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Funeral Service

We are gathered here today to honor tlie life and memory
of . Death has come
to (her, him) as it does to all persons. Death brings to
our minds and hearts the common concems and shared
destiny of humankind. We are drawn together by deep-
felt emotions; and are reminded of the essential
community that lics beneath the many divisions of
humanity on earth.

Our lives and the lives of our loved ones are rooted in a
profound mystery, past our understanding. In the face
of eternity, we are made simple. Though we know our
destiny is to tarry but a while, the time of separation
brings anguish and grief. May we bear our burden
bravely; may we struggle through the darkness with
courage to find our way again.

II

(Read one or more of the following passages, as
appropriate.)

A

Out of the abundant richness of the universal flow, we
received the loved one whose end has now come. We
shared blessings with (her, him) in great and generous
measure. From the depths of our hearts we are grateful
for the years of life and joy. (Her, his) love answering
to ours, (her, his) companionship responding to ours,
brought warmth and gladness to our days. We cherish
that love and companionship though (she, he) be gone;
and will reverently keep (her, his) remembrance in the
treasure house of our minds.

We seek strength to go our way with fortitude, and to do
our tasks day by day. Let the memory of our dear one
live on in us to inspire service and kindness, and thus
endure for a blessing. Above all, may this time of
sorrow guide us to a heart of wisdom to know that all
things, great and small, must come to an end of days.
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Blessed is the source of life, fountain of being, by
whose power existence flows and ebbs.

The eye is never satisfied with seeing; endless are the
desires of the heart. When death comes, no mortal has
ever had enough of riches, honor and wisdom. We
devise new schemes on the grave of a thousand
disappointed hopes. Discontent abides in the palace and
in the hut, rankling alike in the breast of prince and
pauper. Death finally terminates the combat, and grief
and joy, success and failure, all are ended. Like children
falling asleep over their toys, we loosen our grasp on
carthly possessions only when death overtakes us. The
rich and the poor, the feeble and the strong, all are equal
in death; the grave levels all distinctions and makes the
whole world kin.
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Blessed is the source of life, fountain of being, by
whose power existence flows and ebbs.



C

We are like a breath;

Our days are as a shadow that passes away.
In the moming we flourish and grow;

In the evening we are cut down and wither.

Oh that we were wise,

That we would consider our end.

For when we die, we carry nothing away;
Our glory does not descend after us.
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(Scriptures; selection)
D

Humankind born of woman

Is of few days, and full of disquiet.

We come forth like a flower, and wither;
We flee as a shadow, and continue not.
Our days are determined,

The number of our months is set,
Beyond our boundaries we cannot pass.
Humankind dies and lies low,

As the waters fail from the sea,

And the river is drained dry,

So humankind lies down and rises not.
The mountains fall and crumble away,
Rocks are removed out of their place;
The waters wear the stones,

The overflowings wash away the dust of the earth.
So humans perish,

And their flesh grieves for them.
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(Job: 14; selection)

I

(Read one or more of the following passages, as
appropriate.)

A
(For all persons)

At this hour of anguish, we reach to the depths of our
being for wisdom and strength. Aware of life's many
bounties, we know too of its struggles and storms; and
of the calm and peace that death brings. Its veil spreads
over the weary, the suffering, and the heavy-laden. In
this hour of parting from .
we are grateful for the years that have been granted (her,
him). Let consolation and strength come to (her, his)
grieving (parents, children, wife, husband, sisters,
brothers, family; others, as appropriate), and in the
fullness of time may tender memories enable them to

~ triumph over their sorrow.



B. : 5.
(For a person in early to mid-life)

There was a person

And behold, (she, he) is no more.

Before (her, his) time (she, he) died;

And the music of (her, his) life, though unfinished, was
cut off.

How sad, for (she, he) had within (her, him) one more
song.

But now that song is lost,

Forever lost.

How very sad.

(She, He) had a harp, this person,

A living, speaking soul.

And whenever the poet within spoke,
Disclosing all the secrets of (her, his) heart,
(Her, His) hand would make every string speak.

Yet one secret (she, he) kept within.

Around and around (her, his) fingers darted.
Still one string remained silent,

And to this day remains silent.

How very sad.

All its days this string waited,

Silently it vibrated, quietly trembled,

Pining, yearning, grieving, longing,

For its beloved, redeeming song,

As when one's heart longs for a special guest.
Yet the song delayed,

And never came,

Never came.

