
 
 
 
 

25 January 2016 
 

“What a God!” 
 
There is no one like you Father! Yet so many bother at finding substitutes - 
Pantheons, Allah, Nirvanah, mythologies, false prophets, self - myriads jumping, no parachutes, 
You are the Creator of the seen and unseen, the only one ever existent, persistent to show, 
Your power, love and greatness, teaching us to hate less as with your light we glow. 
 
You created the entire universe via verse, yet you came to this small planet in flesh, 
And looked at Mars and all the stars you created from our vantage, breathing air fresh -  
The great one whom every good angel worships and knows; put on toes and walked in hot sand - 
You own everything, yet so humble, without stumble, came to earth and didn’t own any land. 
 
In need of your son, as we all, one-by-one, have forsaken your ways, 
You had every right to fight against us and take us out of existence; instead you picked a day, 
To count everything but redemption and obedience as loss and embraced a cross. Wow! 
You are the only giver of life and hope; like a slope I cascade down to your feet and bow. 
 
What a mighty God you are! How far we go to avoid you, 
But even now somehow you extend a hand of grace to make us new, 
And no matter what we do, it’s true we will all before you stand, 
How I wish all would choose you! You are amazing, glorious, awesome; completely grand! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



13 January 2010 
“Vortex” 

A gust! 
A blast! 

An explosive force 
That rocks me deeply! 

Swirling, twisting and blazing! 
Whipping, whirling, gusting, thrusting! 

My heart cracks and shatters apart, pain ripping into my consciousness, 
Loneliness grasps its evil hook upon my soul and mind – yet, once again, 

Bringing with it worthlessness, rejection, degradation and uncertainty! 
Tears pour forth from my eyes in confusion and frustration, 
I’m left wondering why, why, why.  God Almighty, why? 

Is this the cross I must carry? 
Continuous vortex, 

Flipping and shaking, 
Spinning me in a 

Great degree! 
Again, 
Lord, 
Why? 

Will this 
Storm ever come 

To a complete end? 
Will I always question my manhood? 

Will I always feel worthless and be tortured 
By the continuous shrapnel of feeling rejected and unimportant? 

Will I ever feel like I belong anywhere outside of your arms?  Oh God! 
Will I ever feel like I’m holy? Will I ever overcome lust? Will I ever...will I ever? 

So often, my heart feels like it is cut into a million pieces; these pieces hold on 
To each other with great desperation, somehow maintaining its structure! 

I so often battle with the thought that I will never be good enough! 
Wanting to cry, but the tears are trapped in the confines of my throat! 

God, I put my trust in You, but can You tell me why 
I feel the loneliest when I’m with my closest kin? 

Against this storm will I ever win? 
Shall I ever be holy and 

Conquer this sin? 
But still I know 
That it’s You 

Always 
I will 
Trust 
In!  



 
 
 

 
 

7 September 2017 
 

“Soul Shutter - Praise Utter” 
 
Bitter cold nights of my soul masked by a smiling face, 
But the pain oozes from melancholy eyes, 
Cut deep by a life filled with dashed hopes and disgrace, 
White-knuckles fatigued - grasping onto the hope of the promised prize. 
 
At times feeling empty and tattered like an abandoned building - 
Tears fill up in my head, but refuse to flow - 
Just wanting to give up, but to your will I will continue yielding; 
I need your help as I am losing your glow. 
 
Thank you for reminding me that you love me and are with me, 
And reminding me too that the reason I have been walking in the gutter, 
Is because there are others there that do not know it’s you they must see - 
And as I am recalled to your greatness, praise upon praise I utter. 
 
 


