
A Funeral in Nicaragua  

I have always struggled with the way we have given over our grievingprocess to the 
professionals…I have worked with many wonderful funeraldirectors whom I like very 
much. However the reality is that it hasbecome a sterile ritual. The last funeral I did 
in Canada was for afamily that wanted to put dirt on top of the urn and actually bury 
itthemselves. When we got to the cemetery there was a hole but no dirt.We had to 
ask the cemetery staff to go and find some dirt. 

Well this week I did the funeral for a very nice family. When you arenotified that 
there has been a death you immediately go to the churchand toll the bell. This gets 
people talking about who has died. Soonfolks call me or more often drop by and ask, 
“When is the funeral”?Before the actual ceremony folks begin dropping in to visit. 
The bodyis in the main living area with eternal lights and flowers in plasticbags…. 
Then the worship itself starts at the house. The casket isalways open and folks make 
their goodbyes. There is a short time ofprayer, scripture and brief mediation. Then 
the casket is put in theback of the truck and we all walk together to the church. The 
ministerand the family walk in front of the truck. I find this is a good timeto have a 
nice visit with the family. It is physical exercise and itis hot.  If you are not able to 
walk, you get in the truck. Then thefull funeral takes place at the church. After the 
service we walk tothe cemetery, which is a good twenty-minute walk.  At the 
cemetery Ido the short committal service and then the body is put into thecrypt. 

Then the crypt needs to be cemented closed. So we sing and sing andsing some 
more.  We sing to the music of cement being mixed and thesmell of cement. The 
shovel bangs against the wheelbarrow and slappingof the cement trowel keeps our 
attention as we watch the openingslowly close. Then when it is finished I do the 
blessing.  People cryand hug and slowly make their way back to the street and the 
walkhome. 

This is real and it is dirty and visual. You can smell it and tasteit. And you experience 
it in community because everyone comes. It is acommunity event. There is nothing 
sterile about this ritual.  We couldlearn so much from this experience and perhaps 
grieve in a healthiermanner. All of these people will be back in church on Sunday and 
noone will say oh I can’t come to church because I have bad memories ofmy 
Husband (wife, friend etc) funeral.  Life and death mix togetherhere so easily. The 
belief in the resurrection permeates the funeraland the conversation. It would not 
occur to anyone to stay home fromchurch because the funeral of his or her loved one 
prevents it. 

A day in the life 
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