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Martha White was born in South Carolina to the proud

parents of Perry and Lilly White.  Martha was born on January

23, 1920 and went to school in South Carolina and then moved

to New York.  She first moved to Harlem, New York and then

to the Bronx where she resided the rest of her life.  Martha

loved to cook and boy, was she a good cook.

She spent most of her life in New York helping people. She

worked for the Legal Aid Society because of her love of

helping others.  Years ago she converted to Islam and changed

her name to Mateen Shabazz, and helped others to convert.

She leaves to mourn: her nephew, Claude Washington; his

children, Calvin Washington, Emily Washington, Fatima

Washington, Betsie Washington, and Taeon Washington;

niece, Sandy William (Demetrius), their two children, Victor

Johnson and Demeshia William; her good friends, Gigi and

Fifi; and a host of other nieces, nephews, other relatives and

friends.

Lovingly Submitted,

The Family



To all our family and friends that we know and love,
and to all that came to us in our time of need, we thank

you all for your kindness and words of expression.
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God saw she was getting tired
And a cure was not to be

So He gently closed those loving eyes
And whispered “Come to me”

The days of toil and nights of pain
The weary hours have passed

The patient gentle worn out frame
Has found sweet rest at last.

Day and night we stood by her
And saw her in pain,

Anxiously awaiting her cure
But our waiting was in vain.

God who knoweth all things best
Eased her suffering, gave her rest

She is gone but not forgotten,
Never will our memories fade

Sweetest thoughts of her will ever linger
Round the place where she rests.

-Author unknown

w w w . h o n o r y o u . c o m


