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ORDER OF SERVICE 
 

Prelude: Medley of “Simple Gifts” / “Going Home” /  
 “Amazing Grace” (performed by Yo-Yo Ma)  
 

Gathering Music  
 “Everything Must Change”  
 “Just a Closer Walk with Thee”  
 

Welcome / Greeting     
 

Opening Prayer               
 

Choir Selection: “One Day at a Time”  
 

Scripture Readings: John 21:4-13 / Revelation 3:20-22 
 

Shared Memories  
 

Musical Selection: “Abide with Me” 
 

Eulogy 
 Pastor Donald R. Caskey 
 Rev. Warren B. Cederholm  
 

Musical Selection: “I’ll Fly Away”  
 

Closing Prayer / Benediction  
  

 “God bless you all, and have a blessed week.” – Francis  
 

Departing Music: “When the Saints Go Marching In” 
 

 
 
 
 

____________________________________________________________ 
 

In lieu of flowers,  
donations in Francis' name can be made to  

Judith Creed Horizons for Achieving Independence 
jchai.org 



John 21:4-13 
] 

Just after daybreak, Jesus stood on the beach, but the  
disciples did not know that it was Jesus. 5 Jesus said to  
them, “Children, you have no fish, have you?” They  
answered him, “No.” 6 He said to them, “Cast the net to  
the right side of the boat, and you will find some.” So  
they cast it, and now they were not able to haul it in  
because there were so many fish. 7 That disciple whom  
Jesus loved said to Peter, “It is the Lord!” When Simon  
Peter heard that it was the Lord, he put on his outer  
garment, for he had taken it off, and jumped into the  
sea. 8 But the other disciples came in the boat, dragging  
the net full of fish, for they were not far from the land,  
only about a hundred yards off.  
 

9 When they had gone ashore, they saw a charcoal fire 
there, with fish on it, and bread. 10 Jesus said to them, 
“Bring some of the fish that you have just caught.” 11 So 
Simon Peter went aboard and hauled the net ashore, full 
of large fish, a hundred fifty-three of them, and though 
there were so many, the net was not torn. 12 Jesus said to 
them, “Come and have breakfast.” Now none of the 
disciples dared to ask him, “Who are you?” because they 
knew it was the Lord. 13 Jesus came and took the bread 
and gave it to them and did the same with the fish.  
 

Revelation 3:20-22 
 

Listen! I am standing at the door, knocking; if you hear my 
voice and open the door, I will come in and eat with you, 
and you with me. 21 To the one who conquers I will give a 
place with me on my throne, just as I myself conquered 
and sat down with my (God) on (God’s) throne. 22 Let 
anyone who has an ear listen to what the Spirit is saying to 
the churches.” 
 
 



Abide with Me 
Abide with me; fast falls the eventide; 
the darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide. 
When other helpers fail and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 
 

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day; 
earth’s joy’s grow dim; its glories pass away; 
change and decay in all around I see; 
O thou who changest not, abide with me. 
 

I need your presence every passing hour. 
What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s power? 
Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me. 
 

I fear no foe, with thou at hand to bless; 
ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness. 
Where is death’s sting? Where, grave thy victory? 
I triumph still, if thou abide with me? 
 

I’ll Fly Away 
 

Some glad morning when this life is o’er, I’ll fly away; 
to a home on God’s celestial shore, I’ll fly away. 
 

 Refrain 
 

 I’ll fly away, O glory, I’ll fly away. 
 When I die, hallelujah, by and by, I’ll fly away. 
 

When the shadows of this life have gone, I’ll fly away; 
like a bird from prison bars has flown, I’ll fly away. (Refrain) 
 

Just a few more weary days and then, I’ll fly away; 
to a land where joys shall never end, I’ll fly away. (Refrain) 
 

When the Saints Go Marching In 
 

O when the saints go marching in,  
O when the saints go marching in, 
O Lord, I want to be in that number  
when the saints go marching in. 



Obituary 
 

Francis Harry Horst, Jr. was born in 1963, the son of Frank 
and Mary Horst (nee Dick) of Prospect Park, PA. He 
graduated from Interboro High School in 1980.  
 

Francis was close to his father who predeceased him in 
1997; his mother died ten years prior. He stayed in 
Delaware and Philadelphia Counties throughout his life, 
and made many friends where he worked, lived and went 
to church; they became his chosen family.  
 

