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Sleep sound, my darling.

Part One:

A selection of original poems 

written by 

Angela Hossack

My Eyes Will Always See you

Do not give in to sorrow,

Because I slipped away from life;

Do not regret my passing

Or carry on in strife.

Continue on without me,

And remember happy times,

For my eyes will always see you,

And I’ll watch for all the signs.

Do not give in to heartache,

Because I left you all alone;

Do not lament my absence,

For that I can’t atone.

Persistence will befriend you,

Of that you can but trust,

Forbearance will sustain you,

Until ashes turn to dust.

Do not aggrieve too sorely,

Because my end has come too soon;

Do not protest too strongly,

Or bargain for a boon.

Accept that I am home now,

In the bosom of our Lord,

And my eyes will always see you,

Of that, you have my word.

Say Your Name

I will say your name every day, 

and I will remember how your eyes sparked,

and brightened your lovely face each time you smiled,

each time you caught my eye, or when I caught you unawares 

staring at the rain, or picking roses for the vase.

I will say your name when I dream, and awaken with the dawn,

on my lips, and forever in my grieving mind –

your name, my love -

drawing forth memory of the effervescent presence

that truly humbled, and sincerely honoured me.

I will say your name to summon up the times we laughed and loved,

and cried and cleaved, throughout the years,

despite the hurts;

a memorial to what’s forever gone, to what’s lost, but not forgotten,

forever more known, in the saying of your name.

The Void

It swallows me whole – this desolate void,

It crushes against me and stops all the air,

and keeps the tears from forming in my eyes,

though I’m desperate to rail, and desperate to cry, 

and anxious to feel, and anxious to know

the all-consuming loss of you – 

the wretched, deplorable

loss of you.

They say that the void is a temporary thing,

to dissipate with time,

but it gobbles me up, it suffocates,

and strives to render me useless

to family, to friends,

and how can I grieve, embraced in this void of 

absolute nothing?

how can I say goodbye?

The Light

At times it dimmed, and barely did it muster

The strength to bright your eyes,

At times it waned and spluttered,

And all too nearly dies;

At times it shone, and brightened on your face -

A glow of wondrous peace,

At times it touched your gracious smile,

Not to flicker nor to cease;

At times it flared, and brightly did it glisten -

Alive and blazing warm,

At times it soared and beckoned -

The balm to calm the storm;

And unto death - its radiance your bright guide -

Embracing, kind and true,

To shows the angels waiting,

To give life to you anew;

At times, that light does lovingly grace the room, 

To show that you are near,

And in our darkest moments,

Removes our bleakest fear.

Sleep Well, My Darling

Sleep well, my darling, 

Your rest is sorely earned,

Take comfort in the fact

You leave us unconcerned.

Sleep well, my darling,

And know that we won’t grieve,

For although you slumber,

You surely do not leave.

Sleep well, my darling,

For when the morning sun

Travels across the sky,

The end is not to die.

Sleep well, my darling,

Before the night is through,

God will be before you,

New life to give to you.

Sleep well, my darling,

And know that we are here,

To wait until our end,

To once again be near.

After the Dawn

Minutes stretch across the hours,

And black, black night takes hold,

Embracing all with sombre trepidation,

And we wonder, will the morning bring

Clear hope and ministration?

Each dreadful hour crawls forward,

And bright, bright day is lost, 

Denying night its rightful termination,

And we question, will the dawn be born

In fire and inspiration?

Then bright and radiant dawn,

And light, light morning comes

Conveying much imagined satisfaction,

Yet, thus far, all signs are blurred and lost,

In silent contemplation

After the dawn, a shining, vivid expectation,

And bleak, bleak shadows fall,

Silencing us with grievous desolation;

This - your life - untouched by blight or stain,

Wanes beneath our supplication.

Dawn brings silent death of night,

And dark, dark, mourning starts,

Conjoining all with blessed understanding,

And, all bowed heads and fractured hearts,

Prays for holy resurrection.

The Echo

Be still, listen,

And you will hear the gentle reverberation 

Of the blessed wings of angels;

And, in rapture,

Hear the echo of a life lived well;

Reap your righteous prize;

Embrace, and be embraced, in everlasting life;

Surrender your soul, and wrap yourself warmly

In His radiance,

And, in reverence,

Worship at His feet;

Be his child;

And we will live on earth, as you live in Heaven – 

Touched forever by your hand –

And, in Grace, exist in the reflection of your love.

Those Little Things Remembered

Those little things, so sore remembered,

At this time bring painful tears,

But, those little things remembered

Will bring comfort through the years

Those little things remembered,

In the heart and in the eye,

Tell us all quite strongly,

That you will never die.

Those little things remembered,

Like stories will unfold,

Across the years they’ll stretch and grow,

And be told and told and told.

Let Me Sleep a Moment

Let me sleep a moment,

For this sleep is sore desired,

It precedes the final fulfilment,

And brings life to deathly tired.

