In Loving Memory
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Jean Rostant, daughter of Elizabeth Rostant Forbes and

Yaterli Rostant, was born on December 22, 1933 in Siparia,
Trinidad, West Indies. She was 80 years old.

Jean immigrated to the United States on December 11, 1976
to Jersey City, N] where she lived until 1989. She later
relocated to Irvington, NJ where she lived until her passing.
In Trinidad, she worked as a cook and coffee picker. Upon
her migration to the United States, she was employed as a
factory worker in Jersey City, as well as a domestic worker
throughout Hudson County. Her last place of employment
was as a home health aide with the Home Friends Program
at Irvington General Hospital, where she worked for ten
years before retiring.

Jean was preceded in death by her parents, Elizabeth and
Yaterli Rostant, her first born child, Kenneth, grandson,
Claude [r., father of her children, Edward Williams, as well
as her sister, Isha McPhun.

She leaves to cherish her memory: her seven children, Ingrid
Williams, Claude Williams, Donna St. Louis (Benedict),
Erica Williams, Diann Williams-McClamb (Bruce), Eric
Williams (Joy) and Christine Williams; brothers, Roy,
Anthony and Errol Forbes, and Ralphie Rostant; sister,
Veronica Florence Forbes;, grandchildren, Nicole, Curtis,
LaKeisha, Dominique, Rayshawn, Tristan, Brittany,
Brandon, Kayla, Ezra, Raquel, Matthew, Daria and Jaris;
great grandchildren, Curtis Jr., Talena, Chylah, Cairah and
Cheyenne; and a host of nieces, nephews, cousins and friends.



Opening Prelude
“The Battle Is Not Yours, It’s The Lords” (by Yolanda Adams)

Processional
Opening Prayer
Scripture Readings
Old Testament - Psalm 121:1-8

New Testament - John 14:1-3

Selection
“Amazing Grace”

Obituary Reading

Selection
“Stand”

Eulogy
Final Viewing
Benediction

Recessional

Interment
Evergreen Cemetery
Hillside, New Jersey

Repast
Home of Christine Williams

16 Franklin Avenue, 2nd Floor
Irvington, NJ 07111



Come To Me

God saw you getting tired
And a cure was not to be
So He put His arms around you
And whispered, ‘Come to me”
With tearful eyes we watched you
And saw you pass away
Although we loved you dearly
We could not make you stay
A golden heart stopped beating,
Hard working hands at rest
God broke our hearts to prove to us
He only takes the best.

-Author unknown
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the many kind deeds and comforting expressions of
sympathy extended to them in time of sorrow.
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