fhe Making of frenda

ff nodody amited, and nodody cared,
And nobody hedped along the Wiy,
if every moment fooked caifer iiaed,
And good things went o the fev,
ff notody thought a (tife about you,
And nodody cared aoour me,
1 we atood alone n the Daltles of e,
What a dreary Word 1his would oe.

Life ta aweel pecause of the friends we maie,
And the thinga in common we gahdre,
We. wanl fo fve on. not because of ourseives,
Bul becaude of the people who care.
i3 doing and giving for somebody else,
On which fife 4 splendor depends,
And the joy of the world whei (ou sum it up.
3 found (n the mafing of frends
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