
COTTON FUNERAL SERVICE
130 Main Street • Orange, NJ

Rev. Edward Allen, Officiating

Wednesday, October 3, 2012 - 10:00 a.m.

Sunrise
September 10, 1932

Sunset
September 29, 2012

In Loving
Memory

of



”, was born on

September 10, 1932 to Ralph and Louise Boswell (nee: Williams) in

Newark, NJ, and was a life-long resident.

He attended the Newark Public Schools.

He leaves to cherish his memory: his wife, Marion Boswell; son,

Ralph Boswell, Jr. and wife Joyce; daughter, Terese Pierce (nee:

Boswell) and husband, Quentin; a loving sister, Winifred Miller

(nee: Boswell); nephew, Neil Miller and wife Judy; niece, Geraldine

Miller. He is also survived by grandchildren, nieces and nephews and

other loving relatives.

He was predeceased by his mother, Louise Boswell and brother,

Stanley John Taylor.

Ralph was a proud man although he was quiet and gentle. He did

have a fiery spirit inside of him that rarely was seen. He was a

wonderful friend to the many that had known him. He will truly be

missed.



New Jersey Veterans Cemetery
Wrightstown, NJ

Invocation ..................................................Rev. Edward A. Allen

Music Selection ............................................................Emory Lee

Scripture .....................................................Rev. Edward A. Allen

Obituary .............................................................Mrs. Judy Miller

Music Selection ............................................................Emory Lee

Eulogy ........................................................Rev. Edward A. Allen

Benediction .................................................Rev Edward A. Allen



Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.
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My body is lifeless
My spirit is alive and well

Weep not for me
For I am in God’s hands

Smile when you think of me
Till we meet again.
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