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DON'T HIDE THE SCARS

| wept all alone

suffered on my own

| didn't think that anyone would understand
until you opened up and

shared your painful past with me

Then the wounds that | kept hidae

were touched by Heaven's hand

because God used you

and all that you've been through

Don't hide the scars

Don't be afraid to let them show

‘Cause someone who hurts will see themselves in you
There's healing in knowingy o u Bot tlee only one

You can towch another heart

Don't hide the scars.

Everyone must go

through the dark nights of the soul
and bear the pain and all the wounds
that life can sometimes bring

For in the worst of times

We need the strength of another
With God's love flowing through them
we find the faith we need

So no matter where you stood

It will work out for the good.

Author Unknown



Grief Grafts

Dani el | e §Rauln(h26-93%died foom pneumonia as
a result of Hydranencephaly, 514-03.

Danielle has three web sitesrimemory of Pauli. Pauli is very
special to me because he has the same birthday as Young Jim.

On July 26, 1993, Paul was born with a rare disability called:
Hydranencephaly. He was missing a large portion of his brain and in place
of the missing parts ofidbrain, fluid filled that portion of his head. Right
after birth, his apgar scores were normal and no oxygen was needed. He
was then taken away for some testing. A CAT scan and MRI confirmed a
diagnosis of hydrocephalus complicated by Hydranencephagsitold to
take him home to die, that he would never know his mother, never walk or
talk. He would just lay there and breathe until his organs shut down.

Well, he took right away to eating from the bottlde ate like a
champ! He amazed the professads in every way he could but they still
pressured me into placing him in a nursing home. They felt that was the
"best" place for him. An attending ER doctor had accused me of drug abuse
and or alcohol abuse, stating that is why Pauli was born with abdisa
Blood tests on both Pauli and | later confirmed what | had told her, there
was no such abuse. Hydranencephaly has no known cause, it is not genetic
nor has it been proven to be preventable. It is possible that Pauli had a
stroke in utero or that snething stopped blood flow to cause his brain to
stop developing.

| toured one local child's nursing home but was set dead against him
going anywhere but home with me. He belonged at home with his family no
matter how long or short his life was to be. Afien days in the NICU he
came home. He progressed as a normal baby for the most pdtie Byne
Pauli reached four weeks of age he had become very irritable, stopped
eating so well and was not sleeping much unless you held him. There was a
large increag in Pauli's head circumference and he had "sun setting" eyes.
After consulting with his pediatrician and a neurosurgeon a VP shunt was
placed. After the shunting his mood changed, he aMaappy baby again.

He began sleeping better and eating bettertH&ytime he was a year old he



was thirty pounds (from 4lbs 14 oz atthjr He was never a big sleepée
could go for days on only a twentyinute catnap.

A few weeks after his surgery he began with our local Early
Intervention Program and home baseértdpies. His therapists came to our
home to give him physical, occupational, speech therapy and special
education. He remained in Home Base Early Intervention until his third
birthday, he then began going to a Center Based Preschool. He loved to ride
the hus. If you could have seen his face light up as he heard the bus pull up!

At the age of one and a half, Pauli began seeing a neurologist for
possible seizures. He also started medication that same year for the seizures.
His seizures were "starring" spell®auli remained hospital free until the
age of two. He was very healthy and happy, except for the occasional cold
or ear infection. He came home from his first hospital stay with his first
piece of medical equipment, a nebulizer for breathing treatmeatsi Fad
recurring ear infections over the yrs that lead to tubes being placed in his
ears. The tubes were placed to help stop the ear infections, which also lead
to respiratory problems. Respiratory problems seem to be the one issue that
he struggled thenost with throughout his life. Many more pieces of medical
equipment made their way into our home over the yrs!

Paul continued to develop and amaze us all. Because of the severe
brain damage (hydranencephaly), he was also diaghosih cerebral
palsy. Palli depended on a wheelchair as his main mode of mobility. That
didn't stop us from gned him up for a local spectakeds bowling league
and he also started on a Challenger Little League team that sameeu
Bot h | eagueshewdulhd 0 htldevcanminify rcaona and
assist the kids who were differendligled participate. Paul thrived on all the
attention he received being a social butterfly and enjoyed his therapies. So
along with the many docta@sappointments he had, we tried to do the
A n o r"thiagds kids his age did.

