
Until 

 

 

The wind speaks truth, 

and the rains do fall, 

and the birds sing 

quiet, soulful echoes 

beneath a tender sky. 

 

God makes his home 

here, among fallen 

branches, and gladly 

gathers us up, and 

gives us new life. 

 

People travel, flying 

or slowly walking, 

illuminating sidewalks, 

and lending harmony 

to every blessed step. 

 

 


