No Wonder We Get Caught

As I look at all the victories, in my life, I

remember those I struggled with the most.

Every detail made an impact so they are

not easily forgotten, and oh how I boast.

I boast about how cleaver the Lord was in

dealing with what seemed like a difficult task.

How He rearranged my thinking as He

saw right through my many masks.

And I boast of how gentle He was as

He made me take another look at myself.

And once I did that, things didn't look

so grim, that's when I received help.

Like children appreciate things when

they work hard for what they have.

And as I look back at how

stubborn I had been, I now laugh.

It was my own stubbornness

that kept God from helping me.

It had to be my way, nothing

else I was willing to see.

Into Your hands, Lord, I give

you my life, my every thought.

When one is too busy with negative

thinking, it's no wonder we get caught.
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