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Celebrating the Life of

Deborah Jean Clark Slampa
Saturday, June 27, 2020   10:00 a.m.

Broussard’s Chapel
Nederland, Texas

Reverend Rick Shreve

“How Great Thou Art”

Opening Remarks

Family Remembrances
Scott Everett

“Jealous of the Angels”

Message of Comfort

Prayer

“I Can Only Imagine”
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Deborah Jean Clark Slampa, 
55, of Nederland, died Tuesday, 
June 23, 2020. She was born on 
August 31, 1964, in Beebe, Arkansas, 
to Clara Fern Hamric Clark and 
Olen Gene Clark.

Deborah had the biggest heart for 
her family and friends. Deborah 
loved and lived every moment she 
was given, neither hard times nor 
cancer could rob her of who she 
was. She never once questioned or 
lost her faith during her fight. 

She is survived by her spouse, Billy 
Slampa, of Nederland; children, Jeff 
Scott Everett, of Lewiston, Maine; 

Heather “Dakota” Martin and her husband, Travis Fontanille, of Groves; 
Jason Allan Slampa, of Magnolia; William “B.J.” Slampa, of Beaumont; 
and Addam Walker, of Beaumont; 
grandchildren, Ella Fontanille; Cael 
Everett; Sunny Walker; Maddox 
Walker; and Cyneese Walker; siblings, 
Russel Clark and his wife, Lyndilyn; 
Carol Tiller and her husband, Kevin;  
Ken clark and his wife, Donna; William 
Fogarty and his wife, Tammie; Tammy 
Smith; and Mary Tupper;   numerous 
nieces, nephews, and extended family.

She is preceded in death by her parents.
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Please sign Mrs. Slampa’s guest book and share your memories at 
broussards1889.com

Committal 
Broussard’s Crematorium

Beaumont, Texas

Memorial Contributions
Southeast Texas Circle of Hope

1602 Avenue B
Nederland, Texas 77627

Do not stand at my grave and weep,  
I am not there, I do not sleep.  

I am in a thousand winds that blow,  
I am the softly falling snow.  

I am the gentle showers of rain,  
I am the fields of ripening grain.  

I am in the morning hush,  
I am in the graceful rush  

Of beautiful birds in circling flight,  
I am the starshine of the night.  
I am in the flowers that bloom,  

I am in a quiet room.  
I am in the birds that sing,  
I am in each lovely thing.  

Do not stand at my grave and cry,  
I am not there. I do not die.


