Remember me when
ﬂowers bloom ear/y in the spring.
Remember me on sunny a]ays
in the ][un that summer ]yrings.
Remember me in the ][a//
as you walk tlzrouglz leaves of go/a],
and remember me in the wintertime
in the stories that are told.
But most o][a// remember
each c[ay riglzt ][rom the start,

I will be forever near you
][or I am within your heart.

Remember Me

Don'’t think o][lzim as gone away—
his journey's just begun,
/i][e holds so many ][acets—
this earth is on/y one...

Just think oflzim as resting
][rom the sorrows and the tears
ina p/ace of warmth and comfort
where there are no a’ays and years.
Think how he must be wislzing
that we could know toa’ay
how notlzing but our sadness
can rea//y pass away.

And think o][lzim as /iving
in the hearts o][ those he touched...

][or notlzing Joved is ever lost—
and he was loved so much.

T ——
Journey

A limb has fa//en from the ][ami/y tree.
1 keep lzearing a voice that says,

“Grieve not ][or me.

Remember the best times, the /auglzter, the song.
The gaoa[ /1fe 1 lived while I was strong.
Continue my lzeritage, I'm counting on you.
Keep smi/ing and sure/y
the sun will shine tlzrougl'z.

My mind is at ease, my soul is at rest,
rememl?ering all, how I tru/y was blessed.
Continue tma’itions, no matter how small.
Go on with your /1'fe, don’t just stare at the wall
1 miss you all a’ear/y, so keep up your chin,

until the day comes we're togetlzer again.”

A Limb Has Fallen

When I come to the end of the roaa[,
And the sun has set ][or me,
Remember, I'm ][ree of a Zzeauy Joad.
Don'’t cry ][or a soul set ][ree.
Miss me a little - but not too /ong,
And not with your head bowed low.
Remember the love that we all shared.
Miss me - but let me go.

This is a journey we all have to take,
And each must go alone.

It’s just a part o][our Master’s p/an,
A step on the /ong road home.
When you're /one/y and sick at Zzeart,
Go to the friena’s we know,
And laury your sorrows in cloing
gooc[ deeds. Miss me - but let me go.

— Louise Nelms
Miss Me...But Let Me Go

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear ca//far me!
And may there be no moaning o][tlze Lar,
When 1 put out to sea,
But such a tide as moving seems as/eep,
Too fu//][ar sound anc!][oam.
When that which drew ][rom out the boundless cZeep
Turns again home.
Twi/fglzt and evening bell,
And a][ter that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of farewe//,
When I embark;
For tlzo']crom out our bourne of Time and Place
The f]ooa/ may bear me far,
1 lzope to see my Pilot face to ][ace
When I have crossed the bar.

—_— A[][TQJ Ténnyson

Crossing the Bar

Olz, I lzaue s/ipped tlze sur/y bonds ofeartiz
and danced the skies on /augltter—si/vered
wings; Sunward I've c/fméed, amjjoined the
tuml;/ing mirth ofsun-sp/it clouds — and
done a Zzuna]rec[ tizings you lzaue not Jreamed
0][— wheeled and soared and swung lzlglz n
the sunlit silence. Hov’ring tlzere, I've chased
the slzouting wind a/ong, anzjﬂung my eager
craft tlzrouglz ][oot/ess lta//s o]( air. Up, up tlze
/ong delirious lzm‘ning blue T've toppeJ the
windswept lzeights with easy grace
Where never /arL, nor even eag/e ﬂew.
Amj, while with sf/ent, /{fting mind I've trod
the lziglz untrespassea] sanctity o]( space, put
out my Zzand, and touclzed tlze ][ace o][ Goa[.

— ]olm Gi//espie Magee, Jr.

—
High Flight

You can shed tears that he is gone,
or you can smile because he has lived.
You can close your eyes and
pray that he'll come Zaack,
or you can open your eyes and see all he's /eft.
Your heart can be empty
because you can't see him,
or you can be fu// of the love you shared.
You can turn your back on tomorrow
and live yestercjay,
or you can be lzappy for tomorrow
ecause of yesterday.

You can remember him on/y that he is gone,
or you can cherish his memory and let it live on.
You can cry and close your mind,
be empty and turn your back.

Or you can do what he'd want:
smile, open your eyes, love and go on.

