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Standing My Own Ground is one of the most inspiring books you will ever read. Brett Botelho

shares his story of chronic illness in a real and relatable way that will inspire you to get back up

when life knocks you down.Do you ever feel like you can't handle one more thing? We all have

challenges we face in life, and Brett's determination, persistence, and his example will give you

the motivation and tools you need to work through whatever obstacles are in your way.

About the AuthorBrett Botelho has used perseverance, dedication, hope and his faith to push

through his roller coaster of a life. He lives a life of love and gratitude and inspires those around

him. Brett strives to one day represent the US in Snowboarding at the Winter Paralympics. --

This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Genuine, unique, brave and a fighter. These are the first things that come to mind when we

think of our good friend Brett Botelho. He is truly an amazing person that lets NOTHING stop

him. We are grateful to not only have him as a friend but to call him our brother. Love you, little

Bro.~Shane Gee & Leeann Vertefeuille, Amputee Community and Friends For many of us,

tragedy hits in a moment followed with a temporary season of hardship. For Brett, his

tragedies have come through an indefinite collection of life altering events and a lifetime of

adversity. Yet with all this, witnessing firsthand his dynamic spirit, love for people, and thirst for

adventure, he has been one of the greatest inspirations I have had in my life. I am truly

honored to call him my friend. ~Jason Perez, Long Time Friend Brett Botelho is the strongest

person that I have ever met. If his life was compared to a boxing match, he's fought over 100

rounds, and has won every round. It's an honor to know him, and I'm glad to call him a best

friend.~Kyle Eveland, Childhood Friend Obstacles can look like mountains. Pain and the fear of

injury can cripple dreams, but Brett Botelho kept showing up. I’ve never told him this, but Brett

taught me more than I ever taught him.~Bryan St. Germain, Snowboard Coach

2012-2017Supervisor and Trainer - Mountain High Winter Sports School Despite the difficult

physical challenges he has battled throughout his life, Brett Botelho has taken advantage of

every opportunity to better himself and bring hope and joy into the lives of others. He is a

remarkable man, and we're blessed that he has entrusted us to provide him with the

prostheses he needs to compete in sports and continue to chase his dreams! ~W. Stan

Patterson, CP/President, Prosthetic & Orthotic Associates Brett Botelho is my son and one

of my greatest inspirations. His life of chronic illness and pain has taken him places

emotionally, spiritually, and physically that most of us cannot begin to imagine. As his mother, I

have had the privilege of witnessing first hand his ability to face every challenge placed in his

path with grace, perseverance, and determination. Watching him push through pain and never

giving up on his dreams has not only influenced the way I live my life, but has had a lasting

effect on anyone who has been fortunate enough to spend any amount of time with him. May

his story inspire and encourage you to look beyond your current circumstances to the many

possibilities that lie ahead. ~Vickie Botelho, Mother Brett Botelho is my dearest friend and the

most inspirational person I know. He will never let his health hurdles get in the way of climbing

his mountains. Brett graciously pursues his dreams for others and himself. I look up to him in

many ways.~Kristin Scribner, Friend It has been an honor and pleasure getting to know Brett

Botelho through our work together as patient advocates at Freedom Innovations. He is one of

the most genuine, caring souls I have ever met. He is a true warrior in everything that he puts

his mind to. ~Denise Hoffman, Freedom Innovations Patient Advocate I met Brett when he

came to Adaptive Action Sports wanting to snowboard. As a coach, I have to say I haven't met

anyone with Brett's tenacity and attitude. He takes on every challenge and refuses to let it beat

him.~Arleen Cohen, Adaptive Action Sports Snowboard Coach Brett Botelho is one of the

strongest willed people I have ever met. He has pushed past countless obstacles in his life

that would have caused others to falter or fail. He has gone through this life, and all its ups and

downs, with one of the most positive attitudes I have seen in any human being. ~Brian Botelho,

Brother As a father, I had assumed it would be my task to teach and instill the qualities into my

son that I believed to be important in becoming a man. Instead, his life of constant adversity

and setbacks has become the teacher I could never have been. The determination,

perseverance, and courage that he acquired and continued to develop through each new

struggle exceeded any expectation I might have had. His enduring spirit inspires and



constantly amazes me as he faces each new challenge.~David Botelho, Father I have known

Brett Botelho for over 10 years as a physical therapy patient. From the time he was a teenager,

he never let his medical conditions get him down. In his journey into young adulthood, he has

withstood many physical challenges including joint replacements, foot reconstructions, and foot

amputation. Despite the odds stacked against him in medical health and physical condition, he

has become more driven each year to extract every ounce of enjoyment from life. As a

physical therapist, it is my job to educate how to maximize function and motivate patients to

achieve it. However, Brett is the one who educated and inspired me by far exceeding the

expectations and goals that we set for him.~Ron Johnson, MPT, Physical Therapist Brett

Botelho is the perfect example of strength, determination, and perseverance. We are proud to

have him as part of 50 Legs!~Steve Chamberlin and Tiffany Willis, 50 Legs Founder and

