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LETTER FROM HEAVEN 
 

I met my wife to be back in the year of 1941; 

I had just come back from Normandy, you were assigned to be my 

nurse, after I was shot down by that Germans Lugar gun. 
 

You nursed me back to health by simply using your smile; 

We use to walk and talk for ages, holding each other‟s hands, each 
and every single mile. 

 

The War still rages as my calendar hits 1944, that is until mankind 
released Hiroshima‟s atom bomb; 

I maybe an English lion, but thinking to the future, I can only see that 

ending as wrong. 
 

1945, the war has finished, we move back to the country, and we got 

married in the month of September; 
Thinking back now as an old grey man, we made memories that year, 

memories that an eternity will remember. 

 
Its 1962 now, my beautiful wife has just given birth to my first son, 

we are complete just watching him grow; 

Today a famous actress died, Norma Jeane Baker, or I say Marilyn 
Monroe. 

 
1963 Is a year I would rather forget, my tears still fall as I remember 

it was the year my baby boy caught a rare illness and tragically passed 

away; 
It rocked our lives and part of me died that year, it was on the same 

month a mystery man shot JFK. 

 
The year passed, my wife fights her night terrors, which soaked our 

sheets in fear; 

I would lay awake all night, stroking her hair and wiping away her 
tear. 
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1964 was mostly spent walking hand in hand on the beach, making 
each other smile, which makes me feel so alive; 

We sit in the Café for coffee, whilst a black and white TV shows us a 

new Motown group, named the Jackson 5. 
 

In 1965 our leader and icon Winston Churchill dies as my reflection 

shows me a man starting to get grey; 
My wife still looks so beautiful, she can brighten up any darkened 

day. 

 
Today our fellows across the pond landed on the moon; 

My skin is starting to feel wrinkly, in fact my face now represents a 

prune. 
 

The next 10 years are spent living like we were living in a fairy tale; 

My wife and I are soul partners, a team which could never fail. 
 

1977 as the king of rock dies, a film called Star Wars hits the silver 

screen; 
I adore my wife with all my heart, even after all these years, she is 

still the prettiest lady the world has ever seen. 

 
Its 1980, the news bulletins ring out John Lennon has died, shot 

whilst his poor wife was a witness to see; 

In 1981 another true musical legend passes away from Cancer, this 
time it‟s the charismatic Bob Marley. 

 
My wife is flicking through the holiday brochures in 1986, her dream 

has always been to go on a Caribbean cruise; 

I say “maybe next year my dear, then we will have more money to 
choose”. 

 

If I had only known time waits for no man, as my life crashes down in 
1987; 

My beautiful wife had caught the Cancer, and now she lives as an 

angel up in heaven 
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The year lasted forever, making just one cup of tea, sometimes I 
forget and keep making you breakfast in an empty bed; 

How can I say goodbye to my life, I just wish it was me who was 

dead. 
I try to ease my pain by walking by the sea; 

I reach out my hand to hold yours, but I am alone, our past has 

become just a distant memory. 
 

Your side of the bed is empty, your clothes all hung up nice and neat; 

I feel only half the man I use to be, I guess the word would be 
incomplete. 

 

Sat there is an empty chair, every time I glance over my heart starts to 
fall; 

Its 1989 now, the year which means the collapse of the Berlin wall. 

 
When I stroll along the beach now it‟s so quiet, no sound apart from 

the waves crashing down in the sea; 

I sit in the same café we used to have coffee, but this time they have a 
colour TV. 

 

Our house is dead quiet now, night times are the worse, and there is 
just too much space in our double bed; 

My dreams replay our entire lifetime, and echo out the last words that 

you and I had said. 
 

You told me that you loved me, I replied that “I love you to”; 
Then you close your eyes for the last time, as I reached over to give 

my goodbye kiss to you. 

 
The reflection in the mirror now shows me a broken grey man who 

always feels the cold; 

Its 1995 now, it‟s my birthday today, I am 82 years old. 
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The years are spent alone now, no New Year‟s Eve parties as Big Ben 
welcomes in 1997; 

This is the year Princess Diana passed away, I hope she is at peace 

now along with my wife and son, watching over us from heaven. 
 

The winter of 98 seemed be stuck in a winter freeze, which felt like it 

would never end; 
I feel the warmth of angels, with messages of my wife they send. 

 

I dream of my wife each time I fall asleep, if I‟m honest I don‟t want 
to ever wake up from my dream; 

I can even see heaven, it‟s the most wondrous sight my eyes have 

ever seen. 
 

Its new years eve of 99, my pulse starts to fade as my chest feels real 

tight; 
I feel myself drifting away, towards a glowing guiding light. 

 

I see my Wife, her eyes melt me back into two; 
I whisper “I am coming my love”, you reply “we have been waiting 

for you”. 

 
My time on this world is over, my autopsy will read, time of death 

11:11; 

I have to leave you all now, as I finish writing you my goodbye letter 
from heaven. 

 
Barry Mowles © 
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GUARDIAN ANGEL 
 

This poem goes out to all the people who have ever lost somebody 

that they love; 

The people who can only talk to their loved ones, through the 
beautiful skies above. 

 

I‟m writing this letter to remember a special lady, without her 
guidance and smile I found it hard to change from a boy into a man; 

She left this world six years ago now, this poem is dedicated to my 

wonderful Nan. 
 

She was always smiling, she had a glow about her that could warm 

your coldest room; 
As I sit here writing all I can think is why god took her away so soon. 

 

In 2009 I got married, everyone was so proud and they were all 
hugging up to me and kissing; 

In my heart I was thinking of you, my Nan was the only lady in my 

life now missing. 
 

I stood at the altar so afraid, nerves were tearing me apart; 

I kept looking around to find you, but you weren‟t there, which left 
me with a happy but sinking heart. 

 
It was always my dream for you to be at my wedding, but in spirit and 

memory was the only way you could see; 

Nan why did you have to leave so soon I wish you could have seen 
me happy. 

 

All of your family were there, we made it a day to remember and I 
dedicate all my happiness to you; 

You must be my guardian angel as you made the sun shine that day, 

and all of my other dreams come true. 
 

