MY HANDS WERE BUSY

My hands were busy through the day.

I didn’t have much time to play.

The little games you asked to do,

I didn’t have much time for you.

I’d wash your clothes. I’d sew and cook.

You’d ask and I’d read from your book.

I’d tuck you in all safe at night,

And hear your prayers; turn out the light.

Then tiptoe softly by your door,

I wish I’d stayed a minute more.

For life was short, the years rushed past,

A little boy grows up so fast.

No longer is he at my side,

His precious secrets to confide.

The picture books are put away.

There are no longer games to play.

No Teddy Bears or misplaced toys

No sleepovers with lots of boys.

No goodnight kiss, no prayers to hear.

That all belongs to yesteryear.

My hands, once busy, now are still.

The days are long and hard to fill.

I wish I could go back and do

The little things you asked me to do.

Anonymous

Would you like to receive free Timely Time Management Tips on a regular basis to increase your personal productivity and get more out of every day? Sign up now for our free "TIME MANAGEMENT DISCUSSION LIST". Just go to: http://www.topica.com/lists/timemanagement and select "subscribe". We welcome you aboard! 

Dr. Donald E. Wetmore-Professional Speaker
Productivity Institute-Time Management Seminars
127 Jefferson Street
Stratford, CT 06615
(800) 969-3773
(203) 386-8062
fax: (203) 386-8064
Email: ctsem@msn.com
website: http://www.balancetime.com
Professional Member-National Speakers Association

