
 

 

 
 

 

 
    

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 

 
 

 
 

                                                        

 
 

God, you are my Creator 
And of all things I see 

I thank you for this beautiful world 
That you have given me. 

I thank you for the birds that fly 
And for all the fish that swim 

For the trees that give us fruit and food 
And for our parents who try 

To make us very good. 
And most of all I thank you Lord 
For my loved ones you have sent 

And now I don’t even know 
How to pay your rent. 
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