Up until the age ofour Pauli ate orallyvery well. He would eat just
about anything especially pudding with whipped cream! Getting fluids in
him wasalways a big issuddealso began being hospitalized more for
respiratoryissues. By being so sicko often he did not have the energy to eat
enoughto sustain his weight. Eating became a chore, taking over an hour
sometimes to get one meal in him. Serafuch contemplation, medical
advice from his team of doctors and an array of testing, the feeding tube and
nissen funduplication was placed. He was just sy when it was finally
placed. Pauli no longer struggled to eate were able to get a ton dfifls
in him, he gained weightespiratory issues subsidamd feeding when he
was ill was so much easier on all of us. He no longer had to taste any of his



meds either!!! With the nissen his refluxing was finally under control and

therespiratory issuesalmost ceased to exist! The numerous and frequent

pneumonia(s) did damage Paulkings though.
http://www.rileypediatricsurgery.com/Gastrostomy.htm

Pauli was also declared legallylibd (cortical visual impairments)
shortly after birth but wore glasses to help with what vision he had. He
loved to watch videos, listen to music or play with his light box. When he
became school agéne attended a Center for the Disabled, School Age
program. There he flourished. He received all his therapies according to his
individualized school plan angceived the sociahteraction he thrived on.

The Center had an amazing amount of equipment and services all in one
place. Pauli especially liked to gy} with switches to activate toys or music,
participate in cooking group while receiving his QOg@&ceiving
hydrotherapyin the heated pool and participate in the Special Olympics they
held each yr.

http://www.cfdsny.ay/

He had an amazing team of doctors over the years. Each doctor treated
Pauli with respect and gave him the best medical care they could. Not only
did his doctor f#flisten to momdutwhen |
they heard what | said. Byeeping the team of doctors, therapists, teachers
and having a wonderful circle of friends and famiauli was able to grow
and develop to his fullest potential. He loved life. We were able to have an
amazing amount of special equipment in our homeetp Rauli physically
develop. It also gave us the opportunity to care for him at home rather than
rush off the hospital every time he was ill. There was a lot we could do for
him at home with the help of equipment and home care nursing. Home care
nursing povided me with alternative cagvers (nurses) who | felt
comfortable enough with, to leave my child in their care. Home care nursing
allowed me towork onmy college degree by attending night school, work a
part time job or just be able to run evetpy errands with out having to
drag Pauli all over the place. He was able to stay home and stick to a
nor mal routine and it gave mom some fil

| wanted Pauli to live as normal a life as possible. | realized his
health didn't always allow that but weddihings when he could. He enjoyed
OT group on Saturdays then going swimming in the heated pool, shopping,
finger painting while in his stander, trick or treating, holiday parties, being
read to. . . And of coursebeing cuddledr sleepig with mom orSaturday
mornings!

When Pauli was 5, The Children Wish Foundation, granted him a
wish. We were able to take him, on what turned out to be, our only family



http://www.rileypediatricsurgery.com/Gastrostomy.htm
http://www.cfdsny.org/

vacation. Thanks to the generosity of CWF, Pauli enjoyed a full week stay in
Disney, a visit to a diérent park each day and a lot of attention from the
Disney Characters! Memories | will never forget. . .

(check out photos in alburhjtp://www.childrenswish.org/

Pauli was a courageous little boy. In tead pneumonia was what
took his life. His little heart could not fight the battle for him, he was too sick
this time. He fought many battles throughout his Ifargeriesjlinesses,
physicallimitations. . .it wasn't always easy for hirkle taught me®much.

. . how to unconditiondy love someone, to bepatient person and that just
because one malye differentlyabledd o e s n 6t mean you canot
fullest! I am having to learn to live life diffently without him here on earth
with me.
Pauli will always be my ray of sunshine. . .

| hope you will read more about Pauli and sign the guest books.

http://myrayofsunshing@auli.memoryof.com
http://www.myspace.com/mypauli
http://myrayofsunshinepauli.virtuatmemorials.com/

Pauli 6s. symbol

Judy Britt o6s -lédigh(©d487)aied frondvarani e
meningitis, 522-06.

Judy described Jamiebds deat h:

Jamie got very sicon Mother's Day weekd with what we were told
was a "virus of unknown origins.We took her to the hospital and had
many, many testsun on her. They included, but were not limited to, a
spinal tap, blood cultures, blood testsrays, etc. The results were all
negative. We were told to keep her home for the remainder of the week on
bed rest, antibiotics and painkillers, and to send her to school on Monday.
We did. Jamie collapsed and died in the high school library while doing
maleup work.She was 12 days away from her graduation.


http://www.childrenswish.org/
http://myrayofsunshine-pauli.memory-of.com/
http://www.myspace.com/mypauli
http://myrayofsunshine-pauli.virtual-memorials.com/
http://myrayofsunshine-pauli.virtual-memorials.com/
http://myrayofsunshine-pauli.virtual-memorials.com/

The heartbreak, pain, anger, sadness, and disbelief of her family and

friends will never be known.

