REMEMBRANCE

From here and now, a friend is gone,
An empty space where they belong,
A void exists, which will not fill,
We meet no more, or ever will,

We face the pain, we face the grief,
We test the strength of our belief,
We still are here, we know today,
Our lives go on, we find our way,

But here we have a golden chance,
Their life and ours yet to enhance,

A life well lived, leaves echoes now,
Which will our lives and enrich; endow,

We must look forward with new hope,
And from the past’s far reaching scope,
Glean memories, so rich and pure,
They buoy us up, and will endure,

There is no loss, but only change,
And we our lives must rearrange,
Our thoughts go on, our bodies falil,
It is our way, the human tale,

But memories become our aid,

The best reward for effort made,

And at our constant beck and call,

They help our heart stand straight and tall,

A friend is gone, we know not where,
The world notes not, but we who care,
Are privileged to have a way,

To ease the stress of our today.
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