
Remembering Jane 

 

Introduction 

I hope you've had a chance to catch up with old friends and have something 

to eat and drink. 

Jane packed so much into her life that we just couldn't talk about 

everything we needed to at the Crematorium. And Steve also wanted to 

give people the opportunity, if they want to, to personally talk about their 

experience of knowing Jane. It isn't easy at the Crematorium - it maybe 

won't be that easy here. But you are amongst friends - people who all knew, 

loved and cared about Jane.  

They understand - they know that saying what you want to say may not 

come out right, that you may stumble over your words and that tears may 

flow. Don't worry - there are already flood warnings in place!  

Most of all Steve wanted a chance to remember and talk about the good 

times, the laughter and the fun that were such a huge part of Jane's life, in 

an informal and relaxed way. 

I am going to introduce some of the stories I've been told about Jane - I may 

need some help with the details - they are your memories - so please feel 

free to add something you remember or want to add. You don't need to 



come out and stand in front of everyone, you don't even need to stand. If 

you can't say it loud enough - I'll repeat it for you. 

Ruth has written her tribute to Jane and is going to read it to you. She may 

need sometime but that's ok and she knows you understand. 

 

Ruth's Tribute 

Words for service. 

What can I say about my precious little sister that everyone here 

doesn’t already know? 

I shall always remember her infectious smile – it lit up her face and 

everyone else’s around her. 

Her love, generosity and care for family and friends knew no bounds.  

Even in December, when she was failing fast, she sent me a Xmas 

parcel of goodies, including some colourful odd socks!  It was always 

a joy to open Jane’s colourful cards and presents.  They were 

guaranteed to lift one’s spirit - she never missed a birthday, 

anniversary or Xmas. 

Jane always put others before herself and even when seriously ill, she 

still insisted on travelling down to London to visit our mother and 

manage difficult issues that arose with mother’s health and Care 

Home. 



I shall miss our long distance telephone calls – Jane wasn’t keen on 

Skype because she had to sit still for too long!  You know Jane, she 

always liked to keep busy.  It was a highlight of my week when she 

rang, we often had a giggle over one thing or another.  She 

understood my isolation from family in Tasmania and made sure I 

was kept in the loop with any family goings on. 

Not to mention Jane’s artistic talents would be an omission – she 

always had some project on the go.  She dabbled in batik, stained 

glass, painting, as well as pressed wild flowers for her cards and she 

produced numerous knitted wonders.  I remember many years ago, 

receiving a lovely jumper she’d fashioned from knitted triangles – I 

still wear it.  In fact, I’m wearing a hat she made last year to keep my 

head snug in the British winter.  She introduced me to knitting socks – 

a great way to while away evenings watching the TV.  A pretty 

knitted jacket for her newly arrived little Niece, Millie, in her favourite 

mauve, was the last thing Jane finished – again always thinking of 

others.  

Her empathy with our furry friends was legendary – the beloved cats 

she and Steve shared their lives with over the years and the plethora 

of animals she met on her travels, were just drawn to her. When she 

was out and about, inevitably a cat would emerge out of the 

woodwork. 



It must have been particularly difficult for Jane and Steve to bear the 

gradual decline in her health. She was always so physically active – 

cycling from London to Brighton only 18 months’ or so ago, long 

walks in the country, holidays away with her and Steve’s life-long 

friends, ballooning, volunteering at Lincoln Castle, singing in the local 

choir – just a few of her many exploits. 

And lastly, but most important, it was obvious to anyone who knew 

her that Jane loved Steve utterly. His clear devotion and care for her - 

over the years and in her need over the past months - was an 

example to us all.  Thank you Steve. 

(Jane touched many of our lives and I know her love, kindness and 

sense of fun will live on in our memories.) 

 

 

 

Ballooning Stories 

I heard that a big part of Jane's life was hot air ballooning. Her last journey 

was in a wicker basket. Jane and Steve's life took on a whole new aspect 

when they became part of a volunteer balloon recovery team, gaining not 

just an activity but a group of friends that would become 'family'; Dave and 

Lucie, Sue and Graham, Nick and Val, Martin and Kate and Tony and Jude 

who ran the business. 



It was an ideal activity for Jane - being out in the open which she loved, 

being able to see wildlife, walking and no doubt running, meeting people 

and spending time with her friends. 

I was told that Jane was the one that was usually sent to negotiate with the 

landowner to get entry to the area the balloon had landed. Jane's warmth 

and openness combined with a 'bottle of something' usually did the trick I 

hear. 

