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REFLECTIONS A POEM SELECTION 

 

 

Do not stand at my grave and weep; I am not there. I do not sleep. I am a thousand winds 

that blow. I am the diamond glints on the snow. I am the gentle autumn's rain. When 

you awaken in the morning's hush, I am the swift uplifting rush Of quiet birds in 

circled flight. I am the soft stars that shine at night. Do not stand at my grave and cry; 

I am not there. I did not die.  

Anon  

 

 

Death is nothing at all..... I have only slipped away into the next room.  

I am I and you are you. Whatever we were to each other that we are still.  

Call me by my old familiar name, speak to me in the easy way which you always 

used.  

Put no difference in your tone; wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow.  

Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed together.  

Play, smile, think of me, pray for me. Let my name be ever the household word  

that it always was. Let it be spoken without effort, without the ghost of a shadow on it. Life 

means all that it ever meant.  

It is the same as it ever was; there is absolutely unbroken continuity.  

Why should I be out of mind  

because I am out of sight? I am waiting for you for an interval,  

somewhere very near, just around the corner. All is well.  

Henry Scott Holland  

 

It was beautiful as long as it lasted, the journey of my life, I have no regrets whatsoever, 

save the pain I'll leave behind. Those dear hearts who love and care, and the heavy with 

sleep ever moist eyes, the smile in spite of a lump in the throat and the strings pulling at 

the heart and soul, The strong arms that held me up when my own strength let me 

down, each morsel that I was fed with was full of love. At every turning of my life I came 

across good friends, friends who stood by me, even when the time raced me by. Farewell 

farewell my friends, I smile and bid you goodbye. No, shed no tears, for I need them 

not, all I need is your smile, If you feel sad, do think of me, for that's what I'll like, 

when you live in the hearts of those you love, remember then...... you never die.  

Gitanjali  
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One night a man had a dream. He dreamed he was walking along a beach with the Lord. 

Across the sky flashed scenes from his life. For each scene, he noticed two sets of 

footprints in the sand; one belonged to him, and the other to the Lord. When the last 

scene of his life flashed before him, he looked back at the footprints in the sand. He noticed 

that many times along the path of his life there was only one set of footprints. He also 

noticed that this happened at the very lowest and saddest times in his life. This really 

bothered him and he questioned the Lord about it. “Lord, you said that once I 

decided to follow you, you'd walk with me all the way. But I have noticed that 

during the most troublesome times in my life there is only one set of footprints. I don't 

understand why when I needed you most you would leave me". The Lord replied, “My 

son. My precious child, I love you and I would never leave you. During your times of trial 

and suffering when you see only one set of footprints, it was then that I carried you”.  

 

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone, Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy 

bone, Silence the pianos and with muffled drum Bring out the coffin, let the mourners 

come. Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead Scribbling on the sky the 

message He is Dead, Put Crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves, 

Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves. He was my North, my South, my 

East and West, My working week and my Sunday-rest, My noon, my midnight, my talk , 

my song; I thought that love would last forever: I was wrong The stars are not wanted now: 

put out every one; Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun; Pour away the ocean and 

sweep up the wood, For nothing now can ever come to any good.  

W.H. Auden  

 

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: He 

leadeth me beside the still waters. He restoreth my soul: He leadeth me in the paths of 

righteousness for his name's sake. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 

shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they 

comfort me. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: 

thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. Surely goodness and mercy shall 

follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.  

Happy the man, and happy he alone, He who can call today his own: He who, secure 

within, can say, Tomorrow do thy worst, for I have lived today. Be fair or foul or rain or shine 

The joys I have possessed, in spite of fate, are mine. Not Heaven itself upon the past 

has power, But what has been, has been, and I have had my hour. John Dryden  
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May the road rise to meet you, May the wind be always at your back, May the sun shine 

warm upon your face, May the rains fall softly upon your fields, Until we meet 

again, May God hold you in the hollow of his hand  

 

 

 

If I should die and leave you here a while Be not like others, sore, undone, who keep  

Long vigils by the silent dust and weep For my sake; turn again to life and smile  

Leaving thy heart and tender hand to do Something to comfort other hearts than mine. 

Complete those dear unfinished tasks of mine And I, perchance, may therein comfort 

you.  

