
Funeral homily for Daniel Hansen 

 

Recently, a prominent American journalist, Mary McNamara, covered the funeral service of Queen 

Elizabeth at Westminster Abbey in London for the Los Angeles Times newspaper. The event was seen 

around the world by millions of viewers. The solemnity and beauty of the ceremony made a favorable 

impression on her and, undoubtedly, in addition to the worshipers, the millions more who witnessed the 

event on television. But, For Ms. McNamara, what made the queen’s funeral extraordinary was silence, 

or, in her words, “a tremendous stillness”. For two minutes the Church and nation observed a 

reverential silence at 11:55 a.m., allowing the Queen’s subjects to reflect on the life and legacy of 

Britain’s longest standing monarch. Heads were bowed and the sound of coughing could not be heard in 

the grand House of Worship. 

If you have ever seen a deathbed scene in many of motion pictures dating back many decades, you will 

recall the filmmaker’s special touches: Curtains are drawn, the lights in the room are dim, a lighted 

candle is extinguished, voices are hushed, a faint sound of weeping is heard and after the passing of the 

sick person, complete silence. 

How often are we speechless following the death of a friend or family member? 

Death is a deep, and profound mystery. It commands our attention. Death is a passageway to the other 

shore of life. For an unbeliever with no faith in the life hereafter, death simply means the end of one’s 

existence. The body is disposed of promptly and with little fanfare.  

Recently, I finished reading a historical book on the French Revolution in the late eighteenth century. 

One of the saddest chapters of the Revolution was the arrest of sixteen Carmelite nuns on trumped up 

charges. On the day of their execution they journeyed by cart to the guillotine. Usually when beheading 

took place a raucous crowd gathered at the execution site and hurled vile insults at the condemned. But, 

in this one particular instance, an unexpected stillness occurred. According to one historian, “During the 

whole time the profound silence of the crowd about the guillotine endured unbroken.” 

The good sisters died a holy death. They were martyrs. 

The deceased has gone to God. We, who are left behind, can only wonder and pray for the repose of her 

soul. At a time known only to God, we, too, will make our final journey to the other side of this life. 

In a culture punctuated by endless noise and chatter, silence provides us all with a brief respite. If we 

wish to ponder life’s great mysteries, we must once again appreciate the value of silence. 

Daniel has passed “into the silence”. We will follow him. But, for the moment, let us ponder the mystery 

of life and death. 

We believe in everlasting life. 


