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Obituary

The sun rose on Jenée Noelynne Durieux-Baptiste, Nay-nay to family, January
30, 1981 in Brooklyn, New York to Mother Ann McIntosh. It was there she
spent the first 12 years of her childhood until 1993, when her family moved to
Teaneck, New Jersey in pursuit of a better life.

Jenée continued to attend Hanson Place Seventh-Day Adventist School in
Brooklyn for a few months. After the monotony and exhaustion of commuting
to New York every day grew to be too much, she transferred to Teaneck High
School in January of 1994. Jenée was involved in the school’s Terpsies Team
and joined the Poetry Club, where her love and talent for poetry grew. She
graduated in June 1998 and began to pursue her college dream later that
summer at Nyack College. She attended for a semester before accepting a job
opportunity at MCI Worldwide in New York. In 2004, Jenée met her soon-to-be
husband Michael Baptiste. Shortly after, Michael was deployed to Cuba to
serve his country and Jenée then left New Jersey to help raise her nephew
Jaiden until Michael returned. On March 31, 2005 Jenée married the love of her
life, best friend, and her soul mate.

In early 2007, Jenée and Mike moved to Charlotte, North Carolina. Later that
year, on November 13, she gave birth to her “mini-me”, a beautiful baby girl
who they named JeT’aime Avery LaRue Baptiste. JeT’aime is French for “I love
you” and no words could come closer to or truly embody their feelings for her.
Jenée and Je’Taime were inseparable and she loved her more than life itself. In
addition to the uncanny resemblance, they had the same mischievous smile,
demeanor, moodiness, and simply enjoyed spending time with each other.

In 2008 Jenée continued her college dream by pursuing a degree in Project
Management, with hopes of starting her own business. Jenée enjoyed date
nights with her husband, tea parties with her daughter, long phone calls with
her mother, shopping, and movie nights with her friends. Jenée had a beautiful
and kind heart, an ability to light up any room with her wonderful smile and
scandalous laughter, her own unique sense of humor, and a sarcasm and wit
that could only be matched by a few. Anyone who had the privilege of being
called a “Jerk” by her, knows what we mean. You can almost still hear her say
it.

In early 2008, Jenée was diagnosed with Lymphoma. However this didn’t keep
her down. She fought it with prayer and treatment and was free of it for nearly
a year. She didn’t take this blessing likely by any means. She took this
opportunity to begin a foundation for abused mothers, a topic near and dear to
her heart, and also embarked on a hat making project for cancer patients at the
hospital

On May 4, 2010 the sun set on our angel and she was called home. In her brief

29 years, 3 months, and 5 days, our Nay-nay provided us with enough joy and
laughter to pull us through these hard times and carry us forward in the years
to come. If she were here right now, I could hear her say “Don’t cry for me
Argentinal” in her playful tone. She is survived by her husband, Michael, her
daughter, “JeT’aimee”, mother Ann, brothers, Jeff and Troy, grandmother,
nephews, Jaiden and Jonathan, and countless friends who will never ever
forget her loving spirit and generous heart.
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L)ZZ sick man tu’metl to /us doctor

as he was pleparing to

.Ceave t/le examination toom ana[ saizl,

'@octo’t, I am a/’taia[ to die.
Yell me what lies on the othet side."

CVe’ty quietly, the doctor said, ' don't know.'
'q/ou don't know? quu'ae, a Chuistian man,
and don't know what's on the othet side?"

The doctor was /w/a/ing the handle of the door;
On the other side came a
sound of sc’tatc/u'ng and w/zining,
uzlnd as /w openea/ t/te Joo’t,

a u[og sptang into the 100m
And /eapeJ on him with an eager show of glaJness.
gu'ming to the patient, the doctor saizf,

'Did you notice my a/og?

He's never been in this room [Jefo’ze.

He didn't know what was inside.

He knew not/u'ng except that his master was hete,
And when the doo opened, he sprang in without ﬁea’z.
I know little o/ what is on the other side of death,
But I do know one t/u'ng...

I know my Masteris thete and that is enoug/l.'
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