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Therets a FAY in our family, s FAY in our home.
She's part of our family trec.
If you'd like to know how this came about,

Then listen a moment to me:

Our trunk had grown quite strong adctall
Before there was any FAY at all.
Spreading branches graced the airj

Just one little spot remained quite bare
Until one time some years ago,

Six and thirty, if you must knowe

The knot on the trunk began to sprout,
Sending a sturdy limb far out,

Pognd so firmly to its source

That it was not shaken by any foroe.

Nor wind nor rain could make it bend,
Nor Texms tornado its tendons rend.

This tenacious branch we know as FAY.
And this brings us down to the present day.

The story is told, but to FAY we would say:
There's no getting out « you're here to stayl
You might as well face it. There isntt e way

We eould replace it:

The meticulous work you always do,

The kind, loving nature we see in you,

The dependable presence, the unselfish gorl,
Plus long, loyal service meke a perfect wholel
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Prom O&ell's notes:

Life is shaded thru and thru
Mestly by man's point of view.
Count your sorrows, you'll be sad -~

Count your blessings, you'll be glad!




