
Bi-monthly newsletter of the Waccamaw SC Chapter 
Serving Georgetown, Horry & Brunswick Counties 

September — October 2008 

    Page 1 

A Self-Help Non-Profit Organization for Families Who Are Grieving the Death of a Child 

Quentin Mitchell Stacy, child 5 of 6, twin “A”, a boy. 

When I told your dad we were having twins he thought it was a ploy. 
I had tried to trick him once before to make him think there were two. 
The ultra sound pictures he didn‟t believe, but two heart beats proved 

it true. 
 

The doc had to put me on bed rest to prevent you from coming too 
soon. 

Your dad took over all my chores and still brought me a nice lunch at 
noon. 

He started getting food from the deli but found that would add up to a 
hefty nickel 

He got to the point of bringing meals to me in courses.  For color he 
added a pickle. 

 
I thought for sure my belly would burst as it grew into a giant heap. 

I even got stuck in my closet once and had to back out like a big truck 
with a “beep.”  

You guys were three weeks early.  It was good you didn‟t wait. 
Jacob was 7 pounds 2 ounces and you, Quentin, were a whopping 8. 

 
Both your names have significance. Yours meant child number five. 

I was determined to deliver you boys naturally, but at times wondered 
if I‟d survive.  

Next along came your brother, Jacob.  The meaning of his name is 
“twin.” 

They held my belly down as you came out so the suction wouldn‟t pull 
him back in. 

 
I later learned you had to have help since you‟d stopped breathing 

and were all blue. 
I wonder if that‟s when God let you in on the plan that He had created 

just for you. 
I didn‟t find out about that until later. I was busy pushing out your 

brother. 
But I felt things weren‟t right when I didn‟t hear your cry… the instinct 

of a mother? 
The best part of babies is watching you sleep and holding you close 

to my heart. 
The hardest part of having twin babies was trying to tell you apart. 

You guys were so funny when you began nursing. I started with one 
on each breast. 

You were both content for awhile then you‟d stop and switch sides for 
the rest. 

I‟ll never forget how you saved Jacob‟s life, at 3 months of age, late 
one night. 

He had stopped breathing and you woke me by crying. What an un-
believable fright! 

fact that you have that bond as fraternal twins is really something 
quite rare.  

You & Jake were so funny trying to fool people by telling them you 
were each other. 

We all had a laugh whenever someone called one of you by the 
name of your brother. 

Sometimes you were very mischievous. I know you were trying to 
give me gray hair. 

Especially the time you & Jake tried to see who could pee the 
farthest from the top of the stair. 

 
You were so serious when you would go exploring for dinosaur 

bones in the back yard. 
You‟d come in & tell me you needed a drink because you had 

been working so hard. 
Your imagination was certainly amazing.  You could find a dino-

saur shape in a cloud. 
I loved your incredible creativity, like when you‟d sing or read 

poetry aloud. 
You were so adorable when I asked about the first day you started 

speech class. 
You said the teacher showed us pictures then had questions she 

would ask. 
Is this picture a „wabbit‟ or is „wabbit‟ the correct way to say the 

word? 
I asked which was the right way then you sighed & exclaimed,  

“it‟s „WABBIT‟” as if I was being absurd. 
 

Sometimes other children would pick on you 
For the way you pronounced words when you spoke. 

We named the way you talked, “Quentineze” and told you in the 
New England states  

you‟d be the only one who could communicate since you talked 
just like those folk. 

I always loved to get your kisses along with a great big hug. 
 I think I miss that most of all & it really gives my heart a tug. 

You were always so affectionate with your siblings, your dad & 
me. 

Why God chose you to sit by his side is very easy to see. 
 

Quentin you were always so loving and kindhearted, caring be-
yond your years.  

You always tried to make people feel better or take away their 
fears. 

You seemed to know when someone was hurting.  I guess you 
were psychic a bit. 

