
In Loving Memory 

Alethia Delynn Hackett 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                 

 

“Let not your heart be troubled: ye believe in God, believe also in me.”   

John 14:1 

 

Sunrise—March 24th, 1978      Sunset—September 1st, 2025 

Memorial Service—Simpson Chapel Batist Church 

Pastor Lionel Whiatker—Eulogist Rev. John Harvey Parker—Officiating 
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                                         Life Reflections 
 

Alethia Delynn Martin, affectionately known as “Lynn”, was born 
March 24, 1978 in Alto, Texas to Janice Marie (Parker) Martin of Alto 
Tx and Johnnie Robert Martin of Rochester, Tx.  On September 1, 
2025, she entered “Eternal Rest” in Nacogdoches Texas.  

Lynn  joined Weeping Mary Baptist Church at an early age where 
she was an active member of the choir. She later joined Simpson Chapel 
Baptist Church (Tadmore Community) Kennard Tx. and was a faithful 
choir member until the Lord called her home. She was a former mem-
ber of The Stars of Harmony of (Tadmore), Kennard Tx, and sang with 
several other local groups throughout her life’s journey.  

Lynn  attended Alto High School in Alto, Texas, and was a gradu-
ate of the class of “97”. Starting from the age of 16, Lynn worked her 
entire life starting as a Certified Nurse Aide, Certified Medication Aide, 
Resident Care Coordinator and then as a travel caregiver. 

Lynn  is proceeded in death by her Father, Johnnie Robert Martin; 
Grandparents- G.W. and Bessie Mae Parker; and Clarence and Lavada 
Martin. 

She was joined in holy matrimony to Michael Hackett, where they 
raised their family of three children.  

She leaves to cherish her memories Sons- Ty’Arius Devon Hackett 
of (Nacogdoches, Tx.) & Mikkah Tyreece Hackett (Gabriella) of 
(Hutto, Tx.)   Daughter- Tahea Shiade Hackett of Nacogdoches, Tx.    
Grandchild- Saint Michael Hackett    Sisters- Amanda Martin of 
Nacogdoches Tx, Manasha Martin (Zerick) of Lufkin Texas, and Miner-
va Martin of Lufkin Texas;    Nieces- Da’ketra Woodson, Ja’Naiya 
Woodson, Ke’Astra Woodson;    Nephews- Ra’Dedrick Woodson, 
Za’Bralon Martin, Noah Hackett, Channing Curry;   Great-Nieces- 
Baylee, Remy, Kashlinn, Zyleigh;   Great-Nephew- Cayson.  

Lynn  lived her entire life ministering with the gift of singing.  She 
also loved fishing and doing crafts. She leaves behind a legacy of love, 
laughter, and devotion that will remain in the hearts of her family and 
friends for a lifetime.  

Her children rise up and call her blessed. Proverbs 31:28 

 
Still we rise 

Though days will drag on and the pain will never get easier, still we rise 
Through heartache, tears, laughter, and joy,  still we rise 
Though we will miss your affectionate smile and hearing you call our names, still we rise 
Through the memories at games and hearing you cheer, still we rise 
Though we will never get used to your absence and forever miss you dearly,  still we rise 
Through holidays and birthdays when our hearts yearn the most, still we rise 
We rise because you raised us to be strong, trust in God, and walk together side by side 
We rise because we know your faith and we know you walk with us each day,  

still we rise, knowing when we rise, we rise with you    -Children  

                                     
 

 

 

 



If Roses Grow in Heaven 
By Dolores M. Garcia 

If roses grow in heaven, 

Lord please pick a bunch for me, 

Place them in my Mother’s arms 

and tell her they’re from me. 

Tell her I love her and miss her, 

and when she turns to smile, 

place a kiss upon her cheek 

and hold her for awhile. 

Because remembering her is easy, 

I do it every day, 

but there’s an ache within my heart 

that will never go away.~Tahea, Mikkah, 

Ty’Arius  

A True Angel 
A mother is special; she's more than a friend. 

Whenever you need her, she'll give you a hand. 

She'll lead you and guide you in all that you do, 

Try all that she can just to see you get through. 

Good times and bad times, she's there for it all. 

Say head up, be proud, and always stand tall. 

She'll love you through quarrels and even big 

fights, 

or heart-to-heart chats on cold lonely nights. 

My mother's the greatest that I've ever known. 

I think God made my mother like He'd make his 

own. 

A praiser, a helper, an encourager too, 

nothing in this world that she wouldn't do. 

To help us succeed, she does all that she can, 

raised a young boy now into a man. 

I want to say thank you for all that you do. 

Please always know, Mom, that I love you.   ~ 

Tyarius  

ORDER OF SERVICE 

  

  

Musical Prelude 

 Processional 

 Selection ………..Weeping Mary B.C. & Simpson Chapel B.C Choirs 

 Holy Scriptures  

 Old Testaments ……………………………..…...……………… Appointee 

 New Testaments ………………………...…………….……….. Appointee 

  Prayer of Comfort…….……………………………………..………. Appointee 

  Selection……………………….Nieces………………………...”Work On Me” 

  Poem…………………………………………….……………..…. Amanda Martin 

  Selection………………………………………….….. Family “Certainly Lord”  

  Obituary ……………...Read Silently ………………………..…..Soft Music 

  Selection……………….……………….………………...……….………. “Sisters” 

  Resolutions 

  Special Remarks ………………………………….….…..Limit Two Minutes 

  Selection  ………………….……..………………....…………. “Precious Lord”  

                                                              —Emmie L. Martin 

  Eulogy …………………………………………......………Rev. Lionel Whitaker  



 

 


