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Elinda J. Alston Campbell was born in 1950 in Virginia to
Charlotte L. and George B. Alston. Elinda known as Nanny, Aunt
Linda and Cub lived a very fruitful life, she was the fabric keeping

the cloth together. In her spare time she loved to cook, she enjoyed
spending quality time with her family. She put the soul in soul sister.

Elinda J. Alston Campbell known to all as Aunt Linda, passed
away on November 14, 2012 in Raliegh, NC.

Elinda worked at Robert Wood Johnson Hospital for over fifteen
years as a Neurological Technician.

She was predeceased by her mother, Charlotte L. Alston, father,
George B. Alston, two brothers, Bernard A. Alston and Woodrow
Alston and two grandchildren, Quadir K. Alston and Ebony Alston.

She is survived by: her sister, Jerlene Joseph; three daughters,
Aleta and Stacey Alston and Kysha Campbell; two sons, Shawn
Alston and Reginald Lyles; two step-sons, Anthony Marshall and
Kareem Jordan; sister-friends, Doris Knight and Gerona Wright;
grandchildren, Kim, Shakera, Kandice Alston, Rickey Currie,
Kishaun Campbell, Shawn Murkey and Nashawn Benjamin; four
great grandchildren; nieces and nephews, Pam, Tracey, Kachina,
Tahisha, Ronette, Jacky, Reggie and Keith; and a host of family
and friends that she loved dearly.
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Open ....ceeeevveeeennenn. Daughter Aleta Alston, Reading from Elinda
Prelude

Processional

Prayer of Consolation ..........cccccevveeveenienneennne. Rev. Tracey Brown

Scripture Reading
Old Testament
New Testament
SELECTION e Ronette Alston

Praise Dance .... Shamik Spann (Dwayne Woods) Lets Go, Lets, Go

Acknowledgements & Obituary

Comments/Remarks ......... Open To Guest (Immediate Family First)
Selection
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Recessional ........coccvveeiieeiieeriiecieceee e Whitney Houston

“I Will Always Love You”

Cremation
Private




l God Saw You Getting Tired
God saw you getting tired

And a cure was not to be
So he put his arms around you
And whispered “Come to Me”

With tearful eyes we watched you
And saw you pass away
And although we love you dearly
We could not make you stay.

A Golden heart stopped beating
Hard working hands at rest.
God broke our hearts to prove to us
He only takes the best.
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== ~ The family-acknowledges swith deep appreciation all actsiofi.
..-kmdness extended to.Ihem durmg this bereavement.hour God..

———hlessy you for alls Zour-thoughtfulnessznd concern.
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