Let me pass to slumber,

Rest my spent and weary eyes,

And to feel the heavenly thunder,

Before it disappears and dies.

Let me soon slip away,

The blessed light awaits me,

It cannot tarry another day,

To receive me and set me free.

Let not grief define you,

As you say farewell to me,

Let God’s sweet majesty be the glue,

That binds and keeps me close to thee.

Granite Grey

We etched your name upon the stone,

Added birth and death,

And on the granite grey,

The whisper of the tool

Did say,

Beloved.

We etched an angel on the stone,

With embracing wings,

And on the granite grey,

The whisper of the tool 

Did say,

Forever.

We etched farewell upon the stone,

And added love with tears,

And on the granite grey,

The whisper of the tool

Did say,

Remembered.

The Robin

I saw it again today, our robin –

The one we saved.

It looked at me, then looked for you,

And in its glassy eye

I saw an absence,

And then, I knew,

And then, I truly felt

The empty space beside me.

So why, my love, to die?

The sun may shine high in the sky,

And the wind gust in the trees,

The seas may rise, and the tides abate,

So why, my love, to die?
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The clock may tick and minutes pass,

And the days turn into night,

Though the grass be soft beneath my feet,

So why, my love? Alas.

There may be birth and there may be hope,

And dawn appear regardless,

I need to know that you’re still there,

To stop this grief of madness.

Are you still here, not gone away?

Does life go on afresh?

And when tomorrow comes, in spite,

Will your spirit replace the flesh?

All questions remain unanswered,

Your loss was much too fast,

How are we to miss and mourn you?

To say, farewell, at last.

We’ll sing the hymns and say the prayers,

And weep our pity tears,

We’ll lay you soft to meet the earth

And remember you through the years.

Gone

The sun no longer warms your face

Nor lights your eyes,

And the smell of raindrops on your hair

Is gone;

And yet,

I hear the tinkle of your laugh,

In the silence of the night,

And I feel your hand,

Held fast in mine,

And sense your splendid light.

The days no longer spark with fun,

Nor wash with love,

And the taste of kisses on my lips,

Are gone,

And yet,

I feel your loving presence 

Fill the room,

The air alive with you,

Your very essence by my side,

Ablaze in glorious hue

The world no longer holds your soul,

Nor keeps your force,

And the life-light that did glisten,

Is gone,

And yet,

The memory of your selfless valour,

In sickness,

And in glory,

Enfolds me in such warm embrace,

And glorifies life’s story.

Time

Time –

So small,

The months and years that held you,

So short the spell, 

So, cruel the lapsing seconds

That rampaged past.

That fickle spread of wanton greed,

That snatched and tore,

And swallowed up

Our future,

And with abandon took

This precious soul.

What do they tell me?

That the passing of the months and years

Will bring about the peace

To heal my broken heart,

And ease the memory.

Yes, time will pass and, in my eye,

I see you still,

I see you through the days that

Would have come full circle

And I hold fast to that.

Time, be kind, be just, travel not in heaven,

So, my sweet love

Will live forever

Warm in the arms of our Lord.

Time sweep past my eyes

And bring forth hope of resurrection

So I may know a bittersweet

Reunion with my love.

In the Rustle of the Trees

I hear the whisper in the rustle of the trees,

And I wonder – 

Is it you?

It is a most familiar sound

That strokes my senses,

And reminds me of the melody

Of your voice.

To hear that whisper in the rustle of the trees,

Makes me ponder – 

Can it be?

There is a resonating doubt

Because you are gone

From my side and from this mortal earth.

I say, no.

I flout the whisper in the rustle of the trees,

And I suffer;

I feel pain.

For, with no hope of afterlife,

There is no promise 

Of resurrection and reunion

With my love.

I hear the whisper in the rustle of the trees,

And I discern,

It is you.

There is no falsehood in the sound,

No lie to behold,

You have spoken, and I have heard you,

And, I know.

Part Two: 

A selection of poems by unknown authors

Feel no Guilt in Laughter

Feel no guilt in laughter, he’d know how much you care.

Feel no sorrow in a smile that he is not here to share.

You cannot grieve forever; he would not want you to.

He’d hope that you could carry on the way you always do.

So, talk about the good times and the way you showed you cared.

The days you spent together, all the happiness you shared.

Let memories surround you, a word someone may say

Will suddenly recapture a time, an hour or a day.

That brings him back as clearly as though he were still here.

And fills you with the feeling that he is always near.

For if you keep those moments, you will never be apart

And he will live forever locked safely within your heart.

So, Go and Run Free

So, go and run free with the angels

Dance around the golden clouds

For the Lord has chosen you to be with him

And we should feel nothing but proud

Although he has taken you from us

And our pain a lifetime will last

Your memory will never escape us

But make us glad for the time we did have

Your face will always be hidden

Deep inside our hearts

Each precious moment you gave us

Shall never, ever depart

So, go and run with the angels

As they sing so tenderly

And please be sure to tell them

To take good care of you for me

When I am dead

cry for me a
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