My Word Will Live, Because Of You 

The joy inside you, is stirring, in 

a way that those around can tell. 

Spending endless hours making sure,

 that everything in your life goes well.

All your hard work, the excitement

 and even the setbacks I can see.

Oh, my child, I am so proud of you.  Your

 efforts have not gone unnoticed by me.

You try so hard to pass along,

 the love and peace I give.

No matter what has been said or done,

you manage somehow to forgive.

You have been an instrument

in sharing my promise to all.

That I, their loving Father, is

 nearby to catch them when they fall.

You have let others know that I want to

 serenade them, gently, with a very special song.

The words I sing, are for you too my child,  

for it is with me, that you still belong.

I want you to continue to proclaim me 

everyday, let others know of my existence.

Please don’t despair when you 

must go that extra distance.

I have high hopes for the world,  

because of people like you.

 I want you to pass the word along to

 everyone, in what you say and do.

 I make this promise, I will stir up the

 fire in you, so that you will never forget.

There is always somebody out there,

that doesn’t know of me, yet.
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