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Dedication




To my beloved mother, Gloria — whose unwavering love shaped my earliest steps and whose strength continued to guide me throughout my life. Your support was never loud, yet it was always present, steady as the morning sun and constant as faith itself. 

You gave me roots when I needed grounding and wings when I needed courage. The same tenderness and devotion you poured into me, you extended freely to your grandson, Wynton. The bond you shared with him was filled with warmth, music, laughter, and quiet understanding — a love that will forever live within the pages of this story.

Though I miss your presence more than words can express, I carry the comfort of knowing that you walk beside me still — in memory, in spirit, and in every act of love that continues through our family.

I also dedicate this book in honor of my dear friend, Leon Traille, whose life ended far too soon in 1988. Your friendship shaped me in ways words cannot fully capture, and your absence has been a quiet echo throughout my years. I miss you still. In telling Wynton’s story, I carry your memory as well — a reminder of how deeply love endures, even beyond loss.










  
  
Foreword




This book was not born from intention, but from necessity. 

Two Months Short of Thirty is a father’s brave and masterful attempt to make sense of love, promise, loss, and the quiet questions that remain when a life ends far too soon. As Wynton’s mother, I have watched this story take shape with deep emotion and profound respect for the care, honesty, and devotion with which it has been told. These pages reflect not only the life of our son, but the unwavering love of a father who refused to let Wynton’s story be reduced to silence or misunderstandings.

This is not a clinical account, nor a search for blame or easy answers. It is a deeply personal narrative—woven from memory, pride, sorrow, confusion, faith, and enduring love. It captures Wynton as he truly was: curious, gifted, disciplined, creative, compassionate, intense, and complex. A young man whose life unfolded across soccer fields and piano keys, art and technology, classrooms and kitchens, churches and friendships, family gatherings and faraway places. He lived fully, passionately, and thoughtfully—even as he carried burdens that were not always visible.

Like many families, we did not recognize every sign. Some moments felt ordinary. Others seemed like phases, transitions, or the growing pains of young adulthood. Only in hindsight do certain patterns come into sharper focus. This book does not claim perfect clarity. Instead, it offers something far more valuable—truth told with humility, tenderness, and courage.

Mental illness, particularly bipolar disorder, remains widely misunderstood and too often hidden behind intelligence, creativity, confidence, and resilience. Wynton’s story reflects that reality. It also reflects the painful limits of parental control, the fragility of transition, and the truth that love—no matter how fierce or constant—cannot always shield someone from their own internal storms.

I am deeply grateful for the circle of family and friends whose love surrounded Wynton throughout his life and continues to sustain us in his absence. Their comfort, presence, compassion, and unwavering support have reminded us that grief does not have to be carried alone.

Above all, this book is written for Wynton—to honor his life, his gifts, his struggle, and his humanity. It is written for families who have loved deeply and lost painfully. And it is written for those who may recognize parts of themselves or their loved ones in these pages.

If you are reading this while carrying grief, uncertainty, or unanswered questions of your own, please know this: you are not alone. There is no single way to grieve, no timeline for healing, and no shame in seeking understanding when clarity feels out of reach.

Wynton will always be my son. My love for him did not end with his passing—it endures, unchanged and unbreakable. May his story, told here with such care, serve as a reminder that every life matters, every voice deserves to be heard, and love does not end when a life does.

— Judith Morroy
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Chapter 1 - My Son Comes into the World




A Quiet Arrival

It was the spring of 1992 in quiet, serene Reston, Virginia—a place defined by winding paths, calm lakes, and neighborhoods that seemed to breathe calmly with the seasons. Life moved gently and deliberately in that place, and on one unforgettable evening, the world seemed to pause just long enough to bless Judith, my wife, and me, Fred, with an extraordinary gift: the arrival of our son, Wynton Rose. 