Coordinator We often find the truest version of ourselves in the hardest of times. Brett has

been dealt a hand that often seems impossible, yet he remains to be one of the best people I

know. His spirit, his unwavering loyalty to his friends and family, his tenacity, zeal for life, and

ability to remain positive is what continues to shine through. ~Daniel Gale, Executive Director,
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Botelho WIPublishA Division of Women Ignite International, Boise, ID Book cover

photography by Jen Bierman of Photojenic. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may

be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means--for

example, electronic, photocopy, recording--without prior permission of the publisher. The only

exception is brief quotations in printed reviews. Printed in the United States of
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Battle Can't Stop. Won’t Stop. My Moment A Way to Live lifeAiming for a

FuturePain is Only TemporaryFinding MyselfLivingA Dream Come TrueMaking a

ChangeFinding My IndependenceA Man’s Best FriendMental WarfareA Light at the End of the

TunnelPlayAchieving My GoalsTaking the Right StepsHeaven on EarthFinding My CallingNo

Stopping Me NowWhatever It TakesHeartbreakAnother Challenge Not

YetEpilogue About Brett Botelho Acknowledgements God- Because of You, I am

alive. Mom- Thank You for being with me through every challenge I went through even when it

seemed impossible. I am forever grateful for everything you have done for me. My life was and

is easier because of you. Dad- Thank you for sacrificing so much for me. I am the man I am

today because of you. You have taught me lessons only a Father could. Brian- You gave me a

love for the outdoors and adventure. I look up to you every day, and I’m thankful for our

relationship. Kyle Eveland- From childhood until now, you have always stuck by my side. Thank

you from the bottom of my heart. Dana Eveland- Thank you for being the person I needed at

some of my hardest times. 50 Legs- Thank you for changing my life and hundreds of lives

around the world. You made my life easier when things were tough. Stan Patterson & POA- I

am forever thankful to all of you. You changed my life for the better and gave me a hope for a

future. Thank you for taking me out of pain when it seemed impossible. Freedom Innovations-

Thank you for always taking care of me and for giving me the right foot for every adventure I go

on. Daniel Gale, Amy Purdy & Adaptive Action Sports- You gave me the opportunity to get my

life back. I am forever thankful to you and the organization for giving me a goal to strive for

each winter and the unbreakable friendships I have formed. Ron Johnson- Thank you for the

hundreds of hours spent working with me in Physical Therapy to get me back to where I need



to be. Dr. Charlton- Thank you for seeing more than a patient in me and for knowing your craft

to a tee and helping me make the best decision of my life. Every Doctor and Nurse- Without

each one of you, I would not be here today. Your knowledge and swift actions saved me more

than once. I am thankful each day for that. Snowboard Coaches- For spending hours on the

mountain with such patience and dedication. For never wanting anything in return except

persistence from me, I thank you. Arleen Cohen- You made my life better in so many ways. I

am forever thankful for your dedication and love towards me. 
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and helped me to where I am today. Amputee Coalition- Thank you for the opportunity to meet

some of the most amazing people ever and to find a future. The Amputee Community- Every

one of you are an inspiration to me. Your stories and fight are what push me each day. So

many of you have had a huge impact on my life. Terilee Harrison & WIPublish- This book is

only possible because of you. Thank you for showing me what I can do and allowing for my

dream and story to be shared with the world. Crossfit Low O2- Each day I strive to be a

stronger, healthier, and better person because of what I learned in Colorado. I am better now,

and I thank you for that. Trevor, Chuck, Dale, Jordan- Thank you for always going above and

beyond. May God bless you. Family- For sticking by my side and showing me that family is

truly what matters in life. Friends- Thank you for looking past the physical challenges and

seeing me for who I am and treating me the same. Jen Bierman- Thank you for your beautiful

photography work. This book came alive because of you. The Soldiers- I can live my life to the

fullest because each one of you are willing to pay the ultimate sacrifice. Thank you from the

bottom of my heart for sacrificing more than I can imagine. Avalanche, my Husky- For being

there for me when I needed comfort the most. For not judging and caring only to be by my side

when I need you. The Hundreds of People who supported me in the most difficult times who

donated their hard-earned money to someone they didn’t know. Because of you the world is a

better place. Foreword Courage is not the absence of fear. Courage is placing your fear

aside, particularly when you fully know the storm you are heading into. Courage is turning your

ship directly toward the storm. The story you are about to read is one of inspiration. It's about

understanding and making very challenging choices and embracing life and having your eyes

focused only on the future --never toward the past. I have had the pleasure of meeting and

treating many people in my life who have had remarkable stories. But none of these stories

surpass Brett Botelho’s. A great athlete as a youth, he was diagnosed with a debilitating

neurologic condition. This condition would take away some of the basic functions that most

people overlook. Yet despite these challenges, he embraced life in ways that most of us should

envy. He possesses the essential "joie de vivre". And when faced with choices that would be

difficult for most to contemplate, he made them with focus, faith, and courage. A great friend to

many and a friend to all, he has inspired many people to embrace that same joy of life. From

professional athletes to Olympic skiers, those who have had the good fortune of meeting him

all conclude the same. Looking backwards has no purpose. Looking forward sees the future.

