A Friend, Like You

When you reached out to 

extend, me, a helping hand.

It was not important, 

for you to understand.

You went out of your way,

to do, whatever you could.

I was hurting, that was the

only thing you understood.

You were there, waiting for

 my broken spirit, to mend.

All you knew, was

that I needed a friend.

 May God bless you for the

wonderful things you do. 

As for me, I am already 

blest, with a friend like you.
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