
Life is but a stopping place,
A pause in what’s to be,

A resting place along the road,
To sweet eternity.

We all have different journeys,
Different paths along the way,

We all were meant to learn some things,
But never meant to say …
Our destination is a place,
Far greater than we know.

For some the journey’s quicker,
For some the journey’s slow.

And when the journey finally ends,
We’ll claim a great reward,

And find an everlasting peace,
Together with the Lord

~Author unknown

Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.
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I have fought a good fight,
I have finished my course,

I have kept the faith:

Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee!
E'en though it be a cross that raiseth me,

still all my song shall be, nearer, my God, to thee;
nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee!

Tho’ like the wanderer, the sun gone down,
darkness be over me, my rest a stone;

yet in my dreams I'd be nearer, my God, to thee;
nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee!

Then, with my waking thoughts bright with thy praise,
out of my stony grief's Bethel I'll raise;

 so by my woes to be nearer,
my God, to thee; nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee!

Or if, on joyful wing cleaving the sky,
sun, moon, and stars forgot, upward I fly, still all my song shall be,

nearer, my God, to thee; nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee!

Mon Dieu, plus près de toi, Plus près de toi!
C’est le cri de ma foi Plus près de toi!

Dans les jours où l’épreuve Déborde comme un fleuve,
Tiens-moi plus près de toi, Plus près de toi!

Plus près de toi, Seigneur Plus près de toi!
Tiens-moi dans ma douleur Tout près de toi!

Alors que la souffrance Fait son oeuvre en silence,
Toujours plus près de toi, Seigneur, tiens-moi!

Plus près de toi, toujours, Plus près de toi!
Donne-moi ton secours, Soutiens ma foi!

Que Satan se déchaine, Ton amour me ramène
Toujours plus près de toi, Plus près de toi!



Samedi Matin:

Mots  de Bienvenue ( Welcome )

Chant d’ouverture (Opening  Song)   La Grande Chorale de l’Assemblée
  de Dieu de la Sanctification

Prière d’ouverture (Introductory  Prayer) ................Pasteur Carlo Opont

Lecture- 2 Corinthiens 5:1-10 (Scripture Reading)  Pasteur Robinson Faustin

Eulogie (Eulogy) .......................Dr. Jacques Gracia Medilien (Francais)
 Robert  Ash Dambreville( Anglais)

Selection Speciale(Special Song)................... Sr. Emmanuella  Medilien

Selection Speciale (Special Song) La Jeunesse de L’Assemblee de Dieu
  de la Sanctification

Oraison Funebre (Funeral Oration)................ Maitre Willer  Philmonore

Representants  (S.A.G.)
    (Representatives)............................Fr. Fegens Prince /Sr.  Lyne Canal

Selection Speciale (Special Song) La Grande Chorale de   L’Assemblee
  de  Dieu  de la Sanctification

Homélie (Homily) ...................................................Rev. Carl F. Nazaire

Mots de Remerciement (Thank You)................ Natacha A. Dambreville

Chant final (Closing Song )..........................Mon Dieu plus prés de toi
 (Nearer,My God,to Thee)

Priere Finale (Closing Prayer)

Benediction

He leadeth me, O blessèd thought!
O words with heav’nly comfort fraught!

Whate’er I do, where’er I be
Still ’tis God’s hand that leadeth me.

Refrain
He leadeth me, He leadeth me,

By His own hand He leadeth me;
His faithful follower I would be,
For by His hand He leadeth me.

Sometimes mid scenes of deepest gloom,
Sometimes where Eden’s bowers bloom,

By waters still, over troubled sea,
Still ’tis His hand that leadeth me.

Lord, I would place my hand in Thine,
Nor ever murmur nor repine;
Content, whatever lot I see,

Since ’tis my God that leadeth me.

And when my task on earth is done,
When by Thy grace the vict’ry’s won,
E’en death’s cold wave I will not flee,
Since God through Jordan leadeth me.

Interment
Hollywood Memorial Park

Union, New Jersey

Il me conduit, douce pensée!
Repas pour mon â lassée!

En tous lieux son regard me suit,
Et par ta main il me conduit.

Refrain:
Il me conduit, il me conduit!

Désormais pour lui je veux vivre;
Brebis fidéle, je veux suivre

Le Bon Berger qui me conduit.

Jésus sur moi veille sans cesse;
Dans la joie et dans la tristesse,

Dans le jour comme dans la nuit,
Pas à pas sa me conduit.

Comme un rempart, il me protège ,
Il me préserve de tout piège;

Loin de moi l’ennemi s’enfuit
Quand par la main Christ me conduit.

Quand mon heure sera sonnée,
Mon oeuvre ici-bas terminée,
Je dirai, dans la sombre nuit:

Je ne crains point, il me conduit!



Marie Jose Dambreville âgée de 49 ans est décédée le Di
manche 10 Mars, 2013 a l’hopital Newark Beth Israel a 6:30 du
matin aprés une longue et courageuse lutte contre la maladie. Jo
etait nee le 9 Juillet 1963 a Port-au-Prince, Haiti. Elle est la
premiere fille nee de ses parents le Lieutenant Jean Medilien et
Mme Irene Bien-Aime. Elle a fait ses etudes primaires a l’ecole
Institut Mixte St. Jude situe a Delmas, l’Ecole Evangelique de
Maitre Josue a Bizoton, et le Lycee de Petit Goave. Elle
poursuivit ses etudes secondaires au College George Marc.
Faisant la classe de Rhetorique elle se rendit a l’Ecole des
Auxilliares - Hypocrate- du Docteur Jeanne Philippe. La en
1982, elle a decroche son diplome. Tout de suite après, Jo
commenca a travailler comme auxilliaire a la Clinique de
Maternite du Docteur Degrand.

