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Celebrating the Life of

Jim Smylie
Tuesday, November 23, 2021    2:00 p.m.

Calvary Baptist Church
Lumberton, Texas

Pastor Justin Edgerly
Pastor John Griffin, Music

“Great is Thy Faithfulness”

Opening Prayer

Obituary

“Turn Your Eyes Upon Jesus”

Sermon

“I’ll Fly Away” / “When We All Get to Heaven”

Closing Prayer

“Amazing Grace”
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James Wilson Smylie was 
called home to God on Friday, 
November 19, 2021, after a 
brief battle with cancer.  Jim, 
as he was known to most, 
was born to Jim and Joe Nell 
Smylie in Wichita Falls, TX 
on April 19, 1958, but grew 
up in the middle of the Texas 
oil patch in Snyder, TX.  His 
childhood was marked by all 
the adventures a boy could 
want, playing sports on the 
street with friends, camping 
on the West Texas plains 
with his father and brothers, 

and eating watermelon in the front yard with his sisters. Most 
importantly Jim learned the values of faith and family, loving God, 
his parents and siblings fiercely. 
  
Many will remember Jim for his unrelenting work ethic first as 
a Chemical Engineer and later as a Small Business Owner. He 
excelled in both endeavors and there is no doubt Jim enjoyed 
working and seeing the fruit of his labor. However, those who 
knew him best would quickly point to his true passion, raising his 
children with the love of his life, Julie Anna Hoover, who he married 
in the fall of 1978.  Life moved quickly and spanning from 1980 to 
2001 Jim and Julie were blessed with two sons and a daughter. A 
few more years passed, and Jim would gain two daughters-in-law 
and three grandchildren whom he watched grow with great pride 
and joy.

True to his nature, Jim would be a part of many service 
organizations over the years including the Boy Scouts, Masonic 
Lodge, Shriners and Tiger Rock Taekwondo. It was through these 
Jim gave time to his family and community teaching those around 
him how to walk a righteous path filled not with things but with 
meaningful work and love for each other and God.
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A renaissance man, Jim would pursue multiple hobbies over his 
life including amateur radio, fly fishing, camping and hiking, 
martial arts, bee keeping and many others. Through the many 
years sailing would prove to be his longest running pursuit, 
leading him to become a member of the Port Arthur Yacht Club 
and sailing the Gulf of Mexico with his wife and daughter.

While Jim has joined his parents in Heaven he is survived by his 
loving family-his wife of 43 years, Julie Smylie; their son, Will and 
his wife, Selina, and their daughters, Addison and Gabriella; their 
son, Calvin and his wife, Shelby, and their son Michael; and their 
daughter, Caitlin, the apple of his eye.  Jim is also survived by his 
brothers, Glenn and his wife, Mary; John and his wife, Stacey; his 
sister, Sue and her husband, Mike; his sister, Elaine her husband, 
Rey; his nephews and nieces, Mark, Stephen, Christopher, 
Thomas, Elizabeth, Rebecca, Victoria, Rachael, and Alexis; great-
nieces and nephews, Carmen, Lorelei, Sophie, Lennox, Luke and 
Asher; his Uncle, Leslie Southern and aunt, Billie Southern; and 
numerous cousins.

John 6:29
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A Parable of Immortality 
by Henry Van Dyke

“I am standing upon the seashore. A ship at my side spreads her 
white sails to the morning breeze and starts for the blue ocean. 
She is an object of beauty and strength and I sat and watch until 

at last she hangs like a speck of white cloud just where the sea 
and sky come down to mingle with each other. Then someone at 

my side says, “ There she goes! “

Gone where? Gone from my sight . . . that is all. She is just as 
large in mast and hull and spar as she was when she left my side 
and just as able to bear her load of living freight to the place of 

destination. Her diminished size is in me, not in her. And just at 
the moment when someone at my side says, “ There she goes! “ 

there are other eyes watching her coming and other voices ready 
to take up the glad shout “There she comes!”
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11 Timothy 1:13-14

A Speck of Thought 
by Julie Hoover

Life on earth is but a fleeting second, 
In the gigantic infinity of eternity.

Remembered only as the point of salvation, 
Rapidly becoming a speck of thought. 
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Romans 8:38-39
For I am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor 
angels, nor principalities, nor things present, nor 

things to come, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, 
nor any other created thing will be able to separate us 
from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord.

1 Corinthians 15:55-57
Where, O Death, is your victory? Where, O Death, is 
your sting?” The sting of death is sin, and the power 
of sin is the Law; but thanks be to God, who gives us 

the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ.



8

Psalms 94:18-19
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2 Peter 3:9
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Crossing the Bar 
by Alfred Lord Tennyson 

Sunset and evening star, 
  And one clear call for me! 

And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
  When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
  Too full for sound and foam, 

When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
  Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell, 
  And after that the dark!  

And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
  When I embark;

For though from out our bourn of time and place
  The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face
  When I have crossed the bar. 
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141 John 4:4
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The Road Not Taken 
by Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference.
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John 10:28



17 Romans 8:38-39
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My Life is but a Weaving Between God and Me.

My life is but a weaving between God and me. 
I do not choose the colors, He worketh steadily. 

Ofttimes He weaveth sorrow, and I in foolish pride, 
Forget He sees the upper, and I the underside.

Not till the loom is silent, and shuttles cease to fly, 
Will God unroll the canvas and explain the reason why. 

The dark threads are as needful in the skillful Weaver’s hand 
As the threads of gold and silver in the pattern He has planned.



Please sign Mr. Smylie’s guest book and share your memories at 
www.broussards1889.com

Pallbearers
Scott Wendt

Justin Whitehead
Mark Smylie
Paul Burman

Josh Leach
Clyde Reeves

Committal
Broussard’s Crematorium

Beaumont, Texas

Memorial Contributions
Shriners Burn Hospital

815 Market Street
Galveston, Texas 77550


