Time Well Spent

Old houses, old cars, old nickels, old dimes,

All pass through our hands and too do the times.
We trace our path and see all of life’s litter,

The bits and the pieces some sweet and some bitter.

Together as one memory held fiercely to the breast, 

What part might we trade that He hasn’t blest.

We’ll keep it all and love every piece, every penny,
As we continue to share in life’s horn o’ plenty. 
