
Clifford W. James
February 14, 1945 - June 20, 2018

Clifford W. James 
 

Age 73, passed away June 20, 2018 in the company of family. 

Beloved husband for 47 years of the late Doreen M. James; son of the late
couple, Daniel and Anna James; father of his late daughter, Trista James; and
stepfather to his stepson, Erik James; brother of Harry K. James and his late
siblings; sister, Margaret 'Peg' O'Brien, brothers, Al and Dan James, Jr.; uncle
to various wonderful nieces and nephews. 

He was always considered the life of the party. He was a very engaging guy,
so much so, that anyone who met him loved him. He was the life of the party
and had million stories to tell...not sure how many of them were true, but they
were certainly entertaining. He was a Golden Gloves boxer during his youth,
yet never sought out a fight, but he was certainly tough. He was in the navy on
an aircraft carrier during the Vietnam War then worked in the JandL steel mill
when he returned, many times working double shifts to provide an income for
his family, then ultimately, worked at the V.A. hospital in Aspinwall. There was
no shortage of work ethic with him. His toughness was tested time and time
again enduring FIVE heart attacks, ultimately, determined by the courts to be
related to his exposure to agent orange during the war. Yet, in spite of five
heart attacks he came back after each one and continued to work hard. He



never let his heart issues keep him from holding on to his home and work
responsibilities. These are lessons we could all take from him. RIP Dad. You
will be sorely missed. Love you. 

There will be no services or burial as per his request.
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I remember when we were on Cairo st, watching a scary movie.
Clifford was laying in his chair and you were outside and said boo .
Cliff nearly jumped out of his chair then he chased you about a
block or two for scaring him. I don't think we laughed so hard he
was surtenly a chacter.


