When great trees fall, rocks on distant hills shudder,
lions hunker down in tall grasses,
and even elephants lumber after safety.

When great trees fall in forests, small things recoil into silence,
their senses eroded beyond fear.

When great souls die, the air around us becomes light, rare, sterile.
We breathe, briefly. Our eyes, briefly, see with a hurtful clariry.
Our memory, suddenly sharpened, examines,
gnaws on kind words unsaid, promised walks never taken.
Great souls die and our reality, bound to them, takes leave of us.
Our souls, dependent upon their nurture, now shrink, wizened.
Our minds, formed and informed by their radiance, fall away.
We are not so much maddened as reduced to the
unutterable ignorance of dark, cold caves.

And when great souls die, after a period peace blooms,
slowly and always irregularly.

Spaces fill with a kind of soothing electric vibration.

Our senses, restored, never to be the same, whisper to us.
They existed. They existed.

We can be. Be and be better.

For they existed.

- Maya Angelou

ACRNOWTEDGMENTS

Our family wishes to extend our profound and sincere gratitude for the outpouring of love,
support, and prayers during this difficult time. Through our cherished memories,
ALBERT will live on in our hearts forever. May we continue to celebrate his life by living
freely and with gratitude every single day that we have the ability to take a breath.
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OLD TESTAMENT: &\ttt ittt ettt e e et e e e e et e PsaLm 23
NEW TESTAMENT: &\ttt ettt et et e et ettt Jonn 11:25-26
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OBl UARY

ALBERT WILLIAMS was born on February 26, 1962 in Bronx, New York to proud parents Mary
Bridges Williams and Collins Williams Sr. Raised in the vibrant Bronx environment. Albert
carried the spirit, resilience, and warmth of his community with him throughout his life.

Albert received his early education in the New York City public school system at P.S. 23. Al
“Ice-Man” Williams then brought his passion for basketball from the streets to the Franklin
School, a private high school now known as Dwight School. He was a star basketball player
for the Franklin Eagles, leading them to a 1978-1979 Class A State Championship and setting
a New York State record for the most victories in one season. He would then graduate from
the Franklin School in 1980.

Albert continued his studies at Pace University where he met June, a fellow athlete during her
time running track for Brooklyn Technical High School. They joyfully married on November
12th, 1988 and created a home in Brooklyn, New York. From this union came their child
Albert Williams Jr. (AJ). Albert was especially committed to his role as a father to AJ, whom
he loved deeply and supported with pride and devotion.

As he was committed to public service, Albert pursued a career in law enforcement. He started
training at the New York City Police Department Academy on January 21st, 1985 and proudly
graduated on July 2nd, 1985. He was determined to use his position to stand up for what was
right. His years of dedication until retirement in 2005 reflected his courage, discipline, and
deep desire to protect and serve the community he loved. And to continue his leadership in
public safety, he later worked as a Special Inspector Supervisor for the East New York Eagle
Team of MTA New York City Transit from 2007 to 2023.

Beyond his professional career, Albert had a zest for living life to the fullest. He had a true love
for delicious food, stylish clothing, and traveling to experience new places. Albert enjoyed long
drives to Maryland to relax by the waterside. And even after his days on the court, he was a
huge fan of basketball, with his all-time favorite team to watch being the New York Knicks.
Above all, Albert was deeply invested in the lives of his family and friends. He often served
as a trusted listener, advisor, and mentor to those who needed guidance, encouragement, or
simply a steady presence.

Albert was preceded in death by his father, Collins Williams Sr.; his mother, Mary Bridges
Williams; his stepfather, Hughes Johnson; his elder brother, Collins Williams II; and his
beloved baby sister, Deborah Neal.

He leaves to cherish his memory: his wife, June; his child, Albert Jr. (A]); his sister, Racquel;
his brother-in-law, Lester; his dear adopted sister, Villora (Andrew); his nephews, Collins III,
Frantz, Ronald, Pharaoh, and Miles; his niece, Alicia; and many extended family members,
friends, and loved ones whose lives were enriched by his presence.

Albert was a fighter who always found a way to conquer life’s challenges. This spirit helped
him face pancreatic cancer with incredible courage and exemplary perseverance until his
transition from this life’s journey on March 2nd, 2026. Albert will be remembered for his
warmth, wisdom, generosity, and genuine care for those he loved. His legacy lives on in the
countless lives he touched through his support, friendship, bravery, and love.

He will be deeply missed and forever remembered.

Lovingly Submitted,

The Family



