I Pray For You

Growing up together, you

 and I have seen so much.

The memories I have, are

 strong I can almost touch.

They are memories 

I cherish and hold.

Valued in weight, 

for sure in gold.

They go on and 

on, there is no end. 

It’s nice to have a relative

 that is also a friend.

I want you to feel, God’s 

love, with every sun that sets.

So I pray for you, 

every chance I get.
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