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Angela Denise Moses, daughter of Russell and the late
Barbara McBride was born on January 17, 1960.

Angela, also known as “Angie” and “Mom Dukes” attended
Newark Public Schools, Miller Street School and Central High
School. Angela went on to attend the Upper Bound Program
in Bloomfield College. Angela worked for a while as an Child
Advocate for Special Need Children in the Newark School
System.

Angela met and became life partners with Deborah Foster on
February 14. They spent the next thirty-five years together in
love, joy and happiness. She was the proud mother of three
sons, Anthony Johnson, DeVon and Darryus McBride and one
daughter, Yasmeeyah Smith.

Angela will truly be missed. Her sense of wit and humor will
always be remembered. She always saw the bright side of life
and shared her strong belief in God with her family and friends.

Angela’s greatest joy in life was having grandchildren around
and talking to them on the phone.

She made her sudden transition on Thursday,  July 31, 2014 at
home with Deborah by her side.

She leaves to mourn: her partner, Deborah Foster; her sons,
Anthony Johnson, DeVon McBride, Darryus (Lanair)
McBride; her daughter, Yasmeeyah Smith; three brothers,
Mack McBride (Veronica), Kirk McBride and Ricky McBride
(deceased); sister, Nicole McBride; aunt, Cindy Taylor; and a
host of nieces, great nieces, nephews, great nephews, cousins,
other family members as well as friends.



Don't think of her as gone away
Her journey's just begun.
Life holds so many facets

This earth is only one.
Just think of her resting

From the sorrows and the tears
In a place of warmth and comfort

Where there are no days and years.
Think how she must be wishing

That we could know today
How nothing but our sadness

Can really pass away
And think of her as living

In the hearts of those she touched
For nothing loved is ever lost
And she was loved so much.

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.
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