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John Logan, Jr. was born May 30, 1925 in
Orangeburg, SC to Nelia and John Logan, Sr. He
resided and attended school in South Carolina, upon
completion he relocated to Philadelphia. Than he
departed this life on January 26, 2011 at Beth Israel
Hospital in Newark.

John’s employment was in construction and masonry
until he retired. John’s family who lovingly called him
“Nookie” a cute nickname despite the fact that he was
such a “Dapper” and very polished dressed young
man. His signature look was the bald head (before it
became popular) and always a “carnation” in his Lapel.

Nookie a very outgoing person, was always happy
and jovial. Among his many accomplishments he was
a very talented writer. He wrote for the “Stuff” a
socially weekly magazine for many years. His greatest
loved was music of all kinds, and his collection
reflected that. He enjoyed taking photos during
wedding and family celebrations.

He leaves to cherish his memory: Jonathan, his son
whom he loved unconditionally; his sister-in-law,
Peggy McMillian; close friend, Carolyn Brickhouse-
Cohen; fond memories will be cherished by his aunts,
cousins and many friends. He was predeceased by his
parents, Nelia and John Logan, Sr.; longtime
companion, Bonnie McMillian and one other son.



Immediately following the service family and friends are invited at
Mt. Vernon Baptist Church, 709 S. 13th St., Newark for the repast.

Processional

Musical Selection

Reading of Scriptures
Old Testament\New Testament

Prayer of Comfort

Musical Selection
“Hi Eye Is On The Sparrow”

Acknowledgements/Remarks
Jonathan Logan

Reading of Obituary

Musical Selection
“Jesus, Jesus, Jesus” - by Timothy Wright

Eulogy
Rev. Milton Biggham

Pastor of Mt. Vernon Missionary Baptist Church, Newark, NJ

Benediction

Recessional



Thank you to all for every act of love and kindness shown to us during our
time of bereavement. We sincerely appreciate you and ask that you

continue to keep us in your prayers.

Professional Services Provided By

My days on earth are numbered so,
dear God, with each new dawn,

Let me gather treasures
to leave when I am gone.

Let the gold of lasting friendship
shine forever like the sun’s

And the silver cup of kindness
Be full when I am done

When my numbered days
are finished and my Lord beckons me,

Let me leave behind these treasures as a living legacy.
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