
Readings for reflections and memorials 
 
 
 
 
Because s/he has lived  
You can shed tears that s/he is gone  
 Or you can smile because s/he has lived.  
You can close your eyes and pray that s/he’ll come back  
 Or you can open your eyes and see all s/he’s left.  
Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her/him 
 Or you can be full of the love 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 and only that s/he is gone   
 Or you can cherish her/his memory and let it live on.  
You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back  
 Or you can do what s/he’d want:  
 smile, open your eyes, love and go on.  
- Unknown  

 
  



 
 
 
 
Feel no guilt in laughter;  
 s/he knows how much you care. 
Feel no sorrow in a smile that s/he is not here to share. 
 
You cannot grieve forever;  
 s/he wouldn’t want you to. 
S/he’d hope that you could carry on the way you always do. 
 
So,  
 talk about the good times  
 and the way you showed you cared. 
The days you spent together,  
 all the happiness you shared. 
 
Let memories surround you;  
 a word someone may say will suddenly recapture  
 a time,  
  an hour,  
  or a day, 
That brings her/him back in your thoughts,  
 as if s/he were still here, and fills you with a feeling  
 that s/he is always near. 
- Unknown  

 
  



 
 
 
 
So many different lengths of time  
How long is a man’s life, finally?  
Is it a thousand days, or only one,  
one week, or several centuries?  
How long does a man’s death last, 
and what do we mean when we say, ‘gone forever’?  
 
Adrift in such preoccupations, we seek clarification.  
We can go to the philosophers,  
But they will grow tired of our questions.  
We can go to the priests and the rabbis  
But they might be too busy with administrations.  
 
 *  
 
So, how long does a man live, finally?  
And how much does he live while he lives?  
We fret, and ask so many questions –  
Then when it comes to us  
The answer is so simple after all.  
 
A man lives for as long as we carry him inside us,  
For as long as we carry the harvest of his dreams,  
For as long as we ourselves live,  
Holding memories in common, a man lives.  
 
His lover will carry his man’s scent, his touch;  
His children will carry the weight of his love.  
One friend will carry his arguments,  
Another will hum his favourite tunes,  
Another will still share in his terrors.  
 
And the days will pass with baffled faces,  
Then the weeks, then the months,  



Then there will come a day when no question is asked,  
And the knots of grief will loosen in the stomach,  
And the puffed up faces will calm.  
And on that day he will not have ceased,  
But will have ceased to be separated by death.  
How long does a man live, finally?  
 
A man lives so many different lengths of time.  
- Brian Patten 

  



 
 
 
 
Standing on the seashore  
I am standing on the seashore.  
A ship at my side spreads her white sails to the morning breeze and starts for 
the blue ocean. 
She is an object of beauty and strength.  
I stand and watch her until at length,  
she hangs like a speck of white cloud, just where the sea and sky come to 
mingle with each other.  
Then, someone at my side says,  
“There, she is gone.”  
“Gone where?” 
Gone from my sight. That is all.  
She is just as large in mast and hull and spar as she was when she left my 
side.  
And she is just as able to bear her load of living freight to her destined port.  
Her diminished size is in me, not in her.  
And just at the moment when someone at my side says,  
“There, she is gone,”  
There are other eyes watching her coming,  
and other voices ready to take up the glad shout, “Here she comes!”  
And that is dying.  
- Henry Van Dyke  



 
 
 
 
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 S/he is Dead,  
Put crêpe bows round the white necks of the public doves,  
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.  
 
