GOLF, GRIEF AND GROWTH






By Warren Taylor




The game of golf was like most everything else in my life, contempt before investigation. I slammed everything out of ignorance that I knew nothing about.  So image my surprise when I was asked to play golf that I said yes.  For me, it changed my life.  As I share my experience, you will see that growth can come from where we least expect it.  I learned a lot about myself while playing golf with a boy named Brad.


He was an amazing young man.  I first met him after I married Brenda in 1992.  Among the blessings I acquired along with her, was a loving family, which included Brad, who was her nephew aged 14. This was not just any family; it was an affectionate, loving hugging family, the kind of family I never knew as a child.  I was 5 years sober at the time and I knew I wanted to become part of this family.


My childhood from ages 3 to 13 was one of abandonment and physical abuse from foster parents.  There was no such thing as love and affection or hugs.  I knew nothing of love and I was cold and distant, without feelings, other than anger.  Actually, the only time I felt comfortable in my own skin was when there was alcohol in my system.  I just stayed loaded!  That is how I lived my life.  Needless to say, I was not really comfortable when I saw other children being loved, hugged and supported.  I always felt angry and had no clue as to why.

At first, Brad was just another great family member, but the game of golf brought us together in a very special friendship.  Now, you must understand, GOLF was just another thing I criticized and found fault with until the summer of 1993.  I really don’t know what made me say yes that Sunday afternoon when a friend said, “let’s go play golf. ” but I did and found a NEW addiction.  It was just like going to the bar, I was obsessed and I couldn’t get enough, and soon wanted to play on Saturday too.  I needed someone to play with and somehow tricked Brad into playing with me.  This was a real blessing to me, because Brad was the person who began to soften my heart.


He was an amazing and inspiring person, his parents were so proud of him.  He was tall, handsome and smart.  He was so much more than a child.  We had the best times playing, trying to sharpen up our game so we could be worthy to play with his father, Randy who had a 4 handicap. {You should have seen us laughing at each other’s bad shots}!  Brad was confident, polite, charming, bubbling with personality and just had a great attitude.  He was all the things I had never been and I could see the results of all the love and affection and motivation his parents had poured into him.  I was overwhelmed to say the least.







Brad excelled at everything he did, even golf.  He became so good that he could even beat his Dad from time to time.  Sometimes when Randy played with us I was uncomfortable with my feelings as I watched them together.  I did not understand their relationship at all.  Randy corrected, pushed and encouraged Brad to do his best.  This was something new to me and I thought Randy was too hard on Brad.  After all, what did I know about how a father functioned, not having grown up with one myself. I started some control drinking and drugging in 1998 after being dry for 11 years. It took a few more years and a few more drinks before a crisis and a bottom, in May 2002, took me to the brink of death or insanity.  Sometime later during recovery in AA for the first time ever and much hard work in therapy, I began to understand what I had been feeling and why I was so uncomfortable.

Brad had such a bright future.  We were all expecting such great things for him and we were not prepared for the shock we received in March of 2001.  He was not feeling well and went to the Dr. for a check up which ended in diagnosis of a rare form of cancer.  None of us could believe it!  As for me, you can imagine my reaction, Denial, Denial, Denial.  Furthermore I was angry, I wanted to confront the Doctor and let him know how stupid he was and how much I resented his upsetting our family over such mindless nonsense.  He was cruelly mistaken, and should have his license revoked for malpractice!  Boy was I angry; I know how to do that one very well.
 


           Brad went to Sloan Kettering Hospital in New York and even though his diagnosis was confirmed, I could not accept the possibility that this strong, athletic gloriously alive young man would not win the battle for his life.  Denial is a powerful thing isn’t it?  So is anger.  I lived on both, especially when Brad did not respond favorably to treatment and died in July of 2001.  The grief was unbearable, but at the time I was taking pain killers and drinking.  Surely the pain had been dulled somewhat.


In fact, my addiction was so powerful God had to intervene in order to save my life.  Finally I got back to AA and began to grow in recovery. I got a sponsor and became very busy working the 12 Steps for the first time ever. I worked hard in therapy and my feelings started coming back. Very soon the pain and sadness of losing Brad became very real.  These intense feelings were extremely powerful. I started feeling real grief.  As time passed, I began to understand why I felt so uncomfortable and uneasy watching Brad and Randy relate to each other.  For the first time ever, my blind eyes were open and I was seeing and feeling a relationship that was totally foreign to me.  It was one of unconditional love between father and son.  I am still learning from it.


Many of us in AA have never experienced love of any kind; that is why the program is so important in our lives.  We offer unconditional love and support, which enables people to grow and move beyond those old destructive behavior patterns.  In an atmosphere of love, we can achieve great things.  We have a chance. Brad is not here for me to watch him achieve his life's goals. I just knew he would "soar with the eagles." 

           My sadness is profound. I miss him very much. He taught me life lessons that affect my life daily. Also his parents have shone me what courage is all about. Watching them deal with the horrific pain and sadness, they have concentrated on taking the positive from this experience and sharing it with others. 
I am truly thankful for the game of golf that brought me together with this special young man. A simple game changed my life just because of Brad!  

IN LOVING MEMORY OF KENNETH BRAD KOSTER

                                "Soaring with the Eagles"

