"Let the little children
come,” the Savior gently
said. Then, taking them
into his arms, laid hands
upon their heads. I wish
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as he held £ gt
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each one, %\ 'r 2
but there’s a /&8s~ Mé
warmth
that tells me I am loved.




that Jesus
. loves me,
2 that he lived,
- Y died, and rose
~ again to set
* the whole
worl(l iree He will bless me
with his spirit and fill my
. T will
always remember him. He
will always remember me.




In the garden, Jesus lmell
beneath the =
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me. He knows and loves
me deeply; I am graven
on his palms. One day
he'll call me by my name
and




Always, always
nhe’'ll remember me.
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remember him, and
he’ll remember me.



