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Left: Warren and Gretchan Pyne with their three children at the beach in Wareham in 2000, Right: At the same beach four years later, the death of their dagghter, Lulu (below ), has left a vold.

Losing Lulu

In an instant, a family is shattered.

First of two parts

aturday, Joly 14, 2001, was one of
those perfect beach days in Truro.
The waves glittered against the
bluest of skies. As usual, Gretehan
and Warren Pyne and their three
children were the first to arrive and
the last to leave. They bailt “sand
bathtubs,” digging trenches and let-
ting the ocean A1l them with water. They
played paddle ball and frisbee, made sand cas-
tles and boogie-boarded. Luly noticed a little
girl on a nearby blanket and asked her to play. d
Lulo tanght her how to chew gum. e %
What Warren remembers of that outing
was the rock. The Pynes had a tradition: Onece the cooler was
emptied of food and drink, it would be refilled with interest-
ing shells and rocks. As they were leaving the beach, 4-year-
old Lulu tagged behind as usual, stopping here and there to
et one last treasure. Her father held the overflowing cooler in
one hand, his daughter's hand in his other.
“She picked up one about the size of & cantaloupe, and it
was brown and in the shape of a heart,™ says Warren, 40, “T

e — — =

had to keep the cooler id open to carry tha
one.” Today it sits on the Pynes’ deck.

Here's what Gretchan remembers: Lul
climbing into her lap on the beach, then
crawling onto her shoulders. It was almaost
like she was trying to get into my skin,” says
Gretchan, It was sandy and uncomfortable,
but her mother didnt mind. “Tt was so fanny
and so cube. It fielt like she couldn't get enough
of me.”

At the end of the day, the sea still in their
hair, the sand in their swimsuits, the Pynes
stoppéd to get ioe cream at Bob's Sub & Cone
in Wellfleet. It started to mist, creating a dou-

v.q

Frdt sy oo, e TRinbow. In the parking lot, Lulu Licked
her e cream cone and danced around while

her father videotaped her. *1 remember standing in line and
lonking at her and thinking, T'm never going to forget this mo-
mient,” ™ says Gretchan, 41. "She just looked =0 beautiful "
Gretchan went into the shop to fetch Lulu's S-year-old
brothers, Drew and Dvlon. As they emerged, they saw Lula
step onto the ledge of & metal bicycle rack in the parking lot.
They saw her strike what they call her *Vanna White pose,”
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‘We all
adored her’

= LLLU i yes.

Continuad froe Page BT They dated for & year, and when it
one aurm extended upward as i showeas- came time for Warren to gradhuate, they
ing the rainbows. They sow the unan- decided to come back east ogether. He

ichored rack fip over onto her body, They
sarw theelr fsther drop his camera and rsce
ower o her. As he got to her, she reached
up and openesd her mowth as if to say
soenething, bt o words came out. “Tt
looduedd a8 §f shee was reach ing past me to

T greewm up in Brockton, graduating in
1941 from Brockton High. The ocean had
always been his passion, He spent sum-
miers &t hils parenls’ cottage i Warcham
on Burzands Bay. He and kis friends all

hasdd dinghies with engines. They'd harvest

the minbow,” her father says. and sell quahogs t the neighlons for gas
The boys and Greichan ran, oo, Grei- — money.
chan screamed for someons to call 911. Gretchan and Warren moved bnbo that
Warren tried to resuscitate his mothondess cottage while sach estabdished a practice:
daiaghter. The twins were knedling beside  She openied hier own beauty salon in Mat-
their mother. In shock, Gretchan grabbed —— tapoisett, be a chiropractic office in Eas-
their hands amd begmn to pray. ton. On Sept. 9, 1988, they were marred
When the ambulanoe came, she rode on the grounds of the Kittanse (b in
with Labu. Warren and the boys followed.  Marion. They wene 25 years old.
“Come on, Lubha,” her mother begged. “We The next year, they bought a raised
really need you here. ™ She sang all of her ranch in Warcham that came with a
daughters fvorite songs, but in her beach lot. They could book out the hay

hemrt, she knew Lo could not hear her.

windows and see the water, Por Gretchan,
who never lakd eyes on the ocean until she
was 21, it was a phoce of heaven. For War-
ren, |f was & necessity,

ust three years ago, Gretehan and

‘Warren Pyme felt blessed. They had

created thelr dream family: healthy
twin boys and, frve years later, o dasghter,
It hadn’t been easy having vy of them.

