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Sharon Mason, 72, of Sour Lake, died 
Saturday, September 3, 2022. She was 
born September 22, 1949, in Rochester, 
New Hampshire, to Dorothy Lillian 
Lawson Foss and Kenneth Albert Foss. 

Sharon’s nicknames were “Sam”, 
“Hun”, and “The Crafty Lady”. She 
loved to sew, knit, crochet, and make 
crafts. She raised an amazing family, 
all of which will miss her dearly. 

Sharon was a devoted wife and mother with many talents. She 
made sure that every holiday was recognized in a grand fashion 
as her children were growing up which is being carried forward 
in their families.  Among her talents Sharon was a gourmet cook, 
seamstress, and really good with crafts. In the 70s her skills with 
crafts earned her the CB handle of “The Crafty Lady” by the local 
react team in Windham, NH. Each year the Christmas tree was 
decorated with handmade ornaments that represented events 
that occurred throughout the years, and many given away as gifts. 
One year she harvested a couple dozen oyster shells that washed 
up from the roadbed in Pinewood and with a little red and white 
paint, each one was turned into a Santa ornament. Every family 
member had a hand knitted or crocheted stocking that hung at 
the fireplace each year. 

Sharon was an awesome seamstress, a skill learned from her 
mother and made many of her own outfits. She even made me 
a denim suit that I was proud to wear to work, at a company that 
had really strict dress codes. Many of the garments she made had 
her own hand crocheted designs on them. 
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Holidays were never dull at the Mason house with shamrock 
shaped burgers and buns served with a green beverage on St 
Patrick’s day.  On Halloween one could expect cheeseburgers that 
looked like jack o’lanterns, and the list goes on. One could expect 
something interesting on every holiday. Football tailgate parties 
were a feast with all the unique dishes she would create at the 
UTEP football games in El Paso. 

Family vacations were a must with multiple trips to Disney World 
and all the other places that the Orlando area has to offer.   As 
our kids grew older and left home the Orlando area gave way to 
cruising with one or two cruises a year all around the Caribbean. 
She would scour each port of call looking for trinkets unique to the 
area, to be turned into ornaments that would adorn our Christmas 
tree each year. She even found ways to remember hurricanes and 
floods on the Christmas tree. Christmas was her most special 
holiday, and she would spend most of December preparing for it. 

Kids were her focus most of her life, operating a private day care 
service in our home and being a Cub Scout den leader, a Brownie 
leader, and an Odyssey of the Mind coach.  Her big heart would 
make her take several names off of the Angel Tree each year to 
assure that some kids would have a good Christmas each year. 

Sharon is survived by her husband, Jim Mason of Sour Lake; sons, 
Christopher John Mason and his wife, Tracy, of Crosby; Kenneth 
James Mason and his wife, Christina, of Lumberton; daughter, 
Hope NaRee Goad Reeves and her husband, Christopher, of Sour 
Lake; sister, Sandi Foss Schnettler; grandchildren, Beth Reeves, 
Jonathan Reeves, Emily Goad, Lucas Mason, Logan Mason, 
Hogarth Mason, Samuel Reeves, and McCartney George Mason; 
nephews, Nicholas and Matthew Schnettler; and great-niece, 
Olivia Schnettler. 
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The Song Of The River: By William Randolph Hearst

The snow melts on the mountain
And the water runs down to the spring
And the spring in a turbulent fountain,

With a song of youth to sing,
Runs down to the riotous river,
And the river flows to the sea,

And the water again
Goes back as rain

To the hills where it used to be. 
And I wonder if life’s deep mystery

Isn’t much like the rain and the snow
Returning through all eternity 
To the places it used to know. 

For life was born on the lofty heights
And flows in a laughing stream,

To the river below
Whose onward flow

Ends in a peaceful dream. 
And so at last,

When our life has passed
And the river has run its course,

It again goes back,
O’er the selfsame track,

To the mountain which was its source.
So why prize life

Or why fear death,
O dread what is to be?

The river ran
It’s allotted span

Till it reached the silent sea. 
Then the water harked back

To the mountain-top
To begin its course once more. 

So we shall run
The course begun

Till we reach the silent shore. 
Then revisit earth
In a pure rebirth

From the heart of the virgin snow. 
So don’t ask why

We live or die,
Or wither, or when we go,

Or wonder about the mysteries 
That only God may know.

 -W.R.Hearst
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Please sign Mrs. Mason’s guest book and share your memories at 
www.broussards1889.com

Memorial Contributions
Blue Santa Toy Run
255 College Street

Beaumont, Texas 77701


