Mr. JAMES RANDALL "Randy"
MASTIN
July 24, 1958 - September 25, 2020

James Randall Mastin passed away Saturday, September 25, 2020. Randy was 62.
SERVICE: A private committal service for the family will be held in Greenwood Memorial
Park. MEMORIALS: Consideration of contributions to Saving Hope Animal Rescue, in his
memory, is suggested.

Cemetery
Greenwood Memorial Park
3100 White Settlement Road
Fort Worth, TX, 76107

Comments

“

I will miss you ....

shannon .. - November 08 at 10:33 PM

“

You taught me to plow and plant the fields of Island Grove Ranch, driving the Case
tractor from dawn till dusk.
Eventually I progressed, using the Kubota, cutting down road side grass that
extended for endless miles.
When fixing fence, you always made me wear your chaps, should barb wire break
and wrap around my leg.
On days when Hobie and Joe would come to round up cattle, you would ride
headstrong Bubbles into the fields with such ease and finesse, making Skeeter's job
a breeze.
Tom was right when he said you were the most skilled horseman he had ever seen.
Just like the north central Texas winds, you soared Randy, you soared above the
rest, weaving in and out of herd with such mastery.
I would watch you from the A-frame, spellbound as you rode in distant fields.
And now, all fields lay silent as the wind blasts a mournful sound.
The Case tractor, the Kubota and the chaps are there waiting... but you Randy, you
are gone, the love of my life. (Photo: Randy and me, visiting my family in Italy)

Debbie - October 09 at 06:22 PM

“

You taught me to plow and plant the fields of Island Grove Ranch, driving the Case
tractor from dusk to dawn.
Eventually I progressed, using the Kubota, cutting down road side grass that
extended for endless miles.
When fixing fence, you always made me wear your chaps, should barb wire break
and wrap around my leg.
On days when Hobbie and Joe would come to round up cattle, you would ride
headstrong Bubbles into the fields with such ease and finesse, making Skeeter's job
a breeze.
Tom was right when he said you were the most skilled horseman he had ever seen.
Just like the north central Texas winds, you soared Randy, you soured above the
rest, weaving in and out of herd with such mastery.
I would watch you from the A-frame, spellbound as you rode in distant fields.
And now, all fields lay silent as the wind blasts a mournful sound.
The Case tractor, the Kubota and the chaps are there waiting... but you Randy, you
are gone, the love of my life. -Deborah Van Damme

Deborah Van Damme - October 06 at 02:35 AM

