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Dear Garrett,

As | watched you grow and your face changed from that pudgy
cheeked boy into a thinking young man, | feel compelled to write on a few
subjects about being a man. | confess I’'m still learning myself and that
serves to remind both of us that
this is a process, a journey, an expe-

rience of triumphs and trials. I love
The whole concept of being you, and as
a man is blurred these days. Our d long as there
culture is Ilttere‘d with men who is air in my
have stripped this noble honor, from = \ .
leaders in cover-up politics, apathetic ol 4 Iungs’l will
free-loaders who live as if the world 2 - ' always be
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corporate ladder climbers worship- _ f e _ Y ... Dad

ping the idol of money. There are
those one-dimensional men who
ignore their families and later won-
der why sons turned out like they
did, to sports heroes who crave our
worship yet have no self-control
over violence and promiscuous sex.

This makes being a good
man not only difficult to define in
these turbulent times, but increasingly difficult to find a man-subject as a
worthy mentor.

So at this juncture in your life, just prior to entering high school, |
want to give you a collection of my thoughts — word-pictures from some
of my experiences and some that we have shared together that | feel illus-
trate some quality attributes. It’s a cafeteria of sorts, so please fill your tray
with as much as you can carry. Know too, that you will be unique as a man,
but also know that you are called to become (as an old basketball coach
once said) “the best that you are capable of becoming and nothing less.”

| believe good men continue this process all of their lives.




heinbetwee

| remember asking my single
uncle, the policeman, whom |
looked up to as a man of integrity,
morality and sound judgement for a
bit of pre-marital advice the night of
my wedding rehearsal. At first, his
response sounded a lot like his
brother’s (my dads) cynicism.

However, over the years his
humorous quip has grown into one
of the wisest things | ever heard. |
asked my best-man-uncle why he
had never married (and still hasn’t
at age fifty-something). He put his
overgrown hand on my teenage
shoulder and said, “You know David,

the best times and the worst times | have ever had, have been with
a woman...” he then paused, digging down to crux of his statement.
“And | kind of like the in-between...”

He laughed for a moment, as did everyone in the room. Joke
| thought. What is the “in-between?” s it the peace that is between
the “highs” and the “lows” or is it like the period that the bumper
sticker | saw the other day speaks of: “Peace is what happens when
countries are reloading” Or is it that place where one refuses to
take the chance with the two extremes and chooses to live with
mediocrity. It was a concept | couldn’t fully grasp, until now.

| may be going out on a limb here with my thoughts on
women and marriage, however bear in mind, that as | write this |
now have over 20 years of marriage experience, of which many days
have been delightful and a good number have really stunk. (Those
few a year just add up after a while.)



| may offend some with these
thoughts, | may hit some with a tone
that rings true or | may miss the
mark for you entirely Garrett — as
one pastor friend once said, “the
bricks | have are anyone’s, the house
| build, my own.” Pick your building
material on this one.

| suppose in the overall
scheme of things, good men are just
as hard to find as good women. In
general, the selection process that
starts a relationship, the shallow and
superficial things like looks, how one
dresses, and their general tempera-
ment in the long run have absolutely
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no bearing on how a prospective mate will be a few
years down the line. | guess some of that naiveté is
quickly eroded once the important decisions are
made about who cleans the toilet, who does the
laundry and who will out starve whom and finally
take on the cooking chores. From then on, what
makes a good mate is something | wish my dad
would have filled me in on, because frankly, | don’t
think he had a clue.

Sure he told me about how love is blind but
who can see that coming? Don’t bother a woman
when she is throwing a tantrum and keep your
mouth shut when things get to a boiling point, find a
hobby, hide occasionally. Despite his simplified
guidelines, | didn’t really get any practical tools to
the relationship game. To him, just mere endurance
was the secret, but for me, keeping a simmering pot
from boiling over by simply adjusting the heat once
in a while just didn’t seem like the way to make a
successful stew, (if you know what | mean.)

Describing what the “best times” feel like
when a marriage to a beautiful, intelligent, sponta-
neous, and physically enjoyable mate is going perfect-
ly, is nearly impossible. From my experience, it is
infinitely better than a fine running automobile hug-
ging a concourse with exhilarating speed. It is
sweeter than anything with a caloric count. It is bet-
ter than the feeling of winning a race, launching a
successful business or conquering nations (well hav-
ing not done that one much I’'m assuming a little
here). The relationship that is at this pinnacle is the

prized jewel here on earth for mortal man that
even the wise King Soloman spoke about, and he
had everything. Nothing is like it or can beat it he
said.

But then there are those “worst times.” The
wise king even commented of that darkened place
as well saying, “that it is better to live in the attic of
a shack than in a palace with a cranky woman.”
This is the other side of the marriage/relationship
coin. This is the point where seemingly nothing will
improve your life and it feels as though you are the
only one in the world experiencing it.

For starters, that’s not true. On any given
work day, I'd venture to say that two-thirds of the
married folks are carrying some weighty baggage. It
could be just a small argument about cleaning the
lint trap in the clothes dryer or a large blowout like
not cleaning the lint trap in the dryer for the fifth
time in a week! Or having to take the dryer apart
for the fourth time to clean the huge ball of grey
fuzz because the person who does the laundry
doesn’t get that it’s a fire hazard and doesn’t clean
the lint trap. Anyway... my point is that the worst
times can be just about anything big or small.
Money. In-laws. Scratch in the car. Laziness. Not
getting what you want — the ugly game of expecta-
tions. Or just simple growing pains in the relation-
ship. This is the subject | lacked crucial knowledge
about when | said “l do,” as I'm sure your mom did
too.



What nobody told me was that the relation-
ship you have today will look nothing like the rela-
tionship you will have with this person in the future.
Let me say this another way. You will marry (and
your spouse will marry) someone who will only be
remotely similar 10 to 20 years down the pike than
they were on the wedding day. Why? Because peo-
ple change as life goes on, dealing with all its experi-
ences can’t help but change a person. Now that
may sound like a no-brainer, but think that concept
one step deeper with me for a moment.

