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SOME FUNERAL READINGS 
 
“To Daffodils” 
A poem by 
Robert Herrick (1591 - 1674) 
 
Fair Daffodils, we weep to see 
You haste away so soon; 
As yet the early-rising sun 
Has not attain'd his noon. 
Stay, stay, 
Until the hasting day 
Has run 
But to the even-song; 
And, having pray'd together, we 
Will go with you along. 
We have short time to stay, as you, 
We have as short a spring; 
As quick a growth to meet decay, 
As you, or anything. 
We die 
As your hours do, and dry 
Away, 
Like to the summer's rain; 
Or as the pearls of morning's dew, 
Ne'er to be found again. 
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“Stop all the clocks” 
A poem by 
W. H. Auden (1907 - 1973) 
 
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; 
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 wood; 
For nothing now can ever come to any good. 
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“Last Lines” 
A poem by 
Emily Brontë (1818 - 1848) 
 
No coward soul is mine, 
No trembler in the world's storm-troubled sphere: 
I see Heaven's glories shine, 
And Faith shines equal arming me from Fear. 
 
O God within my breast. 
Almighty ever-present Deity! 
Life, that in me has rest, 
As I Undying Life, have power in thee! 
 
Vain are the thousand creeds 
That move men's hearts, unutterably vain; 
Worthless as withered weeds, 
Or idlest froth amid the boundless main, 
 
To waken doubt in one 
Holding so fast by Thy infinity; 
So surely anchored on 
The steadfast rock of Immortality. 
 
With wide-embracing love 
Thy Spirit animates eternal years, 
Pervades and broods above, 
Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, and rears. 
 
Though Earth and moon were gone, 
And suns and universes ceased to be, 
And Thou wert left alone, 
Every Existence would exist in thee. 
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“Remember” 
A poem by 
Christina Rossetti (1830 - 1894) 
 
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 plann'd: 
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. 
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“To Sleep”   
John Keats (1795–1821) 
 
O soft embalmer of the still midnight, 
Shutting, with careful fingers and benign, 
Our gloom-pleas’d eyes, embower’d from the light, 
Enshaded in forgetfulness divine: 
O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close 
In midst of this thine hymn my willing eyes, 
Or wait the “Amen,” ere thy poppy throws 
Around my bed its lulling charities. 
Then save me, or the passed day will shine 
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes,- 
Save me from curious Conscience, that still lords 
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole; 
Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards, 
And seal the hushed Casket of my Soul. 
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“The Lord is My Light” 
Psalm 27  
 
The Lord is my light and my salvation- 
whom shall I fear? 
The Lord is the stronghold of my life- 
of whom shall I be afraid? 
 
When the wicked advance against me 
to devour me, 
it is my enemies and my foes 
who will stumble and fall. 
 
Though an army besiege me, 
my heart will not fear; 
though war break out against me, 
even then I will be confident. 
 
One thing I ask from the Lord, 
this only do I seek: 
that I may dwell in the house of the Lord 
all the days of my life, 
to gaze on the beauty of the Lord 
and to seek him in his temple. 
 
For in the day of trouble 
he will keep me safe in his dwelling; 
he will hide me in the shelter of his sacred tent 
and set me high upon a rock. 
 
  
 
 
  



 

 

 

 

 7 

“Death is Nothing at All”  
Henry Scott Holland (1847-1918) 
 
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.  
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! 
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“Footprints in the Sand” 
Author Unknown 
 
One night I dreamed a dream. 
As I was walking along the beach with my Lord. 
Across the dark sky flashed scenes from my life. 
For each scene, I noticed two sets of footprints in the sand, 
One belonging to me and one to my Lord. 
 
After the last scene of my life flashed before me, 
I looked back at the footprints in the sand. 
I noticed that at many times along the path of my life, 
especially at the very lowest and saddest times, 
there was only one set of footprints. 
 
This really troubled me, so I asked the Lord about it. 
"Lord, you said once I decided to follow you, 
You'd walk with me all the way. 
But I noticed that during  
the saddest and most troublesome times of my life, 
there was only one set of footprints. 
I don't understand why, when I needed You the most,  
You would leave me." 
 
He whispered, "My precious child,  
I love you and will never leave you 
Never, ever, during your trials and testings. 
When you saw only one set of footprints, 
It was then that I carried you."  
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“Think of me as one at rest”  
A J Stanley 
 
Think of me as one at rest, 
for me you should not weep  
I have no pain no troubled thoughts 
for I am just asleep  
The living thinking me that was, 
is now forever still  
And life goes on without me now, 
as time forever will. 
 
If your heart is heavy now 
because I've gone away  
Dwell not long upon it friend 
For none of us can stay  
Those of you who liked me, 
I sincerely thank you all  
And those of you who loved me, 
I thank you most of all. 
 
And in my fleeting lifespan, 
as time went rushing by  
I found some time to hesitate, 
to laugh, to love, to cry  
Matters it now if time began 
If time will ever cease?  
I was here, I used it all, 
and now I am at peace 
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“Do Not Stand at My Grave and Weep”  
Clare Harner (1909-1977) 
 
Do not stand at my grave and weep, 
I am not there, I did 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.   

 
 
 
   


