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UNVEILING SERVICE GUIDE 

1. Select as many readings as you wish from pages 4 - 14 
2. Read page 15 or portions of it as you wish 
3. Read pages 16-17 
4. Optional – if you wish those gathered for the unveiling can offer personal memories 

before reciting the kaddish on page 17 
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“BUT YOU WERE SOMETHING MORE THAN YOUNG AND SWEET AND FAIR AND 
THE LONG YEAR REMEMBERS YOU.” 

EDNA ST VINCENT MILAY 
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It is our destiny and the destiny of everything in our world that we must come to an end. Every end 
that we experience in nature and human kinds says to us in a loud voice “You also will come to an 
end!” It may reveal itself in the farewell to a place where we have lived for a long time. The 
separation from the fellowship of intimate associates, the death of someone near to us. Or it may 
become apparent to us in the breakdown of a work which gave meaning to us, the ending of a whole 
period of life, the approach of old age, or even in the melancholy side of nature visible in the 
autumn. All this tells us, you will come to an end. 

Paul Tillich 

 

 

 

 

We turn our thoughts to yesterday…to a world that lives only in our memory. 

As we recall the days gone by, we know the past is irretrievable. Yet – through the gift of memory, 
we recapture treasured moments and images. 

We are thankful for the happiness we knew with those no longer here, with whom we lived and 
laughed and loved. 

We praise the Eternal wellspring of life who links yesterday to tomorrow. We affirm that despite all 
the tragedy bound up with living, it is still good to be alive. 

We understand that there can be no love without loss, no joy without sorrow. May we have the 
courage to accept the all of life – the love and the loss the joy and the sorrow, as we remember 
them. 

Evelyn Mehlman 
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There is a season for everything, a time for every experience under heaven: 

A time to be born and a time to die; 

A time to plant, and a time to uproot what is planted; 

A time to tear down and a time to build up; 

A time to weep, and a time to laugh; 

A time to grieve and a time to dance; 

A time to throw stones and a time to gather stones, 

A time to embrace and a time to refrain from embracing; 

A time to seek and a time to lose; 
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A time to keep and a time to discard; 

A time to tear and a time to sew; 

A time to keep silence and a time to speak. 

From Ecclesiastes 3 

 

Birth is a beginning 
And death a destination; 
But life is a journey. 
 A going – a growing 
From stage to stage. 

 יתאשִׁ רֵ  יאהִ  הידָ לֵ 
 . יתלִ כְ תַּ  – הירָ טִ פְ וּ

 :םהֵ  עסָּ מַ כְּ  יםיִּ חַ הַ 
 היחָ מִ צְ כִּ , היכָ לִ הֲ כַּ 
 .בלָ שָׁ לְ  בלָ שָּׁ מִ 

From childhood to maturity 
And youth to age. 
From innocence to awareness 
And ignorance to knowing; 
From foolishness to discretion 
And then perhaps, to wisdom. 

 ,תרוּגְ בַ לְ  תדוּלְ יַּ מִ 
 .היבָ שֵׂ לְ  רעַ נֹּ מִ 
 ,תעַ דַ לְ  תימוּמִ תְּ מִ 
 ;נהיָ בִ לְ  תרוּוּבּמִ 
 טוּפּשִׁ לְ  תוּשׁפְּ טִּ מִ 
 .המָ כְ חָ לְ  – ילַ אוּ – זאָ וְ 

From weakness to strength  
Or strength to weakness –  
And, often, back again. 
From health to sickness 
And back, we pray, to health again.  

 המָ צְ עָ לְ  השָׁ לְ חֻ מֵ 
  – השָׁ לְ חֻ לְ  המָ צְ עָ  אוֹ

 .הרָ זָ חֲ בַּ  יםתִּ עִ לְ וּ
 ,הלָ חֲ מַ לְ  תיאוּרִ בְּ מִ 
 .הרָ זָ חֲ  תיאוּרִ בְ לִ , אנָּ אָ וְ 

From offense to forgiveness, 
From loneliness to love, 
From joy to gratitude, 
From pain to compassion. 
And grief to understanding –  
From fear to faith.  

