VIRGINIA H. CORNELIUS 
CORNELIUS, VIRGINIA H. Virginia H. Cornelius, of Birmingham, AL, passed from this life and into the presence of her Lord and Savior on 11/3/2011 at the age of 89. She was born in Irondale, AL, on 2/28/1922. Virginia graduated from Shades Cahaba High School and attended Samford University and LSU. She retired as Sr. VP of AmSouth Bank (now Regions Bank) and was the first woman to hold this position. Virginia is still remembered as the "First Lady of AmSouth". Her civic activities included: President Homewood Chamber of Commerce and Secretary for the Board of Trustees at Samford University. Virginia was published in the book, "You Too Can Be an Executive". Boo Boo, as her grandchildren called her, loved life and until she went into that "long goodbye of Alzheimer's", spent time with her family and friends, traveling, visiting, and babysitting her grandchildren. Virginia was preceded in death by her grandson, Eric Blomstran and five brothers and sisters. She will be remembered as a wonderful Christian woman who never hid her light and always strived to be the best in everything that she undertook. Virginia was and will continue to be a tremendous inspiration to all of us who had the wonderful privilege of knowing and loving her. She is survived her daughters, Carol C. Morton of San Antonio, TX, and Susan Williams of Cedar Park, TX, two brothers, 6 grandchildren and 8 great grandchildren. Virginia resided in San Antonio, TX, at the time of her death. The memorial service for her will be conducted at: Fellowship Bible Church, 9330 N. Central Expressway, Dallas, TX, at 4:00 p.m., November 20, 2011. RSVP to: (512) 626-3559. In lieu of flowers, a tax deductible donation in memory of Virginia Cornelius may be made to one of the following: Barabbas Ministries, P.O. Box 461531, San Antonio, TX 78246-1531 or Fellowship Bible Church, 9330 N. Central Expressway, Dallas, TX 75231. > 

Published in The Birmingham News from November 7 to November 8, 2011 
We are fine. Travelling in the cool part of the country, Colorado. We have an RV that we drive to Gunnison. Entertain kids and grandkids here with camping, fishing, hiking, etc. Dread to come home to SA, where the weather is over 100 just about every day until sometime in late Sept. 
We will be back home the middle of August. 

Mother is the same. When I talk to her about the family, she smiles when I mention Mama Holliman. I asked her if she is going to be happy to see her “mama” when she gets to Heaven, and she said “yes”. I wish that the Lord would soon take her. The nursing home that she is in is excellent, but she has no quality of life. She now has to have all her food “pureed”. Of course she is not able to feed herself. Since she has a living will, there will be no attempt to do artificial feeding when she decides to quit eating. That is usually what happens next in the progression of Alzheimer’s. 

I am enjoying the contact with Glenn. The Holliman blog is an amazing project. Wish I had the time and the inclination to be more involved. 

You take care! I am so thankful that you have a sharp mind. The Holliman curse of dementia that has fallen on all the daughters, has missed you. You are carrying a lot of history and tradition on your shoulders, so you take care!

Love you,
Carol

From: Ebskip@aol.com [mailto:Ebskip@aol.com] 
Sent: Monday, August 01, 2011 12:00 PM
To: carolcm@sbcglobal.net
Subject: (no subject)

Carol and Chuck: We hope all goes well with you. We haven't had any news from you lately, though we think of you and Virginia and wish we could chnge things. Glenn is going down to Gulf Shores in October to visit Ralph and jog his memory of the amily tree for his (Glenn's) family history. In early July Glenn, Becky and Alice and Ellen and I went down to Richmond to visit Grace and amily and we covered lots of territory of early Holliman history. 

