowing smoke rises,

Streaming from an ole chimney flue?

Can you not see the hand of God,

As the night frost covers the land,

Or as the scent of blossoms fill the air,

Or as a star falls from the starry strand?

Can you not see the hand of God,

As raindrops silently pelt the ground,

Or as lightning flashes the darkened sky,

And thunder roars its mighty sound?

Christ Bore The Rugged Old Cross

Christ bore the rugged old cross,

A crown of thorns had pierced His head,

And a trail of blood followed the cross,

Where His blessed feet had tread.

Then they laid Him on the cross,

And drove the nails in His hands and feet,

There the greatest display of love,

As both mercy and judgment would meet.

They stripped Him of His seamless robe,

A dying thief mocked Him in scorn,

Then the cross was placed in a hole,

And with a thump His flesh was torn.

There was The One of Whom the angel spoke

“He will save His people from their sin,”

Now behold the Son of God dying in agony,

Condemned by the courts of mortal men.

The hands that had healed the sick,

Were now streaming with blood ruby red,

Then came the words, “It is finished,”

For soon the Savior would be dead.

There on that cross raised to heaven,

He whispered His last mortal breath,

Then as darkness yields to the dawn,

The enemy was defeated in Christ’s death.

Courage

Courage may be found in many things,

Not just death’s great throes,

Not only in the sweetness of victory,

When one has overcome his foes.

For courage is found in all of life,

In sitting by the bed of a friend,

Or planting a crop to harvest,

And praying for a bountiful end.

Courage may be facing another day,

Or bravely struggling with fear,

Or humbly accepting a failure,

And then brushing away the tear.

For courage is not some great feat,

That only a few ever achieve,

But courage is doing your best,

And knowing your best God will receive.

Do You See God In Nature

In a lonely moment I pondered,

“Does God really care about me,”

Then it seemed I heard Him say,

“Look to nature if you would see Me,

For My love is in the sun’s ray.’

‘Look to the cloud gently drifting,

For I guide it with My right hand,

And at My command it brings rain

Upon the earth’s thirsty land.’

‘Yet mortal man can not see My grace,

Nor the hand of providence so grand,

Neither does mortal man see My love,

As dawn falls upon the white strand.’

‘Yet in the awesome power of nature,

And in the silent beauty I reside,

Longing to come into man’s lonely heart,

For there I would forever abide.”

Earthly Treasures

She called me to a side room,

Then she opened her jewelry chest,

And there lay her choicest diamonds,

Amidst the treasured satin nest.

With pride she showed me the coffer,

And held her jewels to the light,

They sparkled in their grandeur,

Like stars in the dark of night.

I extolled the splendor of it all,

And the joy that jewels lend,

But within my heart I moaned,

For a life was coming to an end.

Yet all she had to account for life,

Lay there in a coffer of gold,

Just a few trinkets of jewelry,

For which her life had been sold!

Eternal Sunrise

I peered beyond the dark veil,

And beheld the beauty of day break,

As the dark veil slowly vanished,

And the earth in its glory did awake.

The sunrise gently grazed the land,

As the splendor of the sunrise,

Gives light to the new morning,

And its light fills the azure skies.

There I see a token of this life,

And the mysteries of this life’s plight,

For all mysteries will vanish away,

In the glory of eternal light.

Faith

As I journeyed down the road,

Basking in the sun’s warm rays,

I felt the presence of The Lord,

And in the comfort gave Him praise.

Then as the shadows silently fell,

And the stars began to appear,

My faith then began to waver,

And my soul was filled with fear.

Then I heard a voice gently speak,

“If you only trust Me in the light,

You are not walking by faith,

But you are still walking by sight.”

God Is At Work

I pondered, “Is God doing anything,’

‘I see no answers to my prayer,

I am faced with many trials,

That seem greater than I can bear.”

Then I heard a still, small voice,

“Look at the moon that sees to stand still,

Yet it is fleeting through space,

In The Father’s perfect will.’

‘Look at the beautiful rose bud,

Though it seems frozen in time,

Yet it is slowly opening wide,

To display its grandeur sublime.”

So God is at work in your life,

Though He makes no display grand,

Yet He is working out a plan,

Orchestrated by His almighty hand.”

God Is Near

I see God as the petals

Of the red rose unfurl,

I see Him as a wound

Becomes a choice pearl.

I hear His loving voice

In the rustling seashell,

And I hear Him again

In the sea's mighty swell.

I feel Him in the night,

As I see the silver star,

Saying, "I am a God

At hand, and not afar."

God Is Sovereign

We know that God sends the rain,

And watches every drop,

He sees every flower bud,

And lovingly grows the crop.

We know God sees each bird,

Flying amidst the open air,

And that He knows each of us,

For He even counts each hair.

Yet we sometimes forget,

He Who sees the bird’s wings,

Also is a Sovereign God,

And controls all things.

And that nothing comes our way,

Unless permitted by His will,

And whatever the purpose,

By His grace He will fulfill.

God Sees The Answer

A white sprout brakes the ground,

And a crevice lies in the sod,

Yet there’s already a flower

Within the mind of Almighty God.

You pray and no answer comes,

Yet God holds the golden flask,

That stores the earnest prayers,

That His beloved children ask.

And like the flower in the ground,

Our end is not within our sight,

Yet God already sees the answers,

As plain as the morning light.

God Will Always Be With You

Though on your pilgrim journey,

You lose your way, and wonder far,

God’s all seeing eye will be on you,

Where ever on life’s path you are.

For His grace will never fail you,

And His hand will be there to guide,

His strength will sustain you,

For He will forever be by your side.

