The Tap

‘Now the fust time 1 ever entered the line
1 lacked the faith it took to fly
1 steod. there expecting for this man of Ged
To work his empty power; isn't that edd
Like blood from a twrnip; like meney from a child
1t didn’t do what T wanted. it to so 1 just stood there and snuled
And fie toek the oil and dabbed fis palin
and fie began te quote to me the 2 3rd psalm
The Lord is my Stiephierd 1 shall not want...and ny mind wandered like flies in the dawn
1 walked away just as 1 walked up, ‘Empty and wrong
‘Now Sunday’s fiere again and the call goes out
1 heard the choir sing and T waltctied my sister shout
“Any one whe needs the Lord to do
Something special in your life this lines for you”
And T again
Stood there in sin
‘Durty frem the world
A misused girl
Vet this time T knew
The Lord weuld come through
And there it was
A nunister of Love
Ste sawd, “Tell me now what your fieart desires”
“I need a song; ‘1 want to go figher”
And she looked in my eyes and saw my plea
Grabbed the bottle of oil and stepped to me
And she didn’t dab fier finger and didn’t dab her fiand
She touctied my head and raised the glass, saying
“Lord 1'm in agree-ance; use the gift for You!”
“Bind up the ungedly and make fier whele and true!”
With the botile over my fiead stie poured the oil slow
And in my spirit fier voice began te eclio
IE’WZM/ (lﬁ@'
Aneinted me
‘Recagnized the kind of fielp T need
‘Not a dab would deo and this minister knew
And there’s only ene way that this could be true
Ste’d tapped in to the source
Of my ‘Fathier’s course
tHe'd whispered to fier and she respended; no shorts
She took ne stops with fier alabaster box
And blessed this lowly child of God www. PrayingPoet.com
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