
Whigham Funeral Home
580 Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. Blvd. • Newark, New Jersey

Rev. Bismarck Chau, Officiating
Saint Patrick’s Pro-Cathedral • 91 Washington Street • Newark, NJ 07102

Sent By God
March 11, 1938

Returned To God
November 16, 2019

Saturday, November 23, 2019
Viewing: 9:00 a.m. - 11:00 a.m.

Service: 11:00 a.m.



Interment
Hollywood Memorial Park and Cemetery

Union, New Jersey

Opening Prayer..........................................................Rev. Bismarck Chau

Solo Hymn.....................................................................“Amazing Grace”

Scripture Readings
   Old Testament (Psalm 27:1-4)..........................Dr. Charles E. Ghee, Sr.
   New Testament (1 Corinthians 15:15-57)............Rev. Sharon M. Ghee

Gospel and Homily (John 11:17-27).........................Rev. Bismarck Chau

Prayer of Consolation..............................................Rev. Sharon M. Ghee

Obituary Reading.............................................................Joy Harris Curry

Solo Hymn......................“How Great Thou Art” - Wellington Wilder, Jr.

Reflections (2 minutes please)

Acknowledgements...................................................Jennifer Waddington
Monica Eagle

Prayer of Commendation..........................................Rev. Bismarck Chau

Final Viewing/Recessional



Morgan Frierson, Jr. was born on March 11, 1938, in Florence
County, South Carolina. God called his servant Morgan to enter into
eternal life on November 16, 2019.

Morgan, known affectionately as "Buck," was the third child of seven
born to Morgan and Mary Ruth Frierson. He attended Long Branch
elementary school and was a 1957 graduate of Wilson High School.
Morgan joined and was baptized at Meadow Prong Baptist Church,
Effingham, SC. In 1960, Morgan and his sweetheart (Eula) relocated to
NJ and attended Abyssinian Baptist Church in Newark, NJ.

Morgan was joined in holy matrimony to Eula M. (Peggy Ann)
Robinson in Newark, NJ, on October 1, 1960. This union was blessed

with one daughter, Faye Fintress Frierson, born June 28, 1964.

Upon moving to New Jersey, Morgan was employed by S.B. Penick & Company for many
years. He was later employed by Joint Meeting of Essex and Union Counties for 25 years,
until his retirement in 2015.

Morgan had a love for fishing, riding his motorcycle, and playing the New Jersey lottery.
Morgan loved his family and would often open up his heart and home to help his family and
friends.

He was preceded in death by his parents; two sisters, Sarah Mae Ozella Frierson Davis, and
Shirley Frierson Blandin; two brothers, Wescot C. Frierson, and Franklin Fullard Frierson.

He leaves to cherish his loving memory: his beloved wife, Eula M. Frierson, his daughter,
Faye F. Frierson; two brothers, Thomas Frierson, of Orange County, CA; and Emmet
Frierson (Regina), of Woodland Hills, CA, 15 nephews and 12 nieces; a host of cousins,
grand-nieces and grand-nephews; many friends; and a special friend, Lacy Gibson.

He loved me for who I was and
accepted me for who I was striving to
become. Dads are strong for a reason.

Their strength gives us a sense of
protection. Now that you are in

heaven dad, I know you will continue
to protect me. Thanks for being My
dad. I will always love and miss you.

I Love You Dad!
Love, Faye.



Professional Services by:

Whigham Funeral Home
580 Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. Blvd.

Newark, New Jersey 07102
973-622-6872

Carolyn Whigham, Director
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We, the family of the late Morgan Frierson, Jr., would like to
express our sincere and deepest appreciation for your expressions
of love, prayers, kindness, thoughtful gestures, concern, support,

and especially prayers that have been bestowed upon us during this
time of bereavement. It is our prayers that God will continue to

bless all of you and keep you in his loving arms.

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 a part of the Master's plan, A step on the road to
home. When you are lonely and sick of heart, Go to the
friends we know and bury your sorrows in doing good

deeds. Miss me - but let me go.

Family and Friends


