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Julien Eustache was born on July 26, 1918 in L’Azile, Haiti.

Julien wanted a better life for his family and countryman. He
completed his Juris Doctorate Degree. As an attorney, Julien
was able to support his family and to help others. He lived his
life caring for others. He was a kind and loving person and he
wanted to make a difference. That opportunity came in 1956
when he was appointed to the Tribunal Section Nord as a
Judge.  He served that position honorably  until he retired in
1992. Retirement could not keep him down. When his
country called, he returned to the bench for a few more years.

Julien Eustache went home to meet his maker on Monday,
December 20, 2010 in Livingston, NJ.  “Though he is gone, he
is not forgotten. For his memory will be kept in our hearts
forever!”

Julien leaves to mourn and cherish his memories: his loving
children, Guy, Mirlande, and Marie Carmelle Eustache,
Monique, Jacques, and Daphnee Lacroix, Moliere Brusild;
cherished grandchildren, Jennifer, Jeffrey, Carine, Julis, and
Stephen Lindsay, Hans Peter Rosier, Johnathan Greg, and
Derrick, Jamar, Vincent, Nickkita, Dominique Myrthil and
Nathalie Philippeaux, Jacques, Jr., Kirsten, Jade and Julien
Lacroix, and Stacy Brusild; great grandchildren, Nathaniel
Myrthil, Khristie Cherizad and Leila Eustache; his dear sister,
Viergenie Eustache; and a host of other relatives and friends.



Outline the Rite

Introductory Rites
Greetings
Sprinkling with Holy Water
(Placing of the Pall)
Entrance Procession
(Placing of Christian Symbols)
Opening Prayer

Liturgy of the Word
Readings
Homily
General Intercessions

Liturgy of the Eucharist

Final Commendation
Invitation to Prayer
Silence
(Signs of Farewell)
Song of Farewell
Prayer of Commendation

Procession to
The Place of Committal

Final Disposition
Rosedale Chapel Crematory

Orange, New Jersey



Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.

Professional Services Provided By

Do not stand at my grave and weep:
I am not there, I do not sleep.

I am a thousand winds that blow:
I am the diamond glints on snow.

I am the sunlight on ripened grain:
I am the gentle autumn’s rain.

When you awaken in the
Morning’s hush,

I am the swift uplifting rush
Of quiet birds in circled flight.

I am the soft star that shines at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry.

I am not there: I did not die.
-Melinda Sue Pacho
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