There Is Always Tomorrow

How the time flies

when hands are so busy.

With all there is to do, keeping

in touch is not all that easy.

Minutes turn to hours

and hours turn to days.

something or another always

seems to get in the way.

And when I think of You,

I have every intention,

to give You more of my

time, some of my attention.

Lord forgive me for neglecting

 You, I'll try to better tomorrow.

You give so much of Yourself, every

day and I have no excuse just sorrow.
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