The grandkids ara gone
There’s holes in the vard
The floor needs 3 mop
AndI am so “tard.”

The grandkids ara gone
And I'm missing the hues
The lizards and fogs

The jars and the bugs.
The grandkids ara gone
Amnd their parents are, too.
I cam’t believe all

Of the work that they do.
The grandkids ara gone
And my arms are bereft
Oh where are the kisses
And kugs that they lef?

They're here in my heart
They're smearad on my face
They're locked in my smile
And none can erase

The mem’ries we made
The horses we fod

The fish that we caughﬂ
The songzs before bed.

The walks and the talks
The braiding of hair

The chocolate caks

and hearing their prayers.
And I'm counting the days
And wondering when

The Good Lord allows

TU's to see them zgain.

The grandkids ara gone
AndI can't hear a peep,
Ent the rumbles of lave

In my heart never sleep.