Life can and will eventually throw some nasty
stuff our way. It can be in the form of tragedy or it
can be in the form of too much good fortune.
Either way it will affect you. What | have found to
be true in that most of us go through life with this
invisible bubble of protection we all think makes us
invincible. The good part of that is it gives us a level
of self confidence to carry us through some of the
tough times. The con is someday it will rupture.

Maybe it will happen when someone wrongs
you terribly, somebody close may die, you may face a
serious disease or injury, your spouse may gain
weight or get cancer, you might have a handicapped
child, you may fall victim to lies and deceit, or expe-
rience an extended period where nothing you say
feels like it is being heard. These are the times that
will increase the weight on both of your hearts and
therefore feed the gray in those gloomy times. The
relationship experiences all of life’s trauma, times
two. This is why the extremes are so, well, extreme.

My uncle’s concept of the “in between,” came into
clearer focus for me after a number of years.

It wasn’t that he was afraid of commitment
to another or that he just hadn’t found the right
mate. Some experts have said that the average per-
son will meet five to seven potential mates in his/her
lifetime who could be a successful mate. I'm sure
that my uncle had run across a few choices by this
time. His decision, | think, was based largely on
what direction he wanted his life to go or where he
didn’t want it to go. Perhaps they were selfish at
first, or self-protective. There would be nobody to
tell him how to decorate his house or bug him if the
toilet seat was left up. But | think as life moved on
for him it was more about enjoying the benefits of
being “in-between.” It was being between the mag-
nitude of the highs and the depth of the lows can be
very freeing for some people. It doesn’t rock the
boat and at the same time it keeps one from having
to experience bailing water in a panic in high seas.

On the positive side, he doesn’t have to be
mindful of pleasing a mate. This is a huge job for
both spouses. Putting yourself aside constantly for
the good of the other can be either very rewarding
or more of a sacrifice than you bargained for —
depending on your attitude. He can enjoy the com-
pany of anyone he chooses at anytime, can take up
hobbies and recreation with a variety of acquain-
tances and make no compromises on how he lays
down habits that fit into his own chosen lifestyle.
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This sounds great, but everything has a trade-
off. For some this may be too lonely and for others
an impossible scenario because we all have needs,
namely for the male, sexual. | would like to think
females have this need too, but they will never admit
it — (I think this is the last great secret of mind
control, but that’s for another story). The Apostle
Paul writes in Ist Corinthians that “if a man (or
woman) cannot control his lusts then it is good for
him to marry” But he says some are cut out to be
single and that too is a noble choice. However, he
may suffer the wrath of mothers who want to be
grandmothers. Paul says, “he wishes all could be like
him (single) not having that need to be married so
that they can fully devote themselves to God, not
having to worry about pleasing one’s mate which
detracts from the Lord service.”

So if you ask me for my opinion about the
marriage thing versus the single choice, | would have
to say for me, | would do it the same way all over
again. Tomorrow may be a grey day and | may say
otherwise. You see how it works? To me the “best
times” are times | wouldn’t trade for all the tea in
China and the worst times, well, let’s just say that’s
the trade off. You get to experience the high’s
because your willing to take the bad — that’s the
deal and it’s not subject to negotiation.

If you choose to marry, congratulations. If
you chose to remain single, remain true to your faith
receiving those special benefits God gives to those
of this higher calling. The truly pitiful, “worst times”
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that I've ever experienced, have been because | was
out of the guidelines of common sense and morality
separated from God’s plan. He has a plan for you
whether you choose a mate with his help or not.
That bit of advice you can take to the bank and save
yourself a great deal of grief.

In the end, | think the golden secret is being
committed to truths. Firstly, the truth that lies in
Jesus Christ and the truth that lies within your own
self. If you chose to grow old with a woman, know
that the success of the relationship will demand all
of your commitment, all your vulnerability, all your
will to stick out the tough times and a constant
desire to bend and mold as the two of you become
“one flesh”. If you chose to remain single and faith-
ful to God so that your “best times” and “worst
times” will be in service to Him, then you will have
been called to a higher profession of which | am not
qualified.

In regards to that place of “in-between” |
leave you with this thought. The best times and the
worst times, for me, have been with your mom... and
| wouldn’t trade it for anything.
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The framed photograph
of Don, the weight trainer, is on
his office shelf next to the tro-
phy at the gym. It shows him
bent over, squat lifting under a
bowed, heavy bar bell with large
black iron disks. Don’s face is
wincing and flushed the same
red as his red lifting suit. His
lips stretched tight across a
clenched jaw. A spotting judge
stands behind him at the ready.
The judge’s expression seems
surprised even though none of
the elements of success and lift-
ing form seem to be missing.
The only thing missing is Don’s
right leg.

Don stands about five-
foot-five, resembling an overly
buff jockey. At times his
demeanor as a personal trainer
lurches past mere testosterone
and dances near narcissism. He
is a stickler for proper tech-
nique and cautious training pro-

gression. He is an encourager
during those last few painful lifts
and if you crack a joke, distract-
ing someone during a lift, it’ll
cost you 25 push-ups. Don’s
famous line around the gym is
that the value of a good push up
is sorely underestimated.

“Never underestimate
the value of a good push-up,” he
says incessantly. “It benefits
more muscles than you know.
You can do it anywhere, nearly
anytime. All it takes is commit-
ment.”

Though Don speaks in a
generic sense about doing push-
ups, | suspect it goes deeper
than that. Sure he says you can
do them while you're traveling
and it saves you from having to
buy expensive exercise equip-
ment... yada, yada, yada... but |
think it speaks more about his
personal code and his own jour-
ney down the trail of adversity.



Perhaps it is more about his experiences of
pushing up and dusting off, bouncing back, again and
again and again.

Years ago, he lost his right leg after it was
crushed by a side of beef in a slaughter house. After
thirty-some surgeries and countless hours in physi-
cal rehab he continues to bounce back. That partic-
ular photograph shows him setting a world weight
lifting record in his 142 pound weight class. He
squat lifted 350 pounds balancing on his good leg.

