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A Debonair Man of Dignity and Distinction
A Reflection of the Life of

Clarence James
It is nearly 56 years later and I find myself sitting in my home in Rowlett, Texas as my family, friends and I
reflect on the life and journey of my husband, Clarence. Wow, there are so many precious memories and
stores that readily come to mind. Some stories bring smiles, some tears, some a chuckle, and some just simply
warm my heart. He was such a great man and there’s so much to say about him that I am overwhelmed.
Well, let’s get started…
It all began on one faithful Saturday. On that day, April 16th, back in ’32 Amon
Clarence and Grace Ella were excited about the arrival of their first child. With the
words, ‘it’s a boy’, little Clarence was here to make his mark on life; and what a life
it was!
Train Up A Child…
Clarence’s sister, Evelyn, remembers those days very well. She shared with us that
Clarence was always mature for his age. Their father, Amon Clarence passed when they were very young;
Clarence was seven years old and she was only three but she can still remember how Clarence really worked
hard to take care of the family; after all, at seven he was now the ‘man of the house’. As a matter-of-fact, she
said that Clarence went to work early in life to help their mom and family.
Before starting his part-time job as a young teen, Clarence would find ways to
make money. In the cold Chicago winters, Clarence would often chop wood
and sell it to those in the neighborhood who had wood stoves. It was hard
work, but it was an honest way to make money. He kept money and would
often use it to help when needed. For example, there was a time after her dad
passed that their mom was really having a hard time financially. The family
came home and found their belongings removed from their apartment. The
then, fourteen year old Clarence had enough money saved up from his part
time job that he was able to pay the amount owed and get them back into their apartment.

Evelyn shared with us that Clarence also helped his mom raise his other five siblings. Although he was young
at the time, and a student at Gladestone Elementary School, he made sure that his siblings acted right,

dressed well, and carried themselves in a way that was respectable. He made sure that they practiced good
manners, ‘yes mam’; ‘no sir’; ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ were a necessary part of the English language. Evelyn
said that even as an adult; that still rings in her mind. She chuckled when she recalled being robbed as a bank
teller and telling her robber ‘thank you’ as he left…. That’s just the kind of home training that Clarence gave
her.

They were ‘normal’ children. She remembers them playing church
when they would return home from services. And Clarence’s
cooking also stood out in her mind. He was a good cook and could
bake a cake with the best of them. He perfected his famous cake
that was made with what they had; powered eggs and powdered
milk. Once they got to where they could afford real eggs and milk;
Clarence had to figure out how to make cakes all over again. When
Clarence was a older, he made sweet potato pies and sent them
through the US Mail to family and friends for their birthday. Those
were good days; they were poor, but life was fine.

Clarence graduated from Crane High School in Chicago in 1947 and
received a scholarship to college. However, Clarence turned down
the opportunity so he could stay home and help his family. He did, however, join the Illinois National Guard
when he was 16 years old and served for over twenty years later retiring with the rank of Captain.
And the Two Shall Become One…
I remember the first time that I recall seeing Clarence. We were at some mutual friend’s home and Clarence
was at the table with some other gentlemen playing a friendly game of Bidwiz. I noticed
him and walked over to the table. He looked so good. He was dressed nice and he was
handsome! I recall looking at his hand and before I knew it I said “he’s got a nice
hand” out loud. Clarence looked at me and I realized that I was no longer welcomed
at the table. Later that night we talked and he asked me if he could call me
sometimes. I said yes. He asked me for my phone number and I raddled it off
quickly. I though… he’ll never call me. As fate would have it, the following morning, I
received a call from Clarence. I asked him, ‘how did you remember my number’ to

which he replied, ‘I can remember anything I want’. I later found out that he begged his friend to give him my
number. He asked me out and my parents allowed us to go after he underwent some intergetation. We had a
ball! Clarence has many talents, however, singing was not one of them. But I can recall that night, Clarence
sang to me... “There I go, there I go, pretty baby”.

We courted for some time. He was always a sharp dresser; his shoes were
shined; he wore a vest; and he always had three handkerchiefs, one for
showing, one for blowing and one for primping. I recall when widescreen
movies first came out and Clarence asked me out. As always, Clarence had to
first ask my parents… to my father first, who deferred to my mother; then to
my mother who referred back to my father. Finally, my parents talked and
they allowed him to take to me to the movies which started late and was
over way past my curfew.

I liked Clarence and he liked me. I recall when Clarence and I decided that we
wanted to get married. Clarence had to ask my dad for my hand in marriage…. twice. My father was a dry
cleaner. Clarence went to ask my dad and my dad never stopped working the pressing machine. He told
Clarence that he would have to ask him later. I was so afraid that Clarence would not come back to my dad for
the second time, but Clarence did. I was in nursing school at Mount Sinai School of Nursing at the time and my
dad was insisting that I would finish school before marrying. Clarence respected his wishes and we waited. I
later asked Clarence if my parents nearly scared him off since they were so strict on me; to which he replied…
no, he respected them and it made him respect me more.

November 21, 1954 was one of the happiest days of my life. Although it
nearly didn’t happen because Clarence was sick. That day started the rest
of our lives as I was now Mrs. Ruth James. I was a nurse who worked in
OB and Clarence worked as a bus driver in Chicago at that time which was
a very respectable job, as he was one of the first African Americans to
hold that position.

I worked the evening 3 – 11 shift and worked the

evening shift so we could spend time together. What great days those
were! We had a great apartment on Douglass Boulevard in Chicago.

I recall when we had our first child, Cheryl. Clarence went through
the labor classes with me, after all, I was a nurse who worked in OB;
we were going to have a perfect delivery. The day that I went into
labor we called my dad to take us to the hospital. Dad came over,
literally picked me up, put me in the car and told Clarence that he
could ride too. There we were in the car on our way to the hospital;
me and dad in the front seat and Clarence in the back seat. I can still
remember him with his calm demeanor, leaning over the seat and
rubbing my shoulders saying in a calm cool voice… relax… relax…
relax. He was always cool and calm.

I remember when we moved into the building that my sister
purchased. We were blessed to give birth to Deborah and Bruce while we lived there. Later we purchased our
first home which was on Maywood in Chicago. There were a lot of memories made in that house. One that
really stands out was involving Bruce. Clarence expected a lot and demanded a lot from all of them, especially
Bruce. One day when Bruce was fourteen, he decided that he was ‘a man’ and that he could stand up to his
father. Clarence, in a calm voice told Bruce to simply go to his room. Bruce, however, did not feel the need to
retreat to his room but decided that it was necessary to vocally prove his point. Clarence, a second time,
calmly warned Bruce to calm down, sit down or go to his room. These exchanges took place about four or five
times before the calm, cool and collective Clarence picked Bruce up and physically throw him across the room
and into the wall. Wow… that really got Bruce’s attention. Needless to say, after getting up off the floor,
Bruce decided to take his father’s first advice and go to his room. Bruce never tried that again!

As the kids grew up Clarence made a lasting impression them. They all
have their special ‘daddy’ story.

We all got a good laugh when Bruce

reflected on how Clarence used to wake him up out of a hard sleep to
hang his clothes on the hanger correctly and to shine his shoes. Cheryl
recalled creating a list of desirable traits for guys when she started dating.
After close review of the list it became apparent that all of the qualities
that she wanted in a husband were present in her father. Jerry, Cheryl’s
husband chimed in reflecting back to when he went to Clarence to ask for
Cheryl’s hand in marriage; Clarence told him that he was not good enough

for his daughter; but then quickly admitted, that no one was good enough for her, thus, if she had to give her
away, then he was the best guy for him to give her to. Deborah had her stories and even Nate talked about
how his grandpa used to play domino’s with him. He realized that his grandpa was a serious domino player
and there was no talking during the game. I had to confess to Nate that his high energy was the reason for the
no talking rule.

Clarence loved his children as well as his grandchildren.
He was very much a family man who always placed God
first, me next, and then his family. He enjoyed and
looked forward to spending time with us. It didn’t
matter if we were traveling, at one of the children
and now grandchildren’s activities, in church
together, or just simply spending time at home; we
really enjoyed each other!

