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Poems for a Funeral Service
Here are a few Poems you may wish to use for your Funeral Booklet – just copy and paste.
)




What is a Mum? 

A mum is one of life's best gifts, 
Someone to treasure all life through, 
She's caring and loving, 
Thoughtful and true, 
Someone who is always a special part of your life, 
Someone who holds a prime place in your heart, 
She's a mentor, a confident and also a friend, 
Someone on whose love you can depend. 
A mum always has your best interests at heart, 
She's someone so dear and so good, 
She's a blessing, she's a gift, 
She's a treasure like no other, 
She's someone that is truly wonderful. 
Wherever you go, and whatever you do, 
A mum’s love will always see you through, 
A mum is truly invaluable, 
Indispensable and unforgettable. 
I wouldn't want anyone but you, 
And that's why I'm so grateful, 
that life picked you for me.





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 judgement, 
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.








Legacy of Love. 

A wife, a mother, a grandma too, 
This is the legacy we have from you. 
You taught us love and how to fight, 
You gave us strength, you gave us might. 
A stronger person would be hard to find, 
And in your heart, you were always kind. 
You fought for us all in one way or another, 
Not just as a wife not just as a mother. 
For all of us you gave your best, 
Now the time has come for you to rest. 
So go in peace, you've earned your sleep, 
Your love in our hearts, we'll eternally keep.

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 birth. 
Not, what was his church, nor what was his creed? 
But had he befriended those really in need? 
Was he ever ready, with word 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.






Remember 

Remember me when I am gone away, 
gone far away into the silent land; 
When you can no more hold me by the hand, 
nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay. 
Remember me when no more day by day 
you tell me of the future that you planned; 
Only remember me; you understand 
it will be late to counsel then or pray. 
Yet, if you should forget me for a while 
and afterwards, remember, do not grieve: 
For if the darkness and corruption leave 
a vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 
better by far you should forget and smile 
than that you should remember and be sad. 

By Christina Rossetti.
Because You Have Lived. 

To laugh often and much. 
To win the respect of intelligent people, and 
the affection of children. 

To earn the appreciation of honest critics. 
To appreciate beauty. 
To find the best in others. 

To leave the world a bit better, whether by a healthy child, 
or a garden patch. 

To know even one life has breathed easier because you 
have lived. 

This is to have succeeded.
Grandmother. 

We had a wonderful grandmother, 
One who never really grew old; 
Her smile was made of sunshine, 
And her heart was solid gold; 
Her eyes were as bright as shining stars, 
And in her cheeks fair roses you see. 
We had a wonderful grandmother, 
And that' s the way it will always be. 
But take heed, because 
She's still keeping an eye on all of us, 
So let's make sure 
She will like what she sees.

Do Not Stand At My Grave And Weep. 

Do not stand at my grave and weep. 
I am not there I do not sleep. 
I am a thousand winds that blow 
I am the diamond glints on snow. 
I am the sunlight on ripened grain 
I am the gentle autumn rain. 
When you awaken in the morning hush 
I am the swift uplifting rush 
Of quiet birds in circled flight 
I am the soft stars that shine at night. 
Do not stand at my grave and cry. 
I am not there, I did not die.
Sorrow. 

If your sorrow can be lessened, 
In some warm and special way, 
By knowing that so many share, 
In your loss with you today. 

And if it brings you comfort, 
When others show they care, 
Please know that thoughts are with you, 
And remember they are there. 

Written by Bert Page
Word. 

There is a word, of grief the sounding token. 
There is a word bejewelled with bright tears. 
The saddest word fond lips have ever spoken, 
A little word that breaks the chain of years. 
Its utterance must ever bring emotion, 
The memories it crystals cannot die. 
‘Tis known in every land, on every ocean, 
It is 
Goodbye

A Dream. 

I dreamed in a dream I saw a city invincible 
to the whole of the rest of the earth. 
I dreamed that was the new city of friends. 
Nothing was greater there than the quality 
of robust love. 
It led the rest. 
It was seen every hour in the actions of the men 
of that city and in all their looks and words.

Silent Tear. 

Each night we shed a silent tear, 
As we speak to you in prayer. 
To let you know we love you, 
And just how much we care. 
Take our million teardrops, 
Wrap them up in love, 
Then ask the wind to carry them, 
To you in heaven above.


A Message for Mum - from the family. 

God looked around his garden 
And saw an empty space. 
He then looked down upon this earth 
And saw your smiling face. 

