Reflections for the Bereaved
Stranger at our side

All through life’s day,
you walk with us Lord.

But often we don’t recognise you,

for we are blinded by work and worry,

doubt, confusion and fear,

and so you remain a stranger to us.  

Before the day’s end we will ask many questions,

experience many sorrows and disappointments,

and then, suddenly,

whether we are young, middle-aged or old,

we will find that night is falling.

In that moment we pray,

that like the disciples on the road to Emmaus,

our eyes will be opened and that we will recognise you.

And you will not vanish from our sight,

but stay with us,

to guide us to the Father’s house.  

Footprints in the Sand
One night a man had a dream.  

He dreamt that he was walking along a beach with the Lord.

Across the sky flashed the scenes of his life.

For each scene he noticed not one, but two sets of footprints in the sand.

He understood immediately that one belonged to him, and the other to the Lord.

But then, he noticed a curious thing.

At the lowest and saddest times of his life, there was only one set of footprints.

This bothered him, so he asked the Lord,

‘How come that during the most difficult times in my life, you left me on my own?”

And the Lord answered,

‘My Friend, during your trials and sufferings, when you see only one set of footprints, those footprints are mine.  

It was then that I carried you’.                  

(Anonymous)
Returning to God
We are born in exile and die there too.

As soon as we set sail on the great voyage of life, we begin our return.

We spend our lives dreaming of a homeland we have never seen.

Like homing birds that are released in a strange country, and know no rest until they return home, so it is with us.

When we die, we do not so much go to God as return to him.

Sailing Out

We must not stop here, however sweet those laid-up stores,
however convenience this dwelling, we cannot remain here.

However sheltered this port, and however calm these waters,

we must not anchor here.  

However welcome the hospitality that surrounds us,

we are permitted to receive it but a little.  

So, the long, long anchorage we leave;

Sail out with us Lord, sail out with us to that unknown region,

where neither ground is for our feet, nor any path to follow,

nor map, nor guide, nor voice sounding, nor touch of human hand.

Sail out with us Lord, and guide us to the promised Land.

(Adapted from poems by Walt Whitman)

Gone only from our sight
I am standing on the seashore.
Suddenly a ship at my side spreads her white sails to the morning breeze, and starts out for the blue ocean.

She is an object of beauty and strength, and I stand and watch her until at length she is only a ribbon of white cloud just above where sea and sky 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 just as able to bear her load of living freight to he place of destination.  

Her diminished size is in me, not in her, 

And just at thae moment when someone at my side says ‘There! She is gone!’.

There are other voices ready to take the glad shout, ‘There! Here she comes!’

And that is dying.   

Death is only an Horizon

We give them back to you, O Lord, who first gave them to us;

And as you did not lose them in the giving, so we do not lose them in the return.

Not as the world gives, do you give, O lover of souls. 

For what is yours is ours also, if we belong to you.  

Life is unending because love is undying, and the boundaries of this life are but an horizon, and an horizon is but the limit of our vision.

Lift us up, strong Son of God, that we may see further.

Strengthen our faith that we may see beyond the horizon.

And while you prepare a place for us, as you have promised,

prepare us also for that happy place;

that where you are we may be also, with those we have loved, forever.

(Bede Jarret O.P.)

I did not Die
Do not stand at my grave and weep.
I am not there, I do not sleep.

I am the thousand winds that blow.

I am the diamond glints on snow.

I am the sunlight on ripened grain.

I am the gentle autumnal rain.

When you waken in the morning hush, 

I am the soft 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.

(Anonymous)
All Is Well

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 enjoyed together.

Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.

Let my name be ever the household word it was.  

Let it be spoken without effect, without the ghost of a shadow on it.  

Life means all that it ever meant.  

It is the same as it ever was; there is absolutely unbroken continuity.  

What is this death but a negligible accident;

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.

(Canon Scott-Holland)
Your stay was so short (Child)

My little one, down what centuries of light did you travel to reach us here,

your stay so short lived;

In the twinkling of an eye you were moving on,

bearing our name and a splinter of the human cross we suffer;

Flashed upon us like a beacon, we wait in darkness for that light to come round,

knowing at heart you shine forever for us.  

(Hugh O’Donnell SDB)
Your candle has gone out (Child)
_______, you had just arrived on this earth, taken only the first steps of your journey,
told only the first words of your story.

Your life was still only a mountain brook.

You were like snow that has just fallen from heaven, pure and clean and white.

You were a tender lily whose aroma was still locked up in its petals.  

But now the candle of your earthly life has gone out, 

leaving our world so dark, that it seems as if the sun itself was eclipsed by your passing.  

But we believe that you will shine on us from above, from the Kingdom of light,

a Kingdom of timelessness and playfulness,

which seems to have been made especially for little ones like you.  

Death of the Elderly

When a person reaches advanced old age after having lived a full life, 

dying becomes almost as natural as the picking of a ripe apple, 

or the falling of a brightly coloured leaf in autumn.  

The harvest has been gathered in, the journey ended, the story told, 

life’s tasks finished and neatly bound together life a sheaf of wheat.  

There is a roundedness about the person’s life, a sense of completion and fulfilment. 

And while there is sadness at his/her leaving us, 

there is joy too,

so much so that the funeral becomes a celebration.

Such a death is like the coming of sleep after a long and rewarding day’s work. 

