ack the-clack,
the-end of the block ,

t

shome when I was d'kid,
, much more than ¥did.
Ao, - T ROEY

IfT could be back at my mother’s knee
And there hear her loving voice speaking to me,
I know I would listen as never before,

For she knew so well what life had in store.

If only I could hear again my dear old fathers voice,
To listen as he speaks to me would make my heart rejoice.
; ccur to me that someday it would end,
—“ihhjgaw;;rlq o’re, to hear his voice again.
e %]
sive for the chance I once had,
for my mother and dad,
py and a little less pain,
and a little less rain.

‘cannot go back
insion or shack,
is here,
e love dear.
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