Though misfortune may assail,

And the dark storm clouds rage,

God will always be with you,

Even until the end of the age.

God’s Presence

I sense His precious love,

In the fragrance of a rose,

And in the cold stream

That the Winter once froze.

I see His loving kindness

In the morning sun light,

And as a new born puppy

Receives his first sight.

I hear His sweet whisper

In music’s melodious sound,

And as a Christian sweetly sings,

“I once was lost, but now I’m found.”

Growing Old

The times of youth are now spent,

Memories once sweet now brings pain,

For the time when dreams ruled is past,

And those dreams now seem so vain.

The years are now so swiftly passing,

With many hopes falling by the way,

And treasures for which I once grasped,

Seem like grasping for the sun’s ray.

Those whom I once walked with,

Now lie beneath marble so white,

And I pause and ponder of them,

When they were filled with might.

Yet as we grow older day by day,

Let us not forget as life is spent,

That each memory is a treasure,

But a treasure that God only lent.

He Came

He came with a message of life,

Heralding the gospel of grace,

To make the harlot holy,

And to wipe the tears from her face.

To the widow’s precious son,

He brought life by His palm,

To the one roaming among tombs,

He gave a peaceful calm.

For the woman at the well,

He gave the water of life,

And to you He offers peace

Amidst this sea of strife.

He Controls All Things

He is the God of the storm,

And the God of the raging sea,

Yet He is the God of the dawn,

Who makes the dark shadows flee.

For The God of the great storm,

Is the God of the peaceful calm,

And it is The God of the cloud burst,

Who gives the rose its sweet balm.

For He is Our Sovereign God,

Lord of Lords, and King of Kings,

Who by His almighty power,

Quietly controls all things.

He Guides Us Onward

The cold midnight graces the land,

And the veil of darkness is drawn,

Yet as the silver stars silently twinkle,

By faith I see the promise of dawn.

The Autumn leaves flutter down,

As a chill of Winter fills the air,

But by faith I glimpse Spring time,

When roses open their petals so fair.

For the providence of God rules,

And in all things He surely reigns,

And is bearing us through our trials,

To that place where joy never wanes.

He’s Molding Me

When life had become meaningless,

Then I prayed earnestly to God,

Peering beyond the velvet darkness

On the road where I had trod,

I saw my life as a lump of clay,

And a hand then caressed the clay,

Molding it into a vessel so grand,

That hardened in the light of day.

Therein I saw my life so snarled,

And hardened by the passing of time,

Yet I saw God’s loving hand too,

Molding me with a plan sublime.

Heaven

In the Bible we read of a glorious place,

Which rest just beyond the crystal sea,

Where storms clouds never gather,

And the dark shadows of death flee.

A city filled with the angelic host,

With its splendor beyond compare,

Awaiting the children of the King,

Who by grace have been made an heir.

When our earthly labor here is o'er,

And our the trails here have cease,

We will then enter that heavenly land

That is filled with eternity's sweat peace.

His Hand Divine

Kneading a lump of snarled mass,

The Potter slowly molded the clay,

Then a came vessel smooth as glass,

To silently harden in the sun’s ray.

I beheld the vessel of beauty rare,

Twinkling in the morning light,

Recalling the Master’s gentle care,

I saw a mystery in this lowly sight.

For the beauty comes not from clay,

Or from the great mold so fine,

Nor from the glittering sun’s ray,

But from the Master’s hand divine.

His Presence Abides

The long day has come to a close,

And the evening shadows now fall,

In the stillness of the dust is heard

The sound of a whippoorwill’s call.

The evening star silently appears,

As the scarlet sky turns to night,

The morning glory quietly folds,

To await the morning’s light.

Here we see the hand of God,

As it brings to close another day,

And amidst the dark of night,

We see promises of the dawn’s ray.

So no matter what trials you face,

Remember the hand of God guides,

And will bear you through the night,

For in all things His presence abides.

His Purposes Reigns

The sun rises in the eastern sky,

Covering the earth with heat,

It graces the land with light,

As its rays graces the wheat.

Yet on the other side of the world,

Snow flakes lay a pall of white,

And Winter’s icy wind blows

In the dark of a cold night.

For God is in control of all,

His Presence is in all things,

And His divine purpose reigns

In all that this life here brings.

Hope

Hope is a little bird

Pushing her baby from her nest,

Hope is the brave sailor,

Who bids farewell to sail west.

Hope is a mother’s hand,

Quietly caressing a fevered brow,

Who is the ole farmer

Who puts his hand to the plow.

Hope is the missionary

Facing the trials he must bear,

Hope is the old man

Pondering the crown he’ll soon wear.

How Have I Spent My Life

Have I gone through life never feeling another's pain,

Have I spent my life only in pursuit of world gain?

Have I spent my life in pursuit of worldly things,

Never knowing the joy that love and sharing brings?

Have I spoken words of hope to those I hold most dear,

Have I reached my hands to them when they were near.

Have I ever extended to them warm kind touch,

Have I expressed my love to those that I love so much

Have I gone through life never drying another's tear,

Have I shown kindness or allayed even one fear?

Have I spent my life never feeling another's pain,

Has my life blessed another, or has it been spent in vain?

I See God

I can see God in the rushing cascade,

I can see Him in the river's mighty flow,

I can see God as night shadows fade,

And in the gentle falling snow.

I see God in the beauty of the mountain crest,

I see Him in the clouds drifting the sky,

I see Him in the grandeur of the bird's nest,

And I see Him as the eagle soars on high.

