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The Lord lent us an angel. She completed her task and was called

home on September 8, 2020.

Linda Anita Grant was born on January 15, 1954 in Richmond,
Virginia to the late Roosevelt and Hazel Grant. She was the oldest of
three children and the only girl. In 1959, Linda began her journey as
a little girl in New York City where she proceeded to be educated.

Linda better known as the chef and fashionista of the family wore
many hats. She was a mother, grandmother, nurturer, doctor,
teacher, cook, stylist and an all around friend. Although she didn’t
like taking pictures, Linda had a smile to die for.

Linda was preceded in death by her mother, Hazel; father,
Roosevelt; brother, Edward; daughter, Darlene and granddaughter,
Anita.

Linda leaves behind to mourn: her four children, Felicia, Ronald,
Renee and Vickey; eight grandchildren, Tarnisha, Christian, Maliek,
Destiny, Carl, Casheria, Jynita and Charrekett; eleven great
grandchildren; one niece, Tena; two great nieces, Diamond and
Jazmine; her close friends, Company and Alice; and a host of

family, friends and love ones.

She will be deeply missed.
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The Lord is My Shepherd; I shall no
want. He maketh me to lie down in gree
pastures; He leadeth me beside the still
waters. He restoreth my soul. He leadeth
me in the path of righteousness for His
name’s sake. Yea, though I walk through‘
the valley of the shadow of death, I will »
fear no evil; for Thou art with me; Thy
rod and Thy staff they comfort me. Thou
preparest a table before me in the
presence of mine enemies. Thou
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g:ft ttllll(::gi?tl?)ilfi?lu tl?élv?y' anointest my head with oil; my cup
We thought ab Outgy i) . runneth over. Surely goodness and

mercy shall follow me all the days of my
life; and I will dwell in the house of the
ord forever.

yesterday.
And days before that too.
We think of you in silence
We often speak your name.
Now all we have are memories.
And your picture in a frame.

Your memory is our keepsake.
With which we’ll never part.

God has you in His keeping.

We have you in our heart.
-Unknown
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