Whenever I hear the song
of @ bird or look at gP=z=
the blue, blue Sky. BaSE

Iain on my lace or

the wind as it rushes by.
Whenever I touch a velvet
%42 rose or walk by
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@ids 4 I'mglad that I

ive in this beaniiil world

Heav’nly Father creafed for me




He gave me my eyes that I
might see the color oi
butterily wings. He gave me
my ears that I might hear
the magical sound of
(hings. He gave me my liie,
my mind, my heart: I thank
= i rev’rently for

Q,a all liis creations of

which I'm a part.
Yes, I know Heav’nly
Father loves me.