Smile Because He Lived

When I am gone, release me, let me go.
T have so many tllings to see and do.
You mustn’t tie yourse/][to me with tears,
Be lzappy that we had so many years.
1 gave you my love and you can on/y guess,
How much you gave me in llappines&
1 thank you ][or the love you each have slzown,

But now it’s time I traveled on alone.

So grieve awhile ][or me, i][grieve you must
Then let your grie][ be comfortea’ Z?y trust.
It's an/y ][or awhile that we must part
So bless the memories within your heart.

T won't be ][ar away, ][or /U[e goes on,

So, i][yau need me, call and I will come.

ouglz you can't see or touch me, Il be near,
And i][you listen with your heart,
You'll hear all my love around you so][t and clear.
And tlzen, when you must come this way a/one,
I greet you with a smile and say, “Welcome Home.”

To Those I Love & Those Who Love Me
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When I must leave you
for a little while,
Please go on Z)rave/y
with a ga//ant smile
Ana’for my sake and in my name,
Live on and do all tlzings the same —
Spena’ not your /1fe in empty a]ays,
But ][1// each wa/eing hour
in usefu/ ways —
Reach out your hand
in comfort and in cheer,
And Tin turn will com][ort you
and hold you near.

— Helen Steiner Rice

—

When I Must Leave You

Day is done, gone the sun

from the lake, ][rom the hill,
}[rom the s]ey. All'is well,
sa/[e/y rest. God is niglz.

Thanks and praise for our c]ays
‘neath the sun, ‘neath the stars,
‘neath the sky. As we go,
this we know. God is niglz.

Taps

“Do not stand at my grave and weep;
I am not there.

I do not s/eep.

I am a thousand winds that blow.

I am the diamond’s gi/t on snow.

I am the sun/iglzt on ripeneal grain.

I am the gent/e autumn’s rain.

When you awaken in the morning’s hush,
I am the swi][t up/iz[ting rush

of quiet birds in circled ﬂiglzt.

I am the so][t stars that shine at niglzt.
Do not stand at my grave and cry;

I am not there.

I did not die.”

Autumn Rain

It takes us back to Lriglzter times
1o lzappier sunlit Jays
And to precious moments
That will be with us a/ways.
For these foncl recollections
Are treasured in the heart
1o [Jring us a/ways close to those
From whom we had to part
There is a Lric{ge of memories
From earth to heaven above.

[t keeps our Jear ones near us

It’s the Lridge that we call “Love.”

— Author Unknown

A Bridge Called Love

I'd like the memory o][me

to be a lza;opy one.
I'd like to leave an after g/ow

ofsmi/es when /i][e is done.
I'd like to leave an echo
wlzispering soft/y down the ways,
Oflzappy times and
/auglzing times and

l)riglzt and sunny a’ays.
I'd like the tears o][ those who

grieve, to a’ry Zaefore the sun

O][ lzappy memories that I leave
When /ife is done.

After Glow

Lives ofgreat men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime,
And c]eparting, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands o][ time.

— Henry Wadsworth Longfe//ow

A Psalm of Life

A /1'fe well-lived is a
precious gift of lzope
and strengtlz and grace
from someone who has made
our world a Z)riglzter, better p/ace.
It's ﬁ//eal with moments sweet and sad,
with smiles and sometimes tears,
with frienaislzips formeal
and gooa’ times shared
and /auglzter tlzrouglz the years.
A /ife well-lived is a /egacy of joy
and pria]e and p/easure,
a /oving, /asting memory

our gratefu/ hearts will treasure.

A Life Well Lived

Don't grieve for me, for now I'm free,
I'm fo//owfng the patlz God laid for me.
I took His hand when I heard Him call

I turned my back and /eft it all.
I could not stay another a’ay

To /auglz, to /ove, to work or p/ay.
Tasks /eft undone must stay that way.
[found that p/ace at the close o][alay.

[fmy parting has /eft a void
Then ]4// it with remembered Jjoy.
A friena’slzip shared, a /auglt, a kiss
Ah yes, these tlﬂ'ngs I too will miss.
Be not burdened with times 0][ sorrow
I wish you the sunshine of tomorrow.
My life’s been full, T savored much,
Good ﬁ*fena’s, goaa’ times, a loved one’s touch.
Perlzaps my time seemed all too Zm’e][
Don't /engtlzen it now with undue grief.
Lift up your hearts and share with me
God wanted me now, He set me free.

