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It was the end of the second semester and I was feeling antsy as my teacher handed out our quarterly report cards to take home to be signed by our parents. I didn't know how well I did but I was hoping I did well enough to make the Honor Roll. I worked very hard that semester and prayed it had paid off for me.

At the beginning of the second semester the teachers felt I was ahead of the other 3rd grade students, so as an experiment they promoted me to take classes with the 4th graders to see how well I would do. The work was a little more difficult but not by much. My main concern was continuing the streak I had of consistently making the Honor Roll. 

I had only failed to make it once before and at 8 years old it felt like my life was over. I had made a C+ in math while all other classes were A's and B's. Being bumped up a grade jeopardized my streak along with the rewards I always received when I did well. I worked hard and I hoped it was enough.

As my teacher finally approached me she handed over the brown manila envelope with a smile. I silently hoped that was a good sign for things to come. I grabbed the envelope not wasting time and opened it. I pulled out the card and scanned the column where the grades were posted and smiled.

I did it! All A's and B's. I was so proud and excited. Not necessarily because I did good while studying at a higher grade level, but because my streak continued which meant I would be rewarded for my effort. I couldn't wait for school to end that day. I was now looking forward to getting home.

As the bell rang for the last time I packed everything in my backpack while keeping my report card handy. I was keeping that close. I then ran out of class to my school bus which would take me home where my reward awaited me. I had waited a long 6 weeks for this moment.

The bus ride home seemed to move extra slow that day. It always seemed to go slower on days I was eager to get home but it finally got to my destination. Before the bus came to a complete stop I was already on the move. I ran excitedly to the front to try to be the first one off as I had things to do and a reward to obtain.

At that time I lived in a cul-de-sac of duplex apartments called DeVilla. I lived in the very first one on the right hand side when you turned into this complex. My yard touched the street the bus had just pulled up to. I lived with my mother and younger sister Alicia who was about 4 years old at the time. It was not the best of neighborhoods but it was home.

As I reached the last step of the bus I jumped off. As soon as my feet hit the pavement I turned right and ran into my yard where I threw my backpack as close as I could to my front door. Then with my report card in hand I ran to the little corner store that was one street away behind the apartments where I lived.

The store was not a part of the more popular chains. Its owner was a husband and wife duo. It was conveniently placed in a section of the neighborhood many well known franchises would never put one of their stores. Especially in a neighborhood like that. But for the kids of that neighborhood it was to our benefit, I personally was grateful to have it there.

Every kid in my neighborhood knew of the reward given to Honor Roll students. The wife who mainly operated the store was one of the most kind and generous human beings I've ever come across. She knew every single kid's name. She greeted us all with smiles and a hug for doing well in school. She was also the creator of the ‘Honor Roll Student Treat Giveaway’.

The rule was that we must come into the store and hand over our report card for her to make sure we made the Honor Roll. When she was satisfied with what she saw we were then able to get one canned soda, one small bag of chips and a candy bar. We were allowed to choose our favorites from each category.

I can't speak for every kid, but I can speak for myself when I say this woman knew I made the Honor Roll before my own mother did! She was a pillar in my community, after bagging up our treats and before we walked out of the front door she would always send us off with the encouragement to continue to keep up the good work. She motivated us and had us looking forward to the end of the next semester.

***
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Now I understand that to many people this small gesture of kindness may seem tiny and insignificant. I can assure you that couldn't be further from the truth. It should be evident that 28 years later I am here telling you about this woman you never knew existed. I don't know if she is still alive or if that store is still open. I hope that it is and I pray that the Honor Roll promotion is still going on. 

What I do know is through the ages of 7-10 that woman and her kindness helped to create a single piece of the puzzle that is me. She also did the same for so many other children of my neighborhood.  She gave us all goals to reach for at a young age and never rewarded us if we failed to reach it. Our parents teach us these things, but it is different when coming from a stranger. It felt more like a life lesson than a parental lesson if that makes sense.

I was a good kid. Very intelligent and wise for my age. This would be contrary to what people even at that point in time would want you to believe. I was thoughtful, playful, silly and funny. I once won an award for being the funniest kid in school too. It took some work but I had to teach myself how to laugh in order to keep from releasing the screams I felt inside.

