
“Tyler’s Story” 
Not sure where to start his story but here goes.... 

Tyler was born in Fairbanks, Alaska on March 29, 1994.  We were stationed at Fort Greely, but I was in 
school in Virginia, Tyler was almost 2 months old when I finally got to see him. We were being reassigned 
to my new duty station and Diana had the truck all loaded. We were heading to Fort Hood, Texas via 
New York so that our families could finally see Tyler.  It took us about 10 days to get there and we 
camped most of the way.  Sissy, our Bassett Hound, would cuddle right up next to Tyler in the tent to 
keep him warm. 
While in Texas Tyler started walking and talking...he was a boy on the move. Behind our house was a 
playground and one day he climbed the fence and was at the top of the slide hollering “Mommy, 
Mommy!"  Needless to say Diana was on the run to get him. He was very inquisitive...he learned that he 
could put pop tarts and pretzel rods in the VCR and make them disappear.  He loved riding his electric 
jeep in the front yard. 
He was the typical kid wanting to do things his dad did...watched football, auto racing, and hockey.  We 
took Tyler skating for the first time when he was three-double bladed skates-he loved it. When he was 
four, we were stationed at Fort Drum, New York and what better place to skate than in the North 
Country.  Nope...without the double blades, he was very unsteady and fell a lot. He wanted nothing to 
do with being on the ice. 
Tyler also enjoyed ice fishing and hunting with his dad, snowboarding and other North Country activities.  
He was a typical kid, never wanted to come inside and always exhausted "but I'm not tired!" by the time 
he went to bed.  The following spring I coached his T-ball team and we were off and running... an athlete 
was born.  He loved playing baseball and following the Red Socks on TV.  Tyler starting talking about 
maybe playing hockey-I think he liked the idea of checking people.  We told him he needed to practice 
his skating, so we bought him a pair of roller blades and let him skate up and down the hall. 
We bought our house in the summer of 2000 and that fall we signed Tyler up to play hockey.  The very 
first practice, he stepped onto the ice and away he skated...liked he'd been doing it forever.  Tyler really 
liked his teammates and Diana and I got along well with the other parents.   We travelled a lot as hockey 
parents...every weekend we were on the go.  It sure made winter go by fast.   
Tyler soon found out that there several kids his age in close by.  They all became good friends riding 
bikes, fishing, skateboarding and spending the night at each other’s house. The kids loved to come to our 
house because we were the only house in the neighborhood that had a paved driveway and a 
ditch...perfect for ramping.  All the kids with skateboards and bikes would set up ramps and rails and 
they would play outside for hours.  The neighborhood kids nicknamed him “Puttis”.  If he wasn't doing 
that, he was practicing hockey until after dark... smacking pucks off the net and off the house.  If he 
wasn’t doing that he was fishing or playing catch with me or his mom in the back yard.  
When I retired from the Army, we decided to make upstate New York our home.  I surprised Tyler one 



day when I brought home a 4-wheeler.  He was so excited and wanted to drive it all the time. He was 
even more excited when he bought his own 4-wheeler with the money he saved from working, birthdays 
and Christmas.  He got to be pretty good at fixing and repairing small engines.  When Tyler was in 6th 
grade, he decided to take Orchestra in school and, of course, choose to play the double bass. The 
smallest kid with the biggest instrument...that was Tyler...it didn't matter.  By the time he was in 7th 
grade, he made first chair. 
Also that year, his baseball team came in second and Tyler was chosen to play in the All-Star game, 
where he almost hit a homer, but was thrown out at home base.  It was a great year for hockey, also.  It 
was the first year he could check and he loved it!  He wasn't afraid to take on the biggest kid.  One of his 
teammates was his size and equally feisty...the coach dubbed them the "Twin Towers". Their team won 
numerous tournaments to include the Pepsi Tournament in Rochester.  They were referred to as the 
“Squeewees” (a combination of Squirts and PeeWees, as his team barely enough kids to play).  It was a 
great year. 
When Tyler was in 8th grade he started school at Thousand Islands so he could eventually play high 
school hockey as our district did not have a team. Tyler met up with and starting hanging out with some 
of the boys he had played youth football with and he fit in quite well.  He was inducted into the National 
Honor Society. One night he was invited to spend the night at boy's house he didn't normally hang 
around with. Diana didn't seem too concerned since she worked the boy's father. The next day when 
Tyler came home, he slept a good part of the day.  We really didn't think too much about it....we just 
thought the boys stayed up way too late.  Sometime later, Tyler told us he and two other boys tried weed 
and alcohol that night. 