 ,הילָ חִ מְ לִ  הרָ בֵ עֲ מֵ 
 ,תידוּידִ לִ  תידוּדִ בְּ מִ 
 ,הדָ תוֹלְ  החָ מְ שִּׂ מִ 
 ,יםמִ חֲ רַ לְ  יםרִ וּסּיִּ מִ 

  – הנָ בָ הֲ לַ  ןגוֹיָּ מִ 

 .הנָ מוּאֱ לֶ  הימָ אֵ מֵ 
From defeat to defeat to defeat –  
Until, looking backward or ahead: 
We see that victory lies 
Not at some high place along the way, 
But in having made the journey, 
Stage by stage –  
A sacred pilgrimage. 

  – ןלוֹשָּׁ כִ לְ  ןלוֹשָּׁ כִ לְ  ןלוֹשָּׁ כִּ מִ 

 ,םדֶ קֶ וָ  רחוֹאָ  טבָּ מַ בְּ , נוּאָ  יםאִ רוֹשֶׁ  דעַ 
ֹ שֶׁ    הגָּ סְ פִּ הַ  ימֵ רוֹמְ בִּ  אלּ
 ,ןחוֹצָּ נִּ הַ  ןמוּטָ 
 ,מוֹצְ עַ  עסָּ מַּ הַ  םצֶ עֶ בְּ  אלָּ אֶ 

  – בלָ שָׁ  רחַ אַ  בלָ שָׁ 

 .השָׁ דוֹקְ  היָּ לִ עֲ 
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Birth is a beginning, 
And death a destination; 
But life is a journey, 
A sacred pilgrimage, 
Made stage by stage – 
From birth to death 
To life everlasting. 

 רֵאשִׁית הִיא לֵידָה
 . תַּכְלִית – וּפְטִירָה

  – הֵם כְּמַסָּע הַחַיִּיםוְ 

 ,השָׁ דוֹקְ  היָּ לִ עֲ 
  – בלָ שָׁ  רחַ אַ  בלָ שָׁ 

 ,הירָ טִ פְ לִ  הידָ לֵּ מִ 
 . אבָּ הַ  םלָ עוֹ ייֵּ חַ לְ 

Alvin Fine 
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 .לְדָוִד מִזְמוֹר

 .אֶחְסָר לאֹ ,רֹעִי יְיָ 

 .יְנַהֲלֵנִי מְנחֻוֹת מֵי-עַל ,יַרְבִּיצֵנִי דֶּשֶׁא בִּנְאוֹת

 .שְׁמוֹ לְמַעַן צֶדֶק-מַעְגְּלֵיבְּ  יַנְחֵנִי .יְשׁוֹבֵב נַפְשִׁי

 ;עִמָּדִי אַתָּה-כִּי, רָע אִירָא-לאֹ צַלְמָוֶת בְּגֵיא אֵלֵ�-כִּי גַּם

 .יְנַחֲמֻנִי הֵמָּה וּמִשְׁעַנְתֶּ� שִׁבְטְ�

 .יצֹרְרָ  נֶגֶד שֻׁלְחָן לְפָנַי תַּעֲרֹ�

ֹ  בַשֶּׁמֶן דִּשַּׁנְתָּ   .רְוָיָה כּוֹסִי יאשִׁ ר

 ,חַיָּי יְמֵי-כָּל יִרְדְּפוּנִי וָחֶסֶד טוֹב אַ�

 .םיָמִי לְאֹרֶ� יְיָ -בְּבֵית וְשַׁבְתִּי

God is my shepherd, I shall not want. 

God makes me lie down in green pastures. 

Leads me beside still waters and restores my soul. 

You lead me in right paths for the sake of Your name. 

Even when I walk in the valley of the shadow of death, 

I shall fear no evil, for You are with me; 

Your rod and Your staff – they comfort me. 

You have set a table before me in the presence of my enemies; 

You have anointed my head with oil, my cup overflows. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all of the days of my life, and I shall dwell in the house of the 
Eternal God forever. 

Psalm 23 
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What can we know of death, we who cannot understand life? 

We study the seed and the cell, but the power deep within them will always elude us. 

Though we cannot understand, we accept life as the gift of God. Yet death, life’s twin, we face with 
fear. 

But why be afraid? Death is a haven to the weary, a relief for the sorely afflicted. We are safe in 
death as in life. 

There is no pain in death. There is only the pain of the living as they recall shared loves, and as they 
themselves fear to die. 

Calm us, O God, when we cry out in our fear and our grief. Turn us anew toward life. Awaken us to 
the warmth of human love that speaks to us of You. 

