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There are treasures hidden deep beneath the sea,
There are stars that fill the endless night,
There are mountains clothed in majesty,
And dawn that breaks with golden light.
Yet among the gifts this world has known,
No blessing shines purer and truer
Than the quiet grace that heaven gives
In sending me a friend like you.
A faithful friend is never measured
By wealth, by fame, or earthly gain.
The heart that shares another's burden
Makes sunshine through another's rain.
When weary feet have lost their strength,
When hope seems dim and courage few,
A gentle word, a caring hand,
Can change the darkest sky to blue.
True friendship asks for no applause,
It seeks no crown nor grand display.
It simply walks beside the lonely
And helps them find a better way.
It laughs when laughter fills the air,
It weeps when tears begin to fall;
It stands unshaken through the storm,
The truest gift of all.
The years may paint our hair with silver,
And place their lines upon our face,
Yet genuine friendship only deepens,
Growing stronger through God's grace.
For time cannot erase the memories
That loving hearts together weave;
They become the songs of yesterday
That neither life nor death can leave.
A friend rejoices in your victories
Without the shadow born of pride.
He lifts you when your spirit falters,
Standing faithful by your side.
He speaks the truth with gentle kindness,
Not merely words we long to hear,
For honest love is one of heaven's gifts
That casts away our fear.
Our paths may someday separate,
As rivers journey to the sea,
Yet hearts united in sincere affection
Remain forever free.
For miles cannot divide the soul
Nor silence love that still endures;
The sweetest friendships born on earth
Are lasting, strong, and pure.
Thus, if today I count my blessings,
Your name is written near the top.
For life is richer, brighter, fuller
Because your friendship does not stop.
May God, who joins two hearts in kindness,
Keep your days with peace anew,
And may He richly bless the life
Of a faithful friend like you.
For when the final sunset fades,
And earthly journeys reach their end,
One of heaven's sweetest memories
Will be the gift of having known a friend.
And if the Lord should ask what blessing
Brought joy along life's winding way,
I would simply smile and answer,
"A faithful friend brightened every day."
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Until We Meet Again
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The chair sits quiet by the window,
Its silence speaks what words cannot.
The morning comes as it always has,
Yet something precious now is not.
A voice once warm with cheerful greeting,
A smile that chased the clouds away,
Has slipped beyond the reach of earth
Into God's everlasting day.
There are paths we walked together
That seem too lonely now to tread.
The echoes of remembered laughter
Still linger where our footsteps led.
Each familiar place recalls your kindness,
Each gentle breeze repeats your name,
And though the seasons keep on turning,
My heart will never be the same.
Death is a thief that comes unbidden.
It neither asks nor waits its turn.
It leaves behind an empty table,
A lamp that no more light will burn.
Yet love is stronger than the silence,
And memory stronger than the grave;
The moments shared, the bonds unbroken,
Are treasures time can never take.
I miss the ordinary moments,
The simple things we used to do.
The conversations left unfinished,
The quiet comfort found in you.
No grand farewell was ever needed,
No perfect words were left to say.
Your friendship wrote its own enduring song
In every passing day.
The years may soften sorrow's edges,
But they cannot erase your face.
They cannot still the grateful heart
That thanks God for your steadfast grace.
For those we truly love are never
Forgotten with the setting sun.
Their lives continue in the hearts
Of everyone they have become.
So I will not speak only of endings,
Nor let my thoughts remain in tears.
Instead I'll thank the Lord who blessed me
With your friendship through the years.
Though heaven holds you for a season
Beyond the reach of mortal sight,
I trust the One who conquered death
Will make all partings right.
And when my own day's work is finished,
When life's last evening gently falls,
I pray to hear your welcome echo
Beyond those bright celestial walls.
No goodbyes there will ever wound us,
No lonely hearts, no final pain;
Only joy beyond all measure,
Where faithful friends shall meet again.
Until that blessed morning dawns,
I'll carry all you meant to me.
Not as one forever lost,
But as one my eyes cannot yet see.
For love that God Himself has planted
Can never perish in the sod;
It simply blooms in fairer fields,
Within the paradise of God.
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There were days when every road grew dark,
When hope became a fading flame,
When every answer seemed so distant,
And no one even knew my name.
The world was filled with passing faces,
Many came and went again,
But through the storm I heard a whisper—
"I have always been your Friend."
He found me when my heart was broken,
When guilt had bent my weary soul.
He did not turn because I stumbled;
He came to make the wounded whole.
With nail-scarred hands He gently lifted
All the burdens I could not bear.
No earthly friend could ever love me
With the love He showed me there.
Others loved me when I prospered,
When laughter filled my brighter days.
But Jesus walked beside me quietly
Through sorrow's long and lonely maze.
When midnight wrapped itself around me
And tears became my only prayer,
I found my Savior waiting softly,
For He had always been right there.
He never asked what I could offer.
He never counted all my wrongs.
Instead He spoke of grace and mercy
With words that healed my broken songs.
He looked beyond my deepest failures,
Beyond the shame that I concealed,
And with His everlasting kindness
Touched the wounds that time had never healed.
I have known the ache of parting.
I have stood beside a grave.
I have watched the strongest voices
Silenced by the power death gave.
Yet even there my Friend stood with me,
His promise brighter than the sun:
"Because I live, thou too shalt live."
The victory had already been won.
What friend would leave the courts of glory
To wear a crown of piercing thorn?
What friend would climb a rugged mountain
On the day that hope seemed torn?
What friend would stretch out bleeding hands
Upon a cruel and rugged tree,
And in His dying, pray forgiveness
For a sinner such as me?
He asks no palace for His dwelling,
Only a humble heart made clean.
He walks beside the old and forgotten,
The weakest soul He has ever seen.
He knows each silent disappointment,
Every fear I dare not tell.
No secret grief escapes His notice;
He knows my heart completely well.
When others fail, He remains faithful.
When others leave, He stays beside.
When my own strength begins to falter,
In Him alone I safely hide.
His promises are never broken;
His love will never fade away.
The Friend who died to give me heaven
Is nearer with each passing day.
One day this tired and earthly journey
Will gently reach its quiet end.
The hands now worn by years of labor
Will rest within my Savior's hand.
No longer walking here by faith alone,
His blessed face at last I'll see,
And the Friend who carried me through life
Will welcome home His child to be.
So let the world pursue its riches,
Its fading honors, empty fame.
I've found a treasure none can measure
In the sweetness of His name.
For kings may
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