Pl ease | ook at Jami edbs web

http://jamieleighbritt. memoryof.com

Jami ebs symbol i

~THE PERSON | AM TODAY~

slé

Please don't tell me you knovow | feel
Unless you have lost your child, too.
Please don't tell me my broken heart will heal
Because that is just not true.

Please don't tell me my child is in a better place.
Though it is true, | still want my child here with me
Don't tell me someay I'll hear my child's voice,
or see my child's faceBeyond today | cannot see.

Don't tell me it's time to move on.
Because | cannot
Don't tell me to face the fact that my child is gone
Because denial is something that | cannot stop.

Don't tell me to be thankful for the time | had
Because | wanted more.
Don't tell me when | am my old self you will be glad
I'll never be as | was before.

What you can tell me is that you will be here for me
That you will listen when | talk of my child.
You canshare with me my precious memories,
You can even cry with me a while.

and


http://jamieleigh-britt.memory-of.com/

And please don't hesitate to say my child's name
Because its something | long to hear every day.
Friend please realize that | can never be the same.

But if you stand by me.
You maylike the person | become someday.

sle

Author Unknown
(submitted by Cindy Jo Greever)

Jerry and Skip Mudge have this poem at their Footprints website ad the
link for this page is below.

http://www.angqgelfire.com/ny5/footprintsministry/thepersomioday.htmi

Lut her & Rosemary S2nv4)dmd s
Jeremiah (7-4-77) died in the same auto accident-Z3-92.

Sweet Auburn

sons,

| had the honorofattendng t he Fil m Festi val on

was the best Motherdés Day | hav

For the past fifteen year s,
Al that changed this pa
Breats 0 won the award fo
International Film Festival in Atlanta, Georgia.

r Best

e had

Mot her 6

st Sunday whe

Documer

Sweet Auburn selected our film as one of eight documentaries to be

screened at their film festival from May 7th to May 11th during SpringFest

in the historic Auburn Avenue area of Atlantdnitially our film was

scheduled for screening on Saturday, May 10@indy Bullens, along

with Dinah and Jim Taylor, made plans to join us in Atlanta for the festival.
Cindyds <contri but i od) she wroteotherscorfeiahdm wa s
sharedthe story of her redheaded spitfire JessieDinah and Jim Taylor

have been our mentors in gr&hce our sons became angelBheir son


http://www.angelfire.com/ny5/footprintsministry/thepersoniamtodayhtml
http://spacebetweenbreaths.net/2008/05/18/sweet-auburn/
http://spacebetweenbreaths.net/2008/05/18/sweet-auburn/
http://spacebetweenbreaths.net/2008/05/18/sweet-auburn/

Young Jim had to be bragging in heaven after he saw their insightful
interview forthe film.
Less than two weeks before the festival, we were notified that there
had been a schedule change for our screenirgn Gibsonthe director of
the festivakaid the committee hatkcided our film should be shown on
Mot her 6s Day eftdu enddudoelirieget veithi thg change
was that Cindyvould not be able to be with uBrior commitmentsvith her
new bandfiThe Refuge@ésmade it necessary for her to fly back to
Maineearly on SundayDinah and Jim were able to rearrange their
sdhedule so they met Luther, Fong and in Atlanta on Saturday afternoon.
During Saturday night, tornadoes pounded the Atlanta ardeslept
right through the stormsWe had been up late the night before sharing
stories of Drew, Jeremiah and Young Jimhwaur friends. What a joy to be
with friends who understand your need to talk about your children who have

passedDondét you | ove being in a safe pla
there is an elephant in the room#y dear friend Becky Greer shardile
poem, AThe El ephant in theael®&emwmanlo wi t h

knew the concept. had just never heard it verbalized in that way.

Sunday dawned with the promise of an awakening of spWibuld

our documentary screening be an affirming exgnce for the audience?

Would the mothers identify with the other mothers in the film, mothers like

Tessie Hunter and Donna Bellman®ould my dear friend Dinah Taylor

have a go ddy? kbothdsesof Y who have seen our film, the
cipwhere Dhah haltingly tells of t he Mot h
churchwithdrew a flower from her is imprinted on my consciousné&ise

deserves betterYoung Jim wants better for her.

