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I miss my younger brother more than words can say. Although we didn’t see each other that often due to distance, I think we had a relationship better than many brothers that live in the same town. He would call me and I would call him, if not to complain about the weather, his pains, my job, then to just give each other shit. He was more than my brother, he was my friend. I’m not sure why it was his turn to cash in his chips, but I guess we don’t get to pick our time. 
When we were little, Wyatt seemed to have the knack for getting out of chores while Lonnie and I weren‘t so crafty. He was quite an awnry child. He would spitefully hit me because he knew that when I hit him back, Dad would catch me and I would end up in trouble. I managed to get even with him once. When I learned how to write in cursive I wrote Wyatt’s name on the floor of the upstairs linoleum flooring with permanent marker. Let me just say it was payback that all three of us boys paid the price for, but it was worth it. 
There was once when we were in High School, he was a Sophomore and I was a Senior. I was mad at a kid that stole something from our house. I threatened to beat the kid up if he didn’t return what he stole. Wyatt didn’t threaten anything, he caught the kid in the hall at school and commenced to knocking the tar out of him. The Assistant Principal went easy on him after finding out the whole story. This was just one of the many times Wyatt demonstrated that he was a man of his word and that he had a short fuse. 
Wyatt went through a battle with his own body when he came down with diabetes when he was in his 20’s. He was use to doing what he wanted, when he wanted, but this disease wouldn’t allow him to do it without causing him tremendous pain. He needed to take care of himself, but when he refused it cost him several relationships and a lot of pain. I guess this was fate or meant to be, because this made him available to create the love of his life, his daughter Heather.
Although he had a short fuse he had a stern, but loving side of him when it came to his daughter, Heather. She meant the world to him. He spent a lot of money and endured an excessive amount of stress trying to get custody and improve her life. He even went as far as risking going to jail in this endeavor. This took a lot of character and a lot of strength. It was very easy to see how much he loved her.
Wyatt took it very hard when our older brother, Lonnie died. For some reason, he had it in his mind that he could have prevented it by asking Lonnie to stay overnight instead of going home. I know he had a strong character, but I don’t think it trumps the power of God’s plan. Wyatt helped me get through that time of loss by being there when I needed to talk or get my mind off of what was bothering me at the time.
My hopes are that he is sitting enjoying his favorite food and drink with our older brother Lonnie who passed away Nov 15, 2005, all while not worrying about his blood sugar level, taking a shot, or dealing with the pain. Wyatt, if you are up there, cheers and thanks for everything. Say hello to Lonnie and all of the rest of our loved ones that have passed. I love you Bro, I will miss you.