Soucieuse de sa famille et cherchant une vie meilleure pour elle, Jo voyagea pour les
Etats Unis d’Amerique le 19 Juillet 1984 a l’age de 21 ans. Elle habita a Brooklyn,
New York tant tot avec sa famille adoptive, tant tot avec MaMa, sa soeur et autres
amis, pour une periode de quatres ans. En Aout 1982, soumise au desir de son coeur
de rester tout pres de ceux qu’elle aime, elle s’est demenagee pour New Jersey.

A peine arrivee a New Jersey, elle a ouvert son coeur a un jeune homme qui se tenait
au dehors de sa residence chaque Samedi et chaque Dimanche surveillant son entrée
et sa sortie de l’Eglise et du travail. Elle se sentait heureuse alors, d’unir son
existence a celle de Mr. Yvon Dambreville, l’amour de sa vie.

Le 15 Juillet, 1990 Marie Jose Medilien epousa Mr. Yvon Dambreville. Cette union
a produit trois enfants: Natacha, Robert, Robin. Elle demeura a New Jersey jusqu’a
son voyage pour l’eternite.

Le depart de Jo a laisse un grand vide dans le coeur de plusieurs, especialement ce
de con mari de 23 ans, Yvon qu’elle appellait “Vonny” et ses trois enfants: Chacha.
Bob, et Roby pour qui elle a de grandes inspirations.

Son passage a aussi prondement attriste son grand frère de Dr. Jacques Gracia
Medilien qui fut tant aime d’elle, sa soeur: Emmanuella Medilien, toutjours a ses
cotes, ses petites soeurs Judith, Guerda, Shirley, Darline, Fabienne, Marie France et
celles-la qu’elle avait choisi comme soeurs; ses petits frères Charlie et Jean Jean, et
ceux qu’elle avaic choisi comme frères. Elle est aussi survecue par plusieurs cousins,
neveux, nieces, ses tantes Mme Delatour, et Mme Madeleine Nelson, Mme Irene
Medilien, Mme Marcel, Mme Lovenia Medilien.

Sa mort a aussi affectee la vie de ses amis, ceux avec qui elle travaillait, les membres
de son eglise: Assemblee de Dieu de la Sanctification et plusieurs autres personnes.

Adieu Jo, adieu joli papillon, ton triste destin est de ceux qui font jaillir les larmes
des plus Impassibles. Tu seras beaucoup regrettee, ayant ete beaucoup aimee. Dors
ma soeur, ton oeuvre est terminee.

Marie Jose Dambreville, 49 years old, died Sunday,
March 10, 2013 at Newark Beth Israel Medical
Center at 6:30 in the morning after a long and
courageous battle against a most vicious illness. Jo
was born July 9, 1963 in Port-au-Prince, Haiti. She
was the first daughter born to her parents Lieutenant
Jean Medilien and Irene Bien-Aime. She did her
primary school at Master Josue, Bizoton and Lycee
de Petit Goave.

She continued with her secondary studies at the
College George Mark. While a Junior in high School,
she decided to enroll at the Auxiliary School -
Hippocrates of Dr. Jeanne Philippe. There in 1982,
she got her degree. Immediately after, Jo began to
work as an Auxiliary/Nurse at the Maternity Clinic

directed by Dr. Degrand.

Concerned for her family and seeking a better life, Jo traveled to the United States of
America on July 19, 1984 at the age of 21. She lived in Brooklyn, New York at times
with her adopted family and other times with Mama her sister and other friends, for
a period of four years. In August 1988, subject to the desire of her heart to stay very
close to those she loves, she moved to New Jersey.

Not long after arriving in New Jersey, she opened her heart to a young man who
would be standing outside her residential building every Saturday and Sunday
watching her come and go to and from church or work. She felt happy than, to join
her life to that of Mr. Yvon Dambreville, the love of her life.

On July 15, 1990, Marie Jose Medilien married Mr. Yvon Dambreville. This union
produced three children, Natasha, Robert and Robin. She remained in New Jersey
until her journey to eternity.

Mom’s departure had left a great void in the heart of many, especially that of her
husband of twenty-three years Yvon whom she named “Vonny” and her three
children, Chacha, Bob and Roby for whom she has great inspirations.

Her passing deeply saddens as well her older brother, Dr. Jacques Gracia Medilien
who was so loved by her, her sister, Emmanuella Medilien who was always with her,
her little sisters, Judith, Guerda, Shirley, Darline, Fabienne, Marie France and those
whom she had chosen as sisters, her brothers, Charlie and Jean Jean, along with those
she had chosen as her brothers. She is also survived by many cousins, nephews,
nieces, her aunts, Mrs. Madeleine Nelson, Mrs. Irene Medilien, Mrs. Marcel, Mrs.
Delatour and Mrs. Lovenia Medilien.

Her death has also affected the lives of her friends, those with whom she worked, the
members of her church: Sanctification Assembly of God and several others.

Mom goodbye, goodbye beautiful butterfly, your sad fate is of those which make the
tears we shed the most impassive. You will be missed much, having been much loved.
Rest dear mother, your work is over.


