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AuthorќƚШNote  

This book is a collection of reflections on family members, friends, colleagues, 
mentors, former clients, and others whose lives have left lasting footprints on 

my heart. 

A small number of the individuals featured in these pages are former clients 
whose lives touched me in meaningful ways. Each person included has given 
express permission for me to share my reflections and to use their name. I am 

deeply grateful for their trust, their friendship, and the privilege of having walked 
alongside them during important seasons of life. 

This book was written to honor the people who helped shape my journey. While 
every story is unique, each reflects the profound impact that relationships can 

have on our lives. 

Limited portions of this manuscript were developed with the assistance of 
ChatGPT, an artificial intelligence tool that helped refine wording, improve 

transitions, and assist with research. All reflections, opinions, interpretations, 
and final editorial decisions remain my own. Several images included in this 

book were also created with the assistance of AI technology. 

Thank you for joining me in the Sandbox. 
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This book marks the third volume in the A Psychologist in the Sandbox series. 

The first book, A Psychologist in the Sandbox, was largely reflective. It 

explored suffering, healing, trauma, resilience, faith, meaning, and the strange 

beauty that can still emerge from broken places. It was, in many ways, the 

reflections of an older psychologist quietly sitting in the sandbox of life, trying 

to make sense of what matters most. 

The second volume, Storms in the Sandbox, turned toward conflict and 

turbulence. It wrestled with grief, cultural fracture, politics, disappointment, 

loss, addiction, trauma, and the emotional storms that shape every human 

life. Some chapters were uncomfortable. Some were deeply personal. But 

storms have a way of revealing what is real, what endures, and who truly 

stands beside us when life becomes difficult. 

But this third book may be my favorite of them all, because this book is about 

people. Not perfect people. Not idealized people. Simply real human beings 

who, in one way or another, entered the sandbox beside me and left 

footprints on my heart. 
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As I grow older, one reality becomes increasingly clear to me: life is very short, 

far shorter than we imagine when we are young. Too often, people pass 

through our lives, or pass from this life entirely, without fully knowing what 

they meant to us. We carry things quietly in our hearts: gratitude, admiration, 

love, respect, affection, appreciation, and sometimes even awe. Yet somehow 

those things remain unspoken. We assume there will be more time. Another 

conversation. Another lunch. Another phone call. Another Christmas. Another 

chance. 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘΦ 

The death of my twin brother Gregg profoundly deepened this awareness in 

me. His passing forced me to confront the painful reality that there are always 

things we wish we had said more clearly, more often, or perhaps one last 

time. Since losing him, I have felt an even deeper conviction that I do not want 

to leave this world with love left unexpressed. 

Everybody who truly knows me knows I am big on the heart. Not 

sentimentality. Not performance. Not flattery. I mean the real stuff. The 

sacred things we feel about people who have shaped us, carried us, 

strengthened us, encouraged us, challenged us, forgiven us, laughed with us, 

cried with us, prayed for us, and reminded us who we are when we were in 

danger of forgetting. 

This book is my attempt to speak those things aloud while I still can. 

These chapters are about family members I deeply cherish, friends who stood 

beside me during difficult seasons, colleagues whose integrity and courage 

deeply moved me, and quiet souls whose kindness carried more weight than 

they may ever fully understand. They are about beautiful human beings who 

brought meaning, laughter, wisdom, faith, healing, loyalty, and life into my 

journey. 

In many ways, this book is simply a collection of living thank-you letters. But if 

I am honest, there is another reason for writing them as well. 

I believe love endures. 
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As a Christian, I certainly believe in eternity and in life beyond this one. But 

even beyond theology, I believe love itself leaves a permanent imprint. It 

moves through generations, through memory, through story, through 

influence, through sacrifice, and through the lives we touch and the people 

we shape. Love continues moving long after we ourselves are gone. 

So why not express it? Why not let people know they mattered? Why not 

allow love to become something living and active instead of something merely 

felt in silence? 

One of the greatest joys in my life is telling people that I love them, appreciate 

them, admire them, and value the difference they have made in my journey. 

There is something deeply healing, deeply human, and perhaps even deeply 

holy about honestly blessing the people who have blessed us. 

That is what this book is: a celebration of people, a celebration of connection, 

a celebration of gratitude, and a celebration of the beautiful souls who 

entered the sandbox beside me for a little while and helped make life far 

richer, far warmer, and far more meaningful than it otherwise would have 

been. 

And for every one of them, I remain profoundly grateful. 
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Dear Schatz, 

When We First Met 

Meeting you was the best thing 

that ever happened to me. Our 

friend Rachel tried to play 

matchmaker, but it didnõt click 

the first time. I probably should 

have known then that winning 

your love would not be easy, it 

would be worth it, but not easy. I 

remember cooking for you one night with the guys, proudly serving up 

artichoke hearts, not realizing you hated them. But you stayed 

anyway, even though the food missed the mark. I was already taken 

with you. You were absolutely beautiful. Still are. A ten out of ten. 

And letõs just say, I knew I wasnõt.  
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They say a man is lucky when he 

marries up. But sometimes I wonder 

if that makes you the one who had to 

marry down. And yet, you chose me, 

with all my edges and energy and 

chaos, you still chose me. You were 

not an easy pursuit. You held your 

cards close. You were not going to be won over by smooth talk or 

showmanship. And for a guy like me, that just raised the stakes. It 

made me want to rise. I remember that alumni gymnastics meet when 

all the old gladiators were sitting around getting back rubs in the 

bleachers. I tried to get one from you, and you turned me down flat. 

That moment got under my skin, but it also told me everything I needed 

to know. You were not going to baby me. You were not going to coddle 

me. And deep down, I knew that was exactly what I needed. You were 

the one. 

Building a Life 

Not long after, you got baptized, and I 

fumbled my way through a proposal that 

same day. Somehow, you said yes. We 

honeymooned in Hawaii, remember that? 

What a 

beginning. 

Then came grad school, military life, 

and years of adventure and transition. 

Ten moves in ten years. Six of those 

years overseas in Europe. Through it 

all, you anchored our home in every place we landed. And along the 
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way, you gave me two incredible kids, Ashley and Greggory, two of the 

greatest gifts I have ever received.  

Of course, the story has not all been mountaintops. Life came hard for 

a season. My health took a hit. We crashed financially. I burned out 

from overwork, and I bottomed out. Trauma from long ago caught up 

with me. Add to that an injury from medication, and I was flat on my 

back. That was one of the lowest points of my life. I did not bounce 

back quickly. But you, you did not walk away. You stood firm. You 

held me up when I could not stand on my own. You saw through the 

pain and confusion to the man you married. You reminded me who I 

was. You told me to get back up. Any reasonable woman might have 

said, I did not sign up for this. But you stayed. You gave me love, 

support, grit, and when needed, some tough truth. You did not baby 

me, you helped save me. 

Courage and Simplicity 

When my lucrative private practice turned toxic, you encouraged me to 

walk away. You never once cared about the loss of status or income. 

You said, òSimplify.ó And we tried. Sometimes we nailed it, sometimes 

not so much, but the heart was there.  

You encouraged me to take a government job with the Department of 

Defense, where I spent nearly ten years. 

You were never driven by material things. 

You cared about peace, health, and purpose. 

You reminded me again and again that our 

wealth was not in numbers or square 

footage. Our wealth was in what we had 

already built, each other, our family, our 

faith. You never worried about the bank account. You worried about 
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our souls. And that is one of the reasons I love you most. Even now, as 

I step into my new roles at Holdfast and AnchorPoint, I carry with me 

the steadying love and wisdom you have always given me. I am 

grateful beyond words. 

When Life Hit Us Again 

Just when we thought we were stepping into calmer waters, life threw 

us another blow. We were out of the military system, transitioning 

toward a simpler, more grounded life, and then came the hardest loss I 

have ever known. Gregg. My twin. My brother. Losing him tore 

through me in a way I cannot even fully explain.  

And while I was still reeling from that, allegations came at me from my 

former post at Madigan, false and driven by ideological bias, just 

because I held firm to my conservative values. It was vicious. I had to 

fight for almost a year to clear my name. The weight of it all could have 

crushed me. Honestly, some days I thought it might. But because of 

you, I did not fall apart. You were my shield, my voice of reason, and 

the one who reminded me who I was when everything else tried to 

redefine me. You helped me hold my ground with grace, courage, and 

integrity. I made it through because you were there. 

The Wealth That Matters 

Schatz, you have been with me through it all, through seasons of joy 

and seasons that nearly broke us. You stayed. You fought for us. You 

challenged me, believed in me, loved me even when I had nothing left to 

offer. You kept our family strong. You never stopped seeing the best in 

me, even when I could not see it myself. Here we are now, easing into 

this next chapter of life. We have faced so many battles, but we have 

also known great love. What we have now is deeper, richer, more real. 
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We are not rich in the way the world defines it, but we are rich in all 

the ways that count. And that is because of you. We have not just 

survived, we have grown. Through the fire, the loss, the laughter, and 

the grind, I have found what truly 

matters. Not accolades. Not titles. Not 

wealth. What matters is faith, love, 

grit, and the grace to keep showing up 

for each other. That is what we have 

done. We have kept showing up. Again 

and again. And that kind of love, the 

enduring, refining, fire-tested kind, is 

sacred. 

Let us not become weary in doing good, for at the proper 

time we will reap a harvest if we do not give up. (Galatians 

6:9, NIV) 

You are the harvest, Schatz. You are the beauty 

that has come from choosing love again and 

again. You are the reason I believe that Godõs 

promises are real and that steadfast love truly 

never fails. Thank you for staying. For loving. 

For enduring. And thank you for still being the 

most beautiful woman I have ever known. 

With all my love forever, 

Jeff 
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Beginnings in Gunnison 

My Mother just turned ninety-three this November and I want to honor her 

story. She has lived a long and remarkable life, and she is still going strong. 

Still laughing. Still wise. Still moving through the world with that quiet 

strength she learned on a very rugged ranch in Gunnison Colorado. 

Mother was born in 1932 in Gunnison Colorado and her parents were rugged 

immigrants from Switzerland. They came to America sometime before the 

First World War. Grandpa Vouga eventually went back to Switzerland when 

the war broke out because he was required to serve. Switzerland remained 

neutral so he did not fight in the trenches, but he still had to serve his country.  

As best as I understand it, he returned 

to Colorado after the war ended and I 

do not think the entire family came to 

Gunnison until that post war period. 

When they settled in Colorado the 

conditions were unbelievably rough. 

The ranch house had dirt floors and a 

dirt roof and no plumbing. Winters could fall to fifty degrees below zero. Snow 

would bury the house, and wind would sweep across the high country with a 
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force that chilled you to the bones. My Mother was the youngest of three 

children. Her sister Marguerite was more than a decade older, and her 

brother Ernie was somewhere around ten years older. 

Growing up on the Ranch 

Being so much younger 

than her siblings, she did 

not have friends close 

by. While other children 

spent their afternoons 

riding bikes with 

neighborhood kids or 

gathering for games 

after school, her world 

was shaped by long stretches of solitude. Her closest companions were the 

animals on the ranch, and she formed bonds with them that were just as real 

and meaningful to her young heart as any childhood friendship could have 

been. She dressed up the chickens, and they followed her everywhere, an 

unexpected little parade that made sense only in the imagination of a child 

who longed for company. She dressed the dogs too, talked to them, confided 

in them, and treated them as if they understood every word. And in her mind, 

they did. They were her friends, the ones who listened without judgment and 

stayed close without ever leaving her side. 

Most children grow up surrounded by peers, learning social rules through 

recess friendships and schoolyard conversations. Mother grew up instead 

surrounded by livestock and silence. The wide-open spaces became her 

playground, and the quiet sounds of ranch life became her constant 

background. In those years she 

learned to be content with her own 

company, to create her own world 

when the outside world felt far away.  

That early solitude shaped her spirit 

and her character. It taught her 
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resilience, patience, and an inner gentleness that came from observing life 

rather than rushing through it. She learned to listen more 

than she spoke, to care deeply for creatures most people 

overlooked, and to find comfort in the simple presence of 

another living being.  

That unique beginning did not make her withdrawn; it 

made her compassionate. It formed in her a tender 

strength that she carried throughout her life, one that 

allowed her to love people in a way that made them feel 

seen, valued, and safe. 

College and Early Marriage 

Eventually she went to Gunnison for school 

which was about an 

hour from the 

ranch. She played 

in the band and 

later went to 

Colorado State 

College where she met my dad. Soon they were 

married and in no time, they had children. 

 My older brother Ken arrived first and then the 

twins. In those early years she was 

raising three 

children in a 

Quonset hut 

which is basically 

a tin can cut in 

half. Storms in Fort Collins would blow 

the roof off that place. Life was hard but she made the best of it. When my 

twin brother Gregg and I were born the doctor confidently said she was not 

having twins. But Mother knew better. She had already bought two sets of 

clothes for the babies and she was right. 
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Veterinary Practice and Hard Work 

As life moved along and my dad graduated from 

veterinary school things changed again. He was very 

driven and graduated at the top of his veterinary class. 

While he pushed forward in his work Mother was 

completely committed to running the business side of 

his veterinary practice. 

I remember her sitting at the dining table before computers were common 

with piles of receipts and billing statements in front of her. She managed 

everything by hand with diligence and remarkable attention to detail. She 

worked late into the evenings making sure the practice stayed healthy and 

organized. My dad was fortunate to have such a gifted partner. 

Athletic Spirit and Independence 

Mother was also never afraid to work outside the home. She worked in a ski 

shop for a time and took on other jobs whenever needed. She was an avid 

skier for many years and in her prime she became a skilled tennis player. She 

played tennis for a long stretch of her adult life. Always active. Always moving. 

Always athletic. That was simply part of her nature. 

My Parents Go Their Separate Ways 

After almost twenty years of 

marriage my parents 

eventually went their 

separate ways. It was a long 

marriage with a difficult 

ending. Sometime later 

Mother met Stu, and they 

gradually became close. Stu 

was quiet and stoic, but he 

had the biggest Texas sized 

heart imaginable. At first, I did not know what to make of him but over time I 

grew incredibly fond of him.  
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Mother chose wisely because he was so good to her. They were married for 

more than four decades and had a beautiful life together until his passing 

about six or seven years ago. Losing him was a hard blow but she carried that 

loss with the same quiet courage she learned early in life. 

