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    Charles William Robertson, age 74, of Conway,

Arkansas passed away on August 29th, 2024. He

was born, and grew up in, Bolivar, Missouri on

January 20, 1950 to the late Floyd and Dorothy

Gragg Robertson. Preceding him in death are his

parents, his brother Mark Robertson and sister

Susan Watson.

    Charles retired in 2016 from the University of

Central Arkansas as the Maintenance Department

Supervisor after many years of employment. He

was a lifetime member of the National Rifle

Association and a proud member of Shoothouse

USA in Conway. Hobbies and the things he loved to

do were Hunting and Fishing, recreational

shooting, attending church at Grace Presbyterian of

Conway and genealogical research and of his family

history. 

    He is survived by his son Kyle Robertson, by his

daughter Angie Akin (Eric), by his two grandsons,

Isaac and Aaron Akin; by his four brothers John

Robertson (Karen), Carl Robertson, James

Robertson, and Joseph Robertson (Misty); by two

sisters Nancy Sartin (Ron) and Catherine Kurtzman

(Ed); and by many nieces, nephews and extended

family that will miss him.

     A memorial service honoring Charles will be held

Friday, 1:00 p.m., September 6th, 2024, in the

chapel at Smith Family Funeral Home-Conway (1751

Dave Ward Dr., Conway) officiated by Pastor Terry

Simm. There will be a visitation hour prior to

service from 12:00-1:00 p.m. Please visit

www.smithfamilycares.com Conway location to

sign the online guest register and view the video

tribute.

The Winding Road

There is a road that leads up hill,
Past streams and flowers fair,
Above the valley of yesterday,
And past the bridge of care.

It is a long and winding road,
Where sun and shadows blend,
Where never a footstep falters,

And every grief must end.
There is a road that leads up hill,

A million miles from pain,
Where heartache is a stranger

One never meets again.
Where golden dawn replaces night,

To make the journey’s end,
Where Jesus waits beside the gates,

... To bid us enter in.

Grace E. Easley


