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Obituasy

Thomas Glenn Spangler was born on September 9, 1965 to
Irene Thorn and Allen Spangler. He was reared by his adopted
mother Rachel Spangler. Thomas passed away on January 16,
2023 at his residence in Cornelia, Georgia.

He accepted Christ at an early age and joined Macedonia
Missionary Baptist Church. He rejoined the Church of Christ
in Cornelia, Georgia. Thomas went to Hazelwood High School
and he graduated with the class of 1984 in Town Creek,
Alabama.

Thomas was preceded in death by his adopted mother: Rachel
Spangler; father: Allen Spangler ; adopted father: Matthew
Spangler; his daughter: Whitney Swoopes; his grandsons:
Jaylen Swoopes and Caryon Montgomery; and his brother:
Curtis Spangler.

Thomas leaves to cherish his memory, 3 Sons: Lebrandon Key,
Thomas Spangler, and Nigel Spangler; A Very Special Friend:
Cassandra Jones; 5 Sisters: Henrietta Spangler, Mary Lee
Spangler, (devoted sister) Mary M. Spangler, Julia (Andrew)
Willard, and Emma Sue Spangler; 3 Brothers: Frank (Shirley)
Townsend, James (Margie) Spangler, William (Marlina) Hill,
and Garrick Spangler; Goddaughter/Niece: Lakisha Scruggs;
Aunts: Corrine Spangler, Emma Thorne, Bernice Thorne, Anna
Jane Thorne and Mary Townsend; Uncle: Jimmy Thorne; 13
grandchildren and a host of aunts, uncles, nieces, nephews,
cousins and other relatives and friends.
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Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar,

When | put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless deep

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When | embark;



