So Many Blessings

I do my best, day by day,

falling short now and then.

So who am I to be blest

over and over again?

I am one of many,

a lost little lamb.

So unworthy, yet for some

reason God says I am.

How many blessings?

It is hard to keep score.

As I think I have been blest

 enough, God gives me more.

Not one gift goes unnoticed,

I know who gives them to me.

For He has always had a

hand in everything I see.
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