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One life 
so short 
gone,  
but not forgotten 
 
One life 
to me more precious 
than gold 
 
One life 
hurting me 
beyond words 
changing me 
forever 
 
One life 
my child 
my life 
 
me 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Before we start 
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We all like stories and what I am about to share is just another story. 
In this case it is the story of a tiny life that had little relevance to the 

cosmic world in which we live. A tiny life that made no contribution 
and left nothing behind. Just another baby that struggled and in the 
end did not make it onto the Planet. 

 
That’s the world view but not mine. This tiny life, which lasted such a 
short time, has left an indelible mark on my life – much pain, some 

hope, and a little change for the better. I still have a long way to go in 
this story. I can’t let the memory die. I  must try and find some 
answers and some meaning. If I cannot, my life will fall apart and 

never be put together again. 
 
I am not alone. Millions of other parents have walked my path, are 

walking it or will, sadly, walk it in the future. For us, our lost children 
are more precious than gold. It’s not just the parents who struggle. 
Millions of grandparents grieve for their lost grandchildren, see the 

broken hearts of their grieving children and are bewildered by the 
white heat of a grief they cannot begin to fathom, yet have to share.  
 

We just want to be heard. We just cannot let these lives slip away 
without so much as a sigh. We are desperate to preserve them, and 
make them count for something. There must be more than a bucket of 

tears. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Just another baby 
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Thirty five years ago my son Philip died. After a troubled pregnancy, 

he only survived his birth by three hours. Since that day, millions - 
billions have been born and died. Against this vast tide of humanity, 
Philip’s life had about the same impact as dropping one grain of sand 

into the mighty ocean. He would not have even created a ripple. But 
he was and is precious to me. It’s in our remembering that we give 
value to those who, in the eyes of the history, have no value or no 

meaning.  
 

It’s in our cherishing of their precious memory, in the way we react, 

the way we are changed, the way we cope and move forward, that we 
make the most of what is insignificant and meaningless to others. So 
Philip was and is precious to the history of our race - and so is your 

“Philip.”  Somehow we have to try to make sense of the senseless, to 
come to terms with pain, and in some amazing way, transform it into 
creativity.  

 
In what follows, I have put together the events, and the poetry and 
thoughts which they formed within me through this event and its 

aftermath. I hope that others who travel the pathways of pain and 
sorrow will find, through this material, that they too, can begin to 
treasure the memories of those who they no longer have with them 

day by day.  
 
We could put this book down now, and think no more about our 

sorrows. That’s perfectly understandable, and one way of coping with 
things. There are many ways, and no one of them is right or wrong. All 
I can say is that in facing my great inner darkness was for me, the 

only way out. I hope you can find yours. Maybe this book will help, 
and maybe it cannot help. I am trying to explain my path in the hope 
that some will be lifted a little in their journey. 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Taking up the bucket 
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Once as a child 
I ran down to the waves,  
trapped them in my bucket 
and shouted in excitement 
"Look, I’ve caught the sea !" 

 
But as I poured it on the sand 
it only soaked away.  
I cried to think 
how many times  
I must catch the waves 
to drain the sea.  
 
The Ocean      
ignored my tears.  
Waves, thundering permanence 
crushed my infant heart.  
 
So it is for me 
and my lost child.  
I thought I’d done 
with all my sorrow.  
But as I poured my grief away 
I found it was not so.  
 
I had only carried  
one bucket of tears 
from an ocean of pain.  
 
How many more 
til it is done ? 

 

The beginning 
 

Three fine sons would be enough for most men and so I had planned 

it. But sometimes, nature has a way of upsetting all our plans, and 
when Mary came up to me rather sheepishly one morning, with that 
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“there’s something I want to tell you” look, I was amazed, and we 
were delighted. Number four! The surgery had arranged to do the 

pregnancy checks, but I had no doubts. We had already been through 
three pregnancies, and I could read the signs, but it had to be done. 
When the results came though, we were away on holiday and Mary 

phoned from a telephone box. “ Yes,” said the receptionist, “It’s 
positive!”  Mary asked “Are you sure you’ve got the right Mrs. Smith?” 
I laughed and one of the boys did a cart wheel on the grass outside 

the telephone box. I was much more restrained. I jumped up and 
down pumping the air and yelling at the top of my voice “YES!! YES!! 
YES!!” It being England, no one took the slightest notice. 

 

Changing times 
 
The whole process of care began again as it had on previous 

occasions. But times were changing in the medical profession. 
Previously Mary had gone to all her appointments alone. Now I was 

expected to attend every one of them with her - much nicer. Our first 
visit to the Consultant however, brought the first hint of trouble. Mary 
had been using the IUD coil, (a form of contraception) which had 

spectacularly failed to do it’s job, but it was still in place. Mary asked 
the key question - “But it will be OK won’t it?” There was the tiniest 
hesitation in the Consultant’s reply. Mary didn’t notice it but I did - I 

tend to pick up on such things very quickly. In that hesitation I felt the 
first warning signs. I saw that trouble might lay ahead.  

 

In and out of hospital 
 
Previous pregnancies had been normal. We had all the usual things- 
sickness, blood pressure and so on, but nothing that we could not  

handle. But this time things were different. Mary was in and out of 
hospital for reasons that were not always clear to us. The Doctors were 
concerned about something, but they were keeping things to 

themselves. We don’t blame them for this – they were just hoping that 
things would work out, and were trying to be optimistic. This period 
was a great strain for all of us. We had three young children who 

demanded a lot of us. I had a busy job which took a lot of my time. 
Most husbands find themselves in the same position. Life goes on 
regardless. Mary kept positive. She had a life to protect. But I noticed 

a very disturbing fact. Other women in the ward, in the same position 
and with similar symptoms were losing their babies. Despite all the 
encouragement which we were receiving, I began to feel increasingly 

uneasy. Would all be well?  
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A sad day 
 

After 28 weeks, Mary had to go into hospital with a serious 
hemorrhage. I waited, and prayed. We all waited and prayed, but 
these prayers were not to be answered as we hoped. In the early 

hours of one morning, with me beside her, Mary went into labour, and 
Philip was born. He struggled for life from the first moment and we 
were frightened. The staff looked serious and he was rushed to the 

special care nursery.  
 
The Midwife showed us the baby, but we wanted him taken as quickly 

as possible to the intensive care unit. I made what I believe to be the 
biggest mistake of my life - I never held him. This was all happening 
many years ago. Times and understandings have changed and today I 

feel sure that we would have been lovingly made to hold our baby. But 
we didn’t, and over thirty years later I still regret this mistake. But we 

were two frightened people and we didn’t know what we should have 
done.  
 

