WHEN WORDS FAIL

By, John Pinamonti

My Friends - I hesitate to convey this news via email, but at a time like this, it is the only reasonable and quick way to reach you all.  I consider each and every one of you who reads this to be a friend, be it new or old, and let me say that now more than ever, I appreciate and cherish my friends...

The original intent of this note was to share with you some pictures from our wedding on 7/31/01 that our friend Willi posted on his website.  Now instead I share with you this news...

We have lost our brother Tim.  He was working on the 100th Floor of World Trade One on the side of the building where the first plane hit.  I tell you that first to get the terrible truth and detail out of the way, and to let you know that we were early on able to discern that he was in the office on a conference call (one of the people he was talking to said the line just went dead), and so we have been spared the agony of not knowing what happened to him.  Our hearts go out to those who have had to deal with not knowing and those like us who do know.  It was hard news to accept, but ultimately it helped us to start dealing with his loss because we know he probably was gone as soon as the plane hit, and that he didn't suffer...

That is enough of the grisly detail - let me tell you briefly what role Tim played in our lives...

He was both a big brother and a best friend to his little sister Mo.  He is the one who brought her to the party where Mo and I first met, he is the one who so generously let Mo live at his apartment at various times, he is the one who cooked us so many Sunday night dinners and took us out to his favorite restaurants, he is the one who threw us a fabulous engagement party, he is the one who gave Mo away at our wedding just a few weeks ago...  And as the 4th sibling of the six Reilly kids, he played a pivotal role in a family that lost their father when Mo (the youngest) was just six months old...

Most of you who know me through music probably encountered him at one of my gigs, as he was an avid music lover, and he loved all my various bandmates. He was also my friend long before he was my brother-in-law, and I always imagined us as cranky old men sitting at some family gathering years from now, telling stories of how it used to be...

Now, unfortunately we are left with a story we will never forget...

I will spare you any more words and leave you with pictures of our wedding that you have probably not seen.  I do this because somewhere in all this chaos and pain, there has to be hope, and I think that Tim would want us to embrace that hope and to celebrate the full life he lived.  Certainly one of the best days of that full life was the day that his "Momo" got married. I know that the pictures such as the one of his niece Kimberly looking out at the old Manhattan skyline are heartbreaking, but they are also hopeful. And at least we had the chance to have Tim in our lives, and we are grateful that he was able to stand in for a father that Mo never knew…

And if you never knew Tim, you can see in the picture of him toasting us what a loving man he was.  So wherever you are, raise a toast to him, and pray that he is at peace...

Peace and Love to you all -

jp

http://www.williwongphotography.com/maureen_john.htm
