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 Forever Strong

 


 


 


 


Lives are taken, time stands
still,

People wonder “under whose will?”



God makes choices, like you and like me,

Sometimes it just so we can see.



Who we really are, and why we’re here,

To stand on our own, with Him always near.



Do not mistrust due to those that you’ve lost

For sometime too soon, your paths will again cross.



It was no ones fault, just time for them to go,

As you must see, as you grow.



To forgive and forget sometimes is very hard to do,

But the stronger the will, the stronger the glue.



This glue that binds us, through trouble and pain,

Will guide you and hold strong like a chain.



This chain of our lives like ripples in a pond,

Forever lasting, forever strong


 What
Color do you See?

 


Scared and frightened

Not knowing who to
trust

 


You thought you knew

Turns out a bust.

 


Being friends,

Losing friends

 


Life is no fun

When you’re not trusted…you need
amends.

 


You gain trust…

Friends…Gone in the
wind

 


When you’re in a role

So broad and so clean

 


 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17831
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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