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We are mourning yet celebrating and appreciating the life and legacy of a great
Father, Husband and Man. James Curtis Bass was born on June 8, 1945 in
Laurinburg, NC. He was born to Evelyn Lyles and Henry Bass. He was educated
in NC. After graduating high school, he decided to move north to Paterson, NJ.

During that time, he met Virginia Deloatch and they started a loving family in
the mid 1970’s. Throughout the years, he was a dedicated and honorary
employee for Beechman Products, he was employed there as a auto mechanic.
He was also employed at various temp agencies until he became ill.

His standout attributes were his inner strength to move forward in life. He
spoke his mind with conviction, passion and no filter.

He was preceded in death by his mother, Evelyn Lyles, father, Henry Bass, son,
James Curtis Bass Jr., brother and sisters, Thomas, Susan and Elizabeth Bass.

James leaves to cherish precious memories: his wife, Virginia Bass; son, Anthony
Deloatch; daughter-in-law, Vernette Willis-Deloatch; granddaughter, Shakiena,
Sherrina, Shante and Sierra Willis; brother, Charles Bass; sister, Katie Bass; and
a host of other relatives.

He will be truly missed but  never forgotten.
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Miss Me But Let Me Go
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


