


Sample Funeral readings

When | am Dead My Dearest

When | am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;

Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree:

With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,

And if thou wilt, forget.

| shall not see the shadows,

| shall not feel the rain;

| shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as if in pain;

And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,

Haply | may remember

And haply may forget.

Christina Rossetti

Intimations of Immortality

What though the radiance which was once so bright™
Be now forever taken from my sight,

Though nothing can bring back the hour

Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;

We will grieve not, rather find

Strength in what remains behind.

William Wordsworth



Native American Poem

| give you this one thought to keep.
| am with you still. | do not sleep.

| am a thousand winds that blow.

| am the diamond glints on the snow.
| am the sunlight on ripened grain.

| am the gentle autumn rain.

When you awaken in the morning’s hush,
| am the swift, uplifting rush

of quiet birds in circled flight.

| am the soft stars that shine at night.

Do not think of me as gone.
| am with you still in each new dawn.

Roads Go Ever On

Roads go ever ever on,

Over rock and under tree,

By caves where never sun has shone,
By streams that never find the sea;
Over snow by winter sown,

And through the merry flowers of June,
Over grass and over stone,

And under mountains in the moon.

Roads go ever ever on

Under cloud and under star,

Yet feet that wandering have gone

Turn at last to home afar.

Eyes that fire and sword have seen

And horror in the halls of stone

Look at last on meadows green

And trees and hills they long have known.

Roads go ever on and on
Out from the door where it began.
Now far ahead the Road has gone,



Let others follow it who can!

Let them a journey new begin,

But | at last with weary feet

Will turn towards the lighted inn,
My evening-rest and sleep to meet.

R Tolkien

Holy Sonnet x

Death be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadfull, for, thou art not so,

For, those, whom thou think’st, thou dost overthrow,
Die not, poore death, nor yet canst thou kill me.

From rest and sleepe, which but thy pictures bee,
Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee doe goe,

Rest of their bones, and soules deliverie.

Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poyson, warre, and sicknesse dwell,

And poppie, or charmes can make us sleepe as well,

And better than thy stroake; why swell’st thou then;

One short sleepe past, wee wake eternally,

And death shall be no more; death, thou shalt die.

John Donne



An extract from The Wind in the Willows -

He saw clearly how plain and simple - how narrow, even - it all was; but clearly, too,
how much it all meant to him, and the special value of some such anchorage in one’s
existence. He did not at all want to abandon the new life and its splendid spaces, to
turn his back on sun and air and all they offered him and creep home and stay there;
the upper world was all too strong, it called to him still, even down there, and he
knew he must return to the larger stage. But it was good to think he had this to come
back to, this place which was all his own, these things which were so glad to see him
again and could always be counted upon for the same simple welcome.

An extract from Fahrenheit 451 — Ray Bradbury

Everyone must leave something behind when he dies, my grandfather said. A child or
a book or a painting or a house or a wall built or a pair of shoes made. Or a garden
planted. Something your hand touched some way so your soul has somewhere to go
when you die, and when people look at that tree or that flower you planted, you're
there. It doesn’t matter what you do, he said, so as long as you change something
from the way it was before you touched it into something that’s like you after you
take your hands away.

An Extract form The Tempest — William Shakespeare
Our revels are now ended. These our actors,

As | foretold you, were all spirits and

Are melted into air, into thin air:

And like the baseless fabric of this vision,

The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Yea all which it inherit, shall dissolve



And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff
As dreams are made on, and our little life

Is rounded in a sleep

When We Lose a Loved One

When we lose a loved one

Our world just falls apart

We think that we cant carry on
With this broken heart
Everything is different now
You're upset and you’re annoyed
Your world it seems is shattered
There’s such an awful void
There’s got to be a reason

And we have to understand
God made us and at any time
Hell reach down for our hand
There might not be a warning
We won’t know where or when
The only thing were certain of
Is well meet them once again.
Anon.

If 1 Should Die Before the Rest of you

If I should die before the rest of you

Break not a flower nor inscribe a stone

Nor, when I’'m gone, speak in a Sunday voice,
But be the usual selves that | have known.
Weep if you must

Parting is hell.

But life goes on.



So sing as well.
Joyce Grenfell

Into the freedom of wind and sunshine

We let you go

Into the dance of the stars and the planets

We let you go

Into the wind’s breath and the hands of the star maker
We let you go

We love you, we miss you, we want you to be happy
Go safely, go dancing, go running home

Ruth Burgess

There is No Night Without a Dawning

There is no night without a dawning. No winter without a spring
And beyond the dark horizon

Our hearts will once more sing ...

For those who leave us for a while

Have only gone away

Out of a restless, care worn world

Into a brighter day.

Helen Steiner Rice



Love is Immortal

Love is pure energy and

No matter how hard you try,
You can never kill love

Because pure energy can’t die
The feeling of love can fade,
And the body can cease to give,
But the energy created by love
Is immortal and continues

To live.

Anon

Our Memories Build a Special Bridge

When loved ones have to part

To help us feel were with them still
And soothe a grieving heart

They span the years and warm our lives
Preserving ties that bind

Our memories build a special bridge
And bring us peace of mind.

Emily Mathews

Do Not Stand At My Grave and Weep

Do not stand at my grave and weep

| am not there.

| do not sleep.

| am a thousand winds that blow.

| am the diamond glints on snow.

| am the sunlight on ripened grain.

| am the gentle autumn’s rain.

When you awaken in the morning’s hush,



| am the swift uplifting rush

Of quiet birds in circled flight.

| am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry;

| am not there.

| did not die.

Mary Frye

God Saw You Getting Tired

God saw you getting tired
And a cure was not to be
So he put His arms around you
And whispered “Come to me.”

With tearful eyes we watched you
As you slowly slipped away

And though we loved you dearly
We couldn’t make you stay.

Your golden heart stopped beating
Your tired hands put to rest

God broke our hearts to prove to us
He only takes the best.

F&K Coelho

She Is Gone (He Is Gone)

You can shed tears that she is gone
Or you can smile because she has lived

You can close your eyes and pray that she will come back
Or you can open your eyes and see all that she has left

Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her
Or you can be full of the love that you shared



You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday
Or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday

You can remember her and only that she is gone
Or you can cherish her memory and let it live on

You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back
Or you can do what she would want: smile, open your eyes, love and go on.
David Harkins

Afterglow

I"d like the memory of me to be a happy one.

I"d like to leave an afterglow of smiles when life is done.

I"d like to leave an echo whispering softly down the ways,

Of happy times and laughing times and bright and sunny days.
I"d like the tears of those who grieve, to dry before the sun;
Of happy memories that | leave when life is done.

Helen Lowrie Marshall

Turn Again To Life

If I should die and leave you here a while,

Be not like others sore undone,

Who keep long vigil by the silent dust.

For my sake turn again to life and smile,
Nerving thy heart and trembling hand to do
Something to comfort other hearts than thine.
Complete these dear unfinished tasks of mine
And | perchance may therein comfort you.

Mary Lee Hall



All Is Well

Death is nothing at all,

| have only slipped into the next room

| am | and you are you

Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.
Call me by my old familiar name,

Speak to me in the easy way which you always used

Put no difference in your tone,

Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow

Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed together.
Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.

Let my name be ever the household word that it always was,

Let it be spoken without effect, without the trace of shadow on it.
Life means all that it ever meant.

It is the same as it ever was, there is unbroken continuity.

Why should | be out of mind because | am out of sight?

| am waiting for you, for an interval, somewhere very near,
Just around the corner.
Allis well.

Henry Scott Holland

Funeral Blues

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead

Scribbling on the sky the message ‘He is Dead’.

Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.



He was my North, my South, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;

| thought that love would last forever: | was wrong.

The stars are not wanted now; put out every one,
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun,

Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood;
For nothing now can ever come to any good.

She Walks in Beauty

She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that’s best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes;
Thus mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impaired the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,

Or softly lightens o’er her face;

Where thoughts serenely sweet express,
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.

And on that cheek, and o’er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent!

Lord Byron



The life that | have is all that | have

the life that | have is yours

The love that | have for the life that | have
is yours and yours and yours.

A sleep | shall have, a rest | shall have

Yet death will be but a pause

for the peace of my years

in the long green grass

Will be yours and yours and yours

Leo Marks

The Broken Chain

We little knew that morning that God was going to call your name,
In life we loved you dearly; in death we do the same

It broke our hearts to lose you, you did not go alone.

For part of us went with you, the day God called you home

You left us peaceful memories, your love is still our guide,

And though we cannot see you, you are always at our side

Our family chain is broken, and nothing seems the same,

But as God call us us one by one, the chain will link again.

As We Look Back

As we look back over time

We find ourselves wondering .....

Did we remember to thank you enough
For all you have done for us?

For all the times you were by our sides
To help and support us .....

To celebrate our successes

To understand our problems



And accept our defeats?

Or for teaching us by your example,

The value of hard work, good judgment,
Courage and integrity?

We wonder if we ever thanked you

For the sacrifices you made.

To let us have the very best?

And for the simple things

Like laughter, smiles and times we shared?
If we have forgotten to show our
Gratitude enough for all the things you did,
We’re thanking you now.

And we are hoping you knew all along,
How much you meant to us.

Anon

Not, How Did He Die, but How Did He Live?

Not, how did he die, but how did he live?

Not, what did he gain, but what did he give?
These are the units to measure the worth

Of a man as a man, regardless of his birth.

Nor what was his church, nor what was his creed?
But had he befriended those really in need?

Was he ever ready, with words of good cheer,

To bring back a smile, to banish a tear?

Not what did the sketch in the newspaper say,
But how many were sorry when he passed away?
Anon

When | come to the end of the road

And the sun has set for me

| want no rites in a gloom filled room
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little, but not for long

And not with your head bowed low
Remember the love that once we shared



Miss me, but let me go.

For this is a journey we all must take
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the master plan

A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart
Go the friends we know.

Laugh at all the things we used to do
Miss me, but let me go.

When | am dead my dearest

Sing no sad songs for me

Plant thou no roses at my head

Nor shady cypress tree

Be the green grass above me

With showers and dewdrops wet
And if thou wilt remember

And if thou wilt, forget.

| shall not see the shadows,

| shall not fear the rain;

| shall not hear the nightingale

Sing on as if in pain;

And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,

Haply I may remember,

And haply may forget.

Christina Rossetti