Gretchan was suffiering from toxemda
during her 16-hour labor with the twins
in 1952 They were deliversd in an emer-
gpency C-section. Afterwand, she caught a
glimpee of a bloeish-gray baby before the
nurse exclakmed, “He's nof breathing!™
mrd tools off wiith hikm. Meanwhile, her
o o pressure was crashing,

=1 wons & wresch fioe v houers watdl [ got
woird thast she and Dylon wene doing OK,”

sxys Warren.,
After the twins, the couple were not
Eoing to haove any more children. They
rief experts will tell you that there bt two healthy hoys and two businesses
is mo more searing loss than thatof o take care of, “Our plate was full,” says
a young child. Gretchan, Warren smiles. *T always want-
“It's the desth of your future, the loss ed to hanve six kids," he says, “but the

of Innocence,” says Earl Grollman, a rabbi
and gricf counselor who has written no-
merous hooks on the topic. “The death of
a child is the wrong chronology; it's mot
the way it should be, Without any ques-
ton, for most people there s never clio-

twins cured me of that delusion.”
Giretchan disd not realize she was preg:
mant again antil the end of her first tri-
mieter. O July 5, 1997, &fter 30 hours of
laboe, Olivia Lynn Pyme was borm., “Olivia®
mans “bringer of peace,” bt the family
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sur, nibcknarmed her Luba, after Cindy Lou
A family is an organic unit; whenone ~ Who, the blond, pigtailed girl in “How the
part of it dbes, the entire infrastrcture Grinch Stole Christmas. ™ Until the day
teeters and can oollapse. As little as she ahe died, she firmiy believed that the
was, Lulu filled & large space at the family  Fourth of July fireworks were meant for PP ILT PO
table. Her death was also the death of the  her birthday. Above: A rainhow emerged
Py famnily as they had kmown it Her delivery was even more frighten- moments before Lulu Pynie was
What happens when such & tragedy ing than that of her brothers. Lulu was crushed by & bike rack at an ice
wtrikes a family? How do the surviving born at Jordan Hospital in Phamouth bt cream shop in Wellflest. Gretchan
miermbers o on® What helps and shat was rushed to Children's Hospital in Bos- Pine (below and left, with Lulu)

hoarts in thelr jowrney back from the ton after inhaling meconium, a mixture of grateful
brink? The nevws is filled with stories of an infant's first feces and amnbotic fhukd, ﬂ:-[::h:' o
chibdren wi die, but what happens to causing severe respiratory distress. [n the
the loved ones left behind? neonatal intenshve-care unkt, wines and
Every day, families all over the world tubes crisscrossed her body. The Pynies here!™ shw exchaimed,
head off for day trips. This is the story of were asked what faith they ohserved and “I'm very glad we let the boys do it"

ane family of five that set off for a blissful ~ were told their baby probably would not thisir father says. “Bocause it was their Last
day at the beach and retorned a famdly of ke it Bt the hospital had one of the chanice ™
fiour. few high-frequency respirators at the

time, and after 10 days of treatment she he 35-mile ambulance froem
he making of the Pyne family began  made a complete recovery, mm.mmvf«;‘l’mm
in Daveniport, lowm, in 1985, Every Draring that pregnancy, Gretchan had Cape Cod Hospétal in Hyannis was
three weeks Warren Pyne woulkd w0dd her beauty sabon to stay home. “War- the kongest ride of Gretchan Pyne's Hife;
come in to get his hair cut at the Phase 111 ren and [ thought someone should be shie prayed, sang, and talked to her

