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Dolores Lavenia Smith, was born the second of seven children to
the late Mr. & Mrs. Hugh & Iris Maynard in Atlantic City, New
Jersey. She loved living in Harlem and was educated at
Washington Irving High School.

In her early youthful years, Dolores attended Abyssinian Baptist
Church and worked on the assembly line in Jamaica, Queens
producing key chain flashlights.

Dolores loved being outdoors with her family and friends while
smoking her cigarettes. She loved to talk and meet people. She met
Walter Scott and from this union she had Walter Maynard and
Tanya Allen. She later met Roosevelt Walker and in this union
produced Anthony Maynard. Later in life, she met James Harris
and with this union produced Jonathan Harris. She fell in loved
with Wilbert Smith and married and became a housewife.

On Thursday, May 22, 2014, Dolores was called from this life.

Dolores is survived by: her four children; seven grandchildren; one
brother, Melvin Maynard; two sisters, Gertrude Reese and
Cherylene Rosa. She also leaves a host of nieces, nephews,
relatives and friends.

Dolores will be truly missed and above all, the warmth, humor and
love that she generated to others will be remembered and cherished
for years to come.



Interment
Frederick Douglas Cemetery

Staten Island, New York
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The family wishes to express their appreciation for
all of your kind expressions of sympathy.

Clifford V. James, President & CEO
www.unityfuneralchapels.com

email: unityfc@aol.com

1406 Pitkin Avenue • Brooklyn, NY • (718) 774-1023
2352 8th Avenue • Manhattan, NY • (212) 666-8300

1018 Prospect Avenue • Bronx, NY • (718) 542-3833

When God saw you getting tired
And a cure was not to be

He put his arms around you
And whispered come to me

He did not like what
you went through

And he gave you rest
His garden must be beautiful

He only takes the best
And when we saw you sleeping
So peaceful and free from pain

We wouldn't wish you back
To suffer that again

Today we say goodbye to our mother.