We were blessed to

celebrate many years together.

We were blessed to

watch as our family and group of friends grow. Marriage
to Clarence was great! We had our challenging times like
all couples, but we endured! We enjoyed the opportunity to
host our friends and family as we celebrated our 25th, 30th,
and 50th wedding anniversaries. Each time, we had a ball!

The cold winters of Chicago begin to prove to be a bit much for us
and we relocated to Hot Springs Village, Arkansas. We developed
many relationships and enjoyed serving in ministry while living
there. Clarence even started a prison ministry. Later, Deborah, who
had relocated to Texas begged us for some time to relocate to Texas
and live close to her. After sometime, we decided to accept her

invitation

and

relocated to Rowlett, Texas. Here in Texas we shared many special times and made many friends. We had the
opportunity to spend time with and enjoy our family that much more. What a joy it was for Clarence to see
and interact with his grandchildren!

As for me and my house…
Clarence was a man of faith who lived what he believed. Evelyn shared with us that as a child, Clarence would
share with them words of wisdom or simply bit of advice. It was years later that she realized that the words
that he gave them as children were straight from the word of God.

Clarence not only lived his faith but he was always an active part of ministry. During his early years of life,
Clarence attended Mount Hebron Baptist Church of Chicago, Illinois. Clarence understood and believed that it
was important to be part of a community of faith; as a result, any time he relocated he would soon as possible
find a body of believers where we could unite. Some of the
church we served faithfully include Second Baptist church of
Maywood, Illinois; New Faith Baptist Church in Illinois; and
Barcelona Road Baptist Church in Hot Springs Village,
Arkansas where he was the first African American deacon.
Clarence served in many different positions while serving at
these congregations; at various times he served as a Sunday
School Teacher, Superintendent of the Sunday School,
Deacon, and Chairman of the Deacon Board.

The last

congregation that he served was Mount Hebron Baptist
Church of Garland.

Here at ‘The Mount’, Clarence and I enjoyed serving in ministry together as missionaries, shepherds, deacon
and deaconess to name a few. We enjoyed our time sharing with the Senior’s Sunday School class, bible
studies as well as exercise with the seniors. Clarence enjoyed talking with people, from little children to senior
adults; Clarence always had a positive word or encouragement to provide. He was always a leader and people
loved and respected him.

For seventy eight and a half years Clarence was blessed to enjoy life here on this earth and God was gracious
to allow me to spend fifty-six of those years with him. I’m gonna miss him a lot, but it bring me comfort to
know that he is now with the God that he lead many others to, and that he spent so much time talking and
learning about. He’s now getting his reward. Because of the Hope of Glory, I’ll see him again one day. I pray
that our offspring along with all of our friends and family will make the decision to trust God as their personal
savior that we all may join together in heaven one day.

Those who will often reflect on these and other precious memories of Clarence James include his love, wife
and soul-mate; Ruth; children Cheryl (Jerry), Debora (Clarence), and Bruce; his grandchildren Jerry, Angela
(Chuck), Philip, Joshua, Jermill, Amon, Sariah and Nathaniel; great-granddaughter Mikayla; siblings Howard,
Evelyn (Robert), Julia (William), and Demetrius; God daughter Natalie Wordlaw Kennerly, special children
Joseph I Thompson, Jr., Denise Hendry, Leonard S. Harris, Paul A. Bernard, special cousins, Alice Hendricks and
Phyllis Stephson; several sisters-in-law and brothers-in-law; a host of nieces and nephews, family, church
members and friends.

Clarence is now reunited with his parents, Amon James and Grace-Ella Burt James; and his sister, Florence E.
James in glory. In that great getting up morning… Fair ye well; fair ye well!

Your wife
Dear Clarence,
My beloved, my sweetie-pie, my love, my friend, I cannot think of more endearing words to say to you than
those of Elizabeth Barrett Browning.