All is well in Indiana except we have been very warm this summer. I still walk every day to the P.O., a mile round trip, read a lot and work the cross word puzzle, and then take the day off!!! A very strenuous life. Stay tuned. Bishop and Ellen
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  Hello,  for those who don’t know me, I am Carol Morton, Virginia’s eldest daughter, or as the  grandkids called her, BooBoo.   I want to thank you  all for sharing this time to remember Mother and to celebrate her life.   As you can tell from all the newspaper   articles and ac colades on the entrance table,  she was a  poneer for women in business leadership and a tireless worker in civic efforts.   But, the thing that I   cherish most about my mom was  her Christian love and charity to  everyone.   I am going to share a s tory  about her that I have never told anyone.     When I was about 6 years old, we were living in the country outside Birming ham, Al in a house  close to my G randparents general store.     It was Christmas Eve.  I was about 6 years old   and no longer believed in   Santa Claus, but still  pretended that I did.     Earlier, during the week before,  I had searched all the closets and found the Christmas gifts  hidden in the hall closet.  Sure enough!  There was a Betsy Wetsy doll that I had asked Santa  for.     That Christm as E ve night, my sister Susan and I went to bed early, in   anticipation   of getting up  Christmas morning to see what was under the tree.     Later, during the night,  I was awakened by the noise of Mother getting the Christmas presents  out of the closet.   I he ard her telling my Dad that she was takin g some of the gifts to some  kids “down the road”, that is what you say in AL, down the road, whose father had just been  killed in a car accident.   One of the presents that she took was my Betsy Wettsy doll!       Of   cou rse, on Christmas morning, Santa had left plenty of gifts, but no doll.    I could not  complain, because  I would have had to admit that I had been sneaky .    It could not have been  easy for Mother to take  those hard earned gifts to a stranger.   I have “held” t hat   story about Mother in my heart .  As I grew up, it has b ecome a  remembrance to me that  Mother always gave and always gave sacrificially.  She had a choice  to make, and she chose to share with a stranger.   
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Hello, for those who don’t know me, I am Carol Morton, Virginia’s eldest daughter, or as the grandkids called her, BooBoo.

I want to thank you  all for sharing this time to remember Mother and to celebrate her life.

As you can tell from all the newspaper articles and accolades on the entrance table, she was a poneer for women in business leadership and a tireless worker in civic efforts.

But, the thing that I cherish most about my mom was her Christian love and charity to everyone.

I am going to share a story about her that I have never told anyone.  

When I was about 6 years old, we were living in the country outside Birmingham, Al in a house close to my Grandparents general store.  

It was Christmas Eve.  I was about 6 years old and no longer believed in Santa Claus, but still pretended that I did.  

Earlier, during the week before,  I had searched all the closets and found the Christmas gifts hidden in the hall closet.  Sure enough!  There was a Betsy Wetsy doll that I had asked Santa for.  

That Christmas Eve night, my sister Susan and I went to bed early, in anticipation of getting up Christmas morning to see what was under the tree.  

Later, during the night, I was awakened by the noise of Mother getting the Christmas presents out of the closet.   I heard her telling my Dad that she was taking some of the gifts to some kids “down the road”, that is what you say in AL, down the road, whose father had just been killed in a car accident.

One of the presents that she took was my Betsy Wettsy doll!  

 Of course, on Christmas morning, Santa had left plenty of gifts, but no doll.  I could not complain, because I would have had to admit that I had been sneaky.  It could not have been easy for Mother to take  those hard earned gifts to a stranger.

I have “held” that story about Mother in my heart.  As I grew up, it has become a remembrance to me that Mother always gave and always gave sacrificially.  She had a choice to make, and she chose to share with a stranger. 
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VIRGINIA’S MEMORIAL SERVICE  –   “ A   Message of Hope ”   (Chaplain Chuck Morton)     Greetings        My Introduction :    (Virginia’s son - in - law, Chaplain with Victim Relief  Ministries her in Dallas, Christian marriage counselor)        Welcome  to the   family and friend s .        I would   like to thank   Carol Ziegler,  Pastor Ogilvie ,  and  all here at  Fellowship Bible Church  who helped prepare for this service.    Also my  sister - in - law Susan, who made  the   arrangements her in Dallas.     “ Message of Hope ”      I’ve called this service   a message of hope?     In the Bible, the apostle  Peter stated,     o   “… make sure in your hearts that Christ is Lord.     Always   be ready  to give an answer to anyone who asks you about the  hope   you  have.    Be ready to give the reason for it.     But do it gently and  with respect.”   (1 Pet.   3:15)        Because Virginia was a Christian and loved her Lord and Savior, Jesus  Christ, she would definitely want you all to know that her passing into  the presence of her Lord  does   reflect the hope that is available to all of  us.        Susan has a sked that I rea d Psalm 139.  I t is a passage of Scripture  that means  a lot   to her.    It speaks to God’s intim ate   knowledge   of,  and loving relationship with,   His people.        It was written around 1,000 years before the birth of Christ by David,  King of Israel, toward the en d of his life.    
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VIRGINIA’S MEMORIAL SERVICE – “A Message of Hope”

(Chaplain Chuck Morton)


Greetings

· My Introduction:  (Virginia’s son-in-law, Chaplain with Victim Relief Ministries her in Dallas, Christian marriage counselor)

· Welcome to the family and friends.

