
Homegoing Service: Saturday, September 10, 2016
10:00 a.m. to 11:30 a.m.

Presiding Minister, Rev. Julius Caesar

Sunrise
October 2, 1939

Sunset
August 31, 2016

Providence Missionary Baptist Church
469 South 17th Street • Newark, New Jersey

Rev. J. Vincent Grove, Pastor

In Loving Memory of



Fairmount Cemetery
Newark, New Jersey

Presiding Minister, Rev. Julius Caesar

Processional ............................................ Ministers and Family

Hymn ....................................................... “Blessed Assurance”

Prayer of Comfort .......................................... Rev. David Clark

Hymn ............................... “Behold Me Standing At The Door”

Old Testament Reading .......................... Psalm 139:  V14-18

Hymn .................................... “My Faith Look up to Thee”

New Testament Reading ................... 1 Corinthians 15: V20-27

Obituary Reading .......................................... Robert Heggs, Jr.

Poem/Tribute to Pop ........................................ Grand Children
(Poem read by Cierrah Ford)

Reflections .................................................... Family & Friends

Solo Selections

Eulogy ....................... Rev. Julius Caesar/Rev. Pauline Lachish

Closing Hymn ............... “He Understand And Say Well Done”

Closing Prayer/Final Viewing

Immediately after interment Repast will be held at
New Jerusalem Temple/Upper Level
1120 South Orange Ave., Newark, NJ

Pallbearers
Family and Friends



On Wednesday, August 31, 2016 God in his infinite wisdom
called to rest the soul of our beloved James H. Clark.

James was born on October 2, 1939 to the late Booker Lewis and
Mary Mageline Clark in Crystal Hill, Virginia (Halifax County).
In 1959 James migrated to New Jersey to make a life for himself.
He worked at Hasco Co., for twenty-six years until the company
moved. He also worked at Shoprite in Kearny, and Elizabeth
General Hospital, in Elizabeth, NJ, where he retired.

James loved to go fishing with his friends when he was not on
the grill cooking up some mean ribs for the family. He loved to
watch television and the remote was his best friend. James sat
daily on the front porch, cracking jokes with the neighbors and
making them laugh as they walked pass. He would say “I was
born at night but not last night.” Most of the children were
known, as “You are not the sharpest knife in the draw.”  James
believed in God he loved to sing and drive his grandchildren to
school. James is a loving husband, father, brother, uncle,
grandfather, great-grandfather and friend to many. Another
favorite quote is, “The Lord fix it for me, I don’t worry about
nothing anymore. ”

James leaves to cherish his memories: his wife, Mabel Tarver-
Clark; children Renee (Warren, Jr.) Dixon of NJ; Andrea
(Delson) Muhammad of NC; Qwhadree and Elvina Clark of
New Jersey; Bridget, Randolph, Tanya, and Yolanda Lindore of
NJ; Keith and Kelley Tarver of NJ; Jimmy Jr. (Marilyn) Tarver
of PA; Rev. Pauline (Gregory) Lachish and Angel Jenkins of
NJ; sisters Cookie C., Rebecca and Delores Clark of DC;
Dorothy, Patricia Clark and Fannie Clark of MD, brothers Felix
(Franciene) Clark of NC; Roscoe Clark of DC; aunt Grace
Winbush of VA; twenty-six grandchildren, seven great-grands
and a host of nephews, nieces, cousins, special friend, Bennie
Lomox; the Skeete family and church family of New Jerusalem
Temple.



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 words of kindness, as only a friend could say
Perhaps you were not there at all, Just thought of us that day

Whatever you did to console our hearts,
We thank you so much whatever the part.

The family of James H. Clark wishes to acknowledge with deep appreciation
the many expressions of love, concern and kindness shown to the family during

this hour of bereavement.
May God Bless and Keep You!

345 13th Avenue • Newark, New Jersey
ph (973) 242-8454

www.churchmanfuneralhome.com
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God saw you getting tired
A cure was not to be.

So he put his arms around you
And whispered, “Come with Me.”

With tearful eyes we watched you
And saw you fade away.

Although we loved you dearly
We could not make you stay.

A golden heart stopped beating
Your tender hands at rest.

God took you home to prove to us
He only takes the best.

By Frances M. Coelho


