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Steven Jay Holder was born on June 11, 1967 at East Orange

General Hospital in East Orange, NJ to Roberto and Lestine

Holder. He departed this life and entered Eternal Rest on April 21,

2015.

Steven was educated in the East Orange School System and he

loved hanging out with his friends. He loved to cook and took

courses to learn how to make his food taste different and delicious.

Steven was baptized at the Bethlehem Baptist Church under the

leadership of Reverend Steve C. Henderson.

Steven held a number of jobs, including being a short order cook,

before he became ill and could no longer work.  During this time

he spent a lot of time with his grandmother, who is up in age and

appreciated him coming over to spend time with her.

Steven leaves to cherish his memory: a son, Treyvone Holder; his

parents, Roberto and Lestine Holder; a brother, Robert Holder; his

grandmother, Hellen Green; a very good and close friend that was

like a brother, Gary Harris (wife, Yolanda Harris); and a host of

nieces, nephews, other relatives and friends.
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The family of the late Steven J. Holder wishes to express
their sincere gratitude for the many acts of kindness

extended during this time of bereavement.

-The Family

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

and although we love 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.

I'd like the memory of me
to be a happy one.

I'd like to leave an afterglow
of smiles when life is done.

I'd like to leave an echo
whispering softly down the ways,

Of happy times and laughing times
and bright and sunny days.

I'd like the tears of those who grieve,
to dry before the sun

of happy memories I leave behind
when the day is done.


