Great Love

        A          

I’ve always heard its whisper; I’ve always heard its call,

I could never grasp it; I couldn’t bridge the fall, 

                   E                         A

Bridge the fall, bridge the fall.

A

Just like running water,    trying to get free, 

 Moving through the sand,   drawing close to me,

                   E                  A  

Oh could it be, could it be?

CHORUS

                D       D5       D      D5

Oh it’s a great love,    

           D                                                                      A

Much wider than the sky, much deeper than the sea,

                 D       D5

Yes it’s a great love,

      D                                                                         A

My heart could never hold it; I knew it couldn’t be,

                         E                           A

Till love came down and it held me.

Now I hear a voice so tender, I can hear it in the breeze,

I can hear it when I’m listening, in the midst of falling leaves,

It calls to me, it calls to me.

At times it sounds of thunder; it’s like the smell of rain,

Calling me the same way, and it always knows my name,

It knows my name, knows my name.

CHORUS (X2)
Words & Music by Steve Tichenor

© April, 2002
