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Kevin A. Dixon, Sr. was born on May 21, 1951 to the late Calvin A,

Dixon and Martha Dixon (Friday) in Newark, NJ.

Kevin was a graduate of Newark Tech and a graduate of DeVry

Institute (Technical) first graduating class.

In 1973, Kevin married Tawana Johnson and three children were born

to this union, Kevin, Jr., Kysien and Kristie Dixon. Kevin later

remarried Rethea Nelson (Dixon) (predeceased).

Kevin’s passion was serving God. He was a Deacon at House of

Prayer Holy Mission Church, Plainfield, NJ where in rain or snow

you could find him every Sunday until his sickness wouldn’t allow

him to travel. Kevin was also an avid bowler for which he received

many awards and trophies but the greatest honor was being named

Godfather to Mikkon  Braswell.

He was predeceased by his daugther, Kristie Dixon.

He leaves to cherish his memories; two sons, Kevin and Kysien

Dixon; four grandsons, eight granddaughters; sisters, Dora J. Dixon,

Shakirah and Shameerah Friday; two nephews, Brett and Khalil;

niece, Suszette; six great nieces and one great nephew; daughters,

Jessica and Ashley; last but not least his trusted friend, Tawana

Johnson.
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Recessional

CREMATION
Rosedale Crematory
Orange, New Jersey



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
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Professional Services Provided By

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.


