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Obituary
Charles Edward McLeod was born on March 18, 1934 in
Troy Alabama to Albert Gaston McLeod and Lottie Jackson
McLeod. A graduate of Academy Street High.

At the age of 19 he & his high school sweetheart Mae
Gurtha Pateman came to Newark, NJ. Shortly married
having two daughters; Janice and Susan. Charles had six
siblings; five brothers and one sister.

During his career held several supervisory positions;
starting with Ideal Toys, Uniroyal and retiring from New
Jersey Transit.

Was a member of the St.John's United Methodist Church. A
member of the North Jersey Philarmonic Glee Club
established 1939 in Newark, NJ. Truly loved gardening,
most would say you have a green thumb. All would have
called his golden. All who passed by would stop to admire
his perfectly manicured landscaping; and ask for tips for
there own. Left this earth on November 8th 2020 @ the
Newark Beth Israel Medical Center.

Predeceased closet family members are Mae McLeod wife,
Janice McLeod, eldest daughter, four brothers Robert,
Albert, Johnnie & Victor; one sister Mittie Jean McLeod
Allen. Surviving family left to mourn; Susan McLeod
daughter, youngest brother Hubert McLeod, Long time
friend Helen Brooks; and a host of relatives and friends.
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Interment
Fairmount Cemetery

Newark, NJ

Processional

Selection
Marleyene Tronchin

Scripture Reading
Old Testament
New Testament

Prayer of Comfort

Remarks
(Two minutes each please)
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Acknowledgement
The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts of
kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour.
May God bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.
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God’s Garden
God looked around his garden
And found an empty place,

He then looked down upon the earth
And saw your tired face.

He put his arms around you
And lifted you to rest.

God’s garden must be beautiful
He always takes the best.

He knew that you were suffering He
knew you were in pain.

He knew that you would never
Get well on earth again.

He saw the road was getting rough
And the hills were hard to climb.

So he closed your weary eyelids And
whispered, ‘Peace be thine’.

It broke our hearts to lose you
But you didn’t go alone,

For part of us went with you
The day God called you home.