There was a person.

And behold, (she, he) is no more.

And the g}usic of (her, his) life, though unfinished was
cut off.

(She, He) had one more song within (her, him).

But now that song is lost,

Forever lost.
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C
(For a young parent)

Our lives bear witness at times to the deepest anguish
and tragedy. So is our portion now one of profound
sorrow and suffering at the death of this parent so young
in years. In this hour of parting from
we are grateful for the years that have been granted (her
him). Though all too brief, they were a source of
blessing to many. We are thankful for the life and love
that have come from (her, him). May (her, his)
sorrowing partner attain the strength and courage to bear
the new duties and responsibilities that now fall upon
(her, him). Let consolation and strength come to (her,
him). Let consolation and strength come to (her, his)
grieving (parents, children, wife, husband, sisters,
brothers, family; others, as appropriate), and in the
fullness of time may tender memories enable them to
triumph over their sorrow.

D
(For a woman)

A woman of valor, who can find? For her price is far
above rubies.

The heart of her husband safely trusts in her, and he has
no lack of gain.

She does him good and not harm all the days of her life.

She stretches out her hand to the poor,

8.

She reaches forth her hands to the needy.

Strength and dignity are her clothing; and she laughs at
the time to come.

She opens her mouth with wisdom, and teachings of
kindness are on her tongue.

She looks well to the ways of her houschold and eats not
the bread of idleness.

Her children rise up and call her blessed;

Her husband also, and he praises her: 'Many women
have done valiantly, but you excel them all!'

Give her of the fruit of her hands; and let her works
praise her in the gates.
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E
(For a child)

The flower of life is slender and frail. Scarcely come
into bloom, the life of this beloved child has been cut
short by the hand of death. In this dark midnight of the
soul, we turn for comfort and wisdom to David, king of
ancient Israel. Scripture tells when David's young child
fell sorely ill:



9.

"David fasted and lay all night upon the earth. And the
elders of his house arose, and stood beside him, to raise
him up from the earth; but he would not, neither did he
eat food with them. And it came to pass on the seventh
day, that the child died. And the servants of David
feared to tell him that the child was dead; for they said:
‘Behold, while the child was yet alive, we spoke to him,
and he did not listen to us; how then shall we tell him the
child is dead? He may do himself some harm.' But
when David saw that his servants whispered together,
David perceived that the child was dead; and David said
to his servants, 'Is the child dead?” They answered,
‘The child is dead." Then David arose from the earth,
and washed, and anointed himself, and changed his
clothes. He then went to his own house; and when he
asked, they set food before him and he ate. Then his
servants said to him, ‘What is this thing that you have
done? You fasted and wept for the child while it was
alive; but now that the child has died, you rise up and
cat’ He answered: 'While the child was alive, I fasted
and wept. But now that the child is dead, why should I
fast? Can I bring him back again? Ishall go to him but
he will not return to me."™
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(I Samuel 12; selection)

For a brief moment, a treasured spirit brightened the
days of now grieving parent(s), (sister(s), brother(s),
grandparent(s), family, friends; others, as appropriate).
Let those who sorrow attain, as David did, the strength
of resignation to accept life's inevitable decree. May the
sweet memories of joyous times past offer consolation in
the present and trust in the future.

10.

F
(For a child)

From the deepest recesses of our being we summon
strength and courage to bear the burden that has been
placed upon us. May our effort be rewarded with
increased wisdom and deepened love. Let us open our
hearts and reach out to one another. Let us share our
need and seek the love that survives loss. May the
sorrowing parent(s), and all who mourn with (her, him,
them), find the consolation that time alone can bring. Let
the memory of this beloved child make all children more
precious to us. May we be inspired to labor for a world
in which every person reaches fulfillment, and every life
attains its purpose.

G

We acknowledge fright and terror; we are aware that life
is bounded. Loneliness and loss, weakness and error
are always before us. Nothingness is present in every
moment of being, and we live with the sorrow of death.
Yet all this we must bear, with courage and acceptance,
this we must bear. From the source of our being, we
have been given the power, all this to bear.

Address
IV

(Read one or more of the passages following, as
appropriate)



11.
A

We are but sojourners in existence. Great and small,
heavens and humans, are born, live, and dic. The
universal decree that every joumney in existence must end
cannot be stayed. May our carthly sojourn bring us the
wisdom to accept this common destiny with tranquility
and peace. Thus will we find in the recesses of our
being strength and consolation when the pilgrimage of a
dear one is ended, and a link is broken in the chain of
love and friendship that binds us together. Every being

walks in the valley of the shadow of death. Yet evenon’

the day of darkness, we can reach to the light that will
again show us the way to life's meaning and purpose.

