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September 27th, 2012. That morning, I woke up feeling like I had just been hit by a 

bus--my body ached, my stomach was in knots and when I stood, the pine hardwood floors with 

the olive green flower carpet seemed to spin. My green walls were too bright, the window to my 

left let in too much sunlight, causing my eyes to strain and my head to ache. My t-shirt and 

shorts made me feel cold in the new fall weather, the air brushing against my skin and making 

the hair along my arms and neck raise. 

For a moment, I would just lay in bed and stare at the slats of my little sister’s bunk 

above mine. She had risen long ago, already ready to begin her day. After what seemed like an 

eternity, but in reality was only a handful of minutes, I pulled myself from the comfort of my 

pillow. I left my room and went immediately to the right, down a small hallway that would lead 

to a short staircase. Pushing aside the velvet paisley curtain separating the hallway and the stairs, 

I took each step one at a time.  

Up the stairs was my parents bedroom. I knocked on the door to their room and it would 

open, revealing my mom sitting in bed. My father had already gone to work, his long commute 

began early in the morning. I asked my mother if I would be able to stay home that day as I 

wasn’t feeling well, and for once, she had no quarrels. I should have known then that something 

was wrong. 

I went back to bed, curling up in my flowery comforter with a sense of relief. I was happy 

to not have to go to school when I felt like I did. Soon, I’d drift back to sleep. 

However, I was soon to be awakened.  

My mother would sit on the edge of my bed and shake my shoulder until I roused from 

slumber. I can still remember the gloss of her hazel green eyes and the crinkling of her freckles 



across her nose as she looked down at me. Her voice shook and tears rose in her eyes. My chest 

ached just with the sight. 

She told me that something bad had happened--my first thought went to my grandparents 

or my great godmother, who were all getting on in their years and prone to accidents with age. 

My mother assured me that they were fine. Her next words were not something that I had ever 

expected to hear. 

My fifteen year old cousin, Tyler, had died during the night. In a freak accident, he was 

shot and killed. First, I was in disbelief, there was no way that something could have happened to 

someone so young. It is hard to process when you’re only 12 the tragedies of life. After I came to 

the realization that this was in fact my new truth, I couldn’t help but cry and mourn the loss of 

my dear friend. 

My mother did what she could to collect me. She asked me if I wanted to go with her to 

my grandmother’s, where the rest of our family would be gathering. I agreed and we were soon 

on our way. With my brother in tow, we all piled into our sandstone 2003 Honda Pilot. We 

would make a stop at Whole Foods--my mother would get a large tub of cookies and some baby 

sized vegetables for snacking on. She said it would help us, since we would probably need a little 

bit of sugar and would otherwise forget to eat.  

Usually when we would drive down to my grandmother’s house, the car would be filled 

with life and laughter, anticipation of seeing our family and the upcoming meals we would have. 

This car ride was eerily silent. I sat in the front passenger seat, my mom drove, and my brother 

sat behind her in the middle section of the car. Not one word was spoken, only the occasional sob 



was heard from me or my brother.  I watched as we passed other cars on the highway. I was 

jealous of the smiles and laughter that I could see through their windows. My chest still ached. 

My grandmother’s house sits at the top of a short hill in a little town called New Fairfield. 

My grandfather designed and built the house in the early 1970s and my mom and her siblings 

had lived their most of their childhoods. It’s red color is one of the first things you see, a beacon 

of what was usually joy. There were cars of all different makes and models in her gravel 

driveway and parked along the grass. I could identify the owners of each vehicle without having 

to see them. I thought how it had been a long time since so many of our family had gotten 

together. It upset me that the circumstances had to be death. 

As we stepped out of the car, we were greeted by my grandmother, who held me and my 

brother close as she and my mother spoke quietly. She led us inside. It smelled familiar, like pine 

and cinnamon. It helped to calm me. We went around to hug every person there and offer them a 

cookie. Most would take one. Others would smile and politely decline.  

My other cousins were there and I found that we all huddled together and just watched as 

the adults would talk out the formalities. Funeral. Memorial. Investigation. Police. Charges. 

Words flew by my ears, but I didn’t really process their meanings. I would rest my head on my 

cousin Finn’s shoulder. She would hold my hand. Tyler’s brothers sat across from us, quiet and 

stone faced. His sister cried. I told her I was sorry. 

The day would progress, and as the sky darkened, so did people’s moods. Finn, our other 

cousin Maia, and I would find ourselves sitting out on small deck outside my uncle’s childhood 

room, a tablet in our hands as we read news stories about our family. A tragedy, the accident was 

described as. Nothing but heartbreaking--a true loss for the community. Those were frequent 



thoughts among the comment sections of news websites, but we were soon to discover that 

reading the comments would not be productive or helpful for our grieving hearts. 

Vitriol and vile words would be slung about, calling my cousin names or degrading his 

worth because of the color of his skin. I found myself wanting to respond to every comment, 

every word in defense of my cousin who could not do so for himself. This, however, would do 

nothing but cause me more strife and heartache. I was angry that people could even say such 

mean things about a young boy who had died. Maia and Finn would pull the tablet from my 

hands and close it, telling me that we knew who he was and what random strangers thought 

shouldn’t affect us so dearly.  

They took me inside just as my grandmother would announce that she had gotten dinner. 

Pizza from the local parlor. Several boxes of hot, cheesy pizza would be piled high on the table. 

As the aroma of garlic, tomatoes, cheese and bread would fill my nose, I would remember that I 

hadn’t eaten anything but a cookie all throughout the day.  

My dad would arrive to my grandmother’s, finally off from work, around this time and as 

we all sat down to eat, his easy going humor would begin to lighten the mood of the room. As we 

ate, some of us sitting on chairs around the table, others on the floor, others standing or leaning 

against the walls, a sense of calm would take hold. The occasional dad joke would earn a laugh. 

Smiles were passed around the table. People leaned on each other for support. We were broken, 

but we would survive another dawn. 

We would be okay. 

 

 


