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Harold Peters was born December 24, 1954, in Pine Bluff,
Arkansas. The son of Isaac Peters Sr. and Geneva Peters. Harold
passed away February 12, 2026, in Lansing, Michigan. Age 71
years.

Harold was the youngest of 9 children. Growing up, he attended
Job Corps and years later, he moved to Lansing, Michigan, to
start a new life. He worked at General Motors, retiring after 30
years. He had a great love for fishing; cars, he loved riding in
style; and old school music, he was a collector of old albums.
Harold also often threw down in the kitchen, many enjoyed his
butter rolls. Don’t forget, he was our favorite cameraman,
capturing every memory he could. Harold was a very loving and
kind soul, he would help anyone if he had it. He is going to be
greatly missed.

He leaves to cherish his memory children, Shakiya Peters,
Michelle Bonilla, and Shuntel (Venetia) Esters; grandchildren,
Keyon Cain, Kamiyah Harris, Zyrianna Esters, Xkariyah Esters,
Kmariyana Esters, Darnell Esters, Gabriella Welch, Xzaiver
Welch, Cleveland Cathey, and Marlina Bonilla; great
grandchildren, Keyon Cain Jr.; sisters, Hildred Purnell and Alma
Jean Hayes; brothers, George Peters, Alvin Peters, Willie
(Juanita) Peters; and many nieces and nephews.

Harold was preceded in death by his parents, Isaac Peters Sr. and
Geneva Peters;  sisters, Juanita Peters and Gloria Peters; brother,
Isaac Peters Jr.; and special friend, Debra Quinn.

Our lives go on without you 
But nothing is the same,

We have to hide our heartaches 
When someone speaks your name.

Sad are the hearts that love you
Silent the tears that fall, 

Living our hearts without you
Is the hardest part of all.

You did so many things for us
Your heart was kind and true,
And when we needed someone
We could always count on you.

The special years will not return
When we were all together,

But with the love within our hearts
You will walk with us forever.

Don’t Cry for Me
by Deborah Garcia Gaitan

Don’t cry for me. I will be okay.
Heaven is my home now, and this is where I’ll stay.

Don’t cry for me. I’m where I belong.
I want you to be happy and try to stay strong.

Don’t cry for me. It was just my time,
but I will see you someday on the other side.

Don’t cry for me. I am not alone.
The angels are with me to welcome me home.

Don’t cry for me, for I have no fear.
All my pain is gone, and Jesus took my tears.

Don’t cry for me. This is not the end.
I’ll be waiting here for you when we meet again.

He never looked for praises.
He was never one to boast.

He just went on quietly working,
for the ones he loved the most.

His dreams were seldom spoken.
His wants were very few.

And most of the time
his worries went unspoken too.

He was there…
A firm foundation.

Through all our storms of life.

A sturdy hand to hold on to,
in times of stress and strife.

A true friend we could turn to,
when times were good or bad.

One of our greatest blessings.
The man that we called Dad. 


