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Package One

Welcome to the World

Dearest Christina,
When you were born, I held you close in my arms and whispered, 

“Welcome to the world.” The funny thing is, you were the one who 
welcomed everyone and every gift from God. You embraced the day, 
grasped each moment and treasured what it held, demonstrating the 
importance of not wasting any time our Lord gives us.

Make a joyful noise unto the Lord, all the earth: make a loud noise, 
and rejoice, and sing praise. (Psalm 98:4 KJV)

One-year-old Christina opens window to the world!
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Christina, all your days were captured by your smile and joyful 
disposition. You rejoiced in whatever journey God set before you. 
Growing up on Southshore Drive in Seal Beach was such a blessing. 
We were able to establish friendships with kind and loving neighbors—
friendships which are held dearly to this day. We would race house 
to house on Southshore, as well as other blocks, creating playdates 
galore. Our home often celebrated friendships with designated days 
such as “Backwards Day.” Everyone wore their clothes backward, and 
our menu selection also had an opposite twist. Pancakes were served 
for dinner and chicken nuggets or hotdogs for breakfast. Chevron cars, 
Matchbox cars, and jungle animals lined the hallways. Tents were 
pitched in the living room beside a play kitchen area in case someone 
ever needed one of our famous pickle sandwiches. If friends showed 
up missing, I knew where to look. You were notorious for emptying 
your toy chest and encouraging your friends to climb inside. When you 
went missing, I knew something funny was to follow. Do you recall all 
the times you removed the pillow from its pillowcase and then placed 
the long pillowcase over your head? It was so long it came down to 
your waist. You would dance around with no head or torso showing—
just your Disney pillowcase with Goofy or Mickey’s face. Your antics 
were a hit every time.

Chistina making joyful noise!
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Outside there was always a carwash going on in the driveway lined 
up with Little Tykes cars as well as real ones. In the backyard stood 
“Christina’s Castle”—a special fort where all were welcome.

Do you remember how many times you dragged boomboxes, 
microphones, blankets, dolls, stuffed animals, binoculars, and almost 
every item out of your room? You were quite the interior decorator. 
Our sidewalk had constant action too. When neighbors passed by 
with their younger children, you made sure you spent time with them. 
Each child received your undivided attention, making our house the 
preferred stopping place. You made each feel so important and special. 
When the time came for guests to leave, voices could be heard for miles. 
“Pleeeze—just one more minute!” You would offer a toy in exchange for 
their departure—your guarantee they would have to come back soon.

Christina, pictured far right, enjoying her carwash with friends.
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When we weren’t at home, we usually could be found at any park in 
the area. You named every park by the color of its equipment. The Blue 
Park and Brown Park were your favorites. When you got a little older, 
Kidnastics (gymnastics), swim lessons, soccer practices, or dance 
lessons became weekly activities. At the end of any journey was always 
a coffee drive-thru for me and you. I loved treating you to a delicious 
frosty cold beverage. We called the vanilla blended drinks “special 
drinks.” To this day your brother keeps the tradition and refers to them 
in the same way. On the weekends we would load up the stroller and 
walk to Old Towne Café for breakfast, lunch, or dinner. You stole the 
hearts of many who worked there, especially the owner, “Auntie Sue.” 
As soon as we’d sit at a table, she would sweep you away to the kitchen, 
allowing you to see all the action. She loved you so much, Christina, 
and is still touched by your life and testimony.

In fact, we grew to know many merchants up and down Main 
Street and you greeted each one with your bright smile and hugs. They 
all became extended family.

You enjoyed celebrating holidays and never took any occasion for 
granted. You appreciated when Dad and his event company transformed 
our home into a haunted house every Halloween. His expertise with 
lighting and sound made our house truly stand out among the rest. 
But Dad disguised our house too well. Do you remember how most of 
your friends wouldn’t even come to our front door? Between the eerie 
sound effects and the gloomy organ music, they wouldn’t venture past 
the driveway. They were thoroughly convinced the spectacle in front 
of them was not our house anymore. In addition, Grandma, Grandpa 
Dave, and Uncle Roger dressed in elaborate costumes and wore gory 
makeup. Your poor friends didn’t recognize the family members they 
once knew. After giving out lots of candy to trick-or-treaters who did 
brave our frightening atmosphere, it was your turn to explore the 
neighborhood.



19

I think my favorite costume was the dinosaur one you wore when 
you were about sixteen months old. You ran house to house and all I 
could see was your long tail swinging side to side with every quick turn. 
I am so glad we created those precious memories, Christina.

Christina and Teddy in front of their haunted house in 1999.

Mom holding her favorite dinosaur in 1995.
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Christmas was very special to you as well. You loved decorating the 
house, and once again, Dad went above and beyond. The neighbors 
counted on Santa and his reindeer to land on our roof. The elaborate 
lighting display had Santa’s hand moving and waving to the whole 
world.

A few weeks before Christmas, everyone anxiously awaited the Seal 
Beach parade. Grandpa Ted, who we never had the chance to meet 
while here on earth, had built a three-quarter scale replica of the first 
steam train in Southern California. You, Teddy, and your classmates 
climbed aboard, celebrating the trip of a lifetime down memorable 
Main Street. Recorded Christmas music and the clamoring of our 
train bell announced our arrival. Hundreds of store owners, families 
and friends lined both sides of the street loudly cheering at you and 
all the passengers.  Nana and Papa often came to visit from Florida. 
Other times we traveled there and met Uncle Mark, Aunt Kay, Cousin 
Lauren, and Christopher. Family meant so much to you.

Of course, my favorite Christmas was the year Teddy came into our 
lives, giving us a true Christmas gift. You held him in your arms and 
never wanted to let go. That moment is the Christmas picture I will 
forever cherish in my mind.

