



You picked us up and dropped us off, without worry or complaint

Your weren’t just our driver, to us you were a saint

All around the country, you went out of your way

Coming to collect us, at the end of our walking day

Nothing was too much trouble, even having an extra stop

So that we hungry walkers could go to the chip shop

You joined in all the fun things too

Like wearing your apron at the barbecue

As you cooked the sausages at St Andrews bay

The way we liked them burnt and crispy

At the Grand Ole Opry you wore your Stetson and boots

The guns came out and everyone started to shoot

But you were the best there was no doubt about that

You looked so swell wearing your cowboy hat

It won’t be easy for any of us

Not seeing you in the driving seat of the Millers bus

You weren’t just our driver but to the very end

We will always remember you as a very dear friend

God bless our dear Robert.