I feel God in the waves of the seashore,

I see Him in the glistening starlight,

I feel Him in the thunder's mighty roar,

And in the calm of the moon lit night.

I See The Hand of God

I see the hand of God above,

As the wind rustles the marigolds,

And I see His hand outstretched,

As the morning glory unfolds.

I see the hand of God above,

As dawn spreads its golden beams,

And I see His hand when sunrise

Quietly opens the rosebud’s seams.

Are not all these things but tokens

Displaying God’s unerring care,

And the great riches of His grace,

That awaits all who are an heir.

Jesus

He's the Living Waters filling the dry land,

He's the Power of the God’s Mighty Hand.

He's the Sun of Righteousness Healing Rays.

The Comforter, worthy of our everlasting praise.

He is the Mighty Sword that defeats the foe,

The Power in the Blood washing white as snow.

He is the New Wine like living rivers flowing,

The Marvelous Light of God ever glowing.

He is the Fragrance of Sharon's beautiful rose,

The sweet peace that brings the storm to a close.

He is the fire that cleanses the sinner's soul,

God's Power that makes the lame whole.

He is the Strength that foils satan's stronghold,

The Power that makes the lily of the valley unfold.

The Precious Lord and Giver of everlasting life,

A Calm amidst the stormy seas of this life.

Let Us Put Our Trust In Christ

Who among us can look and not see,

As our world ripples at the seams,

As the love of man is growing colder,

And hope slowly fades from our dreams.

The scientist ponders the dilemma,

How can his knowledge stem the tide,

With the promises of a future so great,

He knows that the truth none can hide.

The diplomat foresees a world of peace,

While making plans for another war,

Though he grasps for a better future,

Yet chaos reigns from shore to shore.

For mortal man can not set us free,

With his mere human resolve to reign,

For his power fades in its vanity,

And in the end he is counted vain.

So let us put our trust in Christ,

Who reigns above heavenly powers,

And is preparing a city for us,

Where eternal peace will be ours.

Life’s Mysteries

What are life’s greatest treasures,

Is it not a smile on a baby’s face,

Is it not contentment in a mother,

Hearing her little one saying grace.

What are life’s greatest treasures,

Is it the helping hand of a friend,

Or is it the enduring faith of a dear saint,

Who comes to the long journey’s end.

Are not all these things but tokens,

Pointing us to eternal life with God,

For each of these little treasures

Point to the end of the road we trod.

Light In Darkness

Triumphantly the pilgrim church

Passed through the martyr’s blood,

Through the fiery trials of persecution,

The message spread like a tidal flood.

Then the church turned from the cross,

And retrieving the secular sword,

Placed its faith in the praises of men,

Grasping for what the world can afford.

Yet we are called to bear a cross,

Not to strive for fleeting success,

For we do not rival the world,

But we fight the world’s darkness.

Nature

In the dark valley flows a crystal spring,

Over the mountain the sun cast a new dawn,

In the meadow is the rustle of the lark's wing,

On the verdant mountainside grazes the fawn.

The whisper of a cool gentle breeze fills the air,

Morning sunbeams melt the glistening snow,

Down a familiar path quietly hops the hare,

The frozen streams resume its rushing flow.

The shadows of night yield to the light of day,

As the great wonder of nature fills the land,

The earth shouts with the glory of each ray,

Displaying Gods handiwork so grand.

Nature Speaks

Nature speaks of life's mysteries

At the dawning of each new sunrise,

Telling of God’s wondrous love,

As its grandeur fills the morning skies.

In the stillness of the mountain top,

Nature speaks with its majestic voice,

And with the touch of a gentle breeze,

Invites the thankful heart to rejoice.

Nature speaks with a glorious shout,

As Springtime brings life anew,

Speaking of the eternal promise

With the splendor of the rainbow's hue!

Nature’s Parables

Life is like a river in its ceaseless flow,

Emptying into the mouth of the sea,

Like the fleeting white snowflake,

Falling in majesty then ceasing to be.

Life is like the rose graced by the dew,

Embracing a new day as petals unfurl,

Then soon its glory is swiftly spent,

And its red petals silently curl.

Life is like the darkest part of night,

When the earth with shadows is adorn,

And the clouds cover the moonlight,

And its the darkest just before morn.

For all things in this mortal life

Point us to that land of eternal light,

Where this life's sorrows are no more,

And our joy is the Savior's delight.

Never Question

I was alone on a sinking ship,

Slowly sinking lower in the sea,

I cried to The Almighty above,

“Save me God, have mercy on me.”

Then suddenly a great wind arose,

And with a gush ripped the sail,

Piece by piece, board by board,

The ship broke as the wind did flail.

Then clinging to a mere board,

As I slowly drifted ashore,

I wondered why God sent the storm,

Even as I faced death’s door.

Then I heard a voice lovingly say,

“Never question what life my bring,

“For had the wind not broken the ship,

Then pray tell to what would you cling?”

Our Gift To God

Never feel life has been unfair,

When you see the wealth of the vain,

Neither feel life has no purpose,

When you bear its many pains.

For our God has not given us life

To be endured without a destiny,

But our trials are molding a gem

To grace our crown in eternity.

And God gives each life a purpose,

That in eternity will yield a gem,

For what we do with this mortal life

My friend, is our gift back to Him.

Our God

He is The Creator of all things,

Whose Name is filled with might,

He reigns in awesome majesty,

Dwelling in unapproachable light.

For He is our Sovereign King,

Ruling the universe so grand,

He gathers the wind in His palm,

And measures the sea in His hand.

The silver stars are His jewels,

That grace His heavenly crown,

Before Him the angels fall,

And every knee will bow down.