Lunch stops and covert laundry 

During our high school years, the home of Mother and Stu became the regular 

Ǉƛǘ ǎǘƻǇ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƎȅƳƴŀǎǘƛŎǎΦ DǊŜƎƎ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǿƛƴƎ ōȅ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

famously delicious lunches and then race up to practice. By the time we were 

at UC Berkeley and coming home on breaks nothing had changed. We still 

found our way to that kitchen, and we still found a way to slip our laundry into 

the wash without Stu noticing. I am not sure he ever approved of two college 

boys sneaking in dirty socks like a covert special ops mission, but we did it 

anyway. 

Mother also managed to get us hopelessly addicted to her soap operas. We 

started arranging our college classes to make sure we could land at her table 

in time to eat lunch and watch the daily drama unfold. I still laugh thinking 

about how two reasonably intelligent college students planned their academic 

ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎƻŀǇ ƻǇŜǊŀǎ ƭŀǳƴŘǊȅ ŘǊƻǇ ƻŦŦǎ ŀƴŘ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘŜǎΦ 

That little routine has become one of my fondest memories of those years. 

Loved by Friends and Family 

There were some who especially experienced her as a second mother during 

those early years in California. We always had children in and out of the 

house, and Mother 

instinctively gathered 

them under her wing. 

Over time, that circle 

grew into an extended 

family of sons she never set out to adopt but 

somehow did by the sheer force of her love. Across 

the decades, the list of those she embraced includes 

Chris Wright, Ross Tessein, Jon Patterson, Mark 
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Greene, Nicholas Vargas, and others whose names would lengthen this list 

further.  

Many of them practically lived with us in those years, 

and Mother treated them as her own, without ever 

needing to say it out loud. When we later moved to 

Switzerland in the late 1960s and early 1970s, 

aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜŘ 

new students, expatriates, and lonely souls into our 

home just as easily as she had welcomed children in 

the Lovelace house. Among them was Mohamed, who 

fled the Middle East in 1969 and found himself 

painfully alone. 

Mother welcomed 

him to our table and into our lives. To 

this day, Mohamed remains my closest 

friend overseas, my longest-standing 

friend, and truly my brother.  

And back at home, through all the 

decades, Chris Wright has remained the 

brother to my own soul on this side of the Atlantic. What began as childhood 

friendship became a lifelong bond, just as it did 

with Mohamed abroad. In many ways, those two 

ƳŜƴ ŜƳōƻŘȅ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜǇŜǎǘ ŦǊǳƛǘ ƻŦ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƭƻǾŜ 

across continents, cultures, and generations. 

To name them is already to leave many out, 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōƻǊŘŜǊǎΦ Lǘ 

simply kept widening through each season of life, welcoming new souls and 

forming bonds that have endured for decades. Each name represents another 

life touched, another story of belonging, another chapter in the legacy of love 

she offered so freely. 
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DǊŜƎƎΩǎ DƛŦǘ 

After Stu passed away, she moved into a condo where she could care for 

herself more easily. It felt like a necessary transition at the time, something 

that would allow her to maintain her independence while still being 

surrounded by comfort and familiarity. Yet it also marked a new chapter of 

life, and everyone wanted that chapter to feel peaceful and secure for her. My 

twin brother  

Gregg immediately stepped in with that deep sense of loyalty and 

protectiveness that was so much a part of him. He wanted her home to be 

more than comfortable; he wanted 

it to be beautiful. Using his 

extraordinary skill as a contractor, 

he remodeled the entire condo 

from top to bottom. He selected 

colors, textures, finishes, and 

architectural details with a level of 

intentionality that reflected his 

heart for her. He poured himself 

into that project, and in a very real way, he poured his love into every inch of 

that space. She ended up living in a stunning home with pendant lighting and 

cabinetry from Italy, and every time she pointed to something special in the 

house, it always came back to Gregg. 

 It was his way of honoring her, blessing her, and making sure she felt 

treasured in this season of life. She often told people that living there felt like 

being surrounded by a personal gift he crafted just for her. Gregg had his little 

touches too, those small and thoughtful gestures that were so uniquely him. 

He kept the pendant lights on at night so that if she happened to get up in the 

middle of the darkness, she would see their gentle glow and think of him. 

After Gregg passed away, she continued that ritual. She would keep the 

pendant lights on just to remind her of him, and in a quiet way it made her 

feel closer to him, as if the light he left behind still lingered in her home and in 

her heart. 
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All those little touches were signatures of who Gregg was, his devotion, his 

care, his tenderness, and his desire to protect the people he loved. When 

Gregg passed away two years ago, those lights became something more than 

décor. They became a reminder of his presence, his workmanship, and his 

heart. And the memory of that gift, given at such a meaningful time in her life, 

remains forever etched in her heart. 

A New Chapter in Nevada 

As Mother now prepares to move away from the state, she has called home 

for more than half a century, my 

brother Ken and my stepsister Karen, 

who I consider fully and completely my 

sister, have lovingly stepped up to help 

her transition. Ken has shepherded her 

with exceptional care and attention, 

taking on responsibilities quietly and 

faithfully, and never once making it 

about himself. He has overseen her new home in Nevada, a place that is not 

only comfortable but absolutely spectacular, and it is clear that every detail 

was chosen with her well-being in mind. His devotion in this season has been 

a profound gift to her and to all of us. 

 Karen and Chris have likewise been unfailingly supportive, watching over her 

with such tenderness and care. And even 

ŀŦǘŜǊ /ƘǊƛǎΩ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ YŀǊŜƴ helped Mother 

navigate decisions and manage daily life, 

not out of obligation but out of a 

genuine, heartfelt love. She has been a 

devoted and loving daughter figure to 

her, one who has stepped into that role 

with grace and humility. I am deeply grateful for the ways she cares for 

Mother and for the steady presence she provides.  

Their compassion has given me comfort as well, knowing she is surrounded by 

people who adore her. I would also be remiss not to mention my cousin Izer, 
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who lives near Mother in Walnut Creek. The connection they have formed 

over these past years has been 

something truly beautiful to watch. They 

get together, garden side by side, go 

places, and genuinely enjoy one another 

in a way that feels nourishing to both of 

them. Iser has always been so special to 

me personally, and it brings me great joy 

to see the friendship and tenderness she 

and Mother share. In her own way, Izer has been a quiet guardian and a 

companion for her. 

The Heart of it All 

Mother is, in every way, a living picture of strength and kindness woven 

together. Her life has not been without hardship, yet she has carried each 

season with a quiet courage that often went unnoticed because she never 

drew attention to herself. She has met life 

with a mixture of gentleness and grit, a rare 

combination that allowed her to endure 

difficulty without ever becoming hardened by 

it. She has lived generously and loved deeply. 

Her heart has always been open, both to her 

family and to all those who found themselves 

drawn to her home, her warmth, and her 

spirit. She has given more than she ever asked 

in return, and she has done so with a grace 

that has touched countless lives.  

When people speak of kindness, when they speak of steadfastness, when they 

speak of love that does not falter, they are in many ways describing her. If 

anyone ever wonders what a life of love truly looks like, they need only look at 
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Mother. Quiet, steady, strong, and always 

faithful, she has been a gentle force of 

goodness to everyone who has known her.  

Thank you, Mother, for the life you have 

lived and the grace you have shown. 

Thank you for the generosity that has 

marked every season of your life, for 

putting others before yourself, and for 

opening your heart so freely to family, 

friends, and strangers alike. You never 

sought recognition. You simply loved people because that is who you are. 

My life has been forever enriched by your presence. I am deeply grateful, and 

in many ways, forever indebted to you. The heart that guides my life is, in 

large measure, a reflection of the heart I first encountered in you. Long before 

I became a psychologist or developed NeuroFaith®, I was learning the lessons 

that would shape both my character and my calling by watching you. 

You taught them not through words, but through the way you lived. Through 

the way you welcomed people into your home, noticed the lonely, carried 

burdens quietly, and offered love without keeping score. 

People often ask me why my work focuses so much on the heart, on 

connection, compassion, presence, and healing. The answer is simple. I 

learned about the power of the heart from you. 

Your heart helped shape my character, my profession, and the way I see every 

person who walks through my door. If there is any goodness in the work I do, 

any ability to sit with people in their pain and help them find hope, a 

meaningful part of that story begins with you. 

Thank you, Mother, for ninety-three remarkable years of strength, resilience, 

kindness, and love. Your greatest legacy is not what you accomplished, but 

the lives you touched and the hearts you helped form. 

Mine most of all.



24 

 

A twin bond forged through adversity 

Gregg and I arrived in this 

world together. We were 

identical twins, each 

ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǇƭŀȅƳŀǘŜΣ 

confidant and mirror. Our 

early years unfolded 

against the backdrop of 

inter-generational 

trauma. My father was a 

fundamentally good man, 

but he carried the scars 

of the savage beatings he had received as a child. He worked tirelessly to 

provide for our family and broke many of the abusive patterns he inherited, 

yet the pain of his upbringing sometimes spilled over into his own parenting. 

Gregg and I responded to this adversity by overachieving; we collected 

trophies, maintained near perfect grades and treated accomplishment as 

armor. He always seemed to have an extra gear. He was recruited by the U.S. 

Air Force Academy for his brilliance in gymnastics as an all-around gymnast, 

pivoted to engineering and secured a patent with Ford Aerospace, then 
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reinvented himself as a high-end builder and later as an accountant. I took 

another route. Realizing I could not match his pace, I leaned into people and 

connection. Becoming a psychologist taught me that our relationships, not our 

résumés, heal trauma.  

Our divergent strategies defined our adult lives. Gregg continued to chase 

milestones, believing that the next achievement would finally make him feel 

άŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ L ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŎǳƭǘƛǾŀǘŜ ŘŜŜǇ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇǎΣ ǘƻ ƭŜŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŦŀƛǘƘ ŀƴŘ 

community. Ironically, my choice saved me when my life unraveled around 

age fifty. My wife battled melanoma, my daughter was hospitalized for a 

suspected lymphoma, and the economy collapsed. Overwork and over 

acquisition landed me in an emotional breakdown. Therapy, spiritual practice 

aƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǳƴŦƻƭŘ 

differently. He cycled through episodes of depression, often comparing 

himself negatively against the impossible standard he had set. In his sixties he 

withdrew further, eventually moving to Florida and severing contact. On 11 

October he died. Time has not healed the hole he left. Even now, reaching for 

the phone to call him triggers a wave of grief and a physical ache in my chest. 

A promise to finish his story 

When I sensed I would lose Gregg, I told my wife Leah two things. First, that I 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǎƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŀ ǘǿƛƴΩǎ ƛƴǘǳƛǘƛƻƴ ǊŜƛƴŦƻǊŎŜŘ ōȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ 

working with trauma. Second, that I would not let his death destroy me. I 

knew the pain would be profound and enduring, but I decided to lean into the 

love of family and friends, to ground myself in prayer, and to transform our 

shared suffering into purpose. When Gregg died, I whispered to him that I 

would finish the life he could not. I vowed to take the truth of his beautiful, 

complicated journey, his victories and struggles and use it to help others. This 

blog and my NeuroFaith® model are part of that promise. 

The grieving body: how loss affects the heart 

aŀǊȅ CǊŀƴŎŜǎ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ¢ƘŜ DǊƛŜǾƛƴƎ .Ǌŀƛƴ όǿƘƛŎƘ [ŜŀƘ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ 

knowing my love of neuroscience) emphasizes that grief is not merely 

emotional; it is embodied. Research shows that the death of a loved one 

dramatically increases cardiovascular risk. In a 2012 case crossover study, 
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individuals were more than twenty-one times more likely to suffer an acute 

ƳȅƻŎŀǊŘƛŀƭ ƛƴŦŀǊŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ Řŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ 

death, and the risk remained elevated roughly eightfold across the first week. 

A separate Harvard Health review noted that the risk begins to decline after 

the first week but remains above baseline for at least a month. These findings 

ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ŀ ōƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ōŀǎƛǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ άōǊƻƪŜƴ ƘŜŀǊǘΦέ LƴǘŜƴǎŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ 

stress triggers surges of catecholamines (stress hormones) that elevate blood 

pressure, accelerate the heart and increase clotting tendency. In some cases 

ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ άǎǘǳƴǎέ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǾŜƴǘǊƛŎƭŜΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ŀ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊȅ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

takotsubo cardiomyopathy or broken heart syndrome the heart balloons and 

mimics a heart attack. 

The heart itself is a marvel. It beats about 100 000 times per day and sends 

blood through a circulatory system long enough to wrap around the Earth. Its 

ǊƘȅǘƘƳ ƛǎ ǇŀǊǘƭȅ ƎƻǾŜǊƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǾŀƎǳǎ ƴŜǊǾŜ [ŀǘƛƴ ŦƻǊ άǿŀƴŘŜǊŜǊΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ 

cranial nerve originates in the medulla and travels down through the neck and 

chest, innervating the larynx, lungs, heart, stomach, liver, pancreas and 

intestines. Parasympathetic fibers of the vagus slow the heartbeat and 

regulate its rhythm. A healthy heart exhibits heart rate variability (HRV): heart 

rate rises during inhalation and falls on exhalation, creating a gentle sine 

wave. High HRV reflects flexible vagal control and is associated with resilience 

and better cardiovascular health, whereas low HRV signals distress and 

predicts higher risk of disease. In grief, HRV often becomes jagged and 

dysregulated, mirroring our emotional turmoil. The heart can thus be thought 

of as an acoumeter for our thoughts, feelings and motivations. 

!ǘǘŀŎƘƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀƛƴΩǎ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘ 

Attachment theory further illuminates why losing Gregg felt like losing a part 

of myself. When we form deep bonds, our nervous systems synchronize; the 

ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜŎƻƳŜ άǳǎΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǳǊŀƭ ŀǘǘǳƴŜƳŜƴǘ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƭƛƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ 

which we explore the world. The sudden absence of a central attachment 

figure triggers a protest response: heart rate and sympathetic arousal rise to 

fuel the search for the missing person. This response is adaptive in temporary 

separations, such as a child searching for a caregiver. In bereavement, 

however, the loss is permanent. Over time our brains slowly learn this new 
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reality; the protest gives way to despair and eventually to adaptation. In the 

process we must reattach to others and to God and find new ways to regulate 

our nervous systems. For me, Gregg had always been a source of co-

regulation, someone who could calm my nervous system with a look or a joke. 

[ƻǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŘȅǎǊŜƎǳƭŀǘŜŘ ƳŜΤ L ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ άǳǎΦέ ¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ 

reaction arises from well-studied attachment circuitry helped me normalize 

Ƴȅ ƎǊƛŜŦΦ 5ŀƴ {ƛŜƎŜƭΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƴŜǳǊƻōƛƻƭƻƎȅ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ our brains and 

ōƻŘƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƘŀǇŜŘ ōȅ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇǎΣ ŀƴŘ aŀǊȅ CǊŀƴŎŜǎ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ emphasizes 

that grief is the cost of attachment. Without connection, we cannot heal. 

Co-regulation, external pacemakers and broken hearts 

Interpersonal neurobiology and attachment theory suggest that when we give 

our heart away when we fall in love or form a secure bond, we become 

ŜȄǘŜǊƴŀƭ ǇŀŎŜƳŀƪŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǊŘƛƻǾŀǎŎǳƭŀǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΦ hǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ 

rhythms synchronize, our breathing aligns and our vagal tone responds to the 

ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘΦ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘŜ ƳƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƴŜ ƘƛǎΤ 

ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿŜ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀƴ άǳǎέ ŀǘ ōƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǇƘȅǎƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƭŜǾŜƭǎΦ 

The benefits of this co-regulation are profound. Polyvagal theory teaches that 

co-regulation through social connection dampens sympathetic arousal and 

enhances parasympathetic safety. Heart math research shows that shared 

positive emotion can entrain heart rate variability into coherent, sine wave 

ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴǎΦ .ƻǿƭōȅΩǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƘƳŜnt theory frames these physiological patterns in 

terms of security: we feel safe enough to explore the world because another 

heart beats alongside ours. 

aŀǊȅ CǊŀƴŎŜǎ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ƴƻǘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƻŦ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾƛƴƎ 

person must learn to regulate the cardiovascular system without this external 

pacemaker. Tragically, some hearts cannot adapt. The loss of co-regulation 

may lead to rapid heart rate, arrhythmia or stress induced cardiomyopathy 

(takotsubo), and in some cases people literally die of a broken heart. Longer 

term bereavement also taxes the immune system by keeping the body in a 

prolonged state of stress. I experienced the frantic search ŦƻǊ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ 

regulating presence in my own chest, a racing heart, a sense of being 

physically unmoored. Recognizing that this reaction is a natural consequence 

of losing an external pacemaker helped me extend compassion to myself and 
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underscored the importance of cultivating new sources of co-regulation. In 

the next section I will explore how grief affects immunity and what science 

suggests we can do to heal. 

Facing the truth: the medical examination 

As someone who strives to live in the light of truth, I knew I could not hide 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ aȅ ǿƻǊƪ ŀǎ ŀ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛǎǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

healing requires confronting the facts, however painful they may be. Shortly 

after his passing I arranged to meet with Marty, the medical examiner who 

evaluated Gregg. She had authored the official report, and she kindly offered 

ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΦ aŀǊǘȅΩǎ ŜƳǇŀǘƘȅ ŀƴŘ candor were a gift; she 

understood that I needed to know what had happened and that I could handle 

the truth. Reading the report was devastating, but I was grateful for her 

presence. 

The report confirmed what I already sensed: Gregg had wasted away in his 

despair. I will not share the exact figure, but his weight loss was severe. It 

spoke volumes about how deeply he had given up on living. Marty looked me 

in the eye and asked if I really wanted to know all the details. I nodded. In 

those pages I saw a man who had once been vibrant and strong now reduced 

by depression and isolation. Yet the report also revealed that, alongside the 

weight loss, his heart showed signs of chronic disease. Among his organs, the 

heart bore the brunt of the damage. 

This finding resonated with everything I had learned about neurocardiology. 

The heart is more than a pump; it is exquisitely sensitive to emotional states. 

As discussed earlier, bereavement can precipitate acute heart attacks and 

stress induced cardiomyopaǘƘȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ƳŀŘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ 

despair had weakened his heart long before it stopped beating. In a very real 

sense he died of a broken heart. Knowing this did not lessen my pain, but it 

did deepen my understanding. It underscored that his death was not simply 

an act of will; it was the culmination of physiological and psychological stress. 

Facing this truth allowed me to honor him more fully and to champion the 

scientific truths that support our stories of loss. 
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Grief and the immune system 

Loss affects not only the heart and nervous system but also the immune 

system. The emerging field of psychoneuroimmunology explores how our 

thoughts and emotions influence immune function. From an attachment 

perspective, the brain encodes a map of the world that includes our loved 

ones. When a loved one dies, that map must be updated. In grief we are torn 

between two streams of information: the memory of the death and the 

attachment belief that our loved one will always be there. This conflict 

hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ άƎƻƴŜ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜǊƭŀǎǘƛƴƎέ ǇŀǊŀŘƻȄ Ŏŀƴ ƪŜŜǇ ƻǳǊ ǇƘȅǎƛƻƭƻƎȅ 

in a state of high alert. We used to think the brain was immune, privileged, 

shielded from inflammation in the body. In fact, the central nervous system 

has its own immune cells. Microglia, the resident macrophages of the brain, 

ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ р мл ҈ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ŎŜƭƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ άǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ 

ƎŀǊŘŜƴŜǊǎέ ǇǊǳƴŜ ǎȅƴŀǇǎŜǎΣ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŎŜƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ǊŜŦƛƴŜ ƴŜǳǊŀƭ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘǎ 

during development. Under stress, however, they can produce inflammatory 

molecules that alter neurotransmission and synaptic pruning. 

Inflammatory proteins produced elsewhere in the body also influence the 

brain. Cytokines, such as interleukin 6 (IL 6), can cross the blood brain barrier 

in certain regions and can bind to receptors on the vagus nerve. The vagus 

then transmits electrical signals to the brain, relaying information about 

peripheral inflammation. In bereaved people, this neuroinflammation can 

disrupt the production of serotonin and other neuromodulators. Microglia 

may become overactive, leading to dysregulated pruning over pruning of 

synapses that weakens neural networks and impairs social cognition. Because 

microglia comprise a tenth of the cells in our brain, their dysregulation can 

have far reaching consequences. 

Grief and stress also reshape the microbiome. Chronic stress can disrupt the 

Ǝǳǘ ŦƭƻǊŀΣ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǎǘƛƴŀƭ ǇŜǊƳŜŀōƛƭƛǘȅ όάƭŜŀƪȅ ƎǳǘέύΦ .ŀŎǘŜǊƛŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

byproducts may then enter the bloodstream and activate the immune system, 

fueling systemic and neuroinflammation. The vagus nerve communicates 

these inflammatory states to the brain, further heightening arousal. The result 

is a feedback loop: loss triggers stress, stress alters the gut and immune 

function, and immune activation feeds back into the nervous system. 
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hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ŀǊƎǳŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǉǳƛŎƪ ǇƘŀǊƳŀŎƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŦƛȄ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀǎŎŀŘŜΦ 

The best medicine is human connection. Four elements, she writes, are 

essential to healing after loss: people, community, belonging and mattering. 

Medication may blunt symptoms, but it cannot replace the co-regulation, 

meaning and security that come from being seen and held by others. In the 

ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜ ǘƻ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŀǿΦ DǊŜƎƎ ƘŀŘ 

lost his sense of belonging and mattering as he isolated, and his heart could 

not recover. I chose differently. I leaned into my faith, into my family and 

friends, and into my calling to help others heal. I discovered that the most 

helpful comforters were often those who simply sat with me in silence, whose 

calm breathing and coherent heart rhythms reflected in their own heart rate 

variability helped stabilize mine. God reached me directly through prayer and 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ !ǎ L ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ 

external pacemaker, I found that new attachments and a sense of purpose 

tempered the neuroinflammatory storm. 

Meaning making and resilience 

Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ L ǊŜŀŘ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

insights settle from my head into my heart. I discovered that integrating 

neuroscience with faith deepened my resilience. Knowing that grief can 

disrupt vagal tone and heart rhythms compelled me to practice breathwork 

and prayer. Recognizing the protest response in my racing heart allowed me 

to gently tell myself that Gregg was gone and that searching would not bring 

him back. My wife Leah, my family and my community became new sources of 

coregulation. I also channeled my energy into this narrative: honoring Gregg 

by sharing his story and by weaving it into the science of grief. The integration 

of research and personal narrative is itself healing it transforms pain into 

purpose. 

Conclusion: honoring Gregg through science and story 

DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘŀǇŜǎǘǊȅ ƻŦ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƛŦǘŜŘ ƎȅƳƴŀǎǘΣ 

engineer and builder; he carried the weight of inter generational trauma and 

the burden of feeling never good enough. Our twin bond was soul deep, and 

his absence is a wound that still throbs. Yet grief has also revealed the 
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profound wisdom of our bodies and brains. It has taught me that the heart 

registers loss in its very beat, that the vagus nerve carries our emotions 

throughout the body, and that attachment leaves neural imprints that protest 

when bonds are severed. It has shown me that faith, breath and community 

can restore coherence to a dysregulated heart. Most of all, it has reaffirmed 

my vow: to finish the life Gregg could not, to carry his story forward, and to 

use the neuroscience of grief to help others find meaning in their pain. 

A letter to Gregg 

Gregg, you gave me so much of yourself. You 

were there for me through my lowest valleys 

and you rejoiced with me on the 

mountaintops. You blessed my life in ways 

that words fail to capture. I have chosen not 

to dwell in the negative space of your absence 

but to celebrate the value you were and still 

ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛǾŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎŀŎȅ ƻŦ άǳǎΦέ L 

will honor the beauty of our bond and reflect 

it in all my relationships. I will seek out others 

who can offer me what you offered, and I will 

strive to be the blessing to them that you 

were to me. 

I will always love you, Gregg. I will always miss you. I will always ache for you. 

Yet I will carry your light forward. Your life and our love will inform the way I 

love others and the way I help those in pain. In celebrating you, I am 

celebrating the best parts of myself. 

And why the red background you might wonder ς ƛǘ ǿŀǎ DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ 

ς every motorcycle he owned was indeed red.



32 

 

Early Years in Germany 

There are sons, and then there are sons, if you know what I mean. I have been 

blessed with a son who, from the earliest days of his life, carried within him 

the qualities that define what it means to be a man. Not loud qualities, not 

boastful ones, but the deeper things that reveal themselves over time. Honor 

ǘƘŀǘ ƎǳƛŘŜǎ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴǎΦ /ƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŜŀŘƛŜǎ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƭƛŦŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘǎ 

more than he thought he could give. Commitment that holds fast when the 

easier path would be to walk away. If you know the Marine Corps motto, 

Honor, Courage, Commitment, then you understand the measure of the man I 

am speaking of. Gregg has lived those words in a way that few people ever 

truly do.  

You were born in Germany at Landstuhl Army Medical Center, although your 

arrival into the world had a bit of a story even before you were delivered. The 

hospital nursery was full at the time, and the plan was to have you delivered 

and admitted to a German hospital instead. That would have meant your 

mother and I would have had to wait about ten days before bringing you 

home.  

CƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀŦŦ ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜǎ ŀǘ [ŀƴŘǎǘǳƘƭΣ aƻƳΩǎ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ 

in and made sure that did not happen. So, you were born right there at 
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Landstuhl, arriving at about forty-two weeks, taking your time as if you were 

already contemplating the world before joining it. From the very beginning 

you had a presence. You were a big baby and utterly adorable in the nursery 

crib. You also had what we came to call a very robust cry. When you cried, 

everyone in the ward knew it was you. But even as a baby you had a charm 

about you. In some ways you were a child of few words, but when you did 

speak, people were drawn to you. You had a natural warmth that made 

people smile. Not long after we returned to the United States for about a year 

and a half while I completed my postdoctoral training, we were suddenly on 

our way back to Germany again. By then you were about two, maybe pushing 

three. On that flight you had a pair of socks with little airplanes on them, and 

you proudly called them your airplane socks. You spent much of the flight 

walking up and down the aisle telling passengers about your airplane socks, 

charming people one by one and enjoying the adventure of the moment. 

Friendship and Loyalty 

It was during that second tour in Germany that you met your best friend, 

Skye, a blond haired 

South African boy. And 

yes Gregg, you had 

blond hair back then 

too. Blue eyes. The 

Germans loved that 

look, and people 

seemed to fall in love 

with you almost 

instantly. You and Skye 

quickly became partners in crime in the innocent and mischievous ways that 

young boys often are. One day the two of you snuck into his basement and 

helped yourselves to all the ice cream you could find.  

hƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊ ŀ DŜǊƳŀƴ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΩǎ ȅŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ 

managed to pull a stake from his fence. The gentleman came hobbling after 

you with a broken foot while the two of you ran away laughing, confident he 

could never catch you. What made the story even better was that he was not 
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angry at all. In fact, he later told us about it with great amusement. It was 

hard for anyone to stay upset with you for long. But what I remember even 

more clearly came on our final day in Germany. We spent much of that day 

with Skye, knowing that the time had come for us to leave and return to the 

United States. I had assumed, perhaps too casually, that it would be another 

move in a life that already had several moves in it.  

But that day I saw something in you that stayed with me. You were utterly 

heartbroken at the thought of leaving your friend. The sadness was deep and 

very real. It lingered with you long after we had returned to the States. 

