Protect Her, Lord

She has a license now, 

no longer the baby I had.

 Part of me rejoices, 

and the other is sad.

My last recollection of

 her, was on the telephone.

Telling me she passed, she

 can now drive on her own.

The responsibility is heavy,

and I trust that she knows;

to buckle up the seat belt

and pray before she goes.

Oh, Lord, protect

her from harm.

This child I once

 held in my arms. 
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