Barry Mowles © 
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GRANDDAD 
 
 

It‟s Monday the 17
th
 of July, 1995, I sit on the sofa reading the paper, 

as my beautiful Wife walks in with my cup of tea; 
I see butterflies fluttering outside in the morning sun, as I look down 

the garden checking out my Avery. 

 
My Wife and I make plans for my retirement, which is just over a 

week away; 

After a lifetime of working, I wonder just how I will spend each and 
every single day. 

 

My Wife truly is my other half, after a lifetime together we are no 
longer two people, we are bonded as one; 

My Wife fussing around making cheese straws, as we prepare a 

welcome for my Grandson. 
 

I watch on smiling, as she runs the Hoover across the floor; 

The doorbell echoes through the hallway, it‟s my Grandson waiting 
patiently at the door. 

 

He has grown so big, as I offer him a seat; 
My Wife is still fussing, as she offers him the entire kitchen to eat. 

 
We laugh and talk for the day, catching a moment in time; 

My Grandson is just like me, as I look into his eyes I see a legacy 

which is mine. 
 

I say “we will have Fish and Chips for dinner, why don‟t you stay and 

have tea with us”; 
My Grandson replies “thank you, but I am going out with my friends 

tonight, and it won‟t be long before I catch the homeward bound bus”. 

 
 

 



 

19 | P a g e  
 

 

I walk with him to the bus stop, whilst I push my bike, so I can fetch 
home our tea; 

As he hugs me goodbye I whisper, “Don‟t leave it so long, before you 

come back and see me”. 
 

He boards the bus and runs to the back, so he can wave me goodbye; 

As the bus pulls away, tears start to fall from the sky. 
 

I get our dinner and quickly ride home, trying to get out of the rain; 

As we sit eating our Fish and Chips, my chest feels discomfort, which 
then turns into pain. 

 

My Wife looks worried as she says “darling, are you alright”, I 
tremble out “I will be fine, I think I just need something to drink”; 

As she runs into the kitchen, I feel my heart squeeze real tight, as my 

body starts to sink. 
 

My plate smashes down onto the floor, as my Wife rushes back in, 

lights flash past my life; 
I grab my chest, as I crash down to the floor, I see heaven through the 

eyes of my angelic Wife. 

 
Everything is going dark, tears fall from my eyes, as I don‟t want to 

say goodbye to my love; 

I hold my Wife‟s hand, whispering “I love you”, as my soul rises up 
into the beautiful blue skies above. 

 
I write this letter from the heavens, watching over a family who 

would make any man proud; 

I seal this letter with a kiss, as I watch it float down from my cloud. 
 

 
Barry Mowles © 
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KISS FROM MY CLOUD 
 

On the 10
th
 of May I took my very first breath, my parents named me, 

Marion Rosina Dyer, the year was 1937; 

I am sitting on my cloud high up in the skies, as I write you this letter 
from heaven. 

 

Sometimes I know you feel down, I reach out but cannot touch you, 
each time I see you cry; 

This ink is my way of contacting you, as I know we never had the 

chance to say our final goodbye. 
 

You have to stay strong, for the gates to your dreams are about to 

open, you need to stand up tall; 
I hear your prayers echo through your dreams, I just wanted you to 

know that I always hear your call. 

 
I‟ve seen your future, to the stars is where you were always destined 

to go; 

You are finally standing up in the light, after so many years of 
crawling through your tunnel, chasing only a distant glow. 

 

I don‟t want any of you to blame yourself for not being there at the 
end, it was simply just my time; 

We each leave a legacy in life, my Children and Grandchildren are 
mine. 

 

I felt no pain on the 20
th
 of May 2003, when an angel lifted me gently 
up and into heaven; 

Your granddad and I will now mark this date down in history, as 

A Star Was Born, in 2011. 
 

In your dreams you always ask, if we will ever see each other again; 

Yes, is the answer to that question, but only your destiny can decide 
when. 

 



 

21 | P a g e  
 

 

Please pass on this message of love, to my Daughter Sharon, 
And my two Sons, Tom and Gary; 

To all our Grandchildren who we miss so much, Alex, Jason, Lisle, 

Ben, Joanne, and Barry. 
 

We now spend our days watching over our ever growing legacy, a 

family that would do any parent or Grandmother proud; 
I wish I could be there with you all, but instead I will just blow out, 

one final goodbye kiss from my cloud. 

 
 

DEDICATED TO 

 
MARION ROSINA (DYER) MOWLES 

10/05/1937 – 20/05/2003 

 
JOHN MICHAEL ALEXANDER MOWLES 

16/08/1930 – 14/07/1995 

 
MARRIED 

St MARY‟S CHURCH, HADLEIGH 

31/12/1955 
 

NOW TOGETHER FOREVER 

 
-----X----- 

 
GONE BUT NEVER FORGOTTEN 

 
Barry Mowles © 
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DEAR NAN 
 

I lay staring out of my bedroom window gazing upon the heavens, I 

wish I could fly but I am only a man; 

This letter is dedicated to an angel, an angel who is my Nan. 
 

You visited my dream last night, I felt you running your fingertips 

through my hair; 
A simple touch from an angel, for which nothing else could ever 

compare. 

 
You sat on the edge of my bed, as I hear a soft voice whisper, 

“I am always watching over you, so there is no need to miss me”; 

A ghostly hand passes me an empty book, as the soft voice echoes, 
“You need to REWRITE HIStory”. 

 

You use your gentle touch to wipe away my tears, as you whisper, 
“Please don‟t cry; 

I know you want to talk to me, but I am afraid there are no telephones 

in the sky”. 
 

You‟re Granddad and I have read all of your poetry books, we have 

even made a bookshelf out of a cloud; 
Your words will now echo for an eternity, as you have grown into a 

man that would make any grandparent proud. 
 

Don‟t be so afraid of the heights you face, how can you fall if you are 

already on the floor; 
I have seen into your future, and just like an eagle you were always 

destined to soar. 

