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Obituary
Jerrell (Stack) Stackhouse went home to be with the Lord and Savior Jesus
Christ on April 30, 2022.

Jerrell was born to Nicole Beck and Wayne Stackhouse Sr. off Newark, NJ
on March 12, 1994.

He was educated in Newark Public School System. He graduated from
Weequahic High School, Newark, New Jersey.

Jerell was referred to as the (Gentle Giant). He loved cooking and most of all
eating. He was also known for his different dialects which made people laugh.

Jerrell loved to be around his friends and family who he loved so much. He had
a kind soul and would do anything for someone in need.

Jerrell worked at Newark Airport and loved his job. He would come home
with numerous stories about work.

My sweet kind, and loving son will be missed, I love you son.

He leaves to cherish his mother, Nicole Beck, Newark, Jersey, father, Wayne
Stackhouse Jr. of East Orange, NJ, grandmother, Jean Beck McKenney, VA,
aunt, Monique Beck, Newark, NJ, two great aunts Medora
Lowry,McKenney, VA and Jennie Beck of Irvington, NJ and a host of family
and friends. Magic will be missed.



Order of Service

Organ Prelude

Solo - Tawn Walker-Cohen

Scripture Reading - Elder Dorian Walker
Old Testament
New Testament

Word of Comfort - Elder Dorian Walker

Obituary - Alkarim Hood

Solo - Tawn Walker-Cohen

Eulogy - Pastor Wayne Stackhouse Jr.

Recessional

Interment
Fairmount Cemetery
Newark, New Jersey

Repast
106 Isabella Avenue

Newark, NJ 07106
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The Master Weaver
Our lives are but fine weavings,
that God and we prepare,

each life becomes a fabric planned,
and fashioned in his care . . .
We may not always see,

just how the weavings intertwine,
but we must trust the Master’s hand,

and follow His design.
For He can view the pattern,

upon the upper side,
while we must look from underneath,

and trust in Him to guide.
Sometimes a strand of sorrow,

is added to His plan,
and though it’s difficult for us,
we still must understand.

That it’s He who flies the shuttle,
it’s He who knows what’s best,
so we must weave in patience,
and leave to Him the rest . . .
Not till the loom is silent,
and the shuttles cease to fly,
shall God unroll the canvas,
and explain the reason why.
The dark threads are as needed,
in the Weaver’s skillful hand,
as the threads of gold and silver,
in the pattern He has planned.
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Acknowledgement
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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