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Lillian P. Thomas (aka Peanut to all) was born on June
25, 1957 to the late Harold and Louise Thomas in
Harlem, USA. On January 3, 2013 the Angel of Mercy
came to lead her home.

Peanut’s life was a full one of challenge and excitement,
beginning as a student in NYC’s Public Schools. She
went on to work as a cook in different restaurants, then
landed her job as a Custodial Engineer in NYC’s court
houses, where she remained until her untimely illness.

She was a devoted sister, aunt and friend who always had
a smile on her face and would give anyone the hand they
might need.

As Peanut goes to join her parents and her two sisters,
Geraldine and Sylvia. She leaves to cherish her memory:
two sisters, Albert and Valerie; five nephews, Glenn,
Troy, Carlton, Tyrone and Rob; one niece, Deborah;
brother-in-law, James Moore; and a host of great nieces,
great nephews, cousins and friends.

The hour came when Peanut called on the
Lord and the Lord heard her cry and the Lord said

“Enough Is Enough”
And carried her home

So sleep on, sleep on in the bosom if Christ

With Love, The Family



Interment
White Plains Rural Cemetery

White Plains, New York
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The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts of
kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour. God

bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.
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God saw the road was getting rough
The hills were hard to climb

He gently closed
Those loving eyes and “whispered”

“Peace Be Thine”
The weary hours, the days of pain

The sleepless night and passed
The ever patient worn out frame

has found sweet rest at last.