My family has always supported me whethewas touring
formybook, r@@hiolfd t he Do meaurdooumentaryy s cr e e
Sweet Auburn in Atlanta was no excepti@ahr . Jim Cox i s my f
brother. He and my Aunt Inez have always been like second parents to me
and my younger brothers Gary and BilMy first thoughtwhen Drew and
Jeremiah were killed was that | had to call Uncle Jiee would know how
we all were going to face this terrible tragedwWell, Uncle Jim and Aunt
Inez have not left my side over the past fifteen years even though they too
have been througa life-threatening health situation.

The Cox family came to Atlanta in full force for the screening of
ASpace Bet weCnn yBrmeyatchosusoi nés wi f e, J u
the film at least on one other occasiobncle Jim and Aunt Inez drove
down fran Greensboro, GeorgiaMy cousin Randy and his family came
from Canton, Georgia.Bill, my youngest brother holds the Cox family



record for screenings, quite a surprise reallgill had been the one who
avoided most family gatherings when he was youdgw he seemed to
enjoy being around all of usMy brother Gary and his wife Karen live in
Columbus, Indiana, much too far to make the screening.

Di ane Cooper i's my twinénot physic
Bereaved mothers are automatically sistergVe know each ot !
hearts. Their childrenbecome our children.Di ane Cooperds tw
David and Reid.Reid is a junior in high school at The McCallie School
(another connection) and David is an angeDavid knows Drew
andJeremiah, | am sure of.i Diane and | think alike.We do not sit back
and wait. Weare the"d o e r aneddrove down from Chattanooga to be
with us for the screeningDiane breatles life into any situation.l watched
her as shepoke to every person who attended the sangeriike Dinah,
shecares about each and every person she mekEtgy both are my role
models.

Glen and Judy Cummins are bereaved parents | met while speaking at
a Compassionate Friends meeting in Memphis after my book was published
in 2000. Their sonScott was a U.S. Army pilot who died in a helicopter
accident. The Cummins and their son are a vital part of our documentary.

As the credits are rolling at the end of the film, photo after photo fade in and
out of parents holding photos of their childrescott Cummins and his
loving parents are one of the families featunedhis section of the film.

This was the first time they had seen the film since they had a prior
commitmenat the premiere of the film on May 31, 2007 in Lexington, KY.

It was sieh a blessing to us that Glen and Judy came to be with us at Sweet
Auburn.

Tim, Irene, Rachel and Erin Harkness rounded out the group of
special friends and family that supported us by their presence at the Sweet
Auburn Film Festival. We had never met thifamily although we had
spokenonthephond i m and | reneds precious ni e
passed on February 22, 2008i m had call ed me short
death and asked me to contact his brother Tom and his wife Linsknt
packetstocKr i st i nds par ent ssister Bessicaas waltasher Er
Tim and his family.About a week after sending the packets, | made my first
call to LindaHarkness.She and | connected immediatefye began talking
on the phone almost on a daily msiWe s hared our grief
t 0 g et hewantaallyewere able to laugbgether. When | mentioned to
Linda that our film had been selectinl the Sweet Auburn Film Festival in
Atlanta, she said she would see if Tim and his family could attéritht
a surprise when we found out that Tim, Irene and the girls would be coming



to the screeningMeeting them on Sunday was such a blessing td pray
our film was a blessing for them.

The screening of our documentary was emotional for Attaough |
have worked on this film for over six years, there is never a time | watch any
portion of it that | am not moved by the courage of those who were
interviewed. They bared their souls for me and for anyone else who watches
the film. | share the award we wormat night for Best Documentary with
each and every one of them.

This was a memor abl|D@Bahvlafiohsentraesa Day f
note after the weekend and she said,
Mot her 6s Day | h av e Thahahe statementemadei mo s
everything | have dorfer this film worthwhile.

Drew & Jeremiahos symhols are

Clyde&Bl anche Tool ebs dau2g™Mj er DeA
died when a pier collapsed, 48-00.

| encourage you to visit both of theetw sites in memory of DeAnn
and listen to the beautiful music written about DeAnnKlayen Randolph
an alumni of Temple Universityyho has been singing and writing music for
over ten years. When she is not working for the City of Philadelphia, where
she has worked for over thirty years, she often leads worship at Fresh
Anointing Christian Center in Wynnewood. She hopes that her music
glorifies God and edifies the body of Christ. She has also composed original
music for Children's Vacation Bible School. Haost recent compositions
include a theme song of the City of Philadelphia appropriately titled, We
Love You Philadelphia.

