 Grandchildren
 (By Barry L. Lyons)

 Chocolate covered lips.
 Smudges on your face.
 Cookies and potato chips
 On my couch-they find a place.

 Crumbs and sticky candy
 Find a home inside my shirt.
 Boy, you are a Dandy!
 Your trust I could never hurt.

 Outside, my yard is your kingdom.
 Inside my heart is your throne.
 In you I claim the freedom
 To embrace you as my own.

 Thank God, He made grandchildren,
 Entrusted them to our care.
 He made me a happy pilgrim
 When He gave us them to share.
