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Willie James Anderson was born on October 2, 1945 in Passaic,

NJ to the late Daisy Lee Anderson-Owens and James Rogers.

He was a resident of Paterson, NJ for 43 years.

Willie was united in marriage to the late Ustacia Lee Brown-

Anderson.  Willie worked at Supreme Parts Company for over 15

years.

He departed this life on January 2, 2018.  He was preceded in death

by Lewis Robert Anderson and Frank (Dennis) Owens, Anna

((Pee-Wee) Anderson, Gerlean (Sheila) Owens-Dawson and Linda

Rogers.

Willie Anderson leaves to cherish his memory, one brother Jessie

Owens, one sister Patricia Owens-Phelps, and a host of brothers

and sisters-in-law in NJ.

Willie also leaves to remember him, his sons  Charles Brown of

Florida, Anjeanetta Anderson of Florida, Preston Brown of Georgia

and Bruce Anderson Of  Paterson.  Willie has eight grandchildren,

six, great-grandchildren, special friends Jeanette McCutchen and

Rose and a host of aunts, uncles, cousins, nieces, nephews and

friends.



Interment
St. Peters Cemetery

Garfield, New Jersey
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The family of the late Willie J. Anderson wishes to acknowledge
with deep appreciation the many expressions of love, concern and
kindness shown to their family during this hour of bereavement.

May God Bless and Keep You!

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


