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Eulogy for Matthew P. Omans, by Jesse H. Grayman, with thanks to Robert Danielowich, Joe 

Geschlect, and Mary-Jo DelVecchio Good for their assistance with composition and editing.  

Delivered on 17 March 2012 at Raynor & D’Andrea Funeral Home in West Sayville, NY.   

 

Thank you Deacon Patrick, and thank you Alex for such kind words, and to our sister Katelyn 

and our cousins Thomas and Lauren for their assistance with this service today. 

For those in the room who haven’t met me before, my name is Jesse, and I am Matt’s older 

brother. 

And on behalf of our parents, Stanley and Eleanor Omans; 

On behalf of our brother and sister, Chris and Katelyn Omans, who are Matt’s biological siblings 

and only a few years older than him; 

On behalf of our oldest brother Steven Omans, his wife Michelle, and their three daughters—our 

nieces—Fallon, Devon, and Stephanie; 

On behalf of our dearest grandparents, Pat and Maryagnes Hession; 

And finally on behalf of our large, extended family of aunts, uncles, and cousins… the Adlers, 

the Smiths, the Rouths, the Bilichs, the Hessions, and the Vermettes… 



Jesse Hession Grayman Matt Eulogy #2, p. 2 

 

I’d like to welcome you and thank you all for coming to celebrate the life of Matt Omans, who 

was our beloved youngest brother, our youngest son, our grandson, our nephew, our cousin, 

and—I’m quite certain—the best friend of nearly everyone else in this room.  And on behalf of 

our entire family, please allow me a few moments to follow Deacon Pat’s homily and Alex’s 

memories of Matt with some of my own. 

Alex’s kind and generous words just now illustrate Matt’s larger-than-life personality:  his 

“nothing will phase me!” attitude; his “How may I help you?” business model; and perhaps the 

loveliest image of all; that if Matt were here with us today, he would be glad-handing the room, 

giving everyone a hug and telling each one of you what makes you an awesome person.  Matt 

owned every room he walked into; he filled a room with his personality the moment he stepped 

into it.  This special talent of Matt’s is perhaps most easily found in his pictures on Facebook 

from the past few years, almost all of which show Matt embracing his many friends with his 

enormous arms stretched across as many shoulders as he could reach.  

I don't need to describe this aspect of Matt’s personality in too much detail, because I know 

every one of you here has experienced it for yourself many times over.  One of Matt’s greatest 

gifts to us all was his incredible capacity to make everyone feel special. 

This past week I’ve been thinking a lot about family, as tragedies like this tend to inspire, and I 

realized that throughout his life, Matt was constantly extending the reach and widening the circle 

of his family.  There’s a certain kind of poetic harmony when you think about how Matt came 

into our home as an adopted brother, and then as he grew up turned toward the world around him 

and figuratively adopted everyone he met into a family of his own.  And he did this in every 

phase of his life.   
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One of the earliest examples that comes to mind was when Matt was about nine years old.  Our 

parents moved to Watertown Massachusetts, and Matt made friends with a kid his age down the 

street named Paul Gagnon.  Their friendship did not only last into their adulthood, spending their 

winters snowboarding and their summers on Cape Cod, but Matt also became close with Paul’s 

whole family, joining them on their vacations, and developing a friendship with Paul’s brother 

Jimmy.  I am so gratified that Paul was able to drop everything at his winter job in Colorado to 

join us here this weekend, along with his family; and I hope everyone here gets a chance to meet 

him and shake his hand, for being such a loyal friend to Matt all these years. 

Most of you probably know that Matt moved to Cambridge and lived with me in a Harvard 

dormitory called Mather House right as Matt was beginning the 10th grade.  Most 10th graders 

would feel intimidated by any one of the many changes he tackled that year; moving to a new 

town, starting a new school, moving in with his brother, and living in a building full of 500 

strangers who were at least five years older than him. 