 
Please don‟t beat yourself up if some days you forget me, your 

destiny is calling and you need to look forward, so never look back; 

You have an army of angels fighting your corner, who are all 
watching over you ready to attack. 
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I remember when you were a baby, other children would play with 
cars and swords, but you would be happy using just a pen as a toy; 

You maybe all grown up now, but in my eyes you will always be my 

little boy. 
 

You have proved all of those doubters wrong, you have used just a 

pen to make all of your dreams come true; 
No matter how many times life knocked you down you got back up, 

to fulfil a destiny that you were born to do. 

 
It‟s time for me to leave you now, morning is about to break, I can‟t 

believe my little boy is now a man; 

So I will seal this letter with one last kiss, and sign it with love from 
your 

Dear Nan. 

 
-X- 

 

DEDICATED TO MARION MOWLES 
MY ANGEL, MY NAN 

 

-X- 
 

 
Barry Mowles © 
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I MISS YOU 
 

On Tuesday the 20
th
 of May 2003, heaven gained an angel, as my 

heart turned a whole new shade of blue; 

I use this ink to express my feelings, so I will now use this paper to 
write just how much I miss you. 

 

I miss the way you use to smile, I miss the way you use to care; 
I miss not being able to pick up the phone to talk to you, because you 

are no longer there. 

 
I miss not seeing you, it breaks my heart to see your name carved into 

a stone; 

Nan, I may be surrounded by family, but without you I still feel so 
alone. 

 

You taught me how to show compassion, and now you have taught 
me how to really miss; 

I cannot write your name without my tears falling, if I am honest I am 

even crying as I write this. 
 

I can understand why God wanted you close to him, an angel on earth 

with the world‟s biggest heart; 
I remember the moment I was told you were gone, my world 

collapsed and fell apart. 
 

My body had lost its strength, I fell helplessly to my knees and 

crumbled down to the floor; 
My eyes became a river, as my tears began to pour. 

 

I miss everything about you, but I know you are watching over me 
from your new home in the sky; 

I am so sorry I couldn‟t save you, and I am so sorry we never got the 

chance to say our goodbye. 
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You are and always will be my inspiration, you loved me 
unconditionally no matter if I was wrong or right; 

I miss the fact that you never even had the chance to see my darkened 

days turn bright. 
 

People think that I am strong, but really I am hollow inside just like a 

broken piece of Bamboo; 
The sunsets come and go, but there is one thing that will never 

change, and that is just how much I will miss you. 

 
 

 

 
Barry Mowles © 
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CLOSURE 
 

I have spent so many years staring into the sky trying to find heaven, 

but now I need to pull myself up before I fall down from over 

exposure; 
I write these letters to try and talk to you, and to try and bring me 

some closure 

 
For so long I blamed myself for not being by your side when you fell; 

Instead of trying to fly, I buried my head in the sand and dragged 

myself through hell 
 

Nightmares wrapped my dreams in guilt, as the whispering voices 

echoed out goodbye; 
I sent so many letters up to heaven, 

But I never got a reply 

 
I have used this pen like a needle and thread, as I tried to sew back 

together my fragile broken heart; 

My life had shattered into a million pieces, and everything I touched 
started to fall apart 

 

I just want to talk to you, I would give anything to once again see you 
smile; 

After the pain came anger, which was quickly followed by denial 
 

I have used this pen to release all of my sorrow, which I had bottled 

up for so many years deep inside; 
They said time is a great healer, but in reality the pain never really did 

subside 

 
When you passed away I fell into this dark tunnel as a boy, but I have 

just stepped out into the light as a man; 

A thousand letters have now been sealed in ink, all in dedication to 
my Nan 
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I now use your memory as my inspiration, I hear your soft whispers 
trying to guide me when I close my eyes at night; 

You told me I had a destiny, 

And that destiny is to write 
 

But it‟s time for me to wipe away these dark inky tears, as I need to 

stand up tall and show a little more composure; 
These letters are to keep your memory alive, but to also try to bring 

me some closure. 

 
 

IN DEDICATION TO MY NAN 

 
MARION MOWLES 

-X- 

 
 

 
Barry Mowles © 
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SEE YOU SOON 
 

Sometimes in life all you have is memories, 

Sometimes in life you meet a person that will forever remain in your 

heart; 
But where do you turn when all that ends, and your world stops and 

falls apart 

 
Almost 33 years ago I met two amazing people, and their love taught 

me how to fly; 

But now if I need to speak to them I must look up and talk to the sky 
 

As a baby they held me in their arms, and as I grew older they taught 

me how to talk; 
Their arms were right by my side when I first learnt how to walk 

 

As a toddler you taught me kindness, and with your help I learnt how 
to write; 

You would always tuck us into bed before blowing us a kiss 

goodnight 
 

You were always there to pick me up when I fell, and when I cried 

you were always there to wipe my tears away; 
I know I can‟t see tomorrow, but now i know I will never forget 

yesterday 
 

When nightmares woke me you would hold me and sing me a lullaby, 

so I had sweet dreams instead; 
And each time when I had to leave to go home, I never forgot what 

you always said 

 
“Always remember my love for you would reach right up and touch 

the stars and the moon; 

You know I hate saying goodbyes, 
So I will just say see you soon” 
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There were days spent on the beach, paddling in the ocean and 
playing in the sand; 

I use to sit and watch my Grandparents smiling at each other, and 

holding each other‟s hand 
 

The years flashed by as I said goodbye to my childhood, 

I was now a young man; 
Parties spent laughing and telling stories, but there was always time to 

save the last dance for my Nan 

 
Christmas time wearing paper hats, my Nan blowing out her birthday 

candles in May; 

I was like Peter Pan, but my Nan and Granddad were starting to go 
grey 

 

One morning started like many others with a smile, but it ended in the 
darkness with a cry; 

My Granddad had a fatal heart attack, and I never got the chance to 

say my goodbye 
 

My Granddad, her Husband passed away and even though her heart 

was broken around us she would try to smile and pretend; 
But I could see deep down through her eyes that she was missing her 

best friend 

 
I spent Christmas day with you, such fun and happy memories can 

take me right back in to your living room; 
That night before I left you whispered, 