This is not one of those overcoming-injury-
to-do-great-feats stories, though it could be. What |
wanted to bring to light here is tenacity. It is about
holding on to a part of one’s dignity so firmly that

adversity won’t derail it. Itis
about raw determination and
commitment. It’s about setting a
goal and accomplishing it, one
victory at a time. It is about
ignoring instant gratification, a
drive-through mentality, or
worse yet, self-pity, which is the
poison of vitality. Don’s story is
about never giving in or giving
up, savoring each small victory
which will eventually add up to
the big ones, even if you lack
vital faculties — even a leg.

| remember a situation
when | was a kid. | was care-
lessly attempting to cut the
hand grip off of my bicycle with
a dull knife when my dad touted
one of his famous warnings
about the requirements of man-
hood.

“You must always be
careful and cut away from you,”
he said as he helped me readjust
my position. | quickly saw his



wisdom. Had | slipped | could
have slit my wrist or lost a finger.
My dad’s next comment howev-
er, cut deeper and had the seeds
of a limiting belief. It had the
potential to take root and mame
a young spirit.

“The reason | tell you
this is because if you poke your
eye out, lose an arm or a leg,
you'd only be half a man..” he
said sternly, “and then what
would you do?”

So | pose the question to
you, Garrett. What would you
do if you found yourself faced
with severe adversity! The kind
of hardships or injury to mind or
body that threatened to take
away something terribly impor-
tant. Like your leg. Seeing
how a guy like Don did it, | guess
I'd encourage you to start by
doing one push-up at a time.

Never underestimate the
value of a good push-up.




NOrkel

It was a brisk Autumn after-
noon, orange sun trying to punch its
way through gray clouds and gently
falling oak leaves. Ve fired up our
newly painted red, 1955 Buick and
backed it out of the garage hoping
to “‘sneak” a drive to the glass shop
across town. The car was mid-pro-
ject. It has been body massaged,
stripped of its chrome and nearly
reassembled. The “sneaking” part
was necessary because the front
and rear windshields were missing.
| wondered about the legalities of
embarking on such a trip.

in|the|car e Es

A quick call to my uncle, a retired policeman, cleared the way.
He said state law read only that you had to have working windshield
wipers. To his recollection it said nothing about having or requiring a
front or rear windshield. Armed with this knowledge, | hollered to
you Garrett, to throw on a couple of sweatshirts, hat and a warm
jacket. We were about to hit the road like never before. | also said
jokingly to get something to help you breathe because there was
going to be a lot of wind through the car.

Your little six-year-old mind must have been working over-
time as you sifted down to the bottom of your toy box. You bolted
out the house door jumping into the front seat armed with a white
rubber swim mask and a blue candy-striped snorkel.

“It’s a little cold to be going swimming,” | mused.

“Don’t you think you're broadcasting the fact that we don’t have a
windshield with that get-up?”






Your freckled face puckered from the mask suction. Your
voice, devoid of any sinus control made sounds like an Oz
munchkin.

“Dis will hel’ me to breed in d’ wind,” you said chomping
on the snorkel fighting back the drool. Looking skyward to
adjust the mask one last time little drops of water began to col-
lect. With all systems go and perched in the front seat you gave
me a giggling thumbs up.

Down the road a piece, we had to pull over to catch our
breath. We were laughing hysterically at the way the leaves
would float down to the hood and then zip right through the car.
Your frog-manned face, distorted like the wrong end of a toilet
plunger, would track every leaf from front to back flipping your
head like watching a tennis match at close range. | was wiping
the rain (or tears) off my face when | noticed the flashing lights
pull up behind.

“Uh-oh dad we’re busted,” you whispered as the police
officer walked carefully up the side of the hot rod. Stepping out
of the car with my back to it, the officer quizzed me about the
missing glass. | couldn’t help but notice his constant distraction
over my shoulder to the kid in the passenger seat with the mask
and snorkel. | doubt if anything | said on my behalf broke
through his puzzled exterior.

“Mr. Loveall, | don’t think you can operate this motor
vehicle with out a windshield even if you're just going to the auto
glass shop,” he said shaking his head. He then reached for the
ticket book.

“Well sir, technically the child has a windshield in front of
him,” | said sarcastically shrugging my shoulders. “Further, | think
the law states all | need is working wipers and | will gladly show
you that they work.”

| turned back toward the car
just in time to see you wiping off the
rain spotted swim mask with a wax rag
— while the mask was still on, of
course! Then you waved one of those
goofy ‘look-at-me-on-the-monkey-bars’
waves and | cracked up.

Although the officer declined
my wiper demonstration, he did appar-
ently take a few moments to think
about what | said. The sunshine and
sprinkles quickly turned to a steady
rain.

“You know, | think you’re right,”
the law man agreed, folding away the
black book. He pulled down his hat
and glanced skyward. He seemed a lit-
tle lost for words.

“Well, | guess | shouldn’t keep
you anymore in this rain. Drive safely.”
His bewildered brow turned again
toward the car. You waved one more
time stretching a little fish lipped grin
under the mask, which made the officer
chuckle as he walked away.

“It looks as if your passenger
has got this thing all figured out,” he
said just before ducking into the cruis-
er. “He looks prepared for just about
anything.”

Including having fun, | thought.






It was the return leg of a
two and one-half-hour drive from a
photo shoot. The white cargo van,
was loaded with the gear, doing sev-
enty-five and making great time.
Two guys, making idle conversation,
had hit the wall.

My assistant and | had talked
about nearly everything relating to
photography, from the artistic to
the digital. We had just finished dis-
secting business marketing concepts
and his career plans now that he
just graduated from college. There
was a moment of silence. Dan
looked out the passenger van win-
dow at the rolling green hillside
along the Oregon interstate. | took
a swig of bottled water. Our
choice of topics weren’t the kind
like women engage in at a beauty
salon, but there’s a certain sanctity
of two guys chewing the fat on a
long car trip.