Looking back now, I realize that moment revealed something about you that 

would define the man you would become. Even as a young boy, your 

friendships mattered deeply to you. When you gave your loyalty to someone, 

you gave it completely. That fierce loyalty, that sense of commitment and 

honor in your friendships, became one of the defining traits of your life and 

remains so to this day. 

School Years and Character 

Like many children who spend their early years moving from place to place, 

you had a few challenges when you first began school. You struggled 

somewhat with reading, in part because you had suffered so many ear 

infections as a young child. Those repeated bouts of otitis-media delayed your 

speech development for a time, and you needed some extra help in the early 

grades. You accepted that help willingly. But what I remember most clearly is 

what happened a few years later.  

Somewhere around the fifth grade you simply stood up one day from the desk 

where you had been receiving that extra help, walked back to your regular 

seat, and from that point forward you were on your own. You had used the 

help you needed, and then you moved forward. And your teacher had the 

wisdom to accept your decision without hesitation. That was you even then. If 

help was needed, you accepted it. But you never leaned on it longer than 

necessary.  

By middle school you had discovered girls, as most boys do, but early in high 

school you came to Mom after experiencing some teenage drama and made a 
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declaration I have never forgotten. You told Mom you had decided you were 

not going to date any girls until after you graduated from high school because, 

in your words, there was simply too much drama. To be honest, I did not think 

you would stick to that decision. But you did. Instead, you poured your energy 

into music. You were a trumpet player, and when you played there was 

something in the tone that reflected the depth of your own spirit. Your 

trumpet carried a soulful melody that could move people. I remember more 

than one occasion when hearing you play brought tears to my eyes and I 

suspect to many others. Your band instructor begged you to pursue music in 

college, but you had other plans, a larger mission. You also developed a love 

for tennis and eventually earned a varsity letter. You were a strong player, 

disciplined and competitive yet composed and respectful in all the right ways. 

Choosing the Marine Corps 

Then at eighteen you graduated from high school. At the time you were not 

entirely sure whether you wanted to go straight to college. We talked about 

it, and Mom and I told you something simple. Staying home and doing nothing 

was not an option. You would move forward in some meaningful yet 

undetermined direction, and that was soon to be understood. The early part 

of that summer was a time of deep reflection for you. I could see that you 

were thinking seriously about the kind of man you wanted to become and 

about the path you were going to take.  

Then sometime around the middle of that summer you came home with your 

Marine recruiter, a striking and handsome gunnery sergeant dressed in the 

unmistakable Marine Corps dress blues. It is one of the most striking uniforms 

worn by any branch of the military, and there you were standing beside him, 

listening carefully, taking it all in. And then you made your decision. With a 

seriousness that was unmistakable, you committed yourself to the United 

States Marine Corps.  

You signed the papers in front of us, so respectful and dignified ς and yet in 

another way, deeply solemn. Even in that moment, I could sense the weight of 

what you were choosing. As your father, I also felt it. The thoughts that no 

father wants to contemplate began to move quietly through my mind. The 

seriousness of that commitment and what it could possibly mean. The good 
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that would come from it, but also the potential cost that Marines so often 

carry with dignity. And yet I could see in you the resolve of a young man who 

understood that some callings require exactly that kind of courage. 

Forged in Boot Camp 

Boot camp transformed you. Those thirteen weeks were a crucible that 

thousands of Marines before you have endured. Trial, exhaustion, pain, and 

moments of doubt that any reasonable man would feel under the sheer 

physical and mental demands of that training. But through that crucible you 

were forged. You went in a young man. You came out something remarkably 

different. I remember looking at you at graduation with tears in my eyes. You 

were no longer just my son who had left home a few months earlier. You 

stood before me a United States Marine. There was a bearing in you that had 

changed. Something deeper. Something steady. You had become a warrior. 

Noble, fierce, proud, unmovable, unbendable, unbreakable. I have had many 

proud moments in my life, but all were eclipsed by that moment.  

After graduation we had a wonderful time together as a family. Your 

grandfather was there that day, the last time you would see him before his life 

was tragically taken in a terrible accident not long afterward. Before you left 

for Marine Combat Training he wrote you a letter. I remember the words very 

ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅΦ ά²ŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ǿŜƭƭΦέ DǊŀƴŘǇŀ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ŀǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

the rest of the family. And you did just that in no small measure. 

War and Moral Courage 

You went on to Marine Combat Training and then on to artillery school. When 

we picked you up after Marine Combat Training, I remember noticing 

something immediately. You could barely carry your sea bags. One of your 

buddies carried them out for you, and as you walked toward the car, Mom 

and I could see that you had a slight limp. It was subtle, but it was there. 

When you finally climbed into the car and sat down, we asked what had 

happened. You looked at me calmly and simply saidΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŀǎƪΦέ But mothers 

kƴƻǿ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŘƛŘΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ 

what had really happened. Somewhere during Marine Combat Training, you 

broke your foot. Most people would have reported it immediately, because a 
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broken foot would have meant medical attention and recovery time. But you 

knew something else too. You knew that if you reported it they would recycle 

you through the training and you would have to start the entire process over 

again. That was not something you were willing to do. So instead, you did 

what Marines sometimes do. You kept going. You pushed through the pain, 

finished Marine Combat Training, and completed it with a broken foot. God 

knows how you managed to do that.  

During the short break before artillery school, you spent your time hopping 

around in a cast, helping out with the recruiting while you recovered as best 

you could. Eventually you reported to artillery school at Fort Sill. As Marines 

often do, the instructors noticed immediately that you were still dealing with 

a broken foot. They did not baby you. If anything, they were harder on you, 

ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŀ aŀǊƛƴŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴƧǳǊŜŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ 

like that treatment, but you accepted it the same way you had accepted 

everything else. You pushed through it.  

And then came the 

orders that would 

change everything. 

Fallujah, Iraq. A full 

combat 

deployment. Some 

of your buddies did 

not make it home. 

You told me stories 

about those months 

later on, usually in 

pieces, never all at once. Combat has a way of doing that to men. The stories 

tend to surface slowly, often years later, sometimes in the quiet moments 

when we were riding our motorcycles together as we often did or sitting 

somewhere without distractions. You spoke about daily patrols outside the 

wire, about the constant danger that surrounded you, and about the reality 

that too many Marines were struck by land mines and improvised explosive 

devices. It was the kind of environment where every day carried a level of risk 

that most people can scarcely imagine.  
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There was one story you told me that I have never forgotten. You had been 

scheduled to give a briefing one day, but you were suddenly called out on a 

mission and could not do it. Another young Marine stepped in and gave the 

briefing in your place. Later that same day, that Marine was killed by a suicide 

ōƻƳōŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƳǳŎƘΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŀōƻǳǘ 

moments like that at all. But on one of our motorcycle rides years later, you 

finally shared a small piece of what those experiences had been like. We were 

riding together, the road stretching out ahead of us, when you spoke quietly 

and said, ά5ŀŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƻŦ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƛǎ ōŀŘΦέ That was all you said. There was 

nothing dramatic about the way you said it. No long explanation. Just those 

few words, spoken with the calm honesty that has always been part of who 

you are. Yet those words carried a weight that only someone who has stood in 

those places could fully understand.  

On another ride I asked you how you managed to get through those 

deployments without falling apart. Your answer was simple, but it revealed 

something important about the way your mind works. You told me that at 

some point you had accepted the likelihood that you would die there. Once 

you came to terms with accepting your possible death, the anxiety that had 

been pressing in on you began to lose its grip. When you stopped fighting that 

possibility and simply acknowledged it, something shifted inside you. From 

that point forward you were able to focus on the job in front of you and keep 

moving forward. But even in the middle of war, you carried something else 

with you besides courage.  

You carried wisdom. You once told me about traveling in a Humvee along a 

convoy road when you spotted an Iraqi man pulled over nearby. Under your 

rules of engagement, you could have taken him out. In a combat zone those 

decisions often have to be made quickly, and hesitation can be dangerous. 

You raised your weapon and prepared to pull the trigger. And then something 

in you paused. You studied him for a moment. You read the cues. Your 

instincts were telling you something important about the situation unfolding 

in front of you. In the last moment before you acted, you lowered your 

weapon. Later I asked you why you had made that decision. Your answer was 

simple. άL ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳŜǎΣ 5ŀŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾƛƭΦέ  
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Thank God you trusted that instinct. War places young men in situations that 

no human being should ever have to face. Decisions must sometimes be made 

in seconds, and those decisions can carry consequences that last for the rest 

of a lifetime. Some of those moments demand action. Others demand 

restraint. What has always stayed with me is the quiet wisdom you showed in 

that moment. You understood that your responsibility was not simply to pull a 

trigger whenever the opportunity presented itself. Your responsibility was to 

do what was right in a complicated and dangerous world, even when the 

pressure of war made those decisions unimaginably difficult. 

Life After War 

When you returned from Iraq and eventually left the Marine Corps, you 

entered another difficult chapter of life. You were also carrying the pain of a 

relationship that had ended in betrayal. You cared deeply for that young 

woman and remained loyal far longer than most people would have. Even 

when the relationship collapsed, you did not lash out or try to diminish her. 

You simply mourned the loss quietly. I remember flying down to San Diego 

during that time. At one point I looked at you and said, ά{ƻƴΣ L ǘƘƛnk we need 

ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

And so that is what we did. You stepped away from that chapter with dignity 

and began building the next one. Not long after that you met Clare. She 

became the love of your life. Clare is a remarkable woman, beautiful in every 

sense of the word but even more remarkable for the depth of her character 

and inner beauty with a depth of soul that matches yours. She carries so many 

of the qualities I have come to admire in Filipino culture. Generosity, kindness, 

warmth, and a deep devotion to family.  

Together the two of you built something real. You bravely moved to Arizona 

and began pursuing aviation, earning your private pilot and instrument 

licenses even though the helicopter path you hoped for did not work out 

because of bureaucratic complications in the VA. You continued pressing 

forward anyway. You earned your CDL. You obtained your drone pilot 

certification. Through it all you worked hard while Clare pursued her 

education in radiology.  
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None of it was easy, but the two of you kept moving forward together. Now 

you are in your first 

home together, 

building a life 

rooted in stability, 

love, and shared 

purpose. What 

stands out most to 

me is the devotion 

you show to Clare. 

Over the years I 

have never heard 

you speak a single 

unkind or disrespectful word about her. Only respect, loyalty, and admiration. 

Those same qualities that defined you as a young boy and were forged in the 

Marine Corps continue to define the man you are today. And as your father, I 

could not be prouder. It has been an extraordinary privilege to watch your life 

unfold. I look forward to the chapters that still lie ahead. Thank you, my son, 

for the pride you have brought to my life. Not only through what you have 

accomplished, but through the heart you carry and the man you have chosen 

to be. A man grounded in faith, devoted to family, loyal to country, and 

guided by a deep sense of soul. 
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Beginnings 

!ǎƘƭŜȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ Ƙŀǎ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΦ ¸ƻǳ 

were born on October 20, 1984, at the hospital in Fort Ord. I can still picture 

that moment clearly. When they placed you in my arms, I immediately fell in 

love with my daughter. You were one of the most beautiful babies I had ever 

seen. Your birth was not without complications. It was a difficult delivery, and 

there were moments of 

real concern. But you 

came through it 

beautifully. 

Looking back now, it 

seems almost symbolic. 

You entered this world 

the same way you have 

approached so many 

things in lifeτ with 

determination. 
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From the very beginning you had a spark. You were bright, talkative, quick, 

and funny. You laughed easily and you paid attention to everything around 

you. But more than anything, you were independent-minded from the start. 

hƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǊƴΣ ǿŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛƎ 

adjustment for any family with a newborn, yet you 

thrived there. People adored you. Even as a very 

young child you had a way of drawing people in. 

One of my favorite memories from those early 

years is when you were about three. In the 

mornings, when I would come home from the night 

shift at the hospital and I was making coffee in the 

kitchen, you would climb up on a chair next to the 

counter. I would be scooping coffee grounds into 

the filter, and you would grab the spoon, push my 

ƘŀƴŘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘΣ άΨ!ǎƘŜŜΩ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƳŀƭƭ 

moment captures something essential about you. You wanted to do things 

yourself. You wanted to learn, try, and participate. That spirit has stayed with 

you throughout your life. 

After three years in Germany, we returned to the United States for a time 

while I completed my postdoctoral 

work, and eventually we moved 

back to Germany again. You 

attended German kindergarten 

there. At first you were a little shy, 

but before long, you were 

speaking German remarkably well 

for such a young child. You 

adapted quickly, something that 

would become a recurring theme in your life. 

Later came the transition back to the United States, middle school, and 

eventually high school. Those were years that made me very proud as a 

father. I remember watching you perform on drill team and later cheering, 
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carrying yourself with confidence and energy. At the same time, you were 

doing well academically and growing into a thoughtful young woman. 

Even during those teenage years there was something about you that stood 

out. You had a natural instinct to reach out to people who were often 

overlooked. I remember how you connected with the autistic and 

developmentally disabled students at school. You treated them with kindness 

ŀƴŘ ŘƛƎƴƛǘȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ 

people. 

That kind of empathy is rare, and it was already clearly part of who you were. 

Finding Your Way 

Adulthood brought new chapters. You met Bob, and 

together you welcomed Hallie into the world. Hallie is a 

beautiful child and an extraordinary gift. Watching you 

become a mother and seeing the love you have for her 

has always meant a great deal to me. She carries so 

many of  your qualitiesτyour independence, your 

curiosity, and your willingness to think differently rather 

than simply follow the crowd. 

Life, of course, rarely unfolds in a straight line. After your relationship with 

Bob ended, you went through a season of trying 

to find your footing again. During that time, you 

became involved in a difficult relationship. That 

period created real strain and real rifts. It was 

painful and complicated for many people 

involved. Yet what stands out most to me looking 

back is the way you eventually fought your way 

out of that situation. It took clarity, courage, and 

real determination to extricate yourself from 

something that had become destructive. 

That kind of tenacity says a great deal about who you are. 
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Through all of those seasons you never lost sight of Hallie. She remained your 

priority, and that speaks volumes about your heart as a mother. 

