My Dad
By Scott Sjostrand

He was 5’11”, about a buck ninety-five.  Hands of leather that tanned my hide.  My best friend, we’re a lot alike, he loved us kids, restored many a bike. He and mom had their problems, who the heck didn’t?  let him down?  I most certainly won’t.  he was navy, I was Air Force and Army.  His eyes had a twinkle.  Tracy thought he was charming dad was taken from me in a mysterious way.  We’ll meet again, soon, I pray.  I am shifty junior, a chip off the old block!  I like country too, but I also like rap and rock.
