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Robert E. Womack of East Orange, NJ, known as “Clean” and

“Rasheed” went home to be with the Lord on June 4, 2015.

Robert was born to the late Bobby Womack and Betty

Womack. Robert was born December 22, 1960 in Fayetteville,

NC.

He relocated to Newark, NJ in the year of 1965 and was

educated in the Essex County Schools. He was employed at a

Paper Mill Factory as a fork lifter for two years and then

worked with his father electrical workers until he became ill

and was no longer able to work.

He was a member of Sunrise Missionary Baptist Church,

Newark, NJ. He was an Usher and sang in the choir at an early

age.

Robert leaves to mourn a loving mother, Ms. Betty Womack

(Newark, NJ); one sister, Amanda Womack (East Orange, NJ);

two brothers, James Womack and Jamie Womack (Passaic,

NJ); stepson, Rontae Bostick (Newark, NJ); three nephews,

Shakil Womack, Tyiane Rasberry and Darshon Womack (all of

Newark, NJ); and a host of family and friends.
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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.

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
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