A Harder Road Than Most 

In more recent years you have also been navigating a set of medical 

challenges that are anything but simple. Coming to terms with Ehlers-Danlos 

Syndrome and POTS is not easy. I have some familiarity with Ehlers because I 

worked with a family for nearly twenty years where the mother and three 

sons lived with it. Even so, as I have read the information you shared and 

looked more closely at what you are facing, it is clear how complex these 

conditions can be. 

What impresses me most is 

how you approached it. You 

sensed for a long time that 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ 

You researched. You asked 

questions. You advocated for 

yourself until you finally 

received answers. That kind 

of persistence takes grit. 

At the same time, you have continued to maintain an extraordinary level of 

physical fitness. Given what your body has been dealing with, that is 

remarkable. Mom shared some of the reviews people have written about you 

at the high-end fitness center you instruct at, and they were impressive to 

read. But when I thought about it more carefully, they also made sense. The 

same qualities that made you reach out to people who felt invisible years ago 

are still part of who you are today. 

Looking back now, I also realize that some of the emotional struggles you 

experienced over the past twenty years may have been connected to physical 

realities that no one understood at the time. To live with that uncertaintyτto 

know something was wrong but not have it recognizedτ must have been 

incredibly difficult. In some ways, understanding that now gives me a deeper 

appreciation for the complexity of your journey. 
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Life is rarely simple and almost never linear. 

A Depth of Spirit 

There is another dimension of who you are that I have always admired, and 

that is your depth of spirit. 

You have never been someone who simply accepts the status quo. Like your 

old man, you tend to ask questions. You think deeply about things. You are 

willing to challenge ideas rather than simply inherit them. That kind of 

intellectual and spiritual independence is something I have always respected 

in you. 

We do not always see every issue in exactly the same way. That is natural. But 

what has always stood out to me is the depth from which you approach life. 

There is a seriousness and curiosity about the deeper dimensions of being 

human that has always been part of you. 

Over the years we have had many conversations about these things, and in 

some ways you have even challenged me to think outside of my own 

paradigms. I appreciate that more than you probably realize. Real growth 

often happens when people who respect 

each other are willing to explore ideas 

together rather than simply agree. 

That same depth shows up in the way you 

approach your work. I think part of the 

reason people respond so strongly to you as 

a fitness instructor is that you relate to them 

as whole human beings. You understand 

that health and strength are not only 

physical matters. They involve the body, the 

mind, and something deeper that connects 

us at a more fundamental level. 

One of the things you appreciate, and 

something we have talked about together many times, is the power of sound 

and resonance. In your own way you have recognized that certain kinds of 
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sound, rhythm, and energy can affect the human body and nervous system in 

profound ways. Interestingly, that intuition overlaps with things I have written 

about in NeuroFaith®. In neurocardiology and the study of the autonomic 

nervous system, we see how resonance and coherence within the body can 

actually shift physiology toward healing. 

You discovered that insight through your own path, through fitness and the 

embodied experience of energy and sound. I came at it through psychology, 

trauma work, and neuroscience. Yet somehow the two paths meet in the 

same place. 

In fact, we even started writing a book together exploring that very idea, 

where sound meets faith and healing. I still believe deeply in that project, and 

I hope someday we finish it together. Your perspective and mine come from 

different directions, but they resonate with one another in ways that are both 

fascinating and meaningful. 

You bring intelligence, creativity, and a deeply thoughtful spirit to the work 

you do. And as your father, that is something I admire tremendously. 

The Strength That Was Always There 

I think about my own turning point around age fifty, when I had to confront 

some things in my own life that had been buried for a long time. I also think 

about my brother, Gregg, and the larger story of our family. I dislike the word 

trauma because it has become so overused, but the reality is that Grandpa 

endured very difficult experiences earlier in his life that left deep marks on 

him. At his core he was a good man, but he carried wounds that never fully 

settled. My brothers and I felt the effects of that growing up. Later in his life 

he found faith, which helped him tremendously and brought him peace that 

he had not known before. 

DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŜƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘǊŀƎŜŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƭŜŦǘ ŀ ƳŀǊƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ 

always remain with me. 

What experiences like that teach you over time is that every family carries 

both wounds and strengths forward from one generation to the next. Some 

things we inherit without choosing them. But we also have the opportunity to 
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shape what happens next. When I look at your life, Ashley, I do not simply see 

struggle. I see someone who has taken the complicated inheritance of family, 

circumstance, and personal hardship and continued to move forward with 

courage. That matters more than you probably realize. 

Over the years I have also come to see experiences like these through a 

deeper lens of faith. Not the kind of faith that pretends suffering makes sense 

or offers simple explanations, but the quieter kind that trusts there is a larger 

story unfolding even when we cannot see it clearly in the moment. Life leaves 

its marks on us. It leaves them in memory, in the body, and even in the 

nervous system, something I have spent much of my career trying to 

understand. Yet love leaves its imprint as well. The connections we form with 

one another shape who we become, and in ways that continue long after 

particular chapters of life have ended. 

All of these things are part of the larger story we come from. None of us move 

through life untouched by struggle or complexity. Yet when I look at you, what 

I see most clearly is resilience. 

Resilience does not mean life has been easy. It means that even when life 

becomes complicated, painful, or uncertain, something inside a person 

continues to move forward. 

I have watched that quality in you for many years now. Through changes in 

relationships, through the challenges of raising your daughter, and through 

the confusing and often frustrating journey of trying to understand your own 

health, you have kept going. You have kept asking questions. You have kept 

searching for clarity. And you have continued to build a life that reflects both 

strength and independence. 

What stands out most to me is not simply that you have endured difficult 

seasons. Many people endure hardship. What stands out is the way you 

continue to grow through it. You continue to pursue health, to care deeply for 

your daughter, and to build a life that reflects your own convictions rather 

than simply following the expectations of others. 

That takes courage. 
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It takes character. 

And it takes a kind of inner strength that has been part of you since the very 

beginning. It takes character. And it takes a kind of inner strength that has 

been part of you since the very beginning. 

When I think back to 

that little girl standing 

on a chair in the 

kitchen insisting that 

she could scoop the 

coffee herself, I 

realize now that the 

determination I saw 

even then was not a 

passing childhood 

trait. It was a glimpse 

of the woman you would eventually become. 

Ashley, I want you to know how deeply proud I am of you. I see your strength. 

I see your heart. And I see the remarkable woman you have become. And I 

love you just as deeply today as I did the first moment I held you in that 

military hospital so many years ago. 
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The Arizona Broil Tour 

We were deep into Day 3 of what I like to call The Arizona Broil Tour, just me 

and my son Gregg blasting through the desert like two red-blooded, oil 

burning patriots fleeing from a world gone soft. The desert heat was biblical. 

The kind of heat that cooks your boots at stoplights and makes you question 

every life decision that brought you to a motorcycle seat in triple digit 

weather. 

DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ǘŀƭƪŜǊΦ IŜ ƛǎ ŀ aŀǊƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ 

survived boot camp and bought a bumper sticker for the back of his truck. 

Gregg is a Fallujah veteran. Boots on the ground. Real combat. Real loss. Real 

loyalty. Real trauma. The kiƴŘ ƻŦ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘƭȅ ŀƭǘŜǊ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ 

nervous system and leave him seeing the world differently for the rest of his 

life. 

So, when Gregg speaks, you listen. 

By that point in the ride, we had already downed enough water to float a 

canoe and sweat out every electrolyte God ever designed into the human 

body. Meanwhile, my brain was doing what it always does. Roaring. 
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Processing. Connecting dots. Writing essays in real time while barreling down 

Interstate 10 at ninety miles an hour. 

A Marine Observation 

Somewhere past Tucson, around temperature marker Inferno, we pulled into 

a gas station to regroup. I was peeling my gloves off like I was molting skin 

while Gregg stood there in silence, sunglasses on, desert dust across his face, 

studying me with that strange mixture of affection and tactical assessment 

Marines seem to perfect. 

Then he said it.  

άIŜȅ 5ŀŘΧ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǎƳΚέ 

I blinked at him. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǘƛǎƳΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ 

locked in, man. Hyper focused. One 

topic. No filter. Writing manifestos in 

ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜƭƭΩǎ 

ŎƻƴǾŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻǾŜƴΦ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΧ 

ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƛǎƳΦέ 

And I started laughing. 

Not because it offended me, but because I knew exactly what he meant. 

What Marines Mean by 'The Tism' 

Now for the civilian audience, let me explain something important here. 

The tism is Marine shorthand. It is not a clinical diagnosis. It is not a DSM 

category. It is cultural language for somebody who gets intensely locked onto 

something and refuses to let go. Maybe a little obsessive. Maybe rigid. Maybe 

wildly over focused. Maybe incapable of superficial small talk because the 

stakes feel too high. 
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In Marine humor, it becomes a strange compliment. A recognition that 

somebody is driven by conviction strongly enough to become socially 

inconvenient. 

Gregg was basically telling me that once my brain locks onto an issue, I do not 

disengage. I study it, dissect it, connect it to larger systems, and keep pushing 

long after polite society wants the conversation to stop. 

And honestly, he was not wrong. 

The Burden of Seeing Too Much 

There I was, a seventy-year-old psychologist roaring across the Arizona desert 

mentally ranting about gender clinics, the medicalization of childhood, the 

overprescription of psychiatric medications, and the growing inability of our 

culture to tolerate honest disagreement. 

I have spent decades sitting across from wounded people. I have listened to 

addicts, trauma survivors, veterans, abused children, shattered marriages, and 

deeply depressed adolescents. I have watched what happens when 

institutions confuse ideology for compassion and when medicine forgets 

humility. 

That leaves a mark on a person. 

At some point you stop being able to pretend that every cultural trend is 

healthy simply because it is fashionable. You begin to notice the fractures. You 

begin asking harder questions. And eventually, people start accusing you of 

being too intense simply because you refuse to stop noticing what everybody 

else has normalized. 

So maybe Gregg was right. 

Maybe I do have the tism. 

But I call it clarity. 
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The Ride Through the Desert 

The older I get, the more I realize that some people are simply wired to ride 

through uncomfortable terrain. Not because they enjoy conflict, but because 

they cannot tolerate abandoning truth for comfort. 

That is part of what Gregg understands about me. 

Underneath the teasing, underneath the Marine sarcasm, was something else 

entirely. Respect. 

Respect for conviction. 

Respect for persistence. 

Respect for refusing to go numb. 

That moment reminded me that not everybody is called to speak publicly. Not 

everybody is supposed to write essays or challenge systems or push back 

against cultural drift. But somebody has to. 

Somebody has to ride through the desert carrying truth in one saddlebag and 

grit in the other while reminding the next generation that they are not crazy 

for seeing the madness around them. 

Yeah Kid, the Righteous Kind 

So, when Gregg finally looked over and asked again whether maybe his old 

Ƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ άǘƘŜ ǘƛǎƳΣέ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘΦ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƪƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘŜƻǳǎ ƪƛƴŘΦέ 

άCŀƛǊ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

No smile. No speech. No dramatic emotional moment. Just a rev of the 

throttle and a pull back onto the highway. 

But I knew exactly what it meant. 

That was Marine language for respect. 

And honestly, maybe that is enough. 
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Because at the end of the day, I would rather be accused of caring too much 

than become one more sedated spectator quietly watching the culture burn. 

So yeah. 

Maybe your old man 

does have the tism. 

But these days, if you do 

not see at least some of 

the insanity unfolding 

around us, you may be 

the one asleep at the 

bars. 
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Everybody Needs a Hero 

Everybody needs a hero. Mine was MAJ Al Johnson.  

Let me explain. It was 1992, and I 

had been activated for deployment 

to Somalia with the 62nd Medical 

Group. At the time, I was a pediatric 

psychologist, most of my Army 

career spent safely within the walls 

of medical centers. I knew very little 

about the realities of soldiering in 

combat environments. I had 

volunteered to go imagining 

something much closer to a 

humanitarian mission, picturing 

myself handing out candy bars to 

children and helping from the 

relative safety of a medical role. I truly had no idea what I was walking into. 

Somalia was not an abstraction. It was violence, instability, starvation, and 
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fear. And almost immediately I realized I was profoundly unprepared for the 

realities surrounding us. 

Then Came Al 

¢ƘŜƴ ŎŀƳŜ !ƭΦ a!W !ƭ WƻƘƴǎƻƴΦ ! ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ 

He was steeped in experience, calm under pressure, sharp as a tack, and full 

of the kind of quiet wisdom that immediately steadied everyone around him. 

Somehow, whether through instinct, compassion, or sheer mercy, he decided 

to take me under his wing. And from the moment he did, my entire 

experience of Somalia changed. 

Our first firefight happened not long after we landed. I honestly barely 

understood what was happening around me. I was not a warfighter by 

temperament or training, and I joke that I was probably more at risk of 

accidentally shooting myself with my Beretta than defending anyone 

effectively. But while 

chaos erupted around us 

and incoming fire cut 

through the confusion, Al 

ran back through danger 

itself to retrieve my flak 

jacket and helmet. He 

tossed them into my 

hands with complete 

calmness and simply saidΣ άIŜǊŜΣ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƻƴΦέ 

That moment stayed with me for the rest of my life because Al was doing 

something much larger than protecting me physically. In the middle of 

uncertainty and fear, he became an anchor. He regulated the emotional 

climate around him. I still laugh when I tell people that my biggest military 

accomplishment was a perfect 10.0 dive underneath a table during our first 

firefight, but beneath the humor is something deeply true. Al was the reason I 

remained intact. Body, mind, and spirit. 
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Following His Lead 

From that point forward, I followed Al like a shadow. When Al looked calm, I 

relaxed. When Al became cautious, I stopped in my tracks. He taught me how 

to read an environment, how to 

notice subtle shifts that signaled 

danger, and how to steady my 

nervous system when adrenaline 

threatened to take over. 

