
 1 

Joanne Vera Fales - June 22, 2019 
 
 Now as they went on their way, Jesus entered a certain village, where a woman named 
Martha welcomed him into her home. She had a sister named Mary, who sat at the Lord’s feet 
and listened to what he was saying. But Martha was distracted by her many tasks; so she 
came to him and asked, ‘Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me to do all the work by 
myself? Tell her then to help me.’ But the Lord answered her, ‘Martha, Martha, you are 
worried and distracted by many things; there is need of only one thing. Mary has chosen the 
better part, which will not be taken away from her.’ Luke 10:38-42 

 

Now the Lord said to Abram, “Go from your country and your kindred and your 
father’s house to the land that I will show you. I will make of you a great nation, and I will 
bless you, and make your name great, so that you will be a blessing. I will bless those who 
bless you, and the one who curses you I will curse; and in you all the families of the earth shall 
be blessed.” Genesis 12:1-3 

 

Grace and peace to you from God, the Creator, and from our Lord and Savior, 
Jesus Christ. Amen 

Today I am privileged to offer a reflection to honor the life of one of the saints, 
Joanne Fales.  To prepare, I first went to the gospel lessons most often used for funerals – 
but none of them was just quite right – for Joanne Fales was an amazing woman.  Family 
members speak lovingly of her quiet power and determination.  Others might identify her 
as a pioneer woman; a Renaissance woman.  Or simply one of the Greatest Generation.  So, 
when I pondered which Bible story I would read for her service, my mind kept returning to 
two aspects of Joanne:  quiet and faithful. This led me to not one, but two of the great 
women of the Bible: Mary (of Martha and Mary) and Sarah the wife of Abraham.  Mary was 
the quiet sister, the one who chose to sit at the feet of Jesus and listen lovingly to every 
word he spoke.  She took him seriously her whole life, and while she could also channel her 
inner Martha when someone needed something – she served the church community 
through altar guild and visited shut-ins to deliver the weekly sermon to them – she 
preferred to listen, to ponder Jesus’ words in her heart throughout her life, and let others 
be the Marthas in the family.  

Add to Mary, the steadfast faithfulness of Sarah, a woman who followed her man as 
he followed his God.  A woman who laughed when God promised a child in her old age, and 
smiled when she delivered that very child.  A woman who made something out of nothing – 
and was the matriarch of the generations that have become as numerous as the stars.  
Joanne also made something out of nothing – her amazing family – and (as a Depression era 
baby,) she never threw anything away that might someday be useful.  Case in point, the 
bulletin jackets many of you received were those she gathered up after her dear husband’s 
funeral – the unused remnants – and she saved them for just such an occasion as this. 

Joanne and Mary and Sarah are kinswomen:  Strong and capable.  Obedient and 
loving.  Long-suffering and creative.  Yes, Joanne was an amazing woman, yet she would 
have been the first one to blush at that description. 

When you look back over the stories of Joanne’s life, it seems a never-ending resume 
of gifts.  She was a daughter and sister, a wife and mother, a faculty wife and traveler, a 
grandmother and great-grandmother.  She was a playmate and advisor; a hostess and a 
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gardener,  an Army wife, a handworker, a naturalist and a friend. In the eyes of those who 
loved her and whom she loved, she could accomplish anything, and she did it best when she 
was surrounded by children – hers – other’s – the youth of the church, babies being 
baptized in worship.  How she loved the little children, who filled her life. 
 And yet Joanne – so full of love and faith and creativity – could not conquer the 
Alzheimer’s disease that overtook her.  Unless you turn that kaleidoscope away from pity 
and see the shards of colored glass as something else. Although it was not the something 
that Joanne had made of her life here in Kansas for so many years, nor any of her previous 
lives as a woman who loved to camp and travel.  No, it was a whole new life that she lived 
with a whole new set of rules.  Her love of her family could not be contained – and that 
spark continued to spill over in precious moments observed and received as gifts by all 
those who cared for her in her last years.   
 It is difficult to say goodbye to someone so special.  Sometimes I wonder if it isn’t 
one of the blessings of our cycles of life that allows those who were so very loved to linger 
over time – allowing each of us to say goodbye just a little bit at a time.  To know that every 
time we saw Joanne we treasured the tiny moment of lucidity, or recognition, or shared 
memory, at the same time that we knew those moments might not come next time.  And so 
we began our grieving even before she was gone. 
 But today we come to be together and reclaim Joanne’s living memory among us.  
For this is the time to begin to remember her however she was most special, and most 
personal to each of you.  You will soon forget the Joanne of her last years – because it is 
difficult to work at a relationship with someone who has always been there.  But the Joanne 
that you remember will be the best parts of her, through your eyes. John and Brent have 
started the “remember when?” game this morning, and I encourage you to continue to play 
through these memories each time you gather to remember, as well as the times she simply 
slips into the room through a happy memory or a story that makes you smile. Those 
moments will be remembered and kept forever. 
 And now we move to a new day together.  This day is the day that the one who was 
quiet and faithful rejoices in the presence of the One who Created her at the first.  This day 
is the day in which Joanne has fulfilled the promises of her Baptism, and finds herself 
walking and talking with her Savior.  This is the day when Joanne remembers everything 
she ever did and everyone she ever loved.  At supper tonight, think of all those with whom 
she is now reunited in the communion of saints: her parents, her beloved husband John, 
her dear sisters, extended family and friends.  All those with whom she has served and 
shared and lived out her faith. And as Jesus said to Martha’s sister Mary when she had 
anointed him as her last gift of love, “what she has done will be told, in remembrance of her.” 
 Joanne has discovered what God also promised Sarah:  that those who are blessed, 
are blessed to be a blessing.  Joanne was most certainly that.  A blessing, and a gift from 
God. So let her stories be told, in remembrance of her.  Amen. 
 
Pastor Susan Langhauser     
Advent Lutheran Church, Olathe, Ks.                                                                                                      
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