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SOMETHING BECOMES NOTHING

When something becomes nothing

A breath

A look

A stir

As the curtains are pulled around us, standing there

So this is what death looks like

A gradual process

To ambiguousness

When we are still there with the man we all knew, and loved

And it is just as if the man we all knew is asleep

Imploring with a thousand glances

Received between us all in quick succession

A quick glance and I believe he is still breathing

I believe

I know

That this is happening

And this is what death is like

As the machines and tubes are removed

And we are alone

Alone

Frozen to stillness at this moment in time

When anything becomes preferable

A sight

A sound

A realization

That the man we knew, has finally gone
THE HAPPENING

Whatever has gone wrong

It's happened

Whatever has transpired none's to blame

Whatever we had planned to do Monday

This happened

Percy died and now life will not be the same

Whatever the Home did or didn't do

He fell ill

Whatever should have been done won't change that

Whatever our half term would have been

Now it won't be

Our lives irreversibly changed and that's a fact

NOT THIS TIME

I just want to get out of this city

Out of this room

Out of this hospital

Out of this time

I just want to get this day done and over with

Heard nothing but bad news

And I just want to cry

I just want to get away from family

The way they all look expectantly at me

The day shall begin again come the morning

And he'll be gone... he'll be gone

If you could see how he looked, how he had changed overnight

You would know, like I knew, that things would not turn out right

Seen in the glare of a harsh cold autumnal light

Not this time

No

Not this time

There is no returning

FOUR

Plans change unexpectedly

When family's involved

When the arrangements need to all be made

And mutual agreement's required

Four

Is the magic number

Four

Sharing ideas around

Plans fluid and without any certainty

As to what'll happen when and the things that must be

Consensus on the £££

Schedules alter imperceptibly

Every waking moment

When the plan of action must be written

In times transigent

Four

Is the cause celebre

Four

Throwing words at each other

What will happen in times of alacrity

When one's head is as cotton wool and unable to

Think clearly

The head of the household is dead

Grief and a muddled head

Making it difficult to remember just what the who said

Too many brothers, clustered together

Means that we achieve very little as a collective endeavour

In the funeral directors
THE INCIDENTALS

As the light through the eye of a needle

Is selected

Concentrated

So the memories sharpen as they become fewer with time

As all the incidentals fall by the way

Becoming less relevant every day

Specks of dust, that are blown away

Blow away

As the burden of natural selection

Is lessened

As we choose our own fate

So the people we remember are remembered for a reason

Distinguished from the masses

By their especial influence

Billowing clouds of nothingness, through which our memories

Must fight

A battle to recall certain dates and scenarios

Certain events

As the chaff left from the wheat is discarded

So we run our own mills

Grind our own corn

Both beloving, and being loved

In return

Beloving and being loved, in return

As the number of angels who dance

Vary

Drastically

The glass half empty and the glass half full

Are both two sides of the same, droll, coin

JUST WHAT WE ARE GATHERED HERE FOR (REFLECTION)

When a civil war

Of sorts

Threatens to tear us asunder

Family member fighting family member

We must all remember

Just what

We are all gathered here for

A chance to reflect on the life of one here no longer

When a sequence of battles

Erupts

Threatens to intercede abruptly

Years of pent-up resentment... jealousy

We must all remember

Just what

Has brought us all together

The celebration of a life

A person

Who kept all in order

Now that he is no longer here to control

We must attempt to keep the family whole

No arguing

No snitching

No back-biting or bickering

When a pleasant conversation threatens anarchy

When an argument threatens to destroy any unity

There may be

When a civil war

Of sorts

Threatens to tear us asunder

Family member fighting family member

We must all remember

Just what

We are all gathered here for

We are all gathered here for

Just what

We are all gathered here for

BLANK PAGE

As the days pass, already

The memory fades

The hours ticking away on the clock on the wall

As the days pass, pain rearranged

The grief starts to shift and our thoughts start to change

The past less important than forthcoming days

When we decide what to do with

The rest of our lives

As the days pass, already

The positives return

Although it will take a long time to fully recover

As the days pass, events now explained

The questions find their answers and our souls assuage

The who, what and why irrelevant at last

Having a blank page to write upon it

The history of us

The weeks, months, years shall be good ones

Once we get over the hurt we are both feeling

EMPTY HOLE

An empty hole now exists

In our days and our routines

We used to spend a great deal of our weekends

On our way to, on our way from you

A chasmic void's now appeared

In our lives, in our minds

We used to spend a great deal of our waking moments

Thinking of what needed to be done for you

Not begrudging

Not complaining

I never used to mind the things that simply had to be done

Not bemoaning nor ruefully woeing

Our regular-as-clockwork twice-weekly run

A strange abscess manifest

In our hearts and our being

We used to spend a great deal talking and worrying

Little realising the day had come that we'd lose you

WHEN I THINK OF HIM

When I think of him

I think

Laughter

Fun

I think of what a good friend he had become

Seen more of him than I had any other

When I think of him

I think

Spirit

Wit

He was full of a malicious joie de vivre

Poking fun at all with pleasant good humour

I loved him, you know

I loved him

And shall remember him forever

When I think of him

I think of so many different things

Laughter

Fun

Spirit

Wit

Smiles

I think of how he was in reality so very

Little trouble

Having everyone running around, after him

But in truth little complaining

A man who I consider it a pleasure to have known

And for whom I have so many memories

Of my own

WEEK OF MOURNING

The hustle and bustle

The to and fro

Nothing quite like a week of mourning

A week of mourning

The petrol that's used, the sheer expense

Words and actions employed

When nobody is thinking

Nothing quite like a week of mourning

Seven days of a week

Upon a loved-one's passing

The people involved, procedures to follow

Forms and applications made

Truly mind-boggling

All I am glad is that I was off work

To play a part

Though I should hardly know just what there still needs doing

Going around and around in virtual circles

Thanking doctors, carers, nurses

The handkerchiefs soiled with perpetual tears

The hustle and bustle

The to and fro

Stoically admiring the sheer professionalism

During a week of mourning

A DAY IN PAGHAM

Flicking through the pictures on my mobile phone

I found some photos

Of our day in Pagham

The blisteringly hot summer's day

Ice creams on the beach

Barbecue and laughter at 44 Harbour View Road

We spent several happy hours together

Flicking through the pictures on my mobile phone

I found some photos

Of our day at Westbourne

The occasion, your granddaughter's birthday

Congregating at 10 Commonside

In the days you would still go outside

Fathers Days at the Summer Palace restaurant in Selsey

Quick drink down at the pub on the corner

Such days now gone forever

Recorded for posterity on my mobile phone's camera

I know that you will never let us forget you

Wherever we might be or will do

Flicking through the pictures on my mobile phone

I found some photos

Of our day in Pagham

