“Memorial Gathering”
for
Jimmey Craig
January 6, 2000
2:00-4:00 p.m.

The “gathering” was a lovely, satisfying, informal affair in the big reception hall at Community Church in Desert Hot Springs, California. There was an abundance of delicious food and people sat at round tables and visited and read the booklet that Amy had prepared.

In the back of the room on 3 long tables were large photos of Jimmey from 3rd grade to present, digitally enhanced by Chuck and Amy, and in addition, his trumpet, his golf hats from 5 or so of Jimmey’s favorite organizations, the Bible he bought in London in 1953, a wedding picture, and other momentos. 

In order to make it easy to get acquainted, name tags were prepared for attendees with a note about how the person was related to the Craigs. 

Background music, selected by Kevin and Marybeth, included a variety of Jimmey’s favorites. Franz Liszt, Chopin, Stephen Foster, Chet Atkins, Tijuana Brass, Mormon Tabernacle Choir, and others were represented.

Dr. Steve Mesarch led in a prayer and read Scriptures from John 14 (“let not your hearts be troubled”) and First Corinthians about the resurrection. He also read the three verses of “Great is Thy Faithfulness,” since we couldn’t find a recording of this.

Friends came from Santa Ana and Whittier (teachers) and Pasadena (associates at Datatape). At least 40 people came in and out. Many had other commitments and many others had not been aware of the affair in time to attend.

Afterward Kevin gave a “tour” of our home for those who had never been here. All were impressed with the green grass on two sides and mountains all around.

This was not a “funeral” as such. It was an up-beat affair as Jimmey would have wished.

There will be a graveside service near Branson later in the Spring when the weather will be better. Peter will probably be officiating at the Christian graveside service, along with a Craig cousin, if he is able to attend.

We are doing well here. We seem to keep very busy. Kevin is here most of the time, which is a life-saver for me. Amy is here 3 or 4 days a week for a few hours. Jimmey had trained her to take over the financial matters. Such a help!

No, I have no plans to move back to Missouri! (though I never say “never”). I’m quite comfortable here.

We three – and Jimmey – continued to be optimistic and full of HOPE up until the time he was taken to E.R. then hospice. This was only 3 days before his death. The treatment in Houston had helped him, and he continued to receive the treatment back home by Kevin and me, but he should have gone back to Houston several months earlier and not relied on local oncologists. But it was his choice and we have no regrets.

Our prayers were for peace of mind and that all would be according to God’s will, and these prayers were answered. He didn’t suffer excessively. Jimmey is in a far better place now. We look forward to seeing him again in that place.

Excerpts from the Readings:

“Let not your heart be troubled; you believe in God, believe also in Me. In My Father's house are many mansions; if it were not so, I would have told you. I go to prepare a place for you.  And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again and receive you to Myself; that where I am, there you may be also. And where I go you know, and the way you know. I am the way, the truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father except through Me.”    -- John 14:1-6

So when this corruptible has put on incorruption, and this mortal has put on immortality, then shall be brought to pass the saying that is written: “Death is swallowed up in victory.”  “O Death, where is your sting? O Hades, where is your victory?”  Thanks be to God, who gives us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ.  Therefore, my beloved brethren, be steadfast, immovable, always abounding in the work of the Lord, knowing that your labor is not in vain in the Lord.       
-- 1 Corinthians 15:54-58
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When we’ve been there ten thousand years, 


Bright shining as the sun 


We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 


Than when we first begun
