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Garrett, sweet Garrett, such a beautiful boy,
Came into this world to bring us all joy.
He charmed everyone he happened to meet
With his disarming smile and his pattering feet,
His curly blond hair and arms made for hugs,
Eyes bright with innocence, a heart born to love.
The pride of his father, his mother’s delight,
A joy to his sisters, full of vibrant life.

But tragedy struck in a blink of an eye,
The candle blown out, no time for goodbyes.
A wave of despair, indescribable cries for
His little life taken, now gone like a sigh.
For who can console the hearts that are left,
Those who are weeping deep from their depths,
A Mother’s arms now aching with pain, and
A Dad’s only son never seen again?

But surely as the sun in the morning does shine
The prayers of the saints have begun to rise,
As hosts of believers offer their prayers
For those deep in sorrow, lost in despair.
And somehow, somewhere in the midst of this plight
The Father is moving, answering their cries
To be near to our family, to surround us in Love,
To comfort the hurting, to give strength from above.
For is not God the Father the very one
Who gave us His only begotten Son?
He feels the deep anguish, and sees all the fear,
And running down His face, there, too, are tears.

Oh, but if you could only see Garrett now,
You’d know that he’s happy and cared for so well.
He’s running and smiling, as he sings a sweet song,
He loves being with Jesus, to whom he belongs.
He’s found lots of laps on which he can climb,
And warm loving arms that rock when it’s time
To rest, and to simply bask in that place,
His new heavenly home, filled with Love and Grace.

For comfort only comes in knowing that when
You finally get to see him again
He’ll greet you and hug you so tight with joy,
And he’ll still be your little boy.
This is the promise of our Lord and King,
That those who believe in Him will be redeemed
To live with Him forever and ever,
This is our hope, this is our treasure.

But Garrett, sweet, Garrett, how sorely you’re missed
By our broken hearts, and unplanted kisses.
Never forgotten, always desperately loved,
There was no one sweeter, Garrett, our son.
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