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(An unflattering word from God's heart to mine in a time of deep need) 

 
 

 
 

All that is Mine, is yours. 

  It is so through My Son. 

 

Through Him you have riches untold, 

  and treasures beyond comprehension. 

 

You sit in your place of need. 

Even poverty of spirit, joy and goods seems to   

have overtaken you. 

 

In desperation you cry out, 

  as though my eyes were blind to your need. 

 

You hope. You pray. You cry. 

  You try every conceivable measure. 

 

Am I hard of hearing? 

 

Why are YOU so hard of hearing? 

And why does the blessing seem hidden to you? 

 

It is because you have prized your own ways 

above my ways! 

 

You cling to what has been yours. 

  You will let go of nothing,  

  to receive the blessing of heaven that you need. 

Come now and hear My voice, 

  and I will teach you the way. 

 

Lay at my feet all the vain things that are 

precious to you. 

Your independence, reputation, and self-

fulfillment. 

 

Withhold nothing. 

  Keep nothing of your own self. 

 

Abandon all, 

and all your hopes and dreams will come into  

fullness, 

  because they are My hopes and dreams in you, 

and they must come through Me, and not 

through you. 

 

Give Me your rags. 

  I will give you My riches 

  and far more than you ever dreamed. 

 

Oh, men may not laud you with titles and fame, 

  but in eternity you will be among the blessed, 

  and eternity begins today. 
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