

[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]





A HELEN STEINER RICE® Product

© 2007 Helen Steiner Rice Foundation Fund, LLC, a wholly owned subsidiary of Cincinnati Museum Center.

Print ISBN 978-1-61626-986-9

eBook Editions:
Adobe Digital Edition (.epub) 978-1-62029-410-9
Kindle and MobiPocket Edition (.prc) 978-1-62029-409-3

All poems © Helen Steiner Rice Foundation Fund, LLC, a wholly owned subsidiary of Cincinnati Museum Center. All rights reserved.

The poetry of Helen Steiner Rice is published under a licensing agreement with the Helen Steiner Rice Foundation Fund, LLC.

Devotional writing by Rebecca Currington in association with Snapdragon Groupsm Editorial Services.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted for commercial purposes, except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without written permission of the publisher.

Churches and other noncommercial interests may reproduce portions of this book without the express written permission of Barbour Publishing, provided that the text does not exceed 500 words or 5 percent of the entire book, whichever is less, and that the text is not material quoted from another publisher. When reproducing text from this book, include the following credit line: “From A Touch of Joy, published by Barbour Publishing, Inc. Used by permission.”

All scripture quotations, unless otherwise indicated, are taken from the HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION®. NIV®. Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984 by International Bible Society. Used by permission of Zondervan. All rights reserved.

Scripture quotations marked NLT are taken from the Holy Bible, New Living Translation, copyright © 1996, 2004. Used by permission of Tyndale House Publishers, Inc., Wheaton, Illinois 60189, U.S.A. All rights reserved.

Published by Barbour Publishing, Inc., P.O. Box 719, Uhrichsville, Ohio 44683
www.barbourbooks.com

Our mission is to publish and distribute inspirational products offering exceptional value and biblical encouragement to the masses.

[image: ]

Printed in the United States of America.




Contents

In Nature

In Faith

In Prayer

In Times of Trial

In My Salvation

In Peace

In My Family

In God’s Love

In My Friends

In Daily Living


In Nature

 


You will live in joy and peace.
The mountains and hills will burst into song, and the trees of the field will clap their hands!
ISAIAH 55:12 NLT

God’s gifts are all around you, dear friend. Picture your heavenly Father fashioning each flower, each tree, each star, each bird on the wing. Can you see Him smiling as He creates these beautiful gifts for His children? Look around you—really look. See what He has done. Then lift up your hands and your voice. Let Him see and hear that you appreciate His handiwork. Let Him see what joy His gifts have brought to your life.

 

Each time you look up in the sky
Or watch the fluffy clouds drift by,
Or feel the sunshine
   warm and bright,
Or watch the dark night
   turn to light,
Or hear a bluebird sweetly sing,
Or see the winter turn to spring,
Or touch a leaf or see a tree,
It’s all God whispering,
   “This is Me …”

 

Through all of creation with
   symphonic splendor
God speaks with a voice
   that is gentle and tender.
And the birds in the trees
   and the flowers of spring
All join in proclaiming
   this heavenly King.

 

Though you have not seen him,
you love him; and even though
you do not see him now, you
believe in him and are filled with
an inexpressible and glorious joy.
1 PETER 1:8

 

He’s the stars in the heaven,
   a smile on some face,
A leaf on a tree or a rose in a vase.
He’s winter and autumn
   and summer and spring,
In short, God is every real
   and wonderful thing.

 

You ask me how I know it’s true
   that there is a living God…
A God who rules the universe—
   the sky, the sea, the sod—
A God who hangs the sun out
   slowly with the break of day
And gently takes the stars in
   and puts the night away.
What better answers are there
   to prove His holy being
Than the wonders all around us
   that are ours just for the seeing?

 

Apple blossoms bursting wide
   now beautify the tree
And make a springtime picture
   that is beautiful to see.
As the flowering branches
   depend upon the tree
To nourish and fulfill them
   till they reach maturity,
We, too, must be dependent
   on our Father up above,
For we are but the branches
   and He’s the tree of love.

 

After the winter comes the spring
To show us again that in everything
There’s always a renewal
   divinely planned,
Flawlessly perfect,
   the work of God’s hand.

 

God lives in the beauty
   that comes with spring—
The colorful flowers,
   the birds that sing—
And He lives in people
   as kind as you,
And He lives in all the
   nice things you do.

 

April comes with cheeks a-glowing
Silver streams are all a-flowing,
Flowers open wide their eyes
In lovely rapturous surprise.
Lilies dream beside the brooks,
Violets in meadow nooks,
And the birds gone wild with glee
Fill the woods with melody.

 

Flowers sleeping ‘neath the snow,
Awakening when the spring winds blow,
Leafless trees so bare before
Gowned in lacy green once more,
Hard, unyielding, frozen sod
Now softly carpeted by God;
Still streams melting in the spring,
Rippling over rocks that sing,
Barren, windswept, lonely hills
Turning gold with daffodils—
These miracles are all around,
Within our sight and touch and sound,
As true and wonderful today
As when the stone was rolled away,
Proclaiming to all doubting men
That in God all things live again.

 

Springtime is a season
   of hope and joy and cheer—
There’s beauty all around us
   to see and touch and hear …
So no matter how downhearted
   and discouraged we may be,
New hope is born when we behold
   leaves budding on a tree
Or when we see a timid flower
   push through the frozen sod
And open wide in glad surprise
   its petaled eyes to God.

 

I come to meet You, God,
   and as I linger here
I seem to feel You very near.
A rustling leaf, a rolling slope
Speak to my heart of endless hope.
The sun just rising in the sky,
The waking birdlings as they fly,
The grass all wet with morning dew
Are telling me I just met You.

 

Gently, thus the day is born
As night gives way to breaking morn,
And once again I’ve met You, God,
And worshipped on Your holy sod…
For who could see the
   dawn break through
Without a glimpse of heaven and You?
For who but God could make the day
And softly put the night away?

 

I see the dew glisten
   in crystal-like splendor
While God, with a touch
   that is gentle and tender,
Wraps up the night and
   softly tucks it away
And hangs out the sun
   to herald a new day.

 

Dear God, there are things
   we cannot measure
Like the depths of waves and sea
And the heights of stars in heaven
And the joy You bring to me.
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