What are You Going to Give Her?             

She comes to your church with a friend one Sunday morning,

in a old, purple dress she had to borrow.

She just 14 but 40 in her eyes, 

especially the black one she turns her head to hide.

This may be the only time she ever hears the word,

What are you going to give her?

Her father barters her out when he's not claiming her as his own.

The last thing that would reach her 

is God the Father from some distant throne.

Don't you dare preach about our sin,

It's what she lives and breathes and has her being in.

Don't go on about humility, she has never known pride.

and don't worship the blood of Jesus, she sees her own all the time.

Can't you just once, try and see God through her eyes

She needs us now if she is to survive.

Can't you tell her about a God whose steadfast love

We can never ever be separated from.

Remember Rebecca, Naomi and Ruth

Esther and Sarah their stories bear the truth.

Tell her about the Woman at the well, who Jesus talked to like an equal

Or the one so bold, she anointed his head, 

Or the one who stood up to him to get her children fed.

Broken, Busted, and torn in two

her mending, depending this moment on you

What are you going to give her?

