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Brian Yelletts was born in Newark, New Jersey at Columbus Hospital on October 3,
1967. He was the son of the late Joseph Yelletts and Charlotte Yelletts of Orange, New
Jersey.

Brian lived in Orange and attended Park Avenue and Mt. Carmel School before
graduation from Orange High School in 1985.

He worked for Orange Postal Service for a brief period before starting to work as a car
detailer in Livingston, New Jersey. He also was working as a furniture upholsterer.

He loved music and had a very extensive album collection. His hobby was spinning music
on his turntables and playing at social functions for family and friends. (AKA-BIZZY
BEE).

He was an avid sports fan and enjoyed watching basketball and football with his friends
and co-workers. His favorite teams were the Oakland Raiders and the North Carolina
Tarheels Basketball team. He was also one to enjoy a few good spirits and toasts with
friends.

Brian was a kind hearted soul who put the needs of others before his own.

He leaves to mourn his passing, his mother, Charlotte Yelletts of Orange, New Jersey; his
brother, Jerome; sister, Lisa Massie; brother-in-law, Daryl Massie of Virginia; nephew,
Ahmed Braimah; niece, Jessica Massie; special friends, Cassie and Lenny Conover; and
a host of relatives and friends.

My Last Request
Just say that I gave in. Don't say I lost the battle

For its God's war to lose or win. Please don't say how good I was
But that i did my best Just say I tried to for what's right

To give the most I could, not less. Please don't give me wings or halos,
that's for God to do. I want no more than what I deserve
No extras, just my due. Don't be concerned with me now
Don't talk about what could have been. Its over and 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 grey and Dark. In fact, don't put me down on canvas,

Paint me in your heart. Don't remember all the 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 me for the wrongs I've done
And with the love that's left. Thank God for my soul's resting,

Thank God for all who loved me, PRAISE GOD who loved me best.



Organ Prelude .............................................................. Emory Lee

Processional............................................Clergy, Family & Friends
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Scripture Reading ....................................................... Diana Bracy
  Old Testament - Psalm 62:5-8
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Poem ..................................................................... Lenny Conover
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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.

By Lark

It’s time…
For me to recall that precious moment you were given to me.

A quiet soul but filled with so many challenges.
But with understanding and courage you accepted them.

It’s time…
To place in my heart all the vivid pictures we have shared.

I look at them, feeling the happiness, the struggles, the sadness
And finally the surrender.

It’s time…
To shout to the world with new found strength through.

Weeping eyes I love you son and you will always be with me.

It’s time…
For me to release you into God’s loving hands,
Knowing that the pain and suffering is over,

And you are in God’s garden surrounded by love.


