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Milton Ray Gilford
October 31, 1935 – June 4, 2018



Obituary

Milton Ray Gilford was born on Thursday, October 31, 1935 in Detroit, Michi-
gan to Dan and Lula (Jackson) Gilford. He was the second of six children. He 
entered into eternal rest on Monday, June 4, 2018. He attended Detroit public 
schools, including Southeastern High School. 

Flight was Milton’s first love. He often talked about going down to the airfield 
as a child, and said that a kind caretaker would open planes and let him crawl 
around in them. His dream was to be a pilot. In that regard he entered the Unit-
ed States Air Force in response to his country’s call to duty. 

He married Girlene Marie Williams on May 21, 1960 and settled in Austin, 
Texas. To this union his son, Raymond Gilford, was born.

Following his military service he attended Huston-Tillotson College, and 
Southwest Texas State University. He later completed Ground School and flight 
certification and fulfilled his childhood dream, flying various light aircraft 
across the country for many years. 

His career was varied. He worked in sales and held clerical positions. He 
served his community as a deputy sheriff for Travis County before accepting a 
post with the United States Border Patrol, and settling with his family in south-
ern California. His love of flight called to him again, and he went to work for 
PSA airlines. He completed Airframe and Powerplant licensing and spent his 
final working years with US Airways in California, Delaware and Virginia as a 
mechanic until his retirement in 2002.

He professed a hope in Christ and was baptised by Pastor Johnnie Fleming at 
Second Baptist Church in Chester, Virginia.

His parents, sister, and one of his four brothers preceded him in death.

He leaves to cherish his memory, his son Raymond Gilford, Girlene Marie Gil-
ford, brothers Charles Gilford of Dallas Texas, Dan Gilford and Stanley Gilford, 
both of Detroit, Michigan, and a host of nephews, nieces, cousins, and friends.

The family would like to thank the physicians, nurses, case managers and staff 
of North Austin Medical Center, Legend Oaks Healthcare and Rehabilitation - 
North Austin, and Heart to Heart Hospice for their tireless efforts on Milton’s 
behalf.



Order of Service

Opening prayer: Brett Gilford, Branch of the Vine Ministries

Scripture Reading:  Raymond Gilford
   Old Testament: Psalm 23

1 The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.
2 He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he 
leadeth me beside the still waters.
3 He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of 
righteousness for his name's sake.
4 Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow 
of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy 
rod and thy staff they comfort me.
5 Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of 
mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my 
cup runneth over.
6 Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 
days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the 
Lord for ever.

   New Testament: Romans 8:38-39
38 For I am persuaded, that neither death, nor life, 
nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things 
present, nor things to come, 39 Nor height, nor depth, 
nor any other creature, shall be able to separate us 
from the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus our 
Lord.

Reflections

Eulogy:   Brett Gilford, Branch of the Vine Ministries

Interrment:   Monday, June 18, 2018, 2:00pm
   Central Texas State Veteran's Cemetery
   11463 TX-195
   Killeen, TX 76542



Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of earth,
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;

Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth
Of sun-split clouds, – and done a hundred things

You have not dreamed of – Wheeled and soared and swung
High in the sunlit silence. Hov'ring there

I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung
My eager craft through footless halls of air...

Up, up the long, delirious, burning blue
I've topped the wind-swept heights with easy grace

Where never lark or even eagle flew –
And, while with silent lifting mind I've trod

The high untrespassed sanctity of space,
Put out my hand, and touched the face of God.

High Flight
John Gillespie Magee, Jr.