“You know I hate goodbyes, so I will just say see you soon” 

 
I started to take life for granted as I always trusted the wrong person, 

and all that left me with was a broken heart; 

I thought I had forever to see my family, I really had no idea that my 
world was so close to falling apart 
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We would write each other letters, and talk to each other for hours on 
the phone; 

You knew I was falling down, and you knew I hated being on my own 

 
One day I saw my phone ringing, it was you, but I didn‟t answer as I 

thought I had let you down and I didn‟t know what to say; 

This moment is now one of my biggest regrets, if only I knew what 
was going to happen the very next day 

 

Early the next morning my phone rings, and my world crumbles and 
falls apart; 

My Brother tells me you have passed away, as I feel a pain slowly 

ripping through my heart 
 

They tell me you had a massive stroke, and your heart simply couldn‟t 

take the strain; 
I crumble to the floor in a heap, as my tears flood down my cheeks 

like rain 

 
I thought you would be around forever, I never dreamt that one day I 

would only be able to talk to you through the sky; 

I use to be your Peter Pan, but I have forgotten how to fly 
 

At your funeral I was broken inside, I felt like a little boy, I no longer 

felt like a man; 
I stood staring at your coffin biting my lip, asking myself just how 

can I say goodbye to my Nan 
 

I wasn‟t just saying goodbye to you I was saying goodbye to part of 

me, as when you left part of me died to; 
I am writing this letter many years later just so you know how much I 

still miss you 
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I went to visit your resting place and whispered, 
“My love for you would reach right up and touch the stars and the 

moon; 

But I know you always hated goodbyes, so I will just say 
See you soon” 

.. 

 
Sometimes in life all you have is memories, 

Sometimes love can give you wings and teach you how to fly; 

But where do you turn when all that ends, and you never even had the 
chance to say your goodbye. 

 

.. 
 

DEDICATED TO MY NAN & GRANDDAD 

 
MARION & JOHN MOWLES 

-X- 

 
 

Barry Mowles © 
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CLOUD 
 

My life started with a sunrise, and from my silent spot of safety 

everything started to sound so loud; 

Smiling faces all around me, whispering “I hope you make us proud” 
 

Christmas lights went on and off, 

Another house, another home; 
Another birthday, another cake, 

Another candle blown 

 
I wanted to be an astronaut, searching for a diamond in the skies; 

My life was full of hellos, and one or two goodbyes 

 
My Nan would take us shopping, or help us to make angels in the 

snow; 

I cried every time I said goodbye, as I didn‟t want to go 
 

I close my eyes and remember warm summers were spent making 

pictures from a cloud; 
My school days were spent hiding away from bullies by blending into 

the crowd 

 
My Nan would open my imagination, as we watched Michael Jackson 

moonwalk across her screen; 
She taught me to believe in fairy-tales, she taught me how to dream 

 

My Nan‟s hair started to go grey, I started to grow tall; 
Then one morning my phone rang, and I never will forget that call 

 

My Brother whispered “It‟s about Nan”, and he went on to say that 
she passed away during the night; 

I felt my stomach twist into knots, just as my shattered heart squeezed 

real tight 
 

 



 

33 | P a g e  
 

 

A silence descended around me, and as my eyes began to drown in 
tears my mind flashes all the memories of you; 

As my tears fall I crumble, I guess part of me had died to 

 
At your funeral I looked up and saw the clouds floating up there in the 

sky; 

I tried so hard to swallow the lump in my throat, because I didn‟t want 
to cry 

 

But for now the sun is setting, 
I just hope I have in some way made you proud; 

All that is left to do is blow a kiss towards the heavens, 

And watch it float away on a cloud 
 

 

 
Barry Mowles © 
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UP IN THE SKIES 
 

When I think of you whilst I am sleeping I call you a dream, 

When I think of you during the day I call you a memory flashing 

before my eyes; 
I have lost a few people that changed my life, 

I have lost a few people that now live up in the skies 

 
Dear Jay… 

You could always pick me up when my mood was feeling blue; 

When you left your memory inspired me to keep on fighting, so in a 
way everything I have ever achieved is all because of you 

 

You left this world way too early, after the devil next door 
administered you with a lethal concoction of heroin and crack; 

That day the skies above my head changed from a soft shade of blue, 

into a darkened shade of black 
 

The image of you laying there still haunts my dreams, 

The moment I saw you I could tell your soul had already left the 
room; 

So this verse is in dedication to you, as you left this world way to 

soon 
 

Dear Uncle M… 
I remember looking up to you as a child, 

You were everything a kid could ever dream to be; 

You are another loved one who left this world too soon, 
I just wish that someone could have altered your destiny 

 

On the outside you would smile, but inside you must have been 
struggling under the strain; 

The world said goodbye to you on the 11
th
 of January, 

When you decided to jump in front of that train 
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You left a family in confusion as we all looked for answers, but I 
guess something‟s we never will really understand or know; 

I hope you finally found peace, as only you could understand why it 

was time for you to go 
 

 

Dear Nan & Granddad… 
 

When you left I think if I was honest part of me left to; 

I owe you both my entire life, as I would not even exist if it wasn‟t for 
you 

 

You helped to guide me into the man writing this letter today, 
But when you left my world truly fell apart; 

Although I miss you every day, 

You will both always live on in my heart 
 

You taught me how to love, 

Before teaching me how to miss; 
So I dedicate this verse to you, 

I guess you could call it my goodbye kiss 

 
When I think of you whilst I am sleeping I call you a dream, 

When I think of you during the day I call you a memory flashing 

before my eyes; 
I just hope I have made you all proud, as you watch over the world 

from up there in the skies 
 

Barry Mowles © 
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GOODBYE 
 

For so long I have missed you, 

For so long I have tried to see your face hiding in the sky; 

But after all this time, I think I am finally ready to say goodbye 
 

So many verses I have dedicated to you, 

So many pieces of paper were used to soak up my pain; 
But I can finally see the sun on the horizon, after spending so long 

drowning in the rain 

 
You will forever remain in my heart, 

I have immortalized your memory so the world will never forget; 

