MOTORCYCLE ANGELS
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She was only six years old As the riders ot off their bikes
‘When her brother turned eighteen And the crowd gathered ‘round
Though she’ll never understand why She looked for her Angle
He chose to be a Marine But her Angle could not be found
She remembers that her mother cried As the crowd moved to the site
The day he left to train ‘Where her family would be honored
She still recalls the last kiss he gave She searched all throughout the crowd
‘When he left for Af¢hanistan But her Angel didn’t seem to be around
'e remembers ‘When the moment finally came
. de - For the presentation of the plaque
She : The crowd parted to alfow .
Just why her bro: eﬂlad died Her Angle to step from the back
No one came to say good- bye IS She stood and listened quietly oA
Or 151 her hxother ‘Farewell’ As her Angle spoke to her mom
Except some peopIe on motorcycles p . She wanted desperately to hug him
‘Who'd done their time in Hell ST o But she had to wait her turn
After the flag was folded ' v When her fime finally came
of taps faded out R He again knelt beside her there ‘ﬁ
o v.‘::r : 0& > ,n she did something un ected
- VN e TR - | By showing her Tedﬂa.r
L q t&‘_ﬁ“ku &L P
~ He: : ﬁ \6 5. J*-"L ' Tears welled up in her Angles’ eyes
His words I could bare!y hear - { ) - As he hugged her oh so tight ‘
And then he hugged her gently (e - . He proudly stood there by her side
And gave her a Teddy Bear \ .}» i 1"—‘\ -y As the other Angels passed on by
When she knelt down by her bed that mgb( Y ! i ‘,‘gl’ ‘When the day,was finally over
1 heard her pray so peacefully { ,’ a qt'a Mad $one away
“God, why do people call them o 8 . e went to bed
Oh Jesus, can't they see? ne i > ”’ A ®gin'T heard her pray
No matter who these people are ﬁ ;m - 4 # ‘

They re Motorcycle Angles to me!”
" Please fell me if you p]ease
Why do people call them ‘outlaws’
Oh Jesus, can't they see?
No matter who these people are
They re still Motost ;: Angles to me!”

It's been three years now

Since they laid him in the ¢round
‘When her mother received a phahe ¢
And her heart began to pound "2

tin

The call seemed to last They come from fm of life

Her mother’s silence; it'was I outT‘ ﬁ g To fight to

Just before she hung up tHe"phore .‘\ Though we mlg‘nor erstand why
She whispered * Tha.t would make: ud” They fiéht for )Qu dme
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The little girl askedﬁ?r mother The e t‘étorcydes
‘What was that » _— S ’l'@ones ﬁo to nde
He mother just h her tightly™ ™ f
And sobbed a bit ouq;w =z X ‘ -
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You remember '&mﬁ bt her dled x
And the'motord e rethe ,'ﬂv'p' n PP
Well there're somé; ! \ ' ! B
‘Who 'want to she . »
‘Weeks went by before the day " When you kneel down by your bed at night
‘When Angels would visit once again Ask God 10 help others see
The little ¢irl counted the days That they're not really outlaws, God
Until the time finally came They 're Motorcycle Angles to me!”

Yes, They're Motorcycle Angles to me!”
300 Motorcycles, maybe more
Came roaring down the street
But there was one special Angle
The ¢irl was anxious to greet



