
Mr. Charles "Chuck" Evans
Ashley
December 15, 2025

Mr. Charles "Chuck" Evans Ashley, age 79, a resident of Millbrook, Alabama
passed away on Monday, December 15, 2025. He was born on October 28,
1946, to the late Cleveland Ashley and Mildred Faye Barmore in Oregon and
was a United States Army Veteran and a graduate from The Citadel. Mr.
Ashley is preceded in death by his parents William Cleveland Ashley and
Mildred Riddle Ashley, son Larry Ashley, daughter Andrea Ashley, brothers
Kenneth Ashley, and Joseph Ashley, and sister Diane McElveen. He is
survived by his daughter Angela Crum (David), sisters Sylvia Perkins (Bob),
and Beth Freeston (Julian), grandchildren Evan Ashley, Katherine Crum,
Stirling Crum, Rachel Crum, Declan Ashley Crum, Hart Crum, and Charlie
Crum. A celebration of life service will be held on Thursday, December 18,
2025, from 4:30pm-6:00pm at One More @ the River. In lieu of flowers,
memorials may be made to Angels Among Us-A Special Needs Community,
1915 Clear Branch Dr, Deatsville, AL 36022 in his memory. 

 Brookside Funeral Home, Crematorium, and Memorial Gardens of Millbrook,
Alabama, directing.
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Karen Ashley Hite - December 18, 2025 at 02:06 PM

One of my favorite memories of Uncle Chuck was when he took my
girlfriend and me waterskiing down the PeeDee River. I have never
been a skier, but I was able to get up on the river because it was
like glass. Once I was up and doing okay, he yelled back to watch
out for the alligator. My first reaction was to let go. When Uncle
Chuck circled back around to pick me up, he said sorry about that I
thought the log was an alligator. I was back in the boat and not
going back in the water. When we went around the next bend there
was a large alligator sunning on the shore. We went around little
further and he said he wanted to show us the Cypress knees. We
had to duck a couple of times because of the Spanish moss. Once
we got through that area Uncle Chuck cut the engine, he stood up
and shot a water moccasin off of a branch we had just gone under.
On the way back out my friend was sitting in the bottom of the boat.
Love you Uncle Chuck, RIP with all our family that has gone before
you.