I have made a few mistakes in my life, which after time turned into a 
regret 

 

When you left us I felt myself falling into a tunnel, 
But after so many years of crawling I am finally stepping out the other 

side; 

I guess life is really like a rollercoaster, 
You can scream, or you can learn to just enjoy the ride 

 

I still talk to you every day, 
And everything I achieve is all because of you; 

When I was low I made a wish, and today that wish has come true 
 

I have so many memories stored away in my mind, 

I have so many letters sealed forever in this ink; 
Your memory will always keep me afloat, 

But without it I would sink 

 
I guess I was scared of living, because I have never really been afraid 

of dying; 

I may not ever reach the stars, 
But I sure as hell will die trying 
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When you passed away I wasn‟t living but I wasn‟t dead either, 
I guess I was living in that space in-between; 

When you left us I spent so long trying to repair my life I transformed 

into a machine 
 

Just like the Tin Man in the wizard of oz I replaced my emptiness 

with a metal heart; 
So many days I watched the sun rise, 

As I kept thinking, where does the world end and heaven start? 

 
But the ink is slowly fading away, which means it is almost time for 

me to blow a final kiss towards your new home in the sky; 

Maybe one day I will come and visit you, 
But until then all that is left to say is, 

Goodbye. 

 
 

IN DEDICATION TO MY NAN 

MARION MOWLES 
-X- 

 

 

Barry Mowles © 
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&  

Friends  
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MY PEN 
 
 

I want a pen with an eraser So I can erase pain away I'd erase the day 

death took you And this time you would stay I'd write us in the 
happiest times You'd always have a smile on your face I'd erase the 

headstone that brings us here And draw a family in its place I'd write 

about the years you'd spend Camping with your bros And how 
Christmas eve would do us in Kids never sleep, everyone knows I'd 

write about your wedding Your wife and all your kids I'd write about 

your wonder And years of total bliss I'd write our years together Our 
hearts how they would mend If God would give me the most precious 

gift Of an eraser with my pen 

 
 

 

 
Written by Holly Lucas © 

 

 

You will never be forgotten R.I.P. Spencer Chase Salinas Follow Your Bliss 

 

 

 

 



 

40 | P a g e  
 

 

MY AUNT 
 
 

For long you were a part of my world 

where I never cared about the cold 
in this world.. 

When I wanted you to be a child 

and play ,you readily stood without a chide. 
When there was a need to protect me 

you precisely knew when to be a savior guardian. 

No, matter what, you always loved me 
and I always looked up to you. 

You taught me many which the school does not impart, 

as it is not their duty part 
in fact none‟s part. 

I never dared to do a mistake, 

not fearing your slander, 
but bounded by your love. kindness. 

You never showed your hurt, 

but I always see it in you over worked fingers which are curt. 
You was always the next person to my mom, 

and you know how to keep me clam.. 

Though you might have left this world 
without a word, 

you will live in my heart, 
and express yourself in the form of 

kindness,love,humbleness and help… 

Oh my aunt…you always will be in my heart.. 
 

 
By Harish Srinivasan © 

India 
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A PHONE CALL TO HEAVEN 

HELLO MOM 
 
 

Dear Mom know you went to heaven But I just wanted to call And 

ask you to pray for me Like you did a million times before It‟s really 
hard down here You see I made some crazy choices And a lot has 

happened Since you left me last year My heart is hurting my body is 

wore out Dear Mom I don't think I can last much longer this day! 
Mom are you there? If I could I would take a walk And find that 

stairway to heaven That I hear about all the time And Look for you 

mom That I need to see My heart hurts bad mom my life is a 
shambles! Mom I see the night sky and the lightning The lightning 

has struck The time is near I feel so lost And I need some answers 

Just to hear your voice To know you are the one That is praying for 
your daughter! I see Morning Light The new day will dawn With you 

Taking my hand I don't know if I can make it without you Yet the day 

wears And the door succeeds shut In all my grief‟s And my child 
hood Beliefs My soul can reach When the feelings is out of sight For 

the ends of being And the idea of grace When all my robes are gone 

And the beauty is done I just know if I have your prayers All will be 
all right Mom I will arise With my dreams of you Just knowing That I 

will have a spirit in my feet To climb those stairs So you will pray for 

me This day Good bye Mom 
 

 
 

Deborah Brooks Langford © 
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DEAREST ONES IN HEAVEN 
 
 

I write this short letter to heaven To my lost family, pets and friends I 

send it to you with affection Now that I have found the strength 
Just sometimes ring a bell To let me know you‟re happy From the 

place that you now dwell That is if you should find one handy. 

From above I feel your embrace However this does not stop the tears 
From falling down my face With this letter I send my prayers. 

When my time on earth is done And I start to climb those stairs I will 

hug and kiss everyone As long as you come in pairs 
I will send my love Every day noon and night To you all above Till 

the day comes when we reunite 

 
 

 

 
By Sue Reid © 
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DEAR MR POSTMAN 
 Kindly send this letter To my mam 

 C/O God  

Pearly Gates  

In Heaven above 
 

Dear Mam I did not know you for long; what I do remember will 

always stay in my head and heart You did some funny things to make 
me laugh you was a great knitter and a kidder Yet underneath you was 

so unhappy and sad, all you did was sit and knit all day long With a 

fag hanging out of your mouth, I often wondered how you managed to 
do that and what about the polo mints you sucked your way through 

packets of them The things you knitted where embarrassing to say the 

least like making me wear a balaclava to wear on my paper round and 
what about those woollen socks and knickers Oh mam. Do you 

remember rolling me a cigarette all made out of newspaper rolled into 

a cigarette paper? I swear that was my start up fag for I moved on to 
real ones thanks mam it took me years to get weaned off them. I so 

remember the first day I went to nursery and peaked through the little 

square window in the door and I bawled my eyes out all morning 
wanting my mam because I thought you did not love me and left me 

with all these kids and a woman not knowing it was a school well I 

was only four years old. We had some good Sundays at dads 
allotment and the parks we went to Clifton Park was one of my 

favourites I can see you now drinking the last drops of tea from the 
jug, in your big coat with big square patterns and it was a very hot day 

what a sight that was ha ha. I loved it when you came to visit and 

went to the markets and bought some boiled sweets back the fishes 
where my favourite Yes mam you was character. It took years before 

