Father, I Believe

Oh Father, my 

friend needs you.

The pain gets bad and

 there is nothing I can do.

I read that a sick one touched

 Jesus’ Cloak and was healed.

And, because of his faith, a 

blind man’s eyes were filled.

Sometimes we don’t understand

what we see and we run scared.

And I know that You don’t give 

anyone more than they can bear.

I don’t have all the answers

but I believe in You so much.

I believe, one way or other, my

 friend’s body you will touch.
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