Be Still My Child

Be still my child, 

stop questioning why.

Let go of the doubts, it’s out 

of your hands, no need to cry.

I know you are not 

happy with how life is.

And have patience, you

 are tired of hearing this.

Your stomach is all upset and

 you wander here and there.

Feeling all depressed, can-

not function, life is so unfair.

Believing in Me, should

not be such a strain.

Perhaps it’s not letting it

go that brings on the pain.
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