“Broken Sparrow”
(A poem of beauty in the broken)

Introduction

There are some people whose lives defy explanation —who carry unspeakable pain, yet still
offer beauty to the world. This poem is written for one such soul. A woman whose life has
been marked by deep wounds and long seasons of sorrow. And yet, she gives. She loves. She
comforts the hurting and lifts the broken —even while her own heart is still healing.

I've seen her —this broken sparrow —pressed down by years of suffering, yet held in the
hands of the Savior. She rises each morning with trembling strength, faithful even when
forgotten, gentle even when hurting. This is not just a tribute. It’s a witness. A testimony of a
life that has never been forgotten by God. She may have been bruised by the world, but she
has never been beyond the reach of grace.



This poem is for every broken sparrow. For the one who wonders if God still sees. For the one
still clinging to hope with tired hands. He sees you. He carries you. And one day, you too will
soar.

“Broken Sparrow”
(From Shattered Wings to Sacred Flight)

She came from shadows, cold and deep,
where even angels paused to weep.

A childhood robbed, a world unkind,
yet still —she loved, though left behind.

With hands that trembled, heart so true,
she gave what life had stolen through.
She held the grieving, calmed their cries,
while hiding pain behind her eyes.

She never asked for much, or more —

just strength to stand, just peace in war.
And though the storms have torn her wings,
she sings... oh Lord, she still sings.

The world saw wounds, but | saw grace —
a gentleness no hurt could erase.

She gives before she’s ever known,

and weeps for pain not even shown.

A broken sparrow, worn and torn,
yet every morning, still reborn.

She lifts her eyes and dares to pray,
while others simply walk away.

She bears the marks of battles fought —
not in vain, and not for naught.

For even now, in aching flight,

she rises slow toward holy light.

And 1 believe with all T am,
that she is held by nail-scarred hands.

The One who knows each sparrow’s fall

will lift her high above it all.

He binds her wings with sacred thread,
He speaks His life where hope had fled.
He wraps her in a love so wide,
that even sorrow must subside.

If I could hold her, I would too —
with all the love her heart is due.

But she’s not mine to fix or claim —
she flies in grace, she bears His name.



And someday soon, her soul will soar,
through Heaven’s wide and open door.
No longer broken, bent, or torn —

a sparrow crowned, not just reborn.

So rise, dear one, your time will come —
when pain is past, and joy is home.

You are His song, His sweetest part —
a broken sparrow with a lion’s heart.

Reflections

The world often values strength that looks loud and proud —but Heaven honors the quiet
endurance of those who suffer with grace. The woman in this poem is not broken beyond
repair —she is broken open for purpose. Her wounds are not signs of failure, but of
faithfulness. She has endured the fire, and yet she still sings. That i1s a miracle.

Like the sparrow Jesus spoke of, her life may seem small or unseen to others —but not to
Him. Not to the One who numbers every hair, who weeps with the weary, who holds the
hurting in His nail-scarred hands. He has not only noticed her — He has never stopped loving

her.

Perhaps you know a broken sparrow. Or maybe you are one. If so, take heart: you are not
forgotten. Your life, your tears, your unseen service —it all matters. And the hands that hold
you will never let you go.

Scripture to Carry With You

“Are not two sparrows s0ld for a penny? Yet not one of them will fall to the ground outside your Fathers
care... So don’t be afraid; you are worth more than many sparrows.”

— Matthew 10:29-51 (NIV)

“He healys the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds.”
— Psalm 147:3 (ESV)

“He gives power Lo the weak and strength Lo the powerless. .. But those who trust in the Lord will find new

atrength. They will soar high on wings like eagles.”
— Tsaiah 40:29-31 (NLT)

“Aren’t five sparrows sold for two penntes? Yel not one of them is forgotten in God sight... Don’t be afraid;
you are worth more than many sparrows.”

— Luke 12:6-7 (CSB)



