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Mr. Daniel Turner known as “Georgia Boy” was born on July

3, 1922 in Crawfordville, Georgia to the late Mr. Les Turner and

Mrs. Fannie Mae Young. Mr. Turner was the oldest of seventeen

sister and brothers which fifteen have preceded him in death,

Authur E. Turner, Ether Mae Turner, Idea Turner, Mariah J.

Turner, SL Turner, NL Turner, Easter J. Turner, Earnest

Jefferson Turner, Fannie Mae Turner, Lucille Virginia Seless

Turner, Everlene Turner and Walter Lee Turner. Mr. Turner

departed this life peacefully at home in Newark, NJ on May 1,

2014.

Mr. Turner accepted Jesus Christ as his personal savior at an

early age and was baptized at Springfield Baptist Church. He

relocated to Newark, NJ and retired as an Longshorman. Daniel

attended House of Prayer United Freewill Baptist Church and

worked in the church as a Deacon.

Mr. Turner known as Georgia Boy loved his family and friends

and he generously gave to all.

He leaves to mourn his baby sister, Annie Adams (Robert) both

of Newark, NJ; and a host of nieces and nephews.
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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.

When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown


