
Sunrise
February 7, 1954

Saturday, November 12, 2016 - 10:00 a.m.

ABYSSINIAN BAPTIST CHURCH
224 W. Kinney Street • Newark, New Jersey 07103

Rev. Dr. Perry Simmons, Officiating

Sunset
November 5, 2016



Processional

Viewing

Prayer of Comfort

Scripture Reading

Acknowledgements of Condolences & Obituary

Letter to Grandma
Cyann Gunn

Poem
Yasmeen Beckett

Remarks
(Two minutes each please)

Selection

Eulogy
Rev. Dr. Perry Simmons

Recessional

INTERMENT
Fairmount Cemetery
Newark, New Jersey

Repast
Following the interment the family invites friends

to join them for repast at the church.



Carolyn Cochran was born February 7, 1954 in Newville,

Alabama to the late Lucille V. Cochran and the late Robert E.

Cochran, Jr.

The family migrated from Alabama to Newark, NJ when Carolyn

was three years old. Carolyn graduated from Central High School

in 1972. She also attended dental assisting, computers and

modeling.

Carolyn worked for Mailing Services, Inc. in Newark, NJ until

they closed in 1990. She then became employed at Federal

Express at Newark Airport until retiring in 2007.

Carolyn departed this life on November 5, 2016 in West Orange,

NJ.

Carolyn leaves to mourn and cherish her memory: one daughter,

Latifah Cochran-Glenn; brothers, Jerry J. Cochran and Ebin

Cochran; sisters, Carolyn Cochran; two who preceded her in

death, Cynthia Isaac and Shaniquah Cochran; son-in-law, Marvin

Glenn; fiance, Cornell Morton; five grandchildren, Isis, Khalid,

Cyann, Michael and Xavier; aunts, uncles; and a host of cousins,

other relatives and friends.



Professional Services Provided By

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

The family is deeply appreciative and grateful; for all
expressions of sympathy, acts of love and kindness extended to
them during the passing of their loved one. Your caring and

thoughtfulness will be a source of comfort for the days to come.

When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown


