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Sunrise
December 18, 1954

Sunday, November 7, 2010 - 6:00 p.m.

Sunset
November 1, 2010

In Loving Memory of



 was born December 18, 1954

in Lamar, South Carolina to Ray Samuel Brown, Sr. and

Frankie Lee (Bruce) Brown.

He attended Public School # 44, IS # 55, and Thomas

Jefferson High School in Brooklyn, NY. He resided in

Paterson for over twenty years. He was employed by

Straight and Narrow in the Maintenance Dept. for many

years.

He is predeceased by his parents, Ray Samuel Brown,

Sr. and Frankie Lee (Bruce) Brown.

He leaves to cherish fond memories: his daughter,

Tangee Roberts-Willy; son, Deon Roberts; sisters, Viola

McMichael, Debra Fowler, Jacqueline Brown, Ramona

Brown and Renee Brown- Howard; brothers, Clarence

Brown, Richard Brown and Dennis Brown; six

grandchildren, one great grandchild; son-in-law,

Farouk Willy; brothers-in-law, C.J. McMichael, Herbert

Fowler and David Howard; sisters-in-law, Jerelyn

Brown and Karen Brown; a host of aunts, uncles,

nieces, nephews, cousins, other relatives, friends and

neighbors.



Interment
Plain Lawn Cemetery
Hicksville, New York
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   New Testament
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Acknowledgements
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Message of Comfort  .....................Rev. Anthony Cureton
Associate Minister, Grace Chapel Baptist Church • Paterson, NJ

Recessional



The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts of
kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour.
God bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.

To send online condolences, visit www.braggfuneralhome.com
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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 at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown
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