I wonder if you knew what was happening when you fell off your 
bike and were hit. 

Cont’d Page  
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A Self-help Non-Profit Support Organization for Families Who 

Are Grieving the Death of a Child 

  WHAT’S IT ALL ABOUT 
 

The Compassionate Friends is a self-help international 
organization offering friendship and understanding to 
bereaved parents and siblings.  We meet on the first Tues-
day of each month at 6:45 P.M. at the Grand Strand Senior 
Center. The next meetings will be September 2 and Octo-
ber 7.  If you are reading this newsletter for the first time 
you may find it very difficult to come and share your grief. 
Please know that there will be others present who are 
ready to listen and understand what you are going through. 
Try it. It may help.  You need not walk alone. 

The chapter newsletter is normally published every other 
month and mailed to those in their first year of grief.  We 
hope that it brings comfort to those who read it.  If you wish 
to remain on the mailing list after that period you may do so 
by attending a meeting or sending a love donation.  The 
distribution of the chapter newsletter is solely dependent 
upon love gifts. 

SIBLING CREDO 
We are the surviving siblings of The Compassionate 
Friends.  
We are brought together by the deaths of our brothers and 
sisters.  
Open your hearts to us, but have patience with us. 
Sometimes we will need the support of our friends.  
At other times we need our families to be there. 
Sometimes we must walk alone, taking our memories with 
us, continuing to become the individuals we want to be. 
We cannot be our dead brother or sister; however, a special 
part of them lives on with us.  
When our brothers and sisters died, our lives changed. 
We are living a life very different from what we envisioned, 
and we feel the responsibility to be strong even when we 
feel weak.  
Yet we can go on because we understand better than many 
others the value of family and the precious gift of life. Our 
goal is not to be the forgotten mourners that we sometimes 
are, but to walk together to face our tomorrows as  
 

Surviving Siblings of The Compassionate Friends. 

National Office Å P.O. Box 3696 Å Oak Brook IL Å 60522-3696 Å Toll Free 877-969-0010 Å Fax (630)990-0246 

E-mail: nationaloffice@compassionatefriends.org Å Web site: www.compassionatefriends.org 

Waccamaw Chapter Web site: www.tcfmyrtlebeach.com 

OUR CREDO 
 

We need not walk alone. We are The 
Compassionate Friends. We reach out to 
each other with understanding and with 
hope. Our children have died at all ages 
and from many different causes, but our 
love for our children unites us. Your pain 
becomes my pain just as your hope 
becomes my hope....But whatever hope we 
bring to this gathering of the 
Compassionate Friends, it is pain we will 
share just as we will share with each other 
our love for our children. We are all seeking 
and struggling to build a future for 
ourselves, but we are committed to building 
that future together as we reach out to each 
other in love and share the pain as well as 
the joy, the anger as well as the peace, the 
faith as well as the doubts, and help each 
other to grieve as well as to grow. 
 

We need not walk alone. 
We are the Compassionate Friends. 

Chapter Leader/Meeting Facilitator: 

 Marie Peeling, (843)903-4466 

Horry County Telephone Contact: 

  Ren & Anna Cherven, (843)272-3930 

Georgetown County Telephone Contact: 

  Cheryl Isaac, (843)237-5054 

Regional Coordinator: 

 Julia Muirhead, (864) 292-9204 

Secretary: 

 Jane Alirie, (843) 293-1189  

Email:   angelinmyheartcf@aol.com  

Newsletter Editor: 

  Vonda Cox, (843)602-5226 

  Email: slunkie724@yahoo.com 

Newsletter Reproduction: 

  Emergency Services Administration,    

  Grand Strand Regional Medical Center 

Webmaster: 

Rebecca Smith  

  Email: webmaster@tcfmyrtlebeach.com 
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National Office Announcements I AM 

 
 

I am a weird boy who likes technology 
I wonder what I'll be when I grow up 
I hear a rose swaying in the breeze 
I see a hornet making friends with a human 
I want my Mom to get better from a diease 
called M.S. 
I am a weird boy who likes technology. 
 
