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Addie Lee (Alexander) Tennard was born on March 24, 1944 in
Newark, NJ. Addie was the fifth eldest of 12 children. Addie and her
siblings were raised on West Street in Newark, NJ.

As a youth, Addie was rambunctious and mischievous. As a
teenager, she would convince her siblings to do her chores and often
stayed out past her curfew.

Addie attended the Newark Public School System. She did not
complete her high school education while attending South Side
High School. Years later she earned her GED, later attending
Phlebotomy School which contributed to her over 20 year career as
a certified nurse assistant (CNA).

Addie was the loving mother of four children: Wendy, Derreck,
Chester and Elizabeth. Addie was last married to the (now late)
Robert L Tennard. They were happily married for 25 until he passed
away. Addie remained widowed until her passing.

Throughout her life, Addie practiced Christianity.

Loving children, Wendy Conner, Derreck Conner and Chester
Simpson; loving grandchild Rashaun Conner; loving siblings,
Andrew Alexander, Sherley Halsey, Richard Alexander and Larry
Finch; all predeceased Addie.

Addie is survived by her loving daughter Elizabeth Simpson.
Siblings: James Alexander, Delores Alexander, Ralph Alexander,
Julia Scott, Dorothy Chandler and Joyce Finch. Grandchildren:
Fuquan, Jasmine, Torian, Tamika, Kat, Dashawn and Tamara
Conner. Cynese Parrish, Kahila and Nagiya Simid. Nine great-
grandchildren, and a host of other relatives and friends.
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When | come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,
| 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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