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Though his  smile is gone forever  and his hand we cannot touch; 
Still we have so many memories of the one we love so much. 
His memory is our keepsake with which we will never part; 

God has him in His keeping, we have him in our hearts. 



When Christ shall come  
with shout of acclamation 

and take me home,  
what joy shall fill my heart. 

Then I shall bow in humble adoration, 
and there proclaim, my God,  

how great  thou art! 
 

BLESSED ASSURANCE 
Blessed assurance Jesus is mine, 

O what a foretaste of glory devine; 
heir of salvation, purchase of God, 

born of His spirit, washed in His blood! 
 

Perfect submission, perfect delight! 
Visions of rapture now burst on my sight! 
Angels descending bring from above, 

Echoes of mercy, whispers of love. 
 

Chorus: 
This is my story, this is my song 

Praising my Saviour all the day long; 
This is my story, this is my song, 

Praising my Saviour, all the day long. 
 

Perfect submission, all is at rest, 
I in my Savior am happy and blest; 

Watching and waiting, looking above, 
Filled with His goodness,  

lost in His love. 
 

AMAZING GRACE 
Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound, 

That saved a wretch like me.... 
I once was lost but now am found, 

Was blind, but now, I see. 
 

T'was Grace that taught... 
my heart to fear. 

And Grace, my fears relieved. 
How precious did that Grace appear... 

the hour I first believed. 
 

Through many dangers, toils and snares... 
we have already come. 

T'was Grace that brought us safe thus far 

and Grace will lead us home. 
 

The Lord has promised good to me. 
His word my hope secures. 

He will my shield and portion be... 
as long as life endures. 

 
When we've been here ten thousand years... 

bright shining as the sun. 
We've no less days to sing God's praise. 

then when we've first begun. 
 

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound, 
That saved a wretch like me.... 

I once was lost but now am found, 
Was blind, but now, I see. 

 
IT IS WELL WITH MY SOUL 

When peace like a river, 
 attendeth my way, 

when sorrows like sea billows roll; 
whatever my lot,  

thou hast taught me to say, 
it is well, it is well with my soul. 

 
Refrain 

It is well with my soul 
It is well, it is well with my soul. 

 
Though Satan should buffet, though 

trials should come, 
let this blest assurance control, 

that Christ has regarded  
my helpless estate,  

and hath shed his own blood 
 for my soul. 

 
And Lord, haste the day  

when my faith shall be sight, 
the clouds be rolled back as a scroll; 

the trump shall resound,  
and the Lord shall descend, 

even so, it is well with my soul.

HYMNS OF PRAISE
Service 

April 2nd, 2021  
Viewing from 4 p.m. to 6 p.m. 

Service at 6 p.m.-8 p.m. 
 

  Barone Funeral 
 4502 Ave D Brooklyn, NY  

718-629-2047 
 

Officiating 
Rev Dr. Kennard E. Davis 

 
Private Cremation - April 3, 2021 

Due to Covid-19 Restrictions 
 

Repast 
Brooklyn Space 

1612 Nostrand Avenue, Brooklyn, New York 
 

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 
The family of David S. Stevenson wishes 

 to say thank you for all of your support during these difficult 
times. and for making  it a little easier to bear.  

David will have a special place in all our hearts,  
and through our cherished memories  

he will live on forever. 
 
 



HYMNS OF PRAISE
LEANING ON THE  

EVERLASTING ARMS 
What a fellowship,  
what a joy divine, 

Leaning on the everlasting arms; 
What a blessedness,  

what a peace is mine, 
Leaning on the everlasting arms. 

 
Refrain: 

Leaning, leaning, 
Safe and secure from all alarms; 

Leaning, leaning, 
Leaning on the everlasting arms. 

 
Oh, how sweet to walk  

n this pilgrim way, 
Leaning on the everlasting arms; 

Oh, how bright the path  
grows from day to day, 

Leaning on the everlasting arms. 
 

What have I to dread,  
what have I to fear, 

Leaning on the everlasting arms? 
I have blessed peace  

with my Lord so near, 
Leaning on the everlasting arms. 

 
WHAT A FRIEND  

WE HAVE IN JESUS 
What a friend we have in Jesus, 
All our sins and griefs to bear! 

What a privilege to carry 
Everything to God in prayer! 

Oh, what peace we often forfeit, 
Oh, what needless pain we bear, 

All because we do not carry 
Everything to God in prayer!  

 
Have we trials and temptations? 

Is there trouble anywhere? 
We should never be discouraged 

Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Can we find a friend so faithful, 
Who will all our sorrows share? 

Jesus knows our every weakness; 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

 
Are we weak and heavy-laden, 
Cumbered with a load of care? 

Precious Savior, still our refuge— 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee? 
Take it to the Lord in prayer! 

In His arms  
He'll take and shield thee, 

Thou wilt find a solace there 
What a friend we have in Jesus 

take it to Lord in prayer 
 

HOW GREAT THOU ART 
O Lord, my God,  

when I in awesome wonder 
consider all the worlds  
thy hands have made. 