I pretend that I come up with a cure for Aids 
I feel like I'm floating thru space 
I touch the stars in space 
I worry that my grandmother will have cancer 
I cry for my family who is going through a crisis 
I am a weird boy who likes technology 
 
I understand the frustration of families that can-
not send their kids to college 
I say anyone can do what they want to do if 
they put their mind to it 
I dream that everything in the world will come 
out okay 
I try not to put down people so I can be their 
friend, not enemy 
I hope that I can be nice to everyone I see 
I am a weird boy who likes technology. 
 

~Christopher Owen Alan Nichols~ 
09/09/93 Age 12 

08/25/81ð08/22/06 
 

son of Janice M. Zaklukiewicz    
Presently of Loris, South Carolina 

Member of TCF Myrtle Beach Waccamaw  
Chapter    

Formally of Long Island, NY 
   TCF Brookhaven, Medford, NY   

                              

Grief Support After the 

Death of a Child 

The mission of The Com-
passionate Friends is to 
assist families toward the 
positive resolution of 
grief following the death 
of a child of any age and 
to provide information to 
help others be supportive. 
 
The Compassionate 
Friends is a national non-
profit, self-help support 
organization that offers 
friendship, understanding, 
and hope to bereaved par-
ents, grandparents and 
siblings. There is no reli-
gious affiliation and there 
are no membership dues 

or fees. 

The secret of TCF's suc-
cess is simple: As sea-
soned grievers reach out 
to the newly bereaved, en-
ergy that has been di-
rected inward begins to 
flow outward and both are 
helped to heal. The vision 
of The Compassionate 
Friends is that everyone 
who needs us will find us 
and everyone who finds 

us will be helped.  

THE BATTLESHIP FUDGE 

  
MY SON KEITH WAS IN THE MARINE'S AND EVERY MONTH I WOULD SEND HIM A 

CARE PACKAGE FILLED WITH ALL THE CANDY AND SHAVING THINGS I THOUGHT HE 
WOULD LIKE AND NEED. I WOULD MAKE HIM A WHOLE BUNCH OF CHOCOLATE AND 
PEANUTBUTTER FUDGE, AND EVERYTIME HE WROTE HE WOULD SAY KEEP SEND-
ING THAT FUDGE ITS GREAT.  HE FINALLY TOLD ME THAT HE WAS ACTUALLY SELL-

ING THE FUDGE TO HIS FRIENDS BECAUSE HE TOLD THEM THAT HIS MOTHER'S 
FUDGE WOULD BLOW THEIR MOTHER'S FUDGE RIGHT OUT OF THE WATER.  

~ Marie Peeling Waccamaw Chapter Facilitator ~   
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You need not walk alone.  

A MOMENT WITH MARIE  

 
REMEMBER OUR DEDICATION CEREMONY WILL BE 

HELD ON THE 14TH OF SEPTEMBER AT 3:OO PM AT 

THE HILLCREST CEMETERY. 

PLEASE MAKE SURE YOU RESPOND TO YOUR RSVP SO 

WE WILL BE ABLE TO PLAN OUR EVENT.   

  

PLEASE REMEMBER THAT YOUR LOVE DONATIONS 

HELP US TO CONTINUE TO MAIL OUR NEWSLETTER 

SO PLEASE IF YOU CAN TRY TO MAKE A SMALL DO-

NATION IN YOUR CHILD'S NAME. 

  

        REMEMBER YOU DO NOT WALK ALONE 

Please 

If you would like your child(ren)ôs name  

Acknowledged in the newsletter,  

Make sure that you have filled out the form on Page 7 

We regret that we are unable to publish 

His/her name without written permission. 

 

"Wounds do not heal without time and attention.  
Yet, too many of us feel that we don't have the right 
 to take the time to heal from emotional and physical wounds."  
  
