Here I Am Lord

I never know when I share my poems, where

 they will go, and when and if they help others.

I only write them to express my  deep seeded 

feelings, no intentions of it going farther.

But when I hear from my friends that

 one of them has touched their hearts.

That one of  my poems have indeed, in

 someone’s life, played a very important part.

When I hear affirmation, that the words

 the Lord gives me, are not my imagination.

That He has used them in the healing of 

other’s past hurts or a present situation.

 I sit here with humbleness, in my heart, and

 tears in my eyes, the news is overwhelming.

It fills me with mixed feelings that are  

exciting, emotional, but yet calming.

For the Lord knows everything about me,

 where I am going and where I have been.

Who am I that He should use me in this

 fashion, for my life is not free from sin.

I ask Him for His forgiveness daily, of which He

 gives so freely, how I wish I could give Him more.

But all He asks of me, is that I keep trying,

for perfection is not what He is looking for.

I accept the mission of putting into words

what He wants me to say, for I am on fire.

I will continue to write, be His humble servant.  Here

 I am Lord, just give me the words, I have the desire.
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