
Sunrise
July 30, 1940

In Loving Memory of

Sunset
June 28, 2016

Saturday, July 2, 2016 - 6:00 p.m.

COTTON FUNERAL SERVICE
1025 Bergen Street • Newark, New Jersey



Rose Hedgespeth was born on July 30, 1940 to her parents, Mary
Allen and her deceased husband Mr. Lucian Hedgespeth.

Rose Hedgespeth attended boarding school. She then went on to
receive her GED from ECCU. Ms. Rose was an avid reader, prolific
bowler was her main hobby. She also loved to sew. Career wise, she
was employed at Summit Medical Group as a Computer Analyst.

Ms. Rose Mae Hedgepeth, leaves behind Larry Hedgespeth,
(Agnes) of NC, Linda A. Friday (Ted); brother, Samuel and sister,
Mary Allen of NC; grandchildren, Omar Hedgespeth, VA
(Vanessa), Shakeba C. Friday (Isiah) of E.O., Tameika Taylor
(“Lance”) of V.A, Larry Hedgespeth Jr., Peabo Mitchell of CA;
three step grandsons, Grant, Dennis and Johnny; ten great grand
kids, Shajada, Jaylana, Taijai Fleming, Camern, Nicole (little
Omar), Jory Hedgespeth, Beyoncé, Beyonca, newborn baby
Taylor; special friends, Vanessa Bolden (sister) James, Cookie, and
a host of family 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