What you are about to read is about that person of inspiration. Timothy P. Charlton, MDFoot

and Ankle SurgeryCedars Sinai Medical Center Don’t let what you can’t do interferewith

what you can do.-John Wooden Dedication To God, the one and only. My Mom, Dad, and

brother, Brian, who have never left my side. To every individual who has shown me love and

changed my life for the better.      Introduction 
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and Ankle SurgeryCedars Sinai Medical Center Don’t let what you can’t do interferewith

what you can do.-John Wooden Dedication To God, the one and only. My Mom, Dad, and

brother, Brian, who have never left my side. To every individual who has shown me love and

changed my life for the better. Introduction From the moment you come crying into this

world from your mother’s womb, the story of your life has already been written. My God has

paved the way for me since the very moment I came into this world. Like a Director in a movie,

it is up to me to determine how this movie will play out. A Director is given a screenplay by the

author, and it’s up to them to make the best of it to turn it into a classic movie for the ages. The

Director determines if the scenes will be bland and dry or full of life. In turn, that is how I am

directing my life. God wrote my story, and it’s up to me to choose and determine how the rest

would play out. Through the years, as this story played on, there were many occasions that I

had to press “pause” on this film and wait until the opportune time to press “play” again. It

wasn’t until 2014, at the age of 26 that I was truly able to press “play” on my life and really sit

back and watch how the movie of my life unfolded. I have always viewed my life as a movie--

not a comedy, drama, action or even a horror film--but all them tied into one. I never knew what

was going to happen next and how it would all play out, or even better yet, when the movie

would end. The only piece of information I knew was when it started. For me, it seemed to start

multiple times. My life has always been a roller-coaster ride, from the highs to the lows and

back up and down countless times. Each one bringing me new stories, memories, and

journeys. My story has been written and now it is my turn to be the “author” and share each

one of these trials, struggles, journeys, and stories and how with the power of Jesus Christ,

family, true friends, and the strength of a powerful, persevering, and positive mind and outlook

there is always hope and joy for the days ahead--what they will offer, how they are just a

stepping stone of goals accomplished, and how they come together to make one breathtaking

story. Making My Entrance I guess you could say from the moment that I came into this

world I was faced with trials. I can’t tell you if this was a pre-cursor to my life or just pure

coincidence. The day I was born I developed a condition called Jaundice. It’s not rare, but I was

one of those who got it. This condition is not life threatening, but there are treatments that must

be performed right away. I was placed under strong lights with patches over my eyes to help

cure it and bring color back to the skin, until I was released from the hospital. After being in the

hospital longer than the expected time for a newborn baby, I was released and made my

entrance into the real world. My journey began in Lancaster, California--located about one hour

and twenty minutes north of Los Angeles, California—where I was born to my wonderful



parents, David and Vickie Botelho. Like you, the early stages of my life aren’t too vivid,

although I am sure that there are hundreds of stories that could be told by my parents about

me being a typical young, mischievous toddler. Both my parents grew up in Hawthorne,

California, located right by the beach, and that is where they spent most of their childhood and

early adult years. My mom and dad knew of each other, but didn’t talk much. My dad had four

younger brothers, so everyone kind of knew the Botelho boys. Oddly enough, my mom went to

a school dance with one of my dad’s younger brothers. My mom and dad first met at a next-

door neighbor’s house late one summer. My mom had a bad headache and was not feeling

that well. Being the gentleman that my dad is, he offered for her to come next door to his house

to get some Tylenol. Not long after that, they began dating, and as they say the rest was

history. My parents married in 1980 and have stayed together since--through the ups and

downs and all the trials that have come their way. They vowed to each other and God to stay

together until death do them part. They were married five years before they had my oldest

brother, Brian. During those five years, they continued to travel a lot. Camping and fishing up at

the Owens River in the Sierra Mountains was their thing. They spent so many nights out there

with each other and their friends. I honestly think this is where my love of the mountains and

outdoors is rooted! They ended up moving away from Hawthorne shortly after my brother was

born and buying their first home in Palmdale, California, where I would call home for the next

twenty plus years. My dad and his brothers spent their early days outside all day--riding bikes,

playing sports, and surfing. My dad has always been very athletic and in great shape. He

began working out at the age of twenty and hasn’t stopped to this day. You could find him at the

beach every day at some point. He traveled a lot when he was younger, too, and surfed some

of the best waves from the coast of Mexico to the Hawaiian Islands. He lettered all four years in

high school either as the basketball captain or in football. He played some football at the local

college where he busted his butt to make the team as a walk-on. He played there for a short

time before he took a job at Northrop Grumman as an inspector for fighter jets. This is where

he worked for the next thirty-six years. My dad is the definition of selfless and has always put

family first. He kept his job at Northrop, which was still in Hawthorne, even though they had

moved up to Palmdale. He also kept the same hours that he had worked before. This now

meant he had to commute down to Los Angeles every day in traffic. If you have been to Los

