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I lost my son the other day 
           My first born child I loved so much 

                      A very special loving man, 
 

     I want to hold and hug him tight 
   Say I’m so proud to be his Mum 

                     I feel his love but I still sob 
 

It was an unexpected shock 
   To lose him at the prime of life 
  It seems unreal, not really true 

 
             A wasp nest disturbed cost him dear, 

                     An allergy we did not know 
         Took over from this lifetimes plans 

 
          I miss you Bruce, with all my heart, 

  I hope we’ll meet in future time 
                 When all the tears have cleansed the pain 

 
 

Corin Jasmine Dienes 
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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 snow, 
 
I am the sunlight on ripened grain, 
 
I am the gentle autumn 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 