When Tyler was in 9th grade, he was on the Varsity hockey team, and was one of the few 9th graders who 
actually got to play. He loved working out with his older teammates. He was small in size, big in heart 
and earned the respect of his teammates and coaches. At the end of hockey season, Tyler had his feet 
operated on... he was born flat footed and being as active as he was, he often complained of foot and 
back pain. It was a simple procedure in which a titanium piece was inserted into his foot to create an 
arch.  It was a four week recovery per foot.  As a result of the surgeries, Tyler was unable to play baseball 
that year.  Because, he couldn't sit still for very long, he went out for the modified golf team...and loved 
it.  Like with every sport, he excelled and played the number one spot. He won several matches that year 
and for his birthday, we bought him a golf membership. 
The following year, Tyler got his appendix out.  We were visiting family in Pennsylvania and by the time 
we got him to the ER, he had a fever and was in pain.  He was given morphine and surgery was 
scheduled for the next morning.  Two days later he was as good as new.  A few weeks later, Tyler started 
going out with our new neighbor, Shay.  Diane and I liked her a lot.  The two of them were virtually 
inseparable.  That summer, Tyler got a job at the Can Am racetrack working in the concession booth.  It 
was hot, sweaty work, but he didn't seem to mind.   
While at TI, Tyler had many friends, several good friends and a handful of close friends.  Probably his 
closest friend was Storm.  He and Storm played football together, rode bikes and 4-wheelers together, 



but mostly, they worked out together.  They spent hours and hours in Storm's basement lifting, creating 
workout routines, concocting protein shakes and making up sayings only they could understand.  Tyler 
would come home...his whole body aching...and turn right around do it again the next day.  His 
relationship with Storm was unique, to say the least. 
That fall as a junior, Tyler was a starter and played defense on the varsity football team.  Pound for 
pound, he was the toughest kid on the field...he would pick out the biggest player on the opposing team 
and go after him.  One day, we were supposed to go as a team to watch the Syracuse Orange play. Tyler 
wanted to go for a quick wheeler ride before we left.  While he was going too fast while doing a wheelie 
on the road and he crashed, breaking his collar bone.  Tyler managed to get off the road and call his 
mother (who was not home) while one of his friends came and got me.  I called 911 and Diana and I met 
the ambulance at the ER.  I was mad, but more than mad, I was scared. The x-rays showed 2 breaks in his 
right clavicle, but luckily, he did not require any surgery.  When Tyler was discharged, he was given a 
prescription for Hydrocodone.  We followed up with our family physician, who wouldn’t renew his 
prescription for Hydrocodone, but suggested using Ibuprofen instead.   
In the fall of his senior year, he broke up with Shay and we began noticing some changes in Tyler.  He still 
hung out with his old friends, played sports and did well academically, but he also started hanging out 
with kids who were more interested in partying.   Sometimes Tyler would go to parties and spend the 
night with one of his new buddies.  Diana and I had many disagreements about that.  We didn't see too 
much of Tyler...he was always on the go. 
When Tyler was senior he was hurt again during football. While practicing on the tackling dummy, Tyler's 
knee smashed into the concrete bottom.  His knee instantly began to swell and fill with fluid.  Another 
trip to the ER showed nothing was broken, but we took him to our family physician who drained his knee 
by drawing out the fluid with a needle.  After the 3rd time taking him to get it drained, the doctor 
suggested that we/Tyler could do this ourselves.  All we had to do was go to the drug store and ask the 
pharmacist for needles. He was also put on some type of pain killers.   
During his senior year of hockey, Tyler's school combined with another to form one team called the 
Islanders.  Neither school had enough players to field their own team.  There were twelve seniors on that 
team, and Tyler again was a starter on defense.  He scored the first ever goal for the Islanders hockey 
team and went on to lead the team in hits and penalty minutes that year.  Tyler also was recognized for 
being a Scholar Athlete in hockey his junior and senior year. He applied to four colleges and was 
accepted by all of them.  He choose SUNY Cortland because they were known to have an outstanding 
Exercise Science program and Tyler wanted to be a Physical Therapist. 
