
For You

This poem is for you, Scottie,
Whose eyes have long since blinked one
last time.
This is for your carefree spirit and
curiosity,
For your constant, energetic smile,
All of which have stayed alive, though you
went away.
This is for the light which radiated from
your presence,
Your sunshine, which became ours as well,
and
For which we all mourned when it was
covered with darkness.
This is for your innocence, of which you
were stripped
In only an instant.
This is for the games we never got to play,
The Songs we never sang,
The places we never went,
The things we'll never do,
Because your time was cut short.
And this is for your memory.
Which, in our hearts,
Will live forever.
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Jeav

QAO wovdi can yuite exfiveM fov me,

the feeling* in my heavt,

@>£ all the ifiecial memovieA

C$d' liloe to- thanlc you lov the chance,

to cave fov uouv little

QfCnowincf you, both,

hot avven. me iuchj<oy,j<oy,

and filled my life with much fueoAuve.

cavezPleaAe taJce good

do whatever you moat do,
a

(Stfndman a
a A ifiecialgut to you,

criemembev that Qs love you,

ft/ease hnow <3/ll aluxvyA cave,

(£$nd' ifiyou Ahould ev^r need me,

jud call and GfllAe there.