Our Savior's Scars

There will be walls of jasper,

Streets made of gold so pure,

A golden crown of royalty

Awaiting those who endure.

The great white throne of God,

Elders casting crowns of gold,

The royal splendor of heaven

That no mortal tongue has told.

Yet the greatest of treasures

In that glorious land so fair,

Will be the precious scars

That our Savior's hands bear.

Our Wonderful God

When you see a beautiful rose,

Quietly reposing amidst the sod,

Remember it's a token from above,

Bespeaking of our wonderful God.

When you see a colony of ants,

Working in unison on the clod,

Fathom the marvel of unity,

For truly it is the Hand of God.

When you see the sun setting,

Silently ripening the grape pod,

Marvel at its awesome handiwork,

For it is surely the Hand of God.

When you feel the touch of a friend,

On this lonely road you now trod,

Relish the wonder of such love,

For it is sent by our loving God.

Should you see an old shepherd,

Gently caressing sheep with his rod,

There you will see an emblem,

Portraying the love of our God.

Should you ever see the path,

Where the Precious Savior's feet plod,

There you will see the price of true love,

That was paid by our Wonderful God.

Pray Not To A God Who Is Small

He is the Lord at Whose command

Even the sun and moon stand still,

For He is the Sovereign One,

Who worketh all things after His will.

He rides upon the ocean waves,

And measures the sea in His hand,

His fingers flung the galaxy,

And on nothing hung the starry strand.

So pray not to a God Who is small,

For surely He is the King of Kings,

And He is our Heavenly Father too,

Who will freely gives us all things.

Prayer

What a wondrous privilege

To go to The Lord in prayer,

No problem escapes His eye,

For He knows the burdens we bear.

Just one prayer to The Master,

And our burdens become lighter,

For in His loving presence

The future becomes brighter.

Yet prayer is but a foretaste,

A foretaste of God’s grace,

Where we’ll see Him as He is,

And gaze upon His precious face.

Precious Promises

Precious promises clothed in majesty,

Purchased with blood at Calvary.

A covenant sealed with blood divine,

The ransom that makes the Savior mine.

The loving splendor of heaven foretold,

More precious than Earth’s silver or gold.

Imparting faith to make the way sure,

Supplying strength for all who endure.

Seasons

The Melody of birds filled the air,

The rosebud opens its petals wide,

Then unfolds the trail of the hare,

And the clouds of Spring glide.

Summer crops clothed the plowed field,

Signs of hope come with the falling rain,

As the harvest brings forth its yield,

And roving birds grace the open plain.

A cold chill fills the morning breeze,

As Fall’s first frost covers the ground,

The falling brown leaves bare the trees,

The squirrel hurries without a sound.

Softly a flurry of snow begins to fall,

Silently covering the ice-cold ground.

The land rests beneath a hoary pall,

There the mysteries of life are found.

For nature shows that change has a reason,

Though the mystery may seem sublime,

Yet there is purpose for every season,

That will manifest itself in due time.

Silver Does Not Satisfy

I once grasped for this life’s treasures,

Grasping for a ruby, a diamond or pearl,

I saw great riches I cherished

In the glitter of the things of this world.

Yet as I grasped for its treasures,

They all seemed to just flee away,

For the joy of their possession,

Was like grasping for the dawn’s ray.

Then I heard a voice speak to me,

“Have you not read in My Word to you,

That silver and gold will not satisfy,

And My child these words are true.”

The Creator Holds The World

In a dark valley flows a crystal spring,

Over the mountain the sun cast a new dawn,

In the meadow is the rustles the lark's wing,

On the verdant mountainside grazes the fawn.

The whisper of a cool gentle breeze fills the air,

Morning sunbeams melt the glistening snow,

Down a familiar path quietly hops the hare,

The frozen streams resume its rushing flow.

The shadows of night yield to the light of day,

As the great wonder of nature fills the land,

The earth shouts with the glory of each ray,

For the Creator holds the world in His hand.

The Fall of Life

The leaves have turned brown,

And the pine needles are now cast,

A cool gentle, breeze fills the air,

For the heat of Summer is past.

The frost covers the bare fields

Like a coffin draped with a pall,

For the time of harvest is o’re,

And the birds fly South for the Fall.

So is our life spent in cycles,

And we come to our latter days,

Yet there’s no sad repining,

If our life brings Christ praise.

The Foreknowledge of God

Joseph was held in a dungeon,

There he sat amidst the sod,

Yet he was a great prince,

Within the mind of Almighty God.

Though Josiah was not yet born,

The prophet gave his name,

And foretold of glorious time,

When justice would reign.

When Christ died on Calvary,

They saw Him laying in a cold cave,

But in the mind of God He had risen,

Risen in defeat of the grave.

So when you face life’s trials

On this rugged road you trod,

Remember victory is already won

Within the mind of God.

The Glory of God

I see the glory of The Father,

When upon the sunrise I gaze,

And I see the awesome grandeur,

As the sun rises in its blaze.

For there I see His handiwork,

Displaying a token of His love,

As the grandeur of the morning,

Spreads His glory in the sky above.

Then as I ponder the grandeur,

I grasp a message from His throne,

That God gave His Son for me,

And He claims me for His own.

The God of All Creation

He is The Mighty God of all creation,

Sending lightning as the storms brew,

Yet with the gentle touch of His hand,

He graces the rose with morning dew.

With the mighty power of His hand,

He hangs the stars in the night sky,

And yet with sparkling sun beams

He graces a rock to dazzle my eye.

