Worship of Wordship

I extol you…
with words I lift you up and console you, And there not meant to enslave or control you but enfold you like arms strong and long enough to hold you… 
Captivated… but not captive.
And I give praise to the way word plays with a phrase, I’m amazed the most profound sentence cannot describe the beauty of God’s presence,
and in essence my heart fills with effervescence.
My mind opens doors to metaphors leaving footprints in sand on symbolic shores, 
my mouth becomes a fountainhead of life releasing rivers of rhythmic rhyme, God’s love fills time like thought fills mind, like tears fill eyes and smile fills face, like stars fill the skies and matter fills space, 
But I… just want to be filled with God’s grace…
I am his speaker, speaking in treble and base… my built in woofer blows what I know, emotional highs and lows flows from my soul…
a poetic arpeggio of words in a phrase that’s meant to amaze and spark a blaze in a Spirit of Praise,
So I lift my voice to the “Ancient of Days” like I lift my hands to surrender my ways…
Because I extol you… 
with the Word I lift you up to console you, And it’s not meant to enslave or control you but enfold you like arms strong and long enough to hold you…
Captivated… but not captive.
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