
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In Loving Memory 
of 

Jane Hillsman Lott 
January 27, 1931 − December 18, 2021 

 

 
 

 

Jane is survived by her brother Bill, and her four 
children–Bruce (wife Jennifer), June (husband Greg), 
David (wife Brenda), and Jenn.  She is also survived by 
five grandchildren–Sarah, Adam, Levi, Blake, and 
Jordan, and five great-grandchildren–Noah, Mia, 
Landyn, Nolan, and Miles. 
 

 

The Lott family would like to thank you for your 
thoughtful wishes and prayers during this time. 
 
It was Jane’s wish that, instead of flowers, donations be 
sent to Matthew 25: Ministries, m25m.org , an 
international organization whose mission is to care for 
the poorest of the poor. 
 
The family is requesting a brief cell phone video or 
written tribute for those who would like to share, which 
will later be posted online. 
 
Please send video, note, or request for Jane’s book Ode 
to Joy, to:  june121821@gmail.com 
 
 

Hodapp Funeral Homes 
www.hodappfuneralhome.com 

https://m25m.org/
mailto:june121821@gmail.com
http://www.hodappfuneralhome.com/


Mom’s Favorite Scriptures 
 

Psalm 23 
 
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth 
me beside the still waters. 
He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of 
righteousness for his name's sake. 
 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod 
and thy staff they comfort me. 
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of 
mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my cup 
runneth over. 
 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days 
of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord 
forever. 
 

 
 

Psalm 121 
 
I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence 
cometh my help.  My help cometh from the Lord, which 
made heaven and earth. 
 
He will not suffer thy foot to be moved: he that keepeth 
thee will not slumber.  Behold, he that keepeth Israel 
shall neither slumber nor sleep. 
 
The Lord is thy keeper: the Lord is thy shade upon thy 
right hand.  The sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the 
moon by night. 
 
The Lord shall preserve thee from all evil: he shall 
preserve thy soul.  The Lord shall preserve thy going out 
and thy coming in from this time forth, and even for 
evermore. 

A Life Remembered 
 

“Life boils down to loving God and loving people.” 
–Jane Lott 

 
Jane Hillsman Lott was born January 27, 1931 in 
Monessen, Pennsylvania to George and Hazel Hillsman, 
and peacefully entered her heavenly “home”–as she 
affectionately called it–on December 18, 2021. 
 
Her most memorable growing-up years were in Pulaski, 
Virginia with brothers Pete and Bill.  She earned her 
teaching degree from Penn State University where she 
met and married George Lott, then enjoyed teaching 
first and second graders until having children of her 
own.  She “loved being a stay-at-home mom,” and 
recalled these years to be some of the happiest of her life. 
 
Jane was a woman of many gifts and talents–teacher, 
singer, intercessor, encourager, gardener, poet, painter 
(published poems and paintings in her book Ode to Joy).  
She was most passionate about ministering to those in 
need.  She used her teaching gifts to help educationally 
disadvantaged children in College Hill, kept company 
with elderly who were alone, fed the homeless at Feast of 
Love, corresponded with the incarcerated, prayed 
endless hours for pastors and missionaries, gave 
generously to those in need, participated in several 
interdenominational outreaches, and encouraged and 
ministered to people at Llanfair where she lived.  Jane 
was a giver and a joy-bringer. 
 

 

Mom’s Favorite Hymns 
 
 
His Eye is On the Sparrow 
 
Why should I feel discouraged, 
Why should the shadows come, 
Why should my heart be lonely,  
And long for heaven and home, 
When Jesus is my portion, 
My constant Friend is He; 
Oh, His eye is on the sparrow, 
And I know He watches me. 
 
I sing because I’m happy, 
I sing because I’m free,  
For His eye is on the sparrow, 
And I know He watches me. 
 
 

 

 
 
It is Well with my Soul 
 
When peace like a river attendeth my way, 
When sorrows like sea billows roll; 
Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say, 
It is well, it is well with my soul. 
 
It is well (it is well), 
With my soul (with my soul), 
It is well, it is well with my soul. 
 
And Lord, haste the day when my faith shall be sight, 
The clouds be rolled back as a scroll; 
The trump shall resound, and the Lord shall descend, 
Even so, it is well with my soul. 
 