He entered the world on May 18th at Reston Hospital, right on schedule, as though he understood the importance of timing even then. There was no dramatic announcement, no piercing cry that shattered the calm. Instead, Wynton arrived with a soft, almost tentative whisper of a baby’s cry—as if he were gently asking permission to be here. That quiet entrance somehow felt fitting, a subtle prelude to the person he would become.

For his mother and me, that moment was filled with overwhelming joy. We looked at him in disbelief and gratitude, marveling at his tiny fingers, his calm eyes, the weight of new responsibility settling into our hearts. 




[image: ]
Baby Wynton in Dad's Arms




We had prepared carefully for his arrival. His room was ready well in advance—painted a warm, soft yellow, a color chosen to reflect peace and comfort. The crib stood assembled and waiting, surrounded by neatly arranged furniture, clean linens folded with care, and the quiet hope that fills a home expecting new life.

Like many new parents, we braced ourselves for sleepless nights, for the exhaustion that so many warned us would come. We expected cries in the early hours, endless rocking, pacing floors in the dark, learning to function on fragments of sleep. But almost immediately, Wynton surprised us.

From the very beginning, he seemed… different.

He settled into a routine with remarkable ease, sleeping through most of the night as though rest came naturally to him. While other parents spoke of constant worry and fatigue, our nights remained largely undisturbed. He rarely cried without reason. When he did, it was brief and purposeful, as if he were simply communicating rather than demanding. Caring for him never felt overwhelming—it felt intuitive, gentle, even joyful.

He was, in every sense, a joy to care for.

I remember watching him sleep, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm, his face peaceful—untouched by the weight of the world that would one day challenge him. In those quiet moments, I felt an immense sense of pride and protectiveness. He was my son—my quiet miracle, my little bundle of joy. I imagined the life ahead of him: school days filled with curiosity, laughter echoing through our home, dreams unfolding, and a future rich with promises. Several weeks after his birth, we marked another meaningful moment in his early life. We held a christening ceremony at the Church of the Good Shepherd in Oakton, Virginia—the same church Judith and I attended at the time, and the place where we had been married in 1990. It felt fitting and deeply symbolic, a noble ritual that formally welcomed Wynton into a faith community and affirmed our hopes, prayers, and commitment to guiding him with love and purpose.

That day, like so many others in those early weeks, carried a quiet reverence—an acknowledgment that this small life, cradled in our arms, already held a significance far greater than we could fully comprehend.
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Baby Wynton with Grandma Gloria & Dad




There were no signs then of struggle or storms ahead. No warning labels. No diagnoses waiting in the shadows. Just a calm baby in a calm home, wrapped in love, surrounded by hope.

Now that I reflect, I see how inviting it is to revisit those early times, searching for hints—anything that could shed light on what eventually happened.  But the truth is simple and honest: Wynton began life as a peaceful child, deeply loved, warmly welcomed, and wholly cherished. His story did not begin in pain or disorder. It began in serenity. 

As the weeks and months passed and Wynton grew stronger, more alert, and increasingly curious, our home began to fill with the unmistakable energy of early childhood. His calm infancy gently gave way to the wonder and discovery of toddlerhood—a stage marked not by chaos, but by delight. Watching him develop was one of the quiet joys of our lives. Wynton was observant from an early age. He studied faces closely, followed sounds with intent, and seemed to absorb the world around him at his own thoughtful pace. One of the first places his curiosity settled was the television screen. While many children flitted from one image to another, Wynton focused—especially when a familiar purple dinosaur appeared.

Barney quickly became his favorite.

Long before he could say “Daddy” or “Mommy,” Wynton found his own way to announce his affection for that cheerful character. With wide eyes and unmistakable excitement, he would point toward the screen and say, “Bati-yah!” The pronunciation was all his own, earnest and confident, and it never failed to bring laughter into the room. Hearing that word—spoken with such certainty—became a treasured family moment, replayed again and again, as if it were a small but precious milestone.

It amused us endlessly that his first clear, enthusiastic word was not directed at us, but at a television character. Still, there was no jealousy—only joy. That single word reflected something deeper: Wynton’s early ability to recognize, connect, and express enthusiasm for what captured his interest.

