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Your hands built a legacy,
Your heart gave without end.

Though we must say goodbye for now,
Your love will never leave us.

You will forever live in our hearts,
Until we meet again.
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I've finished life’s chores assighed to me,
So put me on a boat headed out to sea.

Please send along my fishing pole
For I've been invited to the fishin” hole.

Where every day is a day to fish,
To fill your heart with every wish.
Don’t worry, or feel sad for me,
I’'m fishin” with the Master of the sea.

We will miss each other for a while,
But you will come and bring your smile.
That won’t be long you will see,
Till we're together you and me.

To all of those that think of me,
Be happy as | go out to sea.

If others wonder why I'm missin”
Just tell ’em I've gone fishin’.

For years, the riverbank was where
Your soul felt most at peace
Your heart was most content when there
With the fish and the geese.
But then, your spirit came to rest
Where angels chose to roam
And once equipped with ten-pound test
You made yourself at home.

The sky became your deep blue sea
The clouds became your shore
And there, for all eternity
You sat with friends galore.

Each angel was a fisherman
Who had traded his pole
For golden wings and a game plan
At Heaven’s Fishing Hole.
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