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 Thank you for coming today. So many people helped to make this memorial service possible. 

First, I want to thank Jan’s parents, Nadine and John Funk, for birthing her, and her sisters, Judi 

and Linda, for helping her grow into the woman she became. I know that her sisters would not 

want to be credited with all of Jan’s traits, but most of them they would eagerly claim. Jan’s sis-

ters, Judi and Linda, long-time friend, Carol Ellerby, Jan’s niece, Karrie Burdette, and my daugh-

ters Dawn and Eve have been a tremendous help to us immediately following Jan’s death. Carol 

will deliver the eulogy at Jan’s request. She and her brother, Hap, helped to create the funeral 

card and the accompanying visuals and music—all of this after losing their mother only three 

weeks ago. Special credit is given to Beth Henderson and Brenda Donaldson who will take care 

of the food following this service. You are all invited to join us at the White Pines Lodge on 

Pines Road. There are so many others to thank for your e-mails, cards, hospital visits, and moral 

support during this trying time. You know who you are. 

 I’m sure that all of you here have a way of describing Dr. Janice L. Woodhouse. For me, who 

has known her for almost 31 years (the 27
th

 of this month would have been our anniversary of 

meeting), I would call her a “take-charge” woman. Now, living with a “take-charge” woman 

wasn’t always easy. As some of you who live with a take-charge person know, sometimes you 

have to assert yourself to get what you want. That makes for an interesting life. I was blessed by 

meeting her in the summer of 1979 and I was with her for almost half of her life. Those were in-

tense and exciting years. 

 Our time together was a wild roller coaster ride. We had ups, downs, curves, straight-aways, 

breath-taking speeds, and slow climbs. Occasionally, it was scary, exciting, thrilling, sad, angry, 

joyful, and many more feelings that accompany a long, intimate relationship. We shared and cel-

ebrated many memorable pleasant moments, and we tried to forget the tough times.  

 Living with Jan was an adventure! I would not have traded places with anyone. She taught 

me many things. She was my companion, lover, tech support, editor, critic, travel partner, friend, 

comforter, homemaker, prayer partner, masseuse, sharer of silence, nature explorer, walking 

buddy, and music and song maker. As I wrote in Jan’s obituary, she was an artist, wordsmith, 

researcher, gardener, designer, counselor, jokester, storyteller, and more.  

 She always considered herself as a “work in progress.” She tried to grow into a stronger and 

more competent person through reading self-help books, listening to personal growth tapes, and 

by going to counselors. At the end of her life, I think you could see that all that work was paying 

off in producing an amazing woman. She lived a full and rewarding life almost to the end. 

 As a couple, we were a good, winning team, although if she were alive, she would tell me 

that she doesn’t appreciate even my most indirect references to sports. Watching a ballgame was 

one thing we couldn’t do together. She didn’t like professional sports because of the inequity that 

exists among the genders and the inflated salaries the men athletes get. 
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 Sometimes, I didn’t fully appreciate the gem I really had. I took her for granted at times. In 

the hospital I apologized for my messing up along the way and she forgave me, as I did her. As 

she wrote to my daughter Jenny years ago: “In with forgiveness—out with anger.” During those 

nine days together in the hospital, I thanked her for enriching my life. She did that for other peo-

ple too, but I feel I got the lion’s share of her gifts. For that I am grateful. The people who knew 

her have many stories about Jan, as I do also. Now is the time to hear some of them if you want 

to share. Try to keep the stories short because we want to begin the eulogy no later than 5 

o’clock. You will probably censor some of your stories for this occasion, but as you know, Jan 

didn’t always censor what she said. She said it like she saw it. Who would like to begin?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


