Ames lost a friend, our Johnny Green

The happiest man I’ve ever seen.

He’d greet us daily with a voice of cheer,

And give a smile as we entered here.

We’ll miss this man, our Johnny Green

With broken hearts and pain so keen.

His smile, his words to one and all

Not dimmed a bit by this sorrowful pall.

Great memories he left, our Johnny Green,

His love’s still here, though he’s unseen.

To hear him once more, we’ll have to wait

‘Til he greets us again at that Pearly Gate.
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