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Kevin Jerome Waller was born on April 20, 1982 in New York City. He

was the youngest of three children born to Deborah and Kevin

Hopkins.

Kevin attended New York City Public Schools. He worked for

Starbucks for many years where he developed his love for coffee and

became a coffee connoisseur. He later pursued his passion in computer

technology working as an IT Technician. He was truly a Computer

Whiz and it came to him naturally. He built his own computer at a very

young age.

Kevin was loved by many young and old. He was always smiling and

enjoyed being around family and friends. He loved life and it was a joy

to be in his company.

Kevin is survived by: his mother, Deborah Hopkins; his father, Kevin

Hopkins; two sisters, Sherita Broomfield (Conway) and Shenequa

Hopkins; two aunts, Patricia Waller and Elaine McCloud (Robert); three

uncles, Milton Waller (Michelle), Anthony Hopkins (Avis) and Tyrone

Waller (Dawnnise); one niece, Sheridan Broomfield; one nephew,

Jonathan Broomfield; three great aunts, Emma Jean Gardner, Elizabeth

Champion and Johnnie B. Frost; three longtime friends, Devyn

Shephard, Jason and Vicky; and a host of cousins, extended family and

friends.



Processional

Selection

Scripture Readings
   Old Testament - Ecclesiastes 3:1-8

   New Testament - John 14:1-6

Prayer of Comfort

Selection

Obituary

Poem
Jasmine Taylor

Reflections
(Two Minutes)

Selection

Eulogy
Rev. Freeman Perry

Benediction

Rosehill Cemetery
Linden, New Jersey
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The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts of
kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour.

May God bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.

When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown


