The Eulogy of my Mother Sylvia
October 27, 1932-Febuary 11, 1963

Today…I read the Eulogy,
As I had promised I would do,
I told the people in Heptonstall church,
All those stories about you,
The tiny waves of laughter,
Rippled quietly down the aisle,
As we all recalled your little quirks,
And your inimitable style.

All eyes were on the pulpit,
As I began to read aloud,
From my crumpled piece of paper,
To the quietly gathered crowd,
I didn’t let my eyes fall,
On those faces in the pews,
I read steadily and Cleary,
Like the lady on the news,

I knew that you were listening,
You were only feet away,
So many times, we spoke about,
What should happen on this day,
[bookmark: _GoBack]But I could never have imagined,
When we were going through the drill,
The task that play ahead of me,
To carry out your will.

You said when the time came,
You didn’t want the tears,
I should talk of only happy times,
From all your living years,
Of course, that’s what I did for you,
It all was done your way,
But there were so many more things,
I would have really liked to say.

What I wanted them to really know
those people dressed in black,
Was how colourless my life would be,
To never have you back,
To tell them of my agony,
The depths of my despair,
And how my heart was shattered,
And quite beyond repair.

There were so many other things,
Not so easy to convoy,
Like the feeling of great hopelessness,
That you had gone away,
The unimaginable silence,
The unreasonable request,
To never hear your voice again,
These couldn’t truly be expressed.

When I had finished reading,
My tears were hard to hide,
As for the very last time,
I stood there…by your side,
Today I read the Eulogy,
So meticulously planned,
But there was a little something,
I really couldn’t understand,
You had so carefully told me,
All the things I had to do,
But had forgotten the instructions,
For living without you.