Karen had known DeAnn White since birth. The impact of her tragic
death compelled her to write a song that would memorialize bacyeand
life. Under the Anointing of the Holy Spirit, the song, "DeAnn" was created.
Karen's prayer is that the beauty of DeAnn's life would always remain in our
hearts.

1C



It amazed me that DeAnnbés birthday

her death date v8a2 days before. | asked Blanche if she had written about
DeAnn:

Hi Dinah,

| receivedyour beautiful card today, thank you so much. | don't have
to tell you how | am feeling today. Yesterday we celebrated Mass in DeAnn's
memory. It has been eight yeansce her tragic death (May 18, 2000), but it
might as well be eight days. Tomorrow we will celebrate both my daughter
and your son, and | hope things go well for you. Thank you again for your
thoughtfulness.

Yes | have written about DeAnn's life. It took three years to finally
get the web site up and goingww.deannwhite.conhis was a great way
for me to deal with my grief, trying to put all the memories and love tegeth
designing the web site. There is also another web site that so many people
have written nice memories about DeAnn since the tragedy.
www.AmericanMemorialsom
Peace

Blanche wrote about her family:

Family - (Words written by Mom, Blanche WhHEoole) Although
the dictionary will describe Family as a group of parents and children living
together, DeAnn would believe her family to be much more than thag Be
the youngest of five girls and with a ten year span between her and her sister
Donna, one would think that she was spoiled. She was and she loved it.
DeAnn was not spoiled to the extent that she was a brat. She just knew that
she was loved and she apprated that. When her sisters were getting jobs
and getting married and moving on they felt that DeAnn needed something,
so they drove 240 miles round trip to get her a puppy, that is how they were.
She knew she had a family that she could depend anatier what. Before
she got her car, Dada was her # 1 chauffeur, whether it was to drop her off
some place or pick her up from hair appointments, shopping, and work or
wherever, Dada was there. There was nothing he would not do for his baby
girl. He oftensaid "She makes me laugh.”

Her favorite food shopping day was Saturday mornings early, because
she knew that's when | would go to the superma#tailling along together
with one shopping cart, lnew whemwe got to checlout, DeAnnwould
separate the bgs, half would go with her to her apartment and the other
went home with me. She knew | would pay the grocery bill, and | knew |

11


http://www.deannwhite.com/
http://www.americanmemorials.com/

would too. | guess now as | think about those sirtevas a time that we
shared, togethesheand |I. DeAnn loved to writegetry and started putting
words on paper at a vegoung age. She often wrote poems about me and
her Grandmother.

DeAnn had a very special and personal relationship with all her
sistels. Each had a unique talent or asset that DeAnn would specifically tap
in to. They knew it; they knew her well. They always had her back and each
of them have stories they could tell. The 5 sisters often planned picture
taking events that soon became a large part of theasli DeAnn planned
the Kwanzaa Celebration aride entirefamily participated, she organized
the Mothets day "Messages to Mommy" video and although the sisters
complained about meeting at her house on a Friday night, they were all
there.

DeAnn loved her family and would visit her cousins and other
relatives out of state ofterShe made trips to Rahway NJ, Delaware,
Baltimore Md. and Richmond Va. to visit and would drivenal or
occasionally take a giftiend. She loved to talk about ancestry and family
history. She also loved to experiment in the kitcbeAnn called her Great
Aunt Mary to get the recipe for her pound cake that she always enjoyed. She
would try out a new recipe whenever Doug or her sisters came over or she
had company.

When DeAnn joined Enon Tabernacle Baptist church, after being
broughtup in the Catholic religion, she included himily in everything
she was doing at Enon. Enon became her extended family, a family that
would build and encourage her faith, her strengths and her values.

DeAnnds symbol i's a red

Chr i st i n augler Radheld-cuqudt (825-88) died
while waiting for a heart transplant, 12-7-07.

This was the last entry in the journal Christine kept throughout
Rachel 6s battl e:

Today is Thursday, January 17, 2008 and it is the 14th anniversary of

Rachael's trandpnt. Just like it was 14 years ago, it is a night filled with
anticipation of wintry weathei ice, snow, sleet.

12
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On that Monday morning, MLK Day, 14 years ago, we awoke to
reports of earthquakes in Los Angeles, snow storms in Atlanta and a heart
for Raclael. | hope there are no earthquakes when | wake up after getting a
few hours of sl eep and MLK Day will
always remember the joy and relief of that phone call and the drive on the
icy roads to Egleston at 6:00 am, just whéhey were beginning to
announce the school closings.

