Dear Dad,

It’s so hard for me to grasp that you are really gone.  I have never thought of you as being old, certainly not 89.  You have always been so full of life and energy ---never “acting your age.”  

Over the last 6 weeks, we have spent many hours together.  The nurse in me couldn’t help but take care of you, but  sometimes I would just sit with you and hold your hand or watch you sleep and silently pray that God would strengthen and encourage you.  We would communicate as best we could.  Whether it be a thumbs up, a wink, a smile or you patting me on the back.  I am so glad that I got to hear you say my name and whisper “I love you” many times.  At times when I felt so discouraged, I would walk in to your hospital room  and you would be the one to encourage me.  Several people have remarked on what an encouragement you have been to them over the years.  

Looking back over the years, you have taught me many things,  like how to ice skate and drive a car.  I also remember us going fishing together.  Yes, I know no talking because I’ll scare the fish away.  Most importantly you have been a wonderful example not just as I was growing up but right through adulthood of what a Godly man is.  

I am proud to call you my Dad and I know that you are proud to call me your daughter,

I Love You,
Paulette

P.S.   Remember--just between us   I’m your favorite daughter---We won’t tell Sharon.