For He reigns by His sovereignty,

Ruling the nations great and small,

Yet His ear is open to the servant,

Who in Christ’s holy name will call.

The God Who’ll Guide You

The setting sun faded from view,

The new moon arose to its crest,

The sailor set his sail by a star,

As it appeared in the west.

Then as I beheld the new moon

Casting forth its silver rays,

It seemed I heard an angel speak,

As I pondered in a silent gaze.

It seemed the angel softly said,

“When all hope fades from sight,

Then place your faith in God,

Who’ll guide you through the night.”

The Great Maestro

The great maestro performed that evening,

And then weary He retired for the night,

And then without even a creak in dark,

His treasured violin vanished from sight.

When he was awaken on the morrow

By the gentle knocking of the maid,

With a glimpse of mortal shock,

He gasped in horror of the raid.

The crowd then lamented the crime,

Wondering what the maestro would do,

Fearing this might be the end,

They pondered what now might ensue.

Then the ole maestro spoke with a sigh,

“Do not fear for the loss of the violin,

For great music does not come from it,

Rather it is a gift of God within.”

The Great Weaver

The weaver gently wove the tapestry,

Laboring with his skilled hand,

Yet I could see no pattern unfolding,

And His skill wrought no work grand.

Then as I fathomed in great wonder,

It seemed I heard a voice speak to me,

“My friend why do you look with wonder,

Seeking to find meaning in the tapestry.’

‘For though you seek to find meaning,

The meaning you will never find,

For purpose comes not from the tapestry,

But comes from the Great Weaver’s mind.

The Judgment of Deeds

Christ will split the eastern sky,

The trumpet of God will sound,

The dead will hear His voice call,

As they rise from the ground.

Rising on the wings of the morn,

Clothed in garments of pure light,

Gathering for holy judgment

Before the great throne of white.

Where all deeds done on this earth

Will at last come to perfect light,

And all deeds done for man’s glory,

Will fade into eternal night.

The Love of God

The love of God is a flowing fountain,

Streaming from a place called Calvary,

Filled with Christ Jesus’ precious blood,

Rich with the bounty of heaven’s mercy.

The love of God is a priceless treasure,

That the power of wealth can never gain,

For compared with earthly diamonds,

Its splendor renders all things vain.

The love of God is the light of the world,

Bringing hope to the sinner’s darkened soul,

Clothing mortal man with life eternal,

To be relished while the endless ages roll.

The Master’s Hand

Silently the Master caressed the lump of clay,

With love He molded a vessel of rarest beauty,

There it reposed in the glorious light of day,

As the work of His Hands displayed His majesty.

Then the Master molded another clod of clay,

The clay became an ugly snarled mass of rock,

There the Great Master's ghastly work silently lay,

Then I shook my head fathoming the vessel in shock.

Then I fathomed the vessels with a great sigh,

Why had He made one vessel of beauty so grand,

Yet this vessel He made as if hate were in His eye,

Yet both vessels were made by the same hand.

The Loving Master spoke with a voice so kind,

"Why is the mortal mind so slow to understand,

For here is the great secret that men yearn to find,

While one resist, another yields to the Master's Hand!"

The Master's Hand

Stand in awe of the majestic beauty

That no mortal hands have made,

Ponder the wonder of the universe

Whose foundation no man has laid.

Consider the grandeur of the lily,

As it stands in its bright array,

Fathom the grandeur of the sunrise

At the dawning of each new day.

Though your life here may be simple,

As a part of this universe so grand,

Yet it is a spark of wonder,

When placed in the Master's hand!

The Master's Hand

With a stroke of a brush, beauty graced the canvas,

As He painted the mountain stream and sky so blue,

The clay pigments displayed the earth's grandeur,

And with each stroke of hand splendor began new.

The hand of the Master turns canvas into light,

Sending forth the message of the Creator's love,

Revealing the awesome splendor of His handiwork,

As a portrayal of His divine plan from above.

There deep within the Great Master's loving heart,

He saw that which had no form or grace nor light,

Yet with a gentle touch of the Master's great hand,

He made the canvas gleam in its glory so bright.

Then with pride the Master rested from His labor,

His hand had made a jewel of beauty so rare,

Then with rapture He beheld the great masterpiece,

Fathoming the richness of beauty beyond compare.

Then I beheld the beloved brush in my hand,

Then I saw the glimmer in the old Master's eye,

"Can't you see the great secret of life."  he said,

Then with quite wonder I waited with a sigh.

"There is no secret in the pigments of mortal clay,

Nor does the brush hold any power so grand,

But my friend the secret of beauty so great,

Comes from being yielded the Master's hand!"

The Mighty God of Nature

He is the mighty God of Nature,

Displaying His Power in the gale,

Yet with a gently caressing breeze,

He guides the ship’s rippling sail.

With the sun He lights the sky,

Displaying its majestic hue,

Yet He ripens the little grape,

As if He had nothing else to do

Though He is The Mighty God,

Yet He watches the little sparrow fall,

And His watchful eye is on you,

And His ear is open to your call.

The Mighty Hand of Providence

That mighty hand of providence,

That carried Noah through the flood,

Was the hand that brought forth

Our salvation by the Savior’s blood.

For the great hand of providence,

Rules in the affairs of men,

And brings forth great victory,

Even from the forces of sin.

So hold fast to your faith friend,

For He Who guides the fate of man,

Will faithfully guide you on

According to His perfect plan.

The Mysteries Will Become Plain

The Savior left His royal throne above,

To be clothed with flesh in a mortal womb,

The Son of Man walked a lowly road,

Ending in the shame of a borrowed tomb.

