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Elma Willamina Holder Murphy, was born on November

22, 1944 in Panama to Roberto Holder and Irene Holder.

She worked for Chrill Nursing Agency of Montclair for thirty

years.

She had a great love for the game of bingo, as a matter of fact,

she mastered the art of BINGO. She spent her free time with

family and friends and was very humorous. She also had a joy

for cooking.

She leaves to cherish her memories: two daughters, Veronica

Holder and Ana M. Harris; son-in-law, Mr. Terry A. Harris;

two three brothers, Roberto Holder, Reynoldo Holder and

Alberto Caldwell; two sisters-in-law, Lestine Holder and

Mary Holder; four grandchildren, Louis Holder, Ceirra White,

Garry B. Reddick, Jr. and David Lunsford; five great

grandchildren; three grand-in-laws, Shackeil White, Noelle

Reddick and Sandy Holder; and a host of other relatives 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