Philip was taken to the special care unit which was on the top floor of 
the hospital. I waited in a room to the side of the main ward. It was 
very lonely. Looking down into the car park, I saw a car drive up, and  

a man get out and rush into the hospital. Funny how small details stick 
-  he was wearing a bow tie! Thirty minutes later, this same man was 
standing in my room, telling me “Mr. Smith, we will do all we can, but 

I fear. . . ” 
  

I was very tired. I had been up all night and I had the other children to 

consider, so I went home to get them ready for school. Looking back, 
it is easy for me to condemn myself for leaving Mary, but many 
parents find themselves in the same position. Despite what was 

happening in the hospital, the younger children have to be looked 
after. 
 

I had not been home long when a nurse phoned from the hospital. She 
didn’t say much – just cried down the phone. “That’ O.K. nurse” I said. 
“I understand. This has been a very hard call for you to make.” 

Thirty minutes later, I was holding Mary in my arms. Philip had lived 
for less than 3 hours. One hundred and eighty minutes. I little 
understood what a devastation those minutes would cause in my life. I 

had my bucket of tears now, and I would have to carry it many a 
weary mile into the coming years as I searched for my own healing. 
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Healing would come - eventually 
 
Mostly, my healing would come, but I didn’t appreciate how long it 

would take, and how hard was the path I would have to walk along. 
Nor could I see that this path might also be the path to a fuller and 
deeper understanding of myself, and of the pain and sorrow that 

touched the lives of so many people. I had lived my life, aware of 
suffering from the outside. Now, I was about to experience it from the 
inside.  

 
The next Sunday I had to open the Church as usual and lead the 
Services. I was Vicar of the Parish. As I stood at the front of the 

Church, I looked at the congregation which I had seen every Sunday 
for nearly three years, but now they looked different. So many of them 
were hurting and so many of them were broken by their hard 

experiences of life. How come I had never seen this before? If I had 
been a little more aware, I would have seen that already Philip’s life 

was changing me – opening my eyes to the needs and hurts of others 
- needs and hurts I had not previously been able to see.  
 

But all that lay in the future. To me, at that moment, Philip’s life was 
lost, wasted and of no value. I drove home and on the way this 
thought came into my mind. “I will never be able to buy Philip a 

teddybear.” I should have stopped the car, laid down in the road and 
screamed my grief to the sky. But I didn’t – and I should have! In that 
moment the hurt dived inwards and downwards and it would tear my 

life to shreds. This was the first taste of the bitterness to come. 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

I want to hold the moments. 
They are all I have 
but when I do 
they cut like broken glass 
and I bleed. 
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But if I don’t hold them 
I have lost everything 
for they are all I have. 
God help me – 
this is a 
living crucifixion. 

 
 

Once home, I faced a tough moment – telling the children. What 
should I tell them? And how? And when? I thought about it all day. But 

children respect honesty, and they have a way of handling things 
which is different to adults. So when they got home from school, I just 
told them the truth. It was very traumatic for all of us, but I’m sure 

my honesty paved the way for their healing. Strange isn’t it – I let 
them into the grief and they found their way through it. But I could not 
let myself into it, and it took me thirty years to find some balance and 

some acceptance. I should have treated myself in the same way as I 
treated them. But I was hurting too much to allow anyone or anything 
to get close. 

 
 

I want to reach out,  
to take love,  
but I cannot.  
 
Here in this dark place, where I am 
there are no windows to let in the light.  
I sob and cry, I wither and die.  
"Help me" is what I should say 
but I cannot, and so I waste away.  
 
  
 
She is gentle, coaxing,  
trying to reach me.  
Her voice, longing,  
reaches down the tunnel 
calling "Come" 
 
But I cannot.  
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Too many hurts warn 
"Do not go out there." 
Too many sorrows cause a din 
to crowd out hope’s whisper.  
Emptiness, a cloak of lead,  
weighs me down.  
 
I am held, by her.  
She only wants to heal 
and I only want to be healed 
of the intensity of the pain 
that tears at me.  
Oh God, if only I could ask.  

 

 
Practical things 

 

Practical things had to be done. Registering Philip’s death gave me 
quite a shock. I had to register his birth first. Thinking about it 
afterwards, that was logical, but somehow it did not feel right. The 

first shockwaves of what was to come arrived when I went to a friend’s 
house for breakfast. Over the coffee he said “Well, at least you didn’t 
get to know him so you won’t feel the loss too much.” Ouch! 

 
This was something I never got used to. Philip was a unique individual 
and intensely precious to me. He had made a massive impact on my 

emotions - one I had not yet even begun to understand, but to this 
person he was something to be forgotten. “Something” expresses his 
attitude well. Philip - a used car which can be scrapped and replaced 

with another when necessary.  
 
There is a truth about losing a child - unless we have lost one we can 

never understand the intensity of the pain. We belong to a club.  
There is only one way in, regardless of sex, wealth or intellect. Those 
inside understand. Those outside can try, but they can never 

understand. A painful lesson to me.  

 
I longed to hear 
the sound of your voice, 
to laugh with you 
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and share manly things. 
 
It was not to be 
but do not fear. 
You are precious to me 
more precious than gold. 
You rest secure in my heart. 
 
Always together 
forever. 

 
The funeral came and went. Mary was too ill to attend, so I did it with 
just one friend to support me. This seemed right to me. I had given 

Philip his life, and now I marked the end of that earthy life. Perhaps 
because I am a Vicar it was not quite so hard as it might have been, 
but even now, three decades later, I cannot bring myself to visit the 

Garden of remembrance, where Philip’s ashes were scattered, so 
maybe I am deluding myself. The next day I brought Mary home from 
hospital, and my agony started. 

 

 
 
 

 
The sorrows 
 
Many voices 
asking and demanding. 
But I had nothing left to give. 
I only wanted to hear 
one voice 
but his 
had been silenced 
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forever. 
 

 
I had always thought of myself as a reasonably balanced human being. 
I had been well educated, married and had a family. I had a fairly wide 

experience of life and I had a responsible job. I thought I was well 
equipped for most things. Yet it was so difficult for me to cope with the 
total physical and emotional wreckage that I now faced on all fronts.  

 
Mary was physically unwell and emotionally fragile. Every day seemed 
to uncover yet more hurt. We gave away the baby clothes, yet she hid 

some away. I discovered them years later. We gave away the pram. 
“Darling” I said, “I can always buy another pram if we need it.” But an 
empty pram sends only one message - no child to fill it. Physically, 

Mary was ready to feed a child. Her milk kept flowing, but there was 
no one to drink it. I didn’t know what to do or what to say. All I could 
do was to love and comfort, but in Mary’s mind, nothing could make 

up for the empty cot. 
 

