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%1 OU intrusted to us a
tsacred obligation. We
i| have endeavored fo serve

| you in a manner which
would lighten your burden of
sorrow. Allow us to present this
book of Memories in the hope

that it will prove a comfort
in the coming years.

Lz~ Awstell Funeral Homee

Shelhy, North Carnlina




Preface

IF LIFE IS SACRED IT SHOULD NOT BE AL-
LOWED TO PERISH. TRUE, THE BODY WilLL
RETURN TO THE DUST FROM WHENCE IT
CAME BUT THE REMEMBRANCE OF THE LIFE
SHOULD CONTINUE . ."WE ARE NOT DEAD
UNTIL WE ARE FORGOTTEN"

AS A LAST TRIBUTE TO A LOVED ONE WE
HAVE COMPILED THE FOLLOWING DATA IN
THE HOPE THAT THIS PRECIOUS LIFE SHALL
EVER LIVE IN THE MINDS OF THE
ONCOMING GENERATIONS
OF THE FAMILY.

"And flights of Angels sing thee
to thy rest.”

Shakespeare

1o thoae who mounn aome depanted one, in the hope that
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Catm on the bosom of thy God
Fair spirit, rest thee now!

E’cn while with ours thy footsteps trod,
His seal was on thy brow.

Dust to its narrow house bencath!
Soul to its place on high!

They that have scen thy look in death
No more may fear to die.

Lone are the paths and sad the bowers,
Whence thy dear smile is gone;
But oh! a brighter home than ours,
In Heaven is now thine own.




2 Memony Of

%‘K&Xr«.\\\(\@

@ACE OF BIRTH

e . ™ Vg %o

DATE

DATE OF DEATH

DECEASED \Pﬂr—""&* w‘“’“"ma

BORN

rATH[RQN“é\M Q) Q OP~

MOTHER \(""“”""" P WM. -

FATHER'S |Rune - 9D NS |-
PARENTS 15 - ), S WAla-v

MoTHER'S | M N\ TR d i
PARENTS 1 Qoo O b A

MARRIED TO g TL - \(A&"‘—"\
J
CHILDREN — YAy

MONTHS




SELECTIONS

Toafe Tria W e \aﬂ{l:%




ERooe %e‘tjmta liﬂc GzDaﬂ?

NMear a shady wall a rose once grew,
Budded and blossomed in God’s free light,
Watered and fed by morning dew,
Shedding its sweetness day and night.

As it grew and blossomed fair and tall,
Slowly rising to loftier height,

It came to a crevice in the wall
Through which there shone a beam of light.

Onward it crept with added strength,
With never a thought of fear or pride;

1t followed the light through the crevice’s length
And unfolded itself on the other side.

The light, the dew, the broadening view
Were found the same as they were before
And it lost itself in beauties new,
Breathing its fragrance more and more.

Shall claim of death cause us to grieve
And make our courage faint and fall?

Nay, let us faith and hope receive ;
The rose still grows beyond the wall.

Scattering fragrance far and wide,
Just as it did in days of yore,

Just as it did on the other side,
Just as it will forever more.
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£ ead, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom,
Lead Thou mc on!
The night is dark, and I am far from home —
Keep thou my feet; I do not ask to sec
The distant scene,— one step enough for mec.

I was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou
Shouldst lead me on.

I loved to choose and see my path; but now
Lead Thou me on!

I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears,

Pride ruled my will; remember not past years.

So long Thy power hath blessed me, sure it still
Will lead me on,

O’er moor and fen, o’cr crag and torrent, till
The night is gone;

And with the morn those angel faces smile

W hich I have loved long since, and lost awhile.

John H. Newman.
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Cszsrt and cvening star

And one clear call for me!

And mavy there be no moaning of the bar
When I put out to sea.

But such a tide as moving scems asleep,

Too full for sound or foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless decp

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farcwell
When 1 embark.

For though from out our bournc of time and place
The flood may bear me far,
I lope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crossed the bar.

Alfred Tennyson.
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SN here is no death! The stars go down

To rise upon some other shore,
And bright in heaven’s jeweled crown
They shine forcvermore.

There is no death! Although we gricve
When beautiful, familiar forms

That we have learned to love arc torn

From our embracing arms.

They arc not dead! They have but passed
Bevond the mists that blind us here
Into the new and larger life
Of that screncr sphere.

They have but dropped their vobe of clay
To put their shining raiment on;

Thcy have not wandered far away
They arc not “lost” nor “gonc.”

And cver near us, though unscen,
The dear, immortal spirits trcad.
For all the boundless universe
Is Life — there are no dead.

J. L. McCreery.
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IMRS. RILEYIS
~ | DEATH VICTIM

Member Of Prominent |
Cleveland Family
Succumbs In Asheville

Mrs. Madge Webb Riley, mem-
|ber of one of the city's oldest !
and most prominent families and
life-long resident of Shelby, died

Asheville sanatorium after g long
period of ill health. She was the
only sister of Mrs. 0. Max Gard-
ner and niece of Judge E. Yates
Webb. |

Mrs. Riley had been in declin-
+1ing health for a period of years, |
suffering from a heart ailment
4and other complications and had

— been under treatment in an Ashe-’

ville hospital for several weeks.
Born in Shelby December 5, |
1880, she had lived most of her
life at the home of her parents, |
{the late Judge and Mrs. James
“L. Webb, on South Washington
street. She attended the public
schools of Shelby and studied for
{two years at Peace Institute in
Raleigh. S8he traveled extensively
{and was actively identified with
'the social and religious life of her
| community until her health fail-
led in recent years.
LIBRARY ORGANIZER

As one of the organizers of the |
Shelby Public Library, she serv-
ed for years as chairman of the

board, and was a generous donor |

Tuesday afternoon at 2:30 in an

Ie Watcher

She always leaned to watch for us,
Anxious if we werce late,

In winter by the window,
In summer by the gate;

And though we mocked her tenderly,
Who had such foolish care,

The long way home would seem morc safe
Because she waited there.

Her thoughts were all so full of us,
She never could forget!

And so I think that where she is
She must be watching yet.

Waiting till we come lome to lcr,
Anxious if we arc late —
Watching from Heaven's window,

Leaning from Hcaven's gate.

Margaret Widdemer.
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& he air is full of farewells to the dying,
And mournings for the dead;

The heart of Rachel for her children crying,
Will not be comforted!

Let us be patient! These severe afflictions
Not from the ground arise,

But oftentimes celestial benedictions
Assume this dark disguise.

We sce but dimly through the mists and vapors;
Amid these earthly damps

W hat seem to us but sad, funercal tapers
May be heaven’s distant lamps.

There is no Death! What seems so is transition;
This life of mortal breath

Is but a suburb of the life elysian,
Whosc portal we call Death.

In that great cloister’s stillness and seculsion,
By guardian angels led,

Safe from temptation, safe from sin’s pollution,
They live, whom we call dead.

Henry W. Longfellow.
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