THE WINDOW PANE

[ aat besaide the table therne
and looked out thnu the Window D e
The binda with figéng winga Ao {ain,
feedﬂng thein ﬁungen not to wane.

[ watched God's creatures, how fle paovdde4,

Why should we wonny aa life goea by.

with éie who knows when each Apannow alla,
ane we not wonth the ApanrrowA all?

Yet my tﬁau;ﬁtA ane trnoubled [ cannot deny
Lond make me atrong aa i tﬁe‘futuae face.
whateven You have prepane fon me,

.[ ;2!10&‘) wt'.l[ Auaely ta:/ee place.

The fﬂa;ile binda, thein faatﬁeaa, 6n£9ﬁt coloned huea,
fly to an fro thein troubles few
inégnt ane tﬁey upon theinrn needa,
the Masten canes on therne would be no seeda.

[ Lt m aze aa vaporna flow by,
wﬁat’f t/xayﬁ.?rf child, P&e,{ofe m ei;e.

She Aéipa and ﬁopa, hen face 6a£9ﬁt with laugﬁten,
a doll, by a leg. comes tagging aften.

Oh no, a tni a fall, joy tunned to teana
t';ot/z faf.z to {‘_un : ja yneed ia hene
comesa one a la y tall and {ain,
flen beauty pale, with combed down hain.

she neaches down, picks up the Child,
with Aootﬁ£n9 volce, comfont ahe glvea.
She gatﬁena to hen breaat that one ashe lovea,
the one that hurta, hasr needa, She alnga,

a lullaég, a tenden word, a Mothens love was all she heanrd,
aweet 4ieep, to come, anothen dag.

The haze drnifts by the window pane,
A génl appeans, quite, 2hy, with no diadain.
ooka in hand, ashe boards a bua,
with aiblinga, and excitement thua.

She's careful to be prompt and night,
You nee srhe har been growing.
thene's life ahead and happiness,
aas young ladies have a knowing.

Thene's one, a young man tall and atrong,
and soon they make a pnromise,
that no one else can share thein love,

Tﬁeg p[edge to one anothen.



That day soon comes, when aide by aide,
with vowa have salid,
and rninga to bind,
thein livea have come togethen.

They'rne now aa one, as God hasa said,
téZRefa blias beyond all knowing,
and aoon comea {on A f£n4t one to love
and then anothenr, ashowing,
that God prepanes those neats called homea
whene he needs to be exalted,
fon aften all, that's why we'ne made
and want not to be f;ulted.

What's thia? The haze haa danrkened now,
I nise, atep fonth mone close to see.
The one who comforted the child,
The one with love to give, can it be,
That one ia gone no monre to love,
non gaze upon, except (n memony.

My heant growa asad and then to add,
Anothen one goesa by. With Lifted
hand she amiles and wavea,

{ [éft my own, but wﬁy?

Life has been good to love, enjoy,

we ne.e.cz’ no Aaa'neazi Ae.fte., an.d

et
God aaya "WAIT MY CHILD, THERE IS NO NEED T0 FEAR,
7 #AVE PREPARED A PLACE FOR THESE WHO SEEK MY FACE, MY DEAR.
I SENT MY SO AND BY MY GRACE,
TAEY"LL LIVE FOR ETERNITY"

The clouds of life keep passing by,

as thru the pane [ gage.

I sree a bed upon which liea,
a women alee ing atild,
and 69 hen aide t{; one ashe lovea,

holds hands and seebs God's will.

#émde({ not well and yet the love
within thein heants atild bunn.
Othen loved onesa nround about,
aome within and asome without,
tﬁein'pnagena continue unabated,
God anawens, Yes, He's atildl about,
We.draw Aia atnength, He atild
Suataina.

She nises fnom hen bed of cane,
and with new ﬁope, hen love to ahane.



By now, my face pnressed to the glasa,
mg_%neatﬁ comea uécé[y, what next [ aak.
Thia one ['ve Zil[owed thru the yeana,
thnu pain thru love, thnu death, thnu teana.
[hru the shadows of the night,

I atrain my gagze to see the light.

A atidd, amall voice, comes to my eana,

"My CHILD, MY CHILD, FEAR NOT I'M HERE.

Hia voice broke thru my troubled teana.

"THEY LAID ME ON THAT WOODEN TREE.
THEY DROVE THOSE NAILS THRU FLESH AND WO0D.
THEY PIERCED MY HANDS, AND THEN MY FEET.
[ SCREANED, 1 WAS A MAN YOU SEE.
ny 60D, My 60D, HAVE YOU ABANDONED NME?
NO ANSWER CAME, THER ALL WAS STILL.
ny CAILD, MYy CAILD, YOU DIED WITH ME.
AND WITH ME ROSE T0 VICTORY.

Ny PEACE I LEAVE WITH YOU TO FEED.
AND WHEN T WANT 70 YOU RECEIVE,
["[L CALL THE ONE 1 DIED TO SAVE,
UNTIL THEN CAILD, BE STILL, BE BRAVE.

FOR YOU, YOUR LOVED ONES NEED YOU NOW.
ENGOY,” ENJOY, MY PEACE T LEAVE,
LIKE SEEDS FOR BIRDS, FOR YoU 70 FEED”.

My mouth wasr dry, my breath came fast.
[ pressed the clonren to the glasa.
ﬁ? eyes wene sone, thia cannot be,

here muat be mone fon me to see.

The futune, atill, [ wanted more.
[ knew thene must be morne in atonre.
And when [ thought that all was loat,
lwaa then, [ aaw, The Empty Croaa.

[ backed into the chain I'd left,
My breath netunned, my aching ceased.
My Lond, My God, Fonrngive me now,

[{ ene [ "doubted, neven mone.

Forn You, I live, my pain to eaase,
My Savion,. Lond, I take youn peace.

_[ looked up at the window pane.

lhe binds wene buay at thein g{’eea/.

Thein beauty, Tnuat, Thein Libenty,
Wasr evident fon me to see.

I feel at eane, my aoul, no ache,
and there (t neats until

HE TAKES
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