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This is my story, my name is Denise Taylor Robinson
and if you know me you know all of my

accomplishments.

Touch down on October 18, 2010. I got on the field, I
was on the 50 yard line four years later my twin (Pop

Ski) told me to pass him the ball. I said ”NO” let’s run
this together. He made it to the end zone on May 30,

2015. Now I’m all alone the yards are getting longer, but
as my twin would’ve said (LIG) let it go sis.

I’m scared but I’ll continue to run with my head up high.
My daughter Thelma who made sure I carried the ball to

my son Greg who passed it back when I fumbled, my
granddaughter Niya cheering for me “keep going

Momma, we need you” Jordan and Elijah will pass you
the ball.

My God daughter Quiana and her son Rashaan hold on
to my sisters Evie, Nookie, Tammy you have a couple of
more fields to go Rah. Go Big Blue (LOL) be strong and
to cousin Tina I’m getting tired can you fix this (LOL)

To my friend Benjamin friends til the end.
I won the game you know what I used to say

“I’m Great PEACE until we meet again”

To my family and friends who names I didn’t mention
“I LOVE YOU ALL”



Processional
Clergy & Family

Hymn
 “Hold to God Unchanging”

Prayer of Comfort
Pastor Steffone A. Bass Sr.

Scripture Reading
Old Testament Psalm 23

New Testament John 14:1-3

Selection
 “Walk Around Heaven”

Reflections
Family & Friends

Obituary
 Thelma Robinson

Eulogy
Pastor Steffone A. Bass Sr.

Pastor Bass Ministries NJ, VA

INTERMENT
Rosedale and Rosehill Cemetery

355 East Linden Avenue
Linden, NJ 07036

Repast
St. John Baptist Church

525 Bramhall Ave.
Jersey City, NJ 07304





Denise (Niese) Taylor Robinson was born on January 8,
1961 at Margaret Hague Hospital in Jersey City, New
Jersey. She was the third child born to the late Oesa and
Thelma Taylor.

Denise was educated in the Jersey City Public School
system. After high school she attended Jersey City State
College, and also served time in the military. She retired
from the Hudson County Juvenile Detention Center in 2011.

Denise accepted Jesus Christ as her Lord and Savior at a
very young age. She devoted herself to the principles of the
gospel to guide her life and community. In February 2019
she organized a heart awareness event. The event educated
the community on heart disease in the African American
community. She was featured in Beth Israel Healthy Today
magazine.

Denise loved watching sports especially the New York
Giants and the New York Knicks. Denise enjoyed
traveling, spending quality time with her family and
friends. She loved playing a variety of card games.

Denise is preceded in her death by her parents, her brother,
Tyrone Taylor and her best friends, Leanne Wilson and
Cathy Neal. She is survived by her husband, Gregory
Robinson Sr. (Jersey City); Her daughters, Thelma
Robinson (Jersey City), Quiana Monserrate (Jersey City);
Her son, Gregory Robinson Jr. (Jersey City);
Grandchildren, Sterlin Smith, Shannon Smith, and Zaniya
Robinson, Her sisters, Evelyn Fluitt (Kingstree, SC), Kathy
(Raymond) Wilborn (Kingstree, SC); and Tammy Taylor
(Jersey City); Her aunt, Jeanette MCDaniel; Her nieces and
nephews, Francine Conyers- McCrea, Frankie Conyers,
Raymond Wilborn Jr., Helen Taylor, Tyrone Wilborn,
Rashan Taylor, Barbara Wilborn, and Annie Taylor;
Special cousin, Tina Holmes-Pettis, The Nash Family, a
host of nieces and nephews, family and friends.



Professional Services Provided By

The family of Denise D. Robinson wishes to extend our
sincere gratitude for all acts of kindness and sympathy shown
to us at our time of bereavement. God bless you all for your

thoughtfulness and concern.

After a while you learn the subtle difference
between holding a hand and chaining a soul

And you learn that love doesn’t mean leaning
and company doesn’t mean security.

And you begin to learn that kisses aren’t contracts
and presents aren’t promises

And you begin to accept your defeats
with your head up and your eyes ahead

with the grace of a woman, not the grief of a child
And you learn to build all your roads on today

because tomorrow’s ground is too uncertain for plans
and futures have a way of falling down in mid-flight.

After a while you learn that even sunshine burns
if you get too much.

So you plant your own garden and decorate your own soul
instead of waiting for someone to bring you flowers.

And you learn that you really can endure
that you really are strong

and that you really do have worth
And you learn and you learn

with every goodbye you learn...

by Veronica Shoffstall
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