The light of life is a finite flame. Like a candle, life is
kindled; It bums, it glows, it gives off beauty and rays
of warmth. But soon it fades, its substance is consumcd
and it is no more.

In light we see and can be seen. The moments of flame
dance and our lives are full. But as night follows day,
shadows follow the flames and blur our view. We fail to
see and can no longer be scen. Yet we do not despair,
for our fate is more than memory. With our lives we
give life. We are links in the eternal chain of darkness
and death, of light and life.

C

Birth is a beginning
And death a destination
But life is a journey,

A going -- a growing
From stage to stage.

12.

From childhood to maturity
And youth to age.
From innocence to awareness
And ignorance to knowing;
From error to discretion

And then perhaps to wisdom.

From loneliness to love,
From joy to gratitude,
From pain to compassion,
and grief to understanding
From fear to faith.

Birth is a beginning

And death a destination

But life is a journey;

A sacred pilgrimage

Made stage by stage
From birth to death.
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Yit-ga-dal ve-yit-ka-dash she-mei ra-ba be-al-ma di-ve-ra chir-
u-tel, ve-yam-lich mai-chu-tei be-cha-yei-chon u-ve-yo-mei-
chon u-ve-cha-yei de-chol-beit Yis-ra-eil, ba-a-ga-la u-vi-ze-
man ka-fiv, ve-i-me-ru: a-mein.

Ye-hei she-mei ra-ba me-va-rach le-a-lam u-le-al-mei al-ma-ya.

Yit-ba-rach ve-yish-ta-bach, ve-yit-pa-ar ve-yit-ro-mam ve-vit-
na-sei, ve-yit-ha-dar ve-yit-a-leh ve-yit-ha-lal she-mei de-ku-
de-sha, be-rich hu, le-eil-la min kol bir-cha-ta ve-shi-ra-ta,
tush-be-cha-ta ve-ne-che-ma-ta, da-a-mi-ran be-al-ma ve-i-
me-ru: a-mein.

Al Yis-ra-eil ve-al tsa-dika-ya, ve-al kol man de-it-pe-tar min al-
ma ha-dein ki-re-u-tei de-e-la-ha, he-hei le-hon she-la-ma ra-
ba ve-chi-na ve-chis-da min ko-dam ma-rei she-ma-ya ve-ar-a,
ve-i-me-iu: a-mein.

Ye-hei she-la-ma ra-ba min she-ma-ya ve-cha-yim a-lei-nu ve- '
al kol Yis-ra-¢il, ve-i-me-u: a-mein.

O-seh sha-lom bi-me-ro-mav, hu ya-a-seh sha-lom a-lei-nu ve-
al kot Yis-ra-eil, ve-i-me-ru: a-mein.



A 15.
(At the grave)
(Read one or more, as appropriate)

A

The words of Kohelet, the son of David, king of
Jerusalem.

The sun rises, the sun goes down and hastens to the
place where it rises.

The wind goes toward the south, and turns about to the
north;

The wind blows, ever turning.

On its rounds the wind returns.

All the rivers run into the sea,
Yet the sea is not full:

To the place where the rivers go.
There they go again.

All things toil to weariness,
Humans cannot utter it;

The eye is not satisfied with seeing,
Nor the ear filled with hearing.

That which has been is that which shall be,

And that which has been done is that which shall be
done;

And there is nothing new under the sun.

One generation passes away, and another generation
comes.

A good name is better than precious oil;

And the day of death than the day of one's birth.

Better is the end of a thing than the beginning thereof;
And the patient in spirit is better than the proud in spirit.

It is better to go to the house of moumning,
Than to go to the house of feasting;

For that is every person's end,

and the living will take it to heart.
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(Eoclcsxastes, selection)

We stand together in sorrow; grieving at death, yet
affirming life.

Our memories of the past are securely with us. As we
are here gathered to mourn the loss of our loved one, so
do we recall the beauty of (her, his) life that so greatly
enriched our own. May we mourn (her, him) with the
same nobility (she, he) lived, accepting in death the final
resolution of all life.