I knew or understood why you only came home for the weekends I 

knew nothing about where you stayed during the week as I was never 
told anything, it went on like this for years so it was the norm really 

till one day I found out that you was hospitalised all those years ago 

just because you suffered from epileptic fits and that is where they put 
people with your illness.  
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I was just coming up to my 15th birthday and you your 50th when the 
telegram came to inform us you had died of pneumonia. I did not 

understand your illness then but so wished I was older I would have 

taken care of you mam. It has been 60 years since your passing mam 
but those pictures of you are so stuck in my head and I hang on to 

those images for that is all I knew about you mam. I will always love 

you mam and wish we could go back and change how things where as 
they surely where not pleasant and you must have been very unhappy 

for you got so used to being in that hospital you did things to get you 

back there as that was your home not the one you visited on 
weekends. Tell God I thank him for taking you to a safe place but I 

wish he had made you better instead but I guess he knew that you was 

suffering and took you home instead. I know you are watching over 
me mam cause you are forever in my thoughts. We will be reunited 

mam on day just hang on in there I hope you are enjoying your Great 

Grand-daughter company and taking care of her we only got to know 
her for eight weeks I am forever grateful that I got to hold her before 

God took her by the hand tell her Nanny thinks about her a lot and 

love her loads sadly the pictures I have of her are in the hospital on 
the machine keeping her breathing, and then the baptism just before 

they shut of the machine these are sad images and memories. 

Dedicated to my mam RIP 
 

 

 
 

By Sue Reid © 
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ASHES 
 
 

In the box inscribed with your name I have placed your ashes. 

Within the mist of time I have talked with you and in dreams I have 
conjured you. 

The old house holds familiarity The furniture and the flutter of 

curtains and the heady fragrance of blood red roses speak your name 
and I try to remain inside within those years of youth but find I am 

pulled away from each room and from you 

until I am outside and then farther and farther still until you and all 
you were and all I was 

dissolves 

and those stars as bright as forbidden diamonds embrace everything 
while the moon seeks comfort from the sun. 

 

 
 

Jane Lynahan Karklin © 

August 4, 2013 
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TRIBUTE 
 
 

As I tread the dry, red sand on this the birth of Christs birthday I sit a 

while amongst comrades and here's what I must say, Amidst the smell 
of gunfire, no nativity display, I 'm back at home, your only child, my 

Sants sack, just yesterday. How you loved me, how safe I felt, my 

heart thumps hard with fear, My fallen buddies, I scraped them up, 
my mind now broken, my paper bleached. I hope you get this 

message, this Christmas day for you I yearn, Thank You Dearest 

Mum and Dad for and I have to say I love you so, Through blood 
stained eyes, I send you my heart, I just may not return. Ever loving 

daughter. 

 
 

 

 
Valerie Cassar © 
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MEMORY (MY SWAN SONG) 
 
 

I saw you coming towards me in the Park the other day 

I saw you have your bright smile on your lips 
I saw you were wearing your hair in that special way 

which was combed at one side fastened with a glittering clipse 

 
I thought, should I call your name and say Hello 

but No, my great sorrow is not yet passing through 

and in my great anxiety I just let you go 
my wish of touching you was nothing of to do 

 

The remembrance of the time we spent together 
is a torturing plague of my day 

I thought it should have flied away like a feather 

but No, I have to deal with my grievance in my own way 
 

I am still holding your hand in the darkness 

I am still kissing your chin 
It´s your name I am mumbling to reach in my address 

and it´s your confidence I still want to win 

 
My love where are you heading towards 

while I am lingering  around 
and in my heart collecting treasures for the hoard 

to keep our promises ,to be bound 

 
I know I don´t see you anymore or anyway 

your shape was a shadow of the past 

My vision of you in the Park the other day 
was the spirit of your soul forever in your grave to last 

 
©Kerstin Centervall 
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A FAREWELL 
 

Days of long and lonesome waiting 

sorrow follows in your path 

all of beauty we´ve been creating 
couldn´t stay and forever last 

 

Many years of laugh and tears 
in our hearts we let them grow 

rich of valuable trust to hear 

in the moment of despair shown 
 

The song we sang, our childish play 

on the flower painted meadow 
a memory, so close of today 

and so close to be a shadow 

 
I follow your steps as long as I reach 

my arms and body are heavy and numb 

I don´t feel your breath or here you speak 
the angels are calling with a powerful drum 

 

My heart will ever your smile remember 
I start my day with your ghost beside 

my destiny you have and will it blender 
the way you choose and kind decide 

 

I must leave you now to some other hand 
my will and strongness are not enough 

the way to heaven where you will land 

is still for me so long and rough 
 

 

©Kerstin Centervall 
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NOT A FADED MEMORY 
 
 

It was only yesterday and fond memories when you were here 

Lights flashes on my reminiscing mind on this rainy, windy day. 
My feet dragged me where you are now laid 

Swaying trees, rainshowers teasing me around 

As I pray before your resting place. 
Losing you so soon up til now I can‟t face 

You will not be a faded memory 

Keep seeing your solemn countenance each day 
Missing your company, being a father to me. 

Your voice still echoes 

From inside my head 
A sweet rhyme giving me comfort and peace 

Saw you in my dreams and I was elated as if you‟re still very much 

alive. 
I still can feel your hands as I touch them for the last time 

Telling you to hold on and that we are just here beside you 

During your struggling hours 
I know you fought „til the bitter end as I have 

Whispered on your ear 

But the dreaded time arrived, the one I most fear 
You had to go home back to the arms of our Loving Father. 