Angeles, you know what traffic really is. For the next twenty years, he would wake up at 3 AM

to catch the carpool so that he could start on time at 5 AM, work for 8 hours, and leave to

come back home in the heart of traffic--just to do it again the next day. He did this every day

and never complained. He sacrificed so much for his family, so that we could have an

outstanding life. Still, he found all the time in the world to do the typical dad things. He coached

me in so many of my sports growing up, took me to baseball games, and continued to camp in

the mountains with us. I swear that he found some magical way to expand time and make more

days, because looking back I am not sure how he did all that. I have no doubt that this is where

so much of my perseverance came from--him making that drive every day--just to reach what

he set out to do. My mom was born in Ohio and lived there until she was seven. From there,

she spent some time in New Mexico before finding her way to Hawthorne, California, as well.

She didn’t play sports, but mostly spent a lot of time with her friends around the beach. I

believe growing up with a younger brother and just her mom made her strong and independent.

Her dad was killed in a car crash when she was seven, when the car they were in hit a patch of

black ice and went over a ledge. I never had the honor of meeting this man, but I know from

how my mom and my grandmother are that he was an amazing man. In high school, you could

always find her around the boys’ games. She kept score for the basketball team, which is how



she had known of my dad prior to the night they met. After she and my dad married, she

worked at Northrop as well for a few years. When my parents moved up to Palmdale, she took

on the ultimate job, to be a stay-at-home mom. Both my parents decided that this would be

best for both my brother and me. She worked as a special needs substitute for the school

district for many years, but it was off and on, depending on how I was feeling. She stayed home

with my brother and I everyday making our lives wonderful. She would take us to the park, to

our playgroups and pretty much anywhere else we wanted to go. For me, by far the best part of

having her home was she was by my side every moment when I went through something

difficult, and for that matter joyful. I had someone to lean on, cry with, and someone to comfort

me. This was so impactful to me at the time, and to this day I cherish those moments because

they are something that bonded us together and brought us to where we are today. I could

literally go on forever about both of my parents and all that each one has done for me. They

sacrificed so much for my brother, and me making our lives so much better. I try and tell them

all the time how much they mean to me and how everything they do doesn’t go unnoticed, but I

know my words could never come close to repaying them. They have instilled in me every trait I

have to this day and both have helped to mold me into the man I have become--each trait

coming out in the various events and trials that I have had to endure, but none more powerful

than perseverance. The first time I was forced to stay in the hospital came at the age of two

and a half. It was your typical day for a two-year-old, just sitting in my car seat being driven

around by my mom. I was minding my own business, just looking out the window and taking in

all that this new world would have to offer me. Then out of nowhere, we were blindsided by a

trash truck. Thank the Lord, who I had yet to have a relationship with, I was in my car seat, and

I was not thrown from the vehicle. Although I was secured in the seat, there was quite a bit of

damage. The truck struck our van directly on my side, shattering the window and throwing

hundreds of pieces of shattered glass into my face. My mother, who was completely unharmed,

rushed to my side to see me covered in blood. She immediately removed me from the car and

placed me on the grass. This was before cell phones, so she was unable to call for help.

Nearby witnesses saw and heard all that was going on and called for help. I was rushed to the

nearest hospital. This would be my first encounter of many with hospitals. I was immediately

taken into the ER where the doctors performed surgery for over six hours to repair my face. Not

knowing at the time, they gave me an anesthetic that I was allergic to, Ketamine, soon to be

known to me as the drug from hell. I had a very bad reaction to this medicine and went into a

mini-coma for eighteen hours. After the medicine wore off, I slowly began to come around and

started my first of many recoveries. None of this is a memory to me, but accounts from my

parents that have replayed this event to me over the years. I can only imagine what that would

have been like for both my mother and father. They had never experienced something this

horrifying. I am sure the anticipation of whether I would make it out of the surgery or the coma

had to be the worse feeling in the entire world. The feeling of helplessness must have

destroyed them. This, too, would be the first of many occasions where they would have to be

faced with this all too familiar scene, sitting, waiting, staring at blank walls while their son had

to be operated on. As I came out of the surgery, battered, and disoriented, I would be on the

road back to where I was supposed to be. My parents had both become followers of Christ at a

young age. They were always praying and looking to the Creator of the universe for help and

guidance. Just like this time and many more to come, God had his hand right there in the

surgical room and guided the doctors, as they would put my body back together. I was too

young at this age to realize the power and effect that God would have in and over my life.

