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It was the saddest day of my life. My whole world came crashing down. I was in shock; I didn’t believe my mom when she said my uncle had past away. 

Early in the morning at about 5:00am, I was in my room sleeping when I heard my mom crying, yelling and running up the stairs. I knew it was something really bad; I didn’t even want to know what was wrong. My mom ran into my room and told me my Uncle had just died. All I kept saying was NO! NO! He didn’t! She then went back downstairs to call my step dad and find out what hospital my uncle was at. It felt like I was frozen. I was just sitting on my bed thinking “is he really gone”? 

We immediately got in the car and drove to the hospital. When we got up to the room where my uncles body was I felt like I couldn’t breathe. Inside the room was my step dad, his parents, my uncle’s wife and his son. As soon as I looked as my uncles body it hit me… he’s dead… gone FOREVER. I broke down in tears, my uncles wife was holding me and trying to calm me down but I just couldn’t stop crying. I finally calmed down and just stared at my uncle hoping that he would start breathing again but of course that didn’t happen. We couldn’t stay at the hospital long but before we left I mad sure to hug and kiss my uncle one more time. After feeling his cold cheek against my lips I broke down in tears once again. 


Even though he was my uncle by marriage I loved him so much. He was the best man I’ve ever known. All my life I’ve been around losers. I was getting to the point where I didn’t think there were any “good men” out there, until I met him. He was so good to me and my mom. Everyday I wished my mom would have married him instead of his brother. I don’t understand how they came out so opposite. 


I remember the last time I was with my uncle, we were in his truck and he asked if my step dad still hits me and my mom… I told him “no he’s gotten better”. He then said “good, let me know if he ever lays a hand on you again I’ll beat his ass”! After he had said that I felt safe. I would pray every night for my mom to marry Uncle Richard that way I could be happy for the rest of my life and never have to deal with another asshole ever again.

After my uncles death I have never been the same. For a while I had anger issues and was on Prozac because of it. I also didn’t talk very much. I stayed in my room all hours of the day. My life got really boring. No more fishing trips, no more playing at the park, no more doing anything with a man that I love. The worst part for me was that I lost the only good male role model that I’ve ever had.   