®
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We little knew that morning that
God was going to call your name.
In /i][e we foved you a[ear/y,
in death we do the same.

It broke our hearts to lose you,
you did not go alone;

][or part 0][ us went with you
the c]ay God called you home.
You /eft us peace][u/ memories,
your love is still our gui’de,
and tliouglz we cannot see you,
you are a/ways Ly our side.
Ourfami/y chain is broken
and notlzing seems the same,
but as God calls us one Zay one,
the chain will link again.

— RO?Z ﬂanmer

Broken Chain

God saw you getting tired,
and a cure was not to be.

So He put His arms around you
and wlzispered, “Come with Me.”
With tearfu/ eyes we
watched you s/ow/y ][aa]e away.
A/tlzouglz we loved you c]ear/y,
we would not make you stay.

A go/a’en heart stopped Leating,
your lzara]-working hands put to rest,
God broke our hearts to prove to us
He on/y takes the best.

God Saw You

God looked around His Garden

Ana’founc] an empty p/ace.
He then looked down upon the earth
And saw your tired face,
He put His arms around you
And /i][teal you to rest.
He knew that you were su]§[er1'ng
He knew you were in pain
He knew that you would never
Get well on earth again.

He saw the road was getting rouglz,
And the hills were hard to c/imb,
So He closed your weary eye/ia’s

And wlrisperea’, “Peace be Thine.”

It broke our hearts to lose you
But you didn't go alone

For part of us went with you
The a’ay God called you home.

God’s Garden

]f tears could build a stairway,
and memories were a lane, 1
would walk rigkz‘ up to heaven
and Zaring you home again. No
][arewe// words were spoLen, no
time to say gooallaye. You were
gone Z)e/[ore I knew it, and on/y
God knows wlzy My heart still
aches in saa’ness, and secret tears
sti//]l]ow‘ What it meant to lose

you, no one w:// ever Lnow.

If Tears Could Build A Stairway

One nig}n.‘ a man had a dream...He was
wa/king a/ang the beach with the Lom’, and across

the sky ﬂaslrea’ scenes ][rom his /1][6 In each scene,
he noticed two sets affoatprints in the sana’; one

made ljy lfzim, and the other ljy the Lord.

When the last scene af]qis /1:][@ ﬂaslqea’ ljefore
llim, he looked at the ][oatprfnts in the sana’, and
noticed that many times a/(mg the pat}r ofl'n's /1][8
there was an/y one set affootprints. He also noticed
that it Imppened at the worst times o](]’n's /1][6

This bothered lfzim, so he asked the Lord
about it. “Lom’, You said that once I decided to
fo//aw You, You 'd walk with me all the way. But, 1
have noticed that azuring the most troublesome times
in my /1][e there is on/y one set of][c)ol‘prints. I don't
understand ley You /e][t me when I needed You
most.”

The Lord rep/ied, “My precious CZH'U, I love
you and would never leave you... During your times
o][ trouHe wl’lere you see on/y one set of][aotprints, 1

. »
was carrying you.

— Author Unknown

Footprints

I am home in heaven, dear ones;
Oh, so lzappy and so Z)riglzt./
There is perfect joy and ]Jeauty
In this ever/asting /ig]fzt.

Al the pain and grie][ is over,
Fvery restless tossing passed,‘
I am now at peace forever,
Sa][e/y home in heaven at last.
There is work still waiting for you,
So you must not 1J/y stand;
Do it now, while /ifé remaineth-
You shall rest in God’s own land.
When that work is all comp/etea],
He will gent/y call you home;
Oh, the rapture o][ that meeting,
Oh, the joy to see you come.

Safely Home

1o every t]w'ng there is a season, and a time to
every purpose under the heaven:

A time to be Lom, and a time to a/ie; a time to
p/ant, and a time to p/ucé up that which
is p/antea/;

A time to Lr//, and a time to lzea/; a time to break
alawn, and a time to build up;

A time to weep, and a time to /auglz; a time to
mourn, ana]a time to c!ance;

A time to cast away stones, and a time to gaflzer
stones togetlzer; a time to emlrrace, anc! a
time to re][rafn from emémcfng;

A time to get, and a time to /ose; a time to Zeeep,
and a time to cast away;

A time to rena[, and a time to sew; a time to /eeep
sf/ence, and a time to spea]e;

A time to /oue, and a time to lzate; a time of war,
and a time o][peace.

