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BATTLE IN MY SOUL


I'm looking for answers I can't find.


Trying to leave the past behind.


I have unanswered questions, a mark in my mind.


Oh lord please let me find.


Give me peace about the decisions I make.


Let the attack over me break.


It has been hard to see past the fog.


Past the storm in the fog.


I don't understand why it's so hard.


Why I am broken and marred.


My heart cries out to the holy hill.


My soul is quenched, the cold chill.


It's dark in this place.


Another day I don't think I can face.


I wake up and roll back over, and close my eyes.


Why must this be my soul that dies?


My bones hurt, my back aches.


For the war my hand makes.


I am slowly slipping away.


Oh God come save the day.


Come look upon me with Grace.


I need help to run this race.


I am attacked by man all day long.


This isn't my pretty little song.


You promised me more.


To give me an open door.


Where are you now?


All I see is the foul.


Let my soul breathe again.


Lighten my load.


Yes lord let your spirit download.


Peace, joy, and love.


Loose a spiritual dove.


To rest upon my shoulder.


To be my strength, to stand on your boulder.


Let peace be still.


Let your presence be real.


Thank you Lord for hearing my plea.


And bringing peace to me.


 


Psalms 18:39 You armed me with strength for the battle, you have subdued my enemies under my feet.




BLOODLINE


No more secrets, no more lies.


You must let go as the flesh dies.


Line upon line.


It's a sign.


Precept upon precept.


The bloodline crept.


The flesh is connected to the blood.


What is the DNA on the branches and the bud?


We must repent on behalf.


We must cut the hate and wrath.


The series of events that took place.


The contamination and the waste.


You say you don't know what’s the matter.


It's a generational ladder.


Access to the doors.


It's the key is it his or yours.


You must take it back from death and hell.


The secrets and lies you must tell.


We must fight this war.


We must close the door.


Jesus died so we could have the keys.


From the earth to the sea's.


He gave authority to you and me.


His kings and priests set free.


The dimensions are souls are locked.


By the enemy we are mocked.


It's a battle.


From the serpent's rattle.


He depends on you to believe.


The lies like Adam and Eve.


It goes all the way back in time.


The generational keys of prime.


We must cancel it out.


Redefine that’s what it's all about.


No more secrets, no more lies.


It's our demise.


We shut the door, lock and seal.


Yes the blood line will heal.


We are born into this.


We must erase our name from.


Satan's hit list.


He has a right and we must fight.


 


Acts 10:38  Oh how God anointed Jesus of Nazareth, with the Holy Spirit and power and how he went around doing good. And healing all who were under the power of the devil because God was with him.




BROKEN


The pain in my soul.


Is the love in his bowl?


He pours out his oil.


From his cup he is loyal.


A trusted friend.


His love he wants to lend.


He sees all you have endured.


He is the ear that always heard.


The bird you didn't know was there.


When the pain you couldn't bear.


His hand was in the middle of your broken spirit.


You just didn't know it.


It was him that caused you to make it past the pain.
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