Gammy Dust
Sung to the tune of “Stardust”

And now you’ve got a song to call your own,

Written by your “favorite” son-in-law.

We’ll be nice so we won’t have to atone,

What you’ve accomplished has us all in awe!
You wandered down the aisle to marry Ed,

Once the Army let him off the base.

Could you fathom on the night you were wed,

Your life would keep this frantic pace!?
Sometimes we wonder how you made it through the years,

Changing all our rears.

Those endless nights, reaching sleepless heights,

And calming all our childhood fears.

You were always there, making everything look easy.

You did it all with six, when we think about it,

The idea makes our stomach queasy.
The sacrifices made were not in vain,

Though we were a pain.

Through every grade, many roles you played,

To help ensure we turned out sane.

Sometimes struggling to keep peace in our domain,

The legacy you left and memories they still remain.

You filled our lives with countless “Naughty Prose”,

Words to live by, sometimes to despise.

“Sacre-bleu”, “Mon Dieu”, “The Kitchen is Closed”,

“Give Me Socky-Feet”, and “Open Those Brown Eyes”.

You’ve done activities of every sort,

With energy that never does abate.

Planting gardens, burning up tennis courts,

But please don’t try to roller-skate!
Because you’re needed now just like you’ve always been,

For our next of kin,

There’s seventeen, Jimmy to Christine,

And with your help they’re bound to win,

In the game of life, you will be an inspiration.

You’ve done it all before now do it again with,

Another Levy generation.
But take the time deserved to do for you,

All you want to do.

Some gambling bids, time with great-grandkids,
Your daily worries should be few.

But no marathons just because your hip is new!
We’ll put this song to bed by saying,

Gammy, We Love You!

