I Celebrate Life

As I blow out the candles,

 on another birthday cake.

Many worry about the past

which keeps them awake.

I make a wish, in silence 

hoping it will come true.

Many have lost all hope,

 wishing they no longer do.

The celebration of the day I 

was born, it comes, it goes.

I am another day older, and it

 doesn't bother me who knows.

My life has been a blessing, the

years have been loving, kinder.

I celebrate life and my birth-

day is God's gentle reminder.
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