
Table of Contents

Should I Have Known Better? by Jann Tomasko

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Should I Have Known Better? by Jann Tomasko

[image: ]


Thoughts.  Second thoughts.  Always thinking about it, thinking it over.  None of those actions, words, or descriptions can describe what in a fleeting moment one would think was truly insignificant would play such a major component on the rest of my life.  Let me back up a little bit because I'm getting way too ahead of myself. I'm going to describe it to you.  My deepest regret, the moment I can’t take back, can’t do over.  In my adolescence, there was an event that happened so quickly that no real thought was involved.  It was something stupid, coming right off the cuff and out of the blue that it just happened.  Kids do stupid things just because.  Sometimes there really is no further answer.  

All I had to do was say no but it was just so insignificant at the time.  I’ve had a lifetime to replay that moment over and over and over again in my mind, wanting to change the outcome, wanting to revisit my younger self and somehow actually think about what I was going to do and not do it.  We do things every day that we don't give a second thought to, we just do it.  But it still bothers me, hell, it would bother anyone of why I never gave it any thought and just did it.  Too many times, flashbacks of that day continue to haunt me.  It wasn't like I was pressured into doing anything, it just happened.  

It was a beautiful summer afternoon, right smack in the middle of summer vacation.  Me and Robbie Davis were walking back from 7-Eleven after each of us had purchased a Slurpee.  His was Cherry and mine was Cola.  It was warm but not unbearably hot.  There was a cool breeze in the air, the sun was shining and of course it was partly cloudy.  We were taking the usual shortcut through the apartments and passing by what was left of the community playground.  When I was little, the playground offered not one but two sets of swings, one with Kiddie features and the other one adult sized.  There had been monkey bars, a merry go round, and a full sized slide along with Teeter totters.  Right now all that remained was the battered set of Teeter totters and the adult size swing set.  The rest had been removed by the passage of time, not to be replaced by something else.  

When I was a very little boy, my older sisters would take me up there and I would play on everything.  Each year that I grew older, some of the items disappeared for various reasons but not to be replaced with anything.  With each removal of a playground item, a little more of my childhood innocence was lost. It was the same with our neighborhood.  The neighborhood I grew up in which was only down the street from the playground was less than 20 years old.  In the mid-50s, it was a farm that was purchased and turned into a residential community.  The neighborhood used to have tons of kids, many of my age group but the majority were older.  Many of the families that purchased homes there already had several older children including my family.

We were coming down the hill between the two apartment buildings that looked down on the playground when we spotted this large tire.  It was just lying there in the grass. It was an odd place to find a tire because the parking lots for any of the apartments were nowhere nearby.  The tire was not a normal size car tire like I was used to seeing.  Oh no, this one was rather large with an unusual sized tread, the kind you'd find made for off-road vehicles.  To this day, I wonder if whoever left that tire there ever knew of the consequences it caused.  

Initially, we walked right by it.  For some reason, it peaked Robbie's attention. He stopped and turned around.  Since he stopped walking, I stopped walking.  I turned to look at him and sucked a good bit of Slurpee through my straw.  He went back and examined the tire.  He put down his drink and tried to lift the tire up but struggled.  I just watched him because I had no idea what he was trying to do. Then he asked me for help.

I put my drink down in the grass and went over and helped pick up the tire. This is the moment I want back.  I had no idea what he planned to do with the tire.  I believe at that moment, neither did he.  

We stood in the shadows of the apartment buildings that looked down on the playground.  This was a rather steep hill, a hill we would sled ride down in the winter time because of the slope.  To be honest, we didn't even look down when we let that tire go.  I'm sure and not just with hindsight but if we just saw those people down there, especially those kids, we would have never, ever rolled that big tire down that hill.

Only when we had the tire upright and gave it the necessary push to start its roll did either of us look up.  We let go of the tire as its weight helped start the momentum to roll and roll it did!  We looked up to see what we thought would be what exactly?  I don’t know.  Only then did I notice in the distance, a mother playing near the merry go round with her twin blonde daughters.  The girls were around 4 years old.  And guess what?  If you guessed the tire was heading straight for them, well then, you would be correct.

I can only speak for myself but I had the feeling of fear hit me right square in the chest.  The tire was rolling fast and picking up speed.  I tried to yell for them to get out of the way but I honestly cannot say if a sound came out of my mouth.  I helplessly looked on as there was no way to deviate the path of the fast rolling tire.  Rolling a tire down a grass covered hill makes little to no sound.  At least not a sound to let you know it is coming straight for you.

The mother appeared to look up just as the quick rolling tire was bearing down on them.  The little girls were in front of her and she could not react fast enough to push them out of the way.  The tire from my vantage point looked like a bowling ball about to take out the last 3 pins standing.  They stood perfectly in its trajectory.  The quiet summer air was quickly replaced with sounds of female screams as the tire slammed into both little girls and only slightly hit the mother.  It rolled another 15 feet and came to a complete stop and then fell sideways, just like the way we found it.