· I would like to thank Carol Ziegler, Pastor Ogilvie, and all here at Fellowship Bible Church who helped prepare for this service.  Also my sister-in-law Susan, who made the arrangements her in Dallas.

“Message of Hope”

· I’ve called this service a message of hope?  In the Bible, the apostle Peter stated,

· “… make sure in your hearts that Christ is Lord.  Always be ready to give an answer to anyone who asks you about the hope you have.  Be ready to give the reason for it.  But do it gently and with respect.” (1 Pet. 3:15)

· Because Virginia was a Christian and loved her Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, she would definitely want you all to know that her passing into the presence of her Lord does reflect the hope that is available to all of us.

· Susan has asked that I read Psalm 139.  It is a passage of Scripture that means a lot to her.  It speaks to God’s intimate knowledge of, and loving relationship with, His people.  

It was written around 1,000 years before the birth of Christ by David, King of Israel, toward the end of his life.


Psalm 139


 1 Lord, you have seen what is in my heart. 
      You know all about me. 


 2 You know when I sit down and when I get up. 
      You know what I'm thinking even though you are far away. 


 3 You know when I go out to work and when I come back home. 
      You know exactly how I live. 


 4 Lord, even before I speak a word, 
      you know all about it. 


 5 You are all around me. You are behind me and in front of me. 
      You hold me in your power. 


 6 I'm amazed at how well you know me. 
      It's more than I can understand. 


 7 How can I get away from your Spirit? 
      Where can I go to escape from you? 


 8 If I go up to the heavens, you are there. 
      If I lie down in the deepest parts of the earth, you are also

 
there. 


 9 Suppose I were to rise with the sun in the east 
      and then cross over to the west where it sinks into the



ocean. 


 10 Your hand would always be there to guide me. 
      Your right hand would still be holding me close. 


 11 Suppose I were to say, "I'm sure the darkness will hide me. 
      The light around me will become as dark as night." 


 12 Even that darkness would not be dark to you. 
      The night would shine like the day, 
      because darkness is like light to you. 


 13 You created the deepest parts of my being. 
      You put me together inside my mother's body. 


 14 How you made me is amazing and wonderful. 
      I praise you for that. 
   
What you have done is wonderful. I know that very well. 


 15 None of my bones was hidden from you when you made me


 inside my mother's body.  That place was as dark as the



deepest parts of the earth. 
   When you were putting me together there, 


 16 your eyes saw my body even before it was formed. 
   You planned how many days I would live. 
      You wrote down the number of them in your book 
      before I had lived through even one of them. 


 17 God, your thoughts about me are priceless. 
      No one can possibly add them all up.



 18 If I could count them, 
      they would be more than the grains of sand. 
   If I were to fall asleep counting and then wake up, 
      you would still be there with me. 

 A Message of Hope


Reflections


In my almost twenty years of knowing Virginia, I was able to experience her wit, her wonderful graciousness and hospitality, and her love for her family and friends.  I also saw her dedication to living her life in a manner that built up others and demonstrated her life as a Christian.  With her, I have had the joy celebrating holidays, children’s grandchildren’s birthdays, taking trips, taking cruises and basically joining her in the enjoyment of life.  


As for our travels, I remember one occasion when Carol and I were living in New Orleans and we took a Caribbean cruise with Virginia … along with Carol and Susan’s step-mom, Lenora.  We departed out of New Orleans down the Mississippi River … and when we sailed into the Gulf of Mexico from the Mississippi, the seas were 16-18 feet high. By the time we had been in the Gulf for a couple of hours, many passengers and crew on the ship were very sea sick, including the cabin boys.  In fact, I think that Everyone was sick … with maybe the exception of Virginia and the Captain of the ship.  Now there’s a seasoned traveler!  When we arrived at the island of Cozumel, about 20 people left the ship and flew home.  They had no desire to head back out to sea again!  Of course, continued the cruise, the seas subsided, and we all had a wonderful time from that point on.


