
Remembering Lost Promise 

 

On October 3, 2005, my twenty-five year-old brother lost his life 
from a cocaine overdose.  There is not a day that goes by where I 
don’t feel some guilt that I couldn’t of helped him.  

My older brother and I are both police officers; he works for 
Washington DC and I work in a city 15 minutes north of Boston 
and am assigned to a drug task force team.  

I knew what he was going through and couldn’t help him, 
though I tried so many times.  Maybe this vigil may bring a little 
closure to his death, for I have not accepted the fact he is gone.
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