Before long, Barney became a regular presence in our home. Wynton was gifted several Barney videotapes—back in the days of the VCR—and he watched them with the same focused attention he gave to everything he enjoyed. These tapes were more than entertainment; they became part of his early learning environment. Songs, repetition, colors, and gentle lessons seemed to resonate with him. He watched, listened, and absorbed.

Even then, there was a sense that learning brought him comfort.

Those moments—him sitting quietly, eyes fixed on the screen, occasionally smiling or softly vocalizing—are etched into my memory. They were simple moments, ordinary by most measures, yet profoundly meaningful. We weren’t witnessing anything extraordinary at the time, just a little boy discovering the world in his own way. But in hindsight, those scenes take on a deeper weight.

They remind me of who Wynton was before life complicated things—before labels, before struggles, before the world demanded more than it should from a sensitive soul.

Becoming Parents in an Uncertain World

Wynton was born in 1992, a year when the world itself seemed to be holding its breath—shifting, unsettled, and searching for direction. While we were learning how to cradle a newborn, the broader world was grappling with questions of justice, identity, and possibility.

Just weeks before his birth, the Los Angeles riots erupted following the acquittal of police officers in the beating of Rodney King. Nightly news broadcasts showed burning buildings, military patrols, and anguished voices demanding accountability. Though Wynton arrived into our lives untouched by that unrest, its presence was unmistakable—a reminder that the world he was entering was complicated, fractured, and in need of healing. As parents, it sharpened our awareness of the responsibility we carried: to raise a child grounded in empathy, dignity, and resilience.

Later that same year, the 1992 U.S. presidential election marked a turning point in American leadership. Bill Clinton’s election signaled a generational shift and renewed focus on opportunity, economic recovery, and hope for the future. In our home, amid late-night feedings and quiet moments watching our son sleep, that sense of change felt personal. It mirrored the transformation happening in our own lives—the transition into parenthood and the optimism that accompanies new beginnings.

And in the summer of that year, as Wynton grew from a newborn into a curious infant, the world turned its attention to the Barcelona Olympic Games. These Olympics—free of Cold War divisions—celebrated unity, excellence, and human potential. The images of athletes pushing past limits, especially the U.S. basketball “Dream Team,” filled living rooms across the globe. Though Wynton was far too young to understand any of it, the symbolism resonated deeply with us. The Olympics became a quiet backdrop to his earliest months, foreshadowing what would later become clear: movement, competition, discipline, and the joy of sport would be central threads in his life.

Looking back now, it feels fitting that Wynton’s life began in a year marked by both turbulence and triumph. The world he entered was imperfect, restless, and evolving—but also full of possibility. In those early days, as he slept peacefully in our arms, we could not have known the paths he would take. But even then, surrounded by a changing world, he brought with him a sense of hope, purpose, and light that anchored us through it all.

His First Birthday

Wynton’s first birthday arrived like a small but meaningful milestone—one that reminded us just how quickly time was beginning to move. In that first year, he had already grown so much, not only in size but in presence. By the time we gathered to celebrate, it felt as though he had already become a little person with his own personality, preferences, and quiet charm.

Family and friends came together to mark the occasion, and with them came an outpouring of love—expressed in laughter, warm embraces, and an overwhelming number of gifts. Toys of every shape and color filled the room, each one offered with joy and affection. It wasn’t the abundance itself that mattered, but what it represented: how deeply Wynton was loved, how many people had already claimed a place in his life.

At the center of it all, was the birthday cake.

As we gathered around and prepared to sing, Wynton sat wide-eyed, taking it all in—the voices, the attention, the flickering candle dancing atop the cake. When the moment came, he surprised us all. With unmistakable delight, he leaned forward and blew out the candle, his face lighting up with triumph as if he instinctively understood the significance of that small act.

The room erupted in applause and laughter.

