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Myra Brown was born in Fairbanks, Alaska on October 23, 1953 to Cora and
Joseph Ned. Myra’s father was in the Army, so they traveled a lot. She had the
opportunity to live in Virginia, Colorado, Missouri, Jersey City and Germany.
Myra attended P.S. #9 in Jersey City and graduated in 1967. She attended
Snyder High School in Jersey City and graduated in 1971.

She was employed at the Board of Education until the time of her passing. She
was regarded highly by her employers and co-workers.

Myra enjoyed spending time with her family and friends. Myra was one of a
kind, a person who defined the word strength. She was always caring,
thoughtful, and easy to talk to. Anytime you needed her, you could always
count on her to be there. Myra’s personality could be described by no other
word than unique. She had a smile which could brighten an entire room.
Myra often walked places, closely accompanied by her husband, Louis Brown,
they were inseparable. You would never see one without the other, they
were like, “two peas in a pod”. She will always be in our hearts and memories
because she was such a great person,  words cannot express how much love
we have for her. Myra was a loving wife, mother, sister, grandmother and
friend and will be greatly missed by all.

Myra leaves to mourn and cherish her memory: her beloved husband, Louis
Brown; their children, Latonia, Shalette and Louis Ned; grandchildren,
Jermaine  and Shaquanna Eliott; loving brother, Myron Ned; niece, Stephanie
Ned; nephew, Myron Ned, Jr.; sons-in-law, Tommy Barber and James Sims;
aunts, Esther Whitaker, Ruby Green, Tina Flosstine Whitaker and Rose
Burton; uncle, June; sisters-in-law, Latoya Ned and Louise Brown, her
daughter, Bernice N. Brown; brothers-in-law, Stanley and Harry L. Brown;
nephew, Louis Floyd Arvinger, Jr. “Poo”; niece, Ebena N. Arvinger “Kia”; and
a host of other relatives and friends.

Myra went on to join her mother, Cora Ned, her father, Joseph Ned and
brother, Marty Ned in heaven.

Myra’s passing was sudden, a life not fully fulfilled. Myra we will miss you and
we have truly been blessed to have loved and been loved by you. Everything
happens for a reason and you served God’s purpose.



Musical Prelude ........................................................... Seating of Family

Prayer of Comfort ..........................................Rev. Nathaniel B. LeGay

Scripture Reading ........................................ Tina Flosstine Whitaker
  Old Testament
  New Testament

Solo .................................................................................. Tamika Whitaker

Acknowledgements / Gratitude

Obituary Reading .................................................................... Myron Ned

Solo ............................................................................................. Rose Cooley

Eulogy ................................................................ Rev. Nathaniel B. LeGay

Recessional

Interment
Evergreen Cemetery
Hillside, New Jersey

Repast
4:00 p.m. - 4:30 p.m.

Family home of Shalette Ned
58 Stevens Ave. Jersey City, New Jersey



The family of Myra J. Brown/Ned deeply appreciates your
kindness, prayers and the love you have shown us during
our time of sorrow. Your concern has helped uplift our

spirits. May God bless each of you for your gratitude.
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If tomorrow never comes
How can I express what I feel?

How could these thoughts on this
Paper materialize and be real...
Here’s a plan, close your eyes

And think of all that you’ve done
As a mother and all the knowledge

That you instilled in every one
You taught us, to never quit
And never get discouraged

You taught us, if not for love
How would we gain courage

If tomorrow never comes
We love you for your company and comedy

Whenever we were down
We love you for caring and sharing

Whenever you were around
If tomorrow never comes.
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