CLASSIFIED OBITUARY

Karyl B. Swayze

Karyl B. Swayze, 41, Huntington Woods, formerly of Flint, died Monday, August 4, 1986 at Providence Hospital, Southfield.  She was born March 27, 1945, in Flint.

Surviving are her mother, Lyla Swayze, Flint; sister, Suzanne Swayze Mercer, Atlanta, Ga.; and one nephew, Alexander Swayze Mercer, Atlanta, Ga.  Her father, Karl Swayze, Flint, preceded her in death.

Miss Swayze, a 1963 graduate of Flint Central High School, received her Bachelor of Arts degree from the University of Michigan, Ann Arbor, in 1967.  She served in the early years of the Peace Corps, from 1967 to 1969.  Her assignment was in Uganda, East Africa, where she was a teacher, among other duties.  After earning a Master of Arts in Social Work degree from Wayne State University in 1971, she was a social worker in the Berkley School System for 13 years.  She was also a member of the National Association of Social Workers.

Memorial services are scheduled on Saturday, August 9 at 11:00 a.m. at Woodside Church, 1509 East Court Street, in Flint.  A private burial will take place in Sunset Hills Cemetery in Flint.   

The Argus Weekly

Owosso, Michigan

Tuesday, September 2, 1986

Karyl, we all miss you

By Joe Peacock

Argus-Press Managing Editor

The world’s a lot less nicer place these days than it was just short time ago.

That’s because a wonderful, decent, caring, loving human being is no longer in it, and it’s a shame because the world desperately needs more wonderful, decent, caring, loving human beings like Karyl Swayze.

Karyl Swayze is dead. It’s impossible to believe such a thing is true. It’s not right and it’s not fair. Karyl Swayze deserved to live to celebrate a long life to the fullest, to be alive and well to a ripe old age, continuing to make everyone who ever came in contact with her a better, happier person. Instead, now all we have of Karyl Swayze are sweet memories to be remembered and cherished until our own days on earth are done. Too young, too young, much too young.  Karyl Swayze was only 41 years old before cancer ravaged her and death mercifully put her out of her pain and suffering earlier this month.

Can it only have been 23 years ago when we shared, as she put it in a Flint Central High School yearbook, “a thousands laughs,” especially during journalism class with Miss Vernita Knight? “Fond memories of great years and fine people who grew up and endure as fine adults,” was how Karyl described it shortly before her death. Two decades ago, Karyl was “the chief,” the managing editor of the school newspaper, The Arrow Head.  Miss Knight was the finest teacher any of us privileged to be in her class would ever know, an instructor who demanded, and got, excellence from her aspiring charges. But it was Karyl, “the chief,” who kept us all together and infused us with a camaraderie seldom achieved by anyone, anywhere, anytime. It was only high school after all, but the traits shown by Karyl in those years—friendliness, willingness to work to achieve a goal, happiness, joie de vivre, an ability not to let life’s daily little cares get her down, always putting others before herself—didn’t diminish with time.  They only grew stronger.

It was a lifetime ago, yet it was only yesterday. In the years since those carefree high school days Karyl had graduated from the University of Michigan in Ann Arbor with a Bachelor of Arts degree and from Wayne State University in Detroit with a master of arts degree in social work. For 13 years she had worked in the Berkley school system in Oakland County as a social worker, most recently in the special education department.  At night she counseled families. How typical of her.  To have as her life’s work the goal of helping others.

After high school we went our separate ways. So near and yet so far away.  Even though she lived only a couple of hours away, our personal contact wasn’t much over the years.  It mostly came from her mother, Lyla, who, during our infrequent meetings kept some of us informed about what the older of her two daughters was doing.

Was it really only a few short months ago that her mother called to say Karyl was sick and would appreciate hearing from an old friend? Was it really only in March that she wrote back to say she was “doing well although chemotherapy is no fun.” But, she said, it was working and she and her doctor were pleased and that she was sure her illness would be beaten. “I’m not ready for this kind of illness yet, if ever,” she wrote, adding the illness really came as a bolt out of the blue and turned her life upside down. “I’m fighting hard,” she said, “which is what you have to do.”

Despite her illness, Karyl had lots planned to do for the summer.  A trip to Atlanta to see her sister Suzanne; some traveling through the Rockies to see old friends from her Peace Corps days; plus the purchase of a house. “In the meantime, ‘the Chief’ is on the warpath and progress feels good—I am really confident I’m going to win,” she said.

She only got to live in that house for two weeks, her mother sadly related a few days ago, and now it’s empty, its owner gone, it is hoped to a better day.

Perhaps you’re getting the idea Karyl Swazye was a saint.  Of course not.  She was a human being with joys and sorrows and likes and dislikes like anyone else. But, if not a saint, she had an abundance of those qualities that made her saint-like without being unreal.  She was as close to being the finest person one could imagine—someone we all wish we could be in our heart of hearts. And that is why her death is such a cruel thing. There wasn’t a mean bone in her body.  Meanness was something Karyl Swayze was incapable of being under the toughest of circumstances. She just shouldn’t have died that way.

And yes, the news of Karyl Swayze’s death hits hard because she’s the first of our age group to die and it has certainly made some of us realize how precious little time we have left and that we shouldn’t waste any more of that precious time.  It’s too valuable.  

Who can explain why Karyl Swazye is dead? Perhaps it’s best not to try and explain it at all.  Perhaps it’s best just to mend a broken heart, shed some very real tears, be very sad at the injustice of it all and go back to being the best person we can be in a world that too often doesn’t care. That’s how Karyl Swayze would want it.  She wouldn’t want the sorrow to go on and on.  She would want each and every one of us to try just a little harder to make things better for those less fortunate.

Well, many of us, including a man, then a boy, who shared “a thousand laughs” with her many years ago, who recalls “the chief” with nothing but fondness, a man not ashamed to shed some tears for a lost friend, have been most fortunate in our lives, for we knew Karyl Swayze and we are much, much better for it. Her life, and death, of simple courage and quiet dignity should be an inspiration to everyone, whether you knew her or not.

           Karyl Swayze leaves behind her mother, Lyla, of Flint; her sister, Suzanne Swayze Mercer of Atlanta, GA; a nephew, Alexander Swayze Mercer of Atlanta, GA.; and many, many friends and admirers.

“Chief,” we all miss you, we love you and we’ll never forget you.