I have also been by her side as she attended the funeral of one of her best friends, Albert Blutman … or “Mr. Dumpling” as the grandchildren called him.  In the days shortly before Albert died, Virginia asked him if he wanted to accept Jesus as his Savior and go to Heaven when he died.  Albert simply said, “I just want to go to the place where you will be going.”  Albert had been a good Jew all of his life and believed strongly in God.  In those final hours of Albert’s life, Virginia introduced him to Jesus.  She gave him the hope that is available to everyone who believes in Jesus as Lord.


Even after Virginia had her stroke in 2001, and she moved to Austin to be near Carol and Susan, she maintained her wonderful spirit of friendliness and graciousness.  Well … maybe not at first.  For the first couple of weeks after moving to Austin, Virginia was rather sad and withdrawn at having to move from her condo in Birmingham to the Heritage, an Assisted Living facility in Austin.  

Carol eventually told Virginia … “Mother, God has not placed you here to be negative and mope around.  He expects you to be ‘salt and light’ and a joy to those around you, reflecting the love of Jesus to the people here at the Heritage.’  From that minute on, Virginia was her old self and began making friends and impressing all those around her with her zest for life and her wonderful, friendly personality.  She never really lost this … even as she entered the dark valley of Alzheimer’s.

Funny Funeral Story


I've been to several funerals through the years.  Most have been quite normal.  But I never had anything happen quite like the true story I recently read of a young preacher and one of his first funerals.  

A very elderly man who had formerly lived in the town had died in another state.  The funeral was held where he now lived but the burial was to be back home.  The funeral home called the young preacher and asked him to have the graveside service.  The burial was to be at an old country church cemetery several miles out of town.  The funeral director explained that since he hadn't lived in town for years and years, he had no family in the area and likely very few remaining friends.  He told the preacher a few words of Scripture and a short prayer would do. He didn't expect anyone else to show up except the funeral home people and the cemetery workers.  


On the way to the unfamiliar cemetery, the young preacher got lost. He drove around and around the area.  He grew more and more nervous as the scheduled time for the service came and went.  Finally, he saw a little church with a cemetery.  Sure enough, he could see three men with shovels standing beside a pile of dirt at the edge of a little cemetery behind the church.  The hearse was nowhere in sight. He figured the funeral director had given up on him and left. 

He quickly got out of his car and walked up to the grave.  He said to the workmen, "I see you've already buried the vault, let's pause and let me say a few words and pray before you finish filling in the grave." The workmen silently removed their hats, and he began the service. Afterwards, one of the workmen smiled and said, "Preacher, I don't know who you are, but that's the best funeral service for a septic tank I've ever heard!"


Message


Humor aside, funerals are serious matters.  We know that by experience.  We have all been there.  Behind the prayers, the tears, and the grief lurks the shadow of an unanswered question.  What next?  What happens when a person dies? All of us in our more serious moments would like to know the answer to that question.  

In a book called Children's Letters to God, a little boy named Mike wrote, "Dear God.  What happens when you die?  Nobody will talk to me about it.  I don't want to do it.  I just want to know."  


Where does one go for answers to a question like that?  I am convinced that there is only one reliable source:  God's Word, the Bible.  


We get to decide lots of things in life.  But, there are two choices we do not get to make.  We didn't make the choice to be born and we will not get to choose when we will die.  But we do get to make the choice about where we will spend eternity.

We think of this world as the land of the living, but it's really not. This is the land of the dying. From the day we are born, we are all on the same mortal journey that Virginia has made.


Eternity is real!  And every one of us will someday do business with death.  We can pretend it isn't true.  We can try to defy the aging process.  But it will most certainly catch up with us, one way or another.  When it does, we will find ourselves stepping into eternity.


As I mentioned … I have titled this service “A Message of Hope.”  When Virginia left this world on Nov. 3rd, her spirit left her body.  

We are more than just a physical body.  Death is not the end.  As a follower of Christ, death meant that Virginia entered into the presence of her Lord.  