There is no better feeling than knowing the Almighty is watching over you while you go through



the most difficult times and then right there to celebrate with you in the most joyful times. Had I

known then what the Lord had to offer I know that I would have had the same peace that I do

now each time I go through some type of trial. Two hundred and some odd stitches later, I was

on my way back to a normal childhood. This is the very first memory that I have of my life. I

understand that not everyone can remember incidences from the age of two. It’s unfortunate

that this had to be my first recollection. I remember coming home from the hospital, walking

through my front door, and rubbing my hand over my face and the countless amounts of

stitches holding my face together. It was the weirdest feeling in the world to me. I wanted to

keep touching it. It felt somewhat like a porcupine, but every time I did, my parents were there

to call me back. I needed to allow the healing process to take place. The day arrived for the

stitches to be removed. Once removed, these two hundred stitches would just be a tally to the

now one thousand plus stitches that have kept me together over the years. Now left with a scar

that runs from my lips all the way across my cheek, I have a constant reminder of the stories

told to me at a young age are real and my first memory was not just a dream, but the starting

line to a race that still yet has to be finished. With this accident in the past, I could return to my

life as a young boy. I recovered well and went on to live a normal childhood for the next year

and a half. At the age of four, I started to develop yet another skin disorder. Known to the public

as Vitiligo, this is a discoloration of the skin, turning some parts of your skin white while others

stay the normal skin color. It was not life threatening, but tough for a young boy to accept and

understand why this had to happen and what was going on. Not wanting to be different than all

the other kids I knew and played with, I was all for the treatment offered. The most common

treatment for this is being placed again under very strong lights. Each time, I would stand in a

tube-like machine while the lights beat down on me to bring pigment back to my skin. This

time, though, they placed a special cream on the discolored spots to try and bring the pigment

back to the skin. We did many series of this treatment, and it seemed to be working. Slowly,

little by little, the white was turning back to the normal color. During the next treatment, my

body reacted to the cream and the lights. My skin was torched like a very, bad sunburn, and my

body ached of pains and sores for the next few weeks. We stopped this treatment right away

and allowed for my skin to heal. After the burn healed, the white spots remained. We stopped

the treatments altogether. My parents compared the risk and dangers with the best possible

outcomes. They concluded that the treatment had the possibility to make things worse rather

than better. From the age of 4, I now had to live with this discoloration of my skin along with my

scar. After these incidences, it seemed I was having one of the roughest childhoods you could

have. Even though it was a tough time in my life, I know that I was beyond blessed to have not

gone through some of the terrible diseases that are out there. There are so many more people

in this world who are faced with much more difficult times and, in some cases, they never get

better. I had to constantly remind myself of this. In fact, I am not sure that I could have asked

for a better childhood. If I had the chance to go back and change any part of it, I am not sure

that I would. Each one of these events shaped me into the man that I have become today. I was

fortunate enough to grow up on a street with around thirty boys who all were within five years

of each other from the ages of seven to twelve. These days shaped me, and this is where I

found my best friends who are still by my side to this day. This is also where I would make

friends I thought would be there, but would come to find out later in my life were not true

friends. You can imagine the trouble that we would cause having that many boys running

around the neighborhood. Every day was the best day to me! I had put those previous trials of

my life in the backseat and was living a normal childhood just like every other kid on that street.

When summer came and all of us were out of school at the same time, I don’t think there were



better times in my life. To this day I think back on those days and remember all the awesome

times that we had. We would wake up around eight in the morning and be at the neighbor’s

door by nine knocking and asking if they were ready to start our crazy day. We did everything

that you could think that kids would do. Each day you would find our street packed with boys

either playing baseball in the yard, riding bikes, playing street hockey, skateboarding, chasing

girls, and getting into plenty of fights, as you could imagine. I think this is where my passion for

baseball began to be instilled into me. Almost every day we played whiffle ball, homerun derby

with tennis balls, or anything else that would relate to baseball. As you could imagine, playing

this much in the yard, along with being on the Little League fields, some of our neighborhood

friends went onto much bigger and better things in baseball. This is where I would meet my two

best friends in my life--two people who would stick with me from the highest points in my life to

the lowest--Dana and Kyle Eveland. Dana and Kyle lived just three houses down the street

from me, and we were inseparable. Dana was a few years older than me, so I was always

looking up to him. Kyle was just a year or so older, and I would always find my way down to his

house. Our mothers were great friends, so this brought us even that much closer. To this day, I

can go back and look at old photos of us from this age and find us hanging out. There are even

a handful of photos of us in our diapers and those awful outfits our parents would put us in.

There are literally hundreds of memories that the three of us shared together during these

years. While there was not yet one moment in our lives that stood out to me, later it would

become so much clearer to me why God put these two-special people into my life. There were

two other brothers, Brandon and Brad, who were a huge part of my life during this time and for

many years to come. They lived directly across the street from me, so it was easy to find time

to hang out. They became some of the closest people to me from the ages of seven to fifteen.

