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II TIMOTHY 4:6-8 
6 For I am already being poured out like a 

drink offering, and the time for my departure 
is near. 7 I have fought the good fight, I have 
finished the race, I have kept the faith. 8 Now 

there is in store for me the crown of right-
eousness, which the Lord, the righteous 

Judge, will award to me on that day—and not 
only to me, but also to all who have longed 

for his appearing. 
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Monday, February 1, 2021  

11 AM 

Word of Life Tabernacle  
120 AMORY STREET, ROXBURY, MASSACHUSETTS 

BISHOP SAMUEL L. DARDEN, OFFICIATING 

Celebration of life  for  

February 16, 1940  †    January 16, 2021 

Elder Jessie Stots 



Life Reflections 

E lder Jessie Lee Stots Sr. departed this earth on January 16th, 
2021 at the age of 80 years old, a month shy of his 81st 

birthday.  Elder Jessie L. Stots was born in Mobile, Alabama to the late Frank 
and Susan Stots February 16th, 1940. He was the last of the twelve children. 
He was affectionately called, “Uncle Pet’ by his nieces and nephews. Pet was 
the name given to him by his siblings because he was the baby of the family. 
He was the last born and the last of the legacy to be called home.  

 Man of God, husband, father, amazing grand and great 
grandfather, and loyal friend. He was known for his great infectious laugh and 
sense of humor. Being born to serve he served in the military ( United States 
Army ) until he  was honorably discharged. Once discharged he moved to 
Boston where he married the love of his life Mary Laura Stots on September  
8th, 1964. They went on to have three children Olivia  Jesse  Jr. , and Octavia . 
All of whom were members of Faithful Church of Christ.  

He was ordained as an elder and served under the late Bishop Hurshel 
Langham until 2002, then joining his brother in loves church, Word Of Life 
Tabernacle under the leadership of Bishop Samuel A Darden until his passing.  

While in Boston he worked at the, James River cooperation currently 
known as the,” Hyde Park Paper Mill” from the late 60’s to mid 80’s. Leaving 
the paper mill and becoming co owner of H&S ( Howell and Stots) Plastering 
Contractors  until branching off to start his own company JS ( Jessie Stots) 
plastering. From 1986-2002 when he retired. He was very talented with his 
artistry. From his beautiful paintings, his creative drawings, even his custom 
ceiling work in all the homes worked on throughout New England. To his 
detailed creative illustrations in bible class.  

He is preceded in death by his loving wife Mary Laura Stots who 
went on to be with he Lord March 19th, 2016. His great- granddaughter 
Noelle Laura Stokes January 29th, 2019. He is survived by  his three children 
eldest daughter  Olivia Nwanbeu  ( husband Chinoye T), son Jesse Stots Jr 
( wife  Victoria L) and youngest daughter Octavia Nembhard (  husband  
Keith G.A ) all of Boston Mass. His 5 beautiful grandchildren  Natasha “ 
Pooch’ Stokes ( husband  Reggie S), Christopher Stots, Keith Nembhard, 
Carissa Stots, and Kevin Stots. His 5 great- grandchildren, Reginald, 
Nathaniel, Rapheal, Kaylani, and Natalia all of Boston Mass. A host of family, 
colleagues, and close friends. He will be remembered by his style of 
preaching, his personality, his laugh, his jokes, but most of all he will be 
remembered simply because of the man that he was.  

 Although his family is sadden to see him depart this world 
they have solace in knowing that their dad is now resting in God's bosom. 
Making us think of  his favorite song, “ Walk around Heaven” by the Mighty 
Clouds of Joy. He will be greatly missed!    2 Corinthians 5:8 , “ We are 
confident, I say, and willing rather to be absent from the body and to be 
present with the Lord.” 

 
 

A Loving Grandfather 
 

My grandfather was a gift from God. He had an amazing heart, 
was a cheerful giver and was a man who practiced what he 
preached. I am honored to have had such a phenomenal example 
of a grandfather who loved God, his wife, his kids, his grandchil-
dren, his great-grandchildren, and beyond. He has supported me 
and encouraged me to be the best that I can be. His nickname for 
me was Princess and he certainly has made me feel like a princess. 
Thank you, Papa, for the many times you have come to support 
me at my softball games and track meets. Thank you for buying 
me my first flute and coming to my concerts to hear me play. 
Thank you for spending quality time with me socializing and play-
ing games like Dominoes and Uno. Thank you for picking me up 
from the bus stop and taking me to get delicious meals after a long 
day of school. You have made me feel so loved, beautiful and 
cherished.  
I thank God for my grandfather and I already miss him. There is 
some peace, however, in knowing that he has gone on to receive 
the gift of everlasting life and an inheritance that is “incorruptible, 
undefiled, and that fadeth not away, reserved in Heaven” (1 Peter 
1: 3-4). So while we think about him in our daily lives, and con-
tinue to keep the values, lessons, and morals that he has shared, 
we can be comforted in knowing that the Lord has come to receive 
him and bring him to the place that He has prepared: John 14: 2-3 
“In My Father's house are many mansions: if it were not so, I 
would have told you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go 
and prepare a place for you, I will come again, and receive you 
unto Myself; that where I am, there ye may be also.” I love you 
Papa. Rest in peace. 
Love,         
       Carissa 



Daddy's Girl 
 

The first man to have ever loved me. 
You worked hard, laughed easy and loved harder. 