The apostle Paul could say confidently, "to be away from the body is to be at home with the Lord" (2 Cor 5:8).  On the day of His death, Jesus told the thief on the cross, "Today, you will be with me in paradise" (Lk 23:43).  

Those who die in the Lord will join Him and wait for the grand finale of history.  Virginia stepped into eternity as a child of God and will spend eternity with Him.  This is where she found her hope, and that is where we can find ours.

Scripture tells us that the dead in Christ are very much alive.  They retain their personalities and their essential character.  

Virginia is still Virginia.  

God's Word supplies all we need to know about a man’s ultimate destination…  heaven or hell.  In Romans 10, the apostle Paul tells us, 

"Faith comes by hearing and hearing from the word of God" (Rom 10:17).  

This book, the Bible, is the most important book that you can read in this life … if you are interested in preparing for eternity.

Little Mike spoke for all of us when he said, “What happens when a person dies?  I don't want to do it.  I just want to know."  

We will all die … ready or not.  Isn’t it so much better to be ready?

I know that Virginia would want to have everyone here today be ready for that appointed day … and through faith, make the choice to believe, and have that wonderful hope in Glory!  

Then you will be able to say … along with Virginia, 

“I have fought the good fight, I have finished the race, I have kept the faith.  Now there is in store for me the crown of righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, will award to me on that day ...” (2 Tim. 4:7-8).

Now I would like to introduce Jason Jackson, who will sing an old hymn of trust and faith in Jesus.

Closing Prayer (Chuck)


Thank you again for coming this afternoon.


Reminder of dinner at Maggianos Restaurant


Address is on your program.

8687 N Central Expressway 75225, Suite 205


(on the southside of Northpark Mall facing Northwest Hwy.)




VIRGINIA H. CORNELIUS 


 


CORNELIUS, VIRGINIA H. Virginia H. Cornelius, of Birmingham, AL, passed from this life 


and into the presence of her Lord and Savior on 11/3/2011 at the age of 89. She was born 


in Irondale, AL, on 2/28/1922. Virginia graduated from Shades Cahaba High School


 


and 


attended Samford University and LSU. She retired as Sr. VP of AmSouth Bank (now Regions 


Bank) and was the first woman to hold this position. Virginia is still remembered as the 


"First Lady of AmSouth". Her civic activities included: President Homewood


 


Chamber of 


Commerce and Secretary for the Board of Trustees at Samford University. Virginia was 


published in the book, "You Too Can Be an Executive". Boo Boo, as her grandchildren called 


her, loved life and until she went into that "long goodbye of Alzhei


mer's", spent time with 


her family and friends, traveling, visiting, and babysitting her grandchildren. Virginia was 


preceded in death by her grandson, Eric Blomstran and five brothers and sisters. She will be 


remembered as a wonderful Christian woman who 


never hid her light and always strived to 


be the best in everything that she undertook. Virginia was and will continue to be a 


tremendous inspiration to all of us who had the wonderful privilege of knowing and loving 


her. She is survived her daughters, Car


ol C. Morton of San Antonio, TX, and Susan Williams 


of Cedar Park, TX, two brothers, 6 grandchildren and 8 great grandchildren. Virginia resided 


in San Antonio, TX, at the time of her death. The memorial service for her will be conducted 


at: Fellowship Bib


le Church, 9330 N. Central Expressway, Dallas, TX, at 4:00 p.m., 


November 20, 2011. RSVP to: (512) 626


-


3559. In lieu of flowers, a tax deductible donation 


in memory of Virginia Cornelius may be made to one of the following: Barabbas Ministries, 


P.O. Box 46


1531, San Antonio, TX 78246


-


1531 or Fellowship Bible Church, 9330 N. Central 


Expressway, Dallas, TX 75231. > 


 


 


Published in The Birmingham News from November 7 to November 8, 2011 


 


We are fine. Travelling in the cool part of the country, Colorado. We have 


an RV that we drive to 


Gunnison. Entertain kids and grandkids here with camping, fishing, hiking, etc. Dread to come home to 


SA, where the weather is over 100 just about every day until sometime in late Sept. 


 


We will be back home the middle of August. 