BOYHOOD QUALITIES INAMAN HE—
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“Can | tell you about a
problem | have?” Dan said out of
the blue.

“Sure,” | said, momentari-
ly glancing off the yellow lines of
the pavement. He rubbed his
palms on his jeans a few times
and then spilled the beans.

“l cry too often,” Dan
said rather seriously.

“How do you figure?” |
retorted, my voice carrying a
degree of surprise and curiosity.
We had now crossed a bridge
into forbidden territory, talking
about our feelings. There was
no turning back now and plenty
of freeway up ahead.

“l guess I'm just too
compassionate,” he blurted,
throwing his hands up in frustra-
tion. “Hell, | can’t even get
through an episode of Rescue
911 or a Latter Day Saints com-
mercial without a good blubber.

And you can just forget watching those Hallmark Hall of
Fame shows. Those kill me!”

“Do you think that is a problem?” | quizzed. |
instantly thought about my own shortcomings and | found
myself confessing. “If there is any quality | wish | had more
of, it would be that | was more compassionate toward oth-
ers.”

As we talked it was obvious that Dan was conflict-
ed over having a soft heart while trying to live up to the
call of American culture. He was out of school now, on his
own and at the start of his life, looking ahead as to how he
was going to leave his mark as a man. Opposing him was
that old law of the jungle that says men need to be strong,
hard, dependable and less emotional than women —
whom we all have learned are the weaker sex. They have
the license (and permission) to cry. Not us men, right?
We men have to keep dusting ourselves off, picking our-
selves up, never letting them see us sweat, climbers of the
corporate, choker’s of emotion.

| have to admit | was raised with a generous help-
ing of this macho-ism. To “cry like a baby” was a sign of
weakness. To cry at a movie with your friends was taboo.
That’s why there are action movies and chick flicks. This
keeps the divisive myth alive. The guys go to the action
movies to be desensitized, the women go to the chick flick



to stay emotionally in touch — what’s wrong with this
picture?

It is the same question | asked Dan in the van that
day. What is truly wrong with a man who is emotional?
What is wrong with a good doer and a person who
rejoices in seeing good done unto others, so much that it
brings him to tears!?

“What do you gain from being emotional?” |
asked. “And before you answer that, what would you
trade in your life or what would you miss if you were the
opposite?”

“Would you trade being hard hearted and uncom-
promising with people because you could not relate to
how they feel? Would you like a life where your emo-
tions are boxed up because of the fear of being looked on
as weak when if fact you'’re showing what | believe is the
strongest side of a complete man?”

Dan shrugged. He seemed a bit relieved to know
that | admired his candor and his compassion. | had
hoped | instilled a seed that weak men are not those who
get emotional, but rather shallow men who continue to
hide behind the facade and who perpetuate one of the
great lies of being a man.

| tell this story to you because you are much like
Dan. Like him you are emotionally moved at honest con-
versation and the calamities of others. | have seen you

cry during prayers for people
you don’t know, and during
movies like Simon Burch.
Especially when the little dwarf
kid dies in the bus accident. Let
me say that a man who cries is
more of a man than a man who
stuffs his emotions. The level of
sensitivity you have is what
makes you valuable to God,
which in turn makes you real to
others — He can’t work with
the hard-hearted.

As | thought about this
man in his mid-twenties riding
beside me, | briefly pictured
what you would be like in later
years. | found myself secretly
wishing that you, like Dan,
would take some of those boy-
hood qualities into manhood.
It’s even odd that | would call
them “boyhood qualities” when
as a man, | wish now | had more
of them.






It could have been just the way
the light through the bus window
caught it, or perhaps it was just its
sheer size. Regardless, my first taste of
true public embarrassment has stuck
with me for a lifetime, just like yours
will, Garrett. It will be one of those
pinnacle events that can forever shape,
or scar you, depending on how you
decide to react to the situation. For
me, it was when humor became a
quiver in my pack. As well as the day |
decided to start shaving — the instant |
got home.

It was discovered just twenty
minutes into an excruciating all day bus
trip with my eighth grade Shakespeare

drama class. Nobody, not even my best friend, let me in on the
joke until everyone, including the teacher, had taken a look and
laughed at my expense.

“Hey David, look over here!” As | would pan the crowd-
ed Greyhound bus it sent a wave of laughter and squirming
amongst the high back seats. Young girls wincing, their faces
burying in fingers of chipped nail polish, jocks and geeks alike
snickering and shaking their heads.

Of course, | X-Y-Zeed (examined my zipper), sniffed
aggressively and wiped the end of my nose, nothing. | checked
the T-shirt for any toothpaste globs and did a quick face wipe just
in case a pimple was oozing — “oh, that’s so gross!” was the only
hint that was offered on my behalf. | was in a tough spot and no
one was bold enough to offer me a bit of advice, let alone a
Kleenex or a mirror.

As the bus rolled heavily down the freeway | began to feel
my spirits get weighty too. | was a popular guy and had one of



the most popular girls claimed
as my “steady” seated beside me
— who | might add, was sliding
further away as this fiasco esca-
lated. | had to find a way to
save face, peach fuzz and all and
turn the tables on this rip-on-
me tide.

Finally, after nearly an
hour of teen torture, my squeal-
ing girlfriend in the training bra
could stand it no more...

“You have a really huge
green booger stuck on the
peach fuzz just below your
nose,” she blurted nearly suffo-
cating in hysteria. “And it’s been
there ever since we left the
school!”

| could feel the flush of
red take over my face like a tidal
wave, especially when | plucked
the evidence from the blond felt
that had sprouted on my upper
lip. Yep, it was the biggest
booger I'd ever seen too. Geez,
| thought, why couldn’t this sce-
nario been played out on one of
the geeks — people expect
that. But no avail, this was my
moment, | owned it all and |




had to act quickly. If | chose to be
angry, | would have to play that card the
rest of the day. That sounded like a
certain death sentence to a fun day.
Plus my greasy-faced peers were too
immature to understand humility, so a
simple “OOPS” just wouldn’t do either.

