
Service
Friday, February 14, 2014 - 11:00 a.m.

New Mount Zion Baptist Church
171 West 140th Street

New York, New York 10030
Dr. Carl L. Washington, Jr. Senior, Pastor, Officiating

Sunrise
October 17, 1933

Sunset
February 9, 2014



Mr. Robert N. Hill, Sr., born on October
17, 1933, he was born to the late Clinton
McClellan Hill and Julia Inelle Taylor Hill
in Whitestone, Virginia. Robert “Stormy” as
he was affectionately known passed this life
on January 10, 2014.

Robert attended the Lancaster County
Public School systems. In 1950, Robert

traveled to New York City and worked a number of jobs in the New
York City hospital systems.

In 1959, Robert met the love of his life Doris Gibbs and in 1960 the
two became one, and to this wonderful union five children were born.

In 1990, after working for the New York City hospital systems for a
number of years as a custodian. Robert began to seek a better
opportunity for his family and landed a job with the New York City
Court systems. Robert love the job at 60 Centre Street, he continued
to work until his untimely death.

Robert love watching sports and enjoyed being with his family.

Robert leaves to cherish his memory: two daughters, Eleanor Tomlin
and husband Thomas of Whitestone, VA and Patricia E. Hill and
Chica Ruiz of Long Island City, NY; three sons, Robert N. Hill, Jr.,
wife Catherine Hill of Harlem, New York, Anthony B. Hill of Long
Island City, NY and wife Sharon of Manhattan and Arnold Hill and
wife, Chereese of Cortlandt Manor; two sisters, Shirley Curry and
husband J.C., Gloria Lee and husband Paymus all of Whitestone, VA;
one brother, Lloyd Hill and wife Eleanor Hill of Washington, DC;
twelve grandchildren, Mark Cox, Troy Cox, Chanel Cox, Najee R.
Hill, Cherniqua and Dinah Strayhorn, Brandon Hill, Randy Ruiz,
Renee Ruiz, Dezia Keith, Chyna Hill and Cayci Hill; and a host of
other family members and friends.



Interment
Fair Lawn Memorial Cemetery

Fair Lawn, New Jersey

John 6:37-40
All who believe in the Son will have eternal life

 and I will raise them to life again on the last day.

Invocation

Hymn of Praise

Old Testament ..........................................................Isaiah 40:28-31

New Testament ............................................1 Corinthians 15:51-57

Prayer of Comfort

Solo .........................................................................Ms. Brenda Gee

Reflection 2 minutes only

Obituary........................................................... Ms. Vanessa Devine

Solo .........................................................................Ms. Brenda Gee

Eulogy

Benediction

Recessional.................................... “When We All Get To Heaven”
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1406 Pitkin Avenue • Brooklyn, NY • (718) 774-1023
1018 Prospect Avenue • Bronx, NY • (718) 542-3833

Clifford V. James, President & CEO
www.unityfuneralchapels.com

email: unityfc@aol.com

2352 8th Avenue • Manhattan, NY • (212) 666-8300

The family of Robert N. Hill, Sr. wishes to express their
deep appreciation and sincere thanks for all acts of

kindness shown them in their time of sorrow.

I know a man, who is dear to my heart
Suddenly one day, it was torn all apart

This man taught me everything
that I needed to know

But I never really listened, until he had to go

He gave me love, and touched my life
It’s all over now, He no longer has to fight

He tried to teach me, right from wrong
The day he left, I wasn’t strong

He is gone now, it is hard to believe
This man is my Dad, who I will never see

But I will see him again, this I know
The day will come, when it’s time for me to go

So, I’ll hold dear, and close to my heart
Cause the day we meet, I know we’ll

never be torn apart.

Our family circle has been broken link
has gone from our chain;

But though we are
parted for a while,

We know we will meet again.
Sometimes it’s hard to understand why
certain things must be, but there is a

reason for it all,
 beyond our power to see.

The cover of life’s book is closed for
one we loved so well;

 But the loving deeds of
by-gone days are what the pages tell.

The blow was hard,
 the shock severe;

We never thought your
 death was so near.

But only those who have lost can tell
The pain of parting without farewell.

-Author unknown


