
If I told you that precious little of the conversations, activities 
and events of these last few days before [the end of 1970] are available 
for me to actually remember and recount, would it serve to temper your 
disappointment some if I reminded you that the past year had produced 
four students shot to death by national guardsmen and two huge musical 
counterculture figures dead by lifestyle? That all this came on the heels 
of Helter Skelter in LA? That the Manson Family was preceded by the 
murders  two  years  earlier  of  Martin  Luther  King,  Jr.  and  Robert 
Kennedy,  which  was  preceded,  in  turn,  by  the  murder  of  President 
Kennedy in Dallas, which still presents unanswered questions forty years 
later? All of this taking place before I could even say goodbye to four-
teen. Would it matter to you?

If so, then you can understand the further shock when my mother 
hands me the newspaper on New Years Day... My mother drew my atten-
tion to a short article about three inches in length, asking me if I knew 
the boy since it read that he attended our high school and was my age. I 
told her that I knew him and took the section of the paper she held before 
me so that I could read that Eddie was dead…………..The article stated 
that he died from an accidental discharge from a shotgun while cleaning 
it…………..When I returned to school, nobody wanted to talk about Ed-
die, or, at least, they would quickly attempt to change the subject. I did 
learn that his girlfriend had broken up with him shortly after Christmas 
and had spurned him by telling him that she was going out New Year’s 
Eve with another guy…………..Fred, his best friend who was also in my 
gym class and lived in the same block, told me that he heard the commo-
tion from the family and neighbors, so he snuck over to Eddie’s house. 
He knew that Eddie would mess with his gun in the basement, so he 
looked through the basement windows until he found him. The right side 
of his head was missing, the gun was laying next to him with a cloth strip 
around his right foot and through the trigger guard of the gun. It seemed 
to me that very few of my peers considered his death accidental. 
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