
T H E  L I F E  O F

Celebrating

Dorothy Crace
March 20, 1937 ~ November 22, 2025

www.smithfamilycares.com

“ F O R  G O D  S O  LOV E D  T H E
W O R L D ,  T H AT  H E  GAV E  H I S
O N LY  S O N ,  T H AT  W H O E V E R
B E L I E V E S  I N  H I M  S H O U L D

N O T  P E R I S H  B U T  H AV E
E T E R N A L  L I F E . ”

J O H N  3 : 1 6



Dorothy Crace, 88, of Cabot, Arkansas, went to be with her Lord,
on November 22, 2025. She was born on March 20, 1937, in Paris,
Arkansas, to Waymon and Lendell Nelms.

Dorothy is survived by her devoted husband of 69 years, Ray
Crace; her three children, Carol, Steve, and Alice; her sister, Lois
Hill; and 2 granddaughters. She was preceded in death by her
parents.

A loving wife, mother, and grandmother, Dorothy dedicated her
life to caring for her family. She was a gifted seamstress whose
talent and creativity brought joy to many. She also loved
gardening, cross stitching, decorating her home, and quilting, and
she poured her heart into every project she created. Dorothy was
also a devoted member of the choir at FirstNLR for over 40 years
and served as a seamstress for many of the church's productions,
blessing her church family with both her voice and her
craftsmanship. She also loved traveling with her husband and the
Keenagers, traveling to all 50 states. A lifelong follower of Christ,
she lived her faith with gentleness and dedication.

Her warmth, kindness, and steady faith were evident in every part
of her life. She will be dearly missed by all who knew and loved
her.

The family would like to thank the staff of Crestview Assisted
Living and LifeTouch Health (formerly Arkansas Hospice) for their
loving care and attention, especially Amy Whitney and Melissa
Wood.

Miss Me But Let Me Go

When I come to the end of the road
And the sun has set for me

I want no rites in a gloom-filled room
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long
And not with your head bowed low

Remember the love that we once shared
Miss me-but let me go

For this is a journey that we
 all must take

And each must go alone.

It's all part of the Master's plan
A step on the road to home

When you are lonely and sick of heart
Go to the friends we know
And bury your sorrows in 

doing good deeds
Miss me but let me go.


