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The famuly of the late Lola Marie Johnson-Alves are deeply
grateful and appreciative for all the love and prayers sent to us
e in this difficult time. We sincerely thank you for all the support 2 1%7
given us. Much Love.
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ola Marie Johnson was born on April 17th

1955 to loving parents of Bernice and Clanson
9 Johnson. Lola attended Ursuline Academy

in Dedham. She furthered her education and graduated

at Northwestern University in Evansto, Illinois with

a Bachelors in Psychology graduating in 1977. When
returning to Boston, she worked for the Black Caucus at the
State House. Lola became a social worker and worked for

JRI in downtown until her retirement in 2015.

Lola was a burst of fire who exuded strength and wisdom to
the many lives she touched. If you wanted to shop till you
dropped and come home with bargains, you called Lola.
She had a wonderful sense of humor and a dry wit. Lola
enjoyed reading and keeping up with Marvel and animation
movies. Lola was a lover of music and all arts, she would
often enjoy listening to jazz like Peter White and going to

Sculler’s jazz lounge with her sister Cynthia.

The most important part of her life was taking care of her
children, her grandchildren, and family. Lola had a heart
that could embrace anybody. She went by Miss Johnson to
all her children friends and had a personality that could
draw anybody in like gravity.
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ORDER OF SERVICE

Processional
Peter White Caravan/ Slide show

Poem
God saw you getting tired,
a cure was not to be.
So he put his arms around you,
and whispered ‘come to me”.
A golden heart stopped beating,
hard hands at rest.
God broke our hearts to prove to us,

He only takes the Best.

Scripture
John 11:25, John 14.: 1-3, 2 Corinthians 1:3-4, Plasm 23

Prayer
The Lord’s Prayer

Hymn
His eye is on the sparrow

Tributes
Auntie Leslie, T'T, Brandon, Arron,Liz, Chris

Song
Tasha Cobbs Lenord-Your Spirit
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