                                                      From Judy Tatelbaum's Courage to Grieve 

 After a tumultuous May where I was al-
ways a blink away from crying - came June.  I 
arrived at June's meeting late.  They were telling 
funny stories about their children. 
  
 Since Ross died my memories have be-
come more acute-like cream rising to the 
top.  Maybe this is my surviving mechanism kick-
ing in, enabling me to put one foot in front of the 
other.  This is the story that I told. 
  
 My girlfriend, Michaelette, a/k/a, Mike, 
lived across and down the street.  Our children 
were of the same age and she would call and 
ask if 3 year old Ross could come down and play 
with Jamie.  I would cross him and Mike would 
watch for him.  We lived at the airbase where the 
5 mph was strictly enforced in the housing 
area.  When the kids were tired of playing at 
Mike's, she would call and let me know that they 
were on their way up.   
  
 One day Mike accompanied Jamie and 
Ross.  She was exasperated and kept saying, 
"Your son, your son."  Ross had opened her 
bathroom door while she was sitting on the com-
mode (she had two girls).  She said, "I tried to 
cover myself, but Ross was smiling and pointing 
and kept saying my Mommy has one of those." 
  
 I started laughing and told Mike to calm 
down.  Ross was referring to her tan line. He 
was puzzled and fascinated by the tan line.  He 
thought that it was amazing that the skin could 
be brown and white. 
 
Happy Birthday Ross, thanks for the memories. 
  
Love Mom & Dad 

   Happy Birthday 
 
Carolyn Moore recently had a "surprise" birthday 
party.  In lieu of gifts, contributions were made in mem-
ory of her daughter, Amanda Mae Moore from Baha & 
Beverly Nateghi and Elaine Flowers 

"Life is not the way it's supposed to be.   
It's the way it is.  
 The way you cope with it is what 
makes the difference." 

OMMISSION FROM AUGUST BIRTHDAYS 
Joseph Thomas Isaac III, son of Joe & Cheryl 

Isaac, 8/9/74 



 

Your smile was always unwavering.  One that cruel teasing simply 
could not erase. 

You had that twinkle of mischief in your eyes as a grin spread cheek-to
-cheek on your face 

I remember you being so good natured.  You‟d rarely become upset or 
mad. 

How something so horrible could happen to someone so sweet has left 
me perpetually sad. 

 
Quentin, you‟ll always be my special angel. I know you‟re in Heaven 

above. 
I know this from the burning bush by the church when out of the flames 

flew a dove. 
I often wonder how my life can go on without my sweet little boy to 

hold. 
This pain in my heart is so horrible. I know it will never grow old. 

 
It makes me smile to find angel pennies that I know you have placed 

for us to find. 
We have quite a collection in the jar on your shelf so I know you keep 

us on your mind. 
I really love when you visit my dreams.  They seem so real we could 

almost touch. 
I‟m told those are called visitations and you‟re really there.  If so I‟d 

love a hug so much. 
 

Well baby boy, # 5, my precious son this about covers your brief life of 
8 years. 

I know you are in the best place you could possibly be, but I can‟t help 
shed the tears. 

The tears aren‟t for you because I know you are fine and doing the 
work God has for you. 

They are for me and for all the things I didn‟t get to see you do. 
 

But, I know you‟ll be around us daily in all the things we do. 
I know for certain you‟ll be close by for the mischief Jake gets into! 

I‟ve seen your love around us in so many beautiful and surprising dif-
ferent ways. 

All the butterflies on your 1 year anniversary helped ease the pain of 
that difficult day.  

 
We keep you alive by talking to butterflies and dragonflies as if they 

were actually you. 
Your memory stays fresh as we talk about the funny things you did and 

your “Quentin-eze” too. 
We‟ll continue to help you seek out meaningful shapes within each 

cloud up in the sky. 
I‟ll continue to hope you‟ll visit my dreams and unfortunately, I‟ll con-

tinue to cry. 
 

