SIMPLY FOR THE UNBORN

How can a poem affect me so?

That poem a child be

If abortion does exert its last

Its blow should flatten me

I’ve said the prayer in which I ask

That God should want I speak

Lines tossed out preserving little lives

Safe fates these small ones seek

I know this stand will anger some

To that I’ll never care

But dare not go refuse The Lord

Have faith and know He’s fair

He does love’s heavy lifting — so then

The killings are on us

Cruel lies must bring His tears and wrath

For the child — we see — she’s us
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