
My life w
as up fo

r sale 

The sign
 was fad

ed, ben
t, askew

. 

It seem
ed there

 were n
o buyer

s 

I lived b
eneath 

a rainle
ss cloud

. 

 
The bou

ndaries 
of my li

fe were
 down 

Like fen
ces left 

untende
d 

No one 
had tho

ught to 
seed or

 fertilise
 

My talen
ts into f

ields of 
fruitfuln

ess. 

 

Like a fa
rm aban

doned i
n the dr

ought 

I lay in 
idleness

 unused
 

I really 
was a w

orthless
 piece o

f land 

In which
 no-one

 could a
ny valu

e see. 

 
There c

ame a M
an from

 a dista
nt land 

Who till
s the so

il of hum
an hear

ts. 

He mad
e an off

er for m
y life 

He paid
 the pric

e in blo
od. 

 

He plou
ghed an

d seede
d, wate

red, fed
 

His touc
h infuse

d my ar
id heart

 

I flouris
hed as a

 new so
wn field

 

Waiting
 for the 

time of 
harvest

. 

 

The sign
’s been 

taken d
own 

I’m man
aged no

w from 
Heaven

 

By the S
aviour J

esus Ch
rist 

My life i
s not fo

r sale. 

 

Gwenn
eth Le

ane 


