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Theresa M. Hill was born July 29, 1948 to the late Elaine and

Emmet Hill. She was the eldest daughter of five children.

Theresa was raised and educated in New York City. She met and

married the late Charles Walker in 1965. She was a devoted mother

of four children.

Theresa was a faithful worker at P.S. 45 in Manhattan and Church

of Charity as a chef. She was also employed as a Medical Records

Assistant at Harlem Hospital for numerous years.

Theresa departed this life April 22, 2014.

She leaves to cherish loving memories: one daughter, Larelle

(Derreck) Walker; three sons, Terrence Howard, Dwayne (Kim)

Thompson and Edmond Kennedy; two sisters, Phyllis Hill and

Elinda Peterson who preceded her in death; two brothers, Dennis

Hill of North Carolina and Vance Hill of Atlanta, GA; twelve

grandchildren, Takia, Shawnda, (Don) Bernard, Diamond,

Diamanise, Niyelle, Christen, Lala, Da’Juan, Tyler, Dwayne, and

Tyler Kennedy; three great grandchildren, Donya’e, Don Juan and

Ayden; and a host of nieces, nephews and cousins.



Interment
Maple Grove Cemetery

Hackensack, New Jersey
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The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts of
kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour.

May God bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.

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


