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Take Time
Take time to think;

it is the source of  power.

Take time to read; 

it is the foundation of  wisdom.

Take time to play;

it is the secret of  staying young.

Take time to be quiet;

it is the moment to seek God.

Take time to be aware;

it is the opportunity to help others.

Take time to love and be loved;

it is God's greatest gift.

Take time to laugh;

it is the music of  the soul.

Take time to be friendly;

it is the road to happiness.

Take time to dream;

it is what the future is made of.

Take time to pray;

it is the greatest power on earth.

Writing this letter is one of  the hardest things I will ever do in life.  I never really knew true love until 
I met you.  You were a persistent man.  You were focused, you were patient, you were kind, you were 
funny, you were sympathetic, you were a protector, you were a superb husband, you were a loving father, 
you were an awesome brother, you were a terrific son, you were an amazing friend, you were a fun uncle
and you were my BOO and you were the BOO who not only looked after his FIDM family, you were a 
protector over your loved ones as well as strangers.  When God created you, he broke the mold.  
Babe, I will always miss you!!  Until we meet again please watch over our family.  
Your forever love  Martha (Motts)



The Story of Greg
Born Gregory Steven Jones on August 24, 1969 at Community Hospital in Huntington Park, CA to 

Betty Lanns and Gregory Jones, as the apple of their eyes. When little, a family member started 

calling him “Boo” and the name stuck, then eventually became a descriptor of his kind and giving 

soul. Growing up, and spending time in Louisiana, Texas & California, he was a jokester and 

class clown and enjoyed making people laugh, until such time he came across a role model a 

teacher, who taught him the lessons and importance of obedience & leadership. It only took this 

teacher to separate Greg from his friend to change his ways. It was then, and so the case now, 

that Greg always prioritized his friends & family over all else. Cute, curly-hair and light 

complexion, made many think he was actually of Mexican decent and all of the girls would giggle 

and waive for his attention. Despite this attention, he was highly respectful to all young ladies and 

very discerning when it came to pick someone to date. 

Attending Robert E. Lee High School, he set his sights on one girl, then stayed loyal. He dared 

never to be the Casanova type he could have easily been with his kindness, charm and good 

looks. He accepted Christ as his Lord and Savior under Rev. Lucious Pope at 14 years old. Greg 

would often spend most of his time working on things like cars, go-carts and other mechanical 

items, as he had a high curiosity of how things worked and how to rebuild or fix them, if 

necessary.

His hobby for car mechanics was cultivated after spending time in Louisiana with his Aunt Gloria 

and Uncle Nathaniel Barnes (a mechanic). He'd follow close behind his Uncle to work and watch 

in amazement until he finally got the chance to work on some engines himself. And with great 

pride and under the tutelage of his uncle, he'd go on to continue this hobby throughout his life and 

even taught many others all of his knowledge, just as a past-time and for camaraderie.

Beaming with pride & independence, his first car was purchased from his mom, a green 1979 

Cadillac, which garnered his love for restoring old cars. She would have easily given him her old 

Cadillac, however, it was important to Greg to save up and formally purchase the car. Giving is 

what he was best at; but receiving was a difficult challenge. His responsible, reliable nature was a 

constant attribute which defined all of his relationships, friendships, work ethic and even volunteer 

work. Born to Greg was his pride and joy in 1991, is his daughter, Capri Jones. Capri has had the 

joy of calling her dad her hero, guide, protector and wise counsel. From warning her about dating 

young men who were not quite ready or worth of her time and attention, to the silly dad moments 

where he spoke to her in his “Donald Duck” voice, Capri considers her father-daughter 

relationship extraordinary from most. Watching her dad light up when speaking about his love for 

Martha, introduced Capri to what a man is to feel for her when she would become a young 

woman. The gift of more than just a step-mom, Capri has warming memories of Greg's wife, 

Martha, attending and chaperoning her very first field trip, when her parents' schedule did not 

permit their attendance.
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It was his gentle but stern guidance that made her excel & be able to hear his recent affirmations to 

her of how proud he was that she was making her own way with her job, her entrepreneurial 

endeavors, and financial independence. This has been carrying her through these tough recent days 

of loss, yet her only regret is that she did not have long enough to give back to him, all that he'd given 

her. Greg has left a rich legacy and loving comfort to his daughter, by giving her many days driving 

along in his Regal, playing everything from Will Smith's “Summertime” then singing Billy Paul's “Me & 

Mrs. Jones” to his daughter; to surprising her on her birthday with a hard to find soughtafter toy that 

everyone wanted; a red razor scooter, and even letting her shift gears in his stick-shift while driving.

