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Mr. Calvin Hill, Sr.
Mr. Calvin Hill, Sr. was born March 24, 1956 to the late Mr. Curtis
and Kathleen Hill, Sr. He departed this life on January 27, 2019.
After completing high school, he served 10 years in the U. S. Army.
He currently worked as a supervisor for Glen Raven Custom Fabrics in
Anderson, SC, where he had been employed for 22 years. He was a
loving husband, father, grandfather and loved by his family. He enjoyed
spending his weekends at his grand kids sporting events.
Survivors include his wife of 32 years, Mrs. Emory Hill, one son
Mr. Calvin Hill, Jr.: two daughters: Mrs. Sheena (Wayne) Heard of
Statham, GA, Ms. Sheronda Tate of Statham, GA; two brothers:
Spencer Hill and Dewayne Hill of Elberton, GA; seven sisters: Mary
Mattison of Anderson, SC, Carolyn Bolton of Elberton, GA, Elizabeth
David (William) of Athens, GA, Bonnie Oglesby of Elberton, GA,
Norma Crew (Henry) of Washington, GA, Gloria Bowman and
Carolyn Hill of Elberton, GA; brother-in-law Sammy (Sandra) Cade of
Hartwell, GA; sisters-in-law: Melvis (Curtis} Allen of Hinesville, GA and
Tampa (Matthew) Davis of Bowman, GA; six grandchildren: Mattilynn,
Shakira, Destiny, Wayne Heard, III, Calvin Hill, III and Shamya
Davis, and a host of nieces, nephews, and a very special Uncle Bob
Norman.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT
The family of Mr. Calvin Hill, Sr. wish to express their sincere
thanks and appreciation for the many prayers, calls, food and all other
expressions of love shown during our time of bereavement. May the
Lord continue to bless each one of you.
The Family

Order of service
Processional …………..………..……….…….…… Bro. Robert Mattox
Selection …………...…………….…………….…… Bro. Robert Mattox
Scriptures ………………………………...………………. Pastor Joe Glaze
Prayer …………………………….…..……………...….… Pastor Joe Glaze
Selection …………………………….……….……. Bro. Kevin Carpenter

Remarks …………………………….………..… Bro. Matthew Davis, Jr.
Solo ……………………………………………….…. Minister Jackie Jones
Acknowledgement ………………………...… Bro. Matthew Davis, Jr.
Solo ……………………………..…………………..……….. Sis. Keira Cade
Eulogy ……………………………………..…...…… Rev. James Allen, Jr.
Recessional ……………………………………..…… Bro. Robert Mattox
Interment …………………………………. Georgia National Cemetery

Death Is Nothing At All
Death is nothing at all.
It does not count.
I have only slipped away into the next room.
Nothing has happened.
Everything remains exactly as it was.
I am I, and you are you,
and the old life that we lived so fondly together is untouched, unchanged.
Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.
Call me by the old familiar name.
Speak of me in the easy way which you always used.
Put no difference into your tone.
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow.
Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes that we enjoyed together.
Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.
Let my name be ever the household word that it always was.
Let it be spoken without an effort, without the ghost of a shadow upon it.
Life means all that it ever meant.
It is the same as it ever was.
There is absolute and unbroken continuity.
What is this death but a negligible accident?
Why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight?
I am but waiting for you, for an interval,
somewhere very near,
just round the corner.
All is well.
Nothing is hurt; nothing is lost.
One brief moment and all will be as it was before.
How we shall laugh at the trouble of parting when we meet again!
By Henry Scott-Holland

Missing You
I sit alone now in the darkness of despair.
I cry my silent tears, my heart is broken into a million tiny pieces.
The silence is deafening to my ears.
The darkness frightens me, The shadows climb the wall.
I hear footsteps walking, Passing through the hall.
The loneliness surrounds me, It takes my breath away.
This is the pattern of my life, Since that awful, dreadful day.
Without a clue without a hint of what was yet to be,
God called you home to be with him,
And took you away from me.
I walk, I talk. I carry on when the sun pokes out it’s head
But when darkness falls and evening comes I cannot go to bed.
For this is when I miss you most of all,
When I curl into a little ball
And cry those silent tears.
Watching the shadows, And missing you.
Kathy Murphy

