To Jack and Tom

by C. Bernard McCartan

Walk so0§tly, my sons,

forn you begin a journey now
which can mold youn guture,
build your characten,
strnengthen your body,

enich your Life,

and estabfish memonies

pure golden, nuggets, fewels,
preclious as tomorrow,

Walk so04tly, my sons,
because as you do, you have
your chance to experience,
to Leann, to Love God's
gheat out-of-doors.

Walk s04tly, my sons!

How Aimporntant 48 4t

that 1 tell you this?

To many Lt seems of Less Amportance
than many things of minor value.
But to your Dad, and 1 hope

to yow, my young sons,

Lt s Lige itsely.

1t has been my Love,

my teacher, my friend,

my touch with reality.

1t has made me a better man,
a sthongen man,

and as age has gripped me,
a gentlern man.

Impontant for you?

Ah Ves! 1 think Lt s0.

But youn decision Lt must be

to Love God's great out-of-doons.
For you 1 cannot make L%

1 can teach you to hunt,

to §4ish, to mivon beauty

on a face of Kodak g4&m.

1 can teach you to walk

over green fornested hills,

along cool strneams of watern gresh,
amongst spring's host of flowens,
But 1 cannot teach you Zo enfoy

the anticipation o4 an empty sky,

when all the ducks and geese

have to the southward made theirn §€ight
to defeat the rush of winten's stoams.
1 can teach you to 44ish,

but you yournsels

must bearn and Learn to enjoy

even those gfishless days

when all youn sRALLs are for naught
against the instinct, the sR{LLS

04 the speckled trout on

the f§4ighting bass.

You my sons,

will have to Learn

that inexplicable urge

to make that ome Last cast
and catch, perhaps, your fish.

And i you do,

you'LL be a sportsman,

a hikern, a gisherman,

a Loven o4 God's every creatune;
not a killer,

but a taker o4 $ish

on one who savons the beauty

of it all. VYou'll be a man.

You, my sons, you'll Learn

to be a visiton in the out-of-doons,

to Let youn cance glide silLently,

niding the breast of rivulet and wave.
And seek the solitude of yourn Annen sedf;
you must be a guest in a workd

preclous but so0 easily destroyed.

You cannot masten it.

You can destroy Ait.

But don't, my sons, don'z!

No matter what

your station 4in Life may be
you will have found,

as 1 have found,

your Love, your teacher,
your touchstone of reality.
And God upon you will smile.

-DAD




