Gasting My Gare

Lord, | continually set before you,
My requests and all my needs
With thanksgiving | come unto you,
My concerns unburdened to thee

| wait for your intervention, Lord,
In quietness of soul and mind
And worship at your footstool,
Leaving my cares behind

And Lord, | express my thanks for you,
For all you are to me,
| thank you, Lord, that | matter to you,
Though at times, | cannot see

Because of the circumstances in life,
The things that | go through,
| find my eyes are on the storm,
When they should be looking to you

So help me, Lord, each precious day,
No matter what life brings me,
To carry on with hope and faith
And to rest in you with peace



