                      SOMEONE WHO CARES

                       (Gregory Dean Crouch)

Falling raindrops, making puddles

In the hallway, I see them huddle

Little children , they come to me

But little children, they won’t always be

They hang their wraps upon the hooks

Pass the blackboard and the books

They find their places within their chairs

They’re waiting for someone who cares

One who cares enough to remain

And take the time it takes to explain

When the time and where’s the place

And what’s the reason for our ways

Eager faces, full of yearning

A need for love, a need for learning

They need someone to let them know

Just how far,they should go

They’ve sized you up,  and they’ll psych you out

Unless it’s them you care about

They’ve seen indifference everywhere

They’re waiting for someone who cares

One who cares enough to teach

And help each child find his reach

To help him make his own goals

Guiding gently at the controls

Falling raindrops, making puddles

Out the doorway, I see them scuttle

Little children who came to me

In their eyes, hope is what I see