God's garden must be beautiful, 
He always takes the best. 
For an unknown reason he took you 
up to heaven,and shielded you with grace. 

It broke our hearts to see you go, 
But you did not go alone. 
For part of us went with you, 
The day God called you home.

An Angel In Disguise 

If an angels wings are forever hidden, 
beneath two arms that wrap with care; 
And a vibrant halo glows within, 
a tender spirit shining there. 
If the melody of a blessed harp 
is found in the warmest voice, 
and an unconditional love is sewn, 
in to your each and every choice. 
If the laughter of a cherub rings, 
when you have brightened someones day 
And pure heavens found in every smile, 
you felt need to send this way. 
If an angels gown of flowing white 
is shielding from all eyes. 
At once I knew when I saw you, 
I spied an angel in disguise.


Death Is Nothing At All
Death is nothing at all 
I have only slipped away into the next room 
I am I 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 you always used 
Put no difference into your tone 
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow 
Laugh as we always laughed 
At the little jokes we always 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 effort 
Without the ghost of a shadow in it 
Life means all that it ever meant 
It is the same as it ever was 
There is absolute unbroken continuity 
What is death but a negligible accident? 
Why should I be out of mind 
Because I am out of sight? 
I am waiting for you for an interval 
Somewhere very near 
Just around the corner 
All is well. 
Nothing is past; nothing is lost 
One brief moment and all will be as it was before 
How we shall laugh at the trouble of parting when we meet again!
Canon Henry Scott-Holland














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

Remember
Remember me when I am gone away, 
Gone far away into the silent land; 
When you can no more hold me by the hand, 
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay. 
Remember me when no more day by day 
You tell me of our future that you planned: 
Only remember me; you understand 
It will be late to counsel then or pray. 
Yet if you should forget me for a while 
And afterwards remember, do not grieve: 
For if the darkness and corruption leave 
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 
Better by far you should forget and smile 
Than that you should remember and be sad.
Christina Rosetti




Let Me Go
When I come to the end of the road 
And the sun has set for me 
I 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 I 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.
I shall not see the shadows, 
I shall not fear the rain; 
I 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 Rosetti





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?
Anonymous
i carry your heart with me (i carry it in
my heart) i am never without it (anywhere
i go you go, my dear; and whatever is done
by only me is your doing, my darling)
i fear
no fate (for you are my fate, my sweet) i want
no world (for beautiful you are my world, my true)
and it's you are whatever a moon has always meant
and whatever a sun will always sing is you
here is the deepest secret nobody knows
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud
and the sky of a tree called life; which grows
higher than soul can hope or mind can hide)
and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart
i carry your heart (i carry it in my heart)
E.E.Cummings
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, Intimations of Immortality




And when the stream that overflows has passed,
A consciousness remains upon the silent shore of memory;
Images and precious thoughts that shall not be
And cannot be destroyed.
William Wordsworth, from The Excursion
A Reflection on an Autumn Day
I took up a handful of grain and let it slip flowing through my fingers, and I said to myself
This is what it is all about. There is no longer any room for pretence. At harvest time the essence is revealed - the straw and chaff are set aside, they have done their job. The grain alone matters - sacks of pure gold.
So it is when a person dies the essence of that person is revealed. At the moment of death a person's character stands out happy for the person who has forged it well over the years. Then it will not be the great achievement that will matter, nor, how much money or possessions a person has amassed. These like the straw and the chaff, will be left behind. It is what he has made of himself that will matter. Death can take away from us what we have, but it cannot rob us of who we are.

Irish Blessing
May the roads rise up to meet you, 
May the wind be always at your back, 
May the sun shine warm upon your face, 
May the rains fall soft upon fields 
And until we meet again 
May God hold you in the palm of his hand.
Anon



















Footprints on the sands of time
Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream! --
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.
Life is real! Life is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
Was not spoken of the soul.
Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;
But to act, that each to-morrow
Find us farther than to-day.
Art is long, and Time is fleeting,
And our hearts, though stout and brave,
Still, like muffled drums, are beating
Funeral marches to the grave.
Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant!
Let the dead Past bury its dead!
Act, -- act in the living Present!
Heart within, and God o'erhead!
Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;
Footprints, that perhaps another,
Sailing o'er life's solemn main,
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
Seeing, shall take heart again.
Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow






Responses for a Burial
Into the darkness and warmth of the earth 
We lay you down 
Into the sadness and smiles of our memories 
We lay you down 
Into the cycle of living and dying and rising again 
We lay you down 
May you rest in peace, in fulfilment, in loving 
May you run straight home in God's embrace
Ruth Burgess
Responses for a Cremation
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






