Memories Live

I remember the gleem in her

 eyes and her beautiful smile. 

A lady with a sense of 

humor, glamor and style.

Her candle, of love,

 was always well lit.

She had a gentle spirit,

and a heart to go with it. 

 She had a simple way

 of looking at things.

Oh what a joy her 

laughter would bring.

Her body may be gone,

 I will no longer see.

But those memories will

 always live, inside of me.
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