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Rev. Henry C. Walters, 79, widower of Shirley Jean Whalen Walters, died Dec. 9, 2007 in Lexington. 
He was born in Bourbon Co., KY on Feb. 24, 1928 to the late William Mike and Bessie Ransdell 
Walters. He was a minister and a teacher. He started preaching in 1948 at the age of 19 and was a 
retired minister of Great Crossing Baptist Church. He had a B.A. M.A. from Georgetown College & 
Rank I at E.K.U. After 30 years of teaching in public schools he retired as an assistant principal in 
Harrison Co., KY. In his retirement, he continued to minister by teaching at Oneida Baptist Institute 
and pastored at the Annville Reformed Church. Most recently he was Chaplin for the Barnabas Home 
in Jackson Co. He is survived by his daughters Cindy (Roger) Buchanan, Houston, TX & Patti (Dan) 
Miller, Georgetown, KY, 2 grandsons; Michael and Jeffrey Miller, a brother Charley Walters, 
Georgetown, KY, 2 sisters Pearl Wells, Lexington, KY & Gladys Abrams, Stamping Ground, KY. He is 
preceded in death by 7 brothers; Richard, Alvin, Jack, Clyde, Arthur, Bill and Everett Walters and 3 
sisters; Bertha Smith, Florance McKinney and Ethel Williamson. Funeral Services will be 10:00 am, 
Wed. Dec. 12, 2007, at Great Crossing Baptist Church, with Rev. Ray Roach and Rev. Robert 
Scholten officiating. Burial will be in Jacksonville Cemetery with pallbearers being Art Walters, Bobby 
Walters, Bernard Ritchie, William Sargent, Ed Lowdenback and Keith Kenley. Visitation will be from 5-
9 Tues. at the funeral home. In lieu of flowers contributions may be given to Georgetown College, 
Education Building Fund, 400 East College St., Georgetown, KY 40324. 
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December 10th, 2007 by Michael Spencer  

In a church in Georgetown, Kentucky this week, there is going to be a funeral for one of my fellow teachers at the 
ministry where I serve. His name was Henry. 
 

Henry came to our school from a career in ministry, public school administration and teaching. After retirement he lost 
his wife, and a great sadness came to him, but he stayed with us. The support of friends, Christian community and the 
opportunity to serve drew him to stay. In his years on staff, he taught political science, history and Bible. For a year he 
served as principal. He was a college trained pastor, and he preached in chapel from time to time. 
 

Off the clock, Henry liked his solitude. He enjoyed his books, his writing and his jazz music collection. And he liked to 
have conversations about life, faith and what mattered. His living room became an unofficial pastoral counseling 
center, and he was friend, pastor and mentor to dozens and dozens of young men. 
 

Henry had a quick, analytical mind. He was often distractable when emotions were involved, and he could be 
cantankerous and even difficult, but he was marvelously gifted by God to match wits, heart and experience with many 
of the “lost boys” that found their way to our campus. For a large number of them, Henry was the one point of sanity, 
acceptance and faith that helped keep them here long enough for their character and direction to be shaped. What 
would have been casualties in most ministries became some of our school’s proudest graduates, and Henry was a 
large part of that success.  
 

“Henry’s Boys” will be at that funeral. Not all of them will be able to come, but if they could, there would be several 
rows of them. They were always young men with similar qualities: bright, gifted, struggling with faith, often chafing at 
the constraints of a Christian boarding school and the expectations of families and adulthood. They will remember him 
as a mentor and grandfather; a guide who always had time for them, an unconventional angel who understood what 
they needed when there were no words to put it into a sentence. Today, they are businessmen, government 
employees, college professors. Each one will have Henry’s fingerprints on their character and place in life. 
 

