A Joy Is What You Are

The older you get the more

 I realize how life passes by.

How all the memories I

have of you seem to fly.

And it seems those memories

is what keeps me company,

when I count my blessings

of all that is around me.

You have gone on with your

life, rightfully as you should.

You have succeeded in many ways,

 I am proud, I knew you could.

You are a man of few words, yet

I know you love me, with each day.

You have a big heart and expressing

that love, you have your own way.

So go about your life, being proud of

 who you are, it doesn't matter who knows.

The confidence you have about

you, all can see because it shows.

And to think, the best is yet

 to come, it's not all that far.

 I am proud of that little boy that 

I remember, a joy is what you are.
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