My Wife the Quilter
My wife » a guilter,

A guft from above,
..mostly quilty for the famly,
And friends that sihe Loves,
From tHwreads on her clotiving,
To the fingers that bleed,
She'y a guilter ot heort,

A wnigue sort of breed,
Ity o bit of o challenge,
For me | admit,

But | Love that she loves ot
And wouldw't ask her to- guit,

But | fear ot the moment...
Or dread more Han o bit
Is Hhat sihhe’s now seritowsly Huinking,
Of learning to- knit...
:-)



