The Father Knows

When you were a child I

could solve almost anything.

I had the answers to what-

ever you would bring.

From broken toys

to falling down

I would take away the

sadness and the frown.

Now you are all grown up

with a different kind of pain.

Your heart is heavy and

you look so drained.

Although it hurts to see you

this way, I must let you go.

I must hand you over to the

Heavenly Father who knows.
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