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One never knows when God will
call them home to be with him.
And he sent angels to accompany me
to my final place and I followed them.

They told me that the mission he
sent me on was completed, done.
I went peacefully because I knew that
I left so much love with everyone.

I wasn't perfect, there were times
many experienced my weakness.
And there are some I didn't get
the chance to ask for forgiveness.

But the angels reassured me that God
would heal them one day at a time.
He had forgiven me and there were
no more mountains for me to climb.

They told me one day I will see my
son and grandchildren in heaven too.
Family and friends will be
there as well not just a few.

Part of loving someone is to
miss them, if only for a while.
For now I ask that you hold on to the
memories, of me, that make you smile.
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