We were always doing something together. It seems like we spent even more time together

because they were always homeschooled and at times I would be, too, so we always found

short amounts of time to hang out. This street is where many of my friendships would begin

and these people would be there for me in many of my tough trials. Some of these friendships

would last. Others would fade away. Outside of this incredible street that I grew up on, my life

was full of other activities that made my childhood full of memories that I will take to my grave. I

had my brother, Brian, who was three and a half years older than me. Growing up, Brian was

always there for me, even though at times he got on my nerves. We were with each other every

day, so I was blessed to be able to share this time with him. Even when there was no one to

run the streets with, I always had him by my side. That is the one thing that I learned at a

young age--family are the ones who will always be there for you no matter what. This would

become more apparent to me over the years as I matured, and as I unfortunately had to go

through many hard times. Brian always made sure to be with me when I was struggling. He

would take time out of his day or with his friends to be with me when I wasn’t doing my best.

There was nothing greater than having a brother to grow up with. My childhood was better

because I was able to spend it with him. The First of ManyOver my 29 years of life and ten

plus years of dealing with doctors, I have come to find out for the most part they are very

educated and know what they are talking about. But on the other hand, they can be completely

wrong and one’s perseverance and faith in God can take them to a whole different

level. Rewind over 20 years ago, where everything in my life seemed to be just carrying on as

normal. At the age of nine, there’s not much to worry about except just being a kid and trying to

get into as much trouble as you can and still try to get away with it. My days were filled with

friends, baseball, skateboarding, and enjoying being a kid. It was the end of winter and spring

was approaching. As usual, I was gearing up for another year of baseball. I looked forward to



this every year. Nothing brought more joy to me than to lace up my cleats, put on a fresh

uniform--just to have it be covered in dirt and grass two hours later. That’s the way I played

every game. I was a hard-nosed, all-out type player. You either play the right way or you don’t

play was the way I thought of it. There were no better times for me, laying out to catch a ball,

diving headfirst in a bag to beat the ball by a second, or hearing the crack of the bat and

watching the ball split the outfielders as I rounded the bases. This was the only way that I knew

how to play. As the season began to get closer, I began to feel a lot of discomfort in my right

hip and experienced a great amount of pain. Each day it got worse. I began to feel weaker.

Being young and so active like most seven-year olds are, my family and I didn’t seem to think

much of it. We thought it was something I did while running around the streets. But as time

went by and my symptoms became increasingly worse, we decided to go to an orthopedic

doctor to see if there was anything more to it. This would be my first of many experiences with

doctors and their offices, but at the time I didn’t think much of them. As years would go by, I

would realize that this would be the worst place that I could imagine to be. The time that you

spend waiting for the doctor to come in is the longest time in the world. I would become way

too familiar with this scenario. The thoughts that go through one’s mind are terrible, but now at

the age of 29, they almost have become second nature to me. As my family and I sat there in

the waiting room, trying to figure out what was going on and prepare ourselves for what might

be bad news, I was just looking to get this over with and get back on with my life. I was in no

way prepared for what was about to happen and how the next few years of my life would be

altered. As the door opened and we were called back, all we did was hope for the best, but we

were trying to prepare for the worst. We were taken back into the X-ray room where a series of

x-rays were taken. After, we were placed in a room and told to wait for the Doctor. This is when

the real nerves began to set in. Then in walked Dr. John King, an older man, early to mid-

sixties, short, and slightly hunched over. What stood out the most to me about Dr. King was his

demeanor. He was very stern voiced, but never overwhelming. Well, maybe a slight bit

demanding. He had a nurse, Debie, I’ll never forget her name because I must have heard it

over a thousand times. It became funny at times. It was always, “Debie, where are those X-

rays? Debie, give me the charts! Debie this. Debie that.” He either wasn’t paying attention half

the time or wasn’t listening, but at every visit he would ask at least 10 times how old I was. But

with all that being said, we knew this was the right Doctor for me. He knew his stuff. He was

older, so he had seen it all and knew how to treat what the issue was. He began to explain to

us that the blood supply from my hipbone was being cut off. The hip joint or socket that sits

against my pelvis had no blood supply resulting in the bone dying away. It physically had begun

to shrink in size. This condition was known as Legg-Calves-Perthes. There was no real answer

for why this had taken place in my body. The only real way to cure this was to operate on the

hip. They would do an Osteotomy, which would require them to cut my leg open, insert a metal

plate and three screws in the hip that they would screw to the pelvis so the gap between the

pelvis and hip bone would be gone and allow for the blood supply to begin to return to the hip

joint and start the healing process. We were so overwhelmed with this news. This was so long

ago, I don’t remember my exact emotions, but I am sure I lost it and began to freak out. I didn’t

know a whole lot, but I knew what surgery was. More importantly, I knew that it meant no more

baseball or running around for a while--if ever. We took in this information and began to do with

it what we had done all our lives--give it to God, and trust the process. And then when it was

my turn to fight, I would fight and battle through it all to get myself to where I wanted to be. We

thought about it for a week or so and realized this was really the only option that we had for me

to return to a normal life. We decided to follow through with the surgery. Before I would have



the surgery done, we still had another appointment with Dr. King. This is where he would give

