
Friday, April 8th, 2016
Viewing: 11:00 - 12:00 PM

Celebration Service: 12:00 - 1:00 PM

Eloise McIntyre
Sunrise

May 20, 1932
Sunset

April 4, 2016

126 Sam Smith Road
Kunkletown, PA  18058

In Loving Memory of



Obituary
 was born May 20th, 1932 to Mr. Lonnie McIntyre and Ms. Clayton

Walker in a small town called Burgaw, North Carolina. She was the youngest sibling
of nine brothers and sisters seven of whom have transitioned before her.

She was a student of the Pender County School System of North Carolina. At the age of
sixteen; Eloise and two of her older sisters (Mildred & Bertha) relocated to New York City
where they began their new lives together.

Eloise found her first job at The Stuffed Shirts Company and remained at that company
for a number of years. In fact she was so well loved by her bosses; her relationship
remained very close with them even after she moved on. After leaving The Stuff Shirts
Company she worked for Hospice and believe it or not ended up taking care of Mr.
Gordon’s (The owner of the Stuffed Shirts Co.) mother and sister until their deaths. In
1980 she then began her job with Mr. Frank Perkins as a hostess at Frank’s Restaurant
and Lounge in Brooklyn, NY. Until she retired.

Upon her retirement she relocated to Sun Valley, PA to be with her remaining siblings.
Shortly afterwards Eloise re-committed her life to Christ and joined The Good Shepherd
Church for All People where she served until she was no longer able. Miss. Eloise as most
referred to her was a feisty woman who loved life, music, travelling, and a good Soap
Opera! She enjoyed life to the fullest! She was also a hard worker; she believed no job to
be too big or too small. Whatever sacrifices she had to make, she made to make sure her
family had what they needed. Miss. Eloise, loving and caring mother  left this earth.

On Monday, April 4th, 2016 she took the hand of Jesus and began her journey to the
place He has prepared for her.

Leaving behind her three children, Pat, Ronnie, Ahilee; her sister, Annie Sharpton; six
grandchildren, Treneisa, Doneisha, Nick, Isaiah, Karon, Kayana, and three great
grandchildren, numerous nieces and nephews and a host of others who adopted her
over the years.

If tears could build a stairway, and memories a lane,
 I’d walk right up to heaven and

bring you home again.
 (Author unknown)



Celebrating The Life of Eloise McIntyre

Welcome and Opening Prayer
Scriptures:
Old Testament - Psalm 23 .......................................... Treneisa Sinclair
New Testament - John 14: 1-4 .................................. Earnestine Russell

Prayer of Comfort ................................................... Pastor Nelson Baez

Obituary ................................................................... Treneisa Sinclair

Remembrances ...................................................... Family and Friends

Special Selection

Words of Comfort ............................................ Pastor Andrey B. Smith

Benediction .................................................. Pastor Annie M. Sharpton

Final Viewing

Interment
Good Shepherd Church’s Cemetary

Don't Weep For Me
Don't weep for me, for I've made it home

Through Heaven's gates there I may roam
Wipe your tears and dry your eyes

I'm in a better place, with heaven as my prize
Don't weep for me, no tears and no sorrow

Live life for Jesus,
He promises tomorrow
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Life Is But A Stopping Place

A Mother's love is something
that no one can explain,

It is made of deep devotion
and of sacrifice and pain,
It is endless and unselfish

and enduring come what may
For nothing can destroy it
or take that love away . . .
It is patient and forgiving

when all others are forsaking,
And it never fails or falters

even though the heart is breaking . . .
It believes beyond believing

when the world around condemns,
And it glows with all the beauty
of the rarest, brightest gems . . .

It is far beyond defining,
it defies all explanation,

And it still remains a secret
like the mysteries of creation . . .

A many splendored miracle
man cannot understand

And another wondrous evidence
of God's tender guiding hand.


