oo

Father

Thegapissowide,
‘“Tweenyouand .
That my spirit,
Canscarcely spanit.

Yet it does,
This| wishyou to know.
| treat you asbest | can.
| hopeyou can understand.

We are both,

Madehard by life.
Thismakesus,
Opposite poleson amagnet.

| realizethat sometimes,

You cravewhat you see asbest.
But weareof,
Different agesand worlds.

Attimes| mourn,
Toseeyouoldandinfirm.
Withered by thecrud years.

No longer the man of childhood.

Seeing my own fate perhaps,
Intheweathered lines,
Imprinted upon your visage.

Yet, now | amyoung.

Withmy ownlifeto make.
But | want you to know.
I loveyou.

With alove buried deep,
Beneath the shell of my mistrust.
For never can we know each other.
Our mindsnot alike.

But | respect you,

For standing bent, but unbroken.
Benesaththeload of life,
Plusthe burdens| place upon you.

For thekindnessand help.
Bestowed a ong theway.

| thank you Father.

“Beak”



