
Edith Young
June 18, 1934 - March 30, 2018

Young- Edith Young, age 83, of Dacula passed away on Friday, March 30, 2018. Mrs.
Young was preceded in death by; Husband: Warren Vincent Young, Sr.; Parents: Harry &
Sarah VanDexter. She is survived by; Daughter: Patricia Anne Young of Dacula; Son &
Daughter-In-Law: Warren Vincent and Deborah Young Jr. of Clermont, FL; Grandsons:
Kurt Young, FL, Keith Young of TX; Granddaughter: Heather Porst of Portland, OR. In lieu
of flowers, memorials may be made to the American Cancer Society www.cancer.org.
Arrangements by Tim Stewart Funeral Home-300 Simonton Road S.W. Lawrenceville, GA
30046. 770-962-3100. Please leave online condolences at www.stewartfh.com.
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Tim Stewart Funeral Home - March 31, 2018 at 04:31 PM

Tim Stewart Funeral Home created a Tribute Video in memory of Edith Young
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Elaine Gallagher - April 18, 2018 at 06:48 AM

Two beautiful souls that are once again together, never again to be separated.

October 08, 2022 at 11:31 AM

Edith Young
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patricia young - March 31, 2018 at 09:12 PM

Our mom died today, a mere 30 days after my dad. She was a very stubborn
woman and yesterday she seemed to make up her mind she was ready to join my
dad. I had moved her to my house a little over a week ago, and she seemed to be
perking up a bit. Then yesterday she really declined. When we asked how she
was feeling and she said “I’m heartsick, I miss your dad”. Then last evening she
kept taking out her oxygen tube. Last night she was talking all through the night,
we couldn’t understand what she was saying, but we like to think she was talking
to Dad. Probably making sure he had made all the arrangements and gotten her
the best room in the place! 

  
Mom had a very rough start in life, and rarely talked about her childhood. Most of
what we know about her early life is due to Heather doing a family genealogy. As
she discovered new information she would talk to Mom to confirm it, and only
then did we learn about her early life. She was born to a single mother and never
met her father. She was told his name, but never had any contact with him.
Apparently our grandmother loved this man, but her family would not let her marry
him. Our grandmother was considered “slow”, and did not finish school. After
having Mom she was sent to a women’s institution for a number of years. Mom
was raised by various aunts, more or less shuffled around the family for the first
decade of her life or so. Then our grandmother came back and married Harry
VanDexter, and they moved to his small family farm. Mom moved in with them,
but she hated farm life and couldn’t wait to leave. At 18 she moved in with her
Uncle Frank and Aunt Edie, and remained with them until she met and married
our Dad. 

  
Although mom did not like to talk about her early life, she loved to tell the story of
how she met Dad. She was working at a bank, and was standing on a corner
when this handsome young man pulled up to the light on an Indian motorcycle.
She had never been on a motorcycle and out of the blue asked him for a ride. He
smiled and agreed to give her a ride, and then took her on the worst streets of
Camden, cobblestones, potholes, the works. She loved it, we guess she passed
his test, and they eventually married and were married for almost 63 years. 

  
Motherhood didn’t seem to come naturally to mom, probably because she didn’t
have a very good bond with her own. She was also an awful cook and didn’t
enjoy cooking. The family joke was that the best thing mom made was
reservations. But she did the best she could with the skills she had. Our parents
tried to provide us with everything they didn’t have growing up, and they were
always there to help out, offer advice, or just listen. We were so fortunate to have
both of our parents for so long, and we will miss them both always.
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Pat & Warren Young - March 31, 2018 at 05:17 PM

Our mom died yesterday, a mere 30 days after my dad. She was a very stubborn
woman and yesterday she seemed to make up her mind she was ready to join my
dad. I had moved her to my house a little over a week ago, and she seemed to be
perking up a bit. Then yesterday she really declined. When we asked how she
was feeling and she said “I’m heartsick, I miss your dad”. Then last evening she
kept taking out her oxygen tube. Last night she was talking all through the night,
we couldn’t understand what she was saying, but we like to think she was talking
to Dad. Probably making sure he had made all the arrangements and gotten her
the best room in the place! 

  
Mom had a very rough start in life, and rarely talked about her childhood. Most of
what we know about her early life is due to Heather doing a family genealogy. As
she discovered new information she would talk to Mom to confirm it, and only
then did we learn about her early life. She was born to a single mother and never
met her father. She was told his name, but never had any contact with him.
Apparently our grandmother loved this man, but her family would not let her marry
him. Our grandmother was considered “slow”, and did not finish school. After
having Mom she was sent to a women’s institution for a number of years. Mom
was raised by various aunts, more or less shuffled around the family for the first
decade of her life or so. Then our grandmother came back and married Harry
VanDexter, and they moved to his small family farm. Mom moved in with them,
but she hated farm life and couldn’t wait to leave. At 18 she moved in with her
Uncle Frank and Aunt Edie, and remained with them until she met and married
our Dad. 

  
Although mom did not like to talk about her early life, she loved to tell the story of
how she met Dad. She was working at a bank, and was standing on a corner
when this handsome young man pulled up to the light on an Indian motorcycle.
She had never been on a motorcycle and out of the blue asked him for a ride. He
smiled and agreed to give her a ride, and then took her on the worst streets of
Camden, cobblestones, potholes, the works. She loved it, we guess she passed
his test, and they eventually married and were married for almost 63 years. 

  
Motherhood didn’t seem to come naturally to mom, probably because she didn’t
have a very good bond with her own. She was also an awful cook and didn’t
enjoy cooking. The family joke was that the best thing mom made was
reservations. But she did the best she could with the skills she had. Our parents
tried to provide us with everything they didn’t have growing up, and they were
always there to help out, offer advice, or just listen. We were so fortunate to have
both of our parents for so long, and we will miss them both always. They just
missed each other so much and now they are together again.
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Tim Stewart Funeral Home - March 31, 2018 at 03:28 PM

29 files added to the album LifeTributes

pam - March 30, 2018 at 10:37 PM

Pam lit a candle in memory of Edith Young


