
 

Richard Leigh Henn III (Richie) and Scott Brant (Scotty) 

 

Here under the tree lies Richard Leigh Henn III (Richie) and Scott Brant (Scotty). When my 

grandpa took us to their graves as adults, he said we’d find it by looking for the tree our brother 

Adam would hit his head on. That would be the tree to your right if it’s still there at the time you 

are reading this. Grandpa took care of these graves throughout the rest of his life. He made us 

promise to continue caring for them after he was gone. The placing of this medallion is part of 

us keeping that promise.  

 

Over the years we’ve wondered what they’d have grown to be. Would we all still be close; would 

our children play? The night the boys died the whole family changed forever. It was a cold night 

when the call came into the North Tonawanda emergency dispatch. There was a working fire on 

Thompson Street. By the time the emergency crews arrived the fire was already raging. They 

tried desperately to save the boys, but they couldn’t find them in the heat and flames. The family 

will always be thankful and appreciative of the efforts made by emergency crews that night.  

 

Scotty was born June 21st, 1981 He was almost 9 years old at the time of his death. He was a 

kind kid who was nice to everyone he met. He had a catchy smile that always seemed to be 

lighting up his face. I wish sometimes I could still see it and hear that silly laugh. Scotty is so 

missed by his extended family. We like to believe he’d have kept that happy spirit and grown 

into an exceptional man.  

 

Richie was Born April 11th 1985 He was just under a month shy of his fourth birthday. He was 

the cutest little guy who was always playing. He was so sweet it was hard not to adore him the 

moment he’d smile at someone. I like to think he’d have been so adventurous when he’d have 

grown up.  

 

The boys never got to grow up, to experience so many of the moments we all take for granted. 

They never got a chance to drive or climb a mountain. We all live for them and hope anyone 

who reads this will do the same. Go on an adventure and think of them. I always believed Richie 

would have loved the outdoors. Volunteer with kids and picture Scotty's smile on the face of the 

children whose lives you are changing. Live for them, experience for them, but not only for 

them, but every child who never got to grow up and really live.  

 

 



 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 