Attrib. A. Price Hughes  

 

 

I am standing upon that foreshore. A ship at my side spreads her white sails to the 

morning breeze and starts for the blue ocean. She is an object of beauty and strength 

and I stand and watch her until at length she hangs like a speck of white clouds just 

where the sea and sky come down to mingle with each other. Then someone at my side 

says, "There! She's gone!" "Gone where?" "Gone from my sight, that's all". She is just 

as large in mast and spar and hull as ever she was when she left my side; just as able 

to bear her load of living freight to the place of her destination. Her diminished size is in 

me, not in her. And just at that moment when someone at my side says, "There! She's 

gone!" there are other eyes watching her coming and other voices ready to take up the 

glad shout, "Here she comes!"  

......and that is dying.  

Victor Hugo  
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Go placidly amid the noise and haste, and remember what peace there may be in 

silence. As far as possible without surrender be on good terms with all persons. Speak 

your truth quietly and clearly, and listen to others, even the dull and ignorant, they to 

have their story. Avoid loud and aggressive persons, they are vexations to the spirit. If 

you compare yourself with others, you may become vain and bitter, for always there will 

be greater and lesser persons than yourself. Enjoy your achievements as well as your 

plans. Keep interested in your own career, however humble, it is a real possession in 

the changing fortunes of time. Exercise caution in your business affairs, for the world is 

full of trickery. But let this not blind you to what virtue there is, many persons strive for 

high ideals, and everywhere life is full of heroism. Be yourself. Especially do not feign 

affection. Neither be cynical about love, for in the face of all aridity and disenchantment 

it is perennial as the grass. Take kindly the counsel of the years, gracefully surrendering 

the things of youth. Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune. But do 

not distress yourself with imaginings. Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness. 

Beyond a wholesome discipline, be gentle with yourself. You are a child of the universe, 

no less than the trees and the stars, you have a right to be here. And whether or not it is 

clear to you, no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should. Therefore be at peace with 

God, whatever you conceive him to be, and whatever your labours and aspirations, in 

the noisy confusion of life keep peace with your soul. With all its sham, drudgery and 

broken dreams, it is still a beautiful world. Be cheerful. Strive to be happy  

Max Ehrmann  

 

 

To everything there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven:  

A time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, and a time to pluck up that which is 

planted;  

A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, and a time to dance;  

A time to get, and a time to lose; a time to keep, and a time to cast away;  

If I should go before the rest of you Break not a flower nor inscribe a stone Nor when I'm 

gone speak in a Sunday voice But be the usual selves that I have known Weep if you 

must Parting is hell  

But life goes on So sing as well.  

Joyce Grenfell  

 

 

 

A time to rend, and a time to sew; a time to keep silence, and a time to speak;  

A time to love, and a time to hate; a time of war, and a time of peace.  

Ecclesiastes Chapter 3, verses i-ii, iv, vi-viii  
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Not, how did he die, but how did 
he live? 
Not, how did he die, but how did he live? 
Not, what did he gain, but what did he give? 
These are the units to measure the worth 
Of a man as a man, regardless of his birth. 
Nor what was his church, nor what was his creed? 
But had he befriended those really in need? 
Was he ever ready, with words of good cheer, 
To bring back a smile, to banish a tear? 
Not what did the sketch in the newspaper say, 
But how many were sorry when he passed away? 
Anonymous 
 

 

She Is Gone (He Is Gone) 
You can shed tears that she is gone 
Or you can smile because she has lived 
You can close your eyes and pray that she will come back 
Or you can open your eyes and see all that she has left 
Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her 
Or you can be full of the love that you shared 
You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday 
Or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday 
You can remember her and only that she is gone 
Or you can cherish her memory and let it live on 
You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back 
Or you can do what she would want: smile, open your eyes, love and go on. 
David Harkins 
 

If I should die and leave you here a while Be not like others, sore, undone, who keep  

Long vigils by the silent dust and weep For my sake; turn again to life and smile  

Leaving thy heart and tender hand to do Something to comfort other hearts than mine. 

Complete those dear unfinished tasks of mine And I, perchance, may therein comfort 

you. Attrib. A. Price Hughes  



Brunskill Family Funeral Service 
 
 

 

I am standing upon that foreshore. A ship at my side spreads her white sails to the 

morning breeze and starts for the blue ocean. She is an object of beauty and strength 

and I stand and watch her until at length she hangs like a speck of white clouds just 

where the sea and sky come down to mingle with each other. Then someone at my side 

says, "There! She's gone!" "Gone where?" "Gone from my sight, that's all". She is just 

as large in mast and spar and hull as ever she was when she left my side; just as able 

to bear her load of living freight to the place of her destination. Her diminished size is in 

me, not in her. And just at that moment when someone at my side says, "There! She's 

gone!" there are other eyes watching her coming and other voices ready to take up the 

glad shout, "Here she comes!"  

......and that is dying.  
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