










































































































































































































































































You slipped away so quietly
On a cold and Winter day
It's lonely here without you
And so sad along the way.

Oh, how our hearts ache

Each time when we go home
A precious one from us is gone
A voice we loved is stilled

A place is vacant in our home
That never can be filled.

So many times you told us
I love you, as my very own
You gave us a home
When we had none
Someday we'll meet again

Over on Heaven's Golden Shores.

Glenda Hall
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