Tyler graduated and left for college August of 2012.  We were proud and sad, but we knew he would be 
settle in just fine.   He made the club hockey team with ease and played in most games that year.  He did 
not like staying at the dorms... he said it was hot and crowded.  But, I think he didn’t like it because it 
was not his style.  A couple of older boys from the hockey lived in a house off campus, and he spent 
many nights there sleeping on the couch.  It was a serious party house.  Lots of times he sent me 
pictures of the parties and sometimes there were over a hundred people there. He ended up dropping a 



class because he was failing. He passed the rest of his classes, but barely so. 
 When Tyler came home for Christmas break, we told him he wasn’t going to take the car back...he had 
gotten too many parking tickets and we thought without transportation that he would stay on campus, 
buckle down and get serious about his studies.  We had begun to notice some changes in him...he was 
rarely home, and when he was, he was antsy.  He was hanging out with people we didn't know.   
Tyler didn't want to go Cortland after Christmas break...we encouraged him to give it another try.  We 
did give him the opportunity to call it quits then but he decided to stick it out.  Again, it was not a good 
semester...too much partying and not making it to class. He ended up dropping a class again and ended 
up with a "D" in PE.  What?  At that point, we decided that Tyler wasn't going back to Cortland in the 
fall....it was waste of money if he wasn't going to take his studies seriously. We later found out that he 
had been selling drugs to make money.  He had blown through all his graduation money. 
Tyler came home and started working back at Grass Point State Park, got a raise and was making about 
$9.00 an hour. And yet, he never seemed to have any money.  He was pretty much never home and 
when we insisted that he stay home, he was miserable.  He would pace so much, it became irritating.  
We found pot residue in his car...you could certainly smell it.   We had a lot of arguments that summer. 
He enrolled in JCC, our community college, and seemed pretty eager to go.  He came home one day with 
an ugly red mark on his right arm.  Tyler said he must have done something to it while he was working 
out...he was big into working out and lifting weights.  A couple days later, Tyler was complaining that his 
arm hurt...it was red and hot and twice the size as before. He went to the UCC and he told us that doctor 
said he needed to go to Orthopedics.  A few days after that, it was obvious his arm was infected and he 
had a fever, but he said he wasn.t going back to the doctor.  Finally, the pain got to him...he went to the 
ER and was admitted to the hospital.  They were going to have to do surgery to clean out the infection.   
After the surgery, the doctor came out and told us that if Tyler had waited any longer, he would have lost 
his arm...or worse.  Tyler said he remembered being bitten by a spider...and since he worked at the 
marina, we didn't really question it.  He was in the hospital for 5 days.  We later found out that his friend 
shot him up with heroin for the first time and used a dirty needle. 
A few weeks later, I was cleaning out the car and found scales and baggies in the car.  Tyler tried telling 
us some BS story, but we knew he was selling pot and we kicked him out of the house. He then lived with 
a friend in a scummy place in Watertown.  He was still going to school and also got a job at Sears. We 
decided to let him use the car so that he could at least get back and forth to school and work.  He got 
fired from Sears and after much discussion, he moved back home.   
On one of the nights while I was staying up at Wanakena, Tyler told his mom he was using heroin...he 
seemed relieved to have that off his shoulders.  After a lot of tears and hugs, Diane assured him that we 
get him some help.  We had no idea where to start, but he and his mom were able to him into a detox 
facility for 5 days. There are very few drug rehab facilities in northern New York, so were fortunate to get 
him in so quickly.   Being very naive, we thought this was all he needed.  He came home, went back to 
school and started working again.  We never gave him more than $10 at a time and had him bring home 
receipts to show where the money went.  He said he was going to NA meetings and we thought 



everything was okay.   
One night in early January, Diane got a phone call from the NYS Troopers...he had been caught stealing 
from his job and they found needles with heroine residue in the truck. We were mad as hell and that 
night was ugly....there was a lot of yelling and swearing...pretty much on our part.  This time getting into 
to treatment wasn't so quick.  He wasn't able to get into a detox...he didn't complain much, but I knew 
he was going through hell.  He was way too thin and his face was covered in pimples and sallow looking.  
And we wondered why we hadn't noticed that before.  After about 10 days, we were able to get him into 
a treatment facility about an hour from our house.   Tyler was in for 21 days...that's all the insurance 
would pay for.  He talked to some of the other patients and they convinced him he needed to be on 
Suboxone.  We knew nothing about drug...only that it was supposed to make it so you couldn't get high.  
