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Rain down on me blessings of mercy

Crown me with abundance, showers of money and wealth to cleanse the poverty that

     I no longer claim

That I let go of

My arms are open wide, I am the vision of God’s grace and love

The fruits blooming over for others to look at and partake of

And bite

And it will quench them to see my happiness and joy

And they will want it for their own

But it doesn’t come from the fruit and money that surrounds me

It comes from the love in my heart for God

And his visible love for me

For we are one

Happy

Thriving with the joy of our relationship

And I shall bless all those I see

Because God has blessed me

I fear not

And I live

Live

I will fear no thing to keep me in sadness

But let it all go

Let the world go

Let dreams go

And let God provide, and give, and give, and give, and give

While I be the little baby I am and take the love

That keeps me alive

Happy

knowing I am loved

Rain down on me
Not curses

But blessings

For the time of curses

And purging

And fire

Is over

I am willing to be happy, completely happy

No bull

Just happy.  Only God’s plan for salvation will work, and now that I have given up striving in this world, to be content only to let God run my life, oh what a life it will be, because I do not know what is for my own best interest.
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