Yet this was God’s sovereign degree,

Which on Mount Calvary was reveled,

For there Christ shed His precious blood,

And the plan of salvation was sealed.

So when the purposes of this life

Appear to your mortal mind as vain,

Know that in light of eternity,

All mysteries will become plain.

The Old Men By The Fire

The fire flickered in the night,

As the men sat by the camp site,

They spoke of times of the past,

When their big dreams were vast.

When the world was fair game,

And they relished thoughts of fame.

With a far away look to the sky,

And a tear beneath his eye,

An old man gazed to the stars,

Musing of the dreams, and the scars.

Then with a voice low and sad,

He spoke of dreams he once had.

Sadly the old man looked to the ground,

And said, “This is what I’ve found,

Men seek to find treasures in gold,

But life’s blessing slowly unfold,

When we hold loosely to mortal things,

Treasuring only what heaven brings.

The Ole Country Preacher

He would speak with a voice loud,

And a manner quite undignified,

Forewarning of judgment to come

To a fallen world filled with pride.

Sweat would grace His warm brow,

His hands flying through the air,

The tears would graze His face,

As He spoke of that so city fair.

Silver strands covered His hair,

Voice weak from years of strain,

His callused hands told of toil,

As He spoke with a manner plain.

But He spoke of the treasures

That eternity holds in store,

And of the blessing of knowing,

That they are ours forevermore.

The Potter

The Potter lovingly labored in silence,

His hands caressed the lump of clay,

Softly He molded an earthly vessel,

Gently whisking the blemishes away.

Then with the Master's gentle touch,

He modeled a vessel with loving care,

From shapeless pieces of mortal clay

He wrought a vessel of beauty so rare,

I marveled at His great masterpiece,

As he graced that which was marred,

Granting rare splendor with his touch,

Replacing that which was once scarred.

Then I fathomed the earthen vessel,

As it hardened in the sun's warm ray,

Then with awe I grasped the secret,

As I heard the Master so softly say,

"Yield to the Master's gentle hand,

While you feel His touch sublime,

For soon the clay will be hardened,

And then there will be more time."

The Potter’s Hand

The Potter gently caress the clay,

Molding a vessel of beauty so fine,

He fathomed the vessel with love,

Sweetly whispering, “You’re mine.”

“Then I saw myself a lump of clay,”

Could I be a vessel of beauty rare,

“Yes,” said the voice of the Potter,

“You can be a living vessel so fair.”

“The beauty that you see My child,

Comes not from a vessel made of sand,

But the beauty you see in this vessel,

Comes from the Potter’s loving hand.”

The Pure Heart

“Blessed are the pure in spirit,”

Are the words from the mount,

For your heart’s deep desires,

Serve as your life’s flowing fount.

For those whose hearts are pure,

Sanctified by His saving grace,

Shall one day leave this world

To peer upon His precious face.

Yes blessed are those whose hearts are pure,

They seek not their own rewards,

Nor strive for earthly honors,

That this brief life here affords.

For only the poor in spirit

Have a thirst in their soul,

And they shall enter the Kingdom,

And partake without toll.

The Resurrection

Darkness covers the silent tomb,

And stillness shrouds the old stone,

Then at the end of the Sabbath,

God’s power fell from His throne.

The Roman seal was then broken,

As the stone was rolled from the cave,

Our Precious Lord was resurrected,

And came forth from the grave.

The host of heaven bowed in awe,

And the angels began to sing,

“Where, oh death, is your victory?

Where, oh grave, is your sting?”

The Resurrection

The noble day shall surely come,

When Christ will rend the eastern sky,

And the angels will gather the elect,

As the Arch Angel shouts on high.

Then the sainted dead shall rise,

As the trumpet of God shall sound,

Rising on the wings of the morning,

They will come from the cold mound.

Then all who have died in the faith,

Will then be a ransomed heir,

And receive a crown of pure gold,

The redeem shall forever wear.

The Savior

He left His holy throne in glory,

And to a lowly stable He came,

To bring eternal life to all men,

Who believe on His blessed name.

He laid aside His crown of glory,

To bear a cross to lonely Calvary,

There He bore the old rugged cross,

To ransom sinners like you and me.

He ascended into the heavens,

With a kingdom reigning over all men,

And for who will enter the kingdom,

He bids to come with child’s heart within.

The Scars In His Hands Are Mine.

The treasures of gold are His,

And all the diamonds so fine,

The pearls of the sea are His,

But the scars in His hands are mine.

All power in heaven is His,

His hand holds all might divine,

The royal scepter is His,

But the scars in His hands are mine.

The keys to death and hell are His,

For He defeated the grave for a sign,

The praise of the angels are His,

But the scars in His hands are mine.

The Shepherd

Tap, tap, tap came the shepherd’s staff,

As the shepherd’s staff struck the ground,

The sheep followed through the fog,

Heeding the path of the staff’s sound.

Through the thick shroud of darkness,

They followed with no fear of the unknown,

Following with faith in the good shepherd,

The sheep met the rising dawn.

Here we glimpse a parable of our life,

For we follow Our Shepherd’s voice,

As He guides to that land,

Where saints shall forever rejoice.

The Sovereign Lord

God reigns upon His throne of holiness,

His will governs the nation’s rise and fall,

Righteousness is His supreme command,

As He reigns over the great and small.

All the angelic host bow before Him,

For His scepter is in His right hand,

Clothed in heaven’s resplendent light,

His majesty fills the universe grand.

Yet He rules in the humble heart,

Holding the destiny of every man,

And for each heart that truly repents,

His good will holds a perfect plan.

