February brings o special gift,
To dawk days of ice and snow;
Doww inv the bosom of the eanth,
Dormant seed beging to-grow.

Spring will come full of glovy,

It's alll mapped out and planwned;
It's there for uy and givew free;,
By owr Heawenly Fathers hand.

As the seasons go- onv unchanging,

We never give it a thought yow see;

We keep complaining about the weather,
Move ungrateful than we ought to-be.

"So, af ter days of moaning about The heat,

you can how moan about the torrential rain."

my heart is ‘
overwhelmed *
lead me to the
rock that is

We need a Higher Hand to-guide us,
One that co benefit usy all;

Wouwrmv suwmmers and cold winters,

A freshv Spring and pleasant Fall.

We dowt need to-Uift a finger,
Ay dawwn opens our sleepy eyes;
tvery day inv our lifes a bonus,
And could bring av nice suwrprise.

Accept yowr gift and be grateful,
It's done for usy all withv Love;

Making our life o eartihv sweeter,
This Special Gift sent fromvAbove.

At the end of the day
I am thankful
that my blessings are
bigger than my
problems.