I do not write this book to tell a sad story. It is just I feel we all have a sad story and I'm not trying to dilute someone else's experiences. It was never my plan to tell it in the first place. It wasn't until a very good friend convinced me that if it could save or help one person why wouldn't I go for it? I felt she had made a point and I decided to write for all the good kids in bad situations. I am them and they are me.

I write to maybe help people understand that there is no such thing as a bad kid and maybe change peoples perception on assuming what they think they know when looking at someone different from themselves. I also hope I can get people to see that we all have a story that impacts us in different ways especially when trauma goes untreated at a young age. I want to point out that a child doesn't understand the power of asking for help verbally when it is needed the most.

My hope is to inform and educate people on seeing the signs of a kid asking for help in their own ways by telling my story. Children do act out in ways that screams for help, or even show signs of desperately needing it. This doesn't make them bad. It just means they already have a story with trauma they’re trying to navigate in their own inexperienced ways. As youth we learn and soak up information. It isn't until we age that we begin to understand.

Experiencing horrible things at a young age can cause a young person to understand life differently or abnormally. Terrible circumstances causes the heart to deeply believe what the eyes see, and for a young person this creates a perspective that becomes their reality. There is a huge difference between a bad person and a person who is very lost and confused. I hope I can get this message across with my story. As for myself, I will let you decide what I am at the end. 

If I could get one person to be like that kind lady in the store I'd have accomplished my goal. Please don't misunderstand me though, what I mean is that if I can get one person to become a young person's memory 28 years later due to their positive impact on that kid, I've accomplished my goal.

If I can get one good kid in a bad situation to learn from my life and decide that the path they’re on is not for them, or help a single mother understand her troubled teen before that kid ruins their life, I've accomplished my goal. I'm not someone who tells others what to do. Instead I give advice from my own life experiences and take a step back to allow for them to make their own decisions. 

I am Joshua Lee Altersberger. This is my story and I apologize in advance for anyone who may be offended by anything that is written. This is simply a book on my experiences, trials and tribulations. The Good. The Bad. The Ugly and the Beautiful. 
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Back to the Beginning
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I feel the right way to begin my story is by starting by talking about my mother. It is my story but there would be no me without her. Besides, she is a very important character in my story. It is important to understand who she was. Where she came from and why she did the things she did.

My mother died in early October 2022. I was unable to be by her side or attend her funeral. Only 5 people attended her service. Her two daughters, brother, sister, and a long time friend. My sisters sent messages along with photos of her in her hospital bed before she passed away.

Leading up to her death her health was on a serious decline. Her kidneys were all but gone. She was also legally blind and receiving dialysis treatment. I was able to see her a few months before she died. I got to hug and kiss her for the first time in 13 years. She looked fragile but had the same condescending attitude she's always had.

I will admit that visit didn't go well. I was half expecting an apology after she disappeared on me when I needed her the most. After I was sentenced to death the authorities at the county jail allowed me to have a special visit with her. It was at that visit she informed me she was moving across the country and the next day when I tried to beg for her to stay a little longer she hung up on me. I didn't hear from her again until 5 years later through a letter.

There was no apology at our visit and when I tried to talk to her about some tough subjects she used sarcasm to deflect. It was frustrating trying to be open and honest with her. I won't lie, I was glad when it was time for the visit to end. I watched her make her way to the front door and something inside me told me to go up to her and tell her that I forgive her. That I was so sorry for failing her and that I loved her to no end. 

Instead I sat there watching her slowly walk away as I spent the last couple of minutes with my sister Kateland and my girlfriend at the time. That day was the last time I saw my mother, and I now live with the guilt of not doing what I know I should have done.

My mother was found unconscious on the bathroom floor of the homeless shelter she was living in a few months later. She had a stroke and another on the way to the hospital. She died a couple days later with my sister Alicia by her side.

***
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My mother's name was Rosalie. Everyone called her Rose. She grew up middle class and the daughter of Frank and Geraldine Altersberger. She had a brother Victor and adopted sister Mitzi. From her stories she always spoke on how strict her parents were.  She would always tell me how her and her siblings were beaten for the most minor infractions. There was one story she told all the time about how her mother beat her with a horsewhip and her leg became so swollen they had to take her to the hospital. She told that story so many times I knew it had to be true.