That moment—simple, joyful, fleeting—has stayed with me. It was a reminder of how naturally Wynton engaged with the world around him, how he embraced experiences with enthusiasm and confidence. There was no hesitation, no fear—just pure, innocent pleasure.

Looking back now, that first birthday feels like a snapshot of everything we hoped for him: a life surrounded by love, marked by celebration, and filled with moments of shared joy. It stands as a gentle memory, untouched by what would come later—a day defined only by happiness, connection, and a candle blown out by a smiling child at the very beginning of his journey.

As A Toddler

He was a joyful toddler, curious and content, surrounded by love, laughter, and the gentle routines of family life. And in those early years, watching him grow was not a source of worry or fear—it was a daily celebration. As Wynton continued to grow, his world expanded beyond the familiar rhythm of Barney’s songs. New voices, colors, and characters entered his young life, and once again, he embraced them with enthusiasm and focus. Sesame Street soon became another favorite, and with it came a new set of companions who captured his imagination.

Elmo and Bert quickly rose to the top of his list.

He was drawn to their distinct personalities—Elmo’s boundless curiosity and Bert’s thoughtful seriousness—and it was impossible not to notice how attentively he watched them. These were no longer just shows that entertained him; they became tools for learning. Letters, numbers, songs, and social cues all seemed to register deeply. You could almost see the connections forming in his mind, as if his intellect were unfolding in real time.

This was a season of expanded learning, and it showed.

Wynton’s vocabulary grew steadily, his expressions more deliberate. He listened carefully, responded thoughtfully, and displayed an awareness beyond his years. There was a quiet sharpness to him, a sense that he was not merely watching the world but actively studying it. As a parent, it was both humbling and thrilling to witness—to realize that this small child was already developing his own way of understanding life.
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At One Year's Old




Around this time, the basement of our townhouse took on a new role. What had once been just another level of the house evolved into Wynton’s favorite playground. It became a place where imagination met movement, where learning extended beyond screens and into shared experiences. Toys accumulated there, laughter echoed off the walls, and memories were made—often without our even realizing it in the moment.

One memory stands out more vividly than most.

Our first true sporting duel took place there, centered around a simple plastic basketball hoop mounted on a stand, paired with a lightweight ball perfectly sized for small hands. To Wynton, it might have been just a game. To me, it was the beginning of something deeper—a father and son discovering each other through play.

I remember lowering myself to his level, letting him dribble and shoot while I played the role of challenger. In my mind, I wasn’t just Dad—I was the imitation of Michael Jordan, complete with exaggerated defense and playful bravado. I let him win, of course. I wanted him to feel the thrill of success, the confidence of making the shot, the joy of celebration.

And he did celebrate!

His smile after each basket was radiant, filled with pride and accomplishment. In those moments, the world felt right. There were no worries, no diagnoses, no shadows on the horizon—just a boy, his father, and a plastic hoop in a basement filled with laughter.

Looking back now, those early duels feel sacred. They were the foundation of our bond, built on encouragement, patience, and shared joy. They remind me that before anything else—before life became complicated—Wynton was a child eager to learn, eager to play, and eager to connect.

And I was a father grateful for every second.

During those early years, Wynton’s world widened beyond our home in ways that quietly reinforced how naturally he connected with people. Among the most significant connections formed during that period was with his babysitter, Flor — whom we lovingly referred to as Tita, following a cherished Filipino tradition.  

From the very beginning, she treated Wynton not simply as a child in her care, but as someone to be cherished. Tita and her family welcomed Wynton as though he were their own. Their youngest son, especially, was very fond of him. The two of them played together easily, laughing, sharing toys, and forming a bond that felt genuine and unforced. He was like a big brother to Wynton. Watching Wynton interact with them was deeply reassuring. He seemed comfortable, confident, and at home—qualities any parent hopes to see when entrusting their child to others.

One memory from that time stands out vividly.