Her dad was in Tennessee and traffic was backed up from Atlanta to
Tennessedut somehow he made it back here in time for her surgery. She
never forgot that. It meant so much to her to have her Dadth her for
the transplant.

Rachael was so sick then. She was at home waiting for her heart but
she was on oxygen, tube feeds, CPAP at night to help her breathe, numerous
heart meds, she had a trach and she had to use a wheelchair to go anywhere
out ofthe house. We had a 50 foot tube for her oxygen so that she could get
around the house a l|little bit, but it
get her down, though. She was just as cheerful as she could be, even though
her heart was failing fast and faster. That new heart came just in time.
The docs were so surprised at how large her heart had gotten and amazed
that it was still ticking. We think she got every single beat out of that heart.

|l &m proud to say that It&giilh &aya
| i guor <cabinet. They told us to kee,|
alcohol | mean.J They had already preserved it in formaldehyde so | just
keep it in a jar and refill the rubbing alcohol every year or so.

| kind of feellle |1 6 m | ooking up to Heaven s
nanner! I stil |l have her heart! ! o

We used to Acheck her heart outo fr
take it to school for show and tell and one day when we were returning it
they told us they wereeadning out things they have had for a while, so we
asked if we could just keep her heart since it would probably just get thrown
away and they said of course we could! | recently thought about putting it in
a really pretty decorative glass jar on the manbut | though that might
freak people out. I donot know, I S |
whatever helps make them feel better, right?

As sick as Rachael was while she waited for that heart, it was only a
matter of 4 or 5 days after the tradapt that she was running up and down
the halls of Egleston. She was so amazing.

Remember Rachael today and the 14 years she got with that heart. |
wish there had been many more, but | thank God for those, and they were
mostly great, wonderful, awesomes & r s . We 6| | be cel
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anniversary with a chocolate chip cookie cake and balloons, as we have for
her past 13 anniversaries. But this time it will be at the cemetery. Happy
Transplant Anniversary Rachael, | love you! R.I.P.

Rac h ael dngin HenLiveddurna.com written on November 17,
2007 at 10:00 pm summed up where she was in life. It reads:

This obituaryfrom Kay Powell tells so much about Rachel:

Atlanta JournalConstitution, The (GA)
December 11, 2007

Section:Metro News

Edition: Main; The Atlanta JournaConstitution
Page:B6

OBITUARIES: BUFORD:RachaelFouquet, 19,fought for normal life
KAY POWELL

Staff

Rachael Fouquets transplanted heart saw her through thrilling
mountain motorcycle rides, the excitement of meeting her favorite band the
Backstreet Boys, peppy cheerleading and marching band percussion
performances.

In the marching bandshe wanted to be part of the drum line, but her
health kept her from strapping on a drum and marching in football game
halftime shows. Instead, she opted to play the tambourine, chimes;-gong

14



smaller instruments- in a part of the band that is on theld but doesn't
march.

To keep the beat, MBouquetdecided that she needed a drum set at
her house.

"She was so determined to just lead a normal life,” said her father,
Jim Fouquet of Suwanee, who bought her the-diéce drum set. "She
wouldn't let © hold her back."

Ms. Fouquets mother, Christine Boldt of Buford, created the stage
for her daughter's drumming. "We set them up on the landing at the top of
the stairs so we could all hear her,” Ms. Boldt said. "It was an emotional
release for her, andhe enjoyed the feel of the beat."

She died Friday at Children's Healthcare of Atlanta at Egleston after
open heart surgery Tuesday.

Ms. Fouquet underwent heart surgery when she was 1 day old
because the blood vessels leading out of her heart were sditShe had a
heart transplant at age 5. By 14, her heart began to fail and she had to inject
herself with intravenous steroid treatments. That heart beat another five
years but was failing fast, her mother said.

"She needed another heart transplant. Thesd to replace a valve,
and there was damage to her brain," she explained.

When she was 6, MBouquetbecame a regular at Camp Braveheatrt,
planning her surgeries around camp. This summer, she was old enough to
be a counselor.

"She worked so well witthe campers who are going through similar
things as she had," said Cheryl Belair of Smyrna, the Children's Hospital's
camp director. "Her maturity and generosity impressed me."

