
There were no candles, balloons, or hand-
made signs of sorrow. There was no endless 
stream of mourners, no television cameras.

Yes, there are people who weep for Terence 
Tyler.

Plenty.
The troubled discharged Marine, who killed 

two co-workers with an assault rifle and then 
turned a handgun on himself 10 days ago at 
the Old Bridge Pathmark, comes from a large, 
extended family that lives in and around the 
Brownsville and Bedford-Stuyvesant sections of 
Brooklyn.

Last evening, they gathered in one of the 
small parlor rooms at the John Funeral Home in 
Brooklyn. The dark casket was open, with a sim-
ple arrangement of white roses blanketing the 
closed half. On a nearby table was an official Ma-
rine Corps portrait of him, dressed in fatigues.

It was a subdued, lonely service. Their broth-
er, nephew and cousin was the perpetrator of a 
multiple public murder, the senseless kind that 
appalls a community, and sometimes a nation. 
He is a sympathetic figure only to those who 
knew him.

“Something was going on inside him,” his 
uncle, Christopher Dyson said. “He was in some 
kind of pain. He caused a lot of pain, a real lot of 
pain, but he must have been in a lot of pain, too.”

And so his wake was especially quiet: In a 
stunned silence, his family members murmured 
questions that all led to only one word: “Why?”

“Terence wasn’t in his right state of mind,” 
said his grandmother, Mary Dyson. “What hap-
pened, that wasn’t him. He wasn’t violent like 
that.”

Mary Dyson is the matriarch of the family, 
which has never been visited by violence. Ter-
ence Tyler is the first of her 15 grandchildren 
and 8 great-grandchildren to die. But she lost a 
daughter, Beverly, who died at age 51 of cancer.

She was Terence Tyler’s mother.
“He was never right after she died,” Mary Dy-

son said. “He never really cried, he kept it inside. 
But he was so sad. He never talked about it, but 
he was never the same.”

The family has talked about Tyler’s depres-
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sion in the days since the night at work that he 
went out on break and came back dressed in his 
Marine Corps-issue camouflage and opened fire.

This image of Tyler, walking, grim and pur-
poseful with two loaded weapons, intent on do-
ing either bodily harm or property damage, is 
mystifyingly different than the young man they 
knew: a quiet kid with a million-dollar smile.

That’s how he looks in the recent picture his 
sister Fatima shows anyone who asks. They 
are posed together, heads tilted closely in. Both 
smiling. Happy.

“I just want to know why,” she said. “I want to 
know what happened. I want to know why he 
left work, and came back in fatigues, with guns.”

The family has said repeatedly Tyler had no 
problems at work, and no problems with indi-
viduals at work.

“They were good kids,” Christopher Dyson 
said of Bryan Breen and Cristina LoBrutto. Dy-
son has worked at the store for seven years and 
knew victim Bryan Breen most of that time. “A 
great kid. I liked that kid a lot.”

He didn’t know LoBrutto as well, but said, 
“she was nice, too.”

Christopher Dyson is a maintenance man at 
the Pathmark, and got his nephew the job stock-
ing shelves at night. While Dyson has not yet 
returned to work, last Thursday he attended an 
employee meeting at the store. He expected to 
be shunned. What he got instead, he described 
as “lovely.”

“I went in and told them how sorry I am, how 
sorry all my family is,” he said. “I told them we 
can’t express enough remorse. And they all told 
me how sorry they were for our loss, too. Those 
Pathmark people are like family, and the way 
they treated me was lovely. We all shed a lot of 
tears in there, a lot of tears.”
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