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As we grow older all truth seems truer, 

And the simpler things of life seem best, 

And the faults in our friends and 

neighbors grow smaller, 

As our sun sinks low in the West. 

 

The years pass more quickly, | 

as our steps grow slower, 

And old friends grow fewer  

along the way; 

But our love grows greater, and more 

understanding 

Of those we love best, who walk with us 

day by day. 

 

In youth love is sweet,  

but in age it is sweeter, 

Mellowed by laughter, patience and tears. 

Youth is quick and intolerant,    

Age – calm and benevolent, 

Tempered by experience, through long 

changing years. 

 



Darling, life has been full;  

we have shared it together, 

All the sorrows and joys of children  

and home. 

We have filled the great measure,  

for which we were created, 

And are back where we started,  

just we two alone. 

 

Then, Dear, let’s give thanks,  

and keep close together, 

And speak ever kindly in low gentle tone, 

That our faith may endure through the 

long separation 

When one shall pass on  

leaving the other alone. 

 