“OK, OK,” as | stood facing the
rear of the bus. If there is one thing |
learned as a middle-schooler, being the
grossest, or the funniest, was power, so
| went for the humor quotient and re-
launched the ‘laugh at me’ play.

“I will auction off the particular
item for a lunch-time snack to the high-
est bidder;” | said defiantly, raising the
specimen over my head pinched
between my thumb and finger. “Or |
will flick it to someone if nobody bids...
any takers?”

| waited for maybe a millisecond
before | launched the nose goober to
the back of the bus. If the emergency
exit would have been slightly ajar, we
would have ejected two-thirds of the
class onto the highway. | raised my

hands in mock triumph and flexed my biceps just to add to the
stupidity. Somehow it all worked. Suddenly, instead of the bus
laughing at me, the bus was laughing with me because | was able
to laugh at myself.

| wouldn’t advocate this exact approach later in life, like at
a board meeting with zoot-suited executives or in a white table
cloth restaurant with a first date. Most of the time, just a humble
“excuse me” can get you out of an embarrassing jam, but occa-
sionally only the outrageous will do.

In any case, the value of being able to laugh at yourself is a
valuable character trait . The overall reaction, Garrett, to embar-
rassment and public humiliation will always be judged on your
reaction. Be it godly humility, anger or humor. One of these will
be your badge that you will be judged with at that particular
moment. Avoid the aggressive anger choice at all costs. It will
only destroy a large slice of dignity and could haunt you at com-
pany Christmas parties for years.

It’s your choice, but metaphorically speaking, what you
flick back is ultimately what you get in return.









Even When It's Hard

Sharing Yourself With Others

It was just after dinner. My
spoon was scraping the last scoop of
ice cream, my stocking feet swinging
under the bar stool. The phone rang
with another prayer request. |
shared the news and sighed looking
at your mother. She said, “Just go to
the hospital. | think you need to go.”

A large part of me didn’t
want to be a part of a tragic car acci-
dent scenario played out in an inten-
sive care waiting room. Nobody
likes to be around pain and suffering,
but a part of me knew it was the
right thing to do. | was a church
leader. Jeanette did my taxes. She
hugs me at church. This was her
only son.

| arrived at the hospital the same time as Mary
Lou, the choir director. After gathering some informa-
tion from the night receptionist we wove our way
through the deserted hallways to a special elevator. It
opened on the fifth floor at the end of an long hallway. |
could see a man’s reflection in the floor, behind a potted
plant, his head low, his hand rubbing his forehead. As we
approached, Lauren, the young man’s stepfather, he lifted
his head enough to say, “Boy, am | glad to see you guys
here” He wrapped his arms around both of us and
tried to speak the details through his tears.

Across the reception area from a room stuffed
with people, Jeanette walked out with a tissue held
tightly against her mouth trying to keep her emotions at
bay. Her eyes too puffy to see, her steps wavered as she
shakily made her way toward us. | held out my arm’s
and she buried her sobbing head into my shoulders.




| firmly took her in both arms
wanting to give her a secure space, we
began to sway slightly like rocking an
infant. “He’s only twenty-four,” she wept.
My mind raced for an appropriate thing
to say, something that would fix, help or
soothe. Nothing came.

Family members continued to
arrive and pass by us embraced in the
hallway. Lauren would dutifully retell the
details of the car accident as folks gave
Jeanette a comforting pat on the back
and then filed into the crowded room.
Urgently, one of the son’s aunts bolted
up and motioned us to the waiting
room.

“Hey, Hey,” she stuttered pointing
her finger at us like we were being called
to a bean and ham dinner. “We'’re gonna
have prayer” She used hand signals,
jabbed her thumb over her shoulder like
my mom used when it was time to get
into the station wagon.

We shuffled slowly inside the
crowded room. There were working
class men with black-laced boots. Some
graying, some balding. Sun-beaten, wrin-
kled, ruddy faces, some with missing
teeth. The dark scent of alcohol, sweat
through the pores of hard labor, hung
heavily beneath the bright florescent
lights. Young men, fighting back tears,
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wiped their noses on dusty T-shirts. A few just rested their heads
on the necks of girlfriends who sat on their laps. The wives and
aunts fumbled with soaked tissues trying to find a dry spot but
blowing into small white balls anyway. At first glance this was a
hardened, rough group. At second glance, people racked with pain,
anger and misunderstanding. Suddenly, there weren’t differences, |
felt a common thread.

“OK everybody,” the aunt directed. “We're gonna have
prayer. Now let’s all hold hands.” Skimming the room making sure
even the resistors clasped each others’ hands, she nodded to
Lauren.

“Now do what you do... and everybody...let’s close our
eyes,” she faltered, “so we can get through this.”

Even though there were stark differences in those families,
it was at that moment | realized again pain is universal. It happens
to the tough guys and the timid, the haves and the have-nots. It is
real, and large and can bring its victims to the brink of collapse. It
levels all of mankind. The only true redeeming quality that pain
brings (if we allow it), is that shared pain brings us closer because it
makes us vulnerable. This opens the doors to a higher closeness
and love that you can’t get to otherwise. | needed that reminder
once again to combat the natural resistance to sharing one anoth-
er’s burdens.

Secondly, fear and uncertainty are also universal. We all
experience them, but the difference is in how each handles them.
There is an old combat saying, “there are no atheists in fox holes.”
When people without God are up against life and death situations,
they turn to Him because, | believe, they have finally come to the
realization that human capacities are limited. That too is a fearful
revelation. You and | can’t fix everything. We can’t control every-
thing. We don’t have the answers to all of life’s trying circum-
stances.



Religious people recognize this same fact and yet
they can confidently turn to God, knowing they are heard
and cared for. We can gain a sense of direction and hope
in spite of life’s tragedies.