The things people say 
 
Doctors and nurses visited, and this was a difficult area. Some were so 
caring that we cried at their gentleness. But others were unbelievable 

in their behaviour. One walked in, looked at us and said, in a very 
uncaring voice - “I hear you have lost a child. How did that happen?” 
This stunned us into silence. We made a decision then - we would 

never share the life and death of our precious child with such people. 
They were our memories to share, and we would only share them with 
those we felt we could trust -  and that turned out to be very few. On 

this occasion, I asked the woman to leave. 
 
People in the street were equally unpredictable. Some just looked with 

compassion on us, but others? “You are young enough for another 
one.” “At least you didn’t have time to get to know him.” “He’s in a 
better place now.” “Life must move on.” We felt the pain of these 

remarks. We felt they devalued our precious child, but we probably 
were not being fair. We were two hurting children who were facing a 
situating which has bewildered humanity since the dawn of time. We 

did not know what to do or what to think. We just hurt, and remarks 
which, in normal times would just be considered a little unhelpful 
burned us like acid.  
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Of course with the benefit of hindsight, we see that most people just 
did not know what to say. Losing a child is such a terrible waste, so 

what do you say to the parents? Only those in the club know, and from 
inside we know there is nothing anyone can say. Just a gentle touch 
on the arm and the willingness to feel our hurt is all that can be done. 

One woman we knew, who had herself lost a child wrote. “I know what 
you are going through. I will just pray that you will be strong.” Coming 
from another who had walked our path, this was a blessing. 

 
    
 

The family 
 
The children were devastated, and we had no idea what to say to 
them, or how to say it. Help was in short supply, and there was no 

time, with the constant demands of life demanding all our energies. In 
the end, I just let the rhythm of life carry the children along -  

breakfast, school, tea, bed.  I should have done more, but running the 
house, working and caring for Mary just drained my energies away. 
Day after day we seemed to be living in a dream.  

 
I did my very best to help Mary. I took her out – first just down the 
street, then to the shops, to restaurants, to cinemas, to the 

countryside -  anywhere to help her re-integrate with people. But there 
was always the risk of someone making the wrong remark. Even worse 
there was the moment of seeing another mother pushing a pram. 

When this happened, Mary cried and I held her – even if we were in a 
Supermarket or a café. I did not know what to say so I did what came 
naturally. It seemed to work - until the next time. 

 
 
 

I did nothing to help myself. There was no time for me. It was all 
being used up caring for others and working. I’m not complaining - it 
was just the way it was. I was dying on the inside, but no one seemed 

to notice, or perhaps I kept them away from me. I don’t really know. 
One month after I had taken Philip’s funeral - to the day and almost 
the hour, I was back at the Crematorium conducing someone else’s 

funeral. I don’t know to this day how I managed to go through with 
that service. The bucket which I was carrying was getting heavy. Yet 
as I led that service, I noticed that all the Mourners were broken like 

me. Somehow it seemed right that a broken man should lead a broken 
family to the moment of saying goodbye. This was an emotion which 
would grow over the coming years. 
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I also noticed that something was happening for the better in my 

work. I remember one morning standing in front of my congregation, 
and as I looked from the pulpit, I seemed to see them in a different 
light. There were so many that were hurting from different struggles of 

life. I remember thinking “so many broken people - and I never saw 
them before.”  I was discovering a new compassion for the hurting. It 
was as though the hurt and suffering belonged to a very special club - 

and the only way to get a ticket for that club was to have suffered 
yourself. Well - I had the ticket now. I could listen to them, to share 
with them and help them in a new way. Maybe Philip was changing 

me? I wasn’t sure. 
 

     Falling apart 
 
How are you? 
You’re looking well. 
“Thank you. Yes I am.” 
We knew you would 
get over this. 
“You’re right. 
Life just moves on.” 
 
The truth? Can’t you see 
that on the inside 
I am crying, bleeding, dying? 
My child is dead 
and so am I. 

My own life was, in the meantime, falling apart on the inside. I 
remember reading about a woman who had lost a baby, going into a 
supermarket. She said “On the outside, I looked normal, but on the 

inside I was crying out ‘ I’m dying in here. Can’t anybody help me?’”  
That summed up my own feelings. I was dying on the inside. Some 
friends came to visit us and said “You’re doing a lot better than we 

thought.” This just proved how good we were as actors, or perhaps 
they didn’t have the ticket. At the same time, the more I fell apart, the 
more I could see the hurt in other lives - more clearly than ever. No 

amount of acting could hide the pain that others were bearing from 
me. Compassion seemed to be pouring in and out of me in a way I had 
never experienced before. But it did not stop long enough to heal me. 
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Such a muddle. I couldn’t come to terms with what had happened. I 
had lost a son and I had never held him. There had been no chance to 

tell him “You matter, you’re valuable, you’re special.” Night after night 
I grieved and grieved this mistake. Yet at the same time his life was 
beginning to change mine. Things that once had seemed important 

now faded away, and things that I had shrugged off were now precious 
- a word, a smile, a hand in mine, a hug. These began to assume real 
importance to me. Perhaps I had never really known who I was before. 

Philip was helping me discover a more real, genuine personal person, 
with feelings and emotions, who did care about the hurts in others, or 
at least could now begin to care about them. Such a muddle. 

 

I hated the bucket, full of tears 
but it would not go away. 
I filled it to the brim 
until it overflowed 
and when I looked,  
it was empty 
waiting to be filled again. 
Oh God - how long? 

 

No escape 
 

I went away with Mary for a mini break in the Borders of Scotland. 
One morning - a cold wet October morning where the mist was 
hanging heavy, and the air was very still,  I went out for a walk and 

stood by a stream. Life seemed very empty. I looked into the water, 
and said to God in the bitterest of anger - “Well, where were you when 
I needed you?”  

In the silence that followed, I felt, for the first time the intense sorrow 
in the heart of God for the pain I was feeling. Could it be that he also 
grieved the waste of one life? And the damage to mine? Was I angry 

with him because I could not face myself? This was getting 
complicated!  
 

Then in the stillness, far from any human contact, with the mist 
dripping down my face, I began to understand a truth which was to 
help me along the way. It was this - I was going to have to suffer. 

There was no escape from it. The question was - would I suffer with 
God or without him?  I thought of all the years that I had walked with 
him, and all the things we had shared together. I recalled the 

blessings which his presence had brought to my life. It seemed 
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pointless, now that I was facing such a painful journey, to try and go 
on without him. I walked up and down the bank of a small stream. Up 

and down, up and down, muttering, shouting, raging, crying. Finally I 
was worn out and my anger was burnt up. “OK” I said, “Let’s see it 
through together.”  

 

I fall in exhaustion on the sand.  
I rage and shout, swear and scream.  
Anger and hopelessness sweep in 
like a tide and devour me.  
I tear at the ground,  
hurl stones into the air,  
shake and shake  
hurl curses into the sea.  
 
Stop!Stop!Stop!Stop!Stop! 
 
