George knew what it was like to grow up without a father.

George was my firstborn child. He lived almost exactly one month longer than his father.
I love all my children, but George was special because he was my first. When he was 10
years old, and his father died of cancer, he stepped up to the plate to help me raise his 5

younger siblings. He assumed responsibilities that many adults do not ever have to

assume.

His brothers, Jim, Chris, Phil and Steve, and his sister Roni will never again be able to
ask his advice or benefit from his moral support. I will never again be able to chat with
him. I will never again be able to call upon him when I need help. His 6 nieces and
nephews, who knew and adored him, will never be able to play games with him. His
youngest nephew, just a year old, will never, ever know him. George’s siblings and I will

never get over losing my son, their brother, their uncle, their friend, their confidant.

George worked to put himself through Purdue Uriversity. He had a very good job and
was well respected by his peers and his bosses. His job was to build churches. He co-
chaired with me the Benton County Relay for Life to raise money for cancer research so
that other sons and daughters would not have to grow up without a father. He organized
fundraisers with his friends in the ABATE club to raise money for children or other
people who needed it. He volunteered at the St. Ann Soup Kitchen in Lafayette to help

feed those who were going hungry.

His brother, Chris, travels frequently to Louisville. His route takes him past one of the
churches that George was responsible for building. Chris is the one who received the call
from the police that his brother had been brutally murdered. Do you think that he will

ever forget that horrible moment?

George was the one in my family who recruited volunteers when help was needed. He

was the one who organized family gatherings. He was the one who invited family and









