You Are Growing Up

Sometimes when I am

wide awake, late at night.

I go into your room and I

look at you with such delight.

And because you are 

growing up so fast,

I then take a second look

so the memory will last.

Not too long ago, you

were a baby, I can recall.

How the time flies

when children are small.

You growing up is not

what I want rushed.

I love you and I need all the time

I can get to show you how much.
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