We shall fear no evil as we affirm Your dominion of life. 

  



10 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In the rising of the sun and in its going down, we remember them. 

In the blowing of the wind and in the chill of winter, we remember them. 

In the opening buds and in the rebirth of spring, we remember them. 

In the rustling of leaves and in the beauty of autumn, we remember them. 

In the beginning of the year and when it ends, we remember them. 

When we are wary and in need of strength, we remember them. 

When we are lost and sick at heart, we remember them. 

When we have joys we yearn to share, we remember them. 

So long as we live, they too shall live, for they are now a part of us, as we remember them. 

  



Shall I cry out in anger, O God, 
Because Your gifts are mine but for a while? 
Shall I forget the blessing of health 
The moment there is pain? 
 
Shall I be ungrateful for the laughter, 
The seasons of joy, the days of gladness, 
When tears cloud my eyes and darken the world 
And my heart is heavy within me? 
 
Shall I blot from mind the love 
I have rejoiced in when fate 
Leaves me bereft of shining presences 
That have lit my way through years 
Of companionship and affection? 
 
Shall I, in days of adversity, fail to recall the  
Hours of glory You once did grant me? 
 
Shall I, in turmoil of need and anxiety, 
Cease blessing You for the peace of former days? 
Shall the time of darkness put out forever 
The glow of the light in which I once walked? 
 
Give me the vision, O God, to see 
That embedded in each of Your gifts 
Is a core of eternity, undiminished and bright, 
An eternity that survives the dread hours of 
Affliction. 
 
Those I have loved, though now beyond my views, 
Have given form and quality to my being. 
They have led me into the wide universe 
I continue to inhabit and their presence 
Is more real to me than their absence. 
 

What You give to me, 
You never take away 
And bounties granted once 
Shed their radiance evermore. 

 
 

Morris Adler 



 

What fills the heart of man 

Is not that his life must fade, 

But that out of his dark there can 

A light like a rose be made, 

That seeing a snowflake fall 

His heart is lifted up, 

That hearing a meadowlark call 

For a moment he will stop 

To rejoice in the musical air 

To delight in the fertile earth 

And the flourishing everywhere 

Of spring and spring’s rebirth 

And never a woman or man 

Walked through their quickening hours 

But found for some brief span 

An interval of flowers, 

Where love for a man or a woman 

So captured the heart’s beat.  

 

That they and all things human 

Danced on rapturous feet. 

And though, for each man, love does, 

The rose to his children’s eyes 

Will flower again, again 

Will flower again out of shadow 

To make the brief heart sing 

And the meadowlark from the meadow 

Will call again in spring. 

 
 

Theodore Spencer 
Heritage An Act of Life 
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Mourn not the dead that in the cool earth lie – 

Dust unto dust –  

The calm sweet earth that mothers all who die 

As all men must; 

 

Mourn not your captured comrades who must dwell   

Too strong to strive –  

Each in his own steel-bound coffin of a cell, buried alive 

But rather mourn the apathetic throng –  

The coward and the meek – 

Who see the world’s great anguish and its wrong 

And dare not speak 

 

 

Ralph Chaplin 
Bars & Shadows 
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Now let us honor with violin and flute 

A women wet so deeply in devotion 

That three times blasted to the roof 

Still she grew green and poured strength out. 

 

Still she stood fast, providing the cool shade 

Compassion, the thousand leaves of mercy. 

The cherishing green hope. Still like a tree she stood. 

Clear comfort in the town and all the neighborhood. 

 

Pure as the tree is pure, young 

As the tree forever young, magnanimous 

And natural, sweetly serving for her the song. 

For her the flute sound and the violin be strung 

For her all love, all praises  

All honor, as are trees 

In the hot summer days 

May Sarton 

 

 

 

 

Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, the kind. Quietly they go, the intelligent the witty, the 
brave. I know, but I do not approve. And I am not resigned. 

Edna St. Vincent Millay 
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Will there yet come days of forgiveness and grace, when you will walk in the field as that innocent 
wayfarer walks? 

And the soles of your feet caress the clover leaves through stubble will sting you, sweet will be their 
stalks. Or rain will overtake you, its thronging drops tapping on your shoulder, your chest, your 
throat, your gentle head bowed. 

