
JASON

It seems like only yesterday
we found out you were ill.

They said that it was cancer;
the room got very still.

We thought that you’d be better,
that it would be okay.
The hope grew larger

with each passing day.

You fought and hated treatment;
for that I’m sorry, dear.
If only it had worked,

you would still be here.

We often ask the question:
why did you take our Jay?
God answers that question

a little more each day.

A hand reached down to take you,
to take you home above.
A beautiful thing coming
just flying like a dove.

We love you dearly, Jason,
for that you will agree,
Just give us inspiration

so we will join thee.

–Dennis McGinnis