The Struggle

A man struggled to climb a mountain,

With each step his body grew more weak,

As he blazed a path up the mountain side,

He relished the hope of the awesome peak.

Then despair clouded the majestic view,

And with sadness he began to ponder,

“Why is this path filled with struggles?”

In pity his mind did wonder.

“This life seems to be so unfair,

Why is this path filled with useless array,

My hands have been torn by these rocks,

And they have tortured me all the way”

Then a voice spoke so sweetly from above,

With a massage from the heavens sublime,

“My dear child, if there were no rocks,

Then pray tell how would you climb?”

The Sunrise

When I glimpse the eternal sunrise,

And gaze upon that beauty so fair,

All the jewels of heaven will dim,

With their heavenly beauty so rare,

When I glimpse the glorious dawn,

And my feet grace that beautiful shore,

I will behold the treasures of heaven,

Where there is peace forevermore.

All the jewels of heaven will then dim,

And earthly laurels will seem defeat,

When I bow before the Savior,

And fall at His nailed scared feet.

When my earthly spirit shall soar,

At the light of that glorious morn,

I will view the beauty of heaven,

And all the holy jewels that adorn.

There I’ll see the beauty of heaven,

And hear the angel's melodies so sweet,

But my joy will then finally be full,

When I fall at my Precious Savior's Feet.

The Thief On the Cross

He was a rebel of society,

Having chosen a life of crime,

Yet his destiny was chosen

By God’s providence sublime.

Sentenced to die for his crimes,

Yet Providence divine was there,

Even though His end was planned

By the prince of the air.

To Golgotha he would go,

Where Christ was dying for his soul,

And crying out found redemption,

To be his while the ages roll.

The True God

Do you pray to the One,

Whose heart is filled with love,

Who tenderly watches over us,

As He rules from His throne above?

Do you pray to The One,

Who paints the morning sky blue,

And graces the evening sky

With the beauty of a scarlet hue.

If the god to whom you pray,

Is not one who is loving and kind,

Then look to the grandeur of nature,

There the True God you will find.

The Voice of God

I heard the voice of God,

Sweetly saying, “Come unto Me,”

In my mortal understanding,

And in fear of His will I did flee.

I heard His loving voice say,

“Come unto Me for I am Light,”

In terror of being captured,

My poor lost soul took flight.

Then when I heard Him say,

“I’ve called you my last time,”

Down the isle to the altar I fled,

Where I found peace sublime.

The Voice of God

I hear the voice of God above,

As I listen to melody of music sweet,

And hear songs about that day

When we fall at His feet.

I hear the voice of God,

As the mighty thunders roar,

Deep within my heart I hear Him,

As I see the eagle soar.

I hear the voice of God,

As a little child begins to speak,

And I hear His voice say,

“Fear not, I’m strong though you are weak.”

The Winter of Life

The cold Winter wind blows,

Snowflakes softly fall to the ground,

Silently the rushing stream

Hardens into ice without a sound.

There I see God’s mighty hand,

Preparing the land for the harvest time,

And there He silently reveals

A message of His purposes sublime.

We will face this life’s great adversities,

And the days will be hard and cold,

Yet we know the season will come,

When we’ll see the Springtime unfold.

They Came To Jesus

Nicodemus came to The Master by night,

To inquire how he might enter in,

Zacchaeus hid himself in the sycamore tree,

To seek forgiveness for his great sin.

The leper came from the mountain,

To ask Jesus to make him clean,

The woman reached for His robe,

Grasping to touch the robe without seam.

Blind Bartimaeus cried for The Messiah,

That he might receive his precious sight.

The Syrophenician woman came for her child,

Seeking deliverance from an awful plight.

One came with tears to His precious feet,

To seek forgiveness for her great sin,

One came through the ceiling to be healed,

And found sweet peace within.

So let us come to The Loving Master,

And cast our burdens at His feet,

There we’ll find His sweet peace,

And mercy before the judgment seat.

Today

Today is the dawning of a new life,

Another chance to begin life anew,

With the blessing of hope from above

That's as fresh as the morning dew.

Today the sunbeams rise again,

And bring life to the verdant earth,

Giving another glimmer of hope

With the joy of the morning's birth.

Today the journey continues on,

To a new destiny far from yesterday,

For this day is a bridge between

Our goals and the sun's setting ray.

This day is a fleeting moment,

A drop in the great sea of time,

But if today is spent for Jesus,

It is jewel in your crown sublime.

Trust

Trust in Him Who gives us today,

For He has safely brought us here,

And we can face tomorrow’s trials

Without the heavy burden of fear.

For He closed yesterday with a sunset,

And with our little faith in God,

We can face tomorrow without fret.

Despite the trials on this road we trod.

But take no thought for tomorrow,

For He who guides the stars above,

Watches tenderly over you,

For you are the object of His love.

Vain Sacrifice

I attempted great works for God,

My deeds upon the altar I laid,

The sacrifice of worldly wealth,
And its pleasures I humbly made.

My heart was filled with great joy,

As my life was laid at His feet,

Yet it was rejected by The Lord,

As I bowed before the judgment seat.

Then I heard His voice say,

“The sacrifice you made is vain,

For no man’s gift is received,

Unless it is given in My name.”

What Do You See When

What do you see when,

You behold an eagle soar,

Or the lightning flash,

And utter its majestic roar?

What do you see when,

Magnolias bloom in the Spring,

Or a bird building her nest,

Or her babies trying their wing?

What do you see when,

A rose grows in the verdant sod,

Fragrantly filling the air,

Is it not the hand of our God?