And lastly, | realized (again) that God is in control.
He can use me at any stage of the game I'm at—if | am
willing to share myself. Just with my presence, God can use
me to express His love, crying with them, hugging them.
Just like Jobs friends, who sat with him a full week saying
nothing when they first saw his horrid condition. That
silence and presence was far more beneficial than the
advice and nonsense they spouted after they tried to “fix”
him. Most of the time just presence, not words are what is
needed.

| was glad | went to the hospital that night and
shared the pain of a friend. It seems whenever | resist
something | know | should do, | miss some of God’s best
blessings. Incidentally, the next day Lauren mentioned that
the only time he felt truly at peace was when those few of
us from the church family were there.

That alone is worth sharing myself to others.
Resist not the chance to share a friend’s pain.







the [itts...

kid

There was this little fat kid in middle school. Kids poked fun
at him, well, constantly. He had the ability (or the cover) of laughing
at himself while being picked on. It seemed like the perfect cover. |
guess it helped deflect some of the really cruel things kids can say to
one another.

Tom Hankins took the brunt of the usual adolescent gags.
Nappy black hair, big splotchy freckles, he ran with a pair of squatty
legs with pigeon toes. There were the “kick-me” signs secretly taped
to his back, the usual tripping by the jock at the corner locker while
he was trying to impress his girlfriend in a cheerleading outfit. And

don’t forget the numerous nude
towel snapping in the showers after
PE class.

Somehow Tom made it
through grades seven to nine
despite continually picking his books
off the floor and chasing down the
kids who would steal his pocket
comb only to stash it out of reach
on some high perch in the breeze-
way. Looking back now as a parent,
| can only imagine what got a kid
like Tom through those impression-
able stages of adolescence. Maybe
he had great parents or an inner
strength nobody could see, or per-
haps his response of laughing back
at people deflected the really hurt-
ful stuff—who knows? It was a
tough card to be dealt; being the
one people pick on, but it seems
there is always one in every school.
Doesn’t make it right, it just turns
out that way.

Many years after middle
school, at times, | caught myself
wondering what happened to some
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of those old acquaintances. At one point, | heard one of my old bud-
dies was getting married on a weekend | happened to be in town vis-
iting my parents, so | decided to attend. When | was young, | had
transferred to a high school across town just after the ninth grade,
so seeing these friends for the first time in over ten years was going
to be a real treat. | soon found out, sweeter for some than for oth-
ers.

Toward the end of the wedding reception, a smartly dressed
man extending an enthusiastic handshake suddenly approached me.

“You're David Loveall, the famous photographer, right?” the
tall, perfectly tanned man said. His tailored European suit hung per-
fectly over his set of muscles, obviously chiseled by hours in the gym.
| nervously chuckled, unsure of the near perfect male specimen
whose face | couldn’t place.

“You are..” and then my mind went blank. His eyes contin-
ued to look right through me almost feeding on my sudden insecuri-
ty. | also noticed there was a small crowd gathering around us, many
who were old friends trying to hide Cheshire cat grins.

“l can see you haven’t a clue who | am,” the gentleman
smirked squeezing my hand without any intention of releasing. It
suddenly felt like | was in a trap and it had just snapped shut. For a
fleeting second | had an inkling to chew off my arm.

“Your face seems so familiar, | should know you, but | just
can’t place it” It was a lame response, but the peer pressure was
killing me. There was laughter and hissing around the full circle. |
wanted to fan my shirt, was it hot in here or what!?

“The name is Tom Hankins, you know, the little fat kid at
Madison Middle School,” | could feel my jaw get really heavy.
Somebody please take the “kick me” note off my forehead!

His grin seemed to get proportionately larger as | could feel

my face flush. The volume of his
story telling grew with every unbe-
lievable detail until it seemed every-
one but me was in on the gag. |
looked for an opportunity to
secretly wipe a sweat bead from my
temple but Tom still had my hand
clutched.

“After the ninth grade | hit a
little growth spurt and started run-
ning. Before long, | got pretty good
at it and Nike shoes sponsored me
to compete for them,” he boasted.
“l just got back from the Olympic
trials and | am an alternate for the
Seoul, Korea games.” He grabbed
his stomach and laughed big, rocking
his six-foot-two frame from front to
back. Grabbing toward my head
with his other hand, he sucked me
up like a little brother giving me a
quick “noogy” hair rub just to punc-
tuate the moment.

Revenge was sweet and Tom
had executed it flawlessly. He got
back in one fell swoop at one of the
last kids who mercilessly picked on
him. He did it in a way that was
honorable and showed the world
that a kid who was labeled a “noth-



ing” could rise to the occasion of greatness.

Garrett, | tell this story for a few reasons. Kids can be
very cruel. There may be times when they say or do things to
you that will leave you feeling inadequate, unworthy and
unwanted. Sometimes those memories will run deep and long
and can affect your life forever.

Let me confidently say that every kid’s day will come
when they have an opportunity to make a significant mark in
their life, or for some, will have to pay for the crimes in the
hallway. You will miss that chance to rise above it all if you
buy into the labeling of others. What could be a chance for
victory could then become a double tragedy. In your genera-
tion, we have seen some horrific outcomes to these scenarios
played out by hurting teens who had no one to turn to, no
one to believe in them.

| was both proud of Tom Hankins and justifiably humili-
ated. | reveled at his accomplishments through adversity and
marveled how a kid could keep picking himself up again and
again after being tripped in the halls by a jerk jock trying to

impress a girl.
Besides, by the end of the school year, that cheerleader
had broken up with me anyway.
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This particular saying has made
me do the darndest things.

It has made me push myself in the
August sun to finish properly picking the
last row of beans when the rest of my
buddies faked it and headed for the
swimming hole. It made me rewax my
first car,a 1961 Volkswagon Bug four
times because | let the initial coat
“bake” on too long. And just today, you
watched me “thatch” the front yard of
the rental house with a hand rake even
when my hands hurt and both of us
wanted to quit. This saying has stuck
with me (at times even haunted me) for
as long as | can remember.