But Matt wasn’t phased.  He took on the challenge of getting to know everyone in the dorm; 

from the dining hall staff, to all of my fellow resident tutors, and every undergraduate.  Matt’s 

easy camaraderie with all kinds of people in our dorm also made my job as a resident tutor easier 

by opening up relationships with students and staff that I would not have ordinarily met on my 

own.  

I’d like to quote what our good friend Joe, who is also here with us this weekend, wrote in just 

one of the many condolence letters I received from the people Matt and I knew at Mather House: 
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I remember hanging out in the Mather dining hall with you and Matt as some of 

my best time at Harvard.  Everyone always wanted to come and sit with Matt and 

talk with him and be his friend.  I think he was the most popular guy in the house, 

and he wasn't even a student!  And he was so good at being friendly with 

everyone—as comfortable being a dude with the football players as he was being 

funny and clever with all us ‘mos.  I remember he and I working together on a 

few of his essays, and being impressed not only with the quality of his work, but 

also just the quality of his company. 

Joe’s remembrance is just one example of how in Mather House, Matt became every 

undergraduate’s little brother, and he made me proud to be his big brother. 

When the humanitarian crisis following the 2004 tsunami brought me back to Indonesia to work 

there full time, Matt once again extended his adopted family when he moved into the home of 

Cynthia & Ricardo Pacheco, who are the parents of Matt’s friend from high school Esteban.  Mr. 

and Mrs. Pacheco generously invited Matt into their home so that he could stay in Cambridge 

until he graduated from high school.  They recall how exceptionally ambitious and independent 

Matt was, especially during his college application process.  My family and I remain so grateful 

to the Pacheco family and all they did for Matt.  I still marvel at the way Matt was so easily 

welcomed into the homes of others, not just as a guest, but as an adoptive family member for 

life.  Mr. and Mrs. Pacheco flew in on short notice from Amsterdam to be here with us this 

weekend, so if you have half a moment today to meet them, they and their children Esteban and 

Sofia can tell you funny and touching stories, from the ghosts Matt found in their house to the 
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honey baked ham he ate every single day for lunch in order to pocket the change on the lunch 

money our parents sent him.   

On the other side of my own extended family, I have three brothers that grew up in 

Massachusetts with my father and step-mother.  I’ve always been amazed and impressed that 

they always thought of my mother’s kids as their own siblings, too.  My brother Sam is now an 

adult, a Lance Corporal in the marines, and when he came home to visit last year, he made sure 

to catch up with Matt and the two of them went out together in Providence.  Matt was sending 

Sam his music recordings just a few weeks ago.  My dad and step-mother didn’t think twice 

about coming here this weekend, and before they got here my dad made the wonderful photo 

montage on the right side of the picture gallery as a tribute to Matt’s memory. 

The last family I want to mention doesn’t require additional explanation.  Alex has already told 

us about Matt’s total dedication to Lambda Chi Alpha, where (and I quote Alex again) “Matt’s 

door was always open and so were his arms.”  The bus-load of brothers from Ithaca and around 

the country, along with these other families I’ve mentioned, are all here with us today.  

It’s pretty clear that Matt had an infectious gregariousness and an easy ability to open himself up 

to new friends and family.  But Matt wasn’t some kind of massive politician-in-training or an 

untouchable movie star, with his brash confidence and endless stream of hilarious jokes.  As 

much as he could let his love and energy out into the world, he also had a deep capacity for 

introspection and quiet emotion that always drew me closer to him.  

One of my first memories of Matt is from when he was about two years old and I was in 12th 

grade, and we still lived in South Jamesport.  Matt would sit quietly out in the back yard, usually 
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at our picnic table, all by himself.  Maybe with a cup of juice, but definitely on his own, I would 

watch him through the window sitting there, so quiet, looking at the yard around him without 

fuss or demand for entertainment.  Seasonal weather permitting, he would do this several times 

per week, for up to a half hour at a time.  If he were an adult, it would have looked like 

meditation.   