I see the stars, 
 I hear the rolling thunder, 

thy power throughout 
 the universe displayed. 

 
Refrain 

Then sings my soul,  
my Saviour God, to thee, 

How great thou art,  
how great thou art! 

Then sings my soul, my Saviour God, 
to thee, how great thou art,  

how great thou art. 
 

And when I think that God,  
his Son not sparing,  

sent him to die,  
I scarce can take it in; 

that on the cross,  
my burden gladly bearing, 

he bled and died, to take away my sin. 
 

Order of Service 
 

Musical Accompaniment - Wilbert James (Saxie) 
 

Drum Salute curated by Abyss Portia  
with Yaa Drum Ensemble 

 
Officiating- Rev Dr. Kennard E. Davis 

 
Processional 
 
Hymn                                  “Leaning on the Everlasting Arms” 
 
Opening Statement 
 
Hymn                                      “What a friend we have in Jesus” 
 
Prayer of Comfort                          Rev. Dr. Kennard E. Davis 
 
Scripture  Reading     Psalm 23                       Christ Edwards 
 
Hymn                                                        “How Great Thou Art” 
 
Scripture Reading : 1 Thess.. 4: 13-18             Andre Prospere 
 
Hymn                                                             “Blessed Assurance” 
 
Special Tributes                                                Family & Friends 
 
Obituary                                                                          Rena Paul 
 
Musical Tribute                                          Freddie Harris 111 
 
 Hymn                                                                 “Amazing Grace” 
 
Message of Hope                            Rev. Dr. Kennard E. Davis 
 
Prayer & Release                             Rev. Dr. Kennard E. Davis 
 
Final Viewing                                                 “I’ll Fly Away” 

 
 

NYS Correction Service Honor Guard and Salute



Born to Agnes Wiltshire-Stevenson and  
Michael Stevenson at Kings County Hospital i 
n Brooklyn, NY. At a very early age he gained  
interest in music, electronics, computer games,  
building and repairing computers from  
his dad who had a computer business.  
As computers evolved he was  
exposed to all of them. He learned  
to swim in our backyard pool and 
 loved the water. Every year as  
school closed for summer vacation  
he and his older brother were off to  
Trinidad. His uncle Claude’s home  
was his favorite place as it spans five  
acres with every imaginable fruit grown  
and at the other end there is a river!  
need I say more. He played Mas  
with relatives in St. Joseph,  
Tunapuna and Port of Spain. 
David had a deep love of family,  
life and religion. Growing up his  
maternal grandparents would take  
them on weekend trips to places  
that were educational and fun.  
 
He attended PS-235 and based on  
testing was placed in the SOAR  
Program. He then went to  
Winthrop Junior High aka IS 
-233. During his time at IS-233  
he learned to play the  
Saxophone and was a soloist during his graduation ceremony. 
He was also involved in the After School Program where he 
learned to play different types of drums.  With that combination, 
his after school drum teacher, the late Mike Cameron, took  him 
to his first performance at a Jazz Club in Brooklyn where he 
played during the 

late Mr. Cameron’s performance and did a solo.  His love for music and 
Trinidad Carnival got him interested in the steel pan which he learnt to play 
at Sesame Flyers. Our friends and co-workers would often remark that when 
they saw him, his pan sticks were always in his back pocket. He received 
lots of Achievement Certificates, monetary awards and Scholarships. 
 
Upon graduation from Junior High he went to Grady High School where he 
attained an AP Certificate. During his time at Grady he attended the New 
York City Transit Internship Program, where he got a great appreciation for 
time management and an understanding of how the system works. After 
Grady HS he attented City College for 2 Semesters. He decided to take a 
break from school and began working for DELTA Airlines at La Guardia 
Airport until he was hired by New York State Correction Department. He 
worked at a few Correctional Facilites including Staten Island until its closing, 
and he then returned to Green Haven. He loved his job and co-workers. 
 
David loved foods of all kinds, he tried them all and learned to cook new 
dishes and would often post them on line.He took a break from riding his 
motor bike after an accident. 
 
He leaves behind to mourn,  
Mother: Agnes Wiltshire-Stevenson     
Father: Michael S. Stevenson 
Grandmother:  Vilma Prospere 
Brothers:  Michael, Adam, Ackeo and Kevin St. Hilaire  
Uncles: Selwin, Laben, Claude, Linton, Richard,  

Patrick and Andre Prospere. 
Aunts: Mary, Martha, Claudia, Phillis, Marcia,  

Patricia, June and Vashti.  
Nieces: Alexia and Skylar  
Nephews: Kevin jr, Mikiel, Adam (AJ), Jeffery (JB),  

Malik, and Massiah. 
Relatives Stevensons, Coy, Morris’s, McLeans, Stewarts,  

Scrubbs and Samuels and a host of cousins  
and friends who are grappling with his sudden  
demise. 

 
Forever in our Hearts!

David S. Stevenson


