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“Joe”



William Henry Woodton, Jr. was the second child of William

Henry Woodton, Sr. and Inez Nash Woodton. He was born in

Chase City, Virginia and was brought to live in New York when he

was three years old.

William went to public school in New York, and went to Machine

and Metal Trade High School in Manhattan. After high school, he

started as a messenger at Stuarts Offset and worked his way up to

camera man for 43 years before he retired in 2001.

Even though he was born William Woodton, he was known to all

as “Joe Wood”. He was a lover of sports and he loved his TV

shows, The Price is Right and Jeopardy. He married his wife, Fay

Adams Woodton and they have a daughter, Rashida S. Woodton,

and a granddaughter, Melanie Martinez. He also has a son, Eric

Woodton.

​

William Woodton departed this life on April 2, 2016 and will be

missed by family and friends. He leaves to mourn his loss: his

mother-in-law, Laura Adams; sisters, Martha Holloway, Cecelia

Woodton and Rayetta Johnson; and a host of nieces, nephews,

cousins, sisters-in-law and many friends.
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The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts of
kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour.

May God bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.

Our family circle has been broken link has gone from our chain;
But though we are parted for a while,

We know we will meet again.
Sometimes it’s hard to understand why certain things must be,

but there is a reason for it all, beyond our power to see.
The cover of life’s book is closed for one we loved so well;

But the loving deeds of
by-gone days are what the pages tell.
The blow was hard, the shock severe;

We never thought your death was so near.
But only those who have lost can tell
The pain of parting without farewell.

-Author unknown


