
Lord, 

I come to you this morning with a hopeful heart. I am thankful that you fill my days with

your steadfast love so that at days end, I can take detailed note of the bits and pieces, the

glimpses you have given me of your handiwork. Lord, in this life, I get tired and worn and

can feel like a dead stump in the ground, but you are the water that flows into us and with just

a taste we can bud new sprouts with new life - beautiful life. I think of the seasons, God, and

how they are named and it reminds me of me. I fall, I trudge through the storms of winter, but

then comes spring. Spring gives me new life and hope. You are our portion. Keep me thirsty

for your water. Keep my heart thriving as your flowing river continually washes over its

beating, fleshy existence. Give me new buds and fresh branches. I wait for you and hope in

you because THAT is where my answer is. Thank you that my whispers don't get lost in the

dark. Thank you for that still small voice that can be heard over the loudest noise. Thank you

that you speak to me. Thank you for the promises you have made and the assurance we have

that you are a God who keeps your promises - a God of kindness, mercy and grace. Lord, help

us remember. I pray in Jesus' name, Amen. 

 

 

 

 Isaiah 55:11 So is my word that goes out from my mouth: It will not return to me

empty, but will accomplish what I desire and achieve the purpose for which I sent it. 

 

Revelation 22:2 In the middle of its street, and on either side of the river, was the tree

of life, which bore twelve fruits, each tree yielding its fruit every month. The leaves of

the tree were for the healing of the nations. 

 

B e a u t i f u l  P r o m i s e s
 

Moscatellis.com


