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CAROLYN DIONET SHOULARS, born July 24, 1955 to the
late Woodrow Wilson and Margaret Francis Shoulars in Roxobel,
North Carolina. She departed this life on September 29, 2017 at her
home located in Newark, New Jersey.

CAROLYN was raised in Roxobel, NC before settling in Newark,
New Jersey in 1972. She was educated in the Bertie County School
system, Roxobel, North Carolina. At the age of seventeen,
CAROLYN joined her parents in New Jersey. She studied
business and started her career in the banking industry before
leaving to work side-by-side with her father in the family-owned
restaurant (Dick and Judy’s Luncheonette). CAROLYN enjoyed
family time, having fun, watching reality shows and helping others.

She leaves to cherish her memories: daughter, Alesha Shoulars of
Irvington, NJ; son, Darelle Shoulars of Newark, NJ; brother,
Woodrow Wilson Shoulars, Jr. (Affectionately known as “Rabbit”)
of Newark, NJ; two sisters, Linda Shoulars of West Orange, NJ and
Judith Shoulars of Orange, NJ; two aunts, Evelyn Williams of
Newark, NJ and Ann Moore of Rich Square, NC; one uncle, Frank
Williams, Jr. (Margaret) of Baltimore, MD; three nieces, Al-Tisha
Horton of Irvington, NJ, Niesha Horton of Newark, NJ and Tianna
Shoulars of Orange, NJ; one nephew, Darelle Reeves of Irvington,
NJ; two great-nieces, Destiny Horton of Newark, NJ and Nina
Garnes of Irvington, NJ; one great-nephew, Isaiah Garnes of
Charlotte, NC; dear friend, Tony Fisher and a host of cousins, other
relatives and Special friends.

CAROLYN was preceded in death by her parents, Woodrow Wilson
and Margaret Shoulars and grandmother, Bessie L. Williams.
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When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown
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Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.