About the same time, M&ouquet began taking motorcycle trips
through the Gergia mountains with her father. "She was so little. |1 would
worry because she was so relaxed about it she nearly fell asleep,” he said.
"She had her own leather jacket. She looked the part.”

At Five Forks Middle School, M$&ouquet was a cheerleader and
played softball. She was in the bands at Brookwood and Mill Creek high
schools. Her health impeded her high school graduation, and she was just
weeks away from earning her GED. She had a job at the new Taco Mac in
Duluth, her mother said.

Ms. Fouquet wasfun-loving and never complained, said Pam Barba
of Lilburn, one of seven friends since middle school who call themselves "the
opossums." "She was such a sweet person,” Ms. Barba said. "She was
mature for her age. She wasn't concerned about petty thingsv&hsuch a
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happy person. If she was going through something, she would push it to the
back of her mind and not sulk."

Ms. Fouquethelped raise money for the American Heart Association
and volunteered with the Georgia Transplant Foundation.

"I've had seeral friends that have died of heart failure,” Niuquet
said in a 2002 Atlanta Journ&onstitution article. "It's almost like | owe it
to them to do something so that people who have had heart iliness can live."

As she trained for a fundhising walk Ms. Fouquet said, "It makes
everybody feel good, especially when you know you've come that close to
death, but you're still out there helping other people so others won't have to
go through as hard of times as you've had."

Her independence was impressiner father said. "She had spunk."
RachaelFouquetgave herself a steroid treatment in 2002. They&8rold
was born with a heart condition, but she didn't let it keep her from loving life
and helping others like her

Copyright 2007 The Atlanta Joulr@onstitution

Rachel 6s symbols are 2 hea

In the last newsletter | told you about the book Ryan wides
Becauserou Can Originally published on Thursday, Novemi22, 2007
in the Sports categoyf the Fayetteville Observer

The Final Chapter
Ryan Kishbaughoés personal story is fi
his death

By Brett Friedlander
Staff writer

AWe can choose to go qadhoosettdlegavet o o ur
something behind, to stand up and be heard. And | have decided to stand up
and be heard. So | leave this to go and try to start my book, which is what |
wi | | | eave behind. Per these words, m

16



d Ryan Patrick Kishbaugh
*k%k

I n at | east one sense, Ryan Kishbau
true. Almost five years after losing his battle with cancer, his voice was still
being heard.

The only problem is, the words that
wer enot hicthhhe bregedidoybe iemembered.

AWhy havenot you finished my book?
hear her son say every time she visited him at the cemetery or sat down to
re-read one of the five journals he filled with the most intimate details of his
all-too-short life.

Her first reaction was to say that
she knew that wasnodot true. The fact i
relive the unthinkable heartache a parent feels when she loses adchild
especially one so fullfdife and ambition.

Besides, through the foundation she helped start with hbusand
David and two other sons, Chris and
being honored with an annual 5K run, a soccer tournament and other
charitable events.

And that semed to be enough, until a change of careers last summer
gave her some unexpected time off to do some thinking. It was then that she
came to a chilling realization.

She was letting Ryan down by not finishing the book he had started
during the final few mohs of his treatment.

So tempering her tears with ink, Humphries sat down with
Fayetteville publisher Tom Davis and wrote the final chapterRoh
Because You Can: My Personal Race With Cancer

Timeless qift
The book, produced locally byOld Mountain Preso and fiTotal
Vision Technologies,is more than just a poignant study of life and death,
love and family, triumph and tragedy as told through the words of a
remarkable young athlete.
ltdés also a timeless gift from a
comfoting hug from that son back to his mother.

AEveryone in the process of grievi
t hey have to go through, and I t 0s n
Humphri es, a real estate agent wi t h

me, Ifelt like this was the last thing | was supposed to do for Ryan.
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AThe book is something he really w
animated about it. He even said it would makgomd Lifetime Network
movie and talked about who he might want to play himur@o | got it
publ i shed, | felt | i ke I had | eft some

