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Order of Service
Processional ............................................................... Clergy & Family

Song Selection ............................................ “God Has Smiled On Me”

Scripture Readings
Old Testament ................................................................... Psalm 23
New Testament ............................................................. John 14:1-3

Prayer of Comfort

Acknowledgements ....................... Mrs. LaShaune Armstrong-Watson

Reflections ................................................................. Family & Friends

Song Reflection .................................................... “I Won’t Complain”

Obituary ........................................ Mrs. LaShaune Armstrong-Watson

Eulogy ........................................................ Reverend Dr. Roger Harris

Benediction

Final Viewing

Recessional

Final Disposition
Rosehill Crematory
Linden, New Jersey



Damon Woodcock was born on November 28th, 1966 to the late Yvonne Woodcock
and Ronald Curtis Sr. Damon grew up in Amsterdam Houses, and was loved by
his community. He was known for always being a humble man, and always offering
people an encouraging word. He attended public school in his community and
graduated from Martin Luther King High School. Damon also attended and
graduated from Herbert Lehman College.

Damon worked very hard and enjoyed his career as a Concierge, he worked at
the same building for over 25 years until he fell ill in 2014. Damon took pride
in his job and loved talking and helping the residents of the building. Damon
enjoyed playing basketball and was known as one of the greatest that came from
Amsterdam Houses. Damon also enjoyed Football and took pride in it especially
since Little Damon gravitated to the sport and excelled. What Damon enjoyed the
most was fatherhood, it changed his outlook on life and made him change for the
better. When Little Damon was born, he took pride in him, and made sure he
was able to support him and his educational goals. Damon took pride in his
appearance and was always color coordinated. He was meticulous in all he did.
Damon also enjoyed spending time with his family and participating in BBQ’s
and heading to Great Adventures to be a kid for a moment, and many more family
activities.

Unfortunately, Damon fell ill in 2014 but his love for his family and community
was very near and dear to his heart. He would often ask about people to ensure
they were okay. That was who he was, always trying to look out for the next
person. Damon was a fighter till the end, even with his recent health challenges.
Damon showed care, concern and love towards all. To know Damon was to love
him, and he was loved in and through the streets of New York City. Although
Damon didn’t identify as a member at a place of worship, he Loved God and
understood the role God played in his life, and would often credit God for showing
him a way to mature and grow up and become the man he intended for him to
be.

Damon departed this world on December 4th 2020. Damon’s parents preceded
him in death. He leaves to cherish: his wife, Sharai Broner; his son, Damon Jr.;
Brothers, Ronald Jr., Sgt. Trevor (Lillian); stepbrothers, Brandon and Miles; his
sister, Tracy; stepfather, Keith Gamble; his stepchildren, Sharai Broner and Ingland
Broner; grandchildren, Milan, Zaire and Nicole; his loving aunts, Carol (Sidney),
Linda, Roberta and Karen; his loving uncles, Butch, Terry and Earl (aka PeeWee);
his loving fairy godmother, Pamela Clarke; his loving godfather, Freddie Richardson;
goddaughter, Myiate; and a host of nieces, nephews, cousins, other relatives, along
with special childhood and neighborhood friends.

~ Sorrowfully Submitted by the Family ~

Obituary



Acknowledgement
The family of DamonWoodcock will remember

and cherish your many expressions of love,
sympathy and prayers so graciously extended.

Thank you and may God Bless you.

Miss Me, But Let Me Go
When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love
that we once shared,

Miss me-but let me go.
For this is a journey
that we all must take,

And each must go alone.
It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are
lonely and sick at heart,

Go to the friends we know.
Laugh at the things we use to do

Miss me-but let me go.
-author unknown
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