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Bruce Randy Williams was born June 1, 1960 in
Paterson, NJ to late Jessie Williams and Mary Lou
(Josey) Williams, and resided in Paterson all of his
life.

He was a self-employed Automotive Care Technician.

He is preceded in death by his parents, Jessie and
Mary Lou Williams, and grandson, Divine Star
Lipscomb.

He leaves to cherish fond memories his wife, Sandra
Marie (Pierce) Williams; daughters, Felicia Latrice
Lewis of Georga, Lequisha Irene Lewis of Garfield, NJ,
Alicia Sharia Williams of Paterson, NJ; son, Randy
Pierce of Paterson, NJ;sisters, Catherine Barbour and
Rebecca Williams; brothers, Jeffrey Williams, Darrel
Williams and Henry Williams; grandchildren,
Essence Unique Williams, Averiel Keshawn Booker,
Nadia Bryant, Kyria Pierce, Tatiana Denise
Richardson, Unique Rosato; sisters-in-law, Theresa
Williams and Catherine Williams; and a host of
aunts, uncles, nieces, nephews, cousins, other
relatives, friends and neighbors.



Interment
St. Peter Cemetery

Garfield, New Jersey
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The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts of
kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour.
God bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.

To send online condolences, visit www.braggfuneralhome.com
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Miss Me, But Let Me Go
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
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