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8

To Every Thing There is a Season

[][ death should beckon me
with outstretched hand
and wizisper soft/y 0/[
“An Unknown Land”,
I shall not be a](raial to go,
for tlzouglz the patlz I do not Lnow,
I take death’s hand without a ][ear.
For He who sa][e/y Z)rougkt me here
will also take me safe/y back,
and tlzouglz in many tlzings I lack,
He will not let me go alone
into the “Valley That's Unknown”...
So I reach out and take death’s hand
and journey to the “Promised Land!”

I Do Not Go Aloqe _
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1 lrada /ot to Ja,

just like some o][yau.
You wonder wl)y 1 rest,
It's that ]finis[qea/ ear/yA
I started out on time,
even tl:ougk the choice was mine,
there were tlzings I couldn’t control
and ]ﬁniskeal ear/y.

1 tkougllt the road was too /ong,
I asked the Lord to keep me strong,
and 1 tried to run the race,
it’s just that ]finislzea/ ear/yA
I am not a quitter, my ][rienc],

I Lept on figllting till the end,
and the on/y tlring 1 can say is
that I][inisllec] ear/y.

I Finished Early

Lord, make me an instrument 0][ Your peace.

Where there is hatred, let me sow /ove;
where there is injury, para’on;

where there is a’ouln‘, faitlz;

where there is a’espair, lzope;

where there is a’aréness, /iglzt;

where there is sadness, joy.

Grant that [ may not so much seck
to be consoled as to conso/e;

to be understood as to una]erstana];
to be loved as to love.

For it is in giving that we receive;

it is in paraloning that we are para[oneal;
and it is in dying that we are born to
eternal /U[e

Prayer of St. Francis

God saw the road was getting rougll,
The hills were hard to c/iml);
He gent/y closed those /oving eyes,
And w%ispereal, “Peace l)y thine.”
The weary hours, the a’ays ofpain,
The s/eep/ess niglzts are passea];
The ever patient warn-aut][rame
Has ][aunc] sweet rest at last.
God saw that he was getting weary,
So He did what He knew Z)est,
He came and stood beside ln'm,
And w%ispereal, “Come and rest.”
He bade no one a last ][arewe//,
Not even a gaoal-bye
He was gone Z)e][ore we knew it,
And an/y God knows w%y.
S/eep on, and take your rest,
We love you, but God loved you best.

Only God Knows Why

Our Fatlzer, Who art in lzeauen,
Hallowed be Thy name.
ley Kinga’om come; T]1y will be done
on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this a[ay our a]ai/y bread.
And forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive those who
trespass against us.

And lead us not into temptation,
but deliver us ﬁ’om evil.

For thine is the kl’ngalom,
and the power,
and the g/ory,

J[OT ever ana] ever.

Amen

The Lord’s Prayer

Hail Mary,
Full 0][ Grace,
The Lord is with thee.

B/essea/ art tlrau among women,

and blessed is the ][mit
o][tlry womb, Jesus.
Ho/y Mary,
Mother o][ Goc],

pray ][07’ us sinners now,

and at the hour ofdeatlr.
Amen.

Hail Mary

O Gentlest Heart of Jesus,

ever present in the Blessed
Sacrament, ever consumed with
Z?urning Jove ][or the poor captive souls
in Purgatory, have mercy on the Soul
0][ Thy epartea7 servant. Be not
severe in ny judgement but let some
a[rops o][ Y%y precious blood ][a// upon
the devouring flames, and do 1hou
@] mercifu/ Saviour send TZzy ange/s
to conduct 711%1/ a/epartec] servant to a

p/ace o][ refres ment, /igkt and peace.
Amen.

May the souls of all the ][ait]q][u/
a[epa!f'ted, tlzroug/{ the mercy o][ God,

rest in peace. Amen.

