John Ziomek
February 27, 1957 - August 2, 2012

John J. Ziomek, 55, of Nuangola died Thursday at Hospice Community Care.
Born February 27, 1957 in Kingston he was a son of Ann Kindler Ziomek of Wilkes-Barre
and the late John Ziomek.
A 1975 graduate of Bishop Hoban High School, John went on to study electrical
engineering at Pennsylvania State University.
John was a self-employed licensed electrician for more than thirty years.
He married his high school sweetheart, the former Kathy Malesky on June 8, 1979. All
through the last thirty-three years John has been a wonderful husband, father and
grandfather with true devotion to his family. One of his greatest joys was cooking gourmet
meals for all to enjoy.
He will be greatly missed by his wife, the former Kathleen Malesky; sons: John and his
wife Rachelle Ziomek of Wyoming, and Nicholas Ziomek of Lancaster; granddaughter,
Kaitlin Ann Ziomek; brothers, Michael and his wife Diane Ziomek of Florida and Greg and
his wife Nina Ziomek of Connecticut; aunts, uncles, nieces, nephews and other family and
friends.
Celebration of John’s Life will be held Monday at 9 AM from McLaughlin’s – The Family
Funeral Service, 142 South Washington Street in Wilkes-Barre with Funeral Mass at 10
AM in the Church of Saint Patrick. Interment will be in Saint Mary's Cemetery in Hanover
Township.
Visitation will be held at McLaughlin's on Sunday from 5 to 8 PM.
Permanent messages and memories can be shared with John’s family at http://www.celeb
ratehislife.com
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Comments

“

It was the fall of 79 and I was 14 years old. My sister Laverne and my father (Buddy)
Kindler wanted too move her horse business back too our farm .the old heffer barn
needed to be rebuilt too house horses . It was a very big job . My uncle Ben ,John
and Mike began work too remove 1/2 of the barn that could not be saved . I watched
as John began too cut very large timbers with a chain saw inside the old bad section
. When he finished I asked him if it was safe for me too be inside . his reply came like
this . He said well , I am gonna tap right here with this here sledge hammer and we
will see if its safe . as he did he unleashed an implosion as I never witnessed before ,
I ran 50 feet beyond the back entrance of the upper part of the barn before I stopped
. as I walked back there stood John with that rye smile , covered in dirt , hair blown ,
choking on dust and perfectly fine , he said well dont that beat all and boy I never
seen anyone run that fast . It took 6 weeks too clear the rubble . John thank you for
that memory . Your cousin ,

Bernie Kindler - August 06, 2012 at 12:04 AM

“

Zio you will be missed by all of us.
Wayne Zawatski,Class of 75

Wayne Zawatski - August 05, 2012 at 11:28 PM

“

I'll always remember John, what a funny guy! We were class mates at St. Boniface
Grade School on Blackman Street and I'm sure both have better memories of those
days than bad. My mother notified me about John and am always sad to hear about
buddies from days gone by crossing over preparing our way. I heard a conversation
from a catholic priest who answered questions about this life in relation to life beyond
and was happy to hear his views were what I've always thought: that the next life is
simply an extension of this life but with higher dimensional awareness, what a
wonderful continuation! God bless John and hope to see that wry smile again!!!
Paul Stilp.

Paul J. Stilp - August 04, 2012 at 10:45 AM

“

Sandra (Shields) Zupancic lit a candle in memory of John Ziomek

Sandra (Shields) Zupancic - August 04, 2012 at 08:41 AM

“

At this point in life, we have a tendency to ask questions: questions for ourselves,
questions for others, questions of life and questions of faith. More often than not, we
ask the same question of no one in particular.
Why? That is what we ask.
The truth is, we may never know why with any certainty. But we do know that there is
no single ‘should have done’ or ‘could have done’ or ‘did’ or ‘did not do’ that would
have changed that why.
All that love could do was done…
We assure you that while there is nothing we can do to change what has happened;
we will be here for you. Our objective is to assist you through this time as seamlessly
as possible, and we encourage your reliance on us to see that all details are
arranged and carried through properly.
Our service to you doesn’t end, but continues as you need us. We can assist with
details which present themselves after, just as we are capable with those leading to,
the funeral service. Please don’t hesitate to solicit our advice on any matter as we
are happy to be of assistance.

Tommy McLaughlin - August 03, 2012 at 03:10 PM

“

One of my very first memories of Zio was him sitting at our kitchen table sharing with us
how excited he was about becoming a Dad in a few short months. We must have said
something raising concern over "the cost of raising a family these days". Zio took out a $10
dollar bill and proceeded to light it with his lighter saying..."you see this, it's only money, it's
not important, family, now family is everything. If you have family you are richer than any
man".
These past few days I found myself pouring through years of photos. Our families were
best friends since high school. We went to all our proms together. Our families went on
countless vacations together. We celebrated our babies births, and years of birthday parties
and family celebrations together. We would get together almost every Friday night when the
kids were little to play cards. We determined which house we would play at by who had
what in the refrigerator.
As I studied each photo I realized the only ones where he was alone, were the ones where
he was fishing. All the other pictures were filled with him playing with all the children. He
was the one digging deep sand pits for them to play in, teaching them how to fish, the one
sitting on the floor surrounded by Leggos, the one dancing with the kids in our rented
beach house in Hatteras. He told the best stories and the kids couldn't wait to sit on Uncle
Zio's lap and be entertained.
The other photos where he wasn't playing with the kids were loving and beautiful moments
with his wife Kathy, my best friend who I've called Toots since we met in 8th grade. I always
loved being in their presence together. I always admired the love they shared, the way they

respected each other, looked at each other, cared and supported each other, even the way
they would always would walk side by side holding hands. Where there was one, the other
was never far away. I learned a lot about what makes a good marriage great, a mixture of
love, understanding, acceptance, trust, friendship which rolled all together becomes a
strong and loving partnership.
Zio, you will be greatly missed by everyone who has ever known you. You left behind
countless memories and stories which I promise will be retold and told again to the next
generation. You will be remembered as the best friend a person could ever have had, the
best father, the best son, the best husband. You my dear friend will live on in the memories
of every single person that was fortunate enough to have known you. You are a legend and
you leave behind a legacy of love.
Susie
Susie Gott - August 05, 2012 at 05:25 AM