Being an advocate for students, particularly those who knew how to get in and stir up trouble, is an often controversial 
and unwelcome role in a school. Henry was a truth-teller, unconventional to a fault and a bit of a gadfly. He believed in 
the rights of students and in fairness. As strongly as he believed in the Gospel, he also believed it was wrong to 
manipulate or force students to accept any aspect of Christianity. Henry was the very definition of compassionate 
integrity and his witness to Jesus had a powerful, lasting effect. 
 

I’m sure, like all of us who minister in a high stress calling, he wanted to quit many times, but he stayed through some 
of our toughest days. I was glad to have the opportunity to spend a few years as his friend. I wished I’d learned more 
and taken more time to see his particular gifts at work. I now realize that Henry and I were alike in many ways: 
eclectic in theology, impossible to track and categorize, more committed to Christian community than to the details of 
confessions. It was a long time before we both realized our spiritual kinship, and I regret that I didn’t have the 
opportunity to deepen our friendship. 
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Eventually, Henry decided his time with us was over. His years serving at our school without his wife had been full, 
but he wanted to be closer to family. It turned out, however, that Henry wasn’t done ministering to students. He soon 
moved to another ministry in our area and served as both pastor to a small congregation and chaplain to boys in a 
state placement program. 
 

These were more of “Henry’s boys.” State placements can be the most difficult students to work with. Often they have 
been abused and neglected. They are higher risks in every way. Henry was not intimidated by the challenge. He 
became their grandfather, pastor and friend as well, giving more years to young people when other people his age 
and status were walking beaches or doing the American version of “retirement.” 
A few weeks ago, Henry had a stroke that took his speech. Last week he had a heart attack and he passed away over 
the weekend. 
 

One of Henry’s boys, my friend and fellow BHTer Leif Rigney, wrote this: 
 
The greatest man I ever knew died around 3 am today. I spent a long time in the shower this morning, laughing and 
crying at the same time as I recalled all the things Henry … taught me, all the times we laughed, all the times he 
chewed me out (both in the classroom and out), all the times he taught me to question and think and love and feel, all 
the times he nearly single-handedly kept my ragged and tattered faith intact. I have no idea how to catalog or 
categorize what I believe any more, but thanks to Henry, dead at 79, I can at least say I DO believe. God bless Henry 
and Shirley, together at last.  

I’ve been thinking a lot lately about the challenges facing Christians these days. Violence against Christians is on the 
rise. Atheistic anti-Christians are becoming more and more vocal. While many Christians are increasingly interested in 
the “what” of Christian belief, there is a growing attraction to those ways of following Jesus that focus on “how” more 
than “what.” 
 

“Henry’s boys” could have all become atheists. It wouldn’t have been hard at all. What God did for those young men 
was bring someone into their life who wasn’t an apologist or a theologian, but a true evangelist. He was the 
embodiment of “good news” in Jesus for those young men he mentored. If you were going to argue with Henry, you 
knew that he was always going to be out in front of you because he cared far more about what you discovered in the 
process than he did about convincing you of anything. He wanted you to care about something other than your anger, 
bitterness or excuses. He wanted to show you Jesus after so many others had told you what you must believe about 
him. 
Henry was a Francis Schaefer to his boys (and I doubt that he’d ever read a Schaefer book in his life.) He took the 
bitter years of widowhood and turned them into something wonderful. He had many sons in the faith; sons who will 
rise up and call him their spiritual father. 
 

It occurs to me that Christianity is full of theologians, but what we need are more Henrys; more men who look out on 
the broken, the difficult and the fatherless and become an incarnation for their sake. We need more men who want to 
be remembered not by theologians or in theology books, but by men who were once angry, lonely, confused boys and 
who will become fathers and husbands themselves. We need more men who do not take their brokenness to the golf 
course or to the boat dock, but to the out of the way, forgotten and overlooked places to build relationships with young 
men that others have given up on. 
 

For those of us who minister here, Henry will be missed as a co-worker and friend. For his “boys,” Henry will be 
missed in a different, very Jesus-shaped way. 
God speed, Henry Walters. I’ll see you when we all get home 


