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    To my mother-in-law, Bobbie Tatum, and to Pam
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Empty


[image: ]


If my memories are all gone,
From my memory bank,
And I then sit all alone,
Will your face draw a blank?
If memories pass me by,
When I try so hard to recall,
Will our history then die,
Like it hadn’t happened at all?
If I just sit silently and stare,
When you come around, 
Will you know that I care,
Even if I can’t make a sound?
Will our love still live on,    
If the memories are gone?
23 Aug 23
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September Joy
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As September comes 'round, 
Just like it does every year,
I hear the rain make its sound,
And know that autumn is near.
The promise of cooler days,
Is something I look forward to,
And if a while summer yet stays,
I know it will soon be through.
I feel less of the sun's heat,
As the earth tilts further away,
While daylight gives up in defeat, 
To darkness earlier each day.
Though I realize not all will agree,
September always brings joy to me.
1 Sept 23
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Resting Place
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Shiloh is the final resting place,
For many of my close family,
Who now by God's amazing grace,
Live with Him for eternity. 
So deep down in my heart,
Where important memories abide,
Shiloh is always a central part,
No matter where I may reside.
Many years have drifted away,
And sadly at times so have I,
Yet Shiloh's lessons will stay,
Until this life has passed me by.
As a church it is quite small,
But it proclaims salvation to all.
27Aug 23
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Broken
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I was broken, 
When I came,
By faith spoken, 
In Jesus's name.
Some sat up high,
Looking down on me,
They could only frown, 
That I was set free.
On me God smiled, 
That glorious day,
And I am His child,
By accepting His Way.
So the rest of my days,
I will give Him praise.
1 Oct 23
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Breakthrough
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When life seems to go all wrong,

And I am barely able to cope,
Let me learn to remain strong,
As I place in You all of my hope.
Too often I question the how,
Instead of learning to just wait,
As to Your will I humbly bow,
Knowing Your answer is never late.
When the miracles seem to be few,
And I am filled with only doubt,
By faith there will be a breakthrough, 
And praises to You I will shout.
Even now too often I tend to fail,
Because my faith is too small,
Through Your power I can prevail,
If I give to You my doubts and all.
3 Sep 23
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Ol’ Hank
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A hundred years ago,
Hiram Williams came to be,
And the world would know,
All of his songs eventually. 
His candle burned bright,
As he was coming of age,
As he shined in the night,
Even on the Opry stage.
His life was too brief,
As he lived life fast,
Filled with so much grief, 
But his legacy would last.
When ol' Hank sang a song,
He carried us all along.
6 Oct 23
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