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Father's Day 
Author unknown
Just a note, a little note,
she asked me for a note.
And so it is with pen in hand
This is what I wrote. 
I wrote of Father's Day
and what it meant
to be minus my boys.
My little gents. 
I wrote of the days
during which I cry
in those private places
where no one can spy. 
I wrote of memories
which always flood back,
Like the wind that whistles
down this well worn track. 
Then I turned away
from this path of distress
'cause I know so well
that strength is my quest,
and is easily found 
in those who are left.
So Father's Day is like any other,

In love with my children
and their mother.



