


Ĩёʈʦё Ĩ˭  ŵʦёӯ̸ɞʦ 
Musical Prelude  

 

Invocation  

 

Scripture Reading  

Old Testament  

New Testament  

 

Prayer of Comfort  

 

Musical Selection  

 

 Acknowledgments  

 

Remarks & Reflections  

Family & Friends  

 

Musical Selection  

 

Eulogy  

 

Benediction  

 

Recessional  

 

 

 

"I have fought a good fight, I have finished 

my course, I have kept the faith."  

 

ñ 2 Timothy 4:7  



ũʦΪʦΪɃʦё̸ζ̀ ƃʦёʦѯǤ 



She met and married the love of her life, Mark Wade, and together they shared a beautiful bond 

filled with love, laughter, and adventure. They especially enjoyed attending Dallas Cowboys vs. 

Washington Commanders games, where Teresa proudly cheered for the Cowboys and Mark 

supported the Commanders.  

 

Most of all, Teresa cherished her family. She had a special love for her nieces, nephews, 

godchildren, and grandchildren, whom she adored and poured her heart into.  

  

Teresa is lovingly survived by her husband, Mark Wade; her bonus son, Mark Wade Jr. (Brittney); 

and grandchildren, Hendrix and Skylar. She is also survived by her siblings, Charles, 

Jerome   (Gussie), Saphonia   (Angel), Willie (LaVerne), Wyethist, Garrett t, and Ashlyn; her father, 

Willie Pickett;  

  

She is further survived by a host of beloved nieces and nephews, including  Jerome, Tyrone, 

Jerlita, Kiara, Tavon, SaQuan, Saphonia, Denisha, DaMonte, Dennasia, Ronald, James, Ashlei, 

Nina, Nia, Evan, Joshua, Malik, Asia, Reggie, and Nathan, along with many other relatives and 

dear friends who will forever cherish her memory. Teresa was also a loving  godmother to Neriah 

and Dyson.  

  

She was preceded in death by her mother, Pearlene Bridges; her brother, Kerry Bridges; her 

nephew Charles White (òPookeyó) who she loved as a son; and her nephew Charles Noble. 

  

Teresa lived a life rooted in faith, love, and purpose. Her legacy of strength, compassion, and 

unwavering faith will forever live on in the hearts of all who knew and loved her.  

  



ŵғ̸ͺͺ Ü ũ̸ѯʦ 
A Voice from Glory  

 

Beloved,  

Do not mistake what you saw as suffering for defeat.  

The crushing was never meant to destroy me ñ 

it was to release the oil.  

 

Every trial, every tear, every moment of pressure  

was preparing me for purpose.  

What looked like pain was actually process.  

 

I did not break ñ 

I was being pressed.  

And from that pressing, the oil began to flow.  

 

So I say to you now ñ 

do not fear the pressure.  

 

Because  pressure produces purpose,  

and the oilé is costly. 

 

What tried to stop me only strengthened me.  

What tried to weigh me down only lifted me higher.  

 

And now I stand in victory, declaring ñ 

 

Still I rise. 

 

So you rise too.  

Trust God. Keep going. Believe.  

 

Because what you are going through  

is not the end ñ 

it is preparation.  

 

And just like me,  

in spite of it all ñ 

 

You will rise. 

  




