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Sharon Ana Jackson was born to the late Osie and Marie Brown
Jackson on August 19, 1950 in New York City, New York.

Sharon received her education through the New York City Public
School system and Hunter College. Upon completion of Hunter
College, Sharon obtained a position with the New York City
Department of Human Resources as an Auditor, where she worked
up until her retirement in 1995.

Sharon also served in the United States Air Force Reserve and was
honorably discharged in 1980.

After retirement from the City of New York, Sharon was employed
by Medical Service Specialist Training. She obtained in the
Military to begin a second career in Home Care. Sharon loved
helping others and expressed great joy working the diversed
population of clients as a Home Health Aide for Partners In Care.

Sharon departed this life on Tuesday, February 8, 2011 after a
lengthy illness.

She leaves to mourn: two sisters, Reba Howard and Pauline Ward;
three devoted cousins, Virginia “Snookie” Jones, Ernest Bostie and
Kevin Matthews; one nephew, Marc Lockhart; two great nieces; a
devoted godson, Antoine Flowers; a devoted friend, Gloria Gibbs;
as well as a host of other relatives and friends.



Interment
Calverton National Cemetery

Calverton, New York
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The family wishes to express their deep appreciation
and sincere thanks for your kindness during a time of sorrow. w
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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


