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Welcome / Opening words:

Dear friends, family, and everyone gathered here today, thank you for

coming together to celebrate the life of my father, Ralph. It means a

great deal to see so many faces from different parts of his long, winding,

and vibrant journey. I’ve had the distinct honor of knowing Ralph my

entire life-95 years of his living, breathing story, intertwined with ours.

Remembering the Life of Ralph Walters Reading by Ralph Walters Sr

Reflections and Stories: Family and Frends share memories (2 mins)

Readings or Poems: Reading done by Family and Friends

Music: John Coltrane (Greatest Hits The best of John Coltrane)

             Miles Davis (Kind of Blue)

Moment of Reflection: Quiet time for guests to remember or think 

                                     of the person.

Closing Words / Farewell:

As I think about how I want us all to remember Ralph, I keep

coming back to one simple truth. It’s not the years in your life

– it’s the life in your years. Not how did he die but how did he

live. Not what did he gained, but what did he gave. And Dad?

He gave everything – love, laughter, strength, ad an unshakable

sense of presence. AUGUST 2, 1930 — OCTOBER 29, 2025

THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 13, 2025, 9:45AM
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The family of the late Ralph Walters Sr. wishes to express their
heartfelt gratitude for the outpouring of love, support, and
sympathy during this difficult time. Your comforting words,
kind gestures, and presence have been a great source of
strength for us.

Acknowledgement

Military Honors &Interment
Washington Crossing National Cemetery

830 Highland Road
Newtown, PA 18940

Casket bearers Flower Bearers

‘Don’t Cry For Me’
Don’t cry for me now I have died, for I’m

still here I’m by your side,
My body’s gone but my soul is here, please

don’t shed another tear,
I am still here I’m all around, only my

body lies in the ground.
I am the snowflake that kisses your nose,

I am the frost, that nips your toes.
I am the sun, bringing you light,
I am the star, shining so bright.

I am the rain, refreshing the earth,
I am the laughter, I am the mirth.

I am the bird, up in the sky,
I am the cloud, that’s drifting by.

I am the thoughts, inside your head,
While I’m still there, I can’t be dead.

https://www.google.com/maps/place/2530+North+Broad+Street+Philadelphia+PA+19132
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Remembering the Life of Ralph Walters

    Ralph’s life began with modest roots that led to
extraordinary paths. He attended Germantown High School,
where he first learned the value of persistence and integrity
- traits that carried him through everything he did. From
there, he joined the Air Force and rose to the rank of Master
Sergeant at Camp Parks Air Force Base in California.
Somewhere along the way, fate - or maybe just good luck-
steered him toward Christine Johnson. And as the saying
goes, the rest is history. Together they built a beautiful life
raising two children - my sister Angelyn and me- filled with
laughter, warmth, and a fair it of adventure.

   After serving his country, Dad rolled up his sleeves and
put in years of hard work. He earned his welding
certifications and went on to enjoy a lengthy career with
I.T.E Circuit Breaker until the company relocated. His work
ethic, paired with his never-quit attitude, led him next to the
city, where he finished his career with the same steady
dedication he brought to everything else.

   Now, if you knew Ralph, you knew a man who didn’t just
work hard – he lived fully. He and Mom, Christine, loved to
travel, to dine, and, let’s be honest, they made their fair
share of “donations” to what they lovingly called the house
of hope – the casino. Ralph found joy in simple pleasures:
time spent in the woods or on the water, a good fishing trip
(often featuring Christine bragging she taught him
everything he knew), and the camaraderie of good friends
in Pulaski Town. Those Wissahickon Boys Club reunions
and picnics – he never missed a chance to dance, laugh, and
yes, taste with the best of them.

        But what stood out most about Dad was his ability to tell a
story. Whether it was a detailed retelling of a life experience or
one of his famous “yeasty” stories – told with that perfectly
straight face that made you wonder how much was fact and how
much was embellishment – his stories always brought people
together. I can still picture us out in that tree stand in upstate
Pennsylvania, the temperature below freezing, waiting for deer
to pass through. The quiet of that moment, the anticipation, and
then the share triumph – it wasn’t just about the hunt; it was
about being together, suspended in time.

     Dad was a man of humor and seriousness in equal measure,
respectful yet playful and unwaveringly loyal. He loved jazz
deeply – following the legendsfrom the fifties through the two –
thousands – and he adored being a grandfather to Jordan and
Adrian. He was there for every milestone, from birthdays to
graduation, from first teeth to football games. He showed up,
every time.

Ralph was preceded in death by his wife Christine, and daughter
Angelyn. Ralph Leaves to cherish his memories son Ralph Sr &
Asuncion (Wife), Granddaughter Jordan & Robert (Husband),
Grandson Ralph Jr, Great granddaughter Holland and a host of
family and friends.
So now, as we part, I’ll leave you with this short poem in
his honor:

“He walked through life with steady grace,
A smile that time could not erase.

Not bound by creed, yet full of soul,
His stories made the broken whole.

No tears can change the truth we see –

He lived his life completely free.

Rest easy, Dad. Your music plays on.


