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I look for the door,

That leads to the right,

As many I stand before,

The other side out of sight.

I know that I must choose,

To walk through only one,

Yet I will forever lose,

If not guided by the Son.

Some lead to distraction,

Or to excuses I will make,

As I leave so much undone,

If I don't live for His sake.

When I listen to His Voice,

I will make the right choice.

26 Jun 22
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Life's Stages
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When I was a younger man,

I was so full of energy,

As I made my life's plan,

Knowing I would claim victory.

Then I was soon at middle age,

With my energy now faded,

At times at life I would rage,

As my dreams became jaded.

Now as the end draws nearer,

There seems so much undone,

With the days now much dearer,

Yet more race is still to be run.

Still my utmost let me give,

Every day that I may yet live.

26 Jun 22
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Soaring And Sinking 
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I found myself soaring,

To a dizzying new height,

As the view I was adoring,

Since it was bathed in light.

Then suddenly I was sinking,

As I plunged down so low,

While all the while thinking,

Where did all the beauty go.

Neither state would endure,

For more than a season,

So in both I had to be sure,

They were there for a reason.

Whether I am low or high,

God will always get me by.

26 Jun 22
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The Empty Pew
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On this Sunday morn,

Carl is worshipping above,

By the angels borne,

Brought there by God's love.

There is an empty pew,

Where he'd have been sitting,

And on those that he knew,

A tear today may be fitting.

The church was his passion,

The pulpit where he'd rather be,

It never went out of fashion,

As he wanted the world to see.

Yet today he's in a better place,

Worshipping Jesus face-to-face.

3 Jul 22

In memory of Carl Rice, my uncle
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Independence Divide
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As the fireworks explode,

On this Fourth of July,

We see freedoms erode,

And not a tear do we cry.

The States aren't united,

But face a big divide,

Being so short sighted,

We only see our side.

We need a new unity,

Throughout the Land,

A sense of community,

If the country is to stand.

On this Independence Day,

Don't let America fade away.

4 Jul 22
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Riding Home
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The ol' cowboy's last ride,

Took him home today,

So now he has gone to abide,

Where he will forever stay.

He touched so many hearts,
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