My Children Are Gone 

Here I am in a house, empty,

the children are on their own.

Praise God not that far away,

 they are as near as the phone.

I am alone, but not lonely

for I keep myself busy.

I fill my days with work and 

projects, that makes life easy.

With so many children, work

 was from morning to night.

As I get older, easy is a nice 

word, I have earned the right.

I did the best I could, no

 matter how hard it got.

Do I miss them?  I would

 be lying if I said I did not.
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