“How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
From the ends of being an ideal grace.
I love thee to the level of every day’s
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.
I love thee freely, as men strive for right.
I love thee purely, as they turn from praise.
I love thee with the passion put to use
In my old grief’s, and with my childhood’s faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
With the lost saints. I love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life; and if God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death.

Love always and forever…and then some more,

Ruth
The Children
Daddy,
We love you, so very much. And words are so inadequate because we deeply miss you.
What can we possibly say that could fully express the depth and breadth of our love and pride in you?
What poem, with rhythm or rhyme, could capture all the love when we say Daddy, Pa, Father, Mo-Jo, Turk,
friend, confidant, consoler, co-conspirator, and advisor?
Is there an oration, spoken in eloquent language, able to express our pride in knowing you, loving you, and cherishing
your praise as well as your admonition?
There really are no words to do justice to how we feel. So, daddy let us say this:
Thank you for the memories we will always cherish.
Thank you for the foundation of faith, hope, and love.
Thank you for loving people and valuing family, friends and community.
Thank you for the words of silver, framed in gold.
Thank you for loving our dear mother and modeling the will and the work of a life-long romance.

But most of all Daddy, we thank you for introducing us to our heavenly Father and placing our hands,
in His; and for establishing a
reverence for His Word.
And because of this Daddy, we know
we will see you again! And that in
the meantime you expect us to live
our lives on purpose, to fulfill our
God-given destinies!

Until that eternal day we are fully
and faithfully your loving children,
Cheryl, Debra, and Bruce

The Grandchildren
Grandpa, you were our hero, though we didn't tell you that nearly enough. We simply couldn't be prouder of
the man you were, the life you lived, or of the amazing legacy of love you left us. Yet as big as you loomed in
our eyes, you were close and near--a trusted confidant, a beloved friend. We will miss you terribly grandpa,

yet we take solace in that fact that like all great men, the light cast by your life will never be truly extinguished.
We see it in every family gathering and every time we look in the mirror. Here's to a life well lived Grandpa.
Thank you for showing us the way!
The Siblings
I have fought the good fight,
I have finished the race,
I have kept the faith ….
Excerpts from II Timothy 4:7 – 8
Dear Clarence,

As our “ Big Brother” and fraternal father, we are grateful that God gave you the grace to lay a foundation that
would insure our richness in eternity. You demonstrated your spiritual gifts of nurturing and mercy by:
*

using the abilities God gave you, and putting them to work to enhance our growth and
development;

*

always being thoughtful and compassionate;

*

offering a listening ear when we needed to talk to someone;

*

taking on the “head of household” role to assist Mother when Dad passed;

*

providing support, prayer and consultation when needed;

*

teaching us to spend our money on what heaven directs, to spend our spiritual gifts on
heaven’s concerns, and to spend our time and energy with heaven’s perspective; and

*

teaching us that we don’t ever graduate from serving God just because we are retired.

We will miss your encouraging spirit, but we know where you are. By God’s grace, we will all see you again.
You will always be in our hearts.

We may mourn for awhile
But joy comes in the morning!
Excerpts from Psalm 30:5
Be blessed “Big Brother,” be blessed!
With all our love,
Howard, Evelyn, Florence, Demetrias and Julia
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A Word of Thanks

There is such a great comfort in knowing that we are not alone at this time. This assurance is manifested by
the many warm and sincere expressions of care and concern. Each kind deed brings to fruition the promise of
our Savior… “Blessed are they that mourn, for they shall be comforted.” Please know that we are Grateful for
your many prayers to our heavenly Father on our behalf. Additionally we
are equally grateful for the many of you have been there for us through
the years. The English language fails to offer words that can sufficiently
express our appreciation for the many calls, visits to the hospital, cards,
warm wishes and other acts of kindness.

Your incredible display of

unselfish love has been a source of strength for us as we celebrate a life
well lived. Though a void is certain, one thing is equally sure, through the
guidance of the Lord and the comfort of the Holy Spirit, we will endure!
Our prayer for all of you is that God’s matchless grace and blessings will fall
richly upon you all.
“May the Lord watch between me and thee while we are absent one to another” Gen 31:49
~ Ruth James and Family
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