
You Move Me

You move me . . .

like you moved across the face of the deep 

billions of years ago,

The way you put your heart into the mountains 

and made the glaciers flow . . . 

You move me

You found me at the edge of my wilderness, 

begging down death's door

You drew me out with whispers, 

my child there is so much more. . . 

You move me

The pastor's footsteps crunch into the snow

through the crumbling city where our hatred shows

His arms of full of blankets and all the food he could find

He's trying to keep five families from freezing tonight . . .

You move him 

You pushed the pen in the Birmingham Jail,

You swung the hammer on the Wittenberg Nail,

in Auschwitz you lived in the heart of the Jew

you showed up at Stonewall and Tiananmen too

to get your salt you marched to the sea

you hung on the wood at Calgary . . . 

Whenever there's a need for justice

We can count on you  . . . to move us.

