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Sunrise
August 2, 1997

Sunset
November 10, 2016



Te-Shaun Quinones was born August 2, 1997 to Sharee Williams

and Robin Quinones.

Te-Shaun attended Cicely Tyson during his elementary years and

he was one of the brightest children there. He later finished out his

learning at East Orange Campus, where he met plenty of friends,

due to his soft spot to care for people.

Te-Shaun was the kind of person that would literally give you the

shirt of his back. His smile could light up the room, and God knows

he was a lady’s man.

Te-Shaun was called to the pearly gates on November 10, 2016, he

finally has his wings for being the angel he was.

Te-Shaun leaves to mourn his mother, Sharee Williams; stepfather,

Christopher; grandfather, Mark Campbell; sister, Haduyah James;

brother, Kasin; close friend, Brittany Williams. He also leaves

many family and friends who shall miss him dearly.



Processional

Prayer of Comfort

Invocation

Musical Selection

Scripture

Musical Selection

Obituary Reading

Acknowledgements & Remarks

Selection

Eulogy

Benediction

Recessional

Cremation
Rosemount Crematory
Elizabeth, New Jersey



The family wishes to express their deepest and most sincere
thanks to all who shared with them in this time of sorrow.

May God bless and keep you in a most gracious way.
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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


