




Lyrics by Matthew W. Nuttall

The First Christmas Gift
Music By Matthew W. Nuttall
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Our Fa ther ab ove. Looks up on us with love. Up on withus love. Tears fall

from Fath ers

are.we ye

face. As we wo nder

t Fa ther Is nev er

from place t o place.

fa r. Th ghou with death

Lost and afr aid

and sin. We fear
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we can not win. We fear that we are lost. But there is hope but at a

cost. a

Ofal. being

t a cost. For a

with our Fath er up there.

perfe ect so ul. Must help

Up there.

us with this go

O f be ing in
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our Fath thers arms care.of Yeah, yeah hope is here. Hope is here.

There is no

fect soul.

need fear.to For we

Je ho va, Je ho va is

can meet our go Foral.

his name. nowSo

we have a per

its time came.he
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So Fa ther sent this gift of love. To bring us back to him ab ove. His gift

sentis swadin

ving us from

i ling clothes. Sta ying

fall.the Je sus

per fect as he grows.

Christ has won, has won

sa ving us, sa

us all.
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