 


 


M


other is the same. When I talk to her about the family, she smiles when I mention Mama Holliman. I 


asked her if she is going to be happy to see her “mama” when she gets to Heaven, and she said “yes”. I 


wish that the Lord would soon take her. The nursing ho


me that she is in is excellent, but she has no 


quality of life. She now has to have all her food “pureed”. Of course she is not able to feed herself. Since 


she has a living will, there will be no attempt to do artificial feeding when she decides to quit ea


ting. 


That is usually what happens next in the progression of Alzheimer’s. 


 


 


I am enjoying the contact with Glenn. The Holliman blog is an amazing project. Wish I had the time and 


the inclination to be more involved. 


 


 


You take care! I am so thankful that 


you have a sharp mind. The Holliman curse of dementia that has 


fallen on all the daughters, has missed you. You are carrying a lot of history and tradition on your 


shoulders, so you take care!


 


 


Love you,


 


Carol


 


 


From:


 


Ebskip@aol.com [mailto:Ebskip@aol.com] 


 


Sent:


 


Monday, August 01, 2011 12:00 PM


 




VIRGINIA H. CORNELIUS    CORNELIUS, VIRGINIA H. Virginia H. Cornelius, of Birmingham, AL, passed from this life  and into the presence of her Lord and Savior on 11/3/2011 at the age of 89. She was born  in Irondale, AL, on 2/28/1922. Virginia graduated from Shades Cahaba High School   and  attended Samford University and LSU. She retired as Sr. VP of AmSouth Bank (now Regions  Bank) and was the first woman to hold this position. Virginia is still remembered as the  "First Lady of AmSouth". Her civic activities included: President Homewood   Chamber of  Commerce and Secretary for the Board of Trustees at Samford University. Virginia was  published in the book, "You Too Can Be an Executive". Boo Boo, as her grandchildren called  her, loved life and until she went into that "long goodbye of Alzhei mer's", spent time with  her family and friends, traveling, visiting, and babysitting her grandchildren. Virginia was  preceded in death by her grandson, Eric Blomstran and five brothers and sisters. She will be  remembered as a wonderful Christian woman who  never hid her light and always strived to  be the best in everything that she undertook. Virginia was and will continue to be a  tremendous inspiration to all of us who had the wonderful privilege of knowing and loving  her. She is survived her daughters, Car ol C. Morton of San Antonio, TX, and Susan Williams  of Cedar Park, TX, two brothers, 6 grandchildren and 8 great grandchildren. Virginia resided  in San Antonio, TX, at the time of her death. The memorial service for her will be conducted  at: Fellowship Bib le Church, 9330 N. Central Expressway, Dallas, TX, at 4:00 p.m.,  November 20, 2011. RSVP to: (512) 626 - 3559. In lieu of flowers, a tax deductible donation  in memory of Virginia Cornelius may be made to one of the following: Barabbas Ministries,  P.O. Box 46 1531, San Antonio, TX 78246 - 1531 or Fellowship Bible Church, 9330 N. Central  Expressway, Dallas, TX 75231. >      Published in The Birmingham News from November 7 to November 8, 2011    We are fine. Travelling in the cool part of the country, Colorado. We have  an RV that we drive to  Gunnison. Entertain kids and grandkids here with camping, fishing, hiking, etc. Dread to come home to  SA, where the weather is over 100 just about every day until sometime in late Sept.    We will be back home the middle of August.      M other is the same. When I talk to her about the family, she smiles when I mention Mama Holliman. I  asked her if she is going to be happy to see her “mama” when she gets to Heaven, and she said “yes”. I  wish that the Lord would soon take her. The nursing ho me that she is in is excellent, but she has no  quality of life. She now has to have all her food “pureed”. Of course she is not able to feed herself. Since  she has a living will, there will be no attempt to do artificial feeding when she decides to quit ea ting.  That is usually what happens next in the progression of Alzheimer’s.      I am enjoying the contact with Glenn. The Holliman blog is an amazing project. Wish I had the time and  the inclination to be more involved.      You take care! I am so thankful that  you have a sharp mind. The Holliman curse of dementia that has  fallen on all the daughters, has missed you. You are carrying a lot of history and tradition on your  shoulders, so you take care!     Love you,   Carol     From:   Ebskip@aol.com [mailto:Ebskip@aol.com]    Sent:   Monday, August 01, 2011 12:00 PM  