Her parents were also racist. I don't think they were the extremely racist people, but they didn't want anything to do with anyone who wasn't Caucasian. My mother didn't adopt their ideology and even though she was raised in this household she didn't embrace their ways. Being around the language they used did rub off on her a little. Her characteristics in my opinion were that of someone who would say things like, “I don't see color" or "I have a black friend" when asked if she was racist. She didn't have any issue with people of different races.  Her upbringing though caused her to be a little ignorant to other cultures by saying some racially inappropriate things. I had to check her on many different occasions and explain to her why she shouldn't make certain comments. Her parents were much worse. They meant what they said.

I remember this one time when I was 4 years old and we were living with my grandfather. He and my grandmother had been divorced for many years by this point. I was sitting at the kitchen table scribbling on some paper pretending I was writing in cursive like my mother did. I wasn't bothering anyone and I was just enjoying myself.

My grandfather happened to look over at me and saw that I was using my left hand to write with. He became so angry with me asking me what the hell did I think I was doing writing with my left hand, "Only faggots use their left hand! You're not a faggot are you!?" I was 4 and had no idea what that word meant but I knew by the tone of his voice my answer better be no. Today I write with my right hand.

That same night while at the table I said something that made my mother laugh. I loved to make her laugh so I repeated what I said again. She told me that was enough, "Yeah you're definitely a nigger. Niggers always feel the need to repeat themselves over and over again."

I'm not sure why that memory has stuck with me all these years. Yes I had no idea what that word was or what it meant. It was the tone that told me it wasn't a good word. I think I remember it so clearly simply because I didn't understand why she would call me a bad word when all I was just trying to make her laugh. I never understood it.

***
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Mom was married at a young age after leaving home. I remember seeing her wedding photos she often looked at. I remember asking her if that was my dad. I was too young to understand two Caucasian people didn't make a brown baby. She told me he was a man she met before my father. She said he owned the company that built the big single pole billboards we saw while driving on the highway. She never told me why they divorced and if she did, I forgot.

After her divorce she moved away to restart her life. She was in her early twenties and moved to Fort Worth, Texas. She found a job working at the stables taking care of horses. She had loved horses since she was a little girl so this place was a dream come true. She had again found her happiness.

My mother was a pretty girl and made friends easily. People often gravitated towards her. She said there was a guy there who had a crush on her but she wasn't attracted to him in that way. He was a good guy but only a friend in her eyes.

I was told that during this time her job was steady but her living situation was not. She was in the market to find a place she could call home but she was new to the city and really didn't know her way around. She asked some of her friends at work if they knew of any decent places to rent and it was the guy who had the crush on her that stepped up and offered to help. She accepted and together they found what she was looking for. It took a couple of weeks but she was finally settled in.

*** 
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Now I feel I must stop the story here for a moment to add some things. My mother and I have always had a solid relationship when it came to honesty with one another. Whenever there was a problem with a lack of money or bills or worries she would tell me. I don't know if this was a good or bad thing but we had an openness with each other that I was truly grateful for.

She told me a lot about her life story. She had told me she had been abused and raped once. She had also been robbed and almost died from a boyfriend almost running her over. I asked a lot of questions over the years and she answered them all.

I asked about my father a lot too since I didn't know who he was. I asked what he was like and her story never changed. She said he was a very horrible person. He beat and abused her a lot. He wouldn't allow her to work and when food was needed he would rummage through dumpsters at grocery stores and restaurants for food to bring her. She always spoke about him bringing home old mouldy bread. 

She would also say that the last straw was after he beat her and threatened to kill her and me if she ever left him. Mom had waited until she knew he was at work then grabbed me and headed to Florida to live with her dad. She never looked back saying her only priority was keeping me safe.

While everything she told me was true she left out some huge details. The complete story came out when I was 21 years old in the Courtroom at my murder trial. My lawyer had called my mother to the stand as a character witness on my behalf. I wasn't informed she would be testifying so it was a surprise to me.

A "character witness" is basically someone who speaks about the good side of you. In this case my mother would speak about how we were poor and how I was a smart and good kid.  Her purpose for speaking was to give the jury an insight to how truly messed up my life was but how good hearted I was as a person.

I watched as the backdoors of the courtroom opened and she came walking in. Everyone sitting on the benches in the crowd was against me. The only people truly on my side in that room was my mother and my lawyers to a lesser extent. When she walked in she looked for me and we locked eyes. She focused only on me while she made her way through the crowd of 30 or so people praying for my death.

