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Regina B. LaMarr was born June 28, 1950 to Annie Bell and
Clarence Fuller in Durham, NC.

Upon moving to Newark, NJ she married Bruce David LaMarr of
Jersey City at which time during her brief marriage she conceived
her son, David LaMarr. After receiving her education in the Newark
Public School system. In years following was an employee of
UMDNJ for over thirty years.

She was preceded in death by her mother, Annie Bell Fuller, father,
Clarence Fuller and sister, Bertha Mae Jackson.

She is survived by: her beloved son, David A. LaMarr; daughter-in-
law, Elaine LaMarr (New Jersey); two brothers, Frederick Atkinson
(Irvington, NJ) and Clarence T. Fuller, Jr. (New York); three sisters,
Paula Fuller (Newark), Marjory Hayes (Wisconsin) and Ellen Fuller
(PA); three grandchildren, Tai Taylor, Crystal LaMarr and David
LaMarr, Jr.; and a host of nieces, nephews, cousins, other relatives
and friends.
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The family wishes to express their sincere thanks and appreciation
for all acts of kindness and expressions of sympathy that was

shown to them during this time of bereavement.
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Don't think of her as gone away
Her journey's just begun.
Life holds so many facets

This earth is only one.
Just think of her resting

From the sorrows and the tears
In a place of warmth and comfort

Where there are no days and years.
Think how she must be wishing

That we could know today
How nothing but our sadness

Can really pass away
And think of her as living

In the hearts of those she touched
For nothing loved is ever lost
And she was loved so much.


