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Johnny found an acorn and put it in his pocket 

Along with other treasures—a little plastic rocket, 

A marble, six fat worms, and a tiny silver ring; 

In the pocket of his jeans he stored ‘most anything. 

 

He sorted all his treasures when it was dinnertime, 

Gave sister Sue the ring, and she gave him a dime; 

His worms, into his bait-can to save for fishing trips; 

His rocket and the marble in a box marked: Snaps & Snips. 

 

And after John had eaten, he took the acorn out; 

He planted it with tender care and hoped it soon would sprout. 

He watered it and watched the spot, but after many a day 

His interest waned, soon he forgot, and heedless went his way. 

 

Some years went by. Then Johnny saw a little seedling there; 

Recalled just how he’d planted it and lavished it with care. 

So through the years he watched the little tree grow strong— 

And through the years John grew up too; ’twas really not so long. 

 

John’s body grew, his mind grew too, and he increased in grace, 

God cared for him his lifetime through, and now he takes his place 

Among the “three-score years and ten”—the older generation, 

And he discerns more fully the extent of God’s creation. 

 

Throughout the years a special place within his memory 

Was given to the thriving oak; he labeled it “my tree.” 

But John knew that the Lord had made the acorn that his hand 

Had put into the ground—’twas as the Lord had planned. 

 

And God had made the soil, the sunshine and the rain 

And everything the tree required. ’Twas really very plain 

That his life and the tree’s life, both by God begun 

Were nourished every moment while their race on earth was run. 
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