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Charmise Galloway’s Statement: 

 

Dear Chairman Naughton, Vice-Chair Silvia, and Esteemed Members of this Committee, 

 

Good Afternoon.   My name is Charmise Galloway.  District Attorney Rachael Rollins has 

kindly submitted her testimony to you in writing today so all of her time could be given to me to 

talk with you this afternoon about the personal cost of gun violence. 

 

I share these words in memory of my son Da-Keem Haywood Shariff Galloway who was 

murdered on June 10, 2004.  

 

My son Da-Keem was killed over his Celtics hat at the young age of 14 years old by a bully from 

right across the street.  On the day he was laid to rest, that hate and senseless violence was 

overpowered by Love.  More than 700 people came to see my baby for the last time.  The place 

was overflowing and some had to stand outside.   

 

I gathered all the strength I could from somewhere deep inside.  I knew I had to get through the 

day.  But when I walked up to the casket I nearly passed out.  I can remember my family, 

grabbing me to hold me up, and people screaming my name, “Charmise”! I straightened up and 

let everyone know I was okay, that I just needed a moment to talk with my son for the very last 

time. 

 

Alone with Da-Keem, I promised him I would keep his legacy alive.  This promise is what gets 

me out of bed every morning and on with my day.  Every day I work to keep my son’s story 

alive, whether by offering support to other moms who are going through what I’ve gone through 

and learning to live again in the aftermath of murder, or by counseling Boston Public School 

students through a restorative justice project.  And every day I wake up so proud knowing that 

Da-Keem saved three other lives by donating his organs. 



 

The worst memory I have is Da-Keem’s friends and my brothers each dressed like Da-Keem 

himself, wearing the same jeans, sneakers, and t-shirt with his smiling face that read “I am 

special,” all escorting my son’s casket toward the black hearse that would deliver him to his final 

resting spot.  I still miss him with every single breath I take. I always will. But in better 

moments, my heart takes over and I can smile again when I zero in on that picture of Da-Keem’s 

smiling face and those words “I am special.”  I immediately return to the promise I made to my 

son to keep his legacy alive.  And I think of the very last words I said to Da-Keem in those 

moments just before he was laid to rest: 

 

“Mommy got you, my special angel.”       

 

The young man that murdered my son used an illegal firearm.  He is currently at MCI-Norfolk 

serving a life sentence.  Although the person who killed my son has been held accountable, 

nothing will bring Da-Keem back.  We need fewer guns on the streets and a stronger 

commitment by our elected officials to do everything possible to end gun violence.  These bills 

are a good start. 

 

Thank you for allowing me to share Da-Keem’s story with you.    

 

 

--------------- END --------------- 

 


