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Randy Sean Doyle was born on November 9, 1962 in Port of Spain, Republic
of Trinidad and Tobago to Laura Doyle and Elton Perez.  Randy was the fourth
and last child of this union.

He was educated there until he and his siblings migrated to the United States
in 1973, to join their mother Laura.  Randy attended elementary school at
Public School #15 and Snyder High School in Jersey City.  Randy went on to
serve his country as a member of the National Guard in the mid 1980’s,
where he discovered his passion for cooking.  Randy continued his love for
cooking through his employment at several culinary institutions, and lastly at
Montclair State University.  In addition to cooking, Randy loved music, Kung-
Fu movies, and sports.  His favorite sports teams were the Mets, Jets, and the
Knicks, but his greatest love of all was his family.  Rany was a shy, but fun
loving man.  He loved playing with is nieces and nephews, spoiling them and
showing the love at every turn.  His sister Julia was the center of his world.
He loved caring for her and making sure she had her radio and her favorite
foods.  With his family he was totally silly and loved practical jokes.

Randy Sean Doyle is survived by his father: Elton Perez, his brother Elton
Doyle, his sisters:  Marlene Phillips, Cheryl Roc, and Julia Zalewski.  His
brothers-in-law Trevor R.I. Phillips Sr. and Leslie Roc.  His aunts and uncles:
Michael, Lorna, Sharon, and Ian Peterson, and Judy Auguste.  Jocelyn, Hugh,
Dorothy Perez, and Maria Lutchmansingh.  His nieces and nephews:  Trevor
R.I. Phillips Jr., Elton Graham, Natasha Roc, Leslie-Marie Roc, Andrew J.
Phillips, and Jeremiah Doyle.

He leaves behind his great nieces and nephews: Makenzie Roc, Avani
Reynolds, Tirrell “BJ” Reynolds, Takara A. Phillips, Davina Hamilton, Dajha
Graham, and Bryce Roc and a host of cousins and extended family.

Randy was predeceased by his mother Laura Doyle Zalewski, step-father
Frank Zalewski, grandmother Ruby Peterson, his niece Michelle Roc-Jackson,
his cousin Kevin Auguste, Uncle Ronald Perez and Aunt Patricia Perez-Abdul.

Randy Sean Doyle, resident of Bloomfield, NJ, formerly of Jersey City,
departed this life on December 17, 2017 at the age of 55.

Randy will be greatly missed and will always be in our hearts.
We love you Randy.



Processional........................................................“ Amazing Grace”

Chairperson ............................................................. Earnie Bethel

Prayer of Comfort........................................... Brother Orin Knight

Selection.......................“ Through it All” (BeBe and CeCe Winans)

Scripture Reading..............................Pastor Lesly Roc (Psalms 23)

Poem................................................... I’m Free (Leslie Marie Roc)

Song.........................................................“It is Well” (Elton Doyle)

Scripture Reading................................................. Pastor Lesly Roc

Obituary.............................................................. Trevor Phillips Jr.

Remarks/Reflections........................................... 2 minutes please

Selection..................................“Don’t Cry For Me” (CeCe Winans)

Eulogy............................................................. Brother Orin Knight

Closing Prayer................................................. Brother Orin Knight

Recessional..................................................“How Great Art Thou”

CREMATION
Rosedale Crematory
Orange, New Jersey

Pall Bearers
Trevor Phillips Jr.  Anthony Antoine
Andrew Phillips Marlon Peterson



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
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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.


