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Good Afternoon Friends and Family,

We are gathered here to celebrate the eternal life of our mom, your
mom, your friend and an extraordinary woman Shirley Joy Boswell.
She was the daughter of Doris Boswell and the foster daughter of Hugo.
She was born and raised in Brooklyn, New York at Kings County Hospital
on March 23, 1958.

One thing about our mom is that she was a mother to EVERYONE not just
her own children. She was a parent to the young and old. She loved
babysitting and taking care of the elderly. She loved to cook and she really
could cook, everyone loved her food. She loved the snow as she would say
but hated the rain. We were different in that way. She walked wherever she
had to go, she hated wasting money on cabs, she would walk in a minute!

One thing for sure, two things for certain is that she will be greatly missed
and will be forever in our hearts. You are at peace our Queen, our
backbone and our number one woman.

Shirley leaves to cherish her loving memories a daughter Latasha
Hammond, two sons Corey Boswell and Ahniel Mitchell. Four
grandchildren Ymonni Boswell, Elĳah Hammond, DaShawn Boswell, and
Cartier Boswell.

Her beloved son Phillip Boswell preceded her in passing.

Lovingly submitted by your children.
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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.
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