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Dad

He never looks for praises

He's never one to-boast

He just goes o quietly working
For those he loves the most.

His dreams ave seldom spoken
His wanty are very few

And most of the time his worries
Wil go- unspoken too-

He's there... afirm foundation
Thwoughv all ouwr storms of life,
A sturdy hand to-hold to-
Intimes of stress and strife.

A true friend we cou turnw to;
Whew times are good, or bad

One of our greatest blessings
The mon that we call ‘Dad’

- Karen K Boyer

Aw Irish Blessing

Moy the road rise to- meet yow
~ May the wind be always at yowr back,
May the sun shine waurm upow your face:

And raing fall soft upow your fields.
And wntil we meet again,
God/hold/yowwvdwlf\oUow of His hand.

-Anonw