Memories,Laughter, Loving and a hard work ethic. 
Where do I start? 

Your going home broke my heart. 
All of my life, you and mom were my rock, 

Your prayers, preachings, teachings and guidance,helped to navi-
gate my walk, 

Through all of life's ups and downs. 
You and mom were a constant, steady force, 
However, God knows what's best, of course. 

You and mom, a God ordained team, 
Like in construction, you both were the family's strongest beams. 

Once mom took her rest, 
You began your final test 

In faith, to continue your life's journey with God, 
And remained faithful, true and blessed. 

Your 4years, 10months and 27 days journey without mom, 
was not always easy, 

But with God, who was ALWAYS beside you, within you or car-
rying you through, 

With your journey and life's works, He was well pleased. 
The day you passed, my mind went into shock. 

Forever Gone, my buddy, my protector,my Daddy, my Rock. 
For 5 years, you were my constant traveling mate,"self appoint-
ed" Realtor, my comedian,my counselor, my prayer companion 

and Bible teacher. 
Although the road ahead is blurry through my tears, 

I will always remain a mommy and daddy's girl for the rest of my 
years. 

Love for Eternity, 
Tave - Your "Baby Girl" 

Order of Service 

Interment 
FOREST HILLS CEEMETERY 

Jamaica Plain, Massachusetts 

OPENING PRAYER AND MASTER OF CEREMONY 
  Elder Michael Shepard, Pastor 

OLD TESTAMENT   Psalms 103 
  Read by Rev. Emmett G. Price III, PH.D, Pastor 

NEW TESTAMENT Romans 14:7-9 and I Thessalonians 4:13-18 

  .Read by Elder Bob Steele Jr. Pastor 

A AND B SELECTION The Old Rugged Cross 
  Minister Adam Littlejohn, Organist 
  Lori Harper, Soloist  

REFLECTIONS AND REMARKS 
  Granddaughter Natasha and Grandson Keith Jesse. 

READINGS AND POEMS  
  Daughter: Octavia and Granddaughter: Carissa S. 

SERMON  
  Bishop Samuel A. Darden, Pastor 

EULOGY  
  Elder Jesse L Stots Jr. Pastor, Son 



“O Death, Where Is Thy Sting” 
By: Jesse Stots Jr. 

 
A child of God is not to fear death nor be afraid of death. He-

brews 2: 14-15 states,  “Forasmuch then as the children are partakers of 
flesh and blood, He also Himself likewise took part of the same; that 
through death He might destroy him that had the power of death, that is, 
the devil; and deliver them who through fear of death were all their life-
time subject to bondage.” Dad wanted to go back and be with the Lord: 
“Absent from the body, present with the Lord!” God said it is not good for 
man to be alone. Most people want houses and land; Dad wanted to be 
with his stored treasures up in Heaven. The Bible says where your treas-
ure is, there will your heart be also. Dad had to carry his cross. He may 
have felt some kind of way and had a lot to say, but who could judge one 
carrying their own cross. But Jesus only. Jesus said take up your cross and 
follow Me, and there is no greater love, than when a man lay down his life 
for a friend. Jesus was his best friend, as was his late wife and friend 
Mary. 

The hospital allowed only two people to visit. Victoria and I visit-
ed and stayed with Dad for a period of time, which we were grateful for. 
Not only were we grateful, but thankful to be an eye witness and a testi-
mony as to what transpired with Dad in the hospital room. Dad was hav-
ing church and praising God. He also talked to Victoria about spending 
time with his grandkids. We mentioned to him the names of those who 
asked about him and when Bishop Thomas’ name was mentioned, he lit-
erally went to church-mode, praising God and having church. We then 
prayed: he kept asking us to pray. He then prayed some more and after 
about the fifth time we prayed, Heavenly visions opened up and Elder 
Stots was witnessing to us that there were people in the room and asked 
“who’s praying for them?” I didn’t know how to respond. Then some-
thing told me to tell him, Jesus has prayed for them. It reminded me when 
Jesus told Peter, Satan wishes to sift you as wheat, but I prayed for you 
(Luke 22: 31). Dad then said, pray again and we prayed, then Dad prayed, 
and after about the seventh time, Dad stopped praying and he fell into a 
peaceful state. Victoria and I then witnessed Dad’s eyes tracking invisible 
things flying in the air around us, as if though he was tracking Angelic 
entities flying around the room. Vicky’s eyes grew big as she looked at 
me and I looked at her as we tried to see what Dad was seeing. At this 
point he had stopped speaking vocally to describe what was happening. 
He was then glowing and smiling and closed his eyes to rest. Victoria and 
I too felt and witnessed a peace that came over us. That peace, made us 
feel good being there. Some people want houses and land, Dad wanted to 
be with the Lord. Just before we left, Dad started speaking again and we 
heard him start saying “Amen and Amen.” Dad kept saying this just be-
fore we exited his hospital room, not knowing for the last time. “Free at 
last, free at last. Thank God Almighty,” Dad was free at last. “Amen and 
Amen.” 


