Charity Case

There are two people that I know

That would give away all their dough

If they thought someone else needed it more then them.

If you passed them on the street

They go unnoticed as you meet

But with a simple “hello” you’d make a friend.

They’re the kind of folk you love

Made from the goodness up above

Yet not all are touched with their compassion.

We scratch our heads in surprise

Thinking to give your last unwise

How will they make ends meet in this fashion?

We cannot really feel the love

Like our two patrons above

They’re further down that path of evolution.

Their spirits grew over the years

Through tough times and many tears

Now God smiles down on their unselfish benefaction.

My Dad is one of these caring souls

And my Aunt all her family knows

Of her big heart and his perpetual cheer

We’re much better knowing you

Our paragons to look up to

Thanks to your generous souls our path is clear.
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