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Regina “Missy” Inez Brunson was the daughter of Richard A.
and Sophie (Levy) Brunson of Burlington, NJ. She was born in
Paterson, NJ on May 20, 1964. Regina attended Public School
#13, and Eastside High in Paterson.

Regina had various employers over the years which include,
Purdon Auto Supply Co. and Pathmark. In 2001, she moved to
Wharton, NJ.

Regina departed this life on November 19, 2011.

Regina leaves to celebrate her life: son, Quincey Brunson of
Wharton, NJ; her parents, Richard A. and Sophie Brunson of
Burlington, NJ; two sisters, Sonia (Donald) Dickson of Paterson
and Jessica Brunson of Burlington, NJ; two brothers, Eric
Brunson of Lewisville, TX and Richard J. Brunson of North
Hollywood, CA; two great aunts, Earline Bolden of Paterson, NJ
and Alice Hampton of Atlanta, GA; devoted friend, Barbara
Hunter of Wharton, NJ; and a host of nieces, nephews, cousins,
other relatives and friends.

Let Me Go
When I reach the end of the road and the Sun has set for me, let
me go.

I want no rite of gloom or crying, why cry for a soul set free, let
me go.

Miss me a little, but not for long because your life must go alone.
You see it is all a part of the Master’s Plan, just a step on the
road home. So let me go.
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When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,
1 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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