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Huborn Hohenkirk was born on August 29, 1932 to Rosaline
Hendricks in Great Troolie Island, Guyana and passed into eternal
life on November 23, 2015 at the age of eighty-four.

He lived a joyous life and found happiness in the little things.
Everywhere he went he lit up the room with a bright smile and
warm heart.

In love, on October 13, 1973, Huborn and Kerlette Hohenkirk were
united and his love for her was tremendous as he always referred to
her as the best blessing to ever come his way. His family, one of his
greatest priorities in his life, held a special place in the depths of his
huge heart. In an effort to create a better life for his family, in the
late 90’s, he migrated from his motherland to America and settled
in Orange, New Jersey with part of his family and wife. He worked
at Metal Management for twelve whole years and was a highly
respected member of their staff. Huborn was a great friend to many
and most importantly he was a provider who always made sure to
put his family first no matter what.

He was a devoted husband and a very loving father to Jenny
Hohenkirk, Patrick Hohenkirk, Calvin Hohenkirk, Jean Rogers,
George Rogers, Roy Rogers, Coreen Riddick Jones, Byron Rogers,
Steve Robbinson, Jackie Cradon and Debbie Hohenkirk. He did his
very best to take care of his own and for this he was cherished every
single day of his life and will continue to be remembered in the
hearts of his loved ones.
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Scripture Readings
Old Testament
New Testament

Prayer of Comfort
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“God Will Take Care of You”

Remarks
(Two minutes each please)
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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.

Please don’t say that I gave up, just say that I gave in.  Don’t say I
lost the battle, for it was God’s war to lose or win.  Please don’t say
how good I was, but I did my best.   Just say that I tried to do what’s
right - to give the most I could, not do less.

Please don’t give me wings or halos, that’s for God to do.  I want no
more than I deserve, no extras, just my due.  Please don’t give
flowers, or talk in hushed tones.  Don’t be concerned about me now,
I’m well with God; I’ve made my home.

Don’t talk about what could have been, it’s over and it’s done.  Just
see to all my family’s needs, the battle has been won.  When you draw
a picture of me, don’t draw me as a Saint.  I’ve done some good, I’ve
done some wrong, so use all your paint - not just the bright and light
tones, use some gray and dark.  In fact, don’t put me down on
canvass, paint me in your heart.

Don’t just remember good times, but remember all the bad.  For life
is full of many things, some happy and some sad.  But if you must do
something, then I have one last request - forgive for the wrongs I’ve
done, and with the love that’s left, thank God for my soul’s resting,
thank God for I’ve been blessed.  Thank God for all who loved me,
praise God who loved me best.


