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Melba A. Gibson, age 63, passed away peacefully on Thursday, March
28, 2019 at Jersey City Medical Center. She was born December 14,
1955, to Pete and Georgiana (Dubose) Gibson.

Melba was a 1981 graduate from Henry Snyder High School. She
worked hard to receive her Certificate of Life Membership at the
Handyman Club of America. She's always had a flair for construction.
Melba, as her initials (M.A.G) show, had a magnetic personality, in the
sense of bringing everyone together. She was full of smiles and joy,
jokes and laughs. She was a fighter and as so fought long and hard never
truly giving up.

She is survived by her sister, Mary Elizabeth Gibson; her brothers, Peter
Elijah Gibson; and Melvin Thomas Gibson, her daughters, Kendra
Gibson; and Keena Anne Gibson; her son, Keshawn Maurice Gibson;
and many grandchildren, nieces, and nephews. We will carry with us
your energy and memories, may you rest in peace, love, and positivity.
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Acknowledgement
Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.

I’d like the memory of me
To be a happy one,

I’d like to leave an afterglow
Of smiles when day 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 that I leave behind,
When the day is done.

-Helen Lowrie Marshall


