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The Obituary
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PATRICIA ANN CAMPER
Amt (Hammr was born to Helen
atritiu
Camper and the late Clarence Lindsey on November
4, 1955 in Detroit, Michigan.
Patricia professed religion at an early age. She
was a member of Chapel Hill Baptist Church. She
attended the Detroit Public Schools and graduated from
Highland Park High and went on to Highland Park
Community College.
Patricia Ann Camper departed her life on
February 24, 1993 in Detroit Receiving Hospital.
he leaves to mourn and cherish her memories: her mother, Helen Camper; four
Dorisene, Shirley, Valeria and Arleatha Rena; six brothers: Roy, Charles, Johnnie,
Rich and Vincent; ve aunts: Ina Henderson, Verna Dixon, Claudine Glenn, Mary
ndsey and Mattie Brannon of New York; one uncle, John Stewart; and a host of
:latives and friends. She also leaves one very special friend, Frank Hamilton.

T
God is good and remember this for no one else but He,
Can really know what's best for us — or why some things must be.
He knows just why the winds must blow or why the rain must fall,
And in His gracious, loving way He cares about us all.
And when we’re faced with mysteries that can’t be understood,
Through living faith, and faith alone, we know that God is good.

For every life there is a reason
for the changing of the weather gives us our seasons
For every problem there is a solution, if we just trust
and don ’t give up like most of us,

Our lives are planned right from the start
the twinkling of our eyes to the last beat of our heart.
om
As we travel down life’s highway as straight as it may be
sometimes we make that wrong turn that could determine our destiny
Love for today like there is no tomorrow,
because if this is not done, your hearts could be left with sorrow.

Pat

.

. . Chance made us sisters. hearts made us friends
You have been and always will be in my heart.

Love, Your Big Sister
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Helen Camper was born t0 Otis and Mattie Lee
Fowler—Camper September 8, in Pinola, Mississippi.
Helen attended James Chapel Missionary Baptist Church in
Pinola, Mississippi in her younger years. She migrated to
Michigan in 1952 where she began to seek Christ. After
finding Christ she was baptized at Motor City Missionary
Baptist Church. She served on the Usher Board and also
joined the Mother's Board, she was an active member until
her health began to fail. She answered the Master's call in
the evening of December l5, 2004 in Harper Hospital.
Helen knew the meaning of unconditional love, she
touched many lives with her love, kindness, wisdom,
understanding and sense of humor. She was a very loving
and caring person. Her generosity was just one of the many
qualities that made us cherish her so well.
She leaves to cherish her memories: four daughters,
Dorisene Camper, Shirley Jean Camper, Valeria Zarnett
Blackman, and Arleatha Rena Holland; five sons, Roy Lee
Camper, Charles Edward Camper, David Christopher Camper,
and Vincent Keith Camper; 48
grandchildren; 29 great-grandchildren; two sisters, Vemia
Mae Dixion and Claudine Glenn; and a host of other relatives
and friends.
She was proceeded in death by her mother and father; a
daughter, Patricia Ann Camper; a son, Johnie Ray Camper;
two grandsons, James Rafeal Camper and Troy Holland Jr.;
two sisters and two brothers.

:

Grandma
Some people have a special way of brightening up a place, of
adding warmth to every heart, a smile to every face." You'll
be loved because you're the kind of person who touches lives
and hearts and makes the world smile. You'll always be loved
and we will truly miss you just because you're you. We love
- Your Grandchildren
you grandma.
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Sunrise: Octo er 16, 1982

Sunset: August 30, 2014

Service to be held

Friday, September 5, 2014
10:30 a.m. Family Hour

-

11:00 a.m. Funeral

City Temple Seventh Day Adventist
8816 Grand River

-

Detroit,

M1

48204
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- football coach, published author-poet, and avid

gamer—

died on Saturday,

August 30, 2014 in Detroit, MI. He was days away from 32.
On October 16, 1982, Ricky was born in Detroit, MI, the rst of thrcc children born to Crystal Wright.
As a child he was diagnosed with Spinal Muscular Atrophy, a type of Muscular Dystrophy. This disease
causes weakness and developmental issues in the muscles of the body, most predominately in the arms
and legs. His battle with this disease was impressive and purposeful; far outlasting the life expectancy
of his treating doctors. If you knew him well, then you know his deance of his doctor’s expectancy was
probably out of spite as he didn’t like to be told what to do. In spite ofhis condition, he went on to live life,
experiencing more than most.

A product of the Detroit Public School system, he graduated from Henry Ford High School in 2000

as a

proud Trojan.

Among other interests, Ricky had a passion for football. As a child, he would watch and dissect the game of
football from the sidelines. The fall was his Graceland. Fridays, Saturdays and Sundays is where he found
the most peace. Bret Farve was his player. The Green Bay Packers were his team. His loyalty wouldn’t allow
him to switch teams even after Bret Farve retired, came out of retirement, retired again, and played and
retired for the third time. In the latter part of the winter, in the summer and spring, when football season
was long over, he would escape for hours into video games to get a taste of football.
After attending Henry Ford Community College, Ricky dove into his passion, as a football coach. Ricky
has coached football for the Detroit Dragons with the Police Athletic League. Also, as a certied coach for
the Detroit Public School League, he also coached his Alma Mater, the Henry Ford Trojans alongside his
mentor Coach Mike Marshall.

Ricky had a way with words. This led him into another passion. He took to music and poetry early in his
adult years as a form of expression. On Iune 31, 2012, Ricky teamed with a publisher to publish a book of
his poetry titled “Encaged in Flesh” under the penname Arkham Azkaban.
He loved attending concerts, competing in gaming tournaments, and being surrounded by loved ones
most of all. Ricky will be remembered for his quick witted humor and his sense of fashion, as well as his
habit of assaultin eo 1e w'th his motorized wheelc air.
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icky was preceded in death by his uncle Marcus Smith. Sr., his great grandmother Herdacine Wright,
and two close friends LaRon Daniels and Gary "Ben”Grecn. Hgl C h C. Rm P e h

Ricky leaves behind cherished memories, his mother Crystal Dowe (Kevin), father George McDay, brother
Chris Camper Sr., sister Amber Willingham, grandmother Io Cheryl Pinkston, grandfather Sandrew
Smith, two close aunts Valeria Greer and Dorisene Cam er, one close uncle Taiwan Smith, one niece
Corey Greer, DaiChanai Jones, AuiChanai
Riley Camper, one nephew Chris
Conley, Marcus Smith, In, Delano Bibb, Ion Bibb, D’Metri Banks, Brandon Banks, Iesse Brown and Angelo
Singletary, a loving daughter whom he treated as his own, Mi’Onlee, and a host of other brothers, sisters,
aunts, uncles, cousins, and friends.
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