Happy Birthday, Mitchy 
12/17/1995 – 08/20/2004 

Love, Mama 
~Barbara Stacy, Waccamaw Chapter, TCF~ 
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 Benjamin had Diabetes most of his life.  When he 
became a teenager, it went out of control affecting not only 
his body, but his emotions.  We struggled with each other 
for several years but always knew enormous love for each 
other.   
 He was getting on track before he was taken from 
me suddenly.  The Diabetes had taken a toll on his body 
and he was facing a long painful death.  God was merciful 
on him and us by sparing him that and took him quickly and 
painlessly in a freak accident.  Though I will always feel an 
empty, hollow place in my heart for my very loving and spe-
cial son, I thank God for sparing him the pain and suffering 
he was to endure.   
 Although nothing can take the place of the daily "I 
love you, mama's" and the yearning for the squeeze me 
tight hugs he gave me, I know he is in a better place and 
will always be with me.  The hardest thing in the world is 
losing a child, but hopefully this will let others know, they 
will always be with us and that sometimes losing a child is 
better than the alternative of what they are to face or en-
dure in life.  My son taught me that through his unselfish 
life.  It would have been selfish of me to want to keep him 
with me to live in pain.  I will be strong for him as he always 
was for me.  I will always love you, Ben! 
 
Lynn Brazell, Waccamaw Chapter TCF 
 

Editorôs note:  Please see the poem that Benôs aunt wrote for 
Lynn on Page 6, Column 2 

 

When I grieve, when I stand by others as they grieve, even in the midst of seemingly unbearable sorrow, grief becomes 
a way to honor life - a way to cling to every fleeting, precious moment of joy. 

  
Cortney Davis, Nurse Practitioner 

Note from the Editor 

 Many thanks to each of you that contrib-
uted to this issue of the newsletter.  It is always a 
privilege to be able to put this together for you.  
This issue is mainly comprised of your contribu-
tions and that always brings joy to my heart.   
 Firstly, it is an opportunity for us to get to 
know you and your child a little better.  Secondly, 
to me, it reflects the courage that each of you ex-
hibit in being able to make yourselves vulnerable 
to having a little portion of your heart exposed, 
and realizing that your heart is safe in the lives of 
your Compassionate Friends. 
 Lastly it exhibits the indomitable spirit that 
lives within each of us and reflects that longing 
for our children that they will not be forgotten in 
our lifetimes. 
 Again, thank you.  ~Vonda~  
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I wanted to submit the following poem written by my 

Aunt the day after my son Benjamin died.  She told 

my mother that she sat down to write me a letter and 

blanked out, when she looked at the paper again, this 

poem was on it.  She (and I) truly believe that it was 

my son writing this to me through her.  Kinda eerie, I 

know, but that is the way it happened.  Here it is: 

HOPE 
Oh mama, Oh mama, please don't cry 

The time has come to say good-bye. 

 

We've been through a lot you and I- 

The trials and heartaches that made you cry. 

 

I know mama I hurt you so, 

Why I did this I just don't know. 

 

My life had happiness and it had strife- 

Some days I had, cut like a knife. 

 

But deep inside I always knew, 

You loved me and I loved you. 

 

So now you must go forth and do what you normally 

do- 

And know that I will always love you. 

 

I am with you mama even if we are apart, 

Look deep inside to the empty space in your heart. 

 

I am there mama, I really am. 

For no words can console your emptiness inside, 

 

But a flame of Hope will always abide. 

So walk with me each moment you can, 

You are strong mama you have always been. 

 

In Memory of BENJAMIN A. CLARK  

           03-08-86 - 03-19-05 

My Son  
 

He survived his birth coming two weeks 
early, my son. 

I didn’t know God had only loaned him to 
me. 

