Wonderful Memories, In Return
As I watch my kids raise my grand-

children, so many memories I can recall.

Of the children I used to care for 

when they were just that small. 

Their faces light up, like a Christmas tree,

 at stories their kids tell; proudly they listen.

I see them nurture my grandchildren’s self-

 esteem, with hugs and smiles that glisten.

How helpless, being a parent can

 be; I know exactly how they feel.

Whenever I see that concerned look 

on those days my grandchildren are ill.

The love of a parent ever

 so gentle, tender, and mild;

is what I see when they share some of

 the things that I taught them as a child. 

I see my grandchildren growing up, just

like they did, right before a parent’s eyes.

 Understanding every moment, the

 feelings within, as time rapidly flies.

One day my grandchildren will be all grown up, having

children of their own, and then it will be my kids turn.

To see their investment of countless, loving efforts

 payoff, with the wonderful memories in return.
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