Wynton spent more than a week with Tita and her family while we took a vacation to the Caribbean. Leaving him for that long was not easy. As new parents, the separation tugged at us constantly, even as we reassured ourselves that he was in the best possible hands. Tita cared for him with genuine warmth, and her family embraced him as one of their own.

It was during that time—while we were away—that Wynton took one of his earliest and most meaningful steps.

We weren’t there to witness it.

When we returned, Tita told us the story with excitement, describing how he had steadied himself, hesitated for a brief moment, and then moved forward on his own. There was pride in her voice, and affection too. While a part of me felt the quiet sting of missing that milestone, it was softened by the knowledge that his first steps had been taken in a place filled with love and encouragement.

It was also clear that he had thrived in our absence. Tita’s family spoke warmly of him, sharing stories of his curiosity, his calm presence, and the joy he brought into their home. They told us how much they had enjoyed having him there—and how much they missed him once he was gone. Those words stayed with me. They confirmed what we already felt: Wynton had moments of joy and belonging not only within our family, but beyond it as well.

Tita herself was a pleasant, caring presence—gentle yet attentive, patient yet engaged. She had a calm way about her that suited Wynton perfectly. Even years later, I remember her kindness and the role she played during that important chapter of his life.

Around this same time, another quiet milestone unfolded—one that would later take on deeper meaning. I purchased my first video camera, excited by the idea of capturing moments that photographs alone could not hold. I wanted movement, sound, expressions—the fullness of life as it happened. I began filming Wynton whenever I could, recording his laughter, his play, his small triumphs and everyday routines.

What started as curiosity quickly became intention.

I found myself editing those videos on the computer, piecing together scenes that told small stories of his life. One of my earliest productions featured a song that had just been released in 1992—a soulful, timeless track whose message resonated deeply even then. “Cherish the Day” by Sade. At the time, it simply felt like a beautiful soundtrack. Looking back now, the choice feels almost prophetic.

Those videos were never intended for an audience beyond our own small circle. They were not performances or keepsakes meant for display. They were acts of love—quiet attempts to hold on to moments we instinctively knew were fleeting. Each frame, each clip, was a way of saying remember this, a hopeful gesture toward slowing time, or at least saving pieces of it before they slipped away.

At the time, I could not have imagined just how invaluable those recordings would one day become. I didn’t know they would later serve as windows into a season when life felt complete, when laughter came easily and the future seemed wide open. Today, those videos allow me to hear Wynton’s voice again, to see his expressions, his movements, his joy. They bring back a version of the world untouched by grief—moments when everything still felt whole.

As proud parents, Judith and I were intentional about documenting the many stages of our son’s development. We took countless photographs—some formal, many spontaneous—capturing milestones, everyday moments, and everything in between. These images now appear throughout this book, not as embellishments, but as living reminders of a life that unfolded with beauty and meaning. Each photograph tells a story of growth, of connection, of a child deeply loved.

We were never alone on that journey.

Our close family and friends formed a strong, nurturing circle around Wynton, offering love, support, and a sense of belonging that extended well beyond our household. Judith’s twin sister, Ingrid—Aunt, Tante, as she was affectionately known—was a constant presence. So too was my mother, Mama Gloria—Oma—whose warmth and wisdom anchored our family along with step grandfather, Sam. Grandfather Paul—Opa, Judith’s sister, Lita—Aunt, Tante, offered steady guidance, while Uncle Jerry—Oom--brought laughter and mentorship. Together, they created an environment rich with affection, tradition, and shared responsibility.

In those early years, Wynton was surrounded by care—not out of obligation, but out of genuine enjoyment. People were drawn to him. They delighted in his presence, in his quiet charm, in the way he seemed to belong wherever he was. He was loved not only because he was our son, but because of who he was as a person—thoughtful, engaging, and easy to cherish.

And in capturing those moments—on tape, in photographs, in memory—without fully realizing it, I was already beginning the work this book now asks of me.  I was bracing myself. I was remembering. And, above all, I was honoring the life of my son—not just in how he died, but in how he lived.
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