The Unknown Shore
Sometime at Eve when the tide is low
I shall slip my moorings and sail away
With no response to a friendly hail
In the silent hush of the twilight pale
When the night stoops down to embrace the day
And the voices call in the water's flow
Sometime at Eve When the water is low
I shall slip my moorings and sail away.
Through purple shadows
That darkly trail o'er the ebbing tide
And the Unknown Sea,
And a ripple of waters' to tell the tale
Of a lonely voyager sailing away
To mystic isles
Where at anchor lay
The craft of those who had sailed before
O'er the Unknown Sea
To the Unknown Shore
A few who watched me sail away
Will miss my craft from the busy bay
Some friendly barques were anchored near
Some loving souls my heart held dear
In silent sorrow will drop a tear
But I shall have peacefully furled my sail
In mooring sheltered from the storm and gale
And greeted friends who had sailed before
O'er the Unknown Sea
To the Unknown Shore
Elizabeth Clark Hardy
Miss Me But Let Me Go

When I come to the end of the road
and the sun has set on me,
I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
why cry for a soul set free.
Miss me a little--but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low,
Remember the love that we once shared,
miss me--but let me go.
For this is a journey that we all must take,
and each must go alone.
It's all a part of the Master's plan,
a step on the road to home.
When you are lonely and sick of heart,
go to the friends we know.
And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds,
miss me--but let me go.
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 birth.

Not, what was his church, nor what was his creed?
But had he befriended those really in need?
Was he ever ready, with word 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
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 airplanes 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;
I thought that love would last forever: 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 wood,
For nothing now can ever come to any good.
W. H. Auden






Turn Again To life
If I should die and leave you here awhile,
be not like others, sore undone, who keep
long vigils by the silent dust, and weep.
For my sake, turn again to life and smile,
nerving thy heart and trembling hand to do
something to comfort weaker hearts than thine.
Complete those dear unfinished tasks of mine,
and I perchance may therein comfort you.
A. Price Hughes & Mary Lee Hall












Song
When I 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.
I shall not see the shadows,
I shall not feel the rain;
I 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







A Thought On Death
When life as opening buds is sweet,
And golden hopes the fancy greet,
And Youth prepares his joys to meet,
Alas! how hard it is to die!
When just is seized some valued prize,
And duties press, and tender ties
Forbid the soul from earth to rise,
How awful then it is to die!
When, one by one, those ties are torn,
And friend from friend is snatched forlorn,
And man is left alone to mourn,
Ah then, how easy 'tis to die!
When faith is firm, and conscience clear,
And words of peace the spirit cheer,
And visioned glories half appear,
'Tis joy, 'tis triumph then to die.
When trembling limbs refuse their weight,
And films, slow gathering, dim the sight,
And clouds obscure the mental light,
'Tis nature's precious boon to die.
                                                                                                                                   W.H. Auden



Waiting at Heaven's Door
Death beckoned her with outstretched hand
And whispered softly of an unknown land,
But she was not afraid to go
For though the path she did not know
She took death's hand without a fear
For God who safely brought her here
Had promised He would lead the way
Into eternity's bright day.
For none of us need go alone
Into the valley that is unknown,
But, guided by our Father's hand
We journey to the promised land.
She was your special loving Mother
You shared your lives with one another,
And you'll find comfort for your grief
In knowing her death brought sweet relief.
For, now she is free from all suffering and pain
And your great loss became her gain...
You know that her love is with you still
For she loved you in life and always will.
Love like hers can never end
Because it is the perfect blend
Of joy and sorrows, smiles and tears,
That just grew stronger with the years.
Love like hers can never die
For she's taken it with her to the sky...
So think of Mum as living above
No farther away than your undying love,
For now she is happy and free once more
And she's waiting for you at Heaven's door.
Helen Steiner Rice




















Our Father Kept A Garden
Our Father kept a garden.
A garden of the heart;
He planted all the good things,
That gave our lives their start.
He turned us to the sunshine,
And encouraged us to dream:
Fostering and nurturing
The seeds of self-esteem.
And when the winds and rain came,
He protected us enough;
But not too much because he knew
We would stand up strong and tough.
His constant good example,
Always taught us right from wrong;
Markers for our pathway that will last
a lifetime long.
We are our Fathers garden,
We are his legacy.
Thank you Dad we love you.





