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Seeing Ourselves

The event that impacted my life the most was the death of
my mother at the age of 16. Her death turned my whole
world upside down. She died from her second heart attack
on April 23rd 1976. The range of emotions and changes
were all over the place from the first attack on December
25th 1975 until her death. It is important to tell you about
the time in between the first and second heart attack to
understand what this did too me. Up until her first heart
attack, I was your typical 16 year old, I talked back, snuck
out and had this, “I know everything attitude”. That all
ended on that day when I first saw my mother after the
first attack.

I had been at basketball practice at the time and this is im-
portant to note also because of the fact I tried out for the
team without my mother’s permission. She had told me not
to, but I did it anyways and because of the way she raised
us, she allowed me to stay on the team. My brothers and

I were raised to finish what you start and to always give
100% or do not do it at all. When I first saw her she was
begging to die and said she could not take it anymore. She
had raised 3 boys on her own and stress had taken its toll.
At that moment I started thinking of all the things I had
done recently to stress her out. I vowed at that moment to
quit sports and get a job to help out and to focus on my
school work.

Even my mother told me not to quit anything, along with
a bunch of other people. They all knew the best way for
me to help my mother was to focus on my sports and get
a scholarship to college and to go on from there. I had
always been a star football player and that was going to be
my ticket to college and maybe even the pros. Then she
would never have to work another day in her life. The hos-
pital she was in was across the street from my school. So I

got permission to spend my homeroom time and my lunch

at the hospital. I did this every day for the 3 months she



best friends. They knew me well and they knew it

was going to hit me the hardest. They shuftled me off to a
room and when they told me I tossed the couch over and
punched a lamp and the wall. I was angry for two reasons,
one I was not there when she died to say good bye and I
was pissed at God for taking the most important person in
my life away from me. Things were going great why he had
to taken her, I saw a bright future for her and myself. That
all ended that day, I started to just walk out of the hospital,
but they chased me down because they knew I would walk
until I could not take another step.

From that day on I became a loner and a very angry young
man, things would never be the same. My school work

did not suffer but my Teachers, coaches and friends did.
My whole attitude changed for the worse. I talked back to
teachers and coaches, I had this “no one can tell me what to
do attitude”. I hated God and the world, it became my loss
though. I lost scholarships and opportunities, I skipped
practices, talked back to everyone and just did not seem to
care about anything. The hate and anger made me a better
football player, but it made me one, no one wanted.

I felt a lot of things, the three top ones were hate, anger,
and depression. It took me quite a few years to get a han-
dle on these feelings. What amazed me later in life is how
everyone thought I was this strong young man and I did
not need to seek help. That was part of my growing process
through this. It was a time in my live that defines who I am

today.

“If life gives you lemons.

Make lemonade”

Ben Franklin













