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Good morning.  Thank you all for joining us today to remember and say goodbye to Jane.  Thank 
you for distancing during this gathering.  Because of social guidelines, I will not be asking others 
to speak today, but there will be a reception when appropriate and we can gather safely to 
remember Jane’s legacy and share anecdotes and experiences.  Paul Stellato, Princeton Day 
School Head of School, has graciously offered space at the school for this gathering and if you 
leave your email in the guest register I will be sure you are notified. Jane loved celebrations. 

Jane’s life was one of connections.  Growing up just a few miles from here in Oreland she made 
friends who she continued to write to, speak to, and visit her whole life.  Music was a pleasure 
for her.  She studied flute and guitar and taught herself harmonica and yes, the bugle.  She loved 
attending concerts of her favorite performers, especially with one or more friends in tow.  A 
framed portrait of Joan Baez graced a wall of her apartment.  Jane sang in church choirs and for 
many years with an amateur local chorus.  Jane loved the theater, and here again she found 
connection.  She was fascinated with all things Katherine Hepburn, noting to anyone who would 
listen that, after all, Hepburn attended Bryn Mawr College just as our mother had.  Then there 
was her connection through our cousin Sue Willis, who strode the boards of Broadway with 
Ethel Merman and was seen on the big screen with the likes of Bill Murray and Jim Carrey.  Jane 
maintained her membership in the Girl Scouts over 60 years, traveling with them to Europe one 
summer.  During the Bicentennial celebration, she was one of the scouts invited to sit on the 
stage in front of Independence Hall with President Ford on July 4. 

Jane’s interest in geology developed during her Bucknell years, and blossomed when she chose a 
career in education.  All those young minds she could season with a respect for our earth and at 
least a little bit of science.  For many years she went on annual field trips with Pennsylvania 
geologists, and traveled to South Dakota several summers during the 80’s on fossil digs.  On one 
of those, she made the biggest find, a dinosaur skeleton which was then excavated by 
professionals for museum display. 

And then there was the Camp Hagan phenomenon.  Hagan was a Lutheran girls camp along the 
Delaware in the Poconos.  Jane was never a camper there, but was encouraged to seek summer 
employment at the camp by her childhood friend, Sue Lowe.  Her connection to Hagan did not 
end after several years of summer work.  She has attended Hagan alumni reunions and dinners 
for years, and was co-author of a book about the camp to which she contributed much of the 
photography. 

Jane’s work at Princeton Day School was truly a labor of love.  And, she was given as much love 
in return, from students, student families, faculty, and staff.  She lived and breathed everything 
PDS.  Whenever I saw or spoke by phone with Jane, there was something at PDS to report.  Over 
the years I came to feel I knew many of you at PDS, even if I had never met you.  In addition to 
instruction, Jane also for many years did sports photography for the school and created slide 



shows for various school gatherings.  All this before widespread computer use and the internet.  
Jane’s Gettysburg mini-course was one of her passions, and she developed a fascination with all 
things Gettysburg and Lincoln.  Here, again, a connection, with her insistence that General John 
Reynolds, who died in battle on July 1, 1863 leading the left wing of the Army of the Potomac, 
was somehow part of our family tree. That exact relationship was never shared with me. 

Jane was a collector.  Now, there is a fine line between being a collector and being a hoarder, and 
with certain things she was close to excess.   She collected stamps and coins in her youth, but 
with geology came her interest in rocks.  She has a lot of rocks.  Jane is well known for her sand 
collection, which has a catalogue of samples from 1,475 locations.  All donors are listed.  If you 
knew Jane for long, it is likely she solicited you for sand collection.  My favorite donation to the 
collection was when, during a trip to Moscow with Janna I surreptitiously and with a certain 
amount of fear, crouched down in Red Square and made a scoop with that plastic film canister. It 
is registered as sample 1058. The collection has been donated to the Geology Department at 
Bryn Mawr College.  Then there are the postcards.  Lots of them, organized by category.  Jane 
delighted in attending postcard shows several times a year and made friends with many of her 
fellow collectors and dealers.  Other collections included a large library of non-fiction in specific 
categories which interested her, as well as CD’s of her favorite music. 

But the collection that she loved the most, and on which she spent the most time, was her 
collection of friends.  She communicated with her friends regularly, through calls, notes, and 
emails, and with cards at Christmas each year. And, she loved giving gifts.  Each gift was 
selected with the recipient in mind and often expressed Jane’s desire to acknowledge some 
special interest of the friend or to awaken a new interest she thought they should have. When 
Jane arrived on Christmas morning at our house, the gifts outshone anything Santa might have 
delivered.  But none of these gifts were as valuable as her biggest gift to us – her friendship. In 
the call I received from Paul Stellato after he heard of Jane’s passing he spoke of his loss of a 
long-time colleague, but emphasized that he had lost a dear friend.  Thank you, Paul, that meant 
a lot to me.  

Among Jane’s many friends, I would like to mention two very special ones.  Maryann Ortiz, 
Jane’s teaching colleague, was her regular companion for a visit to the cinema or a meal at a 
favorite restaurant. Maryann and her son Marcos, as well as her sister and mother, included Jane 
as a family member in their gatherings sand celebrations.  Maryann visited Jane daily during her 
illness.  Jane’s childhood friend, Sue Lowe Olsen, shared many travel adventures with Jane, and 
met her regularly in New York City where they would dine, take in a show, or visit a museum. 
Jane’s favorite, not surprisingly, was the Museum of Natural History. Sue’s regard for Jane was 
evident when she asked Jane to be God parent for all three of her daughters.  Sue and George, 
Katy and Ellie, it is good to have you here with us today. 

As we say goodbye to Jane, let’s remember how she greeted each day with a smile, and each 
friend with a bright “Hi,hi.” How her world was a community of friends, each one special in 
their own way.  Jane spread her love widely. 

Rest in peace, dear Janie. 



 

 

 


