
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Picnic immediately following. 

Agromen, Inc. Youth Center 
867 HWY 749 

Opelousas, LA 
 

Contacts: 
Brett: (337) 945-3370 

Yakita Cane: (337) 945-1937 
David: (225) 955-0947 

Deidra Cains: (337) 945-0782 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Order of Service 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Processional ............................ Doomes/Cains Family Choir 
* Lord You Are Good * 

Call to Worship ............................. Rev. Brett  A. L. Simien 

Hymn ............................................................... Congregation 
* Pass Me Not * 

Scripture ...................................... Bro. Kyle T. Sylvester, Jr. 

Prayer ..................................................... Sis. Shirley Grimes 

Prayer Chant ........................... Doomes/Cains Family Choir 
* Thank You * 

Meditation ...................................... Sis. Cinderella Guillory  

Welcome .......................................... Sis. Bret Malae Simien 

Response to Welcome ..................... Sis. LouBertha Gloston 

Memorial ................................ Bro. Jeffery G. Sylvester, Sr. 

Selections ................................. Doomes/Cains Family Choir 
  Children .................................................... * Oh Give Thanks * 
        * Way Maker * 

       Adult(s) 

Offertory Period 

Introduction of Speaker ................. Rev. Brett A. L. Simien 

Hymn of Preparation ............................ Choir/Congregation 
* Amazing Grace * 

Sermon ........................................ Rev. Kyle T. Sylvester, Sr. 

Invitation to Christian Discipleship ................. * Come To Jesus * 

Remarks .......................................................... Pastor Simien 

Closing Selection 

Benediction ................................. Rev. Kyle T. Sylvester, Sr. 

In Loving Memory 
of 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

 

Strangers In The Box 

by: Pamela A. Harazim 

 

Come, look with me inside this drawer, In this box I’ve often seen, 
At the pictures, black and white, Faces proud, still and serene. 

 
I wish I knew the people, These strangers in the box, 

Their names and all their memories, Are lost among my socks. 
 

I wonder what their lives were like, How did they spend their days? 
What about their special times? I’ll never know their ways. 

 
If only someone had taken time, To tell, who, what, where, and when, 

These faces of my heritage, Would come to life again. 
 

Could this become the fate, Of the pictures we take today? 
The faces and the memories, Someday to be passed away? 

 
Take time to save your stories, Seize the opportunity when it knocks, 

Or someday you and yours, Could be strangers in a box. 


