“My Secret Place.”
By Jason Kirk Bartley

When you are burdened down with troubles and
despair,
You look to your right and to your right and to your left,
but no one seems to care.
I resort here often,
when my trials seem too hard to face.
It’s my peace,
my comfort,
I call it my secret place.
Sometimes when life hurts,
and it often will.
Troubles pile up.
They’re too hard for me still.
Noone knows where I will be,
for I resort hither for my sanctity.
Every secret place is different,
to each man his own,
As I pray and pray up to God’s throne,
On my knees is where I win my fight.
I pray and pray ‘till I see the light.
I can feel His close presence,
as close as I can be.
He has spoken to my heart and set my burdens free.
When burdens and problems I seem to face,
I always resort to my secret place.

 

