You Make Me Glad 
Elijah St-Phar

Only to Jesus Christ Himself, I say,
You are the second-best thing that has ever happened to me. 
A hymn rolls in my heart
You make me glad.

Like a duet
My part would be somewhat futile
Without you
You make me glad.

With your soft arpeggios
Rising to conclusion
Until silence
You make me glad.

With your belting voice,
An elegy to my torn mind
And a comfort to my heart
You make me glad.



Your forte reminds me
Of a raging torrent
That washes concern from my chest
You make me glad.

With your harmony
A reminder of peace
And freedom
You make me glad.

I think to myself
I could be in a great ensemble
Yet what would it be for without you?
You make me glad.

I pray
In every movement of my life
To sound to people how you sound to me
You make me glad.

When I am called home
Let the lyre play
Let the fiddle sound
You make me Glad.


When my life comes to its coda
And the decrescendo finally settles
I will remember this:
That you made me glad.