The 'family' told me about one of their most amazing ballooning 

experiences when they went to the world's biggest hot air balloon festival 

in Albuquerque, USA. Not just twenty/or a hundred or so balloons in the air 

but a thousand. 

And Jane's ability to engage people came in handy there. It was the desert 

so it was hot wasn't it? Well no - at night and early morning it was pretty 

cold but Jane managed to get a warm jacket - ok the guy was a bit bigger 

than Jane to say the least but she was very grateful when he offered her his 

jacket. 

 

Nick and Val's Poem 

Nick and Val have asked me to read their poem for Jane. Val tells me that 

Jane loved illustrations of fairies and that there were fairies at the bottom 



of her garden, according to Jane. I'm pretty certain that if fairies were going 

to be found anywhere it would be around someone like Jane. 

Poem 

Jane we are here to celebrate your life. 

And the measure of its worth. 

And every single life you touched. 

Whilst you were here on earth. 

We wish to pay our last respects. 

That's why we all are here. 

To thank you for your friendship. 

And all the memories we hold dear. 

It's been a privilege to have known you. 

We were family not just friends. 

And will carry you in our spirit. 

Until we meet up once again. 

 

 

Jane's Hobbies 

Well never mind 'What Katy did' - if there was a book called 'What Jane did' 

it would be a good three or four volumes! 

While she still lived in Rothersthorpe Jane organised the local newsletter. It 

was maybe easier for Jane because probably she was involved in moist of 

the activities in it. 



She helped at the archaeological dig site at Whitehall, Nether Heyford 

where a Roman villa was discovered. Jane found she enjoyed and had a 

talent for piecing together the fragments of pottery. 

When she moved to Lincolnshire, Jane continued with her involvement 

with history becoming a volunteer and helping visitors at Lincoln castle. 

Jane was a volunteer at the Arts and Heritage centre in Caister. And in 

typical Jane fashion it wasn't about the glamorous or 'exciting' jobs, Jane 

did whatever needed doing. On Tuesdays you would find her elbow deep at 

the sink washing the dishes. 

Jane went to an art class. She showed great skill and enthusiasm at various 

creative art forms but never believed that she was really very good. 

Photography, quilting, knitting, painting in water colours and acrylics, 

stained glass making, pottery and not to mention her famous silver foil 

chocolate wrapper creations. 

I believe you all had to collect your chocolate wrappers for her? Sue and 

Graham told me about a time when they were on a train journey and 

convinced the person sitting opposite them to give them their chocolate 

wrappers. Not only convince them but to make sure they were smoothed 

out to perfection. It was amazing what people would do for Jane - well 

maybe not that surprising considering all she did for everyone else. 



Steve said that the one thing that was difficult about living with Jane - apart 

from the high octane pace of life was that she was a bit of a hoarder. With 

all those activities she managed to amass a fair amount of 'stuff'. She had a 

bag though for materials for each activity - but that's still alot of bags! 

 

Music 

Jane loved singing and she was a member of a local choir. She loved many 

types of music. 

And she enjoyed leading sing-alongs at the regular gatherings of friends 

and the 'family', particularly outdoors around a fire. There were a couple of 

guitars to accompany the singing and Jane wanted to sing American Pie - all 

the verses. But it wasn't easy remembering all the words, so Jane had a 

great idea - she would produce song sheets. 

The problem was though - it was dark - and Jane didn't like wearing her 

glasses either. Apparently the introduction of the song sheets wasn't a 

great success and the singing  wasn't exactly 'pure harmony'. 

 

Animals 

Jane was well known for her love of and ability to make friends with all 

kinds of animals. Most of all there were her beloved cats at home and I 

believe that it came pretty close to a donkey becoming part of the family? 



When it was her 60th birthday her friends bought her a 'Walking with 

llamas' experience, which she loved. 

Jane loved seeing animals, birds and butterflies in their natural 

environment and was enthralled when during a trip to the USA was able to 

see firsthand part of the incredible annual migration of monarch butterflies 

as they make their way from South to North America. 

 

Jane's napping 

We have heard just how energetic and lively Jane was but that was just one 

of her two switches. She was described to me as being 'on' or 'off' - there 

was no in between. Jane could fall asleep instantly - while she was knitting, 

in the middle of a conversation, while she was navigating in the car - she 

became known as 'Sat-nap'   

She would be knitting and fall asleep and incredibly carry on knitting for a 

few lines - always reverting to pearl stitch. 

 

Jane's  Generosity 

Jane took generosity and giving to another level. 

'I'll Get That' was a frequent call heard when Jane was around - always 

wanting to pay and make sure she gave her fair share. So much so that if 

quoted a price then Jane would often try to bargain people up!   



