The Crisis Is Over

A crisis bit me, my

world turned upside down.

Confusion sat in, smiling face

gone, replaced by a frown.

I struggled to keep things in proper prospective,

it was hard to focus with a broken lens.

All rationalization went out the door,

nothing seem to makes any sense.

It’s hard to think when one’s head

is filled with mixed emotions.

When there is a battling ground

stirring inside, causing such commotion.

To react to this crisis took sorting

out the present from the past.

Concentrating on what was in front

of me first, everything else last.

Until the crisis was over, no

longer alive, somehow dies.

The Lord reveals the

truth, casting away all lies.

The heavy burden was

lifted, no longer inside of me.

Through my prayers and others,

He indeed heard my plea.

The turmoil I thought was

hopeless, would never end.

With His peace and tranquillity,

my spirit is beginning to mend.

And though the crisis, at

the time, seemed so unfair.

Thank you Father, for not giving

me more than I could bare.
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