Who Am I Father?
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You are the wind

Carefree and blowing

Swirling and dancing

Breathing, prancing 
Through time, change and worry

You are the breath of all who come and go

The song of birds and lullabies heard

Lofting through time and space without a care or concern

No discerning

Only hurling, swirling

Careless twirling into the night

Lapping the day with its soft caresses

And chapping, undressing

Caressing, unleashing the forces of nature

Like a big spoon stirring the pot

You are me, free, happy

You are funny, fun and free…to be-me