O Gentlest Heart of Jesus

The Lord is my slwpkera/, I shall not
want. He maketh me to lie down in
green pastures. He leadeth me beside
the still waters. He restoreth my
soul. He leadeth me in the patlzs a][
riglzteousness ][ar His name’s sake.
Yea, tlmuglr I walk tlrrougll the va//ey o][
the shadow o][a]eat[a, I wi//][ear no evil;
][07' thou art with me, tlly rod and t%y
staﬁ[ tlrey cam][ort me. Thou preparest
a table Z)efare me in the presence o
mine enemies. Thou anointest my head
with oil; my cup runneth over. Sure/y

goaJness ana’ mercy slxa//][o//ow me a//

the z:]ays 0][ my /i][e,' and I shall dwell in
the house o][ the Loralj[or ever.

The Twenty Third Psalm

O, God,

The Creator and Redeemer
O][ Al the Faitlzfu/,
Grant to the Souls

Of TZzy Servants c]epartec]

The remission o/[a// their sins;
That tlzrouglz pious supp/ications
ﬂqey may obtain the parc[on
Which tlzey have a/ways desired
Who livest and reignest
World without end.

Amen‘

Prayer For All The Faithtful Departed
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Remember O most gracious Virgin
Mary that never was it known that
anyone who ﬂea’ to TZJy protection,
imp/oretj ley lze/p, and souglzt
TZzy intercession was /e][t unaided.
Inspirea’ with this conﬁa’ence, Iﬂy
unto Thee, O Virgin ofvirgins, My
Mother! To Thee I come; Zvefore
Thee I stand, sin][u/ and sorrow][u/.
Oh Mother o][ the Word Incarnate!
Despise not my petitions, but in TZzy

mercy, Zzear ana[ answer me. Amen.

——

Memorare

If only the sky could open;
And his dear little ][ace I could see;
Oh, what a wonderful feeling;

I know would come over me.

But he is with the Ange/s; 1
Far][rom sin and pain;
Where Jesus said: “Believe in Me;
And thou shalt see him again”.

With The Angels

May the road rise
to meet you,
May the wind be a/ways
at your back.

May the sun shine
warm upon your ][ace,
The rains fa// so][t
upon your ][ie/als,
Anc[, until we meet again,
May God hold you in
The pa/m o][His hand.

Irish Blessing

Now I /ay me down to s/eep
[ pray the Lord my soul to Leep
If I should die Z)efore I wake

1 pray the Lord my soul to take.

Bedtime Prayer

Magmj[ied and sanctiﬁed be His great name in
the world which He hath created accarding to His
will May He establish His Kingalom Juring your
/1']42 and aluring your alays and aluring the /if;z o][a//
the house of]sme/, even speedi/y and at a near
time, and say ye, Amen.

Let His great name be L/essedfor ever and to
all eternity.

B/essea’, praiseal and g/ariﬁed, exa/teal, extolled
and Izonorea’, magnifiea] and lauded be the name
oftlze Ha/y One, blessed be He; tlzouglz He be
/11'glz above all the L/essing and lzymns, praises and
canso/atians, which are uttered in the war/d,‘ and
say ye, Amen.

May there be abundant peace fmm lzeaven, and
/1']42 for us ana]for all Isme/; and say ye, Amen.

He who maketh peace in His lziglz p/aces, may
He make peace for us am!for all Isme/; and say
ye, Amen.

— Hebrew version also available —

Mourner’s Kaddish

She was so very, very special
And was so ﬁ'om the start
You held her in your arms
But main/y in your heart
And like a sing/e drop o][ rain
That on still waters fa//,
Her /7][9 did ripp/es make
And touched the lives o][ all.
She’s gone to p/ay with ange/s
In heaven up above

So Leep your specia/ memories
And treasure them with love
A/tlzouglz your Jar/ing a]auglzter
Was with you just a while
She'll live on in your heart
With a sweet remembered smile.

A Special Girl (Boy version available)

God needed an ange/ in Heaven
To stand at the Savior’s feet;
His choice must be the rarest

A /1/y pure and sweet.

He gazeai upon the migllty tln*ong

Then stoppea] and picleea/ the best,
Our child was His chosen one
With Jesus she’s now at rest.

God’s Little Angel

Our Jar/ing has gone to the ange/s aZaoue,’
Where there’s notlzing but

lzappiness, joy and love.

Gone ][rom this wor/d, so fu// o][ stri][e;
Back to the God who gave her /rfe.
But rejoice that God chose
our sweet ﬂower][or His own;
And has taken her back to
His Heaven/y home.

Heavenly Home
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