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My Bov, How 1 ADogE You!
So strong and bright, all full of drears,
Life stretches like a promised land before
you.
A sapling pice that once | knew,
Semehow reminds me dear of you,
As | remember the way it grew and
grew,
—pers

Topay that pine has grown so lall,
You wouldn't know it as the same slim
sapling
Of the long, long years ago at all,
And as | vision what you're going to be,
[ think of you as tall and splendid like that
tree —
But then—you're always just “My Boy™
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