My Weekend In Paradise

I woke up one morning, headed

out on a special journey, a quest.

Knowing that I was entering a 

place, where I was an invited guest.

Every minute I was there, was well utilized, the time was

 filled with exhilarating emotions, as the sun would set.

Although there were so many there, not one

thing went unnoticed, my every needs were met.

All those that were part of the plan of blessing me, did

 it out of love for the Lord, with convictions deep seeded.

No task was too small, for they gladly

surrendered to all that was needed.

To think of all that transpired, is to marvel

at the richness of it all, the very essence.

I was captivated by my surroundings,

the Holy Spirit was indeed present.

There are no words to express how

the weekend blest every part of me.

One would have to experience what I am trying to

convey, the painting of a picture, oneself must see.

I was caressed with such tender loving arms, looked

upon by gentle spirits, with sparkling soothing eyes.

I was serenaded, beyond words, I was in a

world filled with God’s presence, paradise.

Beautiful Christian people, I 

was indeed privileged to meet.

They made a difference, in my life,

the spending time with Jesus, retreat.
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