Showing us His awesome plan,

Through nature so grand,

And the wonder of His love

Coming from His precious Hand.

What Has Become of America

What has become of America?

The great land of the honest and just,

The land whose coinage speaks of faith,

And solemnly reads, "In God we trust."`

The Nation that has sent the gospel light,

To the heathen's far flung shore,

Now crumbles like the ancient empires,

Which stood so proudly in days of yore.

A land whose law once knew life's value,

And the measure of man's great worth,

Now denies man is made in God’s image,

And the unborn's right to a live birth.

We have drifted far from the principals,

On which our foundation was once laid,

And even the burning love for freedom

In many hearts has begun to fade.

In days of youth, students were taught values,

Teachers were respected that was the rule,

Now drugs destroy the minds of students,

And now crime fills the halls of our school.

The commands of the Great Law Maker,

Once governed this land without flaw,

Now our judges spurn the Holy Writ,

And man's thoughts have replaced God’s law.

America wont be saved by its power,

Nor will it be saved by worldly might,

Only moral revival will save this land

From the destiny of sin’s horrible blight.

Unless this Land returns to the values,

Which once made America so great,

Then the judgment of Almighty God

Will soon determine America's fate.

What Has Become of The Church

Men exalt prosperity as their right,

And it’s even a virtue they proclaim,

Have they forgotten the Word says,

“Contentment with godliness is great gain.”

They teach that we must love thy self,

Though Christ said it must be denied,

And no thought of heed is given,

Though the Word says thy self must be crucified.

We are told self love must reign

And that men sin because of poor ego,

But what do they do with the Scripture,

That says, to self must say no.

They sing their praise to a god of wealth,

Yet have forgotten how to humbly pray,

Yearning for the things of this world,

They have forgotten the call to obey.

What We See In The Natural

The evening sun has slowly set,

And the final curtain was drawn,

Yet far away beyond the sea,

A new morning is breaking dawn.

So what we see in the natural,

Bears no semblance of God’s plan,

For His great hand of providence

Can not be grasped by mortal man.

Neither will this life reveal a purpose,

For today purpose is withheld from sight,

Yet purpose will soon be revealed

At the dawn of eternal light.

We Need Not Worry

He is here, and He is not silent,

For He rules in the affairs of men,

He gives music to the composer,

And rhyme to the poet’s pen.

By His will nations rise and fall,

For He holds all things in His hand,

And our destiny is in His palm,

As He carries us to that heavenly land.

For He Who brings forth the dawn,

And guides to the sunset,

With all of nature speaking of Him,

So we need not worry or fret!

When God’s Gift Returns To Him

The hand of the clock slowly ticks,

Where it stops is known only to fate,

For the silence of the tic,

Is assigned to a hidden date.

One day the hand will stand still,

And silence will mark our destiny’s end,

The gift of life will return to God,

And the labor of our hands will ascend.

So remember with each fleeting tic,

We are drawing closer to the time,

When God’s gift returns to Him,

Before the courts of heaven sublime.

When I Glimpse The Sunrise

When I glimpse the eternal sunrise,

And gaze upon that beauty so fair,

All the jewels of heaven will dim,

With their heavenly beauty so rare,

When I glimpse the glorious dawn,

And my feet grace that beautiful shore,

I will behold the treasures of heaven,

Where there is peace forevermore.

All the jewels of heaven will then dim,

And earthly laurels will seem defeat,

When I bow before the Savior,

And fall at His nailed scared feet.

When my earthly spirit shall soar,

At the light of that glorious morn,

I will view the beauty of heaven,

And all the holy jewels that adorn.

There I will see the beauty of heaven,

And hear the angel's melodies so sweet,

But my joy will then finally be full,

When I fall at my Dear Savior's Feet.

When Life Seems Vain

When sufferings seems meaningless,

And life’s trials seem vain,

When you are burdened with cares,

And your life is filled with pain,

Remember upon Calvary’s Cross,

Hope seemed to perish in death,

And mortal hearts bowed in defeat,

As Christ breathed His last breathe.

Yet on the third day victory came,

And He Who died arose to reign,

Even so, when we rise from death,

Will this life’s cares seem as vain.

Who Is Jesus

He’s the Morning Sun rising in the sky,

The billowing clouds soaring on high,

He’s the river’s rushing Mighty Tide,

The grandeur of the ocean so wide.

He’s the fragrance of the sweet rose,

The Well Spring that gently flows,

He’s the Honey flowing from the cone,

The golden harp’s melodious tone,

He’s the moonbeams shining so bright,

The star falling in the dark of night,

He’s the tears falling from the sinner’s face,

Our Lord, The Savior, filled with light.

Yield To The Master

When life had become meaningless 

I prayed earnestly for hope,

Beyond the velvet darkness,

I saw a vision from beyond.

Then I saw my life in a lump of clay,

Then a hand began to mold it into a vessel,

Which became hollow within,

And snarled by the caressing hand.

Therein I saw my life snarled by the passing of time,

With the marks of meaningless imprints,

I fathomed the vessel with horror.

Then I heard the voice of the Great Potter,

This vessel is indeed snarled though yield the Master,

But in this is your glory My child,

The vessel is marred for it was molded by nail scarred hands.

FROM THE AUTHOR

I am a native of South Georgia, and now live in
the Atlanta area.  I am a member of New Covenant
Community Church in Atlanta.

It is my desire that those who read my poetry
will be drawn closer to our Lord.  Should even
one person be drawn closer to the Lord by these
words of rhyme, then I will have accomplished my
purpose.

W. Roger Lee
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