Treasure our wonderful world.
We need to ensure we don't lose the earthly treasures bequeathed to
us in our life time. We must use our senses to appreciate the natural

Feel the wind blow

gifts of our beautiful world and consider how they might be preserved for those
that come after to enjoy. Words and music by Dany Rosevear.
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Put your fin - ger to your lips, close your eyes, Feel the wind blow and lis- ten to it  sigh
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Put your fin - ger to your lips, close vour eyes, Hear the rain fall, pit - pit - ter- pat it cries
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Un - der the sun where the wat-er -falls run, So much grace and beau - ty lie

Un - der the sun when our wan -der -ing's done. We'll ask, "Why, oh why, oh why?

Pat gour finger to your lips, closg your ¢yes,
Feel the wind blow and listen to it sigh.
Pat gour finger to your lips, closg your ¢yes,
Hear the rain fall, pit-pitter-pittgr-pat it crigs.
Hear the rain fall, pit-pitter-pittgr-pat it crigs.

Chorus: Undgr the sun where the waterfalls ran,
&0 much gracg and beauty lig,
Under thg sun when our wandgring’s dong
W'l ask, “Why oh, why, oh why?”

Pat gour finger to your lips, closg your ¢yes,

Feel the grass grow as bargfoot you walk by.

Pat gour finger to your lips, closg your ¢yes,
Hear the birds sing, sweet songs of love they ery.
Hear the birds sing, sweet songs of love they cry.

Touch an oak lgaf, touch a treg, touch the world,
Feel them tremblg as we pass along their wag,
Hear the cregatures of the garth, sky and sea,
Whisper softly, “Tread lightly gvery dag.
Think of us, child, and then g0 on your way.”