So, being good parents we took him to Syracuse to see a doctor who could prescribed it and later found 
out that it too, was a controlled substance...another drug that could be abused.   
Tyler started putting on weight, his face cleared up and was going to NA meetings 3 times a week.  We 
took a family vacation to North Carolina and he looked healthy again.  I remember him saying how good 
he felt....mentally and physically. He got a full time job and he and his friend put a new motor in the 
Nova.  He also started working back at the State Park and for a couple of months things were good. We 
found out that Tyler was using again, so we kicked him out again. He got fired from one job-too many no 
shows-and was living in a cockroach infested, slum apartment with another guy.  One morning, he called 
his mother at work, crying.  He'd spent all his money on drugs and wanted help.  We told him if he 
wanted our help, he had to move back home and do things our way. He would give me his paycheck and 
we would dole out the money to him.  About 6 weeks later, he quit his job at the State Park and moved 
to Elmira to live with his sister, Christi, and get away from the triggers up here and start fresh. 
Tyler enjoyed being in Elmira and spending time with his family there.  He got to be a good uncle to his 
nephew, Owen, and also got a new workout partner...his brother-in-law, Donnie.  After a few weeks 
there, he got a job working at a heat treat facility.  It was hot and dirty work, but he didn't seem to mind 
and we told him, if he kept up the good work, we'd bring the car down for him to use. Christi and Donnie 
were keeping track of his paychecks and occasionally he bought beer or weed (which we didn't know at 
the time).  Because Tyler was doing so well, we asked him to come visit us Labor Day weekend and go 
camping.  He was all for it.  Diana went down to Elmira and picked him up.  While up at camp, Tyler really 
seemed to enjoy the camaraderie of his old camping buddies...fishing, 4-wheeling and just chilling.  It 
was good having him with us again.   
Tyler’s friend, Bree, came up to visit him on Sunday and about 3pm Tyler said he needed to go get some 
chewing tobacco and they went to the store.  Something made me check my wallet and sure enough, my 
debit card was gone.  I called him and told him to bring it back and he did.  But the good feeling was 
gone and it was replaced with uneasiness.  Finally, I couldn't stand it anymore and drove home....I just 
had a feeling.  And that's where they were... I came in mad as hell. Tyler was on the computer and I told 
them to get the hell out of the house. Tyler ran out of the house and, instead of getting into Bree’s car, 
he jumped into the old car and took off.  I tried calling him but no answer.  I called Diana and when she 
got home we checked out our bank accounts and sure enough, he had taken money from our savings 



account….again.  I told her that this time we needed to press charges and I called the police. It was 
awful.  I cried, she cried....did we do the right thing?  We tried several times to contact him, but got no 
response.  The police came we filed a report.   
Tyler ended up calling later on and talked to Diana.  He assured her that although he did buy drugs he 
tossed the stuff out the window and was staying with a friend from college and he was safe.  That night 
the friend called to confirm Tyler was ok and said they would call in the morning.  Tyler called in the 
afternoon and said he was on his way home.  He ended up getting pulled over in Pulaski for speeding 
and because the car was listed as stolen, he was arrested. We drove down to Pulaski to pick up the car 
and we asked if we could see him, but were told it would be better if we didn't. 
Tyler was transported to the county jail in Watertown.  We did not post bail for him and he spent 3 
weeks there until he was released under pretrial probation.  When he got out he came back home and 
we tried to make a go of it.  He started going out a girl named Julia.  She was nice, but we later found out 
that she was just as mixed up as Tyler.  Since he didn't have a job, he worked for Diane's father, doing 
odd jobs.  We were also giving him odd jobs around the house. I wanted to take the tree down in the 
back yard, so Tyler and I got everything set and then Tyler started acting funny.  He was pacing again and 
was on the phone nonstop.  We were halfway done when the rope snapped and part of the tree came 
down on the house. It took the power line as well as the electric pole on the house. I called 911 and 
while we were waiting, Tyler said he needed some chew and was going to run to the store quick. I knew 
he had my change from when we went to the store earlier.  The electrician came and said it would be a 
couple of hours to get things fixed, so I went to get the generator...and it was gone.  I figured Tyler had 
taken my generator.  Diane and I called and called him...no answer. 