 
He survived an awful fall down some stairs 

with glass cutting his mouth, my son. 
I knew God had protected him. 

 
He survived a quiet fall into a pool, my son. 

I know God had given a gift to him. 
 

He survived a dog attack that no child 
should have survived but he did, my son. 

I knew God gave the doctors a steady hand. 
 

He was a forgiving person... 
He now is survived by two little boys, his 

sons. 
Gods blessings. 

 
He grew into a very tall handsome blue 

eyed young man. 
 

He was a very proud man excelling in 
sports , his given gift being swimming. 

 
He loved animals and of all kinds squirrels 

and even dogs.  
 

I never knew the day my loan was over it 
would be so hard to let him go. 

 
I gave forgiveness to the man who mur-

dered my son. Even though the grief hurts 
just as bad. 

If my son were to call me today he would 
say  

 
Mom I love you , and thanks! 

I love you too Son . 
 

Now God carries me everyday when I just 
think I can’t go on another day. 

 
Our Angel and God’s son. 

 
In my loving memory of my son Chance Al-

len Caffery 
 

Tina Cuevas & FamilyðWaccamaw ChapterTCF 

 The night before Jeremy was killed, she 
closed out the concert at Red Rock, Colorado.  
The audience wouldnôt let her off the stage. 
 One night when I was telemarketing, I 
talked to a girl who worked on the sound crew for 
one of the bands that stayed on the road. 
 I told her about Jeremy, and she said, 
ñWell, she must have been good, because itôs 
every ñroadieôsò dream to be on stage at Red 
Rock. 
 Her dream lives on through her songs, 
her poetry and prayerfully, her mom.  

~Vonda Cox ~Waccamaw Chapter TCF 
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LOVE GIFTS 

     A Love Gift is a gift of money to 

Compassionate Friends.  It is usually 

in memory of a child who has died, 

but can also be from individuals to 

honor a relative or close friend., a gift 

of thanksgiving that their own chil-

dren are alive and wellðor simply a 

gift from someone who wants to help 

in the work of The Compassionate 

Friends. 

     The distribution of the chapter 

newsletter is solely dependent upon 

love gifts. 

     If you would like to have your 

childôs name added to our list, we re-

quest that you complete & return the 

form below.  A love gift is not re-

quired, but please consider one as a 

memorial to your child. 

CHILD’S NAME        NAME                 BIRTHDATE 
Keith Horton   son of Patricia Skipper   09/01/59 
Mamdooh Fikri Saleh   son of Daisy Saleh   09/01/66 
Kayla Jane Wenrich  daughter of Jack & Susan Wenrich 09/01/88 
Stephen Bryan Mott  son of Glenda Mott   09/04/79 
Jim Bennie Rose IV  son of Emily Rose   09/27/65 
John Chris Williams  son of Diane Williams   09/29/66 
Teresa Dawn Fetter  daughter of Carolyn Bethea  09/30/65 
Darryl Shurow   son of Lewis & Sharon Richards 10/02/66 
Michael Bennett Nash  son of Linda Given   10/13/73 
Wendy Costanzo  daughter of Joe & Robin Costanzo 10/17/81 
James Michael Lee  son of James & LeAnne Lee  10/19/68 
Ross Wayne Alirie  son of Wayne & Jane Alirie  10/22/74 
David Howard   son of Brenda Howard   10/23/61 

CHILD’S NAME           NAME                 DATE OF LOSS 
Kristin Leigh Highfill  daughter of Gayle & Mitch Highfill 09/17/05 
Teresa Dawn Fetter  daughter of Carolyn Bethea  09/24/03 
Robert Quaranto  son of Louise Maiorino   10/05/92 
Billy J. Mc Watters III  son of Adele McWatters  10/11/68 
Jim Bennie Rose IV  son of Emily Rose   10/12/05 
Cory Robert Snyder  son of Robert & Phyllis Snyder  10/28/05 
 

