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ST. MARKS UNITED METHODIST
51 Elm Street • Montclair, New Jersey

Rev. Jevon Caldwell-Gross, Officiating

Sunrise
December 4, 1911

In Loving Memory of

Sunset
October 23, 2015



Ruby Mae Milledge was born on December 4, 1911 to John and

Edna Leach in Florence, Alabama. She attended the local schools

and graduated from Burrell Normal High School.

She then came to the Town of Montclair to start her adult life. She

met and married Walter N. Milledge (deceased).

She was a faithful and devoted member of St. Mark’s United

Methodist Church, where she served as a Sunday School Teacher.

Ruby is survived by her daughter, Leatha V. Stewart (Cleveland)

of Roanoke Rapids, North Carolina; one sister-in-law, Mrs.

Elizabeth Leach of Jacksonville, Florida; one grandchild, Roman

Granville; five great grandchildren; six great-great grandchildren;

and a host of nieces, nephews and cousins.



Musical Prelude

Processional

Words of Grace and Greetings

Hymn
“Great Is Thy Faithfulness”

Prayer of Comfort

Scripture Reading
Old Testament - Psalm 23

New Testament - The Book of John 14:1-6

Hymn
“Amazing Grace”

Resolutions & Acknowledgements

The Life Reflection

Word of Remembrance

Hymn
“It Is Well”

Eulogy
Rev. Jevon Caldwell-Gross

Closing Hymn
“Blessed Assurance”

INTERMENT
Rosedale Cemetery
Orange, New Jersey



Professional Services Provided By
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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