We finally got ahold of him and he said had already pawned it, spent it all on heroin and said he was 
going to kill himself.  Diane was scared and so was I...his voice was so slurred it was hard to understand 
him.   We plead with him to get help and he agreed but we didn't know where he was and we were so 
afraid he would die before we could get to m.   So Diane called 911 and I went looking for him.  I found 
him about a minute before the cops did.  He had already shot up and had another 20 bags on him along 
with needles.  The cops just took it and disposed of it since he wanted help they could not prosecute him 
for the drugs. I ended up buying the generator back. 
They called the ambulance and he was taken to the ER and the next day he was admitted to the mental 
health ward.  He was there for a week Tyler made all the arrangements to go to Syracuse to rehab.  He 
was in rehab for about 7 weeks and then moved into a halfway house. Diane and I were pleased at how 
well he was doing, until we found out that Julia was back in the picture. We begged him to ignore her 
and we argued about her until we were blue in the face.  This girl was no good for him and his recovery, 
but we just couldn't get through to him. He even sold his Suboxone while he was there or gave it to her 
to support her habit. She ended up picking him up from the halfway house one weekend, without 
permission, and he got kicked out.  He then moved in with Julia again and started right back in the drugs. 
We gave him a car so he could get back and forth from CREDO (an outpatient drug clinic) and to a job but 
the first night he was home he was out with the car doing drugs and got pulled over. He was on 
something because they took him to the Jail and blood tested him.  When the results came back to his 



probation officer she put out a warrant for his arrest and he was picked up March 28th at Julia’s 
apartment, a day before his 21st birthday. 
Tyler plead guilty to unlawful use of a vehicle, a misdemeanor, and was sentenced to 6 months in county 
jail.  He also had his license suspended for a year.  Tyler struggled at times while in jail, mostly missed his 
family.  For as bad as we felt about him being there, we were finally able to sleep again.  At least we 
knew he was safe.  Diane and I, but mostly Diane, went to visit him weekly, sometimes twice a week.  We 
put money into his account so he could use the commissary and call us.  He had a hard time walking 
away from conflicts.  He always wanted to show people how big he was and most people would leave 
him alone because he did not back down to them.   
Once Tyler was released in October we made arrangements yet another time for him to start his life over 
and he was supposed to stay with us.  He always pushed the limits and within a few weeks he was right 
back with Julia again and in to no good.  I made arrangements to go to camp for bow season and Tyler 
was supposed to go with me.  I was ready to leave and Tyler was nowhere around.  He finally showed 
up...Julia must have dropped him off at the end of the road.  It didn't take much to see that he was high.  
His eyes and slurred speech gave it away.  I struggled with myself...I wasn't sure I wanted "this" Tyler to 
go with me.  I even pulled over and was going to take him back but I thought he needed to go and Diana 
agreed with me. It was an extremely uncomfortable ride.  Tyler was scratching himself uncontrollably ....I 
knew it had to be the heroin.  We picked up Owen on the way and I stopped at the store to get Tyler 
some Benadryl and some baby powder. We headed to camp my brothers and Tyler’s cousins were 
already there.  He was horribly sick that morning and I figured it was from withdrawals.  By early 
afternoon, he was feeling better....and for the next 2 days the old Tyler was back. He played with Owen, 
took him fishing and just took care of him. He played cards with his cousins and uncles and had a good 
time at camp.  He even thanked me for taking him but my guard was up.  When we got home the next 
day he left to go live with Julia again. 
I wanted so badly to go over there and drag him out of there. Finally, it got the best of me and I drove 
there.  I knocked on her door and all hell broke loose.  I wanted to just go on in, but I thought better of it.  
Tyler jumped off the back porch and met me around front.  He was high again and I can only imagine 
Julia was also. I could hear her mouth going and I could hear her daughter in the apartment also.  I tried 
to talk and reason with him and I should have known better... I begged him to come with me to get some 
help.  But he wouldn’t go. He told me it was his life and he had to do it on his own. 
A few days later we got a call from the Alexandria Bay clinic asking how Tyler was doing.  We had no idea 
there was anything wrong so we called Tyler and he said he drank too much, passed out and that Julia 
had taken him to the ER.  We found out later that he OD'd and Julia dropped him off out front...she 
didn't even go in with him.  When Tyler was released he went to her apartment and she would not let 
him in.  He slept on Julia’s porch that night...it was 20 degrees out.   