As the bailiff walked her past the table I sat at with my lawyers she smiled and mouthed, "I love you baby." I mouthed back, "I love you too."  As the bailiff guided her to the witness stand the lawyer sitting to my left leaned over and whispered in my ear, "What's about to be said is going to be hard for you to hear but you must keep calm."

I found her words to be stupid. What possibly could my mother say that I didn't already know? We were really rich and she hid the money from me? Or maybe the whole time my sisters and I were starving, we actually owned a grocery store? I just nodded my head and leaned back in my chair to listen to my mother's testimony. 

The bailiff swore her in. As she then took her seat my lawyer approached and began to ask questions. The initial questions were basic. She told him we grew up impoverished. She told him I was always a smart kid and a good older brother to my sisters. As she spoke I watched the twelve jury members. All seemed to be paying attention.

The questions about my father coming up got my attention. I've heard that story a million times but as I watched my mother I noticed her whole demeanor change. Her facial expression changed as her confidence began to drain from her face. She looked away from my lawyer and locked eyes with me. She then began to cry.

I sat forward to rest my arms on the table. I had a bad feeling. The lawyer that whispered in my ear a minute ago put her hand on my elbow to calm me. I sat there hating to see my mother cry in front of all those strangers but I sat there silently listening intently.

As she calmed down she began speaking to my lawyer. She said she met my father while she lived in Fort Worth, Texas. He was a coworker of hers who had a crush on her. She said she wasn't attracted to him but they were friends. He helped her out when she was new to the city by finding her a place to live and showing her where to go for things she needed.

She said it wasn't until after he helped her find a place to live that he began acting as if she owed him for doing her that favor. His advances became more aggressive each time she turned him down. It was at this point my mother stopped talking to wipe her tears before continuing.

I was in a trance. I'd never heard this part of the story before. I was listening very carefully realizing that the guy with the crush on her was my father. My lawyer then asked her if she ever gave in to his advances and given him a chance. She started crying harder now but her answer was very clear. "No." 

I was now confused as my lawyer then asked her what happened. There was a long pause as the bailiff handed my mom a tissue to wipe her eyes. I felt the lawyer with the hand on my elbow squeeze me. After a few deep breaths my mother looked up at the ceiling to find her strength. When she finally spoke she did so fighting back tears.

She said it was late one night while she was in bed sleeping when suddenly she was startled awake by people banging on her windows screaming for her to open the door. She didn't have a phone but she yelled for them to go away or she was going to call the police. This statement seemed to have caused the man to make his way to the front door where he began to try to kick it down. Scared and just wanting the banging to stop my mother made the unfortunate decision to walk to the door and unlock it.

In came her coworker who had the crush on her and some strange woman my mother didn't know. There were no words spoken or conversations had. That night my mother was grabbed and dragged to her bedroom where she beaten and raped by my father as the female accomplice stood outside to keep watch to make sure no one came as my mother screamed for help. 

That nightmarish night I, Joshua Lee Altersberger was conceived.

***
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I'm unable to describe to you the look on my mother's face as she looked at me after telling her story. I've never seen her look more fragile and vulnerable as she did in that moment. I realized right then she had held on to that secret for 21 years. It didn't matter to her that the room was filled with people who did not care and now knew her secret. What mattered to her was that she tried so hard to protect me from that truth that she now revealed. She looked at me with apologetic eyes of complete sorrow before losing eye contact as she then crouched over and began to cry uncontrollably. 

I was stunned and so angry at my lawyers for putting her in that position. How dare they make her do that! Why wasn't I told? I tried to stand up to tell my mother to get off of the stand and go home. I tried to tell her she was done now but my lawyer pulled me down. I had tears in my eyes from the shock and anger I felt.

I sat down staring at the papers on the desk in front of me not saying a word. I was trying to process what I just heard. I was a child by rape.  This explained so much and filled in the holes of questionable things in my life and family. At the same time it made my heart shatter for my mother. I felt like shit for all the pain and stress I'd caused her. She had sacrificed so much for me.

After my mother was raped and found out she was pregnant. She called her mother to tell her she was going to have a baby. My grandmother asked about the father and once she found out he was a black man she demanded that my mother get an abortion. The thought of having a black child in her family was unacceptable. My grandmother would not allow it. 

She gave my mother an ultimatum to either get an abortion or she would be casted out of her own family. My mother would no longer be seen as a member of her own family. In the end my mother chose me, and her mother kept her promise. My grandmother didn't even go to my mother's funeral. For many years my grandmother wanted nothing to do with us at all.

