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In Loving Memory of



James B. Hunter, Jr. (Jim) was born in Raleigh, NC on

June 19, 1955 to Ercell and the late James B. Hunter, Sr.

He attended Newark Public School and Irvington Tech

High School and then went on to graduate from DeVry

Tech School in Woodbridge, NJ.

Jim also honorably served in the Armed Forces of the

United States of America (United States Navy).

Jim was preceded in death by his father, James B. Hunter,

Sr.

He is survived by: his mother, Ercell Hunter; his brothers,

Karl and Wayne Hunter; sister, Vanessa Bryson; nephews

and nieces, Carnell, Robert and Jasmine Bryson, Terrance,

Phillip, Tawanyette and Seven Hunter; and a host of

cousins, great nephews, great nieces, other family

members and friends.

He will be missed by all who knew and loved him.
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Recessional



Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.
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Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crost the bar.

Alfred Tennyson


