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Karen :
"You will lose someone you can't live without, and your heart will be badly broken, and the bad
news is that you never completely get over the loss of your beloved. But this is also good news. They
live forever in your broken heart that doesn't seal back up. And you come through. It's like having a

broken leg that never heals perfectly - that still hurts when the weather gets cold, but you learn to
dance with the limp."

o Anne Lamott g
Chuck : \Qg

Good afternoon Everyone,

My name is Chuck Digney, and | am the current Sa
is my beauti ful wife, Karen. She is Shamusé bonu
August 30, 2014. He was killed in a horrific car accident in the Pocono Mountains in Pennsylvania,

along with two of his best friends. A horrific accident that left the first responders, the State Police,

an ENTIRE community, and, most importantly, three families, devastated from the loss.

Shamus was born on November 11, 1998, in Meadowbrook, PA. He was the youngest of nine
children, and, from the moment he was born, hi
newborn with a nickname like Moose, you might ask? Well, when your birth weightis 11-pounds &

(7]

Being the youngest in a family, you would expect that he would almost always be dressed in hand
me-down clothes. Nope. When he would outgrow something, he would gladly hand it off to his
ol der brothers with a fAhere you-megupllothedle | i ked t o

Shamusé and his next ol dest brother, Cole, were
apart, yet almost exactly the same weight. When | would give the two of them their baths, | could

lift Cole out of the tub with one hand under his arm, dry him off, and send him on his way. Getting
Shamus out of the tub was almost like prepping for an Olympic weight lifting contest. You had to

get down on both knees, and really hoist this kid out of the tub. He was as solid as could be.

Having a nickname |i ke AMoose, 0 and al ways being
knew that he would play sports. He started playing basketball when he was 6 and football and
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baseball when he was 8. When the football coaches =
you positive he is only 8?20 they asked. AiMan, heos
he remained throughout his playing days. From the first game he played in, up to his freshman year in

High school, he played both offense and defensegvery down of every game. Moose could play football!

Fortunately, throughout his time in football, he was never hurt enough not to play. From day one, | was

always afraid of him hurting his knees or arms or him receiving a concussion. So | steered him towards
basketball as an alternative to football, hoping that he would enjoy basketball as much, and he could
switch to the fAsafero sport. He started basketball
the basket. He loved it! | was thrilled and continued to push him in that direction, reminding him all the

time about life -changing football injuries, concussions, etc. During one of his first 7th-grade school

games, he came down with a rebound, tripped over another kid, and promptly received the first of his

two basketball concussions when his head hit the floor.

fGee, Dad, 0 he says. fAWhat is that youbre al ways sz

Karen : He went on to play AAU level basketball and was talented enough to gain absolute respect

from his coaches, teammates, and opposing players. It was funny, though, as big and strong as he was,

he could meltdown and cry in an instant if he thouc
down his cheeks; they would fly straight out of his eyes!

As well as an excellent athlete, Shamus was a very kind and empathic young man. He would help any-

one that needed it. One year, when he was a little guy, Chuck took him and his siblings to a Burger King
around Christmas time. He saw a big barrel with several toys in it near the front door. He asked Chuck

why there were toys in a barrel, and Chuck explained to him about the concept of toysfor-t ot 6 s and
giving to help needy children. When he got his meal, he took the toy that came with it out of his bag and
walked over to the barrel and dropped it in. His siblings followed suit, and that began his internal drive

to help others.

Continued on page 8
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When the ball at Times Square drops, champagne corks pop. Ample hugs and kisses

are dispensed all around.
A new year, new hope, new ventures, new litie

However, for the parent who has lost a child in the previous year, the dawning of a
new calendar year can be rough. In fact, most of the time, it is.

The bereaved parent can feel isolated, lonely, and sorrowful while everyone else is celebrating.

Daniel died at age four in February 1997 and entering 1998 was hard. My mind was filled with questions like:
What am | doing entering a new year without him? How can this be? Why do I get to live and he died?

I was overcome with the feeling that | was leaving him behind. Because there it was, a fresh untouched year
and | knew that none of the 365 days in it would contain a hug from him. There would be no new memories,
no sixth birthday to watch him blow out the candles. 1998 was the year he was to start first grade and be in
school with his big sister. At least in 1997, he had been with me. 1997 was the year he died, true, but he had
also lived 33 days of it.

1998 knew nothing of a blond -haired boy who became bald from cancer treatments and had a love for being
read to and a generosity for giving out stickers.

How could | be excited about a new year?

Change isnét easy for many of wus. While most want t
and hopeful, for the bereaved mot her or father, t hat
20 XX; it was a |l ousy year.c¢ But for others, that wa:
means a parent is moving further from the last time he or she saw her/his child.

Bereaved parents have fragile hearts. They might look okay, wear matching socks, use the correct salad fork,
and even smile, but deep down in the fibers of their heart, they are struggling. Life seems so normal for
~ everybody elsed dbut them. They can think life is easy for others& but them.
_ Getting out of bed can be a major accomplishment. Celebrating holidays can be

= > : . :
A4 \ consumed with sadness instead of happiness.

If you have a bereaved friend, help her/him by letting this year be a year where
she/he can freely share stories about a deceased son or daughter. Let those in
your lives with broken hearts speak of the memories etched in their minds. Let
your friends know that you will not forget their children for however short or long
these children lived.

So, ités a new year. May we al | strive t
- richly from each another.
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