S/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;  
I thought that love would last for ever: I 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 woods:  
For nothing now can ever come to any good.  
- W H Auden 

 
 
 
 
 
  



 
 
 
 
The LORD is my Shepherd, I shall not be in want.  
 He makes me lie down in green pastures,  
he leads me beside quiet waters,  
 he restores my soul.  
He guides me in paths of righteousness  
 for his name's sake.  
Even though I walk  
 through the valley of the shadow of death,  
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 goodness and love will follow me  
 all the days of my life,  
and I will dwell in the house of the LORD  
 for ever.  
- Psalm 23 

  



 
 
 
 
“Do not let your hearts be troubled. Trust in God; trust also in me. In my 

Father's house are many rooms; if it were not so, I would have told you. I am 

going there to prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare a place for 

you, I will come back and take you to be with me that you also may be where 

I am. You know the way to the place where I am going.” 

 Thomas said to him, “Lord, we don't know where you are going, so how 
can we know the way?” 
 Jesus answered, “I am the way and the truth and the life. No-one comes to 
the Father except through me.  
 “Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the 
world gives. Do not let your hearts be troubled and do not be afraid.” 
- John 14:1-6, 27   



 
 
 
 
A simple reflection at the time of a funeral 
 
Find a quiet place to sit. You may like to have to hand a photograph or two of 
the person who has died and some of their favourite music. 
 
 
Take a few moments to think about those who will be at the funeral. You may 
wish to say a prayer for them. 
 
Choose one of the readings, for example: 
 

Standing on the seashore 
 or  
The LORD is my shepherd 

 
Play a piece of music that your loved one enjoyed. Spend a moment or two 
with the music and the memories the photographs inspire.  
 
Light your candle, then read one of the readings, for example: 
 

Because s/he has lived  
 or  

 Do not let your hearts be troubled 
 
You might like to end with a prayer. 
 
 

 

“To weep is to make less the depth of grief” 

- William Shakespeare, King Henry VI 

  



Prayers from the faith traditions 
 
 
Bahá'í 
O Lord! Thou art the Remover of every anguish and the Dispeller of every 
affliction.  
Thou art He Who banisheth every sorrow and setteth free every slave, the 
Redeemer of every soul.  
O Lord!  Grant deliverance through Thy mercy, and reckon me among such 
servants of Thine as have gained salvation.  
- The Bab 

 
Buddhist 
May I become a medicine for the sick and their physician, their support until 
sickness come not again. 
May I become an unfailing store for the wretched, and be first to supply them 
with their needs. 
My own self and my pleasures, my righteousness past, present, and future, 
may I sacrifice without regard, in order to achieve the welfare of beings. 
 
Christian 
Support us, O Lord, all the day long of this troublous life,  
 until the shadows lengthen,  
 and the evening comes,  
 and the busy world is hushed,  
 the fever of life is over, and our work done.  
Then Lord, in Thy mercy,  
 grant us and those we love safe lodging,  
 a holy rest, and peace at last,  
through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen 
 
Hindu 
From the unreal lead me to the real! 
From darkness lead me to light! 
From death lead me to immortality! 
O God!  You are the giver of life, the healer of pain and sorrows, the giver of 
happiness. 
 

https://www.bbc.co.uk/religion/religions/bahai/


 
 
 
O Creator of the universe, send your purifying light and lead our thoughts  in 
your ways. 
- Prayer of Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941) 

 
Jewish 
The Lord bless you 
    and keep you; 
the Lord make his face shine on you 
    and be gracious to you; 
the Lord turn his face toward you 
    and give you peace. 
 
Muslim  
O God, You are Peace. 
From You comes Peace, 
To You returns Peace. 
Revive us with a salutation of Peace, 
And lead us to Your abode of Peace. 
- A saying from The Prophet, used in daily prayer by Muslims 

 
Sikh 
May the kingdom of justice prevail! 
May the believers be united in love! 
May the hearts of the believers be humble, high in their wisdom, 
And may they be guided in their wisdom by the Lord. 
O Khalsa, say Wahiguru, Glory be to God! . . . 
“Entrust unto the Lord what thou wishest to be accomplished.  The Lord will 
bring all matters to fulfillment:  Know this as truth evidenced by Himself.” 
- Excerpted from “Sikh Prayers” in Religion for Peace 

 


