
It is sad to walk the road alone 
instead of side by side, 

but to all there comes a moment
when the ways of life divide. 

After so many years of happiness 
then comes sorrow and tears, 

but we are left with beautiful memories 
to treasure through the years. 
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When someone you love dies 

When someone you love dies…
Words often fail you.

It is not the easiest thing to talk about.
There are times that it’s the only thing you want to talk about.

Then you are afraid that once you’ve started,
you wont stop talking about the someone you love who has died. 

When someone you love dies…
You see them everyday, because in your mind,

they are associated with ordinary things.
You find yourself staring into space as though feeding on silence.

Inside, you feel the silence is digging a huge hole that will never be filled.
Such is the emptiness you feel when someone you love has died.

When someone you loves dies…
You feel your life is going nowhere.

The only place you want to go is the graveyard.
It is where you left them and it is now the place you feel closest to them.

It is there that you find yourself in the company of others
who visit those they love who have died. 

When someone you love dies…
You are sure to remember them when November comes around.
It is the month when we come as a community to the graveyard.

We come mindful of the slow build of community  
from the ice - block of first grief

to the remembrances set in stone and honoured in visitation.
When someone you love dies…

November becomes a way of life.

The clock of life 

The clock of life is wound but once,
and no person has the power to tell

just when those hands will stop
at late or early hour.

Now is the only time we own,
Live, love, toil with a will,

place no faith in tomorrow for,
The clock may then be still.
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