My most vivid memory is when | was about your age when |
tried to make some extra money mowing some neighborhood lawns.
My first contract was a postage stamp front yard for fifty cents. | fig-
ured an easy money, slam dunk job in less than five minutes. | jogged
the mower around the overgrown juniper bushes and left behind a

few grass clipping clumps while | was already thinking of the next job.

As | cut the mower’s power, the old woman was right there wait-
ing to inspect the job. She hooked her cane under those monstrous
junipers noting that the dead grass underneath was not cut and that
she was not going to pay for grass clippings left behind, or quote,
“shoddy workmanship.”

“If you're going to charge for your services,” she scolded. “The
least you should do is give people their moneys worth.”

“For fifty cents?” | whined.

With that she strolled back into her house. Disgusted, | restart-
ed the mower.

There have been times over the years that this saying has seem-
ingly cloaked itself as a curse, rather than as a motivator for me to
“stick it out in the tough times.” My dad repeated it so many times
when | was feeling the urge to quit that it made my blood boil.
There were times | wracked my young brain for a way to weasel out

of a task or an assignment without
him knowing about it. This proved
to me more work than just doing
the job right in the first place.
Wrestling with the saying in my
youth and as | grew older, | eventu-
ally realized the saying wasn’t just
so my dad could get me to do
chores around the house, it was
designed to mold an important
character trait.

The more | put the saying into
practice the more | found that |
could look myself in the mirror and
like who | saw. | found that after |
wiped the sweat off my brow and
rubbed those aching muscles that it
rewarded me with a heightened
sense of accomplishment. It rein-
forced within me that | could do
anything | put my mind to even if



the body was weak. As time
marched on, it continued to pay the
important personal dividends to my
self esteem.

At times, however, the saying
ticked me off. It was ruthlessly
exposed the complainer, the whiner
and my occasional sloth. It made
me miss some good naps, good
water skiing, and spontaneous frol-
icking that would come up while |
was engaged in something less
desirable. There were times it
made me look uncool, unpopular
and unbending.

Like a true balancer of life, how-
ever, there were some valuable
things | learned, but they took time
to ripen. Over time the saying
sharpened my focus on truth and
the importance of keeping my

word. It challenged me to become honorable, a striver for a higher
level of integrity and a man who was not afraid to embrace a strong
work ethic. It also helped me not take on more than | thought |
could handle — well, that’s what it was supposed to do — at times it
caused me to chew like hell after | had bitten off more than | could
swallow.

| am sure by now you have heard the saying a hundred times. It
probably even makes your blood hover around 212 degrees at times,
too. In your pre-teen years | would hope that you have not only
heard it often but seen it work with stunning regularity, either by my
example or by your own experiences. To your credit, you have
toughed out some tasks that have truly stunk. For that | say “good
on ya” Much of that stick-to-it-iveness was with an extra effort that
only comes from the saying imbedded in your mind.

For those that are dying to hear it, here it is, the saying that | will
pass on to you and perhaps you will pass it on as well...

“Don’tdo anythinghalf-way. If its important enoughto doit in the
first place, “It”is important enoughto do it right”’

It seems like such a simple phrase but it packs quite a punch. It
commands that one does something with all one’s abilities, all one’s
effort and at times, at great personal sacrifice. All this, and for what?



For stories that end like this one. The lady who scolded me for
doing a half-way job on her lawn. When she finally came back out
nearly an hour later she poked her cane around the yard checking
under those overgrown Juniper bushes. She purposefully kept her
back to me while she mumbled. As | stood in the driveway, my arm
crossed over the mower and fuming | must tell you, | was close to
giving up.

When she finally approached me, she forced out a little smirk and
held out a boney, clenched fist.

“Thank you young man, | think you learned an important lesson
today.”

Fortunately, before | could lip off, she opened her hand, dropping
a five-dollar bill in mine. In doing so, that cantankerous old lady gave
me the best fifty cent lesson of my life.






The famous quote around
our house is, “everybody’s poo-poo
stinks.”

With every raising of a son
comes some parallels of life
through bathroom humor. It must
be part of the male DNA. That is
the part that seeks humor and
morsels of wisdom in sounds,
stenches and flatulence.

This phrase started as my
ineffectual attempt to instill in you
Garrett, the simple fact that every-
one has faults, shortcomings, per-




sonality deficiencies, “odors” if you will. | had
hoped this metaphor would teach you that regard-
less of how much we humans try to cover up
some of those in-born faults we're all cursed with,
they always leach out and are discovered. What
this whole concept is really about, is the habit of
being gracious in light of obvious imperfection
around you.

Take, for example, some of the obvious
social taboos of ungracious behavior. How about
chewing with your mouth open at a restaurant or
cutting the cheese just before you exit an elevator.
Or something less toxic but equally offensive, rac-
ing an elderly driver to the front parking spot at
the mall or letting the door close in the face of
someone behind you.



The lack of gracious behavior usually stems
from the instant we think that ours doesn’t stink.
It’s that moment on the freeway when | see the
car ahead of me turn his signal on and then |
speed up a notch so he can’t get in my lane. It’s
that fleeting feeling of power that puts me literally
on top of someone at their expense.

This “me first” attitude can have a vora-
cious appetite. We hear and absorb all the time
the signals of survival. Those messages we buy
into that tell us this world is only a survival of the
fittest and nice guys finish last. Somehow daily
acts of graciousness and cutting people some slack
seem grossly out of touch with reality.

Unfortunately, I'm sure you have seen your
dear old dad exercise this sort of behavior. The



most vivid memory | have of you
catching me on it was the time |
was chastising you for not putting
your bicycle in the garage correctly.
Perhaps my method of storage did
require an extra dose of physical
expectation beyond your years
because | remember you looked up
at me with that little face and round
brown eyes and said, “...but dad, I'm
only four..”

And so it is with being gra-
cious and allowing people grace in
your life. At every turn we
encounter people with greater or
lessor faculties than our own. It’s
the times when someone greater

cuts us no slack that we are humbled and
reminded about times when we should have
been more gracious.

