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Together
    Again



“I have fought a good fight, I have finished my
course, I have kept the faith”

2 Timothy 4:7

April 28, 1917 – March 3, 2013

Oswald Vivian Daugherty was born April 28, 1917
in the district of Grants Town, St. Mary, Jamaica,
West Indies to the late Segismond Daugherty and
the late Catherine Williams.

During his time in Jamaica he worked for Texaco
Jamaica from 1952 to 1957 as a mechanic. He
migrated to England where he worked as a driver
and mechanic for London Transport. In 1968, he
migrated to America where he began employment
with First National State Bank (i.e. Wells Fargo)
until he retired in 1985.

Oswald was a very generous and private individual.
After retirement he would make sandwiches and
bring them to the homeless at Newark’s Penn
Station on a daily basis. He liked to dance and
listen to Big Band music. His favorite dessert was
ice cream.

He leaves to mourn two sons, Louis and Keith
Daugherty, eight grandchildren, several great -
grandchildren, nieces, nephews, other relatives and
friends.





Rosedale Cemetery
 Bloomfield, New Jersey

Organ Prelude ....................................... Walt Sorey

Processional   ..............................Clergy and Family

Selection ................................................ Walt Sorey

Scripture Reading
    Old Testament; Ecclesiastes 3:1-11
    New Testament; Acts 10:9-12

Prayer of Comfort .......................Rev. Daniel Green
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Recessional

Family and Friends
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The family of  wishes to express their
deep appreciation and thanks to everyone for their support
and kindness extended to them during the passing of their

loved one. May God Bless each and everyone of you.

Professional Services Provided By

Because I could not stop for Death
Because I could not stop for Death –

He kindly stopped for me –
The Carriage held but just Ourselves –

And Immortality.

We slowly drove – He knew no haste
And I had put away

My labor and my leisure too,
For His Civility –

We passed the School,
where Children strove

At Recess – in the Ring –
We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain –

We passed the Setting Sun –

Or rather – He passed us –
The Dews drew quivering and chill –

For only Gossamer, my Gown –
My Tippet – only Tulle –

We paused before a House that seemed
A Swelling of the Ground –

The Roof was scarcely visible –
The Cornice – in the Ground –

Since then – 'tis Centuries –
and yet Feels shorter than the Day
I first surmised the Horses' Heads

Were toward Eternity –

-Emily Dickinson


