rs truth:cascades down from hlIIs rlsmg hlgh W|th majJesty and says “God Tsstrdng Rock s rellabls _Tr-ust h|m

It gurgles and bubbles up in streams that sometlmes trickle and flow bCrt then aII of a sudden are rivers gushlng and weirs _' k

almost roaring it out - "Come to the living wate.r He's here Drink deep and you’ll never go th|rsty again. There S enough
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~and to over-flowing. Come.” Co B ] »_}f s SR S
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_,lt whispers in the quiet of the spring’s bluebell-blush when you steal away for a quiet walk in the wood. But it’s still loud
even there. For everything is stilled and you can hear it clearer. The still small voice that says “I'am here and if | cIothed

these flowers with so much care, \ will I not also provide for you?”
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And on the tops? Well up there in thé'w nif and‘the heather heart-land it just feels certain in a deeper way. His
presence. H|s perspective. And you’re breathlng it And then |t s |n surround-sound and its singing over you “all will
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How could we not pra h|m here? When it sometlmeﬁeels like the rocks are alreadyncrymg out _And aII we have todois

barely listen and look for a moment to feeI our hearts alreadfrespondmg, sgmetlmes before we@en LR who Shilss=an

b 0 B -

they’re singing. “In awesome wonder we see this. In amazemerﬁ we conS|der this. S :_. 4 @‘:,, o =
¢ -3 \_t@ , _»..4 =

And then when we think the Creator of all this gave his I|fe for us.., and weII Sawour God here it is. Our\spokentruth 2y
how great you are. HOW GREAT YOU ARE! / ~ iy |



