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Funeral 
Readings for Children 

 
No. 1 
An angel wrote in the Book of Life 
My baby's date of birth 
Then whispered as she closed the book 
"Too beautiful for Earth" 
 

************ 
 
No. 2 
When God calls little children to dwell with Him above, 
We mortals sometime question the wisdom of His love. 
 
For no heartache compares with the death of one small child 
Who does so much to make our world, seem wonderful and mild. 
 
Perhaps God tires of calling the aged to his fold, 
So He picks a rosebud, before it can grow old. 
 
God knows how much we need them, and so He takes but few 
To make the land of Heaven more beautiful to view. 
 
Believing this is difficult still somehow we must try, 
The saddest word mankind knows will always be "Goodbye." 
 
So when a little child departs, we who are left behind 
Must realize God loves children, Angels are hard to find. 
 

************ 
No. 3 
God sent an angel to the earth... 
The sweetest angel too 
and for such a tiny little thing, 
she had so much to do. 
She knew she did not have 
much time upon this earth to stay, 
so she did not waste a second; 
she got started right away. 
 
Her eyes were bright and sparkly, 
she took in every turn. 
She did not miss a single thing, 
because Angel came to learn! 
God sent her here to touch the 
hearts of those he could not reach... 
She taught them courage, strength and faith, 
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because Angel came to teach. 
 
Her tiny little body 
was so full of God above, 
you felt it when you held her, 
because she came to love. 
In her short time she managed 
what many never will. 
 
When she went home to Jesus, 
her purpose was fulfilled. 
She learned and taught, loved and played, 
she learned her lessons well. 
I know he was so proud of her 
when she went home to dwell. 
But when I miss her OH-SO-MUCH, 
I can almost hear him say, 
please understand, her work was done... 
…….. did not come to stay. 
 

************ 
 
No. 4 
She was so very, very special 
And was so from the start 
You held her in your arms 
But mainly in your heart 
And like a single drop of rain 
That on still waters fall, 
Her life did ripples make  
And touched the lives of all. 
She's gone to play with angels 
In heaven up above 
So keep your special memories 
And treasure. them with love 
Although your darling daughter 
Was with you just a while 
She'll live on in your heart 
With a sweet remembered smile 
 

************ 
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No. 5 
The sky is filled with Angels 
With puffy lacy wings 
The remnants of God's beauty 
With treasures they now bring 
Each one of them a Guardian 
That travels in the sky 
To watch throughout eternity 
Their parents from on high 
Smiles that come from Angels 
They fall like crystal rain 
Eases earthly burdens 
Lifting all life's pain 
Halos so astounding 
That glitter gold each day 
Following their loved ones 
In such a perfect way 
Wings in gentle breezes 
That fall from up above 
Kissing every parent 
With everlasting love 
Angels soar through heaven 
With everlasting light 
Looking down from heaven 
Saying their "goodnights" 
Kissing all who loved them 
So gently on the face 
This life's tender mercy 
Each parent can embrace 
Wings and shiny halos 
Travel from on high 
Surrounding all their loved ones 
They never say good-bye. 
 

************ 
 
No. 6 
Please God, make them remember that 
Today is a special, birthday. 
Make them understand that 
The memories don't go away. 
Bless them, with ears to hear and hearts that care. 
Enable them to listen while I share. 
Shelter them that they may never know my pain. 
Help them to help me know that my child's life was not in vain. 
Help them to remember, Lord that I wish 
That my child was here 
So we could still celebrate. 
To understand that I still 
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Feel the nearness of my child. 
To see beyond my smile and the 
Words. "I'm okay." 
Please God, just let one remember today 
Is a special birthday! 
(author unknown) 
 

************ 
 
No. 7 
"I'll lend you for a little time a child of mine," He said. 
"For you to love the while he lives and mourn when he is dead, 
"It may be six or seven years, or twenty-two or three, 
"But will you, till I call him back, take care of him for me? 
 
"He'll bring his charms to gladden you, but should his stay be brief, 
"You'll have his lovely memories, as solace for your grief, 
"I cannot promise he will stay, since all from earth return, 
"But there are lessons taught down there I want this child to learn. 
"I've looked the wide world over in my search for teachers true, 
"And from the throngs that crowd life's lanes I have selected you. 
"Now will you give him all your love, nor think the labour vain, 
"Nor hate me when I come to call to take him back again?  
I fancied that I heard them say: "Dear Lord, Thy will be done! 
"For all the joy Thy child shall bring, the risk of grief we'll run. 
We'll shelter him with tenderness; we'll love him while we may, 
And for happiness we've known forever grateful stay. 
 