My mother even had to beg my grandfather to allow us to live with him so she could escape my father. He was divorced from my grandmother at that point. I think that is the only reason he allowed for my mother to move in. Even my grandfather didn't fully accept me. It took years before he treated me like a grandson. Even though in my eyes I loved him deeply. His death when I was 8 was earth shattering.

***
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My mother was not perfect, but I hope I was able to give some insight and clarity to her life and what she endured. I've met many people who dislike her for the way she raised me and how I grew up. With age comes understanding and looking at her life now I understand so much. She was a broken woman but she tried in her own ways never giving up. She was overly optimistic too. Those get rich schemes got her every time. 

She was also a woman who needed love rather than wanted it. I chased off many men over the years. She may not have ever won ‘Mother of the Year Honors’ but I can tell you from experience she loved the best way she knew how. My life was not easy in the least, as you will soon find out, but through it all there was mom, me, Alicia, and Kateland. We survived some unimaginable life changing storms together and I wouldn't replace any of them on my team. I love you all and again I love you too mom. Until we meet again, I pray you're finally resting in peace. 
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Running to Florida
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My memories go back a long way. Not as far back as when my mother ran away from my father but far enough to have spotted memories of me rolling around in my walker. I even remember my early walking days. My mother setting me down and telling me to walk over to her father if I wanted the box of raisins he held. I recall stumbling my way towards him and the cheers and praises. I have many spotted memories from those early days living with my mother's father.

My grandfather was a big man and very strict. He was also stuck in his old school ways that wouldn't go over well in today's world. He was a hard nosed WWII veteran and a retired police officer. He was also a proud white American. I'm not quite sure if he was a part of telling my mother to have an abortion when she was pregnant with me as much as my grandmother was, but I'm pretty sure he didn't put up an argument against it.

I never saw him with a woman. Mom seemed to be upset about him being intimate with one of his neighbors she didn't like. So I guess he had that. He never remarried after divorcing my grandmother. Looking back now I could see why. He had a strong belief of what a woman should be and that was simply a cook and maid who cleaned.

He lived in this huge mobile home park. It is hard to describe. It was a neighborhood with streets. It was square shaped and he lived in the bottom left corner of it. His place was very nice. He lived on an acre and a half of land which was fenced in.

His trailer was placed dead center of his land with a rainbow shaped driveway which gave it two entryways. On each entryway there was two concrete light posts about four feet high. In between the entryways below his trailer were palm trees and nice bushes with colorful flowers. He had a sally port built connected to his trailer on the top portion of the rainbow shaped driveway where he parked his truck.

The right side of his property was a large piece of flat grassy land. Along each side of his trailer were sidewalks with beautiful bushes alongside his house. The left side of the property you could turn right to follow the rainbow or go straight up to where he had a big garage. Next to the garage was the dog pen where he bred Rottweiler's.

The front of the trailer had it's own yard too. Half of the front of the trailer had a screened in porch with concrete floors. The other half was the patio where he grilled. The place was nice although it also seemed to be a breeding ground for Cotton Mouth snakes. Which I find weird because further down the street was the wooded area with a creek of water. On a few occasions I saw these black snakes in his yard. Both dead and alive.

My mother once told me that she was in the kitchen when she heard me crying in my crib so she got up to check on me. As she walked in the room she saw a huge Water Moccasin slithering toward me. If you don't know anything about Cotton Mouth snakes all you need to know is two things. They are very venomous and they usually run towards you.

Living with my grandfather my memories are spotted up to certain points. I remember Easters where my mom hid the eggs outside for me to find. I remember Cruiser. He was my grandfather’s huge Rottweiler who I loved a lot before someone poisoned him and my uncle had to shoot him. I still remember hearing the two gun shots. They wouldn't let me watch but I stood in front of the house hoping it didn't happen. Then I heard the shots and started crying. That dog loved me since the day I came. Mom said every time she'd put me in my highchair he would come over and sit next to me as if he were my protector. Growling at anyone who came near me that wasn't my mom or grandfather.

***
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I remember life being life. No worries. No understanding and no stress. My memories get a little better around the age of 3. I remember the day Cruiser died and I remember being stung by Yellow Jacket Wasps. I also remember the time my grandfather opened the dog pen and all the dogs ran towards me. I was terrified when I saw them coming for me. I turned around and pumped my 3 year old legs as fast as I could before being tackled to the ground by them. I screamed as they all licked me.

