
'Go: Robbie, my son. J sometimes roish. 

J sometimes roish you roere still small, 
· Oot yet so b!9 and strong and tall. 

a or rohen J think of yesterday, 
J close my eyes and see you play. 

J of ten miss that little boy 
Who pestered me to buy a tov, 

Who filled my days roith pure delight 
a rom early morn to late at night. 

We roatch our children change and groro, 
As seasons come, then quickly go. 

But our CBod has a perfect plan, 
'Go shape a boy into a man. 

Coday, my son, J' m ·proud of you, 
a or all the thoughtful things you do. 
J' ll 1:ooe you till my days are done, 

Chen on into eternity as long as it may run, 
And J'm so grateful you're my son. 


