STANPING HERE

| wewnt to the wall még,

Not kinowing what 'wolltl find.

Was it just a cold black wall of stone?

Could it feel what 1 couldnt hide?

—_—
-
{ @i the child who was lefolehind

To carry ow Your name
You now have 3 Young leghcies

Who lReWito do the same.

n this wall
thelr fathers.
veol With sears,

_ -
and daughters,




STANPING HERE

My burden is su}u}aosedwf}ﬁed
God createo this wall toWeal,

But, Daddy can You reach outside that granite stone

" To see me standing here?

—
-
It took so Llong to touch 5our‘ume

o
And [ could only ask God “why?” “ g
. »
As the raitin began to fall a drop ran from Yoy nawme to my flingjer

And T ey Jesus cry.

ned me back
_ -
o-stay,




STANPING HERE

 felt such a peaae{@pﬁ\}e

-

owne | am proud to shate,

For whew t glanced back at that wall

 saw Jesus with my Daddy standing there.




