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Date of Birth 
March 7, 1927 

     

Entered into Rest  
May 2, 2018 

    

In Memory Of 
Doris Roper Power 

 
  
 

Funeral Service 
Monday 

May 7, 2018 
1:00 pm 

 

Interment 
Maple Hill Cemetery 

 

Services in Care of  
Spry Funeral Home 

DEAR REMEMBER 
 

Thank you for putting into words  
what many feel. We don’t all handle  
grief in the same way, so those who  

find peace and comfort at the grave site  
of a loved one, I say, “Go, and may  

God be with you, but don’t sit in  
judgement of those who find  

grave sites too painful to bear.” 
I published this poem several  

years ago that says it all: 
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’s 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 star the shines at night. 

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

(Author Unknown) 
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