It's easy for family to love someone deeply and celebrate them, but the joy, appreciation, brotherhood 

and attachment from friends and coworkers speaks to the Legend of Greg. Best friends Nick Avlessi 

and Larry Carr have a genuine brotherly love & respect for their friend. He has always been someone 

you want to be around and even emulate in all aspects of life. So many years of talking about how 

proud they are of their children, how to love their wives better or their favorite topic, cars and sports, 

only bonded the friends in ways that bring utter laughter at the good times and deep loss of a brother 

& friend whom cannot be replaced. Just the story & shift to what blossomed into a best friendship & 

brotherhood, from Greg being Nick's supervisor, to offering to help him go look & purchase a car 

when he first arrived in the United States, knowing no one else, tells you of the type of humble, 

selfless man he was to all, stranger or love one, alike. Affectionately known as “Boo” to family 

members, the guys would often joke with him by referring to him as “Boo”, to which he'd reply, “Watch 

it now!” Truth is, he has always been a man's man, but his gentle teddy bear side shined so bright, it 

was hard not to call him “Boo”, as it seemed fitting. Although the guys would try to get him to take off 

work for a Saturday car show or a sporting event, Greg stuck to the priorities of his first loves: taking 

care of his wife, Martha and showing up, ever so proudly, to his job at Allied Universal Security for 

FIDM for over 22 years, with a smile. Their pressuring would always quickly turn to admiration of a 

man convicted, loyal, loving and reliant. 

Greg didn't just mean a lot to friends and family, but also to many seniors in the community, co-

workers and even the homeless, as he'd extend himself to help with whatever was needed, without a 

second thought of hesitance. To know Boo is to watch him with his other half, his wife Martha, as she 

is an extension of his willingness to give of himself. His daughter Capri & stepson, Akil Luck, Jr. 

received a bird's eye view of how a man is to love a woman, and how a woman is to be the ultimate 

help-mate to a worthy man.

Greg is lovingly survived by: (Wife) Martha Jones, (Mom) Betty Lanns, (Stepfather) Curtis Staples, 

(Brother) Shannon Johnson, (Sister in law) LaKita Johnson, (Daughter) Capri Jones, (Stepson) Akil 

Luck, Jr. (Niece) Malarey Johnson, (Nephew) Shanendoah Johnson Jr., (Niece) Shannon Johnson, 

Jr., (Granddaughter) Akirrah Luck, (Grandson) Azia Luck, and a whole host of loving aunts, uncles, 

cousins, friends and family. 

Preceding him in death is his Brother, Shanendoah Johnson and Father, 

Gregory Jones.



A Love Supreme...
As I try to write to you, my love; what you meant to me, whom you are, what you stood for….I 

realize I can’t find the words without first conveying what we created. There is no more me, no 

more you; only the love & life created as a God-ordained third entity. I thank you for your 

consistency and knowing. You are truly a man, touched by God's wisdom. You see, when I first 

met you, it was your tenacity and consistency that wore me down. The first time I heard you 

confidently say, “You're going to be my wife.” I laughed nervously, thinking, it's too soon. 

He's just talking.' Hearing those same words consistently coming from you over our dating 

years, I started wondering, 'Could this work? Am I ready to be his wife?' Until eventually, your 

steadfast wisdom of the chase, became the gift so overwhelmingly bright, I ran from it for a 

time. Oh, the joy and pain I have now knowing the gift of you, the gift of a dedicated husband, 

the gift of time relished, the gift of even pain, having known true love. 

When we first started to date, the butterflies in the pit of my stomach were merely precursors, 

warning shots, of what God was to deliver next? The excitement I'd get as you grabbed my 

hand, or usher me by the small of my back, would become so routine, so expected, that it 

became my security and peace. Watching you smile while watching movies became my joy 

and comfort. Without fail, we carved out time for our every Friday matinee movie date day. I 

now know it wasn't the movie I enjoyed the most; it was our story, being written as shared 

laughter, popcorn, commitment and time.

How is it that I knew of you – knew of us, before we met? As I laid back on my twin bed as a 

young girl, looking up at the ceiling, listening to all the love jams, I dreamt of a love that was 

you. I was youthful and foolish enough to put El Debarge's face to that feeling that would 

comfort me, wash over me, secure me. Although it took me a while to see exactly what was in 

front of me, by the time I fell in love with you, I now recognized all of those schoolgirl feelings 

was of you and your face. 