Being this way is about putting up
with a certain degree of imperfection. A
person who gives grace to others, naturally
has to take more time, listen more, expect
less and deal with a greater portion of the
ugly we all have. So what’s the reward?

| have found that the more grace |
show to others, the more grace | allow in
myself. Graciousness is inwardly as well as
outwardly directed. | remember my mom
reminding me during one of my adolescent
pouts about a sports, or test or girl failure
that, “the problem is, is that you are your
own worst enemy.” | became my worst



enemy because of my anger over perfection-
ism—not cutting me some slack, therefore
nobody got any. Your mom said it best,“The
fact that you'’re human gets in the way of
being perfect” By design, this world is a ter-
rarium of imperfection and so are its inhabi-
tants, embracing this fact has cooled my
internal anger and has given way to greater
peace.

Surely, each of us knows, ALL of our
faults and ALL of our failures in intimate
detail. At times we tend to punish ourselves
for sins more than anyone else would dream
of. There have been times when | have
dragged myself through the coals of peni-
tence so long that | forgot why | started.
Hurt then builds upon hurt until that’s all |

feel. Then unfortunately, as a hurting
person, | hurt others.

The reward of knowing and
practicing self-grace and gracious-
ness is that what you put out, comes
back to you fourfold.

If we go through life knowing
that everybody stinks, including us,
we all breathe a little easier.




WANTS WANTS

What do you want in life?
What are you willing to sacrifice to
get it?

These questions will contin-
ue to demand your attention. In
your attempts to answer them, you
will learn the art of balance.

You mowed a lot of lawns
that summer you were thirteen.
You acted responsibly by showing
up on time and doing a good job.
Happy customers called you back
and you made a lot of money, even
though at times the expectations
and demands put upon you were
sometimes frustrating. | could say,

welcome to the world of being gainfully employed but it’s more than
that — you got your first taste of the conflict between what you
wanted, versus what you really wanted.

| believe the reason we do things in life is pretty simple. We
ultimately do the things that we think get us what we want. But in
doing so, there are times when our sense of balance is way off.
Sometimes getting what we want comes with a high a price, some-
times it gets so watered down with compromise that we end up
with something we didn’t really want in the first place.

Compromise, expectations, and priorities can erode even the
most idealistic goals in adulthood that one has set out to accomplish
from youth. It’s pretty clear when you’re young what you want, but
as adulthood sets in things can get foggy, why?

It’s like the situation that summer when you struggled a few
times on Saturday morning whether to mow lawns for demanding
clients or catch a cartoon rerun of PepperAnn or Scooby-Do. You



We ultimately do
whatwe thinkgets
us whatwe want...

Whatare you willingto
sacrificeto get.it?




were faced with the two wants. Garrett the kid smacked up against
Garrett the entrepreneur. You may have been asking yourself, do |
sacrifice the things that give me rest, make me laugh and give me
enjoyment on the only morning of the week | can, just to make a few
bucks? How much do | really need those few dollars? Don’t |
already have enough to buy that kite | wanted anyway? A direct
taste of the fog created by the conflict of what you want versus what
you really want.

Later in life it can mean putting aside a family for a certain
job, or a job for a family, laying aside a life long goal of building your
own plane because of financial obligations due to over extended
credit or it can mean acting or dressing a particular way that’s not
you, just to get someone’s love or attention or to fit it. The highest
of these tolls | believe is putting aside those big life dreams because
you have allowed compromise, obligation and your priorities to get
out of whack — out of balance.

At this early teen age you have dreams, huge ones. I'll call
these the big rocks. It might be the desire to hang glide, fly a plane,
be an aircraft engineer or perhaps in the distant future, marry and
have kids (sorry, that one was for your mother). Whatever influ-
ences that shape your thinking be it from family or peers can either
make you press on with more determination or give up. It works
great when it not only motivates you but silences the scoffers too,
like the time you proved to the school kids that the water balloon
launcher from the rubber jump rope would work. It works bad
when influences cause you to shelf some really important aspirations.
Drawing on all these influences is when you will decide what you will
do with those big rocks — and who you will ultimately please. Will
it be you, or others? Do | mow or watch cartoons today?

| read an e-mail of a profes-
sor who was giving a demo to his
college class about these “big rocks”
which puts this whole life-balance
thing into perspective. He put a
few large stones into a canning jar
until they came to the top and
asked his class if it was full.
Naturally, they said yes. He then
took some fine gravel and poured it
over the rocks filling up most of the
crevices.

“Is it full yet?” “I guess
not...” came the response. The pro-
fessor then took some sand and
shook it between the smallest
cracks between the rocks and the
gravel.

“Is it full yet?”

Then he finally took water
and poured it over the rocks and
the gravel and the sand thus elimi-
nating all the remaining volume.

The point the professor
made to his class is the same | want
make to you. You've got to put the
big rocks in first. Faith, family, rela-
tionships, career paths, and crazy
just for you dreams. In the world
there will always be things to do



and supposedly a certain order in which you do them. Sometimes
you will rely on that true inner being and do them your way
because they’re your dreams. Other times you might let all the
“shoulds” and expectations of others detract you from what you
really want to do and in the end compromise too much of it. The
professor said the reason he got the big rocks in at all, was because
he put them in first. The rest of the ingredients could then fit
around them.

This past summer was your first taste of how to place your
rocks. Word got out that the neighbor kid was a hustler and willing
to work anytime. With that came some expectations that you were
available at a moments notice and would mow on certain days
(Saturday, cartoon day)! Soon you felt like the demands put upon
you were not what you wanted out of the job. It was great to see
you give yourself permission to turn down a job or two thus hang-
ing onto this whole sense of balance I'm talking about.

Ultimately, | want you to make a living at whatever you
decide to do, and to measure success by your own yardstick.
Equally important, | want you to consider that goals and ambitions
are not locked in cement, because they are always subject to re-
negotiation.

Garrett if you put the big rocks in first and take in a few car-
toons along the way you won’t look back and say... “Uh, oh Shaggy
we're in trouble!”

Be sure to pack some Scooby snacks...







