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	Break my heart!
I care not for pain coming through.
My eyes, ever wild,
At the light… are beguiled,
As it seeps through the cracks into view.
 
I am pining for my Beloved sitting within!
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At Your Feet

How shall I love you?
For my heart feels too frail a vessel
To hold the ocean of reverence,
I would pour at your sacred feet.

How shall I sing your praise?
For my trembling lips confess,
That the virtues you wear…
Are stars no mortal tongue could name.

How shall I pray to you?
For though my faith is steadfast, eternal,
My hands stained with earthly sins,
Quiver in their unworthiness
To hold your boundless grace.

What shall I confess in your presence?
When you have gently beheld my every breath-
My frailty, my folly, my fall…
And yet, with hands of mercy,
You have gathered my pieces to offer me another dawn!

How shall I reach your feet?
When the tempest within howls
And the dust of longing sting my eyes.
I pray for your embrace, your light,
To lead me into rebirth-
Boundless, weightless and free!



	

	













	THE GRACE OF SCARS

You tell me that you are tattered and scarred,
By battles that left you marred.
But I see each line,
As a symbol divine-
Proof that your healing is never too far.









THY GRACE I SEEK

I lower my eyes
In prayer and penitence,
And surrender myself
 To an authentic existence.
Now, no qualm clouds my heart,
Now no pride plagues my soul.

Lord, let Your presence forever be
An unyielding part of my destiny.
A destiny my actions shall shape,
Born of intention, true and clean.

Let me tread the path of dreams
Facing fate with fearless peace.
Let my steps be steady and sure,
Let my persistence never cease.

Grant me tolerance
For my fellow men and myself.
Let life teach me many lessons,
May I never tire of learning well.

Bestow me with faith to proceed with hope
To withstand the weight of weary days;
May I never crave for another shelter,
Let Your grace be my eternal sanctuary.
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“These 4 poems talk about strength from divine grace and explore the transformative power of faith, highlighting how spiritual guidance and divine intervention provide resilience in the face of adversity. The themes on renewal, comfort and the sustaining force of divine love, uplifts and empowers individuals to rise above life’s challenges with a sense of peace and purpose.”

-Brinda B.
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