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To My Wife:
We have shared the suns and the storms of life.

Its mountains and its valleys ...
And always you have been my inspiration,

my helping hand,
my happiness,

my love.

I will miss you.
Love, David

Sheila Edwina Garraway

Sunrise
September 7, 1930

Sunset
July 22, 2018

Pallbearers
Nigel Garraway (son)

Stephen Garraway (son)
Corey Garraway (grandson)

Andrew Garraway, Jr. (grandson)
Marc Pinheiro (nephew)
Jason Pinheiro (nephew)

Flower Attendants
Family & Friends

Interment
Lauderdale Memorial Park

2001 SW 4th Ave.
Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33315

Repast
Garraway’s Residence
18910 NW 23 Avenue

Miami Gardens, FL 33056
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Obituary
“I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have 
kept the faith: Henceforth there is laid up for me a crown of 

righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous judge, shall give 
me at that day: and not to me only, but unto all them 

also that love his appearing.” ~II timothy 4: 7-8 

Sheila Edwina Garraway was born on September 7, 
1930, in Georgetown, Guyana, to Stella Nerene Dearlove and 
Victor Charles Dearlove. Sheila attended Smith’s Church 
Congregational School and Standard High School. As a youth, 
Sheila was very involved in extracurricular activities. She was 
a member of the Catholic Youth Organization, the YWCA, 
and the Girl Guides, just to name a few. She was involved in so 
many activities that her mother often cautioned her not to let 
“the light catch her on the road,” an old Guyanese saying. After 
graduating high school, she became a nurse at the Georgetown 
hospital.

Sheila emigrated to London in 1954 to further her nursing 
studies. In London, she met her husband, David Garraway. 
David and Sheila were married in December 1958. Their union 
produced four children; sons, Nigel, Stephen, and Andrew, and 
daughter, Sarah.

In the early 1970s, Sheila and her family moved from London 
to New York City. After brief stops in Brooklyn and the Bronx, 
they ultimately settled in Queens. After a decade in Queens, 
the family moved to Miami, Florida, where they have made 
their home ever since.

Sheila was a devoted Christian, a loving wife and sister, and 
a caring mother and grandmother. She was known for her 
outgoing personality which, at times, was so outgoing that it 
got her into trouble. In Guyana and the states alike, she was 
known as the life of the party.

Sheila is survived by: husband, David; sons, Nigel, Stephen 
(Janet), and Andrew; daughter, Sarah (Marc); sister, Patricia; 
grandchildren, Nigel, Jr., (Bhavini), Taiesha, Corey, Andy 
and Teila; and great-grandchildren, Tyson, Kavita, Kingston, 
Camren, and Cairo. In transition, she joins her father, Victor; 
mother, Stella; and brother, Patrick; as well as a host of other 
family members and friends.
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Recessional

I ’m Still Here
I may be gone, but please don’t cry

death is not the last goodbye
death releases me of my pain

there will come a day we’ll meet again
don’t be blue and don’t be sad
think back to the fun we had

I am always here, I hear you speak
in time of trouble it’s me you seek

you don’t see me, but I see you
I’ll do my best to pull you through

speak to me and I will hear
never far I am always near

be brave my children—do not cry
I’ll see you again—it’s not goodbye

By John Frankie Connor


