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Officiating Ministers: 
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Saturday, March 21st 2026 

Starting @ 10:00 am 

Edris Ophelia Phillips 
A  Joyful Celebration FOR THE LIFE OF 

éǸʬǸȺǍʌȡɐɅ ᶰᶯṝᶲ  
!ɅǱ gɐǱ ɾțǍȺȺ ʭȡɳǸ ǍʭǍʳ ǍȺȺ ʌǸǍɶɾ ȒɶɐɃ ʌțǸȡɶ ǸʳǸɾṨ ǍɅǱ ʌțǸɶǸ ɾțǍȺȺ ǩǸ Ʌɐ 
ɃɐɶǸ ǱǸǍʌțṞ ɅǸȡʌțǸɶ ɾɐɶɶɐʭṞ Ʌɐɶ ǪɶʳȡɅȓṞ ɅǸȡʌțǸɶ ɾțǍȺȺ ʌțǸɶǸ ǩǸ ǍɅʳ ɃɐɶǸ 

ɳǍȡɅṝ Ȓɐɶ ʌțǸ ȒɐɶɃǸɶ ʌțȡɅȓɾ ǍɶǸ ɳǍɾɾǸǱ ǍʭǍʳṣ  



Today we celebrate the life of a woman whose hands built, whose heart gave and 

whose faith never wavered. Edris Ophelia Phillips, our beloved Edjar, was born on 

November 26th, 1933, in Stoney Ground, Anguilla. 

From childhood, she was ambitious, loving and dependable. She became the 

backbone of her family, caring for her siblings like a second mother, cooking, 

preparing them for school and protecting them with fierce love. Her sisters 

remember her as a mentor, a shield and a model of strength, discipline and 

integrity. 

Though she was a gifted student, Edris sacrificed her own education to help raise 

her siblings. She became their teacher at home, teaching math, English, spelling 

and values that shaped their lives. Her beautiful handwriting and sharp mind stayed 

with her even in her later years. 

Edris was strong in every sense. She worked the land with her father, lifting stones, 

cutting bush and carrying heavy loads with ease. Her father trusted her above all 

because she was reliable, hardworking and capable, Super Edris, as many would 

say. 

She married the love of her life, George Phillips, and together they raised ten 

children. She farmed beside him, planting and harvesting everything she could to 

provide for her family. Her skill in growing and selling guinea corn earned her the 

name ñThe Guinea Corn Lady.ò 

Gifted with her hands, she became a talented seamstress, sewing clothes, sheets, 

and curtains, often transforming simple materials into beauty. She was also a 

master baker and cook, known for her pancakes, sweet potato pudding, coconut 

tarts, Johnny cakes, soups, dumplings and countless dishes that fed not just 

stomachs but hearts. Her kitchen was always open, always giving. 

Edris loved her culture and took part in festivals across the island. She picked salt 

as a young girl and later became known as ñThe Johnny Cake Ladyò at Welches 

Festival. She loved children and cared for many, her own, her grandchildren, 

nieces, nephews, neighbors and friendsô children. She was firm, disciplined and 

believed in manners and respect. 

Yet she was joyful too. She loved to laugh, dance, play dominoes and reminisce. 

Strength and joy lived side by side within her. 

Formal Remembrance 



Formal Remembrance Contõd 

In the mid 1980s, she and her husband returned to Anguilla and dedicated their 

lives to God. She became a faithful member of Island Harbour Baptist Church and 

a powerful lead singer. Even months before her passing, her voice remained 

strong. Her favorite hymns included When the Roll Is Called Up Yonder, The Old 

Rugged Cross and How Great Thou Art. 

She loved talking about God and often said, ñI am here in Godôs hands,ò and ñTrust 

in the Lord and never give up.ò Scripture lived in her heart. 

In her later years, she was lovingly cared for by her daughters Celine and 

Sherriane, with Blondy assisting. 

Today we have lost a baker, a cook, a singer, a dancer, a seamstress, a cultivator, 

a teacher, a homemaker, a caretaker, a planner, a mother, and above all, a faithful 

Christian. 

Edris Ophelia Phillips was strength. She was sacrifice. She was discipline. 

She was joy. She was generosity. 

Her life was not simply lived, it was poured out. 

Four days before her passing, lying in her hospital bed, she hummed the hymn: ñBe 

not dismayed, whateôer betide, God will take care of you.ò And indeed, God took 

care of her.  



Processional 

Prayer of Comfort 

Praise Team ééééééééééééé.éééé..é..é Outreach Baptist Church  

Scripture Reading éééé..é.Psalms 91: 1-16.ééééé.é.... Toniqua Lawrence 

Tribute ééééééééééééé.éééééééééééé.é Amorelle Hodge 

Congregational Hymné..ééééééééééé..What A Friend We Have In Jesus 

Eulogy.éééééééééééééééééé..éé...éééé.é. Blondelle Davis 

Tribute In Songééééééééééééééééééééé.. First Baptist Church 

Scripture Reading éé..é..1 Thessalonians 4: 13-16éééééé.....éAlia Phillips 

Congregational Hymnéééééééééééééééé.é It Is Well With My Soul 

Family Tribute 

Sermon é...ééééééééééééééééééé...... Pastor Cecil Richardson 

Recessionalééééééééééé.ééééé...ééWhen We All Get To Heaven  

Graveside Hymns 
Iôll Fly Away 

Blessed Assurance 

It Is Well With My Soul 

What A Day That Will Be 

Bound For The Promise Land 

When The Roll Is Called Up Yonder 

Order Of Service 



Hymns At The Church 

Verse 1 

Sing the wondrous love of Jesus; 

Sing his mercy and his grace. 

In the mansions bright and blessed 

Heôll prepare for us a place. 

Refrain 

When we all get to heaven, 

What a day of rejoicing that will be! 

When we all see Jesus, 

Weôll sing and shout the victory! 

It Is Well With My Soul 

Verse 1 

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. 

Verse 2 

My sinïoh, the joy of this glorious thought 

My sin, not in part but the whole, 

is nailed to the cross, and I bear it no more, 

praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! 

Verse 3 

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. 

When We All Get To Heaven 

What A Friend We Have In Jesus 

Verse 1 

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! 

Verse 2 

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. 

 

Verse 3 

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 your friends despise, forsake you? 

Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

In his arms heôll take and shield you; 

You will find a solace there. 

Verse 2 

While we walk the pilgrim pathway, 

Clouds will overspread the sky; 

But when traveling days are over, 

Not a shadow, not a sigh. 

Verse 3 

Let us then be true and faithful, 

Trusting, serving every day; 

Just one glimpse of him in glory 

Will the toils of life repay 

 

Verse 4 

Onward to the prize before us! 

Soon his beauty weôll behold; 

Soon the pearly gates will open; 

We shall tread the streets of gold. 
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