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Poetry & Readings for Funerals/Memorials

A small selection of beautiful poems you might like to consider when choosing for your loved one’s funeral or memorial service.



Death Is Nothing At All
By Henry Scott Holland

Death is nothing at all.
I have only slipped away to the next room.
I am I and you are you.
Whatever we were to each other, 
That, we still are.

Call me by my old familiar name.
Speak to me in the easy way
which 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 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 a shadow on it.

Life means all that it ever meant.
It is the same that it ever was.
There is absolute unbroken continuity.
Why should I be out of mind
because I am out of sight? 

I am but waiting for you.
For an interval.
Somewhere. Very near.
Just around the corner.

All is well.













Do Not Stand at My Grave and Weep
By Clare Harner

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's 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.

Weep Not For Me
By Constance Jenkins

Weep not for me though I have gone
Into that gentle night
Grieve if you will, but not for long
Upon my soul’s sweet flight
I am at peace, my soul’s at rest
There is no need for tears
For with your love I was so blessed
For all those many years
There is no pain, I suffer not
The fear is now all gone
Put now these things out of your thoughts
In your memory, I live on
Remember not my fight for breath
Remember not the strife
Please do not dwell upon my death
But celebrate my life





If You’re Wondering Where to Find Me
By Catherine Prutton

If you’re wondering where to find me,
I’ll tell you where I’ll be,
I’m in that in-between bit,
That space where sky meets sea,
In the whispers of the trees
And the edges of your dreams’
Close enough to almost touch
But slightly out of reach.
I’m in the moon and in the stars
But never really far
And always, always
I’m there inside your heart

SUCCESSFUL LIFE
By Eugene Grinman

Death is an inevitable fate.
Someday we have to go.
You hope you did
your best in life,
but how are you to know?

It’s not the model of your car
or brand of clothes you wear.
It’s not some fancy, famous name,
sewn in your underwear.
It’s not the square footage of your house
or what you keep inside.
There’s no material you possess
that proves success in life.

It’s everything you sacrificed
and choices you made.
It’s all the problems that you solved,
your lessons from mistakes.
It’s bad times you’ve persevered.
It’s all the fun you’ve had.
It’s any time you’ve ever laughed
and every tear you’ve shed.

It’s any time that you’ve been proud
of others or yourself.
It’s every song you turned up loud,
and every friend you helped.
It’s every wish you ever had.

It’s all your dreams and hopes.
It’s all the books you ever read,
the movies that you’ve seen.
It’s all the stories you told,
The places you’ve been.
It’s every sunset that you caught
and every pound you spent.
It’s anyone you’ve ever loved
who mourns you in the end.

It’s all these things
and so much more,
so don’t stress.
If you lived your life
Wild-n-free,
Then it’s been a success.


The Dash 
by Linda Ellis

I read of a man who stood to speak at the funeral of a friend.
He referred to the dates on his casket from beginning to the end.
He noted that first came the date of his birth, and spoke of the following date with tears,
But he said what mattered most of all was the dash between those years.
 
For that dash represents all the time that he spent alive on earth,
And now, only those who loved him know what that little line is worth.
For it matters not, how much we own, the cars, the house, the cash, 
What matters is how we live and love and how we spend our dash.

So, think about this long and hard; 
are there things you would like to change? 
For you never know how much time is left that can still be rearranged.
If we could just slow down enough to consider what is true and real
And always try to understand the way other people feel.
And be less quick to anger and show appreciation more
And love the people in our lives like we have never loved before.
If we treat each other with respect and more often wear a smile, Remembering that this special dash might only last a little while.
So when your eulogy is being read, with your life’s actions to rehash,
Would you be proud of the things they say, about how you spent your dash?
Remember Me
By Unknown

Don’t remember me with sadness
Don’t remember me with tears,
Remember all the good times,
Shared throughout the years.

Now I am contented
That my life it was worthwhile,
Because I know by loving you
That I made you smile.

When you are walking down the street
And you’ve got me on your mind,
I’ll be walking in your footsteps
Only half a step behind.

So please don’t be unhappy
Just because I’m out of sight,
Remember that I am with you
Every morning, noon and night.

Epitaph on a Friend
By Robert Burns

An honest man here lies at rest,
As e’er God and His image blest.
The friend of man, the friend of truth;
The friend of age and guide of youth.

Few hearts like his, with virtue warm’d,
Few heads with knowledge so inform’d.
If there’s another world, he lives in bliss.
If there is none, he made the best of his.

The Ship of Life
By Unknown

Along the shore I spy a ship
As she sets out to sea;
She spreads her sails and sniffs the breeze
And slips away from me.

I watch her fading image shrink,
As she moves on and on,
Until at last she’s but a speck,
Then someone says ‘She’s gone.’

Gone where? Gone only from our sight
And from our farewell cried;
That ship will somewhere reappear
To other eager eyes.

Beyond the dim horizons rim
Resound the welcome drums,
And while we’re crying ‘There she goes!’
They’re shouting ‘Here she comes!’

We’re built to cruise for but a while
Upon this trackless sea.
Until one day we sail away
Into Infinity.

A Gentle Soul

A gentle soul, now softly flown,
A whisper on the wind.
A heart that beat with kindness deep,
In peaceful slumber, now does sleep.

Like sunlight through the leaves it fell,
A warmth that touched, a calming spell.
A smile that eased each troubled mind,
A love so pure, we'll always find.

Though absent now from earthly sight,
Their spirit shines, a guiding light,
In memories held, forever dear,
A gentle soul, we hold always near.


(For dove release as well as to partner)

I am sending a dove to heaven
with a parcel on its wings,
be careful when you open it
Its full of beautiful things.

Inside are a million kisses
wrapped up in a million hugs,
To say how much I miss you
and to send you all my love.

I hold you close within my heart
and there you will remain,
To walk with me throughout my life,
Until we meet again.






Ghost
By Donna Ashworth

I don’t think you are a ghost.
But I know you are here.
An invisible thread attaches our souls,
And if I tug it in hard times,
There you appear,

Just at the other end of the thread.
Far more alive than dead.
And I wonder if death, is simply misread.

Perhaps all the love we share in our minds
Is like a daily trod pathway we each of us climb.

A hyperlink to each other,
Through all space and time.

I don’t think you are a ghost,
But I feel you are still mine.

I no longer see your light,
But I know when it shines.















I do hope you have found this Poetry Guide useful. I send you my sincerest condolences if you have lost someone dear recently.
Blessings and love, Alison x
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