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Psalm 23

The LORD is my shepherd; I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures:
He leadeth me beside the still waters. He restoreth my soul:
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness, for his name’s sake.
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. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence
Of mine enemies: Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth
Over. 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.
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Perhaps you sent a lovely card, or sat quietly in a chair. Perhaps
you sent those beautiful flowers, that we saw sitting there.
Perhaps you spoke the kindest words, as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all, just thought of us that day.
Whatever you did to console our hearts we thank you so much
for whatever part. Special thanks to Sam Coles for stepping-in
where needed.

W. H. Mays Mortuary

“Professional Service A Family Tradition Since 1922”
1221 James Brown Boulevard
Augusta, Georgia 30901
(706) 722-6401
Design/Printing By: Augusta Blueprint * Augusta, Georgia * (706) 722-6488

www.augustafuneralnotices.com

Obituary
GLYNN CRENSHAW was born May 6, 1956, to Willie and
Gertrude Crenshaw of Wetumpka, Alabama. He was the husband
of Judith Davis-Crenshaw formerly of Wilson, North Carolina.
Glynn confessed Christ at an early age and attended Sunday School
regularly which was often an opportunity to fellowship with
cousins. Much of Glynn’s childhood was spent watching westerns,
learning about horses, tractors and playing sports with his siblings.
Glynn attended Welton Blanton Doby High School but ended up
moving to Selma with his brother, Danny and sister-in-law, Bennie.
He ultimately graduated from Selma High School in 1975.
It was then that Glynn chose to serve his country by enlisting in
the United States Army. He served in Communications for ten years
and in Field Artillery for ten years at Fort Bragg, North Carolina as a
paratrooper. In addition, he served at Camp Casey, Korea; Fort Sill,
Oklahoma; Fort Ord, California and Greece.
During his time in Fort Bragg, Glynn met the love of his life, Judith.
They entered into matrimony on September 19, 1992, in Wilson,
North Carolina. This blessed union extended for twenty-six years.
He was preceded in death by his sister, Yvonne, and brother, Willie
Henry.
After retiring from the Army, Glynn and Judith made their home
in Hephzibah, Georgia and became members of Bethel African
Methodist Episcopal Church. Glynn was active in the church and
was a member of the Steward Board, the 20th Century Board, the
Larry W. Hudson Usher Broad, and was the Church’s Groundskeeper
until his health failed.
Additionally, Glynn began working with the United States Postal
Service. After twenty years of service, he retired in April 2017.
Those left to mourn the loss of his treasured life are: his loving and
devoted wife ,Judith; sister, Claudette (Jim) Day; three brothers,
Danny (Bennie) Crenshaw, Dwight Crenshaw and Martin (Janice)
Crenshaw; two sisters, Jean (Willie) Dixon and Eloyse CrenshawJackson; sister-in-love, Tuddie Davis; brother-in-law, Jonathan
(Felicia) Davis, Jr.; special niece, Nikki Crenshaw; god-daughter,
Amber Mills; and a host of nieces, nephews and friends.
During his times of illness over the past year, Glynn was trying to
live life to its fullest. Glynn never gave up fighting. He enjoyed music,
gardening, attending Bullseye Hunting Club meetings, adventurous
car rides, and sharing fond memories of family and friends.

If

-By Rudyard Kipling -

If you can keep your head when all about you, are losing
theirs and blaming it on you; If you can trust yourself when
all men doubt you, but make allowance for their doubting
too; If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, or, being lied
about, don’t deal in lies, or, being hated, don’t give way to
hating, and yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise;
If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim; If you
can meet with triumph and disaster, and treat those two
impostors just the same; If you can bear to hear the truth
you’ve spoken. Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,
Or watch the things you gave your life to broken,
And stoop and build ‘em up with wornout tools;

Celebration Service

Officiating, Reverend Dr. Claude Shuford
The Prelude
The Processional
The Hymn ................................................................................... Choir
“It Is Well With My Soul”
The Scriptures
Old Testament ................... Reverend Alonzo Crenshaw
New Testament ........................ Reverend Rodney Lewis
Invocation ............................................... Reverend Yolanda Kelley

If you can make one heap of all your winnings, and risk it on
one turn of pitch-and-toss, and lose, and start again at your
beginnings, and never breathe a word about your loss;
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew. To serve
your turn long after they are gone, and so hold on when
there is nothing in you, except the Will which says to them:
“Hold on”;

Selection ...................................................................................... Choir
“When We All Get to Heaven”

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, or walk

The Obituary ................................................................ Read Silently
(Soft Music)

with kings—nor lose the common touch; If neither foes nor
loving friends can hurt you; If all men count with you, but
none too much; If you can fill the unforgiving minute, with
sixty seconds’ worth of distance run—yours is the

Earth and
everything that’s in it, and—which is more—
you’ll be a Man, my son!

The Reflections ............................................... Dr. Daryl Crenshaw
Brother Ray Moore
Selection .................................................. Shyla Crenshaw McCray

The Acknowledgements
Soloist .............................................................. Sister Lisa Crenshaw
“I’ve Been In The Storm Too Long”
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The Eulogy ...................................... Reverend Dr. Claude Shuford

If Tears Could Build A Stairway

The Recessional ......................................................................... Choir
“Goin Up Yonder”

If tears could build a stairway, and memories a lane.
I would walk right up to Heaven, and bring you back again.
No farewell words were spoken, no time to say “Goodbye”.
You were gone before I knew it, and only God knows why.
My heart still aches with sadness, and secret tears still flow.
What it meant to love you - No one can ever know.
But now I know you want me to mourn for you no more;
To remember all the happy times life still has much in store.
Since you’ll never be forgotten, I pledge to you today~
A hollowed place within my heart is where you’ll always stay.
- Author: Unknown -

The Interment ............ Mt. Zion Chapel A.M.E. Zion Cemetery
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. . . Repast . . .

2493 Crenshaw Road
Wetumpka, Alabama

Mount Zion Chapel A.M.E. Zion Chuch
Fellowship Hall

