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Love
-Alasdair MacKinnon 

Our son has died, we can't know why 
There's so much time to weep and sigh. 
His time on Earth was all too short, 
He did not have the life he ought. 
And yet my heart is filled with joy, 
When I but think of our baby boy. 

His skin was flawless, he felt warm, 
So like his Daddy in his form. 
His hair was light, and soft like down, 
We never had to see him frown. 
He felt so lovely in my arms, 
Our perfect child, with all his charms. 

Our son has gone, we can't reach there, 
It seems too great a grief to bear. 
He's with our God, and many friends, 
We'll all be joined at our lives' ends. 
For now, when I feel that I can't cope, 
I think of him, he is my hope