But it doesn’t. Unrelenting 
The foam flecked breakers 
Gurgle round my life,  
breaking me apart. 
 
Oh God - how long? 
 
 
 
A hand touches me. 
A whisper "Peace. Be still." 
 
A broken man 
with sorrow in his hair,  
reaches out to me.  
 
No. Get away.  
No more advice, pious talk, 
unfeeling friends.  
From him no words. 
In his eyes  
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the mirror of my bleeding,  
hurt and love.  
I look down at his hands 
and see in them 
a bucket, like mine.  
 

Christmas 
 
Progress was slow. Soon almost everyone had forgotten our loss. Life 
had moved on, and one tiny child hardly held the imagination of the 
world. Mary began to recover and other things began to fill our 

physical lives. But on the inside, for me, Philip was as real as ever. I 
was not forgetting anything, but was able to see that some changes in 
me were making me a better person. Then Christmas came along and 

blew me completely off course. The tinsel, the lights, and especially 
“Away in a Manger” drove me almost over the edge. On Christmas 
evening I left the house and walked and walked. Every house had 

lights and trees and inside people enjoying themselves. But I was 
being driven to the edge of despair by grief. When I finally came 
home, I could not stand the sight of the family and the presents. But 

still I could not cry. 
 
The grief in me had gone too deep, I should have cried when Philip 

died. I should have cried at the funeral. I should have cried with the 
family. But their needs were so great, that I did not allow time for my 
own sorrow. This was a mistake – but in the circumstance I felt I had 

no choice. 
Now this Christmas had crushed me, and the next ten Christmases 
would do the same. Part of me wanted this Christmas agony. I had 

failed Philip. I had never held him. So this internal destruction was my 
punishment for that failure. Crazy isn’t it? It does not look very 
sensible to me as I write it, but that was the way it was and is for 

many who walk this path. We are mixed up and struggling with 
emotions we cannot handle. It all becomes such a muddle.  
 

I saw him standing, bucket in hand 
ready to go down to the sea. 
“Shall we go again” he asked. 
I never thought I had a choice. 
Surely this pain is…? 
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“Your punishment? 
You do not need 
to hurt yourself. 
You only acted  
as any man would act. 
No one blames you, 
least of all me. 
So, shall we go again together 
and see if we can find a way? 
 

Anniversary 
 

Philip’s birthday approached, and we did not know what to expect. 
What we got was such a darkness that it felt like we were back in the 

hospital again, being told the dreadful news. It was a terrible shock. I 
thought we were making progress, and now we were back at the 
starting point. Mary cried all day and I shouted and raged all day. I 

was back with the same old question of God. “Where were you when I 
needed you.” I must have asked it a hundred times, and by evening I 
was exhausted. In the quiet of the evening I finally got my answer. “I 

was right beside you in the Delivery room, holding my bucket -  just 
like you.”  This quietened me down for a long time. It seemed as if he 
wanted to share with me all the sorrow I was feeling. He wasn’t 

healing it, but sharing it. I needed time to think this over. 
 
Other anniversaries have been bad, but none as bad as the first one – 

mercifully. In fact, now Mary and I go out to celebrate Philip’s 
birthday, but it was a long hard road to get here. 
 

Strange help 
 
The years ticked by, but I made no progress. I was stuck with my 

failure to hold Philip, and nothing could bring me any release from this 
emotion. Here is where I was:- 
 

Surely there cannot be any more? 
I have filled the bucket 
so many times 
but it is never empty. 
I think “There can be no more tears 
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to come. 
My heart cannot break anymore.” 
But there are 
and it can. 

 
Then one night I had a very strange dream. I was standing outside a 
hospital ward, and through the door I could see many cots. A nurse 
came out, took me by the hand and led me into the ward. “Don’t be 

afraid” she said, and led me to one cot. Laying there was this beautiful 
baby, with lovely black hair and the most peaceful face. The child was 
dead, but was so lovely that I felt joy in my heart. This was Philip. 

 
What are we to make of this dream, and the many strange 
experiences that surround our grief? I don’t know. But all I do know 

was that for the first time I began to be able to let go of my blackest 
memory and replace it with this dream. It enabled me to begin to 
move away from grief a little and begin to find a path through it to 

some kind of peace. I still had a long way to go, but it was a 
beginning. 

 
Perhaps in his wisdom, the Lord grants these unusual experiences to 
those of us who are so broken that our brain cannot process our grief 

or find the way through? I was helped along the way, and that is my 
testimony and experience. 
 

 
I am so broken that 
like shattered glass 
I am beyond repair. 
 
Then the One who made me 
came and soothed 
my broken heart  
with love 

 

Just another… 
 
Time passes and life goes on. Of course it does - for those outside the 

club. For our friends and family, Philip was soon forgotten. He left no 
indelible impression on them, so why would they remember? I found 
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that this generated two problems for me as the gap between the 
events and now began to grow wider. Firstly I found it harder and 

harder to find anyone to talk to about how I was feeling. The events 
which had shattered me  still felt like white hot metal. But they were 
nothing to those I knew, so how could I talk to them? This leads on to 

the second problem – I desperately needed to talk. I did make a few 
efforts to share, but the response was always rather vague -  as if I 
were discussing the used car I had sold last year. In know that this is 

not fair, and a generalisation, but it was the way I saw things.  
 
Why did I need to talk? In talking about Philip I felt I was keeping his 

memory alive. I didn’t want him to be lost. I didn’t want him to 
become a human without a voice. I was his voice. In my speaking I 
kept him alive. In not letting me speak, they were allowing his 

memory to fade away. 
 
But I need not have worried. Over thirty years later, his memory is as 

fresh as it ever was in my memory, and there it will remain, safe and 
secure forever. On one of my darkest days, as I was reliving again my 
failure to provide for Philip, these words popped into my mind, and I 

wrote them down. They helped me a little. 
 

 
 
 
 
“I’m sorry beloved son that I didn’t care for you as I should have done, or 
made the home for you where you could live and die in safety. I grieve that 
now as I have done every day since you came from your mother into my 
care.  
 
But now I have made a place for you in my heart. It’s yours, only yours and 
will always be yours. There you can continue to live and touch my life, 
changing me into a better person. No one else has ever changed me as you 
did and do. I value your contribution to my life, and I promise I will never let 
you go again. Love Dad.”  

 

Moving on 
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I put the bucket down. 
I will never carry it anymore. 
yet when I look 
it is still with me 
slowly filling. 
Will this never end? 

 
The agony seemed that it would never end, and I suppose, in one way, 
it never can or will. Philip will always be my son, and his life will 
always hurt me. Why was I so stuck? I still could not resolve the agony 

in me. It took me a long long time to cry. I remember the day on 
which I began to cry vividly. I was in a church in Jerusalem, and as I 
walked around, one teardrop formed in my eye and dripped onto my 

hand. One teardrop after so many years. But it did not help me let go 
of the pain.  
 

