My Cousin Tim

By Anne Marie Foley

Where do I start?  I have a lifetime of memories of my cousin Tim, but one sticks out.  I was very young maybe 5 or 6 years old.  We lived across the street from Nana and Grandpa and on this particular occasion my sisters and I was eagerly awaiting the arrival of our cousins “The Reilly’s”.  On this trip The Reilly’s were all staying at this motel in Cambridge and to the Foley girls delight we were invited to stay over in the Motel with our cousins.  This was a pretty cool thing for us, as we had never stayed in a Motel before!  After an afternoon of swimming in the Motel pool and having our dinner it was eventually bedtime.  All the kids were in one room, 2 double beds, and blankets on the floor and Timmy in his crib!  We were having the time of our lives when from the adjoining room Aunt Claire and Uncle Chuck finally laid down the law and said we had to get to sleep!  We were all trying our best to snooze except for who…you guessed it, Timmy!  In no way was he ready to go to sleep so he kept jumping up and down in his crib and taunting the rest of us into joining his small rebellion.  The reason I think this story is so poignant now is that that is how I felt Timmy lived his life.  Full of fun, energy, being with family and never wanting the party to be over!

I Love you and will Miss You Tim.

Anne Marie

