
Life Reflections                                                                                        
To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose            
under the Heaven; time to be born, a time to die; a time to 
plant, and a time to pluck up that which is planted.                           
                                Ecclesiastes 3:1-2 
A Time to Plant: 
Sandra Faye McCleave was born on May 3, 1958, to Isiah and 
Bertha Pegram McCleave in Gastonia, North Carolina. 

A Time to Serve: 
Sandra Faye worked at Wix Filters for years.  After her health  
declined, Faye’s mom, Bertha took care of her along with             
Carolina Center until her passing.  

A time to Mourn: 
On June 24, 2021, Sandra Faye McCleave departed this earthly 
life at CaroMont Regional Medical Center, Gastonia, North         
Carolina.   

She was preceded in death by her father, Isiah McCleave; her 

twin brother, Donald Ray McCleave, Jamie Lee McCleave, 

and Marion Smarr. 

She leaves to cherish fond memories:  her son, Jonathan 

McCleave, her mother, Bertha Pegram McCleave; her sisters, 

Betty (Renald) of New York, NY, Rosie (William) Cherry of 

Huntsville,  AL, Deborah McCleave and Ernestine Berry of the 

home.  Sandra Faye has four grandchildren: Jonathan 

McCleave, Shantel McCleave, Zykevious McCleave, and 

Zemari McCleave.  Two great grandchildren, Na’vaeh  

McFadden and Javari McCleave all of Gaston County and a 

host of nieces, nephews, cousins, other relatives and friends.   

 You can shed tears that she is gone 
Or you can smile because she lives 

 
You can close your eyes and pray that she will come back 

Or you can open your eyes and see all that she has left 
 

Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her 
Or you can be full of the love that you shared 

 
You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday 
Or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday 

 
You can remember her and only that she is gone 
Or you can cherish her memory and let it live on 

 
You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back 

Or you can do what she would want; smile, open your eyes, and go on.  
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The family of Sandra Faye McCleave, have been deeply touched by 
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Prelude 
 
Processional 
 
Family Visitation                                      1:30 PM - 2:00 PM 
 
Call to Worship                             Rev. Rodney Courtney, Jr. 
                                Neely’s Grove AME Zion Church 
 
Opening Song                                              LaKeyshia Patton 
 
Scripture Reading  
    Old Testament                                          
    New Testament                                         
     
Prayer of Comfort                                       Rev. Patricia Starr 
 
Remarks                                                      Rev. Patricia Starr 
 
Acknowledgement/Obituary 
 
Song                                                                                                
 
Eulogy                                                                                                
 
Recessional  
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Interment 
Neely’s Grove AME Zion Church                                                         

Gastonia, North Carolina  
  
 

THURSDAY 

July 1, 2021 

2:00 PM 

 

Neely’s Grove AME      

Zion Church 
3321 S. New Hope Road 

Gastonia, North Carolina  

 
Rev. Rodney Courtney, Jr.       

Officiating  

 

Celebrating  
THE LIFE OF  

Sandra Faye McCleave 
May 3, 1958 - June 24, 2021 

Miss Me, But Let Me Go 
 

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 to long, 

And not with your head bowed down low. 
Remember the love we once shared. 

Miss me but . . . Let me go. 
 

For this journey we must all take 
And each must go alone. 

It’s all a part of the Master’s plan 
A step on the road home. 

 
When you are lonely and sick of heart, 

Go to the friends we know 
And bury your sorrows with good deeds. 

Miss me . . . but let me go.  
 