0Seize the dayo
Despite |iving only 18 years, the |
one of the few items of unfinished business he left behind when he died on
Jan. 3, 2003.
T h at Ot smakeshhia story so inspiring.
AOnce you have walked on the thre

appreciate |ife all the more fully. S
wrote in one of his final journal entries, one his mother used as the ending to

herf i nal chapter. APain is | iving, and
and despair, it is all we have. Carpe

ltds a philosophy by which he attae
battle with cancer.
This is, after all, a kid who hedgol his Fayetteville Academy soccer
team win a state championship despite being so sick from chemotherapy that
he threw up five times on the bus ride home. And who, a few weeks later,
made a pair of gamwinning free throws for the basketball team only Isour
after being unhooked from an intravenous line at Duke Medical Center.
He was smart enough to be the salutatorian of his graduating class,
yet humble enough to openly wonder why people insisted on making such a
fuss over his accomplishments. In the enw® things that were most
important to him were the gifts he left behididthe words and feelings he
hoped might someday help ease the pain of others fighting a similar battle.
APeople always ask me, 6Do you thin
Humphries sa d . Al dondt think he planned o1
and had so many plans for the future. But | think that in his mind, that if he
was going to die, he wanted to make sure that he had accomplished
somet hing. Thatodés whyshttwas bookmpor:t
Now that she has, Humphries plans to bring a copy to Ryan the next
time she visits him at the cemetery.
so that she can leave the book on his grave.

When she does, t her edsganahegrdv@d ¢ han
sonb6bs voice reverberating in her ears.
more appropriated especially on this beloved family holiday.

AThanks, mom, o it will say. HAThanks
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Ken called and then sent this amazing story:

Mrs. Taylor, It was nice talking to you earlier today. Thank you for
the encouragement. Several things you requested are attached which
include, pictures of Skyeghdrawing of Pansies, the birthday card story
and a fewmisc.items.

The Birthday Card

Often in our grief over the loss of a child or loved one, we may feel
alone or forsaken. It is a sign of the depression that is always waiting at the
edges, ready tocome in and weak havoc with our psyche, our inner soul.

But let there be no doubt we are not alone or abandoned, for God and his
angels are our constant companions in this journey of survival. His love
provides us with what we need to get through thehdinges. He sends the
comforting thought, the stranger with a smile, and that special occasional

gift that gets us through @aaghs pot when wedre about t
choice to decide what to do with his gifts, to return the smile, to pick oneself

up off the pavement or to crawl deeper into that cave of the wounded spirit.

l dm writing this to share with you
last spring when | felt like | was being buried under a pile of rocks, with the
daylight slipping farther ad farther away. Actually, | wastsng at my desk
that night, struggling with getting started on schoolwork when | heard a
knock at our front door. This wasusual;no one knocks on our door late
on a Monday night.

As | looked out the door there stoodot young men on our front
porch. One | hesitantly recognized as the son of one of our friends at church,
Chad Winkler. He introduced his partner as Gregory Smith; both were
friends of our daughters, Skye and Emily. They stated that they had
somethingform and handed me an ol d khaki |
recognize. Chad said he had been helping Robert clean out his apartment,
above the Hurst Drugstore in downtown Bardstown, when they found this
old jacket in the closet. It had been deep in themesm long he had
forgotten how or when it arrived. Still puzzled | looked at them as they
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continued saying that before throwing it out they started looking through the
pockets, finding gum wrappers, ol d 1|i/
They hande me a blank teal envelope and apologized for opening it.
A kind of chill ran up my spine as | reached out to take
the envelope, still not knowing what was about to happen.
Laying the jacket down, | reached inside the envelope and
pulled out a card thatsaid,
AHappV Birthdayd | was
stunned! |t didndot take | ong to
the math, (my 45was in January
of 1998, seven months before we
lost Skye). As | hurried to open
the card | was hoping to see her
hand writing again, each new
letter of which would bea
treasure. | know to the young men
standing there | di dnot seem t
show much emotion, but inside | was exploding.
YES! It was from her and she not only signed it
but she wrote me a short letter. What an
awesome bl essingeé
| thanked them graciously, whickas the
best | could do at the time, and went inside to
share the good news with my wife Jamie. She just
coul dnot believe that after three yee
suddenly appears and that those boys would drive all the way out to our
house to deliver it to us. Fo t he next couple of da
significance began to unfold, | started digging myself out from under that
pile of rocks. My spirit was definitely soaring. In the card Skye was generous
and kind with her praise and loving wishes for our futuregiagss.
Upon reflection it became obvious that God, through the use of his
Holy Spirit had been very busy. You see He has a penchant for working in
ways that we dondt often seem to i magi
our very eyes. The trick ia having our eyes open and ready to perceive the
gift. His spirit must have filled Skye as she sat and penned those heartfelt
words, not realizing the power they would have when read three years later.
And then a few nights before my birthday she thoughhad misplaced her
coat when actually God was putting it in the cooler and saving it for just the
right time when it would be needed most. That same Holy Spirit was still
busy when Chad and Robert realized what they held in their hands and were
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