Touch the Son

Just step outside, and feel the breeze.
And listen to the wind as it rustles the trees.
Now close your eyes, and breathe the air and hear the birds
sing without much of a care.

Then feel the Sunshine, the brightness upon your face,
and walk on the fresh morning dew of that special place.

Now see the sky, so Blue and clear, and hear the season's
Sounds as they tickle your ear. When the rain comes down,
catch the water, so smooth, and at night take a glance at
that beautiful moon.

Count the stars, if you can, but just notice how great the
number. These things are there, whether WE sleep or
slumber, whether we spin or toil, whether we cease or
continue.

The world's great splendor and precision was all a part of
HIS great, HOLY Decision.

So if these things matter to you and to me, ONLY the
FATHER and SON can agree; that this was GOOD!

And the Touch of the SON is within our hearts. And no
matter what may try to pull us apart,
'We've TOUCHED THE SON!'
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