And you walk in the wet field the quiet in you expand in like light in the hem of a cloud. 

 

And you will breathe the odor of furrow breathing and quiet, and you will see mirrored in the gold 
puddle the sun above, and simple will be these things and life, permitted to touch, permitted, 
permitted to love. 

 

Slowly you will walk in the field. Alone. Unscorched by flame of conflagrations on roads that 
bristled with horror and blood. 

Again. 

You will be peaceful in heart, humble and bending like one of the grasses, like one of man. 

Leah Goldberg 
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DEDICATION OF THE MONUMENT OR MARKER 

 

“JA C OB S E T U P  A  P IL LA R  ON [R A C HE L’ S ]  GR A V E. ”  ( GEN 3 5 .2 0 )  

And so, we come here to express our undying attachment to our (husband, wife, father, mother, 
brother, sister, son, daughter, friend, ____________) returning to this place to dedicate a memorial to 
him/her. 

We remember now the moments we shared: the times of celebration, and the times of difficulty; we 
remember now the times of warmth and closeness, and the times of love and companionship. 

We pray, O God, that You will treasure all that was good in his/her life and that You will help all of 
us to retain that good as part of the very fabric of our lives. 

Grant consolation, O God, to us and to all who mourn with us. Heal our hurt. Sustain our faith. May 
the memory of our beloved ____________ make all of life more precious to us. 

May we see this monument (marker) as a reminder of what is most enduring, the immortality of the 
soul, memories that never fade, love that remains alive. 

Though the pain of our mourning is deep, the love we had for ____________ and the love that 
____________ gave to us calls upon us to care lovingly for one another. May he/she always live in our 
hearts. May we think of him/her tenderly and revere his/her memory. May we devote ourselves 
wholeheartedly to our chosen tasks for his/her sake. Thus will our beloved ____________ be recalled 
to live every day. 

 

(Unveil the monument or marker, read it aloud, take a moment for silence) 

At the end of the service invited everyone to place a stone or pebble on the marker. 
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ELEH EZKARAH – THESE WE REMEMBER 

‘Tis a fearful thing 

To love 

What death can touch 

To love, to hope, to dream. 

And oh, to lose 

A thing for fools, this, 

But a holy thing  

A holy thing to love 

 

For your life has lived in me, 

Your laugh once lifted me, 

Your word was a gift to me. 

 

To remember this brings painful joy. 

 

‘Tis a human thing, love.  

A holy thing, 

To love 

What death can touch. 
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God full of compassion, You dwell in the heights and in the depths: grant perfect rest under the 
wings of Your Presence to our loved one who has entered eternity. Let him find refuge for ever in 
the shadow of Your wings, and let his soul be bound up in the bond of eternal life; for You, the 
Everlasting God, are his inheritance. May he rest in peace, and let us say: Amen. 
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Yit∙ga∙dal ve∙yit∙ka∙dash sh∙mei ra∙ba be∙al∙ma di∙ve∙ra chi∙re∙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∙eil, ba∙a∙ga∙la u∙vi∙ze∙man kar∙iv, 
ve∙i∙me∙ru: a∙men. 

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∙yit∙na∙sei, ve∙yit∙ha∙dar ve∙yit∙a∙leh 
ve∙yit∙ha∙lal she∙mei de∙ku∙de∙sha, be∙rich hu, le∙ei∙la min kol bi∙re∙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∙men. 

Ye∙hei she∙la∙ma ra∙ba min she∙ma∙ya ve∙cha∙yim a∙lei∙nu va∙al kol Yis∙ra∙eil, ve∙i∙me∙ru: a∙mein. 

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

  

Let the glory of God be extolled, let God’s great name be hallowed in the world whose creation God 
willed. May God’s rule soon prevail in our own day, our own lives, and the life of all Israel, and let us 
say: Amen. 

Let God’s great name be blessed for ever and ever. 

Let the name of the Holy One, the Blessed One, be glorified, exalted, and honored, though God is 
beyond all praises, songs, and adorations that we can utter, and let us say: Amen. 

For us and for all Israel, may the blessing of peace and the promise of life come true, and let us say: 
Amen. 

May the One who causes peace to reign in the high heavens, let peace descend on us, on all Israel, 
and all the world, and let us say: Amen. 

 

May the Source of peace send peace to all who mourn, and comfort to all who are bereaved. Amen. 
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