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sounded like he was already moving on. He
had gotten work through a temporary staff-
ing agency at a printing company where he
stuffed cards in envelopes and attached the
bindings to notebooks.

“I feel like I’m in jail,” Garrett said. He
needed to earn money to pay off his restitu-
tion, some of which he still owed from
when he was 12. At that point he was 19.

After walking the perimeter of Capitol Park
in Augusta, we sat on a bench under decidu-
ous trees that would soon trade green for or-
ange. He told me he was drinking and smok-
ing marijuana every day. His friends told me
he was doing harder drugs around then, too.

His friend Brian Dyer, a 26-year-old
with a beard and close-shaven brown hair,

described that time as “a summer and a
half.” He was both witness to Garrett’s
destruction and party to it.

But they each recognized the danger they
were in. The two psyched each other up to go
to Alcoholics Anonymous in Augusta once,
Brian said, but they got drunk first.

“Neither of us wanted to sit there. We’re
both looking at each other like, ‘Bro, do you
really want to be here?’ ‘No, no, fuck this, let’s
leave.’ I don’t know, it’s just sitting around,

listening to all the sad, sappy, bullshit stories.
We’re just sitting there bullshitting ourselves
anyways. Neither of us wanted to quit,”
Brian said. “We wanted to go get drunk.”

Garrett predicted his death to me
several times, including on the eve-
ning of Feb. 1, 2014, sitting at a pic-

nic table in the snow outside his mother’s
house in South China. The dimness from
the close of day shielded his face, but I still
could see the deepening circles under his
eyes. He’d lost more weight.

He was detoxing from heroin. Every once
in awhile, hunched over, he trembled. He
said he’d been throwing up. His body ached.

That evening was like a little window: I
only had so much time before it closed. He
hadn’t been in touch for a while and only
recently had texted to say he was “slipping
back into old ways.”

All along, Garrett spoke with an un-
usual level of clarity and self-awareness
about his struggle.

“I’m not at rock bottom yet, but I can see
it coming,” he told me that night. He wished
out loud he were back in Mountain View.

Of course he craved independence, but at
the same time, he said, “I told them I wish
my sentence was longer.” Even though he
knew it wasn’t possible, he had wanted to
stay another three to six months.

I think about this today — how the facil-
ity, which since has closed to juveniles be-
cause of small numbers, offered something
he needed. It forced him to stay away from
drugs, to take classes, to plan ahead and to
be safe. Maine’s juvenile justice system of-
fers more services aimed at rehabilitation
than jail, and Garrett saw it as a chance to
change his life. It was the closest he came to
an inpatient treatment program.

Mountain View probably saved Garrett’s
life in the short term — he said if he wasn’t in

juvie, “for all I know I would have gotten shot
and died. I would have OD’d and died” — but
it didn’t have a lasting effect on his drug use
or criminal activity, which were entwined.

As we sat in the cold that night, a fox ap-
peared out of the darkness along the tree
line of the backyard, apparent only because
of the lights shining from the house. Gar-
rett barked at it.

Back into the darkness it fled.

Brian said he saw Garrett’s addiction
at its worst during that winter of
2013-2014. They sometimes stayed

with friends or made camp in an abandoned
house. Other times, they slept in a truck.

“We’d have to wake up every couple
hours to start the truck. It was middle of
wintertime — cold as shit out,” Brian said.
Drugs insulated them from the harshness
and from memories. “That’s why we take
drugs — escape reality,” Brian said.

But their experiences forged their friend-
ship. “One time I didn’t have enough money
to get my kid diapers. Chicken bought my
kid diapers and milk,” he said.

Traci called Garrett’s living arrange-
ments couch-surfing.

In their reports, the police called it being
a transient.

Three days after Garrett and I talked, on
Feb. 4, 2014, someone broke into Safelite
AutoGlass on State Street in Augusta and
tried to get into a 2-by-2-foot safe. Around
11:30 p.m., police found a broken window and
a black hammer, along with an orange-and-
black screwdriver wedged in the safe door.
The door was bent, as if it had been pried, but
it hadn’t been opened. There had only been
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Garrett Brown’s aunt Trudy
Kopyc took this photograph
of Garrett during one of his

many visits to her home.
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Garrett Brown is pictured Feb. 1, 2014,
outside his mother’s home in South
China. He was detoxing at the time,

trying to wean himself off heroin.
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Brian Dyer sits on the porch of
Savannah Nadeau’s Waterville home.