"But should the angels call for him much sooner than we'd planned, 
"We'll brave the bitter grief that comes and try to understand." 
Anonymous 
 

************ 
 
No. 8 
In a baby castle, just beyond your eye, 
Your baby plays with angel toys that money cannot buy. 
Who are you to wish him back into this world of strife, 
No, play on your baby, he'll have eternal life. 
At night when all is silent and sleep forsakes your eyes, 
You'll hear his tiny footsteps come running to your side 
His little hands caress you so tenderly and sweet, 
You'll breathe a prayer and close your eyes and embrace him in your sleep. 
Now you have a treasure that you rate above all others 
You have known true glory, 
You are still his mother. 
 

************ 
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No. 9 
The world may never notice  
If a Snowdrop doesn't bloom,  
Or even pause to wonder  
If the petals fall too soon. 
But every life that ever forms, 
Or ever comes to be, 
Touches the world in some small way 
For all eternity. 
The little one we longed for  
Was swiftly here and gone. 
But the love that was then planted  
Is a light that still shines on. 
And though our arms are empty, 
Our hearts know what to do. 
Every beating of our hearts 
Says that we love you. 

************ 
No. 10 
Time has taken me from you,  
Although not very far. 
I'll be watching through the sunshine 
And through the brightest star. 
I'll be watching all of you, 
From the heavens up above. 
So take good care of each other  
And carry all my love. 
If you're ever wondering  
If I'm there, here's where you can start. 
Take a look inside yourself 
Deep within your heart. 
I'll always be your baby,  
Your child (grandchild), your best friend. 
So anytime you need me,  
Close your eyes I'm back again. 

************ 
No. 11 
Here, freed from pain, 
secure from misery, 
lies a child, 
the darling of his parents' eyes: 
 
A gentler lamb n'er sported on the plain, 
A fairer flower will never bloom again: 
Few were the days allotted to his breath; 
Now let him sleep in peace his night of death. 
Thomas Gray, (1716 - 1771 
 

************ 
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No. 12 
Eyes that twinkle sunshine 
A face that breaks your heart 
That special look of innocence 
Remains while we’re apart. 
 
We had you for a short while, 
But you brought so many joys, 
Now play in peace our baby, 
Enjoy your angel toys. 
 
Time will bring us comfort 
While waiting for the day 
When we will be together again 
Not just a whisper away. 
 

************ 
 
No. 13 
You must not shut the night inside you, 
But endlessly in light the dark immerse. 
A tiny lamp has gone out in my tent - 
I bless the flame that warms the universe. 
Friedrich Ruckert (1788 - 1866) 
 

************ 
No. 14 
Silent tear 
Each night we shed a silent tear, 
As we speak to you in prayer. 
To let you know we love you, 
And just how much we care. 
Take our million teardrops,  
Wrap them up in love, 
Then ask the wind to carry them,  
To you in heaven above. 
Unknown 

************ 
No. 15 
Here, freed from pain, secure from misery, lies 
A child, the darling of his parents' eyes: 
A gentler Lamb ne'er sported on the plain, 
A fairer flower will never bloom again: 
Few were the days allotted to his breath; 
Now let him sleep in peace his night of death. 
by Thomas Gray (1716-1771 
 

************ 
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No. 16 
Farewell, dear babe, my heart’s too much content, 
Farewell, sweet babe, the pleasure of mine eye, 
Farewell fair flower that for a space was lent, 
Then taken away unto eternity. 
 
Blest babe, why should I once bewail thy fate, 
Or sign thy days so soon were terminate, 
Since thou art settled in an everlasting state. 
Anne Bradstreet (1665) 
 

************ 
 
No. 17 
Almighty God, giver of every good and perfect gift, we thank you for the happiness and love 
this child has brought and for the assurance we have that he is in your care. 
 
Strengthen us to commit ourselves to your gracious providence, so that we may live our 
lives here in the peace and joy of faith, until at last we are united with all the children f God 
in the brightness of your glory. Amen. 
 

************ 
 
No. 18 
Just as the twilight's holy hour 
In quietude so deep, 
Was hushing nature to repose, 
Our "baby" fell asleep. 
 
Just in the bloom of infancy, 
We laid him to his rest, 
Well knowing that our angel boy 
Was numbered with the blest. 
 
