Filled With Kindness

Lord, I dreamt my father last

 night and oh what a dream.

It was so clear, every detail I saw,

 even down to that special gleam.

Memories just poured

 out and I had many.

He was not a perfect man but the

 time he spent with me was plenty.

He was a man of many talents,

many ingredients in one pot.

He's only been gone for a 

short time and I miss him a lot.

And all those qualities, I now can

 remember, I was blest to inherit.

It's amazing what one thinks

of, when losing a parent.

Then the thoughts come of

what kind of parent am I?

Will my children have fond

memories of me when I die?

Lord help me create experiences that my

 children will remember with fondness.

And if there is only one thing that comes to 

mind, let it be of a man filled with kindness.
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