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One man lost his wife. One man lost his lover. Who has the right to mourn? The man she loved
or the man she married? This short story explores how someone can be remembered by the
secrets they keep and leave behind.



‘Til Mourning A Short Story G. Tyler Mills ©2011 Gregory Tyler
Mills978-1-105-18058-3 He folded the white cuffs on his wrists and manipulated the slots
until they aligned. He slid the metal barb between them so that the black onyx of the links were
facing upward and outward. The same black onyx stone made its home on the ring finger of his
right hand. The monogramed letters were designed in the shape of a diamond on his left sleeve
cuff. He wrapped his tie around his collar and formed the knot tight under his Adam’s apple. The
black tie stood in deep contrast to his white shirt but was the exact match to the jacket. This was
a fact of pride to him. To not be one of those men that just throw any black tie to a suit and
expect the shades to agree. He was very meticulous with his appearance and this day would be
no exception. He took the gold pocket watch off the dresser and ran his thumb over the
engraved words on the back. She had paid extra to have “To my love” engraved on the back face.
He stood before the mirror and made the final adjustments on the white pocket square on his
chest. When everything was to his liking he walked towards the door. He took a final look behind
him. He scanned the bedroom one more time to ensure he fully absorbed any remaining
memories of her that might linger. He could see her standing next to the dresser in his blue dress
shirt. He could see her walking through the room and kick his feet at the end of the bed as she
tells him to wake up. The vision fades and he turns off the light. He entered the garage
and chose the gray metallic coupe. It was less ostentatious than the red Italian or the green mid-
century American classic. When inside he placed the car in reverse. The rain sounded like
clapping hands on the roof of the cab. His windshield was covered and the water splashed in
front of him. As he proceeded down the drive from his home he continued to wade through the
rain. The downpour brought back memories of St. Augustine and their first trip together.

Til Mourning mortgage rates, Til Mourning fortnite season



KyleMangum, “GREAT QUICK READ!!. This is a very well written short story that grabs your
attention immediately. G Tyler Mills squeezes a lot of detail an emotion into this great read!”

Alia, “Tragic, ironic and a joy to read. This short story truly invigorates the illustrative mind. The
author doesn't waste time, feeding the reader with captivating detail from the first page. An
emotional affair in short that left me wanting to seek out G. Tyler Mills's other works. It will be
interesting to see how his creativity occupies his first full novel, 
  
Gather Sticks Along the Way”

The book by G Tyler Mills has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 2 people have provided feedback.
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