It seemed as though I needed it. Needed it? Yes - because that was all 
I had left. One hundred and eighty minutes of pain - that was all the 
memory I had. Six months of utter failure before his birth, when I had 

failed to really appreciate what was happening, and failed to support 
Mary as I should. The dreadful events of the birth, where I had failed 
to hold, to love and to welcome. Quite a burden, and yet there seemed 

nothing else. The memories were only misery, and yet they were all I 
had. But this didn’t honour the memory of Philip, or make his life in 
any way a precious experience.  

These tears were tears of bitterness and remorse, bringing nothing but 
more and more of the same. The trudge down to the ocean to fill my 
bucket was getting more regular.  

 

Here it comes again –  
that terrible inrushing tide 
which will wash away  
all my hopes  
and leave me  
bereaved and alone. 
Yet I am forced 
by feelings I cannot handle 
to scoop it up 
into my bucket. 
If only it would stop! 
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Compassion 
 
Then it began to dawn on me that this was not the way forward. Mary 

seemed to have found her healing, or at least her peace. But I was 
trapped in a loop which had no exit. Then slowly I began to 
understand again the compassion of God for me. I had blamed him for 

a lot, especially Philip’s death. I was still angry with him, but also 
increasingly afraid if the dark place I was in. Where was God? To my 

amazement, he was beside me, carrying his bucket, full of his sorrow, 
and some of mine. He couldn’t bear all my sorrow. For grief is part of 
our humanity - in many ways it makes us fully human. To be deprived 

of this experience, however painful, would be to deprive us of that true 
humanity. I was slowly learning that to deprive me of my bucket would 
be to deprive me of something special - the opportunity to take sorrow 

and suffering, and allow them to convert me into a better person. 
Better - or bitter. That was and always will be the choice.  

 

But how could I avoid the bitterness? A God who sent me telegrams, 
books or instructions down the wire would be no use. I wouldn’t listen, 
or would hurl back the accusation “You don’t really care. You don’t 

understand - how could you?” But God carries his bucket. Walking 
patiently beside us, he waits only for us to understand that our pain is 
his as well.  

 
For him the waste of one life, any life, is a grief to him beyond our 
capacity to understand. God did not stand outside the delivery room of 

the hospital, looking on at our suffering. He came right in, and stood 
beside us, sharing it. He still does. 

 
“What are you carrying?” 
My bucket. 
“Your bucket? 
But you are God. 
Why do you need a bucket?” 
“I don’t, but I have brought it 
so that you can pour  
some of your water into mine. 
Then together,  
perhaps we can find the way. 
 
“So – are you hurting too?” 
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Yes. 
“For me?” 
Yes. 

 

Sorrow can change us for the better 
 
If he loved me so much, why didn’t he save Philip? I didn’t know then, 
and I don’t know now. But it’s a question which has faded into the 

background a little, as I have allowed the sorrow to transform me - to 
make me a better person, a more human person, a more open person 
- open to the suffering of God’s creatures, and to His suffering as well.  

 
For Philip’s death not only opened a window for me into the suffering 
of humanity. It also opened another into the suffering heart of God. To 

look through both those windows is a great privilege, but can only be 
allowed to those who have the ticket - who have suffered. Your 
suffering might not have taken the same route as mine. Yours might 

be a divorce, an adultery, a murder, an illness  - there are many 
different types of ticket. But they all give access to the same position - 
where we must face the question “What are we becoming as a result 

of this?” I found this question intensely hard and intensely painful.  
 
Some of the dark corners will never be described, although I know that 

God knows them all. Through it all, I became aware that however deep 
the deeps went, he had gone deeper. I sometimes wondered, in my 
calmer moments how he bore the pain of it all.    

 

We can help others -  if we want to 
 

Looking out, I see another 
on the sand beside me 
so weary and tear stained.  
He too has a bucket 
but shiny new,  
not battered like mine.  
 
How come  
I never saw him before?  
 
I want to help,  
but he looks 
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so angry.  
 
I stand in front of him, and 
his eyes move down,  
sees the bucket in my hand.  
 
We do not speak,  
but together 
we move  
towards the sea.  
 

Some years after Philip died, I was sitting on a bench outside a 
hospital. I was waiting to visit one of my church members. A man 

came and sat down beside me. He looked so tired, that I asked him 
how he was feeling. He looked at me and his eyes filled with tears. In 
that moment I understood him, and just put my hand on his shoulder. 

In that moment, his pain and agony became mine. Then he got up and 
went into the hospital. I never saw him again. 
 

I was sitting in the café in the hospital on anther day, when a woman 
nearby began to cry. After a time, I went over and asked her if there 
was any way in which I could help. “My baby died four months into 

pregnancy” she said. “They have a book here in the Chapel, where you 
can write the names of those you have lost. But I did not know what 
name to write. Did this child of mine really have the right to be in that 

book? In the end I wrote “April” because that was the month in which 
I lost her.” Her hurt shot straight into me, and I said “’April is the most 
beautiful name in the world. I wish I had a girl I could call “April.’”  

 
This man and this woman were carrying heavy buckets. For a few 
moments I shared the burden of carrying it with them. If Philip had 

lived, I would have found some suitably empty words for them. But 
because of Philip’s legacy in my life, I was able to do the only thing 
they wanted me to do - share their pain. I did. 

 
This is the legacy of Philip’s life in me. He changed me in a way that 
nothing else could have done. He gave me compassion – his gift to 

me. It doesn’t replace him, but every day, as I share the buckets of 
others, I become more aware of what he has done to me and for me. I 
suffered to get here and I suffer still. But, to my astonishment, I have 

found value in the agony of his short life.  
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A Long journey - and it still goes on 

 
Carrying and sharing the bucket never ends. A teenage boy decided 
that he would like to ride on the back of his friend’s very high powered 

motorbike. Off they went like a rocket, but did not see the oncoming 
car. The teenager came off the bike and was killed instantly. He did 
not have a crash helmet. I said these words at his funeral. 

 
“To the parents, I can say to you that I know what you are going 
through. I have also lost a son, and he only lived for a few hours so I 

do not even have the memories. I have no sermon to preach to you, 
but all I can say is that I am a fellow Pilgrim on this awful journey. I 
am a few miles ahead of you, but it is the same road. You have a 

choice. You can throw all belief in Jesus away, and if you do, I, for 
one, will not blame you, because I came close to doing the same. Or 
you can think about these words from the Bible - “Do not be quick to 

throw your faith away.” I nearly did, but in the end I clung on to God 
who I believed somehow could pull me through.  
I am getting there, but I am not there yet. In the long dark nights 

which are to come for you, perhaps you will remember me, a fellow 
pilgrim, and do what I did - cling on to the tiniest hope that somehow 
there is a way through and that God, and only God has the answer.” 