One afternoon I heard a strange 

snapping sound pass near my head 

ŀƴŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǊŜŀŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ !ƭ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

L Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ά¸ŜŀƘΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άWŜŦŦΣ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǳǎΦέ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ !ƭΦ bŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜŀǘǊƛŎŀƭΦ bŜǾŜǊ 

dramatic. Just deeply grounded in reality. He never minimized danger, but he 

also never surrendered to panic. That combination created an extraordinary 

sense of safety around him, even in profoundly unsafe places. 

Mogadishu 

Our unit eventually occupied a once beautiful university in Mogadishu. 

Somalia had been stripped almost completely bare. There was no electricity, 

no running water, no 

glass in the windows, and 

no wires remaining on 

the utility poles. Even the 

ceramic caps had been 

torn from the telephone 

lines. People bathed 

openly in the streets. 

Cardboard and tin structures lined the roads. Everywhere you looked there 

were signs of collapse, desperation, poverty, and fear. 

Warlords like General Aidid controlled enormous portions of the region while 

children starved and humanitarian aid moved under constant threat of 

violence. The smell of despair lingered almost everywhere we went. Yet even 
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inside that darkness, Al somehow maintained his humanity. He carried himself 

with steadiness, humor, intelligence, and quiet dignity. He never lost his 

center, and because he did not lose it, many of us around him were able to 

hold onto ours as well. 

The Flight Home 

I remember our flight home vividly. We boarded a massive C-5 Galaxy simply 

grateful to be alive, but not 

long into the flight we 

encountered turbulence 

unlike anything I had ever 

experienced. And I am the son 

of a pilot. I have endured 

more than a few white-

knuckle flights in my life. But 

this was different. Even the 

flight crew looked visibly unsettled. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŜƴ !ƭ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άWŜŦŦΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŀȅΚ LŦ ǎƻΣ 

ƴƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ !ƴŘ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŜǿ ǿƻǊŘǎ 

and a great deal of faith. That moment captured something essential about Al. 

Even under pressure, he remained grounded, practical, and spiritually 

centered. As always, I followed his lead. 

A Friendship Beyond War 

After Somalia, our friendship only deepened. Al was brilliant. Truly brilliant. 

He read constantly, thought deeply, and could move seamlessly between 

conversations about military strategy, quantum mechanics, philosophy, 

theology, psychology, or the deeper questions surrounding the human soul. 

But what made him extraordinary was not simply his intelligence. It was his 

humility. He carried immense knowledge without arrogance. 

He loved his wife Marty deeply, and he absolutely lit up whenever he spoke 

about his son, JJ. Over the years he became my sounding board for clinical 

cases, my guide through military culture, and one of my closest companions in 
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intellectual and spiritual life. I genuinely believed there would be many more 

years together, many more late-night conversations, many more cups of 

ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ άŘƻǿƴƭƻŀŘǎέ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎΣ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎΣ ŦŀƛǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ 

the human condition. But those years would not come on this side of eternity. 

{ƛƴŎŜ !ƭΩǎ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜ ƻŦ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ WWΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƛƴ 

many ways a living tribute to his father. The resemblance is uncanny. The 

same warmth. The same grounded presence. The same thoughtful cadence 

and spirit. Talking with JJ often feels like hearing echoes of Al himself still 

walking beside me. 

Until We Meet Again 

So, I write this with both gratitude and sorrow. I miss my buddy. I miss my 

hero. And I thank God for the strange divine mercy that brought us together in 

the middle of a war zone. 

Al, as you fly through heaven, I suspect you have already figured everything 

out up there within the first week. You probably already know everybody and 

have already found the best coffee. And when my time finally comes, I know 

you will be there waiting to give me the skinny, just like always. 

¦ƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƛƴ DƻŘΩǎ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ ƳŜŜǘ ŀ 

stranger. 

With deep love, 

Your buddy forever, 

Jeff 
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This morning, over strong coffee and stronger convictions, I found myself 

deep in one of those wide-ranging, soul-level conversations with my good 

friend and colleague Dr. Frank Nagy, retired Army Colonel, combat physician, 

and one of the most integrative ǘƘƛƴƪŜǊǎ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ 

ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎΦ CǊŀƴƪ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀǊŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƛǎǘ ǿƘƻ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƪƛƳ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΦ IŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǇŜŘƛŀǘǊƛŎǎΣ ƻōǎǘŜǘǊƛŎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǊƛŀǘǊƛŎǎΣ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ƛƴ 

war zones, and has walked with both the very old and the very young through 

pain, healing, and recovery.  

IŜΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƛƴǘŜƎǊŀǘƛǾŜ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ L ƪƴƻǿΦ 5ǊΦ CǊŀƴƪ bŀƎȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 

chase symptoms, he chases 

meaning. He listens. He 

connects dots. And as we 

often do, we got to chewing 

on some of the deeper 

questions that modern 

medicine still refuses to ask. 
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The Man Who Cleaned Up Medicine and Got Buried for It 

Our discussion turned to a forgotten pioneer in medicine, a man whose name 
should be as widely known as Hippocrates or Pasteur but remains frustratingly 

obscure: Dr. Ignaz Semmelweis. 

In 1847, Dr. Semmelweis was working in a 
maternity ward in Vienna, where nearly 40 
percent of women were dying after 
childbirth. They called it childbed fever, and it 
was an epidemic. What haunted Semmelweis 
was that these deaths were happening more 
often in the clinic run by doctors and medical 
students than in the one staffed by midwives. 

He traced the issue to a single, horrifying fact: 
doctors were going from performing 
autopsies straight into delivering babies 

without washing their hands. 

Semmelweis instituted a radical idea: handwashing with a chlorinated lime 
solution. The results were immediate and dramatic. The death rate dropped 
from nearly 20 percent to around 1 percent. 

But instead of being honored, he was vilified. 

Why? Because his discovery threatened the pride and power of the medical 
establishment. Admitting he was right would mean acknowledging that 
physicians themselves were the cause of so much suffering and death. The 
egos were too big. The systems too entrenched. The science too new. And the 
man too blunt. 

Semmelweis was ultimately dismissed from his post in Vienna. He fled to 
Hungary, where his methods were accepted and death rates again dropped. 
But the rejection haunted him. He died institutionalized, broken in body and 
spirit, ironically from sepsis, the very infection he had spent his life trying to 
prevent. 

aŜŘƛŎƛƴŜΩǎ aŜƳƻǊȅ Lǎ {ƘƻǊǘ .ǳǘ ¢ǊǳǘƘ [ƛƴƎŜǊǎ 

The legacy of Semmelweis is a mirror to our times. He saw the truth. He spoke 
the truth. He paid the price. And eventually, others picked up where he left off 
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- Dr. Joseph Lister, for example, who expanded antiseptic techniques in 
surgery, finally received the credit Semmelweis never lived to see. 

But the deeper story is about institutional arrogance, and what happens when 
ŀ ƘŜŀƭŜǊ ǎŀȅǎΣ ά²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ 

¢ƻŘŀȅΩǎ LƴŦŜŎǘƛƻƴ LǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ƻŘȅΣ LǘΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ȅǎǘŜƳ 

5ǊΦ CǊŀƴƪ bŀƎȅ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ŘǊŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŀƭƭŜƭǎΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ 
here. Still fighting the same disease. Still seeing doctors ignore the root causes 
of suffering. Still watching the system medicate symptoms instead of 
confronting truth. 

So let me say it plainly. 

We are watching a generation of children be over-medicalized, over-labeled, 
and over-drugged. Psychiatry, hijacked by Big Pharma and shallow diagnostics, 
is still refusing to ask why. Instead of understanding trauma, pain, and human 
story, we are dulling the soul with pills, diagnosing every form of despair as 
disorder, and calling it care. 

We are witnessing pharmaceutical and surgical interventions in gender-
questioning children, not because we fully understand what's going on, but 
because it's expedient, profitable, and ideologically reinforced. It's easier to 
change the body than it is to ask what pain the child is carrying. 

This is the new childbed fever. And we are the new Semmelweis. 

What Drives Me Forward 

This story, of institutional arrogance, ignored suffering, and dismissed truth, is 

ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ǿŜ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƭƛƪŜ 

the one I had this morning with a close colleague, remind me why I do what I 

do. Why I continue to speak out. Why I take the hits. Why I push back. 

Because we have a duty to wash our hands, not just of physical germs, but 

because of the ideologies, incentives, and intellectual laziness that now infect 

our systems of care. We are treating symptoms and ignoring infections. We 

are prescribing pills while ignoring pain. We are altering bodies while ignoring 

ōǊƻƪŜƴƴŜǎǎΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƻǎǘƛƴƎ ƭƛǾŜǎΣ ƘŜŀƭǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳƭǎΦ 
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This is exactly why I created the NeuroFaith® ƳƻŘŜƭΦ Lǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŦƛȄŜǎ 
ƻǊ ǎƘŀƭƭƻǿ ƛƴǘŜǊǾŜƴǘƛƻƴǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ƛƴǘŜƎǊŀǘƛǾŜΣ ŦŀƛǘƘ-informed, 

neuroscience-grounded approach to healing that takes time and honors the 

whole person, body, brain, and soul. 

What continues to inspire me most are the people who refuse to compromise 

truth for convenience, and who remain willing to go deep when the culture 

demands shortcuts. Dr. Ignaz Semmelweis stood for truth in the face of 

ridicule and rejection, courageously challenging a medical system that could 

not yet bear to confront its own blindness. And in my own life, my friend and 

colleague Dr. Frank Nagy continues to walk that same courageous path today. 

Dr. Frank embodies the kind of physician 

healer that has become increasingly rare in 

modern medicine. He listens carefully. He 

thinks deeply. He honors the whole person 

rather than reducing suffering to a symptom 

checklist or a prescription pad. Our 

conversations continually remind me that 

real healing requires humility, curiosity, 

courage, and the willingness to ask harder 

questions.  

That is ultimately why I share reflections like these. To encourage all of us to 

resist shallow answers, reject the easy fix, and remain committed to healing 

with wisdom, integrity, compassion, and conviction. The world does not need 

more ideological noise or mechanical care. It needs grounded healers willing 

to see the full humanity of the people entrusted to them. 
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What The Road Begins to Bend Back.  

There comes a moment in every journey when the light changes. The road 

that once stretched endlessly ahead begins to bend back toward the familiar, 

and something in the soul shifts with it. I can feel it now as I drive, the air 

growing thinner and clearer, the desert light beginning to break through the 

clouds. The road home has a voice of its own, and I am learning to listen to it 

again. 

What A Season of Reckoning  

These past days have been a season of reckoning. Time away from routine 

always brings reflection, but this time it has brought more than that. It has 

brought truth. I have been thinking about Gregg, my twin, my brother, my 

mirror in so many ways. His absence still cuts through every layer of life. Yet 

even grief can become sacred when we let it teach us. His life and his death 

remind me that every breath is borrowed, and every purpose we pursue must 

finally return to its source. 
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The Weight of the Fight  

Grief has a way of stripping away illusions. It clarifies what matters. For years I 

have poured myself into the institutions of healing, into programs and 

systems designed to serve, restore, and protect. But I have also seen how 

easily those systems can lose their way. The world of mental health has 

become so enamored with its own vocabulary that it sometimes forgets its 

humanity. I have watched the medicalization of distress, the labeling of the 

soul as if sorrow were a chemical error. I have seen children misled, parents 

dismissed, and conscience reduced to paperwork. 

I have challenged these systems, often at great cost. I have spoken against the 

arrogance that calls itself progress, against the institutions that elevate 

ideology above evidence, and politics above conscience. I have stood with 

those who defend the right of parents to know, of children to grow, and of 

therapists to think. And though I have no regret for the battles I fought, I have 

begun to see that not every battle deserves to be fought forever. The human 

soul cannot live in constant opposition. It must also find its way to rest. 

Your word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path. 

Psalm 119:105 

Wha Humility and Letting Go  

Aristotle wrote that virtue lies in the mean between extremes. Courage is the 

balance between recklessness and cowardice. Generosity is the balance 

between waste and stinginess. I have come to believe that humility is the 

balance between self-erasure and self-exaltation. Humility does not mean 

pretending to be less than we are. It means recognizing that whatever we are 

was given. Ego, on the other hand, is not always arrogance. Sometimes it is 

simply the inability to stop fighting. Sometimes ego wears the face of 

conviction. Sometimes it hides behind noble words like mission, duty, or 

excellence. But underneath, there is always that small voice asking, What if 

you let go? Would it all fall apart, or would it finally breathe? 

I have lived long enough to see how easily the two can blend. In my work as 

Clinical Director, I have fought to protect truth within systems that often 
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prefer convenience. I have carried the weight of programs, staff, and 

expectations, convinced that integrity depended on my persistence. But there 

comes a moment when even the noble fight becomes self-referential. When 

ƘǳƳƛƭƛǘȅ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ [Ŝǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻǿΦέ ¢Ƙŀǘ 

whisper is not defeat. It is wisdom. 

He has shown you, O man, what is good; and what does the LORD require of 

you but to do justice, to love mercy, and to walk humbly with your God. 

Micah 6:8 

Legacy and Leadership  

I think of Seth stepping into leadership. I see in him the strength of youth, the 

energy to sustain the mission, and the humility to learn. I also see the 

temptation of control that all of us face when responsibility feels heavy. I 

want him to inherit not only the systems we built but the spirit that shaped 

them. A spirit that values courage over compliance, truth over convenience, 

faith over fear. That is legacy. That is what must outlive me. 

The older I become, the more I recognize the cost of pride disguised as 

perseverance. I have been proud of my endurance, of my ability to stand firm 

while others compromise. But even conviction can harden into self-

importance if it forgets its purpose. The question that now rises within me is 

ƴƻǘ άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ Ŏŀƴ L ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛǎƘΚέ ōǳǘ ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ 

letting go may be the most difficult form of leadership there is. 

Learning to Reset 

Leah has been my quiet teacher in this. For decades she has moved beside me 

with patience and steadiness, never demanding recognition, never competing 

with my purpose. She has carried the unseen weight of my calling. She has 

followed me through reinventions, relocations, sleepless nights, and long 

days. And now, as I turn the corner home, I realize that what she deserves 

most is not another mountain to climb, but a husband who has learned to 

rest. 
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Come to Me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest. 

