Good-Bye

Tears stream down my face
for the one that | loved.

~ Again and again,
the quaslian goes through my mind.
“Why you? Why not the evil we so often find?"

There's nothing you did wrong,

that made you deserve this. P

You should've been rewarded for your M
instead of being lowered into an abyss.

You were loved by many, =

and touched the hearts of all knew.

But, now the sky has a different color,
It is gray and no longer bluve.

My head hangs low in sorrow and fear,
| wonder what will become of me,
since you are no longer here.

Some are mad at God,
for taking you away.

Others are infuriated with themselves
for not writing you each day. H_,_' 2

That reminds me of a saying,
| am not sure where it is from.
“Live each day to it's fullest, A
_for yesterday s m :E’-‘ s