My worst fears were realized when all three were on the ground.  They lay there motionless while panic swept over both of us.  We didn't try to help them, we just knew we had done something terrible.  Robby immediately screamed “Run” and run is what we did.  We took off through the apartments, zig zagging our way through different apartment buildings, at some point separating and going our own way.  I can only assume Robbie went home because I didn’t stop running until I was in my backyard via a shortcut through a wooded area.  My heart was racing and I did not know what to do.  I was scared and went into hiding in my house.

The news of the tragedy of what had happened spread like wildfire.  All the local news channels had reporters there at the scene and they really played it up.  Whoever did this despicable act were just monsters.  The little girls had been rushed to Children’s Hospital and were fighting for their lives.  Were the little girls victims?  Absolutely.  Without a doubt. 

I was shaken up and was very nervous.  Hearing the news reports from just up the street only made matters worse.  After the second news broadcast, my mom finally took notice something was wrong with me and flat out asked me what was wrong.  I couldn't keep it inside me any longer and told her that Robbie and I were the ones who pushed that tire down that hill.  At first she didn't believe me but seeing as I was acting a way I have never acted before, she knew I wasn't lying.  When my father heard this, he just exploded with a series of insults.  Hanging out with that older boy was only going to lead to trouble.  The worst was yet to come.  My parents, being the ever God fearing people they were, didn't try to cover this up.  They knew that I had to accept responsibility for my part and what had happened.  That meant turning myself in which I did with their help that night.  That also meant naming Robbie as my accomplice.

After confessing, our names were left out of the news and what was left was we had to face up to the music.  My whole life changed then and there as I was forced to have to grow up fast and say goodbye to just being a kid.  I will spare you the details, as both Robbie and myself were able to stay out of juvenile hall but we were responsible for lots of hours of community service. 

The two little girls made a miraculous recovery, apparently no brain damage or broken bones from the incident.  Their mother suffered more trauma from the event of what had happened to her children than what the actual tire caused to her.  My parents were sued for the medical bills that the tire had caused that family.  Throw pain and suffering into that mix in the early 70’s and I couldn't have done any more damage to my family if I had planned to.

This financial blow to my parents was something they couldn't afford to take on.  My two older sisters were enrolled in out of state colleges and this event changed their future overnight.  My parents had to eventually sell the family home and we had to move in with my grandparents but at least we had a place to stay.  That wound between my sisters and I never healed.

Whenever asked, I would always say it was an accident.  But you really couldn't call in an accident because there was nothing accidental about this.  But it also wasn't purposeful.  It wasn't preplanned, premeditated or any pre-words you can think of.  All it was, was a poor decision that led to a catastrophic event.  

When school resumed after summer break, there of course was the shame.  I could even hear some of the talk behind my back and it wasn't just from students but teachers as well. I was being called a criminal.  Robbie started Middle School while I started 5th grade. I really didn't see much of him after that.  The event had changed my family, the dynamic would never be the same.  There would always be tension between my family members and me.

Our relationships were tested as if my actions had revealed a different person.  The neighbors that used to be friendly to me had become suddenly cold.  I was still the person they knew but for some reason now they didn't trust me.  Then the court ordered doctors and psychiatrists, all saying things about me that weren't true.  Now I had a label, a condition.  Now I was considered a monster, I was dangerous and I wasn't even a teenager yet.

After months and then years of being branded a deviant, did I really finally become what they wanted me to be?  I was a victim of circumstance.

Six years later, a very long time in the life of a teenager.  Years of therapy, my family moving to avoid ridicule, then finally finding an area that me and my family could call home again.

I guess it was a series of news reports that started all of this thinking.  Actually, after overhearing several students discuss where they would hide a body if they were to kill someone didn’t help things either.  Hearing about authorities finding dead bodies, some badly decomposed, some only skeletal remains while others intact, identified through facial recognition or at least dental records.  These news reports started me thinking (not a good thing).  Now this had become a challenge at least to myself.  To carry out the PERFECT MURDER.  Remember, unless the authorities find the body, the person remains missing as in a Missing Person.  The kind you might find on milk cartons or telephone pole flyers.  Desperate attempts to find someone who is in all probabilities long gone dead.  Hope is sometimes the only thing stopping a family from accepting the inevitable and moving on.  If there is no body found, the person MAY still be alive.

I have already been labeled a monster, a psycho, there have been way too many names to remember let alone keep track.  Something like this is almost expected, what all those court-appointed doctors and psychologists have predicted, only to validate their theories even if I know their predictions were bullshit.  Let me put it this
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