bty sadon. [t was just a few blocks from

witth the kids. [t was & financial sacrifios,

daughter the entire time. When they got

the Palmer Codlege of Chiropractic, where bt how mach staff do you need ™ The
bee wrms mtmctyiog. The $8 cof suited his stu-  hows were in sehool, &0 sl anid Ll had ::nmmmmmm
dent budget, and the hairstylist suited his  Jots of time together. “T aem so glad | did with their plastic semiautomatic. They mood. She was happy, and rightly so, We Laa haed no pralse when she arrived.
fancy. thiat,”™ she says. =T am so gratefol [ had that  dubbed ber “The Warrior Princess.” &ll sdored her™ Saill, Cormrwall labared ower her as Gret
=1 thought she was gorgeous,” says time with her.® Wheen they weren on the boat, they'd In bed at night, her brothers woald chan st holding her limp hand. It was, he
Wisrren, who was 22 at the time. The Fyne family was in perpetual mo-  drive down to the Cape. “When we go to hear her small voice calling for milk while  would later recall, the most devastating
Gretchan Russell cut his halr every ton, hiking, camping, boating, and ski- the beach, we go to the beach,” says Gret-  banging her sippy cup on the wall, and nighit of his caneer; he had thres young
three weeks for the next ten years. You ing. Every nice weekend, they would drag  chan. “We bring three or four duffels full  one of thern woubd throw off his covers irls of his owm at home. As e worked, he
can get to know a person pretty well, coolers down to the besch where their of all Kinds of stuff, end & cooler ™ and fetch it for her. Dyvion e to play talked Gretchan through it all, telling her
shamponing and rinsing, snipping and boat was moored. They'd motor over to They'd build sand mermaids and fish,  rough and tumble with her. Drewwould  every step he was taking,
shaping. They'd talk about everything: Cuttyhunk or Martha's Vineyard and bury the boys up to thelr chests in sand, it and tadk sweethy to her, Dyvlon liked o “You know when you'ne not going to
her boyfriend, his school work, their spend the weekend crabbing, shelling, surf the waves, bring body paints. “We dress her up. Drew would play Beanie Ba-  have a good outoome, * says the emengen-
Eoals, the lowa weather, and kneeboarding. A favorite fumily vaca-  spent all of our time with our kids,” says bies with her; the pink flamingo was her cy-room doctor. “But when they're young,
Warren's fraternity had a 48-room thon was to be dropped off by pontoon Warren. “And we still do. We don't have favurite. you try harder. It helps the family t know
mansion whose partles were legendary at ot on @ remote island 7 mifles off the that regret.” *The Beanie Babbes would fight over that you are working. so they don’t think
Palmer. He'd never directly ask Gretchan  shores of Lake Umbagog in Mew Hamgp- the kingdom, ™ says Direw. “We'd always you've given up.”
for & date; she had & bean. But he'd say: shire with their camping gear and food here was something sboart Lulu let her win.” But by the time Warren arrived with
“Why don you stop over™ She'd promise for a weelt [0 winter they'd harchoat I Fymee thal drew pecple to her. She “We spolled ber,” sdds Dylon. Dyvew mned Drvbon, Cormvwal] hisd glven ap.
i chi thiit, bt she never did. She swore charter in the Caribbean, Weekends, it was & beamtiful child, with white- (e brothers, they never revealed the  Lalu'’s chest and trachea had been
she'd never date a Palmer man. Shewasa  was skiing in Maine. When she was 3, blond hair and octan-blae eyes and un- identities of Santa Claus, the Easter Bun-  crushed bry the bike rack; she had died al-

tramibe; those boys were nothing bat trow-
ble. “They had a bad reputation of dating

Laalui b her lisg on the shopes. She wore
her hot-pink cast like a badge of honor,

et instanily. An autopey would Later
show that her heart had been severed. In

ity long, oy lidhes — & minkatare of
her mother, But it was more than that

ny, or the tooth fairy. Thet lest Christmas,
theey akdded and abetted thekr father In his

lcwn girls and then leaving them behind ~— making everyone sign it Lalu ook instantly to people, and they to annoal ritual: While Luba was being aterrible kromy, the happry-go-lucky girl,

when they graduated,” Gretchan says. “She did it all,” says her mother. her, "The harbor master at Mencmsha tucked in, they took his boots, dipped the  the darling of the family, had literally died
Then she and ber boyfriend broke up. Lubu also had & girly side: She loved to wouldn't bet us through unbess we had ber  bottoms in cormnstarch, and made “snow-  of & broken heart, mint chocolate chip ice

Around that time, Warren had tofind pa-  dress up, smear on makeup, paiet her fin- with us,” says her mother, “He'd always covered” footprints desan the hallway, cream still on her mouth,

thents 1o examine for dass. Would Gret- gernails — and, in the process, much of say, ‘1s Lulu on board? = from the fireplace 1o the Christrnas tree. Cormwall turned his attention to her

chan be willing? She was. He did the basic her fingers — and go to the grocery store, She loeedd to pick up starfish and Then they went outside, under her parents,

student exam: palpated her spine and chompiryg down the aisles in ber plastic crabe. She kissed frogs and chased drag-~ window, shaking reindeer bells and “T'm s0 sorry.” he said. “She's gone.”

checked to see ifher feet and by were high heels. One of the familys favorite onflies. “She had a flamboyant tempers- throwing pieces of wood sgainst the

even, Afterward, he invited her back to photos shows both Lulus: She's dressed in— ment.” says Gretchan, “1t was ineoncety- —— house to make it sound as though Santa

sex the fraternity house. This time she A purple tutu, firing away at her brothers  abile to her that someone could be inabad — had landed on the roof. “Mama, Samta’s Tomorrow: Life after Lulu



