                                   ONE STEIN


Now there it sat upon my bar, a stein from grandpas time.


Handed down through generations, the year:1909…


My friend noticed its workmanship, he quoted me a price.


He did not realize its value, to me no price was right.





A family heirloom of great value, who cared about money.


Here was tradition and craftsmanship straight from Germany.


Within this stein, the trip it made, was life and relatives.


What a family this stein has seen.  What memories it gives.





We’ve traveled far from land to land, year to year we’ve grown.


The strength we gained as family.  The seeds that we have sown.


The stein contains such memories.  We drink from it with pride.


How many times filled to the brim, and emptied with such pride.





The stein is filled with stories, a heritage so great.


Stories told to generations coming in future days.


The stein will always poor out the memories when we ask.


That the beauty of its age, like a well aged mellow cask.





To think of stories I can tell when I look at this stein.


I tell of tales by starting with once upon a time.


A day will come when I am gone I’ve had my place in time


One day someone will speak of me when they look at this stein.


