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 Remembering 
 

“The pyramids themselves, doting with age, 
have forgotten the names of their founders.” 

Thomas Fuller, Of Tombs, from ‘The Holy State and the Profane State’ (1642) 
 

An Elegy on the Death of Nawirtum is an ancient Sumerian text, from 

around the 3rd millennium BC, which is a lamentation for a woman who 

has died. Little is known of its writer and origins, or the eponymous central 

character. But buried deep in the elegy is this profound plea: 
 

May your way of life not be forgotten; may your name be called on. 
 

It’s a sentiment echoed at every funeral, offered as a comfort to the 

bereaved, or pondered in the hearts of mourners. We will not forget this 

life. The person will always be remembered. Their name will be called upon 

by those who are left. Nawirtum, and those like her, will not be forgotten, 

even five thousand years after her death. But I wonder … If the “pyramids 

themselves, doting with age, have forgotten the name of their founders”, 

as Fuller suggested in the 17th century, what then of our promises to 

remember a loved one? And what about us? Will we be remembered? 

This came to mind when I stumbled on an overgrown cemetery by 

the ruins of Old Inverlochy Castle outside Fort William. Buried in the 

undergrowth are a dozen or so severely weathered gravestones, some 

dating back to the early 19th century. There could even be soldiers from 

the old castle buried there too, from as far back as the 1700s. Who knows? 

But are they remembered? Or like the founders of the pyramids, are they 

destined to lie unforgotten in an overgrown, and disused, graveyard? 

So here’s a thought: if your loved ones, whom you promised like 

Nawirtum would never be forgotten, lie in the overgrown and disused 

cemetery of your memory, never mind an old graveyard by Inverlochy 

Castle, why not clear away some grass today, brush down the headstones, 

and pause a while. And as you hear the Sumerian lamentation, “May your 

name be called upon,” do as you are prompted, and call on their names. 

Say the names out loud. Bring them back to you for a moment. They 

deserve that, as Nawirtum clearly did. For who is going to do the 

remembering if you and I have chosen to forget?  
 

A prayer for today 

Lord, you know the names of those I have loved. Say their names to me again, so that I 

can be reminded that their names will always matter – to me and to you. Amen 
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