












Obituary
Dario Jamison was born August 19,1962 to Lewis Jamison 

and Gwendolyn Harris in Cleveland, OH. Dario attended Cleveland 
and East Cleveland public school systems. He was a member of Local 
3 Abestos and Pipefitters Union, where he was a Journeyman Pipe 
Insulator. Dario thoroughly enjoyed this trade for more than 40 years. 
His Faith resided with Jehovah Witness organization.

To everyone Dario was known as "JAZZY or "The JAZZY 
One", because of his Fly and smooth talkin'. In the early 2000's he met 
and married the love of his life Marzell Jamison. He never had children 
of his own, but he acquired 2 step children Toriano Cater and Jennifer 
Williams, who he loved and treated as his own. In 2015 Dario was 
diagnosed with stage 4 lung cancer. For the past 10 years he had 
defeated all odds and was blessed to be in remission. He was one who 
lived his life to the fullest and played his lottery numbers daily. Dario 
was not a perfect man but he was loved by many.

Dario leaves to mourn his wife of 17 years Marzell Jamison, 
(mother) Gwendolyn Streeter, (proceeded him in death father) Lewis 
Jamison, (sisters) Pamela Jamison, Jada Steeter, Tiffany Howard, 
Stephanie Howard, (brothers) Lewis E. Jamison, Kevin Jamison, (step 
children) Toriano Cater, Jennifer Williams, Great grandchildren, 
grandchildren,nieces, nephews, last but not least his Fur baby Chloe 
and a host of family and friends.

Lovingly Submitted,
The Family



Services of Comfort entrusted to

Watson’s Funeral Home
www.WatsonsFuneralHome.com

10913 Superior Ave. – Cleveland, Ohio 44106
Telephone (216) 721-0066

Acknowledgment
The Family sincerely appreciates all acts of kindness shown during this time 
of bereavement. We thank you for your prayers, comforting words, personal 

visits and calls. We ask that you continue to keep us in your prayers. 
May God Bless and forever comfort you.

I thought of you today, 

but that is 

nothing new. I 

thought about 

you yesterday 

and days before that too. I 

think of you in silence, I 

often speak your name. All I 

have are memories and your 

picture in a frame. Your 

memory is a keepsake from 

which I'll never part. God 

has you in His arms, I have 

you in my heart.


