My Dad

My dad, a very busy man,

Is the son of my gran.

He is not too tall,

I could say he's small.

He concentrates from morning till night,

At his office he works with all his might.

My father is kind,

He has a cool mind.

When he packs his briefcase,

He has a smile on his face.

He has a clever brain,

But has never ridden on a train.

On Friday nights he lazes around,

Out somewhere not to be found.

Every night he goes to bed,

Only after he's been fed.

When my father goes to sleep,

He doesn't need to count sheep.

He loves me as well as my mother,

He even loves my naughty brother.

I like my dad,

He is the very best I ever had.
