
Mr. Thurman Gene Camp
September 21, 1932 - July 18, 2015

Mr. Thurman Gene Camp, age 82 of Geraldine, Alabama passed away Saturday, July 18,
2015 at Marshall Medical Center South. 

 

Funeral services will be held at 6pm Monday, July 20, 2015 at Adams Brown Service
Funeral Home Chapel with Bro. Gary Kirk and Bro. Tim Smith officiating. The family will
receive friends from 4-6pm at the funeral home. 

 

Mr. Camp is survived by his daughter, Angelia Faith Camp; brother, James Fred Camp;
many nieces, nephews, sisters-in-law, brothers-in-law, and cousins; and best friends, Ray
Lane, Edwin Allen, and many more. He was preceded in death by his wife, Phyllis Pointer
Camp; parents, JE & Irene Camp; sons, Jesse Wade & Michael Thurman Camp; brothers,
Elmer Camp and Alvis Camp; sisters, Juanita Myers and Margaret Camp; and father-in-
law and mother-in-law, Mancel & Dot Pointer. 

 

Arrangements Entrusted to Adams Brown Service Funeral Home.



Previous Events

Visitation

JUL 20. 4:00 PM - 6:00 PM (CT)

Adams Brown Service Funeral Home
6906 US Highway 431 South 

 P.O. Box 488
Albertville, AL 35950
(256) 878-0231

Service

JUL 20. 6:00 PM (CT)

Adams Brown Service Funeral Home
6906 US Highway 431 South 

 P.O. Box 488
Albertville, AL 35950
(256) 878-0231
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BRENDA POINTER - July 20, 2015 at 11:20 AM

Thurman was one of the finest men hard working and kind to everyone ANGIE I
know the last few months were a joyful and happy time for you and your dad so
glad you were there for him love Brenda 

  
PSALM 30:5

Barry Myers - July 20, 2015 at 09:52 AM

When I was around 6 Uncle Chuck was at gammaws disking the farm before
cotton season. He let me ride on the hood of the tractor. Rode the entire evening
till dark. I loved every minute of it. Thanks uncle for the happy memories. Barry
Myers

Joy Haizlip - July 19, 2015 at 04:02 PM

He gave me my first beloved Teddy Bear. 
 He took me for rides on "Ol Dannel" the horse. 

 He would play with me and throw me back and forth from one uncle to another
when I was a little girl. 

 Quiet, so much like my grandmother Irene, I remember him in his polished army
boots.