Matthew 11:28 

Home is not merely a destination. It is a condition of the soul. It is the place 

where striving ends and gratitude begins. It is the sanctuary where ambition 

yields to appreciation, and where love becomes enough. I want to give her 

that. I want to give myself that. The next chapter of my life must be written 

with different ink. 

A Different King of Calling 

My purpose is not finished. NeuroFaith still calls to me. There is still work to 

be done, still ideas to refine, still young minds to train. But I no longer wish to 

do this work through argument. I want to do it through art, through 

mentorship, through patient creation. I want to teach others that faith and 

science need not be enemies, that the brain and the soul are two languages 

telling the same story. I want to model what it means to live with conviction 

without cruelty, to speak truth without venom, to lead without noise. 

DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ±ƻƛŎŜ !ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ wƻŀŘ  

DǊŜƎƎΩǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƪŜŜǇǎ ƳŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘΦ IŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘǎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ŦƛƴƛǘŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ 

wisdom without love is noise, and that the measure of a man is not how 

loudly he fought, but how faithfully he loved. I hear his laughter in my mind 

sometimes, that mischievous, knowing tone that told me he understood 

things words could not express. I carry him home with me. He walks in the 

silence between thoughts, steady and whole. 

Aristotle and Christ meet in this place of return. One taught the reasoned 

pursuit of virtue; the other embodied the surrender of love. Between them 

lies the middle way, the place I seek now. It is neither passivity nor 

domination. It is the quiet strength ƻŦ ǇŜŀŎŜΦ ¢ƻ ƭƻǎŜ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ƻŦ 

truth and love is to find it in fullness. 
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Turing Toward Home 

The sun is low now as I near Prescott Valley. The road bends, and the sky 

widens. I can see the outline of home on 

the horizon, steady and still. I breathe, 

and the air feels lighter. The miles behind 

me are heavy with memory, but the ones 

ahead are filled with grace. Turning the 

corner home is not retreat. It is return. It 

is not the end of the journey, but the 

beginning of understanding. After years 

of striving, of speaking, of challenging 

and defending, I am finally ready to listen 

again. Ready to be still. Ready to be 

human. 

The world may continue its noise. The 

institutions may rise and fall. But I have 

found what I was searching for. Truth 

does not live in the machinery of systems. It lives in the space between 

humility and courage, in the love that outlasts the argument, and in the quiet 

peace that waits at the door when a weary traveler finally comes home. 

άBe still, and know that I am God.έ (Psalm 46:10) 
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A Man Carrying Fire 

DJ came to me in therapy at Holdfast Recovery. That is where our story 

begins. He did not come as a friend or a brother or a companion, only as a 

man who had finally reached the end of what he could carry on his own. 

There was no performance in him when he arrived. No bravado. No attempt 

to impress. Just exhaustion, the kind of exhaustion that settles not only into 

the body, but into the soul itself after years of carrying pain without rest. 

He was a large man, twice my size, the 

kind of presence that could fill a room 

without needing to speak. He had risen 

through the ranks to become a fire 

captain, a man entrusted with 

responsibility when other people were 

panicking. He led others through chaos, 

through fire, through tragedy. People 

depended on him. They looked to him 

for steadiness in the burning places. He 

knew what it meant to carry lives in his hands while suppressing his own fear 

in order to protect others. 
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But strength like that always carries a cost. Long before he ever stepped into a 

firehouse, his childhood had already carved deep wounds into him, wounds 

largely unspoken and unattended. Then came the years of service, years of 

running toward devastation while others ran away, years of carrying the 

sorrow of strangers because somebody had to carry it. Over time the 

accumulation became enormous. Trauma rarely arrives as one dramatic 

moment. More often it gathers quietly, layer upon layer, call after call, 

tragedy after tragedy, until eventually even a strong man can no longer 

separate his own soul from the suffering he has spent years absorbing.  

And though he led many with remarkable courage and steadiness, the burden 

eventually broke him. So he came to therapy quietly. Honestly. Without 

pretending to be strong. He came because somewhere deep inside, he knew 

survival was no longer enough. He wanted healing. 

The Sacred Work of Healing 

We began gently. We talked for long stretches about pain, exhaustion, fear, 

faith, and the strange loneliness that often follows men who spend years 

appearing strong for everyone else. We prayed together often. Sometimes we 

simply sat in silence because silence itself felt more honest than trying to 

force words into places where words were insufficient. There are sacred 

moments in therapy where fixing stops and presence begins, and many of our 

conversations lived in that space. 

Sometimes we held hands while praying together. His hands were large, 

scarred by work and service, yet they held prayer with remarkable 

tenderness. And there were moments when tears came. Not the kind that 

collapse a man, but the kind that reveal the depth of what he has carried. 

Tears from a strong man who was no longer afraid to show his hurt. 

I always admired that about him. His strength was never loud. It was honest. 

There was no posturing left in him anymore. Just sincerity. Just truth. 

Healing came slowly, the way dawn arrives almost unnoticed until suddenly 

the light has returned. He allowed pain to rise to the surface and permitted 

grace to meet it there. He softened, not into weakness, but into wholeness. 
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There is a profound difference between a man becoming smaller and a man 

finally becoming real, and what I witnessed in DJ was not collapse, but 

transformation. 

Returning as a Brother 

And then, in time, he did something even rarer. 

He returned. 

DJ came back to Holdfast Recovery not as a client, but as a brother among 

brothers. He co-led groups with me. He sat beside men who were where he 

once had been, men still drowning beneath shame, addiction, grief, and 

exhaustion. What he offered them was not polished advice or clinical 

performance. He offered presence. He offered truth. And because his 

compassion had been forged inside his own suffering, people trusted him. 

The completion of his healing was never just about himself. It revealed itself in 

the way he poured into others. He stayed connected to his brothers long after 

the formal work ended. He checked on them. Encouraged them. Walked 

beside them when they stumbled. I have seen professionals with years of 

training do far less, and often with far less heart. 

This was the fruit of his healing. 

Not perfection. 

Presence. 

When Grief Came for Me 

Then life turned, and my own heart shattered with the passing of my twin 

brother Gregg. 

Grief is a language very few people truly understand. It does not ask for 

correction or counsel. It asks for presence. Quiet presence. The kind that sits 

beside sorrow without trying to rush it away. 

DJ never tried to lift my grief from me. He simply refused to let me carry it 

alone. He remembered Gregg. He asked how my heart was doing. He stood 
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near with gentleness rather than answers. Again and again, he blessed my 

soul simply by showing up, and in seasons of profound grief, that kind of quiet 

loyalty becomes sacred. 

A Brotherhood Born in Ashes 

What began in therapy eventually became something far more human and far 

more sacred. Two lives that had known breaking, learning how to remain 

open anyway. A brotherhood not formed in ease but born in ashes. 

I remain deeply grateful for him. For the courage he 

showed in his healing. For the grace he learned to 

offer others. And for the kindness he extended to me 

quietly and without fanfare, never needing 

recognition in order to love people well. 

Thank you, DJ, for trusting me with your story. Thank 

you for allowing me into your life. And thank you for 

having the courage, the grace, and the kindness to enter mine. 

Your brother always, Jeff 
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Henry Arrives 

Henry came into our family about twelve years ago, and nothing has been the 

same since. Not in a poetic way. In a real way. A furniture-has-never-fully-

recovered kind of way. 

Henry runs against the grain. He does not acknowledge rules as laws. He 

treats them like loose lifestyle suggestions, drafted by people who clearly did 

not consult him beforehand. Henry believes rules exist primarily to create the 

emotional thrill of breaking them. He is living proof that rebellion does not 

require a manifesto. Sometimes it just requires access to the kitchen. 

Henry has done things that cannot be explained with logic, training, or prayer. 

Things that make you stop mid-ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅΣ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ŀ ŘƻƎ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ IŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅ ŀǎǎǳƳŜǎ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ȅƻǳ 

are. Either way, he proceeds. Because for Henry, life is about fun. About 

ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΦ !ōƻǳǘ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƛŦŜΦ tǊŜŦŜǊŀōƭȅ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ŜȄǇŜƴǎŜ 

and usually involving crumbs. 

Into the Valley 

But Henry did not arrive during a lighthearted chapter of my story. 
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He came when I was climbing out of one of the darkest valleys of my life. And 

not a poetic valley with soft shadows and metaphorical mist. I mean the kind 

of valley where multiple losses stack up, one grief hands off to another, and 

exhaustion becomes your most faithful companion. A season shaped by a 

collision of events that left me worn thin, emotionally spent, and wondering 

ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άōŜǘǘŜǊέ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳŜŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ  

I was deep. Low. Buried under the weight of my 

own life. At the bottom of the well, straining to 

see if there was still such a thing as light. And 

when I say bad, I mean it gently, plainly, and 

without drama. It was bad. I was still standing. 

{ǘƛƭƭ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǳƳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

fully given up on me yet. 

And into that moment walked Henry. Unaware. 

Unburdened. Unimpressed by existential despair. 

Henry, without even knowing it, became my 

accidental instructor in survival. 

The Theology of the Potato Chip 

He taught me the first and most sacred law of recovery: when life becomes 

unbearable, take a nap. Henry does not spiral. He does not ruminate. He 

sleeps. Deeply. Committed. Like rest itself is a protest against despair. And 

more often than not, when you wake up, things do feel different. Not fixed. 

But lighter. Looser. Possible. 

He taught me that sometimes hope is not a grand vision. Sometimes hope is a 

stolen potato chip. Something small. Salty. Immediate. Something that 

reminds you that taste still exists. 

Henry, Thora, and Family Systems 

He taught me about family systems, especially the highly unstable diplomatic 

relationship between dogs and cats. We have a cat named Thora. She is 

clever. Strategic. Unreasonably confident. She will lie on the couch just close 
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enough to Henry to provoke him without consequence. Perfect posture. 

Unbroken eye contact. Stillness so 

pure it feels personal. She does 

not move. She dares.  

Henry does not see symbolism. 

Henry sees disrespect. And every 

so often, he reminds Thora that 

peace is not guaranteed forever. 

Henry taught me something 

there, too. Sometimes you 

practice restraint. Sometimes you 

practice humility. And sometimes, 

wink-wink, you bark back at what 

keeps taunting you from the couch. 

Returning to Life 

But the deeper lesson Henry gave me was not about rebellion. It was about 

returning to life. 

Henry, in all his quirky, chaotic, unapologetic ways, taught me to climb again. 

To breathe again. To adventure again. To remember that joy does not require 

your permission to return. He taught me that not everything has to be so 

heavy. That not everything requires analysis. That some days you just chase 

the sound of happiness down the hallway and see where it goes. 

He taught me that when the world feels like it is sitting on your chest, you are 

allowed to make noise about it. Bark a little. Stir the air. Refuse to fade 

quietly. Stay in the game. And then he taught me the lesson that surprised me 

the most. Sometimes you do not need to fight. Sometimes you do not need to 

run. Sometimes you do not need to bark at anything at all. Sometimes you just 

need to love. 

Sometimes Henry just wants to be petted. Just to be close. No agenda. No 

mischief. No crime in progress. Just connection. Sometimes that connection 

looks like a quiet weight against your leg. Sometimes it looks like him licking 
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your hands and face until you are loudly demanding a towel and questioning 

every life decision that led to this moment. Sometimes it looks like snuggling 

when the world finally goes quiet. 

Presence as Medicine 

And every time it happens, Henry teaches me again. Connection heals without 

asking permission. Love does not require explanation. And sometimes 

presence is the medicine. Over time, I realized he was teaching me something 

even deeper than comfort. Henry was teaching my nervous system how to 

come home. Without lectures. Without techniques. Without clinical 

terminology. Just through presence, warmth, and rhythm. Through proximity. 

Through the quiet intelligence of connection. He taught me the lived 

experience behind everything I now teach about polyvagal reform, heart 

coherence, and neurocardiology. Not as theory. Not as charts. But as practice 

on the living room floor. 

When I come home now, I get down on the 

floor with Henry and the other littles, dogs I 

mean, and I do not say a word. No phone. 

No problem solving. No performance. I 

disconnect from the world and reconnect 

with the most ancient language there is. 

Touch. Breath. Stillness. Beating hearts. 

And something real happens. 

Our nervous systems synchronize. Our 

breathing slows. Our hearts begin to fall 

into that beautiful coherent sine wave that 

radiates not just inside the body but outward, into the room itself. Fifteen feet 

of healing space. Maybe more. It is impossible to measure love precisely, but 

you can feel when the air changes. 

The Vagus Road Home 

Henry taught me that love is not just emotional. It is physiological. It is 

electrical. It is rhythmic. It is ordered. It settles chaos from the inside out. He 
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taught me that when I live too long in dorsal vagal collapse, when everything 

goes dim and heavy and far away, I do not need a sermon. I need activation. 

Movement. Play. Barking. Adrenaline. A return to life through the body before 

the soul can follow. 

And he taught me the opposite too. 

When I am too wound up, too driven, too amped in sympathetic surge, he 

pulls me back into the green zone. Back into regulation. Back into safety. Back 

into vagal tone. Back into the sacred middle space where healing actually 

integrates. 

That is the place I call Vegas. Not the city. The Vagus nerve pathway of 

restoration. The place where God meets us quietly after the noise wears off. 

The place where your nervous system finally believes again that it is safe to be 

alive. 

Henry taught me how to travel there without a map. 

The Dog God Sent 

And yes, I believe this plainly and without apology. 

Henry was sent by God. 

Not as a symbolic notion. Not as a poetic metaphor. But as a living conduit of 

what God was already trying to teach me. That healing is embodied. That faith 

is not just believed. It is regulated. It is breathed. It is felt. It is synchronized. 

Henry did not just teach me NeuroFaith® in my head. He taught me 

NeuroFaith® in my body. Experienced. Entrained. Integrated. 

And somewhere along the way, I had a quiet realization. 

The Henry in Me 

There is a lot of Henry in me. 

I do not bow easily to ideological pressure. I buck against it. I run against the 

grain when I know the grain is wrong. I do not let the cat provoke me when I 
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have done nothing to deserve it. And when something keeps taunting what is 

good, what is true, what is hard-fought inside me, yes, I will fight back. 

