
  

 

Unveiling Service    Rabbi Peter S. Levi 

 

 

 

The unveiling is to bring closure to the morning period. We gather with friends and 

family to recite the final mourner’s kaddish culminating the mourning period.   

 

These are just a few thoughts on leading an unveiling service yourself. 

1. Open with singing Hinei Ma Tov  



Himei ma tov u-ma-naim, shevet achim gam ya-chad. 

How good it is when friends and family come together. 

2. Read either Pslam 23 or 121 [or both] 

3. Pause to share thoughts, reflections, and stories of the person being memorialized. 

The idea here is that the memories which brought sadness have been transformed 

to ones that bring blessing.  

4. Recite the following: 

Adonai, our God, standing at the grave of our beloved _________ 

__________ we give thanks of the consolation of memory.   

We consecrate this memorial as a sign of our love and devotion.  

5. Remove the cover from memorial, read inscription. 

6. Read one [or more if you wish] of the reflections before the mourner’s kaddish. 

7. Recite mourner’s kaddish. 

8. Close with singing Oseh Shalom 
 



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-ru: a-mein. 

May God, who causes peace to reign in the high heavens, 

 Let peace descend on us, and on all Israel, and let us say: Amen. 
 

 

May your memories be blessings of strength and light. 

 

L’Shalom, 

Rabbi Peter Levi  

 

 



Psalm 23 A Psalm of David   

 
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 

He makes me lie down in green pastures; He leads me beside still waters. 

He restores my soul; He leads me in the paths of righteousness for His 

Name’s sake. 

Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no 

evil; for You are with me; Your rod and Your staff comfort me. 

You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; You anoint 

my head with oil; my cup runs over. 

Surely goodness and loving kindness shall follow me all the days of my life; 

and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever. 
 

 

Psalm 121 A Song of Ascents  

  

I will lift up my eyes to the mountains. From where does my help come? 

My help comes from Adonai, who made heaven and earth. 

God will not let your foot be moved; the One who watches you will not 

slumber. 

Behold, the Watcher of Israel shall neither slumber nor sleep. 

Adonai is your keeper; Adonai is your shade upon your right hand. 

The sun shall not strike you by day, nor the moon by night. 

Adonai shall preserve you from all evil; God shall preserve your soul. 

Adonai shall preserve your going out and your coming in from this time 

forth, and for evermore. 



Mourners’ Kaddish  




Yit-ga-dal ve-yit-ka-dash she-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 ka-riv, 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-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-mein.   

 


Ye-hei she-la-ma ra-ba min she-ma-ya ve-cha-yim a-lei-nu ve-al kol Yis-ra-eil,  

 

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-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 realm 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 be glorified, exalted, and honored, though God is beyond all the praises, 

songs, and adorations that we can utter, and let us say: Amen.  For us and for 

all the people Israel, may the blessing of peace and the promise of life come 

true, and let us say: Amen.  May God, who causes peace to reign in the high 

heavens, let peace descend on us, and on all Israel, and let us say: Amen. 
 



REFLECTIONS before Mourner’s Kaddish 

 

1. Life is a Journey by Alvin Fine 
 

Birth is a beginning and death a destination; 

But life is a journey. 

A going, a growing from stage to stage: 

From childhood to maturity and youth to old age. 

From innocence to awareness and ignorance to knowing; 

From foolishness to discretion and then perhaps, to wisdom. 

From weakness to strength or strength to weakness and often back again. 

From health to sickness and back we pray, to health again. 

From offense to forgiveness, from loneliness to love, 

From joy to gratitude, from pain to compassion. 

From grief to understanding, from fear to faith; 

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. 

Birth is a beginning and death a destination; 

But life is a journey, a sacred pilgrimage,  

Made stage by stage...To life everlasting. 

 

 

2. Kaddish is the profound praise of the living, 

Praise for the generous gift of life. 
 

Praise for the presence of loved ones, 

 the bonds of friendship, 

the link of memory. 
 

Praise for the toil and searching, 

 the dedication and vision, 

the ennobling aspirations. 
 

Praise for the precious mooring of faith, 

for courageous souls, 

for prophets, psalmists, and sages. 
 

Praise for those who walked before us, 

 the sufferers in the valley of shadows, 

the steadfast in the furnace of hate. 
 

Kaddish is praise for the God of our people, 

the Source of all growth and goodness,  

the Promise on which we build tomorrow.  

 

  



3. Death diminishes us. It severs us from those whose presence enriched 

our days with joy and love. It robs us of those whose courage and 

wisdom comforted us in times of despair, and lifted our spirits in 

moments of confusion and pain. Yet death is not the end. Those now 

beyond our reach live in memory. Their attainments have become our 

inheritance; their ideals, our challenge. We recall them now. They live 

in our hearts as an abiding blessing.  

 

4. The origins of the Kaddish or mysterious; angels are said to have 

brought it down from heaven… 
 

It possesses wonderful power. Truly, if there is any bond strong 

enough to chain heaven to earth, it is this prayer. It keeps the living 

together, and forms a bridge to the mysterious realm of the dead. One 

might almost say that this prayer is the guardian of the people by who 

alone it is uttered; therein lies the warrant of tis continuance. Can a 

people disappear and be annihilated so long as a child remembers its 

parents? 
 

Because this prayer does not acknowledge death, because it permits 

the blossom, which has fallen from the tree of humankind, to flower 

and develop again in the human heart, it possesses sanctifying power.  

5. In the rising of the sun and its going down, 

     We Remember Them. 

In the bowing of the wind and in the chill of winter, 

     We Remember Them. 

In the opening of the buds and in the rebirth of spring. 

     We Remember Them. 

In the blueness of the skies and in the warmth of summer, 

     We Remember Them. 

In the rustling of the 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 weary and in need of strength, 

     We Remember Them. 

When we are lost and sick of heart, 

     We Remember Them. 

When we have joys and special celebrations we yearn to share, 

     We Remember Them. 

So long as we live, they too shall live, for they are part of us. 

     We Remember Them. 

  



6. 

 

What fills the human heart 

Is not that life must fade, 

But that out of the dark there can  

A light like a rose be made, 

That seeing a snowflake fall 

A heart is lifted up, that hearing a 

meadowlark call 

For a moment a person 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 person, love dies, 

The rose to his children’s eyes 

Will flower again out of shadow 

To make the brief heart sing,  

And the meadowlark from the meadow 

Will call again in spring. 

 

7. 

 

When I die if you need to weep, 

cry for someone walking the street 

beside you.   

And when you need me 

Put your arm around others,  

And give them what you need to give 

me. 

 

You can love me most by letting 

hands touch hands, 

and souls touch souls. 

 

You can love me most by  

Sharing your simchas and  

multiplying your mitzvot. 

 

You can love me most by 

letting me live in your deeds 

and not in your mind. 

 

And when you say Kaddish for me 

remember what our tradition teaches. 

Love doesn't die 

People do. 

 

So when all that's left of me is love 

Give me away. 

 
 

 

 
 


