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October 15, 1924
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Carlyle Edwards Jr. was born October, 15, 1924 in Harlem, New

York.  His parents were Carlyle and Ina Edwards and he was the

oldest of five brothers, Ralph, Roy, Dickey and Lawrence. He lived

in Harlem during his young years and lived in Brooklyn during his

adult years.

He met and married Gloria Clarke and produced their daughter,

Carol, who in turn has six children, his grandchildren, James,

Anthony, Jimmy, Lisa, Mark and Gregory. He also has four great-

grandchildren who are Keona, Keeshell, Kiara and Khamell.  And

in later years, he met and spent over 40 years with his mate, Thelma

Smith.

He became a self-employed businessman to become owner of

Carl’s Liquor Store in Park Slope Brooklyn. After he retired from

his business, he spent his time traveling.

Carlyle went home in peace on March 11, 2011. He will be missed

and remembered by his daughter, Carol, his grandchildren, great-

grandchildren, his brother, Roy, and all of his nieces, nephews,

cousins and a host of other relatives and friends.



Interment
Pinelawn Cemetery

Farmingdale, New York
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The family wishes to express their deep appreciation
and sincere thanks for your kindness during a time of sorrow. w
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When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown


