Feel the Prints
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As you walk along miles of endless sand.
With a loving Savior, holding your hand.

This fisher of men, walked the shores of Galilee.
Asking you to please, open your eyes and see.

Noticing two sets of prints, as you take a step.   

 Looking back, seeing just one as you wept.
Feeling the prints in his hands, from long ago.
Lifting you up, when you start to stumble so.
Some of your days, have a few great trials,

Believing you have walked, for many miles.

Gaining wisdom from experiences, God gave you.
Learning gratitude for the gifts, gives strength anew.
When your life’s work here on earth is done,

Called home to serve Christ, the atoning one.

Given comfort, knowing you are not alone.

Spiritual courage, for your journey home.

Doing great work for your kindred dead,

Passing through the veil, looking straight ahead. 

Greeted on the other side by family, with love.
Gratitude for a loving Father in Heaven above.

What wonderful peace this sentence truly gives.
Knowing that Jesus Christ, our Redeemer lives.

No greater love for one another, can be found,

Hearing well done, as he puts His arms around.

To Dennis Losse, My great friend and mentor

Your Brother in the Gospel
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