Well knowing that the Saviour said 
Oh! suffer such to come, 
"Forbid them not," for they are Mine, 
And heaven is their home. 
So bow we to God's gracious will, 
For he was lent, not given, 
And let this cheer our drooping hearts, 
Our baby is in heaven. 
Mary Weston Fordham (1862-1905) 
 

************ 
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No. 19 
Almost whose last words were 
"We shall meet beyond the River." 
 
Yes, my darling, when life's shadows 
Over me do darkly fall, 
Meet me surely at the river 
As I haste to obey the call. 
Gladly through the darksome valley, 
Through its portals, grim and cold, 
Will I hasten 'till my nestling 
Meets me at the "Gates of Gold." 
 
Sadly do I miss my wee one, 
None can fill thy vacant place, 
Only in my dreams I fold thee, 
Only then behold thy face. 
See thee in thy childish beauty, 
Clasp thy little hand in mine, 
Ever will those moments chain me, 
Ever in my heart enshrined. 
 
Little Heartsease, "bud of promise," 
Broken off in early morn, 
Now can sin no more pollute thee 
In the angels' bosom borne. 
In the land no pain or anguish 
Ever can my child enfold, 
Then my darling meet thy mother 
Surely at the "Gates of Gold."  
Mary Weston 

************ 
No. 20 
For one brief day, did …… stay 
To brighten each fond heart, 
Then sped like dove to realms above, 
Ne'er more to feel death's dart. 
 
O! in that land, where infants stand 
Arrayed in spotless sheen, 
No griefs to share, nor sorrows bear, 
No death to intervene. 
 
We would not care, nay, would not dare 
To wish thee back again, 
Nay, rather say, "Queenie, good day, 
Till we your rest attain."  
Mary Weston Fordham (1862-1905) 

************ 
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No. 21 
A little soul scarce fledged for earth 
Takes wing with heaven again for goal 
Even while we hailed as fresh from birth 
A little soul. 
 
Our thoughts ring sad as bells that toll, 
Not knowing beyond this blind world's girth 
What things are writ in heaven's full scroll. 
 
Our fruitfulness is there but dearth, 
And all things held in time's control 
Seem there, perchance, ill dreams, not worth 
A little soul. 
Algernon Charles Swinburne 
 

************ 
No. 22 
She passed away like morning dew 
Before the sun was high; 
So brief her time, she scarcely knew 
The meaning of a sigh. 
 
As round the rose its soft perfume, 
Sweet love around her floated; 
Admired she grew-while mortal doom 
Crept on, unfeared, unnoted. 
 
Love was her guardian Angel here, 
But Love to Death resigned her; 
Though Love was kind, why should we fear 
But holy Death is kinder? 
Hartley Coleridge (1796 - 1849) 

************ 
No. 23 
Tread not the earth where lies her youthful form, 
Grow violets, sweet violets, above that cherished mound; 
 
Bid zephyrs softly whisper in accents sweet and low, 
Not dead, not lost, but only gone a little while before. 
So, I, though bowed in anguish, yield her spirit to its God, 
 
And meekly clasp the smiting hand, and kiss the chast'ning rod; 
May I, when time is over, greet thee on the other shore, 
To live and love for aye and aye, where partings are no more. 
Mary Weston Fordham (1862-1905) 
 

************ 
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No. 24 
She is not dead, but sleepeth;— 
Ere long will the morning break, 
When those we love who sleep in Him, 
Shall from the dust awake. 
 
She is not dead, but sleepeth;— 
Soon, soon will the ransomed sing 
O! grave, where is thy victory? 
O! death, where is thy sting? 
Mary Weston Fordham (1862-1905) 
 

************ 
 
No. 25 
The little feet that never trod 
Earth, never strayed in field or street, 
What hand leads upward back to God 
The little feet? 
 
A rose in June's most honied heat, 
When life makes keen the kindling sod, 
Was not so soft and warm and sweet. 
 
Their pilgrimage's period 
A few swift moons have seen complete 
Since mother's hands first clasped and shod 
The little feet. 
 

************ 
 
No. 26 
The little hands that never sought 
Earth's prizes, worthless all as sands, 
What gift has death, God's servant, brought 
The little hands? 
 
We ask: but love's self silent stands, 
Love, that lends eyes and wings to thought 
To search where death's dim heaven expands. 
 
Ere this, perchance, though love know nought, 
Flowers fill them, grown in lovelier lands, 
Where hands of guiding angels caught 
The little hands. 
 

************ 
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No. 27 
The little eyes that never knew 
Light other than of dawning skies, 
What new life now lights up anew 
The little eyes? 
 
