None Of Us Are Perfect

 Lord, let me make the most

of having my father with me.

I may not have him much longer

and a treasure before me I see.

Let me forget about old hurts

and see him for who he is today.

Let me be an example of Your love

and not let anything get in the way.

He may not have been the father

that I longed for, that I missed;

allow Him to see You in me, that

 He may experience what real love is.

Let me make the most of what I have,

it’s not important for me to understand.

Let me treat him with a forgiving 

heart and a charitable hand.

None of us are perfect,

we have all made mistakes.

Let me be your instrument,

guide every step I take.

And when I look at him, let

 me see You with every glance.

Thank you, Lord, for giving

 us both a second chance.
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