(in memoriam to my late Dad Roberto N. Castillo) 
 

 

 
Elizabeth E. Castillo Copyright 2012 
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A DAUGHTER‟S REFLECTIONS 
 
 

Here I am thinking about things as these confused feelings sets in 

Echoes from the past, happy voices, jubilant memories 
Coupled with bitter sweet realities. 

On the threshold of my life when things change 

People you love passing away, finding your niche in this world 
And making your way amongst this vast crowd, 

Yes, I think life is short and when people close to your heart pass 

away, 
They are never gone but rather they stay there in your heart even if 

you have gotten 

Over the feelings of losing them one fateful day. 
 

All that is left are fond memories 

Their voices and smiles still register on your mind 
The times you spent with them all your life. 

And how you can carry on without them 

In your remaining days. 
I may say to people I‟m okay 

But deep down I still haven‟t gotten over the feeling of losing my 

Dad, 
His passing is so unexpected 

Things have happened so fast like a bolt of lightning. 
 

He was just here one day and the next he‟s forever gone 

He was with me when I dreamt of becoming a writer, 
One of my number one fans 

Who feels so proud showing people my works. 

It‟s sad he‟s not here when my dream of having my own books 
published 

Has finally come true, 
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I inherited his love of writing and with that I know I made him happy 
Pursuing a field he failed to achieve in which I made a reality 

But I know I‟ve made him even prouder 

I can see him smiling sweetly together with Grandma and Grandpa 
who welcomed him in heaven now. 

 

 
 

(for my late Dad, Roberto N. Castillo) 

 

Elizabeth E. Castillo Copyright 2012 
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WAITING 
 
 

read the hidden stories in my eyes it is as black as night, as cold as my 

soul, as deep as my pain, hide me in your thoughts where I can smile 
& dance hide me in your dreams where I love you & romance hide 

me in your desire where I move with you in rhythm and share some 

crazy love steal some cozy moments for you and me before I close my 
eyes just to adore you in my sleep in my dreams............ 

 

 
 

 
Neha R. Krishna © 
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FOREVER TOGETHER IN THE LIGHT 
 

Our gracious life  drifting 

Certain,and  uncertain wondering, 

who, where, what we are living 
Namely are the rules of our lives. 

 

Through mother we are born, 
And from father we are grown. 

Life and death shall we fall. 

At the end shall see us in the rest 
 

Its not fun when someone dies, 

Which rules us when we sleep , death. 
Awakening, are calling from experience. 

Capture and waiting, vanishing. 

 
To die is to rest, 

Though does not mean we have to forget. 

You are gone, from the rest, 
But in our heart, as treasure you´re in best. 

 

This poem is made, 
For you in memory, not yet fade. 

If you hear us,  we sing a song, 
Sounds of our hearts on his prolong. 

 

Million things of reasons, 
A heart of gold to be treasured 

Those eyes, shining love lights 

.A worthful word from a child like me. 
 

For you mom and dad.. 
COPYRIGHT@ Gina Ancheta Agsaulio 
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LOOKING TO HEAVEN 
 
 

I lie here in the dead of night, Thinking of a long lost love. Times 

have not been the same, Since the angels took him above. 
I stare into the night so dreary, Thinking of what it would be like, If 

only for one single night, We could be together in heavens light. 

I know that anything is possible, God has taught me that. What would 
be a better gift? Than to take me where he‟s at. 

I close my eyes and I dream on, I feel his touch upon my face. He 

whispers that he is always here, And that I was his saving grace. 
A smile comes upon my lips, And my heart begins to warm. My love 

never really left me. And around me feelings swarm. 

 
 

 
©REB (SEPTEMBER 2013)  

 

I feel him now I know he is here with me. 
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ONE LAST NIGHT 
 
 

I feel you, I know you are there, I smell your scent, in the cold brisk 

air. I feel your hands on my laced hips, I can taste the dew of your 
love on my lips. 

I was heartbroken when you went away, But I knew you would return 

someday. My soul told me to be patient with time, And that my love 
would return in kind. 

Take me into your arms, hold me tight. Make me feel like you did on 

our first night. Ravage me with your barren soul, Make my body lose 
all control. 

My love, I know that you are there, I know that you still care. Be with 

me this one last night. Before you walk back into the light. 
 

 
©REB (SEPTEMBER 2013)  

 

Because true love has no boundaries. 
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YOU REMAIN 
 
 

I turn inward and see you as you were 

for here the spectre of death dares not enter and the darkness once so 
suffocating is no longer impenetrable. 

Like water that sings amid pebbles in a brook or a bird whose wings 

reflect the rays of the sun 
you remain 

in my dream of dreams as twilight embraces my heart 

you remain 
when the first flower of spring awakens with the dawn or fireflies 

transform the midnight sky 

you remain 
when the chill of autumn retreats among the leaves and the snow of 

winter comforts the soul with silence 

you remain 
as you always will just a small step away beyond the shadow of the 

hills and deep within that vast swirl of time. 

 
 

 
© August 23, 2013 Jane Lynahan Karklin 
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LAST WORDS 
 
 

No words seem poignant enough, No pen keen enough to summarise 

a life's worth. Can it really be done? 
I'm distracting myself. While you slowly waste away I'm thinking of 

better days And I'll bet you're doing the same. Times gone by, When 

we need not worry About the beep of a heart monitor. Monotonous. 
I'd carry all your pain; A badge of honour, If only to hear you say my 

name. But insidious as it is, Time takes the skill from your tongue 

Emasculating. 
So I'll just sit in silence, Neutral silence, And hope that you find 

solace. No famous last words You were ever saying how they're 

overated, 
You were always saying... 

 

. 
 

Ryan Frank Ward © 
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NOW YOU ARE AN ANGEL 
 
 

Now  

You are 
 An angel 

 In the sky. 

 No one was 
 Prepared 

 To say goodbye. 

 You were 
 Sweet 

 Full of love 

 A fighter 
 Never showed 

 Any pain. 

