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Did you ever have that feeling,
Though knowing you are blessed,
That something wrong was felt inside,
Causing pain inside your chest?

Not long ago, this pain hit hard.
Off and on, I feel it still.
Sometimes I just can’t catch my breath,
And the panic is all too real.

I’m seeking help to find out why,
I feel so lost and sad.
Then there are days when I feel just fine,
And things don’t seem so bad.

Melancholy is my new word.
It describes my mood so well.
I know I’m blessed with gifts and health,
But I grieve inside this shell.

They say the way in which we are raised,
Can determine who we become.
I was a child needing guidance and love,
But I felt so awkward and dumb.

Words of praise were slim to none,
And our home felt sad and tense.
My parents divorced, then died too young,
My lack of roots, now making sense.

I have no home-town, or a place of worth,
Where sweet memories fill my mind.
We moved so much, separating again,
From the friends who were so hard to find.

I’ve tried to hang on to those places and friends,
Hoping reconciliation might be.
But all the time I have been clinging to them,
They’ve long forgotten about me.

My Lord above has held me close,
For He knew the bough would break.
He is helping me see why I am who I am,
And He knows just how much I can take.

I’ve had a lot of my questions answered,
Though many still lay in wait.
I’ve faced some foes tormenting my heart,
But the mountains ahead are still great.



I have certain issues I find harder to face,
I know, because the tears start welling.
My throat runs dry to where I cannot speak,
So I decide, it’s not even worth telling.

I know it is then, when I need God most,
Perhaps the peace I seek is there.
I fear the thoughts that cause my pain,
So I address my anguish, in prayer.

I’m lacking sleep, for dreams I’ve had.
Sometimes, too real to bare.
It may be they are hidden clues,
My God is trying to share.

Many times I dream of family,
Full of anger and much crying.
Other times, I’m lost in a maze,
Or literally, in the sky, flying.

Other dreams I’m back in school,
Working hard, to do my best.
But either I am always late,
Or I fail on every test.

And if I dream about Cason and Alec,
My heart turns sore from aching.
I wake with grief, that hurts me so,
I’m sure my heart is breaking.

The tears are welling, as I said,
So I’ll end this purging now.
God, I know you have great plans for me,
And we’ll work it out somehow.

I praise your holy, precious name!
And continue to seek your face.
Please hold me steady and prepare my heart,
For when You take me from this place.
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