A gift for such

a little while,
with your loss we
feel so wronged.
You should not
have left

before we did,
with loved ones
you belonged.
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The Comfort and Sweetness of Peace

After the clouds, the sunshine,

after the winter; the spring,

after the shower; the rainbow,

Jfor life is a changeable thing

After the might, the morning,

bidding all darkness cease,

after life’s cares and sorrows, +Xtrj ujtug htrjnsyt

the comfort and sweetness of peace. tzw o jxt g F{j kttyumnsyx
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“If tears could build a stairway,
and memories a lane, I'd walk
right up to heaven and bring you home again.”
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