There Is A Reason

Father when I am hurting,

I forget all about You.

And I hurt even

more when I do.

I struggle to understand why,

when I did everything I could.

Then I make my pain my

God and that is not good.

I know dwelling too much

is precious time I waste.

It leaves me feeling all

alone and so displaced.

There is a reason for all things,

although I cannot see it now.

Had it been your plan, it would

have worked out, somehow.
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