
Dedicated to

Jack Hall & His Best Friend Elmo. 



I met Jack when I was not even a year 
old.  I was so tiny, I was able to fit in the 

palm of his hand and he only said one 
word,  “sold!” 



At age 6 , fireworks scared me half to death. Once 
they started to pop and bang in the sky, Jack would 

be there to help me catch my breath.



By age 7 , I had so many toys, but there was 
only one I truly cared about; It was a big 

brown dog named Scout.






