17" Century Hun’s Praper

Lord, Thou knotwest better than I knotw myself, that I am growing
older and will gsomeday be old. Leep me from the fatal habit of
thinking I must say gsomething on ebery gubject and on ebery
occagion. Release me from crabing to straighten out everpbody's
affairg. Make me thoughtful but not moody; helpful but not bossy.
ddith my vast store of wigdom, it seems a pity not to use it all, but
Thou knotwest Lord that I want a fetw friends at the end.

Reep my mind free from the vecital of endless details; gibe me wings
to get to the point. Seal my lips on mp aches and paing. They are
increaging, and lobe of rehearsing them is becoming stweeter as the
pears o by. I dare not agk for grace enough to enjop the tales of
others' pains, but help me to endure them with patience.

3 dave not agk for improbed memory, but for a growing humility and
a leggening cocksureness when my memory seems to clagh with the
memories of others. Teach me the glorious leggon that occagionally
I may be mistaken.

Reep me reagonably stweet; I do not want to be a Saint - some of
them are go hard to libe with - but a sour old person is one of the
ceotoning works of the debil. Gibe me the ability to see good things
in unexpected places, and talents in unexpected people. And, gibe me,
® Lord, the arace to tell them go.

dmen



