Sons

Sons, thc_jog of ourlife

We love and crjog them with all our migl-lt
Listcn to them Iaugl'r and cry

Their fife so quickly passes 133

First, thcg’rc lging in your arms

Frotcctccl from all earthlg harms

Soon crawling all over the Placc

Then thcg start towalk at a raPicl pace

A race of fife I’lasjust }Degun

T heir moocly and serious and often much fun
Oﬁc to school on the 5c”ow school bus

We pray thcg’” go with little fuss

Thcg enter high school righ’c before our eyes
And turn to friends to hear their cries

On top of their head, a graduation cap
Where did the time go? Were we talcing a nap?
Al grown up and moving away

Co"cgc, and {:amilics, often back to

Thcir hometown to stay

|t's beena wor\clcrpul_journcg

We wouldn’t want to miss

Wc thank Gocl, f:orgou

At such a time as this.
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