
 

When Great Trees Fall                                                      
               Maya Angelou 

When great trees fall,                                                                                                        
rocks on distant hills shudder,                                                                                                      
lions hunker down                                                                                                                
in tall grasses,                                                                                                                
and even elephants                                                                                                                  
slumber after safety.                                                                                                        

When great trees fall in forests,                                                                                       
small things recoil into silence,                                                                                                 
their senses                                                                                                      
eroded beyond fear.                                                                                                        

When great souls die,                                                                                                                         
the air around us becomes                                                                                                                   
light, rare, sterile.                                                                                                                       
We breathe, briefly.                                                                                                                 
Our eyes, briefly,                                                                                                                
see with                                                                                                                                        
a hurtful clarity.                                                                                                                             
Our memory, suddenly sharpened,                                                                                      
examines,                                                                                                                          
gnaws on kind words                                                                                                     
unsaid,                                                                                                                               
promised walks                                                                                                                            
never taken.                                                                                                                         
Great souls die and                                                                                                      
our reality, bound                                                                                                        
to them, takes leave of us.                                                                                      
Our souls,                                                                                                                          
dependent upon their nurture,                                                                                             
now shrink, wizened.                                                                                                    
Our minds, formed                                                                                                              
and informed by their radiance,                                                                                                  
fall away.                                                                                                                                    
We are not so much maddened                                                                                                       
as reduced to the unutterable                   
ignorance of dark, cold caves.                                                                                                                                                   

And when great souls die,                                                                                                           
after a period peace blooms,                                                                                              
slowly and always                                                                                                                
irregularly. Spaces fill                                                                                                                      
with a kind of                                                                                                                      
soothing electric vibration.                                                                                                            
Our senses, restored, never                                                                                                           
to be the same, whisper to us.                                                                                                  
They existed. They existed.                                                                                                      
We can be. Be and be better.                                                                                              
For they existed.  
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God Smiled On Me                                

April 9, 1989 
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August 30, 2023 

Order of Service 
Opening Hymn                                          Choir 

Scripture Reading 

   Old Testament           Rev. Michael Hill 

    New Testament                      Rev. Michael Hill 

Prayer of Comfort                         Rev. James Collins 

Poem                                     Amy  Gregory 

Remarks (2 minute limit) 

Selection                                          Choir 

Words of Comfort                             Dr. Marvin Caldwell  

Recessional 

Benediction                    Dr. Marvin Caldwell 

Flower Bearers                                                                                                    

Family and Friends 

Pall Bearers                                                                                                       

Family 

Interment                                                                                                  

Tuckers Grove Church Cemetery                                                               

Iron Station, North Carolina  
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of loss. We loved the beautiful floral pieces, sympathy cards, visits, meals, and all other 
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Remember Me 

Remember me when I have gone away. 

Gone far away into a silent land. 

Nor I have turned to go, yet trying to stay, 

Remember me when no more, day by day. 

You tell me of our future that you’ve planned,  

Only remember me, you understand. 

It will be too to counsel then to pray, 

Yet, if you should forget me for a while, 

And afterward remember do not grieve,  

For if the darkness and corruption leave. 

A vestige of the thoughts that I once had, 

Better by far you should forget and smile, 

Than that should remember and be sad. 
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