
 

     
          
You pray that you may live to fish  

Until your dying day,  
And when it comes to your last cast  

You then could humbly pray.  
When in the Lord’s great landing net  

And peacefully asleep,  
That in his mercy  
You’ll be judged  

Big enough to keep.  
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Afterglow 

laughing 

  
  

I’d like the memory of me 
    to be a happy one. 

I’d like to leave an  

   afterglow  of smiles 

when life is done. 
   I’d like to leave an echo 

  whispering softly down the ways... 
 Of happy times, and laughing times, 

  and bright and sunny days. 
  I’d like the tears of those who grieve 

  to dry before the sun, 
  

Of happy memories  that I leave  

  when life is done. 
  

     Helen Lowrie 
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