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Lyrics by Doug Stewart

Didn't We Love Him?
Music by Lex de Azevedo

When

mp

he was just a lit tle- boy, things were diff 'rent- then.

Rubato q = 90

With
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eyes of trust he looked to us to lead the way. When he came to us with fears, we would
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From the Saturday's Warrior Motion Picture

Copyright © 1974 Azevedo Music, ASCAP
All Rights Reserved.
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But things were diff 'rent- then, for he was just my lit tle-
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laugh a way- his tears.
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boy.
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When

mp

I was just a lit tle- boy, things were

DŒ„Š9 GŒ„Š7 G(„ˆˆ9)/B D(„ˆˆ9)

diff 'rent then. I fol lowed- them with child like- faith from day to day. When I came to them with fears, they would
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wipe a way- my tears. But things were diff 'rent- then I was just a lit tle-
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The years

mf

have passed like sum mer- dew up -

20

The years

mf

have passed like sum mer- dew up -

boy.

D

mf

GŒ„Š7

on the grass. The lit tle- boy that held our hand grew up so fast. There
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on the grass. The lit tle- boy that held our hand grew up so fast. There
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was a time he loved us the way we love him now. But grow ing- up has changed it all some-
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was a time he loved us the way we love him now.
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how. Did n't- we love

f

him? Did n't- we raise him well? Did n't- we

a tempo
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Did n't- we love

f

him? Did n't- we raise him well? Did n't- we

Why

f

can't they love me? Why can't they un der- stand?-
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do our best in spite of all the pain? We would do it all a gain- and
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I'm not a child. I'm a man. Why can't they love me for the
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more the same. Did

p

n't- we love him?
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per son- that I am? Love

p

me in spite of me. Why can't they love me?
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