Dads are stone skimmers,

mud wallowers, water

wallopers, ceiling swoopers,

shoulder gallopers, upsy-

downsy, over-and-through,

round-and-about whoosers.

Dads are smugglers and

secret sharers. - Helen Thomson

It's only when you grow up

and step back from him -

or leave him for your own

home-it's only then that

you can measure his great-

ness and fully appreciate it.

- Margaret Truman

Live doesn't come with an instruction book;

that's why we have fathers.

- H. Jackson Brown, Jr.

I don't want the ride to end,

I hug your back.

We ride again

Around the table

Past the chair

Through the kitchen

Up the stairs.

I laugh until I cannot see,

I laugh because you're galloping

As if we are a horse and rideer

(We ride crazy-wild together!),

And soon it isn't you andme,

But only one horse--

That is we.

Closer than closest we are then,

I hold you tight

Right to the end.

--Deborah Chandra

Safe, for a child, is his father's hand, holding him tight.

~~Marion C. Garretty

Daddy's Boots
I want to be like Daddy
Someday if I can,
Mom told me when I 
Fill his shoes
I'll be a real big man.
His hat and ties
No problem,
(I'll grow a good amount),
and I may be able
To fill his shoes,
It's these boots 
I'm worried about.



in daddy's arms i am tall
& close to the sun & warm
in daddy's arms

in daddy's arms
i can see over the fence out back
i can touch the bottom leaves of the big magnolia tree
in Cousin Sukie's yard
in daddy's arms

in my daddy's arms the moon is close
closer at night time when I can almost touch it
when it grins back at me from the wide twinkling skies

in daddy's arms i am tall
taller than Benny & my friends Ade & George
taller than Uncle Billy
& best of all
i am eye-ball-even-steven with my big brother Jamal

in my daddy's arms
i am strong & dark like him & laughing
happier than the circus clowns
with red painted grins
when daddy spins me round & round
& the whole world is crazy upside down
i am big and strong & proud like him
in daddy's arms
my daddy


Some men own castles on the banks of the Rhine, and hire orchestras each morning at nine. But richer than I they will never be… I had a dad who spent time with me.

There are little eyes upon you,
And they’re watching night and day.
There are little ears that quickly
Take in every word you say.
There are little hands all eager
To do anything you do.
And a little boy who’s dreaming
Of the day he’ll be like you.
You’re the little fellow’s idol
You’re the wisest of the wise,
In his little mind, about you,
No suspicions ever rise.
He believes in you devoutly,
Holds that all you say and do,
He will say and do in your way
When he’s all grown up like you.
There’s a wide-eyed little fellow
Who believes you’re always right,
And his ears are always open,
And he watches day and night.
You are setting an example
Every day in all you do,
For the little boy who’s waiting
To grow up to be like you.
