My Evening Prctyer

Sylvia Lloyd Darwm Wolford
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pEach night be - fore. my prayers are said My dad will sit up - on my bed And
My - heart feels then that all "is well, and so 1 kneel and soft -1y tell An-
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Es we ﬁalk a - bout f the day My  hurts and fears just slip a - way Be-
oth -er Fa - ther of my day And thank Him for’ His lov - ing way Of
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cause my dad is here with me
al - ways be - ing near to me,
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