THE FINAL GAME

We know You call the plays, Lord,
In this heated game of Life —

It’s up to us to catch the ball
When competition’s rife.

For soon the game is over —
One team wins; one will lose;
The time to call the final score
Is never ours to choose.

Sometimes it happens quickly —
No time left to exclaim:

“Run! Block! Pass! or Tackle!”
Just time to play the game.

He gave the game his best, God,
Through all his youthful years —
And as we sit and sadly muse,
We watch him through our tears.

But look! We see him smiling
As he looks down on us,

For he just caught a pass, Lord,
And won the game for Thee.
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