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Obituary
Our belovedAqueelah K. Butler passed on from this world
on August 8th, 2021. Where she truly will be missed.

Aqueelah was born to the late Leslie Butler and Philip
Thomas on July 25, 1981 in Newark, New Jersey. At a
young ageAqueelah attended Louise A Spencer where she
was in the gifted and talented program. She then attended
Morton Street School. She continued her education getting
her GED in a women’s program in 2003.

Aqueelah who was known as Kee-Kee was the oldest of 3
children. Kee-Kee had a big heart. She lit up every room
she walked in with her smile and her charisma. She was a
fun person to be around, and she always had a giving
heart.

Aqueelah leaves to cherish her memories: her two sons
Ali-Kyree Howard, Munere Butler. Her sister Janere
Davis, predeceased brother Tymere Davis, nephew
Chappell Faulcon Jr., Her uncle Christopher Butler, Her
aunt Birgit Butler, her cousins Adrian Butler Jr., Cian
Butler and a host of god sisters and brothers along with her
god children, friends and family.



Order ofService

Cremation
Rosedale Crematory
Orange, New Jersey

Processional

Selection

Scripture Reading
Old Testament
New Testament

Prayer of Comfort

Selection

Remarks
(Two minutes each please)

Acknowledgements

Obituary

Selection

Eulogy

Recessional



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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Miss Me, But Let Me Go
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


