Pox Wri

Mother Nature’s Son, I,‘ov
- Champion of the

-

‘..

t les:s
ing,
der, ar

ou and
I founo
edtop
ed about
viced my longings
es, you told my story.

friend, my wife.

“In your footsteps, we found ourselves.

You opened up a s for us to be.
J You expressed emoti Fﬁﬁ

You gave wings to
You wrote down the

Though I never touched your hand, never shared with you a spoken ord,
never sat with you beneath the stars, you became my counselor, teacher, and friend.

You were a companion at my campfire, a scholar in my easy chair, a song in my heart and mouth.

'(r
r I am the friend you never knew, the student you never graded, the philosopher you never debated.
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You

ay never have heard the answers to the questions, which you asked.
'you helped me find some answers, and a faith | know will last.
Only Jesus and my family know me better, only they share more of my soul.

»
I regret that | never met you face to face.
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