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Godwin Cemetery

OPENING HYMN:
Calling my Children Home ~ by Emmylou Harris

Those lives were mine to love and cherish.
To guard and guide along life's way.
Oh God forbid that one should perish.
That one alas should go astray.

Back in the years with all together,
Around the place we'd romp and play.
So lonely now and oft' times wonder,
Oh will they come back home some day.

I'm lonesome for my precious children,
They live so far away.
Oh may they hear my calling...calling..and come back home some day.

| gave my all for my dear children,
Their problems still with love | share,
I'd brave life's storm, defy the tempest
To bring them home from anywhere.

| lived my life my love
| gave them, to guide them through this world of strife,
| hope and pray we'll live together,
In that great glad here after life.

I'm lonesome for my precious children,
They live so far away.



OPENING ANTHEM (spoken)

| am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord;
he that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live;
and whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall never die.

| know that my Redeemer liveth,

and that he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth;

and though this body be destroyed, yet shall | see God;
whom | shall see for myself and mine eyes shall behold,
and not as a stranger.

For none of us liveth to himself,

and no man dieth to himself.

For if we live, we live unto the Lord.

and if we die, we die unto the Lord.

Whether we live, therefore, or die, we are the Lord's.

Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord;
even so saith the Spirit, for they rest from their labors.

OPENING PRAYER

Officiant: The Lord be with you.
People: And with thy spirit.
Officiant: Let us pray.

O God, whose mercies cannot be numbered: Accept our prayers on behalf of thy
servant Thomas, and grant him an entrance into the land of light and joy, in the
fellowship of thy saints; through Jesus Christ thy Son our Lord, who liveth and reigneth
with thee and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. Amen.

Death, Be Not Proud
By John Donne

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;

For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,



Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.

Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well

And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?

One short sleep past, we wake eternally

And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.

FAMILY REMEMBRANCES Juliana Nganele
Michael and Alex Bank

When Great Trees Fall ~ by Maya Angelou
Read by Dr. David Nganele

When great trees fall,

rocks on distant hills shudder,
lions hunker down

in tall grasses,

and even elephants

lumber 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.

SCRIPTURE READING John 14:1-6
“Do not let your hearts be troubled. Believe in God, believe also in me. In my Father’s

house there are many dwelling places. If it were not so, would | have told you that | go to
prepare a place for you? And if | go and prepare a place for you, | will come again and
will take you to myself, so that where | am, there you may be also. And you know the
way to the place where | am going.” Thomas said to him, “Lord, we do not know where
you are going. How can we know the way?” Jesus said to him, “| am the way, and the
truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father except through me.

HOMILY The Rev. G. Willis Logan



SONG IN REFLECTION
Jesus was an Only Son ~ by Bruce Springsteen
Jesus was an only son
As he walked up Calvary Hill
His mother Mary walking beside him
In the path where his blood spilled
Jesus was an only son
In the hills of Nazareth
As he lay reading the Psalms of David
At his mother's feet

A mother prays, "Sleep tight, my child, sleep well
For I'll be at your side

That no shadow, no darkness, no tolling bell,
Shall pierce your dreams this night"

In the garden at Gethsemane

He prayed for the life he'd never live,

He beseeched his Heavenly Father to remove
The cup of death from his lips

Now there's a loss that can never be replaced,
A destination that can never be reached

A light you'll never find in another's face,

A sea whose distance cannot be breached

Well Jesus kissed his mother's hands
Whispered, "Mother, still your tears,
For remember the soul of the universe
Willed a world and it appeared

THE APOSTLES’ CREED

In the assurance of eternal life given at Baptism, let us proclaim our faith and say,

Celebrant and People

| believe in God, the Father almighty,
maker of heaven and earth;

And in Jesus Christ his only Son our Lord;
who was conceived by the Holy Ghost,
born of the Virgin Mary,
suffered under Pontius Pilate,
was crucified, dead, and buried.



He descended into hell.

The third day he rose again from the dead.

He ascended into heaven,

and sitteth on the right hand of God the Father almighty.

From thence he shall come to judge the quick and the dead.
| believe in the Holy Ghost,

the holy catholic Church,

the communion of saints,

the forgiveness of sins,

the resurrection of the body,

and the life everlasting. Amen.

THE LORD’S PRAYER
Officiant: The Lord be with you.

People:  And with thy spirit.
Officiant: Let us pray.
Our Father, who art in heaven,
hallowed be thy Name,
thy kingdom come,
thy will be done,
on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive those who trespass against us.
And lead us not into temptation,
but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory,
for ever and ever. Amen.

PRAYERS

THE COMMENDATION (congregation responds with italicized verses)
Give rest, O Christ, to thy servant with thy saints,

where sorrow and pain are no more,
neither sighing, but life everlasting.



Thou only art immortal, the creator and maker of mankind;
and we are mortal, formed of the earth, and unto earth shall
we return. For so thou didst ordain when thou createdst me,
saying, "Dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return." All
we go down to the dust; yet even at the grave we make

our song: Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia.

Give rest, O Christ, to thy servant with thy saints,
where sorrow and pain are no more,
neither sighing, but life everlasting.

Into thy hands, O merciful Savior, we commend thy servant Thomas. Acknowledge, we
humbly beseech thee, a sheep of thine own fold, a lamb of thine own flock, a sinner of
thine own redeeming. Receive him into the arms of thy mercy, into the blessed rest of
everlasting peace, and into the glorious company of the saints in light. Amen.

THE COMMITTAL

In sure and certain hope of the resurrection to eternal life through our Lord Jesus Christ,
we commend to Almighty God our brother Thomas; and we commit his body to the
ground; earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust. The Lord bless him and keep him,
the Lord make his face to shine upon him and be gracious unto him, the Lord lift up his
countenance upon him and give him peace. Amen.

Rest eternal grant to him, O Lord:
And let light perpetual shine upon him.

May Thomas’ soul, and the souls of all the departed, through the mercy of God, rest in
peace. Amen.



THE BLESSING AND DISMISSAL

The God of peace, who brought again from the dead our Lord Jesus Christ, the great
Shepherd of the sheep, through the blood of the everlasting covenant: Make you perfect
in every good work to do his will, working in you that which is well pleasing in his sight;
through Jesus Christ, to whom be glory for ever and ever. Amen.

Let us go forth in the name of Christ.
Thanks be to God.

CLOSING HYMN: Minha Alma, by O Rappa

The Hagan and Nganele families are grateful for your presence both in person and
online. A reception, following social distance guidelines, will be held immediately
following the service at Rob and Charlotte’s home at 108 East Main Street, Fincastle

A Note about Today’s Service:

The liturgy for the dead is an Easter liturgy. It finds all its meaning in the
resurrection. Because Jesus was raised from the dead, we, too, shall be raised.

The liturgy, therefore, is characterized by joy, in the certainty that “neither death,
nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor things present, nor things to come, nor
powers, nor height, nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to
separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord.”

This joy, however, does not make human grief unchristian. The very love we
have for each other in Christ brings deep sorrow when we are parted by
death. Jesus himself wept at the grave of his friend. So, while we rejoice that
one we love has entered into the nearer presence of our Lord, we sorrow in
sympathy with those who mourn.




