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They Weren’t Really Mine Anyway

I had them for just a while, big eyes and little bodies;

Always eager to find out more; jump, play and explore.

It didn’t take me long to take to them

But they let me into their world immediately.

This kind of acceptance I have not known before

Or maybe it’s been so long, I can’t remember.

Even when they test me, I see it in those big eyes;

What they want is to be loved, and love they give in return.

“Her” kids became “my” kids, yet I knew all along

This was a gift to be returned

‘Cause they weren’t really mine anyway.

My days filled quickly with activities, lesson plans and such

But I did not seem to tire ‘cause each new morning brought new life,

The zest for life that can only be seen in young ones such as these.

So I enjoyed it while I could, knowing it was to end

And I would have to return them

‘Cause they weren’t really mine anyway.

The best things in life are free

And the giver is more blessed than the receiver.

I have been both.

Yet nothing of this world lasts forever,

Life itself is a borrowed gift to be treasured

And returned at the appointed time.

So I return what was entrusted to me,

A gift so precious yet so fragile.

I leave behind my imprint

And carry the imprint left on me.

The appointed time has arrived

‘Cause this gift was meant to be passed on

And they weren’t really mine anyway.
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