 
That’s me today, after 30 years. There is a way through and I am 
getting there. But it’s a long journey. 

 

Today 
 

Many parents who lose children take the same route which we took, 

which was?  Sometime after Philip died, we were in Church one 
Christmas day, and I saw that Mary was crying. So was I – on the 
inside. Unknown to us the Lord had already answered our deepest 

need, and Stephen was, even then, nestling in Mary’s womb, and 
safely arrived in August. He was not a “replacement.”  How could he 
be? Philip would always be Philip, and Stephen would always be 

“Stephen.”  Since that day, we have been blessed again, and now we 
have a daughter as well. 
 

But whenever anyone asks us how many children we have, we always 
say “Six” and never “Five.” Our complete number is, and always will 
be “six.” Philip’s death still hurts me – in some ways more than ever, 

and there are some areas that I will not visit in my mind even to this 
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day. I have drawn a curtain over them, because I know that even now 
I cannot handle them. 

 
But I have become a better person though Philip’s life. I feel the pains 
and sufferings of others, and they know I do. I feel I understand the 

world better, and in some way, through my suffering, I can bring 
things to the Lord in prayer with more compassion. I have stopped 
judging others for the foolish things they do. Who knows what agony 

they are bearing on the inside. 
 
So the pilgrimage continues. There is plenty to learn still, and a lot of 

sorrow ahead. But I am not angry anymore, and the sad days are not 
so many now. Let the journey continue – and it surely will.  
 

 
 
 
 
I’ll never see you as a man 
full grown and in your prime. 
I’ll never do manly things with you 
and share the things I know. 
 
That was not to be - not for you 
and not for me. 
But we have lived and loved together 
and still do. 
You will not grow old like me 
nor face the uncertainties 
which the passing years bring. 
 
But we know each other now 
and together 
we will face whatever comes 
the two of us -  
my son and me. 
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Poems to lift the heart 
 
Poems seem to reach the parts that other words cannot reach -  at 
least that is how I have found them. Here are a few which might lift 
the heart during some bad days when everything seems grey and 

hopeless. 

 
Softly 

 
“Softly” heals the wounds and gives a sense of peace. Good for those 
times, especially in the night, when we feel so lost. 
 

 
Softly you come to me, 
falling on me 
like snowflakes, 
drifting into my soul, 
healing my wounds 
with love.  
  
Softly I reach out for you, 
longing 
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with all my heart  
to know your touch. 
 
Softly, 
I fall asleep 
into your arms 
 
Softly forever 

 

 

 

 

Sometimes 

 
Sometimes my desperation was so great that I lay on the floor and 
never wanted to get up again. One day was the worst ever, but out of 

it came this poem, which has helped me on many occasions since. 

 

Lord, sometimes it gets very hard 
to walk in your footsteps. 
They seem so deep 
and I have such little strength." 
 
"Do not be afraid. 
Press on with me. 
When it gets too tough 
I will carry you." 

 

Such love 
 

“Such love” came to me on another bad day. A lot of this writing came 

on bad days -  that’s because there are so many bad days! We have to 

find our answers in the bad days. Often we have no other kind of day 

to live in. 

 

Coming close to my Love 
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I saw how sad was my offering. 
The pain, the sorrow, the failure 
weighed me down until my love broke 
and lay shattered on the floor. 
I cried at the folly of my life, 
the shallow things, the waste. 
 

“It’s O.K.” said my Love, 
“ I have dealt with that.” 
and he showed me his hands. 

 

Caress 
 

Being a man, I saw it as my job to be strong, but that was, like so 
many things, a lie. I felt like someone has thrust broken glass into my 
heart, and was twisting every shard to cause the maximum damage. I 

didn’t know where to turn, until in the end I turned to the only other 
human being that really knew and loved me - the one who had given 
me Philip, and like me, had suffered at his short life. Somehow I 

managed to find he courage to write “Caress.” 

 
Clouds float by. 
Great cotton balls,  
gracefully drifting 
across a deep blue sky. 
It’s so easy for them. 
The do not resist 
just allow the wind 
to caress them forward. 
 
I need caressing. 
My body hurts 
and my heart is broken. 
Can no one see or help? 
 
She reaches out to me 
soft and tender. 
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Loving to sooth away 
my loss.  
 
Please 
sooth me. 
 

 
 

Poppies 
 

I wrote the poem “Poppies.” It has a feeling of possibility, especially 
when things seem so impossible. It led on to a different kind of 
“Poppy” as we shall see. 

 
Crashing down like thunder 

 my life has turned to dust 
 Is there any hope for me 
 a poppy in the rust? 
 
 Can there be just one last flowering 
 in a heart of burnt out soil 
 Where nothing’s grown for ages 
 and everything is spoilt 
 
 Is there any sower 
 whose hands are scarred by trust 
 who wants to put a seed in me 
 grow poppies in my rust? 
 
 Jesus came from heaven 
 and shrivelled on a tree 
 Broken and deserted 
 that we might be set free 
 He has the living water 
 to wash away your dust 
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 Sow flowers for his glory 
 pick poppies in your rust 

 

 
 
 
 

More Poppies 
 

The poem “Poppies” led me to think more about possibility, and I 
began to write a different kind of Poppy. Are there poppies to be found 

in this wilderness in which we have been mad to walk? There may be a 
few. Perhaps what follows might give us hope that, even in our rust, 
flowers might grow. 

 

Poppy 1: Sometimes we have to be brave 
 

We cannot remain forever in the shades of mourning. As this poppy shows us, 
sometimes we have to be brave. Sometimes we have to step forward, hoping and 
believing that things will work out. But it is always a risk. 

 
I was watching live streaming of a celebration service from Fatima, the 
sanctuary in Portugal. Pope Francis was leading the service, and when 

he had finished, he moved to the side to pray for the sick. He was 
surrounded by Cardinals and security.  
 

In the front seats of those waiting for prayer, a woman was waiting 
with her two year old on her knee. She had a deep desire – she 
wanted Francis to touch her child. But how could it be done? So much 

security and so many people around him. She reminded me of the 
woman with the serious bleeding in the Gospels. She had the same 
problem -  how to reach Jesus in such a big crowd? 

 
As Francis moved towards the people waiting for a communal prayer, 
she jumped up and pushing aside all security, she thrust her child 

towards Francis. He was alarmed and turned to see the chid and her 
mother. The security were furious – was this a terrorist attack? How 
had this women got past them all?  
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But Francis understand her heart.  The huge “Francis smile” broke out. 
Ignoring all the security and the Cardinals, he took the child in his 

arms, blessed it and kissed it (Sound familiar? It’s just what Jesus did 
to the children brought to him.) Then he gave child back, and the 
mother returned to her seat. Her face told the story. “This is what I 

longed for. This is what I wanted for my precious child.”  
 