Shortly after that, Tyler called us and said Julia was not doing well and had managed to get into a detox 
clinic.  Detox and rehab facilities are very hard to get in to here in upstate New York.  So even though he 
didn't have his license, Tyler used her car and took her to detox in Potsdam and he went and stayed at a 



friend’s house.  When Julia came home, she kicked him out and Tyler asked if he could come home.  We 
took him in again and I gave him chores to do to try to keep him busy.  He filled out a lot of applications 
and applied at lots of stores to try to get a job. While waiting for a job he worked on the Nova, painting 
the undercarriage and doing the brakes and oil change.  It seemed like he wanted to do better and we 
took him to a couple of AA meetings in Evans Mills.  Only a few days later we sensed that things were 
wrong again.  I came home from work on Friday and he said someone was coming to pick him up...it 
wasn't anyone I knew.  He seemed nervous and I asked him what time he was going to be home and he 
said no later than 10:00. 
Tyler did not come home that night...we were mad and worried...another sleepless night.  In the 
morning I went out to the shed and the lock didn't look right.  I opened the shed and saw that my 
generator was gone again.  I texted a few of his friends and asked if they knew where Tyler where was 
and that he needed to call me right away or I was going to have him arrested.  Within 30 minutes, he 
called and I could tell he was on something.  He admitted to taking the generator.  I told him he had 30 
minutes to get home or I was pressing charges.  Shortly, before he got home, he called and wanted to 
know if the police were there, Diane told him no and she had to promise him that it was safe to come 
home.  He did show up.  He agreed he needed and wanted help.  Within three hours, he had made all 
the arrangements to go to a rehab facility in Florida. He left the next day...December 21. 
He was met at the West Palm Beach airport and was admitted into a detox facility. He remained there for 
a week and then went to the AION Recovery Center.  While there, he met some very good people...Rob, 
Armstrong, Jeremy, Matt…they were a pretty tight knit group.  Tyler, being the avid weight lifter/workout 
guru, was able to motivate and get them to the gym with him.  He and Rob spent a lot of time 
together...there seemed to be a connection between the two of them and Tyler said he wanted us to 
meet him when we came down. 
Tyler was doing really well so we decided to go down and visit... and get out of the cold weather.  It had 
been almost 2 months since we had seen him.  He looked so good, so healthy and his arms were huge!  
It was the best we'd seen him in years.  We spent a week in the West Palm Beach area going to the 
ocean, meeting with his counselor, and taking Tyler back and forth to work at a steel fabrication shop.  
He said he really liked working there.  We took him to open up a checking and savings account. We went 
out to eat with Tyler every day...it was fun being with him and he seemed like he had made great 
progress.  He even told me while we were in the car that he was never going back to the other life style 
again.  I told Diana that it really seemed that this time was it and that Tyler was getting better.  We met 
Rob at the AION center the day we left.  We only spoke for a few minutes but he seemed like a nice man 
and spoke highly of Tyler.  Little did we know just how important of person Rob would be. 
We left on Wednesday...we didn't want to go and Tyler didn't want us to leave. Diane told him we would 
be back before long.  That Friday Tyler got his first paycheck.  He told us how he put most of his money in 
the bank and we were proud. On Sunday he called us, and again we sensed that something was not 
right.  On Monday Tyler called his mother from the counselor’s office and said he was being put back 
into the program for a 2 week stabilization period.  He admitted that he had done heroin the night 
before.  While Tyler was there he went to a job fair and put in resumes.  We were looking for jobs for him 



as well, I found a job opening at an ice arena not too far from his outpatient facility.  So he called and 
spoke with owner and had an interview the next day.  Skating was Tyler's passion and it must have 
showed, because he was hired right on the spot.  The whole AION clinic was thrilled for him and 
supported him.   He was there a week and a half before he hooked up with another employee who was 
an addict and using.  One thing led to another...Tyler refused to give a urine test and was told he had to 
leave AION.  Tyler gave us some BS reason but we pretty much knew why he was kicked out. 
He then got into a halfway house a few blocks away...which, according to Rob, was a really bad place. 
Rob called Diana at work a couple days later.  He said he knew that Tyler was using again and that he and 
his friend, Armstrong were going to pick Tyler up from work and talk to him.  As it turned out, with their 
intervention, they were able to get him out of there and into another detox facility.  He spent a week 
there and then went on to the rehab facility.  He was only there for four days...it was in a bad area and 
someone broke in and stole the TV out of their bedroom. He decided to get out of there...Mike, Rob and 
Armstrong got him moved into another halfway house, where, because of overcrowding, he slept on a 
couch.  Tyler was only there for about 10 days before he was told he had to leave.  Apparently the county 
used this particular house a lot and there were three parolees who took priority. Tyler was told to leave 
the premises.  With nowhere to go he called his friend Rob again...Rob told him he would never be 
homeless. 
