TODAY I WOKE UP BEAUTIFUL!

Today I woke up beautiful! 

My eyes twinkled as I passed the mirror that once reflected an ugly girl.
Skin too brown, face and smile not perfect. If only my nose were smaller. 
Look at those bony arms and where did those hips come from?

That was yesterday. Today I woke up beautiful!

Donning the perfect skin tone and texture as I step out onto the balcony
and God’s gentle morning breeze brushes my body with his greeting. See my
strong arms and full hips brace me as I leaned over to water the morning glories 
that adorn the edges of my porch.  My face smiles and my nose crinkles
(just enough to be cute). Almost room for conceit as I reflect that I am made in His image.
Made beautiful because of Him.

Today I woke up beautiful!

The reflections of my mind were healthy and forth seeking, 
when for so long nothing good lay before me. Beaten down by a 
journey that stripped me of passion and desire.  Chipping away at my very being.  
Who am I? Where am I? Can anybody see me?

That was yesterday. Today I woke up beautiful!

Felt a song stuck in my mind. Had ideas and projects and new missions. 
Strong and solid goals came at me; had to write them down. 
Felt something moving in me – desire! 
What’s this warmth wrapped around my heart – passion! 
Watch me kick up my heels. Oh, how my soul wants to dance.

Today I woke up beautiful!

My soul said Yes!, as I thanked the Lord for a new day,
when once I wondered if He had forgotten me. Heartache, hardship, what seemed
 like misery at every turn. Why am I here? My existence meant nothing to anyone, even me.

That was yesterday. Today I woke up beautiful!

Renewed in my thinking, built up by His word. Believing His 
promise to keep me in perfect peace, to give me the desires of my heart. 
His grace and mercy embarks upon me like a shield. I represent His purpose. 
(He called me an ambassador!) I’m a soldier to His will. 
My soul said Yes! and as I stand, I know I do not stand alone. 
I glow from the inside out.

Today I woke up beautiful in my body, mind and soul.
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