Who knows but on their sleep may rise 
Such light as never heaven let through 
To lighten earth from Paradise? 
No storm, we know, may change the blue 
Soft heaven that haply death descries 
No tears, like these in ours, bedew 
The little eyes. 
 

************ 
 
No. 28 
Angel by name love called him, seeing so fair 
The sweet small frame; 
Meet to be called, if ever man's child were, 
Angel by name. 
 
Rose-bright and warm from heaven's own heart he came, 
And might not bear 
The cloud that covers earth's wan face with shame. 
 
His little light of life was all too rare 
And soft a flame: 
Heaven yearned for him till angels hailed him there 
Angel by name. 
 

************ 
 
No. 29 
The song that smiled upon his birthday here 
Weeps on the grave that holds him undefiled 
Whose loss makes bitterer than a soundless tear 
The song that smiled. 
 
His name crowned once the mightiest ever styled 
Sovereign of arts, and angel: fate and fear 
Knew then their master, and were reconciled. 
 
But we saw born beneath some tenderer sphere 
Michael, an angel and a little child, 
Whose loss bows down to weep upon his bier 
The song that smiled. 
 

************ 
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No. 30 
Two souls diverse out of our human sight 
Pass, followed one with love and each with wonder: 
The stormy sophist with his mouth of thunder, 
Clothed with loud words and mantled in the might 
Of darkness and magnificence of night; 
And one whose eye could smite the night in sunder, 
Searching if light or no light were thereunder, 
And found in love of loving-kindness light. 
Duty divine and Thought with eyes of fire, 
Still following Righteousness with deep desire, 
Shone sole and stern before her and above-- 
Sure stars and sole to steer by; but more sweet 
Shone lower the loveliest lamp for earthly feet-- 
The light of little children, and their love. 
by Algernon Charles Swinburne 
 

************ 
 
No. 31 
WITH troubled heart and trembling hand I write. 
The heavens have changed to sorrow my delight. 
How oft with disappointment have I met 
When I on fading things my hopes have set. 
 
Experience might 'fore this have made me wise 
To value things according to their price. 
Was ever stable joy yet found below?  
Or perfect bliss without mixture of woe?  
 
I knew she was but as a withering flower,  
That's here today, perhaps gone in an hour;  
Like as a bubble, or the brittle glass,  
Or like a shadow turning, as it was. 
 
More fool, then, I to look on that was lent  
As if mine own, when thus impermanent. 
Farewell, dear child; thou ne'er shalt come to me,  
But yet a while and I shall go to thee. 
Meantime my throbbing heart's cheered up with this--  
Thou with thy Saviour art in endless bliss. 
Anne Bradstreet 
 

************ 
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No. 32 
NOW the day is done,  
Now the shepherd sun  
Drives his white flocks from the sky;  
 
Now the flowers rest  
On their mother's breast,  
Hushed by her low lullaby. 
 
Now the glow worms glance,  
Now the fireflies dance,  
Under fern-boughs green and high;  
And the western breeze  
To the forest trees  
Chants a tuneful lullaby. 
 
Now 'mid shadows deep  
Falls blessed sleep,  
Like dew from the summer sky;  
And the whole earth dreams,  
In the moon's soft beams,  
While night breathes a lullaby. 
 
Now, birdlings, rest,  
In your wind-rocked nest,  
Unscared by the owl's shrill cry;  
For with folded wings  
Little Brier swings,  
And singeth your lullaby. 
Louisa May Alcott 
 

************ 
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No. 33 
They say there is a reason 
They say that time will heal  
But neither time nor reason 
Will change the way we feel. 
 
For no one knows the heartache 
that lies behind our smiles, 
No one knows how many times 
we have broken down and cried. 
 
We want to tell you something 
so there won't be any doubt, 
You're so wonderful to think of 
but so hard to be without. 
 
We cannot bring the old days back, 
when we were all together 
The family chain is broken now, 
but memories live forever. 
 
You lived your life one day at a time. 
The words you shared were always kind. 
You loved us all with your whole heart. 
It saddens us to be apart, and forever we  
hold you in our hearts. 
 
Today you stand in God's bright light. 
Watching over us day and night. 
In our hearts you will remain 
Until the day we meet again... 
 
Forever Your love will live on in our hearts 
and the hearts of those you touched. 
We are so grateful to God for blessing our lives with 
the beautiful gift of you. 
 
We miss you sweet angel, 
more than you can imagine. 
Unknown 
 

************ 
 