Sometimes we just have to be brave. This mother took her courage in 

her hands, breached all protocol and all security. 
At great personal risk she made her move, and was blessed with a 
memory for the rest of her life - a memory which will never fade.  

 

Smile on me Lord, 
for sometimes I feel 
so hopeless.  
 
Smile on me Lord, 
For sometimes the night 
seems very dark. 
 
Smile on me Lord 
and all will be well. 
 

Lord sometimes I know what has to be done, but when it 

comes to it, I just can’t! Be patient with me. I really do want to. 
I just need the courage to take the risk. 
 

 

Poppy 2: Sometimes only a puddle will do! 
 

Sorrow can be like a prison, but we were never meant to be 

confined. Sometimes it helps to get outside the agony, and be 

free for a while. Somehow this gives us courage to fight on. 
 

 

A young boy was holding his mother’s hand while the rain poured 
down and formed big puddles everywhere. She wanted to keep him 

safe and dry, but in his eyes, the puddles were lakes and oceans, 
waiting to be explored.  She felt the tug of his hand. “Mummy” he said 
“can I go and play?” A big smile swept over her face, and she let go of 

his hand. 
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He ran out into the rain and jumped into puddle after puddle. His big 
yellow boots were soon full of water and his clothes were soaked 

through, but he did not care. He was an explorer! He jumped into 
puddle after puddle. The water rose up in huge fountains, glittering 
and sparking like diamonds in the sun – rising high into the air, only to 

crash back onto his head and run down his clothes. 
 
A little girl joined him and holding hands they jumped and jumped, 

giggled and screamed, laughed and laughed. One puddle was just too 
deep for them and they both fell down into the water. They laid there - 
a mass of arms and legs, hats and coats, boots and shoes, screams 

and giggles. Finally, exhausted, they stood up – bedraggled, muddy, 
tired and totally happy. Sometimes, only a puddle will do. 
 

Only a puddle 
 
Life can be tough sometimes, and we all get worn down by the daily 

slog to exist, to overcome and to endure. But on the inside we are all 
children. So why not, now and again, jump in the puddles and just 
enjoy? It doesn’t solve the problems, but sitting in the biggest puddle, 

exhausted, laughing and happy seems to make the problems look 
smaller. When we take them up again, they do not seem quite so 
heavy. Sometimes, only a puddle will do. 

 

Can’t I just 
enjoy for a while? 
Is this so wrong? 
Sometimes 
my adult world  
crushes my spirit 
in a grip of iron 
and I just want 
to be free. 
Is this so wrong? 
“No! 
Jump in!” 

 

 
Lord, you are the joy of my life, but sometimes things just get 
too much for me. Please be my puddle, and let me jump into 

you for a while, and be free. 
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Poppy 3: More precious than diamonds 
 

Sorrow makes us feel worthless, and this is what happened to the woman in this 
poppy. But we are not - it just seems that way under the weight of our desperation. 

 
In the 1930’s there was a woman who made her living playing her 

cello. She was good, and made many people happy. Her name got 
known, and just before the outbreak of War she was invited to 
America to perform a series of concerts. When the War came, she 

found herself trapped in the USA. She longed to come home.  
 

Even though she was British she had to apply for a visa, but didn’t 
expect any trouble. Why should she - she was born and bred in 
England. But after a few weeks, her visa was rejected. In the “Reasons 

for rejection” she found the words “An unproductive mouth.”  
 
She wasn’t a Musician, a housewife or a mother. She was no more 

than a mouth – an organism which would consume precious recourses 
without giving anything back. Her beautiful playing which bought so 
much pleasure was totally disregarded. Her longing to be with her 

family and to share the sufferings of the Nation counted for nothing. 
All that she was became no more than a mouth. 
 

The Lord never treats us like this. We are not “just a mouth” or “just a 
daughter” or “just a woman.” To him we are more precious than 
diamonds.  

 
One day, the angels wanted to give the Lord jewels for his crown, so 
they bought him the finest diamonds in the world. “Lovely” he said, 

”but don’t you know, there are diamonds more precious than these?” 
Then he showed them the men, women and children of his kingdom. 
”These” he said, “are the most precious jewels in the world” and taking 

us one by one he placed us carefully in his crown. “I know everyone by 
name” he said “Each is beyond price to me, and not one of them will 
be lost.” 

 

 I danced in your glory 
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And then danced some more.  
“That’s O.K.”  he said. 
Dance as much as you like!” 
I did. 

Lord, I am not worthless. I am a diamond in your crown – more 

precious than any jewel in the world. I am known to you by my 
name, and I am loved by you. Help  me in my sadness to see 
my value to you. 
 

 
Poppy 4: Seeing the view 

 
I found that in my sorrow it was hard to see any good in anything. This just made it 
harder for me to find a way though. Seeing the good in others is a very healing 
process, as this poppy shows. 
 

Early one morning I woke up to find the sun already streaming into 
our bedroom and I decided, on the spur of the moment, to get my bike 
out and ride into the countryside. The roads were empty - all sane 

people were either still asleep or having their first coffee of the day. As 
I rode along I began to hum a worship song we had used in our home 
group the previous night. “Lord” I said “this is wonderful.” 

 
But as in all of life things were about to change. Going up a steep hill I 
got my gears wrong and my chain came off. I knelt down by my bike 

to put it back on and got my finger jammed in the gears. At that 
moment the bike decided to topple over onto me, banging my head 
and dumping me unceremoniously into the ditch, which was, naturally, 

full of water. 
 
Wet and fuming I decide that a) this bike was going to be thrown into 

the hedge and b) I was going to take up sitting in an armchair reading 
the paper and drinking coffee as my fitness programme! I turned 
round and there..?  

 
The beautiful Sussex Downs were glinting in the early morning light. 
Rolling gracefully away, they reached as far as I could see right down 

to the distant sea. Ripe golden corn stood in many fields, swaying 
gently in the breeze of sunrise, and I saw a Skylark, sweeping across 
the sky, singing one of the most beautiful songs anyone can hope to 

hear. And the silence! It swept into me, drawing me into this beautiful 
heartbeat of creation - this reflection of everything I could ever hope 
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for and dream about. There was a peace and a certainty which could 
only flow from heaven. Then the  Lord spoke. “What do you think?” 

“Lord” I replied “it is beautiful beyond words.” “Yes” he said. “That’s 
what I thought when I made it.” 
I picked up my lovely shiny bike, climbed on-board and singing my 

chorus at the top of my voice, rode home. You can’t beat early 
morning riding! 
 