Memorial Love Gifts 
The following gifts have been received since the last newsletter 

A brick has been added in loving memory to The Wall of Love on our website:www.tcfmyrtlebeach.com 
 

Brenda Howard, in memory of her son, David Howard's birthday 
Barbara & Edward Schabot, in memory of their son, Paul Schabot's birthday 
Linda & Thomas Horne, in memory of their niece, Michelle Martin's birthday 

Joe & Cheryl Isaac, in memory of their son, Joseph Thomas Isaac III's birthday 
Jane & Wayne Alirie, in memory of their son, Ross Wayne Alirie's birthday 

Elaine Flowers, in memory of her niece, Amanda Mae Moore's birthday 

As stated before if you have previously donated a love gift, you do not need to complete the form.  We will 
continue your childôs name in our active file. Please accept our apologies if we include or omit a name in 

error.  Let us know so that we may make the necessary correction. 

NAME: __________________________________________________________ 
ADDRESS: _______________________________________________________ 
                    _______________________________________________________ 
TELEPHONE: _____________________________________________________ 
LOVE GIFT ENCLOSED: $ ____________  IN MEMORY OF: 
CHILD’S NAME _______________________________________ 
BIRTHDATE: ______________ DATE OF LOSS: _____________ 
 
Please include my child(ren) as listed above in “Our Children 
Remembered” list as published  in the newsletter.  _____YES    _____NO 
Return this form to Jane Alirie, Secretary/Treasurer, 706 Bonnie Drive, Myrtle Beach, SC  29588 
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P.O. Box 2893 
Myrtle Beach, SC  29578 

To all my dearest family and friends coast to coast-  

 How do we go about thanking you all for all your kind words, cards, letters , flowers and gifts to help us deal with the 

sudden, and as of this date, unexplained death of our son on June 21th? If you left us a message on our home phone, unfortu-

nately the answering machine was hit by lightening and all was lost before we got home from CA.  

 Chris was 34, a wonderful son, brother, uncle, nephew, cousin, godfather, husband and dad to be. In September Chris 

& his wife Lisa are expecting their first child. . His baby girl will not know the dad who was so excited at her coming. 

Chris and Lisa loved traveling too - Australia, Hawaii, Thailand and so many other places I just cannot think of right now. He 

so enjoyed his life, all who knew him loved him. One of the attorneys he worked for in CA  opened his home to all his family 

and friends on Sunday and held a celebration of Chris' life. There was over 200 people there. It is of some comfort to know he 

was so loved from coast to coast.    

 Chris was a computer tech with a law firm in San Francisco. Lisa and Chris would have celebrated their 5th wedding 

anniversary June 28. He had many hobbies -remote control  model plane building,  welding sculpture art, dirt biking and his 

biggest love was his "FatBoy" Harley. He was a member of the Mt. Diablo Hogs, and so loved by the group. 

  How does one go on when they lose a child? As many of you know, Richie lost his daughter Lynne, just two years ago. 

We still grieve for Lynne and now for Chris too.  Please keep them both in your hearts and prayers 

  There will be a celebration of his life in New York on August 3, 2008 at Lutheran Church of our Savior 237 Jayne 

Ave. Patchogue, NY  2pm.  All are welcome  

 In lieu of flowers, any donation you wish to make we ask it be made to:  

The Baby  Peckham Fund 

Borel Private Bank & Trust Company 

1440 Chapin Ave  Suite 101 

Burlingame, CA 94010  

Please also help us keep the spirit of Chris alive for his daughter by sending your favorite picture and or story about Chris to: 

Baby Girl Peckham 

c/o KHelmecke 

116 Stein Way 

Orinda, Ca 94563 

This will all be put in a memory book for his daughter. 

You may also email to 

khelmecke@comcast. net 

With our thanks and love 

Annette & Richie  (Krapf) 

http://us.mc535.mail.yahoo.com/mc/compose?to=khelmecke@comcast.net

