
Oh Little Girl

Why was the lighthouse dark? wasn’t anyone at home?
Oh little girl, tell me,

why did you have to go it alone?

I can’t hold back the tears for that precious little girl
tossed to and fro

in a very confusing world

couldn’t I have been a teacher that maybe made your day?
or perhaps a mailman that smiled

as we both went our way?

I wish I could have been someone  somewhere in your life
that could have held that little girl,
and removed a little of her strife

you must be precious to God because His angels walked with you
and he has blessed you greatly
and I’m sure He is not through

and that smile you wear is real every where you are
Oh little girl, tell me

how did you cover that scar?

for your beauty is not just skin deep and your joy is very real
you have a happiness now
that no one can ever steal

the journey from the little girl to the woman you are
humbles me, ever so humbles me
what a beautiful woman you are
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