Francis had numerous health and emotional challenges 
beginning at a very early age. He had serious optical 
problems as a baby. He also developed swallowing 
problems. At the age of 30 he was diagnosed with 
Multiple Sclerosis (MS). He was indebted to the doctors 
and health care providers at Penn, including Dr. Craig 
Wynne and his staff, who helped to treat and stabilize his 
condition for more than 30 years.  
 

Francis was employed by the John Wanamaker 
Department Store and successive owners from 1986 to 
1996. He also worked at Strawbridge and Clothier before 
their closing. Francis found custodial work at Folcroft Union 
Church in the mid-1980’s. He had many letters from his 
places of employment commending his “trustworthy 
service,” “dependability” and “dedication to his work.”  
 

After being briefly unemployed, Francis requested help 
from a friend at the department store, Kermit De Berry. 
The De Berry family graciously offered him room and 
board, and introduced him to the owners of The Gables 
Bed and Breakfast in University City – Don Caskey and 
Warren Cederholm – to help with some much-needed 
assistance around the property. Francis began work at 
The Gables in the summer of 1997, and continued  



working there until the time of his death. He took on 
numerous odd jobs: picking up trash within a wide radius 
around The Gables, raking leaves, shoveling snow, 
sweeping the walks and driveway, watering plants, and 
helping out wherever needed. It was as if Francis became 
his own “Special Services District.” 
 

The University City Historical Society noted the many hours 
Francis committed on behalf of the neighborhood, and 
honored him with an “Awards of the Streets” 
commendation. He was very proud of this award. 
 

Helping with The Gables’ annual neighborhood Christmas 
Open House was his favorite event of the year. He never 
complained about any tasks, and enjoyed meeting the 
guests – often assisting them with their luggage.  
 

One of Francis’ areas of special knowledge was the 
Philadelphia transportation system. He was of great 
assistance to guests of The Gables in finding their way 
around the city. He had SEPTA routes, connections and 
timetables memorized. People were amazed that he 
could so easily give them the number of the trolley, train 
or bus they should take, and any transfers they would 
need.  
 

The Gables became a second home for Francis, and its 
owners and staff were like family for him. As Francis 
continued helping Don and Warren, he soon became 
part of their extended family. He spent many holidays 
either in Philadelphia or in Northern Pennsylvania, where 
they moved after selling The Gables in 2016. The new 
owners, Cesar Gonzales and Rick Hicks, maintained a 
close relationship with him.  
 

As a child, Francis loved going with his father to the Jersey 
shore. Over the past many years he made frequent trips 



with friends and on his own – by bus – to Cape May, 
Ocean City and Ocean Grove. He made new friends on 
his journeys, and was grateful to many who became 
lasting friends and were supportive of his activities and 
travel. 
 

Francis did not let his MS slow him down; “if there was a 
will, there was a way.” Determination, tenacity and 
obsessive planning led Francis to a far better life than 
might have been expected given various adverse 
conditions and circumstances.  
 

Faith was an important part of Francis’s life, and he was a 
beloved member at Calvary United Methodist Church. He 
learned to grow as a child of God through his very strong 
faith and trust in God. 

______________________________________________________ 
 

Psalm 139:7-12 
 

Where can I go from your spirit?  
Or where can I flee from your presence?  

If I ascend to heaven,  
you are there;  

if I make my bed in Sheol, 
you are there.  

 

If I take the wings of the morning and  
settle at the farthest limits of the sea,  
even there your hand shall lead me,  

and your right hand shall hold me fast.  
 

If I say, “Surely the darkness shall cover me,  
and night wraps itself around me,”  

even the darkness is not dark to you;  
the night is as bright as the day,  

for darkness is as light to you. 
 



Romans 8:38-39 
 

For I am convinced that neither death, nor life,  
nor angels, nor rulers, nor things present,  

nor things to come, nor powers, 
nor height, nor depth,  

nor anything else in all creation  
will be able to separate us from  

the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord. 
 

‘Tis a Fearful Thing (Yehuda HaLevi, 1075-1141) 
 

‘Tis a fearful thing 
to love what death can touch. 

A fearful thing 
to love, to hope, to dream, to be – 

to be, 
And oh, to lose. 

A thing for fools, this, 
And a holy thing, 

a holy thing 
to love. 

For your life has lived in me, 
your laugh once lifted me, 
your word was gift to me. 

To remember this brings painful joy. 
 

‘Tis a human thing, love, 
a holy thing, to love 

what death has touched. 
 

 
 
_________________________________________________________________ 
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