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Prelude

Procession

Hymn ....ooooiiiiiie “It Is Well With My Soul”
Old Testament - Psalm 23 .........cccccoveiiieneenene Priscilla Kessler
New Testament - John 14:1-6 ........cccceevvveennennn. Jazmin Barrett
Prayer of Comfort .........cccceevuvveennnnnne. Overseer Angela Messam
Hymn ..o “Blessed Assurance”

(010311021 oSSR Darrell Lewis
SOLO et Henry Murray
Eulogy ...oovvvveiiiiiiiiieeee Apostle Paulette Gobern-Murray
Viewing

Benediction

Recessional

Final Disposition
Fresh Pond Crematory
Middle Village, New York




Dorothy Jean Blagrove was born in Montego Bay, Jamaica, West Indies
to the proud parents, Gladys Levy and Mike Blagrove.

She attended the Northwestern Academy in St. James, Montego Bay. She
gave birth to her son, Patrick, after which she (and the sisters 4 all migrated
Paulette Dorothy Clover Janet) to the United States.

On July 2, 1988 she married the love of her life, Robert Lewis and acquired
a son, Darrell.

Dorothy was a great, loving and caring wife and mother, she loved to be
on the go. She was a funnier person you could never find, always ready to
laugh and make others around her laugh.

Ms. Lewis had a great love for kids. After working for Citibank she
became a foster mom. Over the years she fostered over thirty children in
whose lives she made a vast difference.

Dorothy has left to mourn: dear husband, Robert; sons, Patrick and Darrell;
siblings, Sunny (Montego Bay), Joan (Kingston), Errol (NY), Maureen
(NY), Leon (Kingston), Ray (Kingston), Michelle (Kingston). And gone
before her are Roy, Madge and Barry. She also left behind granddaughters,
Jazmin and Tahjae; and a host of nieces, nephews, relatives, neighbors, life
long friends, Audrey and Priscilla; and numerous other friends.

Dorothy touched the hearts and lives of all she met and that love will live
in our hearts forever.

More and more each day we miss her; friends may think the wound is healed.
But they little know the sorrow, Lying within our hearts concealed.
You're not forgotten, Dorothy dear, nor ever shall you be;

As long as life and memory last; we shall remember thee,

Your memories are as dear today, as in the hour you passed away.

The blow was great, the shock severe, we little thought your death so near,
Only those that have lost can tell, the sorrow of parting without farewell
You are Greatly missed by all the lives you have touched.




They say there is a reason
They say that time will heal
But neither time nor reason
Will change the way we feel

For no-one kKnows the heartache
That lies behind our smiles
No-one knows how many times
We have broken down and cried
We want to tell you something
So there won't be any doubt
You ‘re so wonderful to think of
But so hard to be without.
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