My Mother Kept A Garden
My Mother kept a garden.
A garden of the heart;
She planted all the good things,
That gave my life it's start.
She turned me to the sunshine,
And encouraged me to dream:
Fostering and nurturing
The seeds of self-esteem.
And when the winds and rains came,
She protected me enough;
But not too much, she knew I'd need
To stand up strong and tough.
Her constant good example,
Always taught me right from wrong;
Markers for my pathway
To last my whole life long.
I am my Mother's garden,
I am her legacy.
And I hope today she feels the love,
Reflected back from me


If Tears Could Build A Stairway
If tears could build a stairway
and thoughts a memory lane
I'd walk right up to heaven
and bring you home again
No Farewell words were spoken
No time to say good-bye
You were gone before I knew it
And only God knows why.
My heart's still active in sadness
And secret tears still flow
What it meant to lose you
No one can ever know.
But now I know you want us
To mourn for you no more
To remember all the happy times
Life still has much in store.
Since you'll never be forgotten
I pledge to you today
A hallowed place within my heart
Is where you'll always stay.
God knows why, with chilling touch,
Death gathers those we love so much,
And what now seems so strange and dim,
Will all be clear, when we meet Him.
I Knew you for a Moment
When I Have Fears
When I have fears, as Keats had fears,
Of the moment I'll cease to be
I console myself with vanished years
Remembered laughter, remembered tears,
And the peace of the changing sea.
When I feel sad, as Keats felt sad
That my life is so nearly done
It gives me comfort to dwell upon
Remembered friends who are dead and gone
And the jokes we had and the fun
How happy they are I cannot know,
But happy I am who loved them so.
Noel Coward








The Parting Glass
Oh all the time that e'er I spent,
I spent it in good company;
And any harm that e'er I've done,
I trust it was to none but me;
May those I've loved through all the years
Have memories now they'll e'er recall;
So fill me to the parting glass,
Goodnight, and joy be with you all.
Oh all the comrades that e'er I had,
Are sorry for my going away;
And all the loved ones that e'er I had
Would wish me one more day to stay.
But since it falls unto my lot
That I should leave and you should not,
I'll gently rise and I'll softly call
Goodnight, and joy be with you all.
Of all good times that e'er we shared,
I leave to you fond memory;
And for all the friendship that e'er we had
I ask you to remember me;
And when you sit and stories tell,
I'll be with you and help recall;
So fill to me the parting glass,
God bless, and joy be with you all

I Am There
Look for me when the tide is high
And the gulls are wheeling overhead
When the autumn wind sweeps the cloudy sky
And one by one the leaves are shed
Look for me when the trees are bare
And the stars are bright in the frosty sky
When the morning mist hangs on the air
And shorter darker days pass by.
I am there, where the river flows
And salmon leap to a silver moon
Where the insects hum and the tall grass grows
And sunlight warms the afternoon
I am there in the busy street
I take you hand in the city square
In the market place where the people meet
In your quiet room - I am there
I am the love you cannot see
And all I ask is - look for me
Iris Hesselden
We See But Dimly
We see but dimly through the mists and vapors;
Amid these earthly damps
What seem to us but sad, funeral tapers
May be heaven's distant lamps
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

The Rose Beyond The Wall
Near a shady wall a rose once grew,
Budded and blossomed in God's free light,
Watered and fed by the morning dew,
Shedding it's sweetness day and night.
As it grew and blossomed fair and tall,
Slowly rising to loftier height,
It came to a crevice in the wall
Through which there shone a beam of light.
Onward it crept with added strength
With never a thought of fear or pride,
It followed the light through the crevice's length
And unfolded itself on the other side.
The light, the dew, the broadening view
Were found the same as they were before,
And it lost itself in beauties new,
Breathing it's fragrance more and more.
Shall claim of death cause us to grieve
And make our courage faint and fall?
Nay! Let us faith and hope receive--
The rose still grows beyond the wall,
Scattering fragrance far and wide
Just as it did in days of yore,
Just as it did on the other side,
Just as it will forever-more.
A. L. Frink
His Journey's Just Begun
Don't think of him as gone away 
his journey's just begun,
life holds so many facets 
this earth is only one.

Just think of him as resting
from the sorrows and the tears
in a place of warmth and comfort
where there are no days and years.

Think how he must be wishing
that we could know today
how nothing but our sadness
can really pass away.

And think of him as living
in the hearts of those he touched...
for nothing loved is ever lost 
and he was loved so much.
Ellen Brenneman