Life can sometimes be a rough ride. When the chain comes off and we 
fall into the ditch, it’s easy to give up in despair. But all we have to do 
is to look up, and there will be something beautiful to lift our hearts 

and give us the courage to carry on. Even in the toughest times, our 
Creator God will have something nice for us – a view, a kind word from 
a stranger, an unexpected visit, a song on the radio or Spotify. The 

Lord never leaves us without something to encourage. All we have to 
do is to look. 
 

 
We walked out under the stars 
just you and me, 
your hand in mine. 
 
We didn’t speak. 
What was there to say? 
 
I drew you close 
and moonbeams sparkled in your eyes. 
 
I held you close. 
The night sounds settled on us like a mist. 
 
We kissed 
and in that moment I asked 
”God, can you love me 
more than this?” 
 
In the warmth of your tenderness 
echoed back the answer 
 
“Yes.” 
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Lord help me to see the beautiful view even in the middle of the 

struggle of my life. Then I will have the courage to carry on. 

Poppy 5: I just want to be me! 
 

Let’s finish with this poppy. It’s an easy story to read, but packs a big 

punch for us who have lost children. Our grief can break our 

personalities, and we become no more than shadows. This does not 

honour the memory of those we have lost, but it happens. We just 

have to fight to be ourselves -  to be a better person than we were. 

It’s a challenge and a battle, but I think it is one we cannot afford to 

lose. 

 

Standing up on the inside! 
 
The class was settling down for its lesson, but one little girl was 

standing at the window, looking at the children playing in the fields 
across the river. “Sally” the Teacher called, “It’s time to begin our 
lesson.” But Sally didn’t listen. She was fascinated by what she was 

watching and just could not turn away. “Sally” said the Teacher, “Can 
you sit down so that we can begin.” Still no response. The teacher, by 
this time very angry shouted “Sally, you are  naughty girl. Sit down at 

once and behave.” 
 
Sally turned round slowly, and very deliberately sat down on her chair. 

The Teacher smiled with satisfaction at her victory. “There” she said 
“that wasn’t too bad was it?” 
 

Sally pulled herself up as straight as she could and said “I may be 
sitting down in the outside, but on the inside I am still standing up!” 
 

 

I just want to be me. 
Why is that so hard? 
 
I don’t want to be 
who you want me to be. 
I just want to be me. 
Is that too much to ask? 
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I am in a prison made by others 
who want me to be what they want me to be - 
the good wife, the good mother, the good worker, the 
good Christian -  good good good! 
 
They want to wash me and dress me,  
shape me and make me - 
parade me as they see me. 
 
But I want to build sandcastles on the beach 
and jump into the sea -   
feel the wind and the tide. 
 
I want to run into the orchard  
and eat rosy red apples. 
I want to dance in the moonbeams,  
climb every mountain  
and sing til the valleys ring. 
I want to be free. 
I just want to be - me. 
 
“I made you to be you. 
Not the you that others wanted you to be. 
Just you - just to be you. 
And I love the you I made you to be. 
 
Take my hand - and I’ll let you be you.” 
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And finally – words to help 
 

These words have lifted the hearts of generations of people – and not just believers. 
They might help during a long dark night. 

 
The Lord is my shepherd 

 
Many of us, lost in the dark places - believers and not yet believers alike  - have found 
comfort in these words. 

 

 

The Lord is my shepherd, I lack nothing. 

He makes me lie down in green pastures, 

he leads me beside quiet waters, 

he refreshes my soul. 

He guides me along the right paths 

for his name’s sake. 

Even though I walk 

through the darkest valley, 

I will fear no evil, 

for you are with me; 

your rod and your staff, 

they comfort me. 

You prepare a table before me 

in the presence of my enemies. 

You anoint my head with oil; 

my cup overflows. 

Surely your goodness and love will follow me 

all the days of my life, 

and I will dwell in the house of the Lord 

forever.  

 

(Psalm 23) 
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Make me an instrument of peace 
 

This is the prayer of St. Francis - a man who knew great suffering in his life, but 

somehow managed to find his way through to seeing it as a way of service. These are 

brave words from a humble man. 

 
Lord, make me an instrument of Your peace. Where there is hatred, let me 
sow love; where there is injury, pardon; where there is doubt, faith; where 
there is despair, hope; where there is darkness, light; where there is 
sadness, joy. 
 
O, Divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled as to 
console; to be understood as to understand; to be loved as to love; For it is 
in giving that we receive; it is in pardoning that we are pardoned; it is in 
dying that we are born again to eternal life 

 
 

Mary’s song 
 

This beautiful song from the Bible has encouraged countless millions of people in 

times of difficulty. It has in it something which lifts the heart and gives courage to 

carry on.  

 
My soul magnifies the Lord 
and my spirit rejoices in God my Saviour; 
Because He has regarded the lowliness of His handmaid; 
 
For behold, henceforth all generations shall call me blessed; 
because He who is mighty has done great things for me, 
and holy is His name; 
 
And His mercy is from generation to generation 
on those who fear Him. 
 
 
He has shown might with His arm, 
he has scattered the proud in the conceit of their heart. 
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He has put down the mighty from their thrones, 
and has exalted the lowly. 
He has filled the hungry with good things, 
and the rich He has sent away empty. 
 
He has given help to Israel, his servant, mindful of His mercy 
Even as he spoke to our fathers, to Abraham and to his posterity 
forever. 
 

 

Teach us good Lord 
 

Here is the prayer of another man who loved God and gave his whole life to serve him. 
He had to learn - as we have - that hurts can be turned into growth. It was hard for 
him as it has been hard for us. 

Teach us, good Lord, 
to serve you as you deserve, 
to give and not to count the cost, 
to fight and not to heed the wounds, 
to toil and not to seek for rest, 
to labour and not to ask for any reward, 
save that of knowing that we do your will. 

(Ignatius Loyola) 

 
And there is always one prayer… 

 
When the Titanic sank, some lifeboats were launched. In one of them 
over 40 men from different backgrounds and nationalities had to stand 

in line so that the boat would not sink. When the water became rough, 
someone suggested that they pray. But what to pray -  they were from 
all denominations - and none. They agreed on one prayer that they 

could all share.  
It’s the prayer above all prayers, In the middle of the night, in the 
dark and in the storm it comforts and  strengthens, as it has been 

doing since the Lord taught it.  I finish “Bucket of Tears” with it – I 
can’t think of any better ending. 
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Our Father, which art in heaven, 
hallowed be thy Name. 
Thy Kingdom come.  
Thy will be done on earth,  
as it is in heaven. 
Give us this day our daily bread. 
And forgive us our trespasses, 
as we forgive them that trespass against us.  
And lead us not into temptation,  
but deliver us from evil.  
For thine is the kingdom,  
the power, and the glory,  
for ever and ever.  
Amen. 

 


