
 

THE DARKLING THRUSH 

I leant upon a coppice gate  

      When Frost was spectre-grey,  

And Winter's dregs made desolate  

      The weakening eye of day.  

The tangled bine-stems scored the sky  

      Like strings of broken lyres,  

And all mankind that haunted nigh  

      Had sought their household fires.  

 

The land's sharp features seemed to be  

      The Century's corpse outleant,  

His crypt the cloudy canopy,  

      The wind his death-lament.  

The ancient pulse of germ and birth  

      Was shrunken hard and dry,  

And every spirit upon earth  

      Seemed fervourless as I.  

At once a voice arose among  

      The bleak twigs overhead  

In a full-hearted evensong  

      Of joy illimited;  

An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small,  

      In blast-beruffled plume,  

Had chosen thus to fling his soul  

      Upon the growing gloom.  

 

So little cause for carolings  

      Of such ecstatic sound  

Was written on terrestrial things  

      Afar or nigh around,  

That I could think there trembled through  

      His happy good-night air  

Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew  

      And I was unaware.  



 

 

Our lives go on.... 

 

Our lives go on without you 

But nothing is the same, 

We have to hide our heartaches 

When someone speaks your name. 

 

Sad are the hearts that love you 

Silent the tears that fall, 

Living our hearts without you 

Is the hardest part of all. 

 

You did so many things for us 

Your heart was kind and true, 

And when we needed someone 

We could always count on you. 

 

The special years will not return 

When we were all together, 

But with the love within our hearts 

You will walk with us forever. 

  



 

To Those Whom I love & Those Who Love Me 

 

When I am gone, release me, let me go. 

I have so many things to see and do, 

You mustn't tie yourself to me with too many tears, 

But be thankful we had so many good years.  

 

I gave you my love, and you can only guess 

How much you've given me in happiness. 

I thank you for the love that you have shown, 

But now it is time I travelled on alone.  

 

So grieve for me a while, if grieve you must, 

Then let your grief be comforted by trust. 

It is only for a while that we must part, 

So treasure the memories within your heart.  

 

I won't be far away for life goes on. 

And if you need me, call and I will come.  

 

Though you can't see or touch me, I will be near. 

And if you listen with your heart, you'll hear, 

All my love around you soft and clear.  

 

 

And then, when you come this way alone, 

I'll greet you with a smile and a 'Welcome Home'. 

  



 

 

            I SHALL ALWAYS BE NEAR YOU

  

From a letter written by Major Sullivan Ballou to his wife Sarah one week before the first 

Battle of the Bull Run, in the   American Civil War fought on July 21 1861 in which Major 

Ballou was killed. 

 

If I do not return, my dear Sarah, never forget how much I loved you, nor that when my 

last breath escapes me on the battlefield, it will whisper your name…”If the dead can 

come back to this earth and flit unseen around those they loved, I shall always be near 

you: in the gladdest days and in the darkest nights…. always, always,  and  if there be a 

soft breeze upon your cheek, it shall be my breath, as the cool air fans your throbbing 

temple, it shall be my spirit…” 

 

 