 You had the 
 Best parents 

 That made sure 

 You had everything. 
 Sponge Bob, 

 Barney, 

 And a little sister 
 To tease,  

And a foster brother 
 Who could 

 Hear you squeal, 

 Kick and sneeze. 
 Every one of 

 Your nurses 

 Fell in love 
 With you, 
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 And you didn't  
Mind 

 That they 

 would make 
 

 Sure your 

 medicines and 
 feedings  

Were always 

 On time.  
The Doctors  

Tried to 

 Save your 
 Little heart. 

 But for this  

World 
 You were 

 Too Smart.  

Because  
Now we have 

 To accept  

You are  
In a better Place. 

 In a new body 

 Adorned with 
 Perfect  

Light and  
Grace 

 

by Christina M. Castro © 
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DEAR DADDY, 
 
 

You went to heaven 33 years ago and It still bothers me that you 

couldn't give me away at my wedding only 3 months later. In every 
picture we have of you, you are smiling and never had a bad word to 

say about anyone! You had such class and were always a gentleman! I 

remember Saturday mornings when teenage boys would come to the 
house to talk you; they couldn't get along with their own fathers. 

Memories of being pulled by sled to church stands out in my 

mind...for you never missed a Sunday! And I recall you getting along 
so well with your mother-in-law when other men joked how terrible 

theirs were. I will always remember you dancing with mom in the 

kitchen...Oh how you loved her! Daddy, I still can't believe that you 
were younger than I am now when you went to Heaven. I guess Jesus 

wanted you for Himself or to make others in heaven smile, the way 

you made everyone here smile and laugh! I will always love you and 
look forward to seeing you again in Heaven. If I could have just one 

more day with you down here on earth..... 

 
Love, Carol 

 

 
 

Carol Murphy Natoli © 
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FOR THE MEMORY OF 9/11 

 
 

How dare we say you are gone, how dare anyone say you are 

forgotten 
your memory will live on, even in the minds of the rotten. 

We cry because we are missing, and craving, the aura of your scent,  

as we gaze into the sky, or out the window, recollecting time spent. 
While we hold a pillow, stare at a photo, or touch something you 

owned 

we ponder on the concept of a life deprived of being full grown.  
Some have healed, and some still want to know why 

such a calamity could befall America, and cause so many to die. 

Pain and love brought our nation together, while teaching the valuable 
lesson 

that every moment and day spent with a loved one is indeed a true 

blessing. 
Stronger we have become, and fighting for unity of land must be 

on the forefront of all minds of those in the USA, from A to Z. 

From city to city, and from state to state 
where anger still abounds we must attempt to placate. 

So that hatred has no place and grief cannot consume, 

for so proceeded the mission of terrorists, and their abyss of fools. 
Terrorism isn't secluded to one area, and presents through many a 

guise, 
and time as proven over and over that on our own soil it does lie. 

Our children walk or ride bus to school trying to avoid violence 

meanwhile 
fearing a kidnapping, or ever being murdered by some twisted 

pedophile. 

Our teachers come to school with lesson prepared for the day, 
with fear of being killed in the midst of a bullet haze. 

Our soldiers go away to fight while leaving their families all alone, 

and some return displaying behavior of an antonymic clone. 
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Our elderly try to live life [in their golden age] as they so deserve, 
but are worn down and out by the plagues upon their nerves; 

being robbed, being raped, or being harmed by some young punk 

who has and excuse and something to prove, while intoxicated like a 
drunk. 

There is war everywhere, and those who care should open up their 

eyes and see 
that only out of body our loved ones have traveled, but in spirit still 

with us they be. 

So when hugging a loved one or someone in need, remember you're 
hugging them too 

put all your might in it, and let love begin it, even when it doesn't 

seem true.  
As you spread and pay forward your love will abound 

with the essence of your loved one always closely around. 

So speak we, still of this world to and fro, both near and far 
to those of you who have left the body and traveled away to the stars; 

please watch over us and remember us, while pleading our endless 

case, 
and send your love back here to this cruel world, so we can feel its 

warmth on our face. 

 
 

 
Copyright © 2012 Cynthia Davis 
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SMALL STEPS 
 
 

Small Steps With tints of grey the sky brave yet unsure of dawn and 

all its glory New dreams await with passion The poet with a story so 
pen to pad lets once again Greet the day anew Sunflowers glistening 

moist from new dawns dew... Other thoughts can wait awhile I know 

he would agree he would sooner i read or wrote poetry or kneel 
tending plants and flowers Smiling not crying on my knees 

 

 
X 

 

 
 

 

Sandra Cameron © 
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LOST BUT NOT FORGOTTEN 
 
 

It's been twenty years now that you are gone Not a day goes by, that I 

wish you were here You was my best friend, you was always there 
How have I've gone this long without you by my side 

Please tell me before I start to cry I know you watch over me still And 

Heaven has one hell of an angel I feel You may be lost in the earthy 
plains 

But you will always remain In my heart, you are not forgotten I miss 

you dearly my guardian angel You were the best Grandmother I could 
have 

The only Grandmother I knew That is why I love you so dearly And I 

know when my time has passed You will be there waiting for me to 
welcome me back 

 

 
 

©Belinda Hicks 
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THE 

END 
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.. 
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FACEBOOK PAGE: http://www.facebook.com/Barry.Mowles.Poetry 
.. 

FACEBOOK PROFILE: http://www.facebook.com/poetryby.barrymowles 
… 

DESTINY TO WRITE PUBLICATIONS FACEBOOK PAGE: 
http://www.facebook.com/DestinyToWritePublications 

 
………. 

 

FOLLOW MY WORDPRESS BLOG 

 
http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/ 

………. 
 

FOLLOW ME ON TWITTER 

 
www.twitter.com/barrymowlespoet 

........... 

 

EMAIL: destinytowrite@live.co.uk 
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LETTERS TO 

HEAVEN 
… 
 

PUBLISHED WORLDWIDE ONLINE  
AVAILABLE IN BOTH  
PRINTED PAPERBACK  

AVAILABLE NOW ONLINE AT: 
http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/destinytowrite7 

 

http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/destinytowrite7 
 

ALSO DISPLAYED ON THE  
DESTINY TO WRITE PUBLICATIONS WEBSITE 

 

http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/ 
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