us the final details of the surgery and fill us in on all the potential risks. They all seemed to be

standard, except for one--if we proceeded with this that I would be able to walk again, but there

was a good chance that I would never be able to run again. I cried my eyes out! The thought of

me losing the only way I knew how to live my life was crippling. That’s all I did--I ran at school,

at home, with my buddies, and on the baseball diamond. I immediately retracted my decision to

do the surgery. My parents began to calm me down and bring me back to reality and remind

me that things would only get worse off if I did nothing. I came back to earth. I was scared out

of my mind, but realized this was my chance. Even at such a young age, I had already been

through quite a bit. I told myself I am just going to have to do this and push through it like

everything else. When it comes time for me to rehab and get back to walking, I will then turn

that into running. On May 20, 1996, Dr. King performed the operation at Tarzana Hospital in

California. Everything went as planned and the metal was placed in my hip for the healing

process to begin. For the metal to work correctly, I had one huge roadblock to overcome. I

wouldn’t be able to move for three months. Try getting an active seven-year-old boy to do that!

They had to place me in a full body cast that went from right about my chest all the way down

both legs to my ankles. In-between the two legs was a wood bar that was built into the cast that

kept my legs separated in the shape of a V. This is the position that I would have to stay in for

the next three months, which were the hottest of the year--June, July and August. Those next

few months felt like they took years to pass by. Every day seemed to be a battle, but I had one

thing on my mind the entire time. How am I going to overcome this? How am I going to be able

to run and play baseball again? But the longer I dwelled on this, the more frustrated I became.

There wasn’t anything I could do in the moment to change this, so I figured I would take

advantage of the down time and rest up and enjoy each day to its fullest. This is something that

I unfortunately had to realize at such a young age. In my life, there were going to be many days

that I wasn’t going to feel the best, but it was up to me to make the best of those days and

prepare myself for what was to come. During those next three months, I did just that. I filled my

days with everything positive and good. Were there bad days? Of course, those are going to

always come, and it was all right if they affected me for a bit, but it was up to me to put it

behind me and continue my path. Fortunately, I wasn’t in much pain at all from this surgery, the

only thing was that I couldn’t walk. I took it upon myself to figure out a way to get from one

room to the next. Our house was all carpet, so I spent most of the time on the floor. When I

would get bored, I would want to switch it up and go to another room. I knew that my upper

body was still in good shape and was strong. I figured out how to pull myself along the floor

with my arms, just like an army soldier would do, as he would make his way through a hot

desert when in battle. This became my method of transportation for the remaining three

months. It made my life way easier, not to mention my upper body much stronger. I had the

procedure in May, so there was still a month or so left of school that I had to complete. Once I

was well enough after the surgery, a tutor came to the house every day to do school work with

me for a few hours at a time. It wasn’t a full day of school, but I was getting enough information

to pass. I have fortunately always been blessed with a wonderful mind. Through each one of

these medical issues, I never had any mental struggle with comprehending information. I was a

pretty good student, and I believe that made the homeschool days a lot easier for me. I finished

the remainder of the school year from the bed that I recovered in. I did all that I could to keep

pace with the other students and kids, so that when it was the right time for me to get back to a

normal routine I wouldn’t be behind. It was summer during these three months, so it was easier

on me since most of my friends were out of school. They would stop by each day and spend



some time with me. We would spend hours playing video games, trading baseball cards, or

watching TV. When the same four walls began to become too much for me, my mom would

take me out in the car. My sidekick at the time was a wheelchair with the ability to lean back as

far as it could go to replicate a bed with pillows around me for comfort. We would go to

baseball games, out to lunch, or over to a friend’s house--anything that would get me out of the

house so I wouldn’t go stir crazy. My Dad continued to work during this time. This is where my

Mom and I began to really make our relationship something special. We spent each day

together. From the moment we woke up until the time I went to bed, she was there for me

through everything--the days that were the toughest and I would sit and cry to the days that

were exciting when we were headed to a baseball game. She did everything in her power to

make each one of those days the best days for me. I found out that this would be a bond for me

that would last forever and even grow more as the years went by. As you can imagine though,

spending every waking moment with the same person can get old. You begin to get on each

other nerves and the smallest things that they do seem to affect you the most. But as the days

would go by we would realize that we were one-day closer to me being removed from the body

cast and one step closer to proving the doctors wrong. As the months passed and the date

drew near when I was going to have the cast removed, I became more and more anxious.

Each trip back to the doctor was going just as planned. The x-rays indicated I was healing, and

the procedure was doing exactly what it was supposed to. Although the past months had been

very rough, I was glad to see some tangible results that were leading me in the proper

direction. After a few more visits, Dr. King decided that I was ready for the cast to be removed

at my next appointment in a few weeks. It was my mom’s idea to set up a “CAST OFF PARTY.”