As Matt grew up, every day after school, before Matt ran out with his skateboard, played his 

video games, or caused trouble around the house, he always did his homework, and I swear we 

never had to ask him to do it.  Even in high school when we were living in Mather House, I 

generally gave Matt the freedom to party hard with his friends because I knew he worked hard in 

the Mather library to get his school assignments done before he went out.  I don’t want to 

romanticize our years together in Mather—it was not always an easy negotiation when your big 

brother becomes your legal guardian—but encouraging Matt to do his schoolwork was never a 

point of contention. 

Matt’s persistent questions throughout his childhood were as genuine as they were annoying.  

For example, he never grew tired asking me questions about my life in Indonesia.  He had so 

many questions about college life, about my career as a perpetual graduate student, and he even 

wanted to know the broad outlines of the social theories we work with in my field of 

anthropology.  With no offense implied to the rest of my family, no one ever took a greater 

interest in my life and work, whether at Harvard or in Indonesia, than Matt did. 

Matt’s studies, his work, and his social life came so easy to him throughout his life, and he was a 

success at everything he wanted to do.  Behind such venerable qualities we also had to face some 
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of the more challenging aspects of his personality.  Matt was headstrong.  He was fiercely 

independent.  And sometimes he could be selfish.   

All of us are shocked by the untimely death of such a beautiful young man, and we are left with 

many questions.  Everything we have said about his life up until now—his gregariousness, his 

ease with extending his family, his capacity for introspection, and even his mistakes—we could 

describe as Matt’s “true self,” the core of what made Matt, Matt, and the man we love and 

remember.   

The hardest thing I want to talk about today is how Matt, over the past six months, lost his true 

self.  We will never fully understand why his life ended like this, but we do know that sometime 

last year, a rapid onset of psychiatric symptoms seized his true self, and he took a hard turn away 

from the path he pursued his whole life.  We believe Matt tried to fight and master his torment 

with his considerable will power, but the illness was too powerful for him to overcome on his 

own.  Matt’s death was beyond his true self, and outside of his rational control. 

After this horrible inexplicable tragedy, some of you may wonder how best to remember our 

brother Matt.  On this I can only speak for myself, but I will try to focus my thoughts on my 

sense of Matt’s true self.  I am so proud of Matt’s achievements, his exciting and joyous life full 

of true friendships with all of his adopted families, and of the confident adult who graduated 

from Cornell just less than two years ago.   

I would like to conclude with one final memory that best captures how I will always remember 

Matt.  While reflecting on his life this past week, I stumbled upon a journal entry I wrote in late 
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August 2003, just three days after we moved into Mather House, and a few days before he began 

his 10th grade year at his new high school in Cambridge.  This is what I wrote: 

One thing that I totally underestimated in this whole Matt-moves-in-with-Jesse 

show was Matt's feelings on the matter. It's as if I thought he was this plastic 

adolescent who just rolls along with the punches and miraculously adapts. But 

I've heard him say under his breath several times a day since we left Long Island, 

things like: "I can't believe I'm doing this" or "I can't believe this is really 

happening." And he's calling mom up on the phone and telling her how much he 

misses and loves her, and he's full of endless curiosity about Cambridge and just 

never stops asking me questions. Today, I was fiddling with our new laptop, 

trying to get the internet working and concentrating upon the Microsoft Control 

Panels and Registration Protocols. Matt was sitting next to me on the futon 

playing videogames on his XBOX, and then suddenly stopped, put his arms 

around my neck, leaned against me and asked: "why are you doing this for me?" 

Suddenly aware of how dramatic all these changes are for Matt, I could only 

answer, "Do you really have to ask? Why do you think I'm doing this for you?" 

and he just hugged me and held on for a while in silence. 

This is, to me, a mundane glimpse of Matt’s true self that I will always cherish.  The answer to 

his question, of course, is that I, and all of us, would have done anything for Matt to keep him 

with us, close to us.   

Please cherish your own memories of Matt’s true self, and don’t hesitate to share them with us 

this weekend as we say our farewells to him.  Thank you. 


