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Grief and loss
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Poem #1

You came when my life was empty,

You filled my world with sunshine,

And my heart with joy;

My life was full of you.

And now you’ve gone, so swiftly and so silently…

You were like a dream that flits on,

Filling a void

With colour and music

For just a moment,

And then leaves,

Leaving the void emptier than before,

And darker…
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Poem #2

I was sitting by the stream,

When I felt sleep capture me;

You came to me in a sweet dream,

And told me how much you loved me.

 

And then again, I saw you, dear,

As if you were still so near;

Your eyes held in their depths a light,

And your whole face shone so bright,

 

Ah, how sweet, my love, was that one dream

That I saw while by that stream,

Till I woke and saw those trees,

That brought back all your memories;

 

But you are gone now, gone from me,

Though your love is still with me;

Death has claimed you for its own,

And I can only sit and mourn.
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Poem #3

Once again it is spring.

But you are gone.

All my dreams have faded,

Like the flower you gave me so long ago.

I want to call out to you,

To cry,

But I cannot.

I cannot get through to you.

Knocking on a door that won’t open-

That’s all my life is now.

I look at the picture on the wall-

A rabbit mailing a letter

Into a post box that has an OUT OF ORDER sign-

Just like my trying to get through to you!

I look at your photograph-

Even that has begun to fade,

Like the flower you gave me once.

That’s all I have left of you now,

A relic of a broken dream.
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Poem #4

Sleep tight, my child,

Sleep tight,

 

You are free of this world,

Free of the cares, the worries,

You will never know the pain of loss,

No sorrow shall darken your face,

No frown shall crease your brow,

No tears shall wet your cheeks,

 

You are at rest now.

Sleep tight.

 

I shall miss you, of course

I shall miss you.

 

I shall miss the chance of knowing you,

Of watching you grow up,

I shall miss your first steps,

Your fingers in mine,

I shall miss your smile that I’ve seen,

Only in my dreams,

I shall miss all the years that we should have had,

And shall feel cheated.

 

Yet, you are at rest now.

Sleep tight.
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Poem #5

The battle over, the city is in ruins;

Its captain slain, its army beaten.

No more will its people smile,

No child shall ever play in its streets again,

The sacred hallows have been desecrated.

Happiness is a distant memory,

And the world is a strange, unfriendly place,

A barren wasteland where nothing blooms.

Maybe time will dull the pain,

And blur the edges of memory,

All that remains now 

Is the black cloud of gloom,

And the disbelief,

And anger,

And the ‘Why?’ that reverberates across the city.

Maybe the Gods were jealous . . .
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Poem #6

My friend,

You I miss,

More than I can say.

I still remember

A Sunday afternoon-

The blazing sun,

The crowd,

The suffocation.

But you were there,

Your words

Holding me up,

Giving me strength.

You may have forgotten,

But I remember,

And every now and then,

I remember,

And miss you

More than ever.
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Poem #7

Life was simple once.

I had a father.

Now,

I just feel like an orphan.

Small inconveniences pile up,

Till I learnt

Not to think,

Not to feel,

Not to live,

But just to survive,

One day to the next.

No thought

For tomorrow,

No dreams,

No grand ambitions,

No interest in anything,

Not even love is left.

Only a numbness,

And a total indifference,

To everyone around me.
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Poem #8

I think of you, or maybe I dream.

And each thought is a shaft

That pierces my heart.

The wrongs I have done,

The mistakes I have made,

And now, you have left,

And I know you will never return.

And now when I think of you,

All I can remember, 

Is your smile, your laughter,

The way you used to care,

The way you used to love.

And now I weep for the love

That I threw away 

For a trifle . . .
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Poem #9

Ten years-

They weigh me down like a ton of bricks.

Ten years-

A life destroyed, another one born.

Ten years

Of pain, of loss,

Of seeing my life fall to pieces around me.

Ten years-

The light of hope no longer glimmers in my eyes,

I’ve become a stranger to myself.

Ten years-

I’ve come full circle.

Maybe it’s time to pick up the pieces,

To start rebuilding,

To go on.
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Poem #10

For just a moment today,

I felt my loss.

For just a moment,

The old pain resurfaced,

The old wound that had never completely healed,

Was torn open by memories.

Wish I could go back,

To before that time,

And seek refuge

In the arms that never spurned me.
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Poem #11

A chill has crept into my heart,

A chill like death.

Your smile lingers in my heart,

And that too feels like death.
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Poem #12

When I think of you, I feel a suffocation, a constriction around my heart that leaves me breathless.

I try not to think of you, and I clutter my life and fill up my time so I won’t have to think of you.

I do not want to think of you, and I try to forget all the might-have-beens and would-have-beens.

I refuse to acknowledge my regret and my grief, and I try to convince myself that I can be happy without you,

And I go on with my life, and try to forget the constant echo of your voice in my ears, and your smile, and even the fact that I ever knew you.

You are a never ending ache in my heart, a hole in the centre of my being, an emptiness in my life,

And at times I stop to breathe, and admit to myself that I have no life without you.
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Poem #13

Your face still lingers as I saw it that last time,

Your voice still echoes as I heard it that last time,

Here in the now, I feel like an orphan,

And that’s when I miss you the most;

And that’s when I realise that

The gaping hole at the centre of my life,

Has your size and shape.

 


[image: Image]

Poem #14

I go on,

As if nothing has changed.

I do my work,

I enjoy it.

I chat, laugh, shop and surf the net.

I read, and write, and enjoy them still.

I eat and sleep a lot better now.

And yet,

When I stop to think,

There is a corner in my heart 

Where you still live,

And not a moment goes by

When I do not miss your presence.
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Poem #16

The grief I feel

Is not the grief of losing you,

But the grief of losing what I once felt for you.

For the emptiness I feel when I see you now,

When once my heart leapt with joy,

The total indifference I feel,

Is a matter of regret.

And I wish

For the familiar pain of heart-break,

Just so I can love you again.
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Poem #17

His chair is empty,

Her heart is too.
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Poem #18

Hold not back your grief, love; let your tears flow,

Yet, show not a moment, to him your mournful face.

Let your heart bleed, love; do not soften the blow,

Scream inside your head, love; rave and rant at the fates.

 

Do not reveal ever to him, the grief of your heart,

Strength he finds in your smile in despite of his pain,

Scream and sob in silence, take comfort in your art,

Lean on your family and in silence share your pain,

 

Tell me your heart, love; let me wipe your tears,

I wish to make you laugh, to bring to your eyes those smiles,

Let me hold you close, love; you who are so dear,

Let me share your grief, though apart we are in miles.
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