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“Let not your heart be troubled; ye believe in God, believe also in me. In
my Father’s house are many mansions: if it were not so, I would have told
you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare a place for

you, I will come again, and receive you unto myself, that where I am,
there ye may be also.” - John 14:1-2

Mrs. Kathrine “Granny” Bogar, was born June 7, 1931 in Dothan,
Alabama to the late Walter Holland, Sr. and the late Louise Holland.

Kathrine married Robert L. Bogar, Sr. on December 24, 1953 in Dothan,
Alabama and they later relocated to Newark, New Jersey in 1956.

She departed this earthly life for life in heaven on Thursday, February 11,
2016 in Orange, New Jersey.

Kathrine Bogar began working at Newark Beth Israel Hospital in the dietary
department, after a lengthy employment at the hospital; she moved on to
work for Deluxe Toy Factory and Del Labortories as a machine operator.
After many years of working for Del Laboratories across the street from her
home, she retired.

Kathrine Bogar was a Christian woman who loved the Lord and her family.
She was a hardworking, family oriented, kind-hearted loving woman who
enjoyed life to the fullest. She had strong family ties, even to those who took
to calling her “Granny” out of love and respect. She touched so many lives
with her love, wisdom and knowledge.

Kathrine Bogar was preceded in death by her parents, Walter Sr. and Louise
Holland, three brothers, Elizie Holland, Walter Jr. Holland and James
Holland, one sister, Louvina Holland, one daughter, Juanita Marie Bogar-
Sullivan, two sons, Robert Lee Bogar, Jr. (Pete) and Charles Bogar, two
granddaughters, Alnisa Bogar, Shaniqua McNair, one grandson, Willie
Frank Cleveland III (Bay-Bay).

Kathrine “Granny” Bogar leaves to cherish her memories: two sisters, Betty
Harris (Joe) and Marie Belford; two brothers, Nathaniel Holland and Ernest
Watson (Rubynell); four sons, Michael, Rock, Davey and Derek Bogar; one
daughter, Teresa Bogar; twenty grandchildren, forty great grandchildren,
seven great-great grandchildren, and a host of nieces, nephews, in-laws 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


