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The Obituary
Dorris “Smokey” King was born July 15, 1941 to her parents, James King and Dosha Cain.  

She was later adopted by Mr. and Mrs. Moultrie in Jacksonville, Florida.  Smokey attended 
Duval County Public School.

Smokey is proceeded in death by her daughter, Chiquita Moultrie-Williams; grandson, Gary Jr.; 
great granddaughters, Ji'Mya, Londyn, Iyona; and great grandson, James Jr.; brothers, Joedean 

and Richard; sisters, Claretha, Grace, Genevieve, Evelyn, Beatrice; and her fur babies, Champ and 
Ryder.

Dorris “Smokey” King leaves to cherish her memory, her love of forty-two years, Vondora; 
daughters, Jeanette and Vanessa (Greg); grandchildren, Alacia, Rekeish, Destiny, Corey, 

LaQuita, James, Dynisha, Brittany (Jerod), Andre (Charkevia), Tyra, Karese (James); a host of 
great-grandchildren; sister, Dosha; godson, Pete (Joyce); special friends, Soundra (Pearl), Dorothy, 
Pat, Rosie; a host of nephews, nieces, and friends.

Smokey never met a stranger.  She lived her life to the COMPLETE fullest.  A very warmhearted, 
sweet and gentle soul to those she loved.  Smokey was a loving mother, grandmother, great 

grandmother, friend and companion. She enjoyed fishing, playing cards, cooking, planting 
vegetables, being the neighborhood candy lady and talking jibber jabber!!!  Certain sayings were 
“How you” and “Hanging in there” as greetings. “BE THERE BABY”, “Outta ya hand come 
leaping Dan” during a spade game. “Good bread good meat good Lawd let's eat” as a prayer.  “Anny 
panny and another”, “You Dizzle”, “Tell Aunt Mary, to tell Aunt Jane to tell Sally Sue it’s all ova 
but the shoutin”, “I don’t do all they say I do”, “Get the butta from the duck”, "One thing and two 
fa sho", "Ain't nuthin in the drug store that will kill you quicker than I will about Von" talking 
smack to whoever would listen, “The sky is the limit” for motivation and “Your nose clean” before 
you entered her home. She was the Queen of giving nicknames and would call you by that name 
only - no matter how silly.  She was proud of everyone’s accomplishments, but especially proud of 
her great grandson, Desmond Moultrie; he is currently a sophomore at Jackson State University, 
playing football as a running back. Smokey retired from the Industrial Atlantic Cold Storage after 
twenty plus years.  She also worked for the Jacksonville Jaguars. Smokey was a devoted fan of the 
following football teams, Florida State University, the Washington Commanders (Redskins), the 
San Francisco 49ers and the Jacksonville Jaguars. Smokey is a current member of the Community 
Church M.B. where she was recently baptized.
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No words could begin to express the weight of our hearts,

No one moment with you would be long enough to bring you back to this earth.
You had a smile that could literally brighten the darkest room,

And every one of us that is here today would argue that your life, even after 80 years, is gone far to soon.
It's hard to grasp the answer behind the difficult question why?

So I petitioned God with my heart as I cried myself to sleep thinking about you late last night.
 

He came, and wiped my tears and
He said to me this is one answer He couldn't dare deny.

 
"See 80 years on earth yes that's what she was permitted to spend,

I sent her to show you things that simply put in just words,
only in action would you have been able to comprehend.

An angel in spirit, but yet you knew her as merely a human,
I bid her to do my work and she upheld my good deeds even until the very end.
Always willing to lend a helping hand or a shoulder to her family and friends,

She never put herself above or before others, 
she knew just what her purpose was even when to others it may have never made sense.

Did you ever notice how her laugh could make you feel like you just witnessed a new sunrise?
Her hugs were infectious and the light that sparkles and shined through her smile and her eyes.

Didn't she make sure you always "felt" the love in both her hellos and goodbyes?
 

She was proof that through me all things could be done both exceedingly and abundantly.
And all who knew Smokey knew she hindered not the children to come to her just as I had said the same unto me.

So you see my dear child I know your hearts are burdened right now with the burning question
of why, but please fear not the reason, weep not for a loss of life.

For it was I who called her home.
She is my child, she heard my voice, and so she hastened to my throne."

 
As I heard God tell me that I looked over to see my beloved Smokey in my dreams,

 we didn't need to exchange words she simply looked at me and grinned.......
As I awoke from this perfect dream I could feel Smokey's LOVE and SPIRIT and I knew.

She had perfected her work here on earth and she sent me with
a message to help heal all of our weeping hearts.

 
Her time with us here has ended, but she wants us all to know that what she has started

it is up to us to continue, because God's work is never truly finished.
 

There will NEVER be another quite like our Smokey, because she was undoubtedly the best of the best.
But there is no greater blessing then knowing we each had a chance

to walk next to one of God's Angels in the flesh.
 

Poet: Sabre Williams

God's Angel in the Flesh










