My Séster, Janice Joy

(here ence was a big sister
Barn te the Dregers, Mrs. and M.
Thein pride glowed bright and shiny
(o welesme their angel, sweet and tiny!

Ste fulfilled all their dreams
A daughter is ss special, in 80 many, many ways
Cven theugh the long nights werent as gosd as the days!

But as time slipped by very quickly

She blssssmed ints a toddler, with never being sichly.
And alas. this precious daughter is visited by whe?
A neur baby sister, and then there were twes!

The memaries of childhssd with tuws little ginds

Hre lacy frills and bsws in lots of bittle canls,

But little girls grouring up can be a hearty hand ful,
Makhing Mem and Daddy's tfe challonges angthing but dull!

But thés little sister frnews

Big sisters witl change as time comes and gses.
Mest will try te lsse the tag-a—tong,

That shadsw” I became, was i right or urong?

My 1dsl, she became as we greur up to see

What life could bring for ws..for bor and then for me.
Sthe never did get barsh. for I was always there.

T tried to capy hor and fsllswed bheor everguhere!

She still will aluays be there te helh with my desires
A better sister never could 1 find on all the earth,
A Millisrn. Doltlars Plus, or Priceless is her Worth!/



