
Poems gathered by Pamela Grenfell Smith for GRIEF ON THE WAY – Lent 2020 
St. Thomas Lutheran Church, Bloomington, Indiana  
* indicates a poem read aloud for Grief On The Way 
 
Grieving about the diminishments of aging 
    

 *John M. Ford on memory loss: Against Entropy 
 https://www.tor.com/2011/04/03/sonnet-against-entropy/   
    

 Stanley Kunitz on growing old: Touch Me  
 Suggested by Jerry Smith 
 https://www.theatlantic.com/past/docs/unbound/poetry/antholog/kunitz/touchme.htm 
 
Anticipating our own death 
    

 Christian Wiman:  This Mind of Dying 
 https://onbeing.org/poetry/this-mind-of-dying/   
    

 Mary Oliver: When Death Comes 
 http://www.famouspoetsandpoems.com/poets/mary_oliver/poems/15793  
    

 Mary Oliver: At Blackwater Pond 
 http://www.so-many-places.com/2013/05/at-blackwater-pond/  
     

 *Jane Kenyon on her own death: Let Evening Come 
 https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/46431/let-evening-come 
 

 David Whyte: Everlasting 
 https://www.davidwhyte.com/the-bell-and-the-blackbird 
 
 John Masefield, The Passing Strange 
 https://allpoetry.com/The-Passing-Strange   
 
Death of an intimate partner 
       

 Nancy Wood: Love Song 
 http://www.peacebang.com/2012/10/30/love-song-by-nancy-wood/  
    

 Jerry Smith: Cold Rain 
    

 *Mary Oliver  Heavy 
 https://wordsfortheyear.com/2014/01/25/heavy/ 
 Suggested by Kris Pohlman Stewart 
 
Grieving for family, friends, students  

 Theodore Roethke on the death of a student:  Elegy for Jane  
 Suggested by Jerry Smith 
 http://gawow.com/roethke/poems/98.html   
      

 *Jerry Smith: Remembering Bill 
 Found on page 4 of this pdf 
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 Dylan Thomas on his father’s death: Do not go gentle into that good night  
 Suggested by Kris Pohlman Stewart 
 https://poets.org/poem/do-not-go-gentle-good-night  
    

 Emily Dickinson on the death of family members: My life closed twice before its close 
 https://poets.org/poem/my-life-closed-twice-its-close-96 
     

  
Becoming accustomed to grief 
    

 Maya Angelou: When Great Trees Fall 
 https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/when-great-trees-fall/   
 Suggested by Kris Pohlman Stewart    
 

 *Denise Levertov: Talking to Grief 
 https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/talking-to-grief/   
    

 *Mourning Song of Lake-Under-Mountain   
 Found on page 5 of this pdf 
 
Grieving about environmental destruction 
    

 Drew Dellinger: Hieroglyphic Stairway 
 https://humanisticpaganism.com/2014/11/05/hieroglyphic-stairway-by-drew-dellinger/ 
 Suggested by Lyle McKee 
    

 *George Ella Lyon:   Inventing Sin 
 https://wonlife.wordpress.com/2010/05/27/inventing-sin/ 
 Suggested by Sarah Councell Turner 
    

 Natalie Thomas: Early April Heatwave 
 https://poems.poetrysociety.org.uk/poems/early-april-heatwave/ 
 Suggested by Trelawney Grenfell-Muir 
    

 James Tierney: They Came for the Shale 
 https://poems.poetrysociety.org.uk/poems/they-came-for-the-shale/ 
 Suggested by Trelawney Grenfell-Muir 
    

 C. S. Lewis: The Future of Forestry 
 https://www.poeticous.com/c-s-lewis/the-future-of-forestry 

 

 Madge Piercy: The Long Death 
 https://ratical.org/radiation/NGP/LongDeath.html      
 Suggested by Kate Gardoqui   
 
 Terry Tempest Williams: Erosion 
 http://letterstotherevolution.com/terry-tempest-williams   
 Suggested by Trevanion Grenfell 
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Grieving, coronavirus edition – poems about our common and profound vulnerability 
     

 *Adam Zagajewski: Try to praise the mutilated world 
 https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/57095/try-to-praise-the-mutilated-world-
56d23a3f28187 
 

 A. R. Ammons: In View of the Fact 
 https://poets.org/poem/view-fact  
 Suggested by the late Curt Smith 
 

 *Lynn Ungar: Pandemic 
 http://www.lynnungar.com/poems/pandemic/ 
 

 Naomi Shahib Nye:  Blood 
 https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/48602/blood-56d229f9da8a9 
 Suggested, in a roundabout way, by Jerry Smith 
 
_________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Cold Rain 
 

Jerry Smith 
 

Rain, squeeze your cold fingers 
around my throat. I don’t care. 
The limos are waiting. Let them wait. 
I’m not ready yet to leave. 
 

A flock of grackles 
gathers in bare trees. Their rustling 
sounds like gossip. I search 
 

my life for reasons, failures, regrets, 
feel water seep in around my collar, 
watch it filling hollows in the ground. 
 

Water everywhere, but my mouth is dry. 
God, where are you? What heaven are you in? 
You should be here, grieving with me. 
 

“Come on, Dad, let’s go. 
There’s nothing more to do here. 
People are waiting at the house.” I turn 
 

to leave, turn back again. The grackles 
have lapsed into fidgety fluttering. 
The rain keeps coming down. 
 
Reprinted with Jerry Smith’s permission. 
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Remembering Bill by Jerry Smith 
 
We buried Bill, 
the last of my four brothers, 
in Saratoga National Cemetery. 
 
They had lowered the entrance flag 
at half-mast, its cloth snap snapping the frigid air, 
to honor his service in the Korean War. 
 
Bill never talked of the war, 
but he wore his service cap 
with pride. 
 
We gathered at the shelter 
where the honor guard 
of military brothers and sisters in dark coats, 
white belts and gloves stood at attention. 
 
Five riflemen 
on a small rise of grass 
fired three sharp volleys, 
and a bugler rendered taps, 
mournful and slow. 
 
The honor guard folded the flag 
draped across his coffin with 
meticulous care, one triangle upon another till 
the final fold of blue with white stars, 
reminiscent of Korean nights. 
 
A man from the funeral parlor 
passed out red roses 
To family and friends who placed them 
on the casket as we filed past. 
 
We shared hugs and left him there 
wrapped snug in velvet and polished wood, 
to the care of time, the frozen ground, 
the whistling wind and silent snow. 
 
Reprinted with Gerry Smith’s permission. 
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The Mourning Song of Small-Lake-Underneath 
by Hayi-a’k! 
 
I always compare you to a drifting log with nails in it. 
Let my brother float in, in that way. 
Let him float ashore on a good sandy beach. 
I always compare you, my mother, to the sun passing behind the clouds. 
This is what makes the world dark. 
 
(Tlingit Indian, from Technicians of the Sacred by Jerome Rothenberg, Anchor/Doubleday, 
1969.) 
 
 
 
 
 


