In The Old Hat Box 



She clips her dreams from magazines




Saves them in an old hat box




An island mansion a Lamborghini



Hundred and sixty foot yacht




Someday she’ll have all these things




Then her life will be complete




The young girls dreams from magazines




Live in the old hat box



He was like a dream from a magazine




But none she’d ever bought



In rolled up sleeves and cowboy boots




The easy way he talked



He promised her all love would bring



And vowed he’d never leave



So her dreams clipped from magazines



Gather dust in the old hat box





He gave her all his love – his life - a daughter and a son





But he never met his little girl – never held that little one





He was headed home to be there on the day that she was born





On the wrong plane –the wrong day in September 2001



She clips those scenes from magazines



Of how the lives were lost



The smoke the fire the twisted steel



The overwhelming loss



Her life can never be the same



The devastation is complete




Today her dreams and all those things




Are laid to rest in the old hat box

Erickson-Lee-Miller – 6892 Stewart Las Vegas NV. 89110 702/271-0870 writeon4011@embarqmail.com 
www.bettykaymiller.com