True to his word, Rob went to pick Tyler up. Tyler was sitting on a bench waiting when Rob pulled up and 
watched Tyler give his last $5.00 to a homeless person.  Rob took him to his house while they figured out 
a place for Tyler to go.  They looked at couple of halfway houses over the next week, but neither of them 
liked any.  What was supposed to be one night turned into two, and then "why don't you hang some 
stuff up" to finally "Tyler, do you want to live here?"  "Hell yeah! This is where I want to be!”   Rob found 
odd jobs for Tyler to do.  He and his friend, Armstrong, built a pergola out back.  Tyler was so proud of 
that and he worked hard to impress Rob.  Rob took Tyler everywhere...to early morning AA meetings, 
doctor's appointments, church...and of course, the gym.  Rob also had two dogs...a black lab and a boxer.  
Ronan, the boxer adopted Tyler and he was in his glory.  Tyler told us repeatedly that he wanted to be a 
contributor to Rob's house and he how much he liked living there and did not want to leave. 
Tyler got a job working for a landscaping guy and worked his ass off for four days and ended up getting 
screwed by him.  The guy said he just didn't not work out and refused to pay him for the work he did.  
Tyler was so mad he went to his room and shut the world away while Ronan sat outside the door 
whimpering... he knew his boy was not happy.  Tyler finally opened the door and let him in.  It didn't take 
too long for the "dog therapy" to work.  Meanwhile, Rob called his landscaper and told him about Tyler 
and he decided to give Tyler a chance the following week.  Tyler worked his butt off and after the first 
week the other workers decided that Tyler was a keeper and was hired full time. He got his first paycheck 
and handed it over to Rob.  Together, they were going to manage his money since money was always a 
trigger for Tyler. 
 In the meantime, Tyler met up with a girl from up here.  She, too, had been in rehab and was living in a 
half-way house in Boca Raton.  Diane and I weren't happy about that and already had a bad feeling 
about it.  It had nothing to do with the girl...we didn't even know her.  We just didn't like the idea of him 



being around with someone who was still in early recovery.   
 A couple of days after Tyler got paid, he told Diana that Rob's birthday was Wednesday and he wanted 
to get him something, but Rob had his money.  Diana suggested he ask John for some money and then 
give John the receipt for accountability purposes.  On Wednesday, April 20th, Diana and I had doctor 
appointments. Tyler called while we were in there so we told him we would call him when we were 
done.  So, around 430 we called him back and he told us he was on the tram going to Boca Rotan to get 
Rob some vape Juice and a birthday card.  Diana and I both thought it sounded odd to go all that way 
just for that, but thought maybe he wanted to see Haley, too.  I texted him at 7 o’clock to find out how 
Rob liked his present and he said he wasn't home yet and that he was going to visit Haley in the hospital 
cause of a thyroid problem.  That nagging feeling that something wasn't right was back and I told Tyler 
he needed to get back home.   
At 9:00 Tyler called and said he had been jumped by five guys.  He sounded not right and my parent 
response was “why are you in an area where you would get jumped? “  And I told him I had a bad feeling 
about this night.  He hung up with me so I tried several times to call him back.  Diana had just gone to 
bed, but she came out to help.  I told her of what happened and she called Rob.  Rob had already called 
an Uber driver to his location.  I tried several times to make contact with Tyler and finally got through but 
it sounded like he was in a struggle.  The first Uber driver left and we are not sure why, so Rob ordered 
another one and he was there within minutes. Tyler called his mom when got in the Uber and said he 
was ok.  She could tell he was on something and she kept him on the phone until he was almost home 
and told him to call her he got to Rob's. She wanted to give Rob the head's up on Tyler's condition. After 
Tyler made it home, Rob texted Diana, said he was safe and aside from a few scratches, was ok. Rob took 
Tyler's phone and searched him for drugs, but did not find any.  After going through Tyler's phone a bit, 
he texted Diane saying that Haley was bad news and he would talk to her in the morning.    
The next morning Rob called Diana at 6:30 and informed her that Tyler had passed away. 
 