Though what is past cannot be altered, the unformed
future lies before us. Let us accept its challenge with
courage, remembering that for the living, life is to be
cherished as a sacred obligation.
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C
Kaddish
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Yit-ga-dal ve-yit-ka-dash she-mei ra-ba be-al-ma di-ve-ra chir-
u-tei, ve-yam-lich mal-chu-tei be-cha-yei-chon u-ve-yo-mei-
chon u-ve-cha-yei de-chol-beit Yis-ra-¢il, ba-a-ga-la u-vi-ze-
man ka-riv, ve-i-me-nu: a-mein.

18.
Ye-hei she-mei ra-ba me-va-rach le-a-lam u-le-al-mei al-ma-ya.

Yit-ba-rach ve-yish-ta-bach, ve-yit-pa-ar ve-yit-ro-mam ve-vit-
na-sei, ve-yit-ha-dar ve-yit-a-leh ve-yit-ha-lal she-mei de-ku-
de-sha, be-rich hu, le-eil-la min kol bir-cha-ta ve-shi-ra-ta,
tush-be-cha-ta ve-ne-che-ma-ta, da-a-mi-ran be-al-ma ve-i-
me-fu. a-mein.

Al Yis-ra-eil ve-al tsa-di-ka-ya, ve-al kol man de-it-pe-tar min al-
ma ha-dein ki-re-u-tei de-e-la-ha, he-hei le-hon she-la-ma ra-
ba ve-chi-na ve-chis-da min ko-dam ma-rei she-ma-ya ve-ar-a,
ve{i-me-nu: a-mein.

Ye-hei she-la-ma ra-ba min she-ma-ya ve-cha-yim a-lei-nu ve-

~ al kol Yis-ra-¢il, ve-i-me-ru: a-mein.

O-seh sha-lom bi-me-ro-mav, hu ya-a-seh sha-lom a-lei-nu ve-
al kol Yis-ra-eil, ve-i-me-nu: a-mein.

VI
(Conclusion)

(Read one or both, as appropnate)
A
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Blessed is the source of life, fountain of being, by
whose power existence flows and ebbs.

B

still lives on earth in the
acts of goodness (she, he) performed, and in the hearts
of those who cherish (her, his) memory. May the beauty
of (her, his) life abide among us as a loving benediction.




19.

Service for the Dedication of a Tombstone,
Memorial Stone, or Plaque

|
A
In the name of the family of our departed
, and in the presence of
(her, his) relatives (and friends), we consecrate this
memorial as a token of respect and love.
(Unveiling)

B

As we stand at the grave of ,
we are thankful for all that was true and good in (her,
his) life, for all that was sweet and inspiring in (her, his)
character.

(Unveiling)
I1

May this hour, consecrated to the memory of the
departed, bring its message of consolation to the
mourners. As we dedicate this memorial to our loved
one, may we recognize that it is but a symbol of our
enduring reverence and affections. May we honor (her,
him) by our actions and our aspirations. Thus will (her,
Zlils) name be for a blessing, and a living remembrance to

III

(If desired, read here selections from the Funeral Service
preceding, or from the Additional Readings that follow.)

20.

Additional Readings

(To be rcad, or inserted in foregoing services, as
appropriate)

A

(She, He) has achieved much who has lived well,
laughed often and loved with full heart; who has gained
the respect of the wise and the trust of the young; who
has filled a place, accomplished some task; who has left
the world better than (she, he) found it; who has
appreciated the true and the beautiful; who has looked for
the good in others and given of the good (she, he) had;
whose life was an inspiration; whose memory is a
benediction.

A season is set for everything,

A time for every event under heaven.
A time to seck and a time to lose,

A time to keep and a time to cast off,
A time to be silent and a time to speak,
A time to love and a time to hate,

A time for war and a time for peace,
A time to mourn and a time to dance,
A time to weep and a time to laugh,

A time to be bom, and a time to die.
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(Ecclesnastes, Chap. 3; selccnon)
C

When the sun rises and when it sets,
When the wind blows in the chill of winter,
When blossoms open and spring is rebomn,
When skies are blue and the weather warm,
When leaves rustle in autumn beauty,
When years end and when they begin,
We remember.

As long as we live, (she, he) will too.
For when we remember, (she, he) is part of us.
When we are weary and need strength,
When we are sad and sick at heart,
When we are lost and cannot find our way,
When we have joys and pleasures to share,
We remember.

As long as we live, (she, he) will too.
For those we knew and loved are part of us.
We remember.
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