Arveatta Jeannette Alexander

47, aresident of Morrow, Arkansas, passed away
Wednesday, July 8, 2020 in Springdale, Arkansas. She
was born June 12, 1973 in McAlester, Oklahoma, the
daughter of Steve R and Linda (Dorrough) Cantrell.

Vetta had a vibrant smile and was always uplifting to
everyone she knew. She attended the Light House
Pentecostal Church in Lincoln.

She was preceded in death by her father Steve Cantrell,
two brothers Steven Cantrell and Daniel Cantrell, and
one granddaughter Arvetta Marie Becktold.

Survivors include her two daughters Kaylinda Becktold
and Thele Alexander; one son James (JW) Alexander;
her mother Linda Cantrell; three brothers Ricky Wheat,
Allan Cantrell and Rocky Cantrell; one sister Priscilla
Cantrell; several beloved nieces and nephews.

APPRECIATION
On behalf of the family, we wish to express their gratitude
for your many acts of kindness, and for your
attendance at the funeral service.
Luginbuel Funeral Home
Prairie Grove, Arkansas
online guest book, visit www.luginbuel.com

Arveatta Jeannette
Alexander

June 12, 1973 - July 8, 2020
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When I'm Gong

When i comg to the gnd of my journgy
and travel my last weary milg,
Just forget if you can, that | gver
frownged
{Ind remegmbgr only the smilg.
Forget unkind words | have spoken;
Remgeber somge good | have dong,
Forggt that | gver had a heartachg
{Ind remegmber ['vg had loads of fun.
Forget that | have stumbled and
blundered
Mnd somgtimes fell by the wagy.
Remgmber | have fought
dome hard battlgs and won,
€re the close of the dag.

Then forget the grigve for my going,

[ would not have you sad for a day,
But in summer just gather somge flowers
Mnd remember the placg where [ lag
1Ind comg in theg gvening
When theg sun paints theg sky in the west,
Stand for a few moments besideg me
1Ind remgmber only my best.

CELEBRATING THE LIFE & MEMORY OF
Arveatta Jeannette Alexander

DATE, TIME & PLACE OF VISITATION
Wednesday, July 15, 2020 - 5:00 - 8:00 P.M.
Luginbuel Chapel - Prairie Grove, Arkansas
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PO NOT STHIN® 1IND Weep

Po not stand at my grave and weep.

[ am not therg.
[ do not slgep.
[ am a thousand winds
that swiftly blow.
| am the diamond glints
on ngwly fallgn snow.
[ am the sunlight
on ripgngd grain.
| am the soft and gentle
autumn’s rain.
When you awaken
in theg morning’s hush,

[ am the swift uplifting rush
of quigt birds in circling flight.
[ am the soft starlight
that shings at night.

Do not stand at my
gravg and weep.

[ am not there.

[ do not slgep.




