
Promises of God 
(N. Gundy)
This song is a retelling of a 
gathering of my wife's extended 
family, the Witmers. A great uncle's 
belief that he could lose everything 
he had but still be content if he had 
a sandwich and a shade tree, I felt, 
warranted a song.

Family reunion, 
eastern Ohio
Corn’s about knee high
Four generations, gathered 
together
Remem’bring life and love
And time that’s 
passed us by

Someone says those 
chestnut trees
Are so much bigger 
than they used to be
 
Chorus: If I have a sandwich 
in my hand
A tree over my head
The weather, I’ll take it as it 
comes
What kind of a man
Puts his faith in things,
Instead of the promises of 
God?
 
Cattle in the barn, 
apples growing
Tent all done up in lights
A great aunt circles 

into conversation
To tell her brother’s 
favorite line
He’s been a very 
wealthy man
But in the end, he knows 
where to stand:

Chorus

Driving home, 
two-lane back roads
It’s black, to green, to blue
We’ll find our way
Slide into the driveway
Carry on with our lives
Refreshed, again anew

Seeds
(T. Shue)
Thanks to Patty Shelly for 
challenging me to write a song for a 
chapel she was giving at Bethel 
College when I was a student. 

As you blow in the wind take 
care where you fall
Search for deep soil 
so you can grow tall.
To be rooted firmly,
to slowly unfold
Yielding from thirty 
to one hundred-fold.

Some seeds have fallen, 
to lay by the road

To be without cover, 
to be left exposed.
But a seed without soil, 
it cannot survive,
A seed needs God’s truth 
to keep it alive!

Some seeds have fallen 
where the earth 
was worn thin,
Yet find enough shelter, 
enough to begin.
And springing up quickly 
they reach for the sun
Their strength 
can’t maintain them 
and soon they have none.

And many a seed will grow 
tangled and torn
Gasping for God from 
beneath the thorn
Deprived of the light, 
they soon lose their breath
Til slowly but surely they’re 
choked to death.

Yet some will find God, stand 
fast and take root
Grow tall in wisdom and 
strength and bear fruit.
Though birds may grow 
hungry 
and winds may grow cold
A seed in good soil yields one 
hundred fold!

Edgar Allan Crow
(T. Shue)
Not sure why Edgar Allan 
jumped out of his nest at 
Evergreen Park in Kidron. 
I had him for two weeks. 
He was gifted at riding 
bicycle with me and catching 
spinning quarters. 
But, alas, he couldn’t conquer 
his fear of flight and met his 
demise one stormy night. 

Sitting brave above 
the boldest barn
With a view a county wide.
Balanced on the branches 
of the biggest beech
The best one 
they could buy.

A crow with a case 
of curiosity
Without a cause 
or care
Thinks a little less 
of the limb he’s on
Thinks more ‘bout 
what’s out there.

But when that 
breeze blew 
through his 
jet black hair.

He just might risk, 
he just might dare, 
To take to the air….and 
JUMP!

One week ahead 
on confidence
With wings 
one week behind.
Didn’t have the grace
to even say goodbye
As he feel down 
from the sky.

Flapping for the spot that 
he was focused on
He spins and
falls down slow
Grounded in the 
grass unlike the 
grown-up birds

He’s Edgar Allan Crow.

What ungrateful 
wretches we
Who want what we are 
not to be
To look outside and 
not within and
Sit on branches way too 
thin.