Christina holding precious Christmas gift in December 1997.
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You took care of Teddy as he got older. On Christmas morning you 
would go to his room and lead him to our Christmas tree, never letting 
go of his hand. You were so happy for him and helped him open all 
his presents. Then, of course, the two of you would roll around on the 
floor tossing the popcorn Styrofoam packing pieces in the air. Hurray! 
Snow in our living room! Every large box was then transformed into 
a tunnel, go-cart, or new playhouse. Do you remember when you got 
to play the part of Mary at church and Teddy a shepherd boy? You 
clearly understood the significance of Christmas meant the birth of our 
Savior, Jesus Christ.

Who needs a doll for Christmas when you have a fun baby brother?



22

Our ordinary, everyday family times at home held special memories 
and traditions too. Because of the legacy Grandpa Ted left behind, you 
were able to enjoy music created by antique music boxes from the early 
1900s. One large antique piece became your favorite. The Violano 
Virtuoso was a player piano and violin all in one, creating an orchestra 
feel right in our living room. When you were a tiny baby with colic, 
the only thing that would help you stop crying was the soothing music 
created by this early invention. While other parents used vacuum 
cleaner noise to help cope with their babies crying, I pushed the Violano 
button repeatedly. Dad had to replace the violin strings and tune the 
piano often so it could do its magic.

As you grew older, you twirled and danced to every sweet note and 
again all your world was a stage. You appreciated every blessing big 
and small God provided you. Every late afternoon became my special 
time with you when we unfolded your favorite blanket and read stories 
together. We treasured every page, and I delighted in every moment 
we shared.

Dad’s special times with you often involved building projects and 
painting. He would lift you in the highchair and put a smock on you. 
By the end, you were often covered in more paint than any picture. It 
was quite the sight. But you didn’t mind and beamed with delight. Oh 
Christina, you painted all our lives with so much joy!

Dad also got you excited about our antique cars. Nana used to ask 
me how I could marry a Lutheran when I was raised a Catholic. My 
answer was simple, yet powerful. Dad’s garage had the Pope living 
inside! Nana soon learned the “Pope” living in our garage was a 1911 
Pope Hartford car that Dad and Grandpa Ted had restored together. 
How you loved riding in that car with no seat belts and the top down.
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You thoroughly enjoyed your kindergarten through fourth grade 
school years at McGaugh Elementary. Your teachers were wonderful 
mentors and would later stand by your side through the toughest test 
of your life outside the classroom. Recess usually involved playing 
football with the guys or jump roping with the girls. There were many 
times you sought out the new student or befriended those who sat alone 
at recess. I smile when I think back to when you changed schools in 
fifth grade and were the new kid. On the third day of school, you came 
running to me beaming with happiness. You said, “Mom—I helped 
the new girl make friends today at school.” I chuckled since you had 
only been there two days longer. You were genuinely happy for your 
friend’s successes and had a gift that enabled you to feel the depths of 
their pain when they were troubled. When you were in third grade, a 
classmate of yours had to weather a very painful storm when his father 
passed away while they were on vacation. 

You had such profound compassion for Brandon and his mom. 
I remember holding you all night as you wept for this family. You 
recognized the depths of their suffering and were so driven to help. We 
sent them gift certificates for ice cream and letters filled with love and 
encouragement. We prayed God would ease their pain. God brought 
us together in that moment and has since blessed us with an amazing 
friendship with Brandon and his family. Two years later these precious 
friends stood by our family in our time of need. Our friendship was not 

Christina and Dad share the Pope when she was in Kindergarten at McGaugh 
Elementary.
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by chance. It was a gift wrapped by God and part of His magnificent 
plan. 

The education you valued most was found within the Word of 
God. You had an overwhelming hunger and thirst to know your Savior 
better, wanting to draw closer to Him. Little did we know your hunger 
and thirst would be amazingly satisfied in such a short period of time. 
Your favorite worship song was “In the Secret” (I Want to Know You 
More) performed by Mercy Me and Chris Tomlin. Every word captures 
your walk so beautifully. At the age of ten you learned more about God 
than most people learn in their whole lifetime.

I can only imagine the overwhelming feeling to be able to see our 
Savior’s face and be held forever by Him!

Time spent alone grew important to you during those elementary 
school years. I must confess I did listen in on your private conversations 
with your imaginary friend Sally, who was a boy. Maybe you chose Sally 
to be a boy since your communication skills could later be used on 
your real little brother named Teddy. When you were about five years 
old, you would shut your bedroom door and the loud conversations 
would begin. I heard my voice echoed through you as you told Sally he 
could go to the park after he picked up his toys. You made this chore 
a fun one that didn’t seem like work at all. Music blasting from your 
Barbie boombox made every job easier. Jumping up and down on your 
bed released happy energy in between tasks as well. I grasped many 
parenting tips from you and Sally over the years. 

Inside that same bedroom Dad helped you design a rainbow that 
covered the entire wall behind your desk. Each morning you would 
awake to its brilliance, and the colorful design became something 
beautiful to look at after you’d studied and completed your school work. 
You loved rainbows and shared with your friends that if they believed 
they could get inside the one painted on that wall, entering a beautiful 
magical world. This all started when you were eight years old, but the 
lasting significance would prove to be remarkable. In a few years you 
would understand how rainbows represented God’s promise of His 
love, His forgiveness, and heaven. Your friends knew you believed, 
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and that faith carried you on that rainbow right into heaven. A great 
painful storm would come first, but then the clouds would reveal the 
rainbow of hope and God’s promise of eternal happiness. You made it 
through, Christina! You made it through! All glory to God!