Then my memory fades and jumps to when mom and I moved out the first time. I remember the house we moved into. It was located in the next town over. This house looked nothing like my grandfathers. It was grey and rundown. It was ugly. I clearly remember three things about living there before we moved back to my grandfather's house. I remember how horrible the walls and floors inside looked. It seemed this place was abandoned for decades. I also remember scratching myself all the time and always seeing little black bugs on my body. Lastly I recall mom telling me we had to move back to Grandpa's because our house was infested with fleas. I wasn't sure what a flea was but it was obviously bad.

At this time my mother had me enrolled in the daycare. I still remember the songs, the games, and the kid who convinced me to eat a small piece of the white Play-Doh. He said that was the one you could eat. I was no fool so I had him eat some first. He did and smiled. I then pinch off a small piece and tried it. I quickly spit it out and knew this kid was crazy.

I also remember loving recreational time. There was this building in the upper right hand corner where they housed the babies. A friend and myself would always run over to the window to see if a specific woman was working. She was so beautiful and was my first crush. I never spoke to her or knew her name but I knew I wanted to marry her. 

***  
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Throughout my early years of daycare and preschool all I did was learn. I'd go to school only to come home and be asked what I learned. Then a plan would be drawn out and I'd learn some more before going to bed. Doing it all again the next day. I didn't mind it at all. I loved learning new things. It made me feel grown up and opened doors with my mother where she would place more and more responsibility on me.

She further encouraged me to focus in school by giving me a quarter for every paper I brought home with 100%. I bought a lot of candy with the money I earned through good grades and with what the Tooth Fairy left under my pillow. I loved school and learning and I really loved the benefits of getting good grades though. 

I remember my grandfather buying me a new bike because I was doing good in school. I was ecstatic seeing that thing. I didn't know how to ride a bike so I had to keep the training wheels on it. I would ride it all day long up and down the rainbow shaped driveway. Life was so good and I was so happy.

Eventually my grandfather became tired of seeing me riding around with the training wheels on my bicycle. He made it very clear to me that training wheels were made for little girls and men rode on two wheels. So he took them off and decided to teach me how to ride a bike.

He'd hold on to the seat and follow me around as I peddled and found my balance until he felt I was ready. We practiced on the top of the rainbow shaped driveway for a little while until he warned me the next time I was on my own.

As I peddled trying to find my balance he let go of the seat and yelled for me to peddle. I was at the top of the driveway making that left turn around the curve when I began to fumble with the steering. The curve was at a slope and as I sped up I got scared. I ended up crashing into the concrete light post at the end of the driveway. I was banged up and hurt. As I was inhaling to begin crying I heard my grandfather scream at me, “You better not fucking cry!".

He terrified me. My fear of him overrode the pain I felt. He told me to get my ass up so we could try again. I did what I was told with tears streaming from my eyes and with pain throbbing from my bruises. I slowly made my way to him as we did it again. The next time I got lucky and avoided the light post. Instead I rode over the side of the driveway into the ditch wiping out hard.

I was really hurting now. He had to come over to help untangle me from my bicycle. I was crying as he pulled me up hard telling me to suck my tears up. We then walked back to the top and tried it again. I wanted to quit so badly but I knew he wouldn't let me.

My pain and fear had turned into anger. I knew he wasn't going to let me stop until I got it. So after a few more well prepared crashes I finally got the hang of it. I went down the driveway on a glide to let the curved slope add to the acceleration. I gritted my teeth and put faith in my steering as I shot out into the street and began peddling. I did it! I peddled to the other side of the driveway riding back towards him before setting my foot down to catch myself.

I set the bike down and ran towards him in excitement. He was smiling as I hugged him and he rubbed my head. It was at that moment things between him and I got a little better. He treated me more like a grandson. He tested me and made me earn his respect.

Looking back I understand the lesson he was trying to teach me. I don't think he understood the 3 lessons I took with me that day, or the impact each one would have on my life. I will forever be grateful to him for teaching me how to get back up again when that was the last thing in the world I wanted to do. That single lesson has helped propel me through life. He didn't allow me to give up. He made me fight through the pain. Teaching me how to grit my teeth and keep going. In the end I was rewarded with the euphoric feeling of accomplishing something I felt was an impossible task.
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