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Lesson
Psalm 23 

Prayer and Commendation

*+Hymn 22
“God of the Sparrow”

Reading
“On the Death of The Beloved,” John O’Donohue

 † † †

A Living Memorial

*Acclamation
With believers in every time and place, 

we rejoice that nothing in life or in death 
can separate us from the love of God 

in Christ Jesus our Lord. 

*Recessional
“Lift Every Voice & Sing,” Tasha Cobbs Leonard

*Please stand as you are able

A reception will follow at Chris Madeo’s barn, 
9349 Stottlemeyer Road, Boonsboro, MD 21713. 

Carpooling is encouraged.

Nancy Dutton Wilson
 Sunrise                                       Sunset

November 13, 1932  •  August 16, 2025

‘tis grace that led me safe thus far and grace will lead me home

*****

Gathering Music

 † † †

Processional
“Lean on Me”

Welcome

Proclamation
In life and death we belong to God. 

Through the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ,
the love of God, and the communion of the Holy Spirit, 

we trust in the one triune God, 
whom alone we worship and serve.

Reading
“How the Light Comes,” Jan Richardson 

Lesson
Psalm 100

*+Hymn 834
 “Precious Lord, Take My Hand”

Homily

*+Hymn 649
“Amazing Grace, How Sweet the Sound”

Remembrances



SHEPHERDSTOWN PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH
100 W. Washington Street

Shepherdstown, West Virginia
Established 1743

www.shepherdstownpresbyterian.org

 A Celebration Of Life 
September 13,  2025

    11:00 a.m.
If ever there is tomorrow
when we are not together,

there is something you
must always remember.

You are braver that you believe,
Stronger that you seem,

And smarter than you think.

But the most important thing is,
Even if we are apart…
I’ll always be with you.

A.A. Milne

+Hymns reprinted with permission under  OneLicense.com
#A-007343. All rights reserved.

Memorial donations may be made 
to the charity of your choice or to 

Shepherdstown Presbyterian Church
P.O. Box 268

Shepherdstown, West Virginia 25443

Do Not Stand At My Grave and Weep

Do not stand at my grave and weep
I am not there. I do not sleep.

I am a thousand winds that blow.
I am the diamond glints on snow.

I am the sunlight on ripened grain.
I am the gentle autumn rain.

When you awaken in the morning's hush
I am the swift uplifting rush

Of quiet birds in circled flight.
I am the soft stars that shine at night.

Do not stand at my grave and cry;
I am not there. I did not die.

Mary Elizabeth Frye


