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Genevieve Josephine Epps was born on May 15, 1932 the
daughter of Edna Mae Jones and Harold D. Strother.

Geri lived in Newark all of her life and attended Newark
Public Schools. Later in her adult life, she met and married
Henry Epps. They never had children of their own, but her
nieces and nephews were her children; and they loved her
dearly.

Geri worked for Selector Flash Company in Orange for 35
years. Where she served as a Union Shop Steward where she
was very well liked there. Geri was very popular, had many
friends and was always fun to be around.

Geri leaves behind to mourn a brother, Barry L. Strother, of
Florida; and sister Elaine Williams of East Orange, NJ.

She was joined in eternity her parents, her brother, William
L. Strother and sister, Catherine F. Monteque.



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.
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w w w . h o n o r y o u . c o m

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


