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Flora Wilson was born June 10, 1974 in Jersey City, NJ. She was the
daughter of the late Flora Ann Wilson. Flora is survived by her father
Frank White, her daughter Nakea Registe, son Jai-taro Registe, daughter
Kylie Leach and a host of brothers, sisters, nieces and nephews.

Flora Wilson was educated in Jersey City and later relocated to
Elizabeth City where she earned her Bachelors Degree in Science Of
Education at Elizabeth City State University. Flora enjoyed working at
Albemarle Smart Start where she not only made friends but family.

Those who knew Flora knew that she loved to have fun. Everything she
did she brought life to no matter the situation dealt at hand. Her friends
would describe her as empowering, compassionate, full of  life,
determined and loving. There was never a dull moment around her and
that’s what everyone loved about her.

To the friends and family Flora would have wanted you all to remember
the diva she was and to know she loved each and every one of you all
from the bottom of her heart so remember her as she was and know that
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Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.

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