It was as if the smoke cleared & I got my very own light-skinned fine man; no Debarge 

needed. I knew this feeling was the promise of love.

In the decades we spent together, every minute of every day seem to be relished in what love 

is supposed to be; the love I dreamt of as a young woman; the love I yearned for daily. 

Attempting to earn your love by the daily small task of making you a hot meal upon your arrival 

home from work late nights. Often, I'd play it cool, dutiful as a wife, but truth be told, the never-

ending butterflies of our first dating years would often return as I hear your keys jingle before 

turning the knob. It meant that you were home safe. It meant that you were my protector, my 

rock. It meant that you were real; our love was real.  It meant that you were mine, and I was 

yours. 



All of the seconds, that added up to minutes, hours, days, then years and decades now seem 

many miniature gifts of  God's love personified in us, born from our dreams. 

Yet I am selfishly mad! Selfishly feeling short changed of time. Selfishly grieving all that we 

were to live what we'd planned. Selfishly damning the right to fuss at you one more time about 

buying too many toiletries, whereas I'd now say, I know you are merely keeping us secure of 

our needs; albeit one square at a time, one body wash at a time. I miss your smell, but still 

smell you. I miss your touch, but still feel your arms around me. I miss your protection but still 

stand upright knowing truly how a wife is supposed to feel. I miss your quirks. I miss all of the 

things I found frustrating. I'd grit my teeth and purse my lips together when you'd mumble and 

mutter under your breath when angry. Now I close my eyes and try to hear this same mumble, 

appreciating the control and respect you had to tame your own frustration and anger in your 

own quirky way. I'll take one more day even you upset with me. One more day to be frustrated 

at you being overly frugal but yet, spending $70 at the Dollar Store. l miss the chance to honor 

and love you one more day. 

Death does not triumph over our love string attached. Only a mere tugging, as time, a construct 

of earth only, pulls at both of our hearts and souls; though stretched and marred by grief, never 

broken. You were my promise of love from God. You are now my peaceful gift of knowing what 

our purpose on earth is and should forever be. You were and are The Good Shepard of our 

family. We honor you at Grace Temple the place Bishop Miquail Broadous Sr. baptized you, 

married you, and we celebrate you and your life.

“Thank you” for all you've done seems hollow and half of our story. Truth is, the never ending 

vortex of you giving your all to me, and me giving my all to you is what our third entity was, is 

and always will be. There is no me without you; no you without me. Only us, only the story of 

us, the story of God's love personified; A Love Supreme.

By: Mrs. Gregory Steven Jones



I can't believe I am here again with the loss of another son; as life would have it, I AM.  This is 
not the end, just an interruption. You are my firstborn, whom I love with all my heart. Continue 
your work in heaven because you did a great job here on earth.  God said, “come on up a little 
higher and get your everlasting rest.” Tell your brother Donte hello for me.  You're in paradise 
now, nothing but happiness and joy.  Rest well until we see each other again.
Love Always, Mom

For my Dad in heaven: I missed you today. I will miss you tomorrow. Tears in my eyes and a 
heart full of sorrow.  I hold on to the memories of the great times we had. I grieve for what I lost 
but am grateful for what I had.

A Letter to my Hero:

Hey dad or what's up, Dad, like I would say, I can't believe this day has come so soon, but it's 

here. Remember how you always used to tell me that I can tell you anything? Well, I have so 

much that I want to say: I want you to know most importantly, I LOVE YOU SO MUCH, 

DADDY!! You mean everything to me! I thank you for everything you've done for me! From the 

time I came into this world, you've sheltered and nurtured me.  You were always proud of me, 

and you wanted nothing but the best for me; even in time of discipline, you showed me love. 

