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Llewellyn “Lloyd” Mills was born on December 9, 1934 in
Laventille, Port of Spain, Trinidad to the late Bertie Mills and
Una Mitchell Weekes.

Lloyd received his formal education at the Escalier E.C. School
in Gonzales, Trinidad. He migrated to the United States in 1979
and lived briefly in Brooklyn, New York. He later settled in
Hyattsville, Maryland where he lived for fifteen years. He then
returned to New York in 1994.

Lloyd was employed as a baker most of his life and he took
great pleasure in baking for both his family and friends. He
enjoyed reading his newspaper daily, playing lotto and
watching television.

He was preceded in death by his parents, Bertie Mills and Una
Weekes, his brother, Selwyn Kirby, and two sisters, Cynthia
Edwards and Albertina Weekes.

Llewellyn Lloyd Mills was called home from his earthly life on
May 5, 2015 at the Atrium Center for Rehabilitation and
Nursing formally called the River Manor Care Center.

He leaves to cherish his memory and mourn their loss:
daughters, Collette Mills, Racquel Mills-Hinton, Lorraine
Douglas and Charmaine Smith; sister, Shirley Joseph; brothers,
Theophilus Edwards, Carl and Herbert Weekes; grandchildren,
Davisa Mills, Kiara Mills, Nathania Mills, Kimberly Mills,
Jonathan Everett and Ariana Hinton; ex-wife, Annette Mills;
and a host of nieces, nephews, family and friends.



Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine!
Oh, what a foretaste of glory divine!
Heir of salvation, purchase of God,

Born of His Spirit, washed in His blood.

Refrain:
This is my story, this is my song,

Praising my Savior all the day long;
This is my story, this is my song,

Praising my Savior all the day long.

Perfect submission, perfect delight,
Visions of rapture now burst on my sight;

Angels, descending, bring from above
Echoes of mercy, whispers of love.
Perfect submission, all is at rest,

I in my Savior am happy and blest,
Watching and waiting, looking above,

Filled with His goodness, lost in His love



Some bright morning when this life is over
I'll fly away

To that home on Gods celestial shore
I'll fly away

I'll fly away, oh glory
I'll fly away in the morning

When I die hallelujah by and by
I'll fly away

When the shadows of this life have gone
I'll fly away

Like a bird from these prison walls I'll fly
I'll fly away

I'll fly away, oh glory
I'll fly away in the morning

When I die hallelujah by and by
I'll fly away

Oh how glad and happy when we meet
I'll fly away

No more cold iron shackles on my feet
I'll fly away

I'll fly away oh glory
I'll fly away in the morning

When I die hallelujah by and by
I'll fly away

I'll fly away oh glory
I'll fly away in the morning

When I die hallelujah by and by
I'll fly away

Just a few more weary days and then
I'll fly away

To a land where joys will never end
I'll fly away

I'll fly away oh glory
I'll fly away in the morning

When I die hallelujah by and by
I'll fly away
I'll fly away
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Forest Green Memorial Park
Morganville, New Jersey

Processional

Prayer....................................................Deacon Neville Rosemin

Hymn......................................................................“I’ll Fly Away”

Scripture Readings
    Old Testament - Ecclesiastes 3:1-8..................Nathania Mills
    New Testament - John 14:1-6..............................Davisa Mills

Poem…………………..Asleep....................................Kiara Mills

Hymn..............................................................“Blessed Assurance”

Obituary...............................................................Herbert Weekes

Eulogy.................................................Rev. T. Nimrod Jebucitwa

Viewing

Recessional
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The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts
of kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour.
May God bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.

I’ve closed my eyes and fallen asleep,
So there’s no reason for you to weep;

This is a debt we all must pay,
You will see me again someday.

I’ve endured pain and sometimes sorrow,
Now I don’t have to worry about tomorrow.

But life for you must go on,
You must not worry because I’m gone.

You stood beside me all the way,
When I was down, you knew what to say ...

You always told me, “get some rest,”
Let me sleep now, I’ve done my best.

So please let me rest in  peace,
The tears you’re shedding soon will cease.
You’ll soon realize this was meant to be,
I  thank God because He came for me.

-Author unknown