But that was Jane - always making sure the other person came first. 

And her giving was in every aspect of her life. From making sure she  

took biscuits round to Nick and Val's to taking medication around to people 

when she worked at the dispensary in Blisworth. Not part of her job, but in 

her own time - just Jane doing whatever she could to help. 

It is the story of Jane's selflessness even when she was so ill at the hospice 

that underlines the true extent of how she gave no thought to her own 

needs. Jane had a special chair that helped her sit up comfortably and a new 

admission came in who also needed a similar chair but there was only the 

one. I don't need to tell you, do I what Jane did? Yes she offered her chair to 

the lady - insisting she should have it. In fact, Steve knew the only way he 

could stop her from giving this chair up was to go out and buy another one. 

Poem from Jane's college friends 

 

Steve has asked me to read out his tribute to Jane. He wanted me to 

apologise that he can't do this himself but all of you know how you feel 

about losing Jane and must know just how much more Steve is hurting. 

 

 



My wife, partner and best friend 

I'm sorry I cannot stand up and say what I want to say but I'm afraid I just 

don't have it in me. 

For those of you who have known us for a long time will know we didn't waste 

much time but the truth is Jane was the driving force behind everything we 

did. She loved life and was determined to get as much as possible out of the 

time she had on earth. I'm sure there were times when she thought I was 

slowing her down. She often tired me out just watching her. 

From the very first time I met Jane I knew I loved her and since that first 

instance I've never doubted my love for her. She had this beautiful aura that 

captivated me. Over the years we became one person – two sides of the same 

coin. If you’ve read Philip Pullman’s His Dark Materials then you’ll know that 

everyone in the books has a daemon without which they cannot survive. Jane 

was my daemon! - my motivation, my reason for getting up in the morning 

and sometimes my reason for staying in bed. 

I won't go into the details of the last 18 months but as always when faced 

with the inevitable she just made the best of what she was given. 

During all that time and even in her last hours I was still entranced by her 

warmth and that aura. She never stopped Loving, Caring and Giving. 



And finally – How am I doing? Well I'd like to thank all those who have 

supported me during the last few months. As someone at the hospice said to 

me “If you're told you're going to be hit in the head with a hammer, you know 

it's going to hurt but you cannot imagine how much until it actually 

happens”. 

Thank you for coming today and sharing your love... 

Closing words  

Steve and all of you have a long and painful road ahead but you will manage 

- because when one of you stumbles - there will be arms outstretched to 

steady you - you will hold each other up and you will slowly but gradually 

begin to move forward. 

Jane will always be a part of your lives and she lives on through you. And I 

know that for a fact. I never met her and yet she has touched and become a 

part of my memories. You will talk about her - tell people her story and 

Jane will continue to have an effect on the world. 

Tomorrow is World Cancer Awareness Day - too many of us are still 

touched by this disease but there is hope - there is always hope. So long as 

we look forward and keep our belief that the world is still a wonderful 

place and find the beauty and the laughter that Jane filled her life and yours 

with, we can win this fight. 



Jane was and will be an inspiration and it seems right to end this part of our 

celebration with these thoughts: 

WHAT WILL MATTER 

by Michael Josephson 

Ready or not, some day it will all come to an end. 

There will be no more sunrises, no minutes, hours or days. 

All the things you collected, whether treasured or forgotten, will pass to 

someone else. 

Your wealth, fame and temporal power will shrivel to irrelevance. 

It will not matter what you owned or what you were owed. 

Your grudges, resentments, frustrations and jealousies will finally disappear. 

So too, your hopes, ambitions, plans and to-do lists will expire. 

The wins and losses that once seemed so important will fade away. 

It won’t matter where you came from or what side of the tracks you lived on 

at the end. 

It won’t matter whether you were beautiful or brilliant. 

Even your gender and skin colour will be irrelevant. 

 

So what will matter? How will the value of your days be measured? 

What will matter is not what you bought but what you built, 

not what you got but what you gave. 



What will matter is not your success but your significance. 

What will matter is not what you learned but what you taught. 

What will matter is every act of integrity, compassion, courage or sacrifice 

that enriched, 

empowered or encouraged others to emulate your example. 

What will matter is not your competence but your character. 

What will matter is not how many people you knew, 

but how many will feel a lasting loss when you’re gone. 

What will matter is not your memories but the memories of those who loved 

you. 

What will matter is how long you will be remembered, by whom and for what. 

Living a life that matters doesn’t happen by accident. 

It’s not a matter of circumstance but of choice. 

Choose to live a life that matters. 

 