Daddy, your baby girl, is forever grateful. I am so proud God chose you to be my dad.  You're a 

man that I adore with everything that lives in me. Thank you for showing me how to be a 

strong woman, a "JONES" like you would say.  Thank you for being my protector and my rock, 

thank you for showing me how a man is supposed to love you, cherish you, and most of all, 

RESPECT you.  Thank you, dad, for all your hard work; thank you, daddy, for being an 

amazing husband, son, brother, friend, and man. Thank you, daddy, for being my dad, the 

person who taught me how to tie my shoes, showed me how to check the oil in my car; thank 

you, daddy, for life! You always made me feel like a little girl inside every time we talked. I am 

going to miss you Soooooooo much your laughter, your tears when I bring you cards. Daddy 

daddy daddy, thank you! I am so proud of the man you became. I will forever respect you, 

honor you, and always remember everything you taught me about life.  Daddy, you are forever 

in my heart, my mind, and spirit. I will truly miss your big strong, tight hugs with your fuzzy 

mustache rubbing against my face. Daddy, I will always be your baby girl, your golden child; I 

know you loved me; you showed me in so many ways. Daddy, I love you, and I promise I will 

continue to make you proud I will forever hold on and cherish the best memories you created 

in my life. Thank you, daddy, for always making sure I was okay no matter how old I got. You 

loved me and showed up whenever I needed no matter what. You are so special; you made 

me so proud to be your daughter. Like you always say before we hang up, “ALRIGHT 

SWEETIE, YOUR DADDY LOVES YOU” in those words, that feeling will forever live in me.  I 

love you, big baby, from your baby girl, your sweetie, your golden child, your child.  Daddy, I 

love you beyond love.

Sincerely,

Capri Jones ( Your Baby Girl)

To my dear bro Gregory Steven Jones (Boo), I will forever miss you! But I will never forget about 
you! You were the one who taught me how to wash & detail cars! And you were the one who 
taught me how to work on my own cars! You were the first of me & Dontae to move into a 
house! The Lord reminded me the other day while sitting at the beach! He has something better 
for you, bro! He has a mansion waiting for you in heaven! Me, my wife, daughter, along with my 
moms and my sister-in-law Martha, will forever miss you! May you Rest In Peace til the Lord 
calls us home to meet with you! 
Love your bro, Shannon Dion Johnson

RIP Uncle, you will be forever missed. Thank you for being a great father to my cousin. I know 
that you and my father are shining down on us and protecting us.
From your niece Malarey

From Junior -  I will never forget the memory of you taking me to get my haircut. You made an 
impression on me from your great advice to the way you laughed and smiled with all the barbers 
and customers. Everyone had a good time with you, as did I. All my memories are of you 
smiling! That will be forever in my mind and heart. 
I love you-Shenandoah

It's inexplicable when you know you'll never see someone in a physical form ever again. Truth be 
told, I thought you'd bury me, not the other way around!  There have been numerous times, you 
went above and beyond for me, without reluctance!! I could never forget about you! No matter 
what amount of time passes. It's still surreal as I sit here and write these words. I won't dwell on 
the unfortunate event that took you away from us. What I will do, is always cherish the memories 
and acknowledge the fact that tomorrow isn't promised. I Love you!! 
Akil Jr.

Thank you, Uncle Boo, for being one of the most positive male influences in my life.  You taught 
me by word of mouth almost everything there is to know about a car and how to maintain it 
myself. I thank you for that!  Most importantly, you taught me by your actions how to be a man.  
You worked day in and day out to take care of you and yours.  You showed me how to be a great 
father, how to be a strong and persistent husband and best friend.  You showed me that a great 
night at home consisted of "Yak" on ice, a black and mild, your favorite lazy boy chair, and your 
crazy wife, LOL. Thank you for your presence in my life. Thank you for never giving up on me. 
Love you, Unc! I'll for sure miss you and save me a spot up there in heaven.
Love Always, you nephew, Scooter

Who would have known that God would send me the best Brother in law in the whole world.  
What are we going to do without you here telling us what to do about our cars?  I will miss our 
many, many talks about the love you have for my sister.  We laughed together, we traveled, we 
ate, and we went to church as a family.  I think about the Super Bowl party we were planning to 
have at your new house and how much fun we were going to have because you loved football 
and I just wanted to have a party.  I want to thank you so much for showing Lil Marcus (Scooter) 
and Kehyana (Pooh) how a real man should live his life and treat other people.  We will truly miss 
you.  You will be forever in our hearts. We love you. 
Rest well! Tedra, Scooter, and Kehyana

POPS,
Thanks for all the first you shared with me. Those memories of you will always bring a smile to 
my face. If only I could have you back for just a little while. Then we could watch sports and 
wrestle once again just like we used to do.  You always meant so very much to me and always 
will. The fact that you're no longer here will always cause me pain, but you're forever in my heart 
Pops until we meet again.
Love, Braxton


