
Sunrise
June 30, 1929

Sunset
March 9, 2011

Lloyd R. Dunlop
In Loving Memory of

1025 Bergen Street • Newark, NJ

Rev. Theodore Mayweather, Officiating

COTTON FUNERAL SERVICE

Saturday, March 26, 2011 - 10:00 a.m.



Lloyd Randolph Dunlop of East Orange, New Jersey entered into eternal rest on
March 9th, 2011 suddenly. Lloyd lived a principled, compassionate and private life.

Lloyd was born in Georgetown, Guyana South America to his parents, Thomas and
Rose Dunlop. He was the eldest of six siblings, Eugene, John, Jocelyn, Lucille and
Sheila.

He attended the Sacred Heart Catholic School and Trade Center. He mastered in
furniture making, carpentry and joinery. Lloyd lost his parents at a young age.
Since he was the oldest he took on the responsibility for raising his siblings.

In 1957, Lloyd enjoyed the staff at the Guyana Bauxite Company in Linden,
Guyana. He worked as a Supervisor for many years until he migrated to the USA.
In the USA Lloyd worked for New Community and was the Building
Superintendent for several buildings in Orange, East Orange and Newark areas.

Lloyd was a talented person who designed and created beautiful furniture. His
work was of the highest quality. He was passionate about using wood to design
and build beautiful works of art. His specialty were designing beautiful antique
furniture, and guitars.

Lloyd was an avid sportsman who loved to go fishing and hunting.

Lloyd married twice and from those marriages nine children were born, Monica,
Lorraine, Steve, Leroy, Desmond, Lloyd Jr., Judy, Simone (deceased) and James,
thirty-five grandchildren, several sons and daughters-in-law.

Lloyd will be fondly missed by: his siblings, cousins, nieces, nephews, sons and
daughters-in-law, children, grandchildren and great grandchildren, several
personal friends acquaintances. Special mention is made of his friends, Lougard
Henry and Eubrick Chapman.

God in His infinite wisdom has seen it fit to move Lloyd Randolph Dunlop from
our midst. We come together to pay our respects to the memory of one whose life
was lived fully.

It pleases Almighty God to take our beloved Lloyd from his work to reward.

“What the caterpillar perceives is the end,
 to the butterfly it is ... Just the beginning”.



Hymn ..................................................... James Bond, Desmond Edwards
Damian Nedd

Scripture Reading ............................................................. Lucille Bunting
  Old Testament
  New Testament

Prayer ............................................................ Rev. Theodore Mayweather

Opening Remarks ................................................ Mr. Eubrick Chapman

Obituary Reading ..................................... Garfield Isaacs/Alexis Bond

Hymn ............................................................................... Surya-Nicole Bond

Tributes Reflections  ............................................................... Judy Dunlop

Acknowledgements ......................................... Dunlop Jr., Elwyn Evans

Eulogy ........................................................... Rev. Theodore Mayweather

Closing Remarks ................................................................... James Dunlop

Benediction ................................................. Rev. Theodore Mayweather

Recessional

Interment
Fairmount Cemetery
Newark, 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
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Blind Faith
Since man first crawled: He has,

Feared the cold touch of darkness.
To surmount it: he has surrounded himself,

With an incandescence of light;
Forgetting; that the darkness, he fears,
Comes not, from the chill of midnight,

But deep, from within his own soul.
For darkness is like beauty:

It lies in the eye of the beholder;
And not in the chill of midnight,

It is born of ignorance:
And flourishes with hatred.

Men call me, a stranger and says
That I am, drawn to the darks

As a moth to the frame:
Perhaps they are right.

For I am here, and no where:
Does the light of truth,
Shine, so bright, as in;

The kingdom of the blind

~by Lloyd R. Dunlop


