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Life Reflections 
“For we know that if our earthly house of this tabernacle were dissolved, we have a building of God, an house not made 
with hands, eternal in the heavens.” II Corinthians 4:6  
 

Deacon Curtis Johnson, 71, the son of the late Johnnie Johnson and Mary James Johnson, was born August 11, 1955, 
in Sumter County, South Carolina. He peacefully departed this life on Sunday, August 23, 2026, at his residence in 
Sumter, SC. 
 
Deacon Curtis received his education through the public school system of Sumter County. He was a member of the 
1973 graduating class of Mayewood High School.   On March 9, 1977, he united in holy matrimony to his beloved wife, 
Eva Mae Sigler Johnson.  
 
Deacon Curtis accepted Christ at an early age. One of his greatest joys was attending church, where he was a faithful 
servant. He joined St. James Holiness Church under the leadership of the late Elder Samuel Eaddy. Later, he was 
ordained as a deacon under the late Bishop Robert L. Attaway, Presiding Bishop of the Progressive Church of Jesus. 
Throughout his years of service at St. James, Deacon Curtis Johnson served in many capacities, including as a member 
of the Gospel Choir, Male Chorus, and Usher Board. He was also the Chairman Deacon, Sunday School 
Superintendent, Adult Sunday School teacher, musician, and church van driver until his health began to decline. If you 
knew Deacon Curtis, you knew his favorite word was “Hallelujah!” and his favorite scripture was I Corinthians 6:7-11. 
 
Deacon Curtis was a hardworking man who took pride in providing for his family. Throughout his working years, he 
was employed by Carolina Fabrication Company, Gamble & Gamble Cleaning Services, Sumter Packing Company, 
Westinghouse, Job’s Mortuary, and Cutler Hammer (currently Eaton). He retired from Eaton after 37 years of diligent 
service.  
 
In his spare time, he enjoyed playing tennis, golf, basketball, as well as farming. He was truly a little country boy at 
heart and enjoyed the simple pleasures of life.  
 
Deacon Curtis leaves to cherish his precious memories his loving, devoted wife and caregiver, Deaconess Eva Mae 
Sigler Johnson of the home; his loving children, Edith Maureen (Roderick) Lewis of Columbus, GA, and Byron CJ 
(Sharonda) Johnson of Blythewood, SC; his six loving and devoted grandchildren Danta Johnson, Shanesa Johnson, 
Shanquel Johnson, and Nyocia Bryant all of Columbus GA, Andrew Johnson and Reagan Johnson of Blythewood, SC. 
He was affectionately known as Papa by his seven great-grandchildren, Aaliyah McGuire, Danta Johnson Jr., Nevaeh 
Johnson, Kysen Johnson, Autumn Johnson, D’Angelo Johnson, and Syaire Saxton, all of Columbus, GA; one sister, 
Susie Smith of Kentucky; two aunts, Elizabeth Johnson of Sumter, SC and Fannie Rumph of Mt. Vernon, NY; eleven 
sisters-in-law, five brothers-in-law, and a host of nieces, nephews, other relatives and friends.  
 
Deacon Curtis was preceded in death by his parents, Johnnie Johnson and Mary James Johnson; four brothers; four 
sisters; his mother-in-law; father-in-law; and six brothers-in-law.  
 
Deacon Curtis was truly a devoted husband, father, grandfather, great-grandfather, brother, church servant, and friend. 
His faith, hard work, love for his family, and joyful spirit will forever remain in the hearts of those who knew and loved 
him.  



Order of Service 
Pastor Elder Alfreda Johnson, Presiding 

 
 
Musical Prelude …………………………….…………………………... Brother Byron Johnson (Son) and Musical Staff 
 
Processional …………………………………………………………………………………………… Clergy and Family 
 
Invocation …………………………………………………………………………………...…………. Dr. Gloria Cooper 
 
Scriptures: 
 
 Old Testament ……..………………..…… Ecclesiastes 3:1-10 ………………………...…… Pastor Joan Wilson 
  
 New Testament ……………………..…… II Corinthians 1:2-4 ………………...……. Pastor Barrington Pierson 

 
Selection ……………………………………………………………………………….………… Bible Way Praise Team 
 
Remarks: (Please Limit to 3 minutes please) 
 
      Co-worker ………………..……………………………………………………..……………… Mr. Conyers Harrison 
 
      Friend………………………………………………………..………………………………….…….. Mr. Norris Deas 
 
      Church ………………………………………………………………………………….……… Mother Goldie Harper 

                                                     
      Deacon Board 

  
      Family ………………………………………………………………………….……… Sister Edith Lewis (Daughter)                                                          

                                                                                                                       
Brother Byron Johnson (Son) 

                                                                                     
 Sister Shanesa Johnson (Granddaughter) 

 
Acknowledgements/Resolution ………………………………………….………...……………… Sister Barbara Jackson 
                                
Selection ………………………………………………………………………………………… Sister Gwendolyn Webb 
 
Words of Comfort ……………………………………………………………………………...… Bishop Jeffery Johnson 
 
Recessional ………………………………………….……………. Sister Gwendolyn Webb and Bible Way Praise Team 
 
 

Committal, Benediction, and Interment 
St. James Church Cemetery 

 
 

Repast 
St. James Fellowship Hall 



Curt, fifty-plus years of love and being side by side, 
Through laughter, through tears, and through every season of life. 
You were my husband, my headache, the one who somehow made me love you even more, my companion, my 
friend, and my prayer partner. 
 

And I never imagined our journey would come to an end so soon. 
For more than fifty years, I heard you call my name—sometimes softly, sometimes loudly—but now, nothing 
sounds the same. 
 

I’ll miss you calling, “V.” 
I’ll miss your voice. 
I’ll miss your laughter. 
I’ll miss the little things. 
I’ll even miss fussing at you in my own special way, because loving you was never something I could complain 
about. 
 

There were good days and hard days. Days we laughed, and days we cried. But through every chapter, every season, 
every high and every low, I was blessed to be your wife. 
 

And then came those final moments, when time seemed to stand still. 
I held on to you tightly while praying, knowing you were becoming still. 
I stayed right there beside you. I was blessed to spend those final moments with you, holding you, praying for you, 
loving you, and being right there until the end. 
I wish I could have stopped time. 
I wish I could have held on forever. 
I wish those final moments could have lasted just a little longer. 
But GOD called you home, and I know HE knows what is best. 
So, my husband, I say goodbye for now, but my love will remain true. 
Fifty-plus years was a lifetime, but somehow, it still wasn’t enough. 
 

Thank you for choosing me. 
Thank you for loving me. 
Thank you for building a life with me. 
Thank you for being my husband, my friend, my companion, and my prayer partner. 
And thank you for giving me more memories than I could ever count—memories that I will carry with me for the 
rest of my life. 
 

There will be days when I laugh because I remember something you did. 
There will be days when I cry because I wish I could hear your voice. 
There will be days when I look around and expect to hear you call, “V.” 
And I know there will be days when I fuss at you even though you're not here, because after fifty-plus years, that is 
just what I do. 
 

Rest now, my love. 
You are no longer in pain, and your work here is done. 
I will carry you in my heart until my own journey is through. 
And when the LORD calls my name, I pray that somewhere beyond these earthly tears, I will hear you calling my 
name again: 
“V.” 
And this time, my love, 
I will come running. 
 

Until we meet again, 
My husband. 
My love. 
My heart. 
Fifty-plus years of love, 
and forever to go. 
 

—Your wife, 
Eva Mae Sigler Johnson 
 


