DON'T

Don't spend too much time in mourning.

Tears are for the sad.
1 left to be with Jesus, and
this should make you glad.

Don't waste your hours in grieving.

No need o feel distress.
I'm tirved of life's frustrations,
and had to get some rest.
Don't vex yourself with questions,
or try to reason why.
Life here for me was ended
it came my time to die.
Don't lose the love I gave you
feed it with your care.
Give it your devotion
and spread it everywhere.
Don't fret because my leaving
came in such a way,
We'll have another meeting,
in God's Eternal Day!

ACRNOWTHIGNENTS

Our family wishes to extend our profound and sincere gratitude for the
outpouring of love, support, and prayers during this difficult time. Through our
cherished memories, THURMOND will live on in our hearts forever. May we
continue to celebrate his life by living freely and with gratitude every single day

that we have the ability to take a breath.

ARRANGEMENTS ENTRUSIED 10:

0

BENTA’S
Funeral Home, Inc.

630 St. Nicholas Avenue
New York, NY 10030
Phone: (212) 281-8850

Fax: (212) 234-3600

IN TOVING MEMCRY OF

THURMOND L SMALL

SuNRIsE: JUNE 2, 1942 - SunseT: JuLy 8, 2026

FUNERAL SFRVICE

Wednesday, July 22,2026 ¢ 10:00 A.M.

ST. ANDREW'’S EPISCOPAL CHURCH
2067 Fifth Avenue « New York, NY 10035

FRr. ALLAN JACKSON, Officiating

CALVERTON NATIONAL CEMETERY
Calverton, New York




ORDER OF SERVICE

OPENING SENTENCES

HyMN . "Precious Lorp" - LEV 106
CoOLLECT
LESSON ... ISAIAH 61:1-3
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OBl UARY

We gather today to celebrate a life that taught us how to be steady, curious, and
kind. THURMOND EDWARD SMALLS was a man of quiet strength — the kind
of person whose presence made ordinary days feel important. He did not seek the
spotlight, but he left a light behind him that will guide us for years to come.

Thurmond was born on Pawleys Island, South Carolina, the seventh of eight
children of Ethel and James Smalls. From that large, loving household he carried
forward a deep sense of family and responsibility. He answered his country’s call in
1964, serving honorably in the United States Army during the Vietham War. That
service shaped him: it taught him discipline, humility, and a respect for duty that he
lived by every day.

After the Army, Thurmond built a life in New York City with the same steady hands
and clear mind he used in everything he did. He married his high school sweetheart,
Josephine, and together they raised a family rooted in love and hard work. For
many years he ran two newspaper stands in Manhattan at a time when few African
American men owned such businesses. He later drove delivery trucks for the New
York Times and the Daily News, proud of honest labor and the small dignity of a

job done well.

But what people remember most about Thurmond was not his jobs or titles — it was
the way he made you feel. He had a habit of lifting others with a question that cut to
the heart of things, a question that made you think and, often, made you better. He
loved to read; he loved to learn. Every morning you could find him with a newspaper
and a pencil, working the crossword with patient determination. That simple ritual
captured who he was: persistent, thoughtful, and quietly joyful.

Thurmond’s conversations were gifts. He could challenge you without diminishing
you, push you without pushing you away. He believed in people’s potential and he
showed that belief in small, steady ways — a listening ear, a pointed piece of advice,
a smile as he handed you a paper. Those moments were his way of saying, “I see you.

Keep going.”

He loved his family fiercely. He is survived by his daughters Shannon and Nicole,
his son Trevis, and his sister and best friend, Zenobia Smalls, whose companionship
and care meant the world to him. He was especially close to his aunt, Janie Culler,
our family matriarch who, at over 100 years, has been a living bridge to our past and
a source of strength for us all. Thurmond also leaves a host of nieces and nephews,
cousins, and many loving relatives and friends who will carry his memory forward.

We take comfort in knowing he is reunited with Josephine, and we honor the life
they built together. As we say goodbye, let us honor Thurmond by living the lessons
he taught us: read more, ask better questions, show up for one another in the small,
ordinary ways that matter most.

Thurmond, we will miss your laugh, your stubborn curiosity, and the calm way you
made life feel whole. Rest in peace. We will carry you forward.




