For Your Glory, Lord

Father, I must admit there are times 

I don't understand what I see.

Yet You give me the strength to deal
 with whatever life puts in front of me.

You have a way of bringing good of

all the tragedy that comes my way.

Close one door in order to open

 another one, lighting up my day.

I don't know the true meaning of 

pain and suffering, not like Jesus did.

Nor the indignity of clothing being

 up for grabs, to the highest bid.

Jesus suffered and died, was

 nailed to the cross, for my sake.

I try to remember this, whenever 

trials and tribulations keep me awake.

I have had disappointments, regrets

 and sorrows, where my heart sank.

But I have the blessing of being 

alive and for that I give thanks.

If others will benefit from 

hearing my individual story,

then use each and everyone,

 Lord, use them for Your glory.
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