I do not live in fear anymore. 

There was a time when I was buried in it. When fear felt like the native tongue 

of my nervous system. But somewhere between naps, stolen potato chips, 

reckless joy, and stubborn barking, I chose something else. I chose courage. 

Tenacity. Spirit. Engagement. I chose to stay in the game. 

Henry taught me that too. 

When to Bark and When to Snuggle 

But Henry also taught me the tempering. He taught me how to quiet down. 

How to stand down 

when standing down 

is the wiser strength. 

He taught me that 

not every moment 

demands a charge, 

not every tension 

demands teeth. 

Sometimes the 

bravest thing you 

can do is sit still and 

let yourself be close 

to someone. 

Sometimes you fight. 

Sometimes you bark. 

Sometimes you run full speed into joy with no explanation at all. 

!ƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΧ 

You just snuggle. 
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Henry taught me how to know the difference. When to hold them. When to 

fold them. And when to run like something beautiful is waiting on the other 

side of the room. 

And if that is not a spiritual education, I do not know what is. Twelve years 

later, I can say this without exaggeration. Henry did not just join our family. 

He helped pull me out of the well. He taught me to rest without shame. To 

take joy without apology. To bark when life presses too hard. To love when 

nothing else makes sense. And to always be suspicious of a cat that looks that 

calm. 

Not bad for a dog who believes rules are optional, naps are sacred, potato 

chips are a moral imperative, and love is best delivered at full speed with an 

open mouth. 
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A Foundation Quietly Built 

Some people pass through our lives and leave footprints. Others leave 

foundations. This is written in gratitude for Aunt Marguerite and Uncle Ed, 

two people who quietly shaped our family forever. Their legacy still speaks, 

not through what they accumulated, but through how they lived, how they 

gave, and how they loved.  

Aunt Marguerite and Uncle Ed, I wish I had written this before you went to 

heaven. I truly do. So now I am trusting the angels with the delivery. 

They did not live fancy. They lived rich. Not rich in what they had, but rich in 

what they gave. They were good stewards of the money God placed in their 

hands. Careful. Thoughtful. Diligent. Not flashy. Not impulsive. Just steady. 

And somehow through that steadiness they ended up with something our 

family had never even spoken out loud before. 

Millionaire. 

That was the first time I ever heard that word in our family lane. But they did 

not start anywhere near it. 

Uncle Ed 
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¦ƴŎƭŜ 9ŘΩǎ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭǎ ǇŀǊǘƭȅ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ 

pages. I know he served in 

World War Two. I know he was 

overseas in the Army. I do not 

even know exactly what his 

official role was, but I know this 

about him. He was deeply 

competent. So competent that 

he could rise in rank quickly and 

just as quickly lose it. He liked a 

nip of the gin. He did not walk 

away from a fight. So he gained stripes and lost stripes and gained them again 

and lost them again. Sharp. Capable. Volatile. Very much alive. 

When the war ended, he and his buddies panicked like many men did. The 

world was opening again and they had to figure out how to survive in it. They 

began working on ideas involving structural honeycomb strength. That 

eventually became part of the hexagonal structures used in airplane wings, 

spacecraft, and engineering feats that once sounded impossible. 

And Ed rose. 

He became a vice president. A real presence. You did not need to hear him 

ōŀǊƪ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ 9ŘΩǎ ǊǳƭŜΣ ƘŜŜƭǎ 

snapped. I remember that as a child. That kind of quiet power leaves a mark 

on you. 

Aunt Marguerite 

Then there was Aunt Marguerite. Somehow she saw beneath the wild man. 

Beneath the fighter. Beneath the volatility. She saw diamonds in the rough. It 

is cliché to say a woman tames a man, but in this case it is simply true. She 

brought out the best in him. 
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aŀǊƎǳŜǊƛǘŜΣ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘǳƳōƭŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎǎΦ {ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ 

French before she spoke English. The Vouga family emigrated from 

Switzerland around 1910 and 

settled in Gunnison high in the 

mountains. Dirt floors. No 

plumbing. Bitter winters. That was 

her beginning. 

So, she was tough. 

She became a schoolteacher. 

Music. Choir. She learned how to 

manage a room with eyes in the 

back of her head. She could calm chaos without raising her voice. Kind. Tough. 

Fair. A woman of deep internal authority. 

Together, this bar fighter turned executive and this mountain-born 

schoolteacher quietly built a life that changed the trajectory of our family 

story. 

The House That Held Us 

Throughout my childhood there were steady voices. Ed was often overseas 

building corporate structures around the globe. Marguerite, by the time I 

came along, was pouring herself into volunteering at church and into family 

life with that same quiet strength she carried everywhere. 

She rarely fought, but she was always gracious. Always loving. Always firm. 

Always there. 

There were huge family gatherings. Sacrificial giving. Tables full. Doors open. 

Laughter everywhere. And even though my brothers, the Hansen boys, were a 

little wilder than her well-behaved children, she welcomed us just the same. 

Her kids were the civilized ones. We were the barbarians. When the Hansen 

boys came over, the rules had to be battened down. 

There was the time I jumped off the balcony into a tiny rubber swimming pool 

with six inches of water and flattened it. There was the rock through the 
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window. When we showed up, all hell breaking loose was always a realistic 

possibility. 

L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƘŜǊ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜΣ ά5ǊŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǎƻ ƳŀŘΦέ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

became the mad. 

She could be firm. And the lessons she taught were unforgettable. 

Soap in the Mouth and Lessons in Love 

I once made the foolish mistake of saying a four-letter word in front of Aunt 

Marguerite. I do not remember the context. I only remember the 

consequence. 

Soap in the mouth. Full stop. Trust me, it never happened again. 

Yet she was always there to encourage. Always there to believe in us. Always 

expressing pride when we brought home good grades or accomplished 

something meaningful. She consistently affirmed effort, character, and worth. 

When I married my beloved 

Leah and stepped into 

military life, Aunt 

Marguerite and Uncle Ed 

were still there. They visited 

us. They rented places in 

France, even Chamonix, 

places of ridiculous beauty, 

and quietly paid for 

everything. You never went 

to a gas station with them without Ed paying for the fuel and slipping you 

extra money. 

And then there was the generosity toward the entire family. Always equal. 

Always fair. Always generous. 

But the deepest gifts were never financial. 
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The Words That Stayed 

There was a low moment in my life when Ed came up alone, just the two of 

us. He said things I never forgot. 

άWŜŦŦΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŘǎ ȅƻǳ 

have been dealt. Pity is a bad thing. Do 

ƴƻǘ Ǉƛǘȅ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

And later, during a rough season in my 

practice when I talked about returning 

to the Army, he looked at me and said, 

άWŜŦŦΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƻƳōΦέ 

Those words stayed with me. They still 

echo. 

There was also a moment when I was being selfish somewhere in Europe. I did 

not want to buy something for Leah even though I had the money. I was 

simply being a penny pincher. Aunt Marguerite quietly pulled me aside. 

άWŜŦŦΣ ǿƘŜƴ 9Ř ŀƴŘ L ŦƛǊǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

Ouch. 

Lesson learned immediately. 

The Final Courage 

As the years rolled on, Ed and Marguerite remained pillars of strength for our 

family. They modeled something my family, beautiful as it was, did not always 

have in abundance. 

Stability. 

Strength. 

Consistency. 

Then I watched the final courage. 
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Ed passed first. Marguerite followed a few years later, both into their nineties. 

A long life. A full life. A life marked by humility, gratitude, discipline, and 

giving. And in the end they gave us one final gift. 

They showed us how to leave this world. 

How to die. 

How to let go. 

I never heard them complain. I never heard them whine. They stayed grateful. 

Thoughtful. Generous. Right to the very end. And the way they faced death 

remains one of the most powerful legacies in my heart. 

What Never Fades 

They blessed untold people. Their benevolence went far beyond our family. 

They paid for the burial of a distant cousin who had no money and no one 

else. They brought exchange students into their home, and those students did 

not remain students. They 

became family. They gave 

quietly. Repeatedly. 

Without applause. Without 

announcement. 

They did not merely leave 

money behind. 

They left a model of how to 

live. How to give. How to 

remain steady. How to open 

the hand. How to let go with dignity and peace. 

And that is what never fades. 
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My love, Schatz, 

LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿŜƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊƛǇ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ aƻƳΣ ōǳǘ 

last night was different. I woke up around two or three in the morning 

after a dream about you. It was such a good dream. Nothing dramatic, 

nothing heavy. We were just laughing, goofing off, being silly together. 

It stayed with me in that quiet, lingering way dreams sometimes do, 

and as I lay there awake, it reminded me of what I love about you and 

about us. 

²ŜΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƛŦŜΦ ¢ǊǳƭȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƻƴǎ 

ǿŜΩǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ L ŦŜŜƭ ŘŜŜǇ ƎǊŀǘƛǘǳŘŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊǊȅ Ƴŀƴȅ 

regrets, but there are a few, and I want to be honest about them. One 

of them is how much I disappeared into my striving. 

LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǊƻŀŘΦ [ƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŀŘƳƛǘΦ CƛŦǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ 

really, working so hard to get ahead, to recover, to prove something. 

The recovery itself was brutal. The medication injury from the benzos 

took so much out of me. Leaving and going to Madigan was a good 
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thing, but even then, I felt like I had to show I was still someone. Still 

worthy. Still impressive. 

And that pattern followed me again later, wanting to do well, wanting 

to be noticed, wanting to be first. I think some of that was running from 

pain, especially from losing Greg and the way that chapter ended. And 

then the ending at AnchorPoint was hard. Disillusioning. On one hand, I 

ŦŜŜƭ ƎƻƻŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ƎŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ L ōǳƛƭǘΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

grieving how it all came apart. 

L ƪƴƻǿ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƛŦǘΦ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ LΩǾŜ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŜƭƭ ƛƴ Ƴŀƴȅ ǿŀȅǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛŦ 

LΩƳ ƘƻƴŜǎǘΣ LΩǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘǊƻǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ōǊŀƪŜǎΦ 

And now here I am, in this strange and quiet in between, trying to 

figure out who I am without the roles, without the organization, 

without constantly proving something. 

LΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ LΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿǊƛǘŜΦ LΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎǊŜŀǘŜΦ .ǳǘ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ 

identity move to the back seat, at least for now, feels like the work in 

front of me. 

That dream with you brought something into focus. It reminded me 

how much I want to laugh with you. I want to play with you. I want this 

next decade of our lives to feel different, lighter, freer, more us. 

AnŘ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘΤ L ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ȅŜǘΦ aȅ ƳƛƴŘ 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƘǳǘ ƻŦŦ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΦ LǘΩǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƛŘŜŀǎΣ ōƻƻƪǎΣ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ 

that all want out at once. Sometimes that creativity is a gift. Sometimes 

ƛǘΩǎ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘƛƴƎΣ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ 

As I look ahead, I want to approach this next phase of our life the way I 

ǊƛŘŜ ŀ ƳƻǘƻǊŎȅŎƭŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƻǾŜ 

speed. I still love momentum and the thrill that comes with it. But real 

riding teaches you that the joy iǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŦŀǎǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƴ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ 

whole. 
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²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘǊŀƛƭ ōǊŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘǊƛƭƭƛƴƎΣ ƘŀƛǊ-ǎǇƭƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘǳǊƴǎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ 

ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎ ƛƴǇǳǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǊǊȅ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ LǘΩǎ ǎǳōǘƭŜǘȅΦ ¢ǿƻ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

brake, gentle and steady pressure, a hand still on the throttle making 

small, intentional adjustments. 

Just enough braking to load the 

front wheel, just enough 

restraint to keep the bike 

settled as you lean in. Too much 

brake and you lose it. Too much 

throttle and you run wide. 

.ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǘǊŜƳŜƴŘƻǳǎ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƛǘΣ ŀ 

ǎƳƻƻǘƘƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŜŦŦƻǊǘƭŜǎǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƛƭƭ 

I want to have with us. Loving the speed, the excitement, the forward 

motion, while knowing that braking, real braking, is part of what keeps 

us upright, intact, and still enjoying the ride together. 

In the dream, there was no agenda. No pressure. No outcome to 

manage. Just 

laughter, yours and 

mine. And I know 

dreams are just 

ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ 

turning it into 

something mystical 

or prophetic. But it 

does say something 

about where my heart is pointing and what I want to protect and grow 

with you. 

L ǿŀƴǘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǇƭŀȅΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎŦǳƭΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǳǎΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ 
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do that, how we realign, how we make space, how we let God guide us 

without becoming stiff or joyless in the process. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ .ǳǘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǎǘƛǊǊŜŘ 

in me last night, and how deeply I love you. I want the next chapter to 

be written together, with more laughter than striving, more presence 

than proving, and more freedom than fear. 

Always in love with only you, 

Jeff
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Aunt Eileen: Everyone Needs a Hero Everyone needs a hero. Mine is Aunt 

Eileen. Some people shape your life not through grand gestures or dramatic 

moments, but through the steady, faithful witness of how they live. Aunt 

Eileen is one of those people. Her influence 

has never been loud or self-promoting. It has 

been quiet, consistent, and deeply rooted in 

the fundamentals of character. She has 

taught by example, simply by being who she 

is over time.  

Aunt Eileen was born in Nebraska and raised in the rhythms of farm life, a 

world that teaches patience, responsibility, and respect for what truly 

matters. Work was expected. Life was not romanticized. Values were formed 

early and tested often. That kind of upbringing leaves a mark, and it marked 

her in the best possible ways. From an early age, she learned endurance, 

humility, and the discipline of showing up day after day, whether the 

ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ŝŀǎȅ ƻǊ ƘŀǊŘΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ DǊƻwing 

up, they were not especially close. Childhood dynamics, personality 

differences, and the quiet complexities that often shape family relationships 

created distance between them early on. But time has a way of clarifying what 


