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A Humbling Experience 
People are formed by different experiences throughout their lives, and it molds them into the person they’re supposed to be. Some may be hard or difficult and some can be easy and smooth. Do you know what being humble means?  It means “having or showing a modest or low estimate of one’s own importance”. Throughout my life I’ve been able to find the little things more important and grateful. Growing up I was a military family constantly moving and getting in trouble in school. I was a bad kid simply because I knew that I would move within the next 1-2 months. This made it meaningless to make friends, so it was hard to truly get to know someone. That wasn’t the true reason in why I was a bad kid. The truth is that I was always sad about my father being deployed. As a kid I didn’t understand why he was always gone. He would always tell me that it’s work. After a while I picked up on what was really happening, but it took me having to see him hurt to understand what’s happening. 
One cold night in North Carolina my mother got a call from the marshal office that the soldiers came back early and most of them were pretty banged up. She quickly rushed to the hanger to pick up my father as to find out that he’s in a wheelchair. This is when I learned what happened and what “work” really meant. After seeing the tears on my mother and sisters faces, he had no choice but to explain his “work” to us. What caused him to be back home early was due to the soldiers having contaminated water in the jungle. The water was filled with parasites that if wasn’t treated properly it could cause him to have organ failure and eventually death. I’m blessed that it didn’t get as bad as it could’ve. Couple days later after he got surgery the doctor made him must only eat soft foods and get plenty of rest as if he didn’t it will open the stitches and cause internal bleeding. Seeing my father like this in the bed was the worst thing in my life but the best thing for me as spending time with him was the pain in my heart. This pain was built overtime, I wasn’t always a bad kid just only when he was gone. Which in my eyes was because we were not good enough for him but really, he was risking his own life without me knowing. What made me think like this were the constant absent of him at every single basketball, soccer, football, and boxing game. Yes, my mother tried to be there for me but some things a female can’t teach a male in life. School was even worse as on a military base most of the houses are walking distance from the schools. I would see all the fathers picking up their kid while mines were gone making me feel meaningless walking down the cold sidewalks everyday to house. 
After school or practice, I would always go to my fathers bestfriend house and play with my bestfriend in the backyard. This time it was strange because Greg didn’t want to come outside that day on a beautiful sunny afternoon. I went home sad and confused but my father was home resting so I went and told him about what happened between me and Greg as it was very strange. He told me “Son it’s ok, maybe he’s going through something and to give him time” I responded with “ok pop”, and we began to watch are favorite movies together. The joy of spending time with my father made me even happier but forgetful about Greg. The next day on a windy cold morning I went to school with a good mindset. I was raising my hand for every question as I always knew the answer just was always starting trouble. This shocked the teacher as it wasn’t my normal behavior and after class, she talked to me. Mrs. Parker was my teacher’s name who introduced me to the word “memorial service”. I didn’t know what or even it meant so I went to my father about it. As I told him he began to toss and turn while screaming in the air as he knew what memorial service meant in the line of duty. Little did I know I was referring to Greg my bestfriend and my dads bestfriend who he just found out he lost in battle. I asked him did he know as he responded with “I was the last to hold him as I thought the impacted of a bomb put him in a coma, but the lead doctor said it was a waiting game”. 
This situation was an eye opening to me and my father as he knew him for 12+ years and was a good man towards everyone. After I settled down my dad, I went to Greg house banging on the door saying, “come outside I’m here for you”. He came out in tears and following him was his mother in tears also. He asked me to be there for him during the memorial ceremony and without no hesitation I told him “Yes”. After the memorial my father began to tell me everything and our bond became stronger even including my bestfriend Greg. He sat down and told Greg about his father, and I learned many things about my own father. This situation made me very humble and grateful for just being able to still have my father as it could’ve easily been him. I began to always go to school happy and with a positive mindset changing my whole life around. Who knows what I could’ve became without going through this journey. Till this day I will always remember that life is a beautiful precious thing and it’s truly short. Always take the time to spread positivity as you don’t who’s going through something. Long live my father’s best friend and like he would say “stay humble and stay hungry young king”. 