She figured this would help pass the time and when the day came, it would be something

special for friends, my family, and me. For a young boy who had already gone through so much

at this age, she wanted to do anything and everything possible to make me able to get through

it the best. As the day came, everything went as planned. We headed down to the Doctor and

the full body cast was finally removed. They took a huge saw to each side and cut right through

the plaster. The noise was so loud and piercing, but I knew that was the start to something new

for me. As the dust particles flew through the room and the cast shavings filled the air, I

realized that God had watched over me once more just like He had always done. Once the cast

was removed and I could look at it from a distance, memories of the past few months began to

fill my head. Looking down on it, I saw the hundreds of names that had been signed on it by all

my friends from school, neighbors, family, and even a few professional baseball players when

we went to their games. This touched and meant so much to me, as I think I finally started to

realize all the people that were there for me during that time and made that transition much

easier for me. The cast was mangled and destroyed, but the wooden bar was still intact. I

brought it home as a memory and still have it to this day. As we drove home all I could think

about was my buddies seeing how I looked without my cast and having them all over for a

good time. Once we got home, my parents began to prepare for the party. They had gone all

out for me. They ordered cakes, food, and set up games to play relating to my surgery and

removal of the cast. I am pretty sure there was even a wheelchair race somewhere in there. It

was a wonderful way to end a wonderful day--spending that time with friends and family who

had stood by my side. The night came to an end and everyone went home, but the journey had

only really begun for me. It was now time for me to start putting my hard work, dedication, and

perseverance to the test and prove that I was going to get back on that baseball diamond one

way or another. Over the last three months when I spent the time laid up and unable to walk,

my lower body had become weak and atrophied. I had lost some weight and had little to no



strength. The process to relearn how to walk is not an easy one. The first time I learned how to

walk was when I was a baby, and I couldn’t really think for that matter. The process naturally

just came to me as it does for everyone. This time, it was completely different. Not only was I

having to deal with the mental side of overcoming my fears, there was also the “pain factor”.

The screws and pins in my hip meant I was in constant pain. Before I could even start to put

one foot in front of the other, I had to begin strengthening my legs so that they could bear my

weight after not doing so for three months. So began the long days of intense physical therapy,

sweat, and tears. First, I had to start moving my legs around to just get the range of motion

back. After working on that for multiple days, I started using a walker. At first, I wouldn’t be able

to bear much weight at all. Most of my weight was placed on my left leg and dispersed between

my two arms. This became a very tough struggle. My arms were beginning to fatigue much

faster than I anticipated they would. But, slowly as the days progressed, so did I. Soon I could

put a small amount of weight onto my leg that had been unused for so long. These small steps

are what pushed me to the next day. I was finally able to see that what I had set out to do

would be something that I could accomplish. Once I saw that I was being able to sustain weight

on that leg, I was all systems go. I wanted to put myself in a better position for the future. Sure

enough, I moved to two crutches and then eventually down to one, and then finally the day

came that we had so longed for. I took a few steps on my very own with no assistance. This

day had come and everything that I had fought for was finally coming to fruition. I was now

putting one foot in front of the other and taking strides. I didn’t skip a beat. This had been a

culmination of many weeks of therapy that I powered through, and it was all well worth it. As

the days, weeks, and months began to pass, I was getting stronger by the day and pushing

myself to new places and goals I had set way back before the surgery took place. The number

one goal that was still on my mind was that I was going to be able to run. The only way I

thought I would figure that out was to try. The first time I remember trying this was in my

hallway of my house. It was carpeted so I knew if I took a hard fall, it wouldn’t be too terrible.

The distance from one end of the hallway to the other is very short, so there really wasn’t a lot

of space for me to work with. It was a small stepping-stone for me. I began to make this a part

of my daily routine. I would only get about three to five steps in before the hall ended, but then I

would just turn around and do it again. I was doing exactly what I said I was going to do,

defying the odds and beliefs of the doctors. Soon I moved from the hallways of my house to the

grass and so on. I was convinced that I had overcome this whole ordeal, and I would be able to

convince the doctor of the same. That is exactly what I did the next time I visited him. As my

next appointment approached, both my parents and I had thought and prayed long and hard

about this and were ready for what was next. As we spoke with him and told him how well I was

doing and progressing, and that I was running, he was overcome. I even took to their hallways

to show them how far I had come in such a short amount of time. Everyone in that office was

amazed and stunned. Not only had they been wrong, they were witnessing something they

hadn’t seen before. Then, came the question I had been dying to ask for months, “Am I okay to

go play baseball again?” The next words that came from his mouth still sit so deeply with me to

this day, “Yes, but take it easy.” I am 100% sure I didn’t hear anything after he uttered the word

YES. I was so excited! My parents were overcome with emotion, just to be able to see their son

this happy, let alone get to play again soon. I only had one restriction at first-- I couldn’t slide for

a while since my hip shouldn’t be taking that type of impact yet. March couldn’t come soon

enough for me to get back to the game that I had missed so much and loved to play. As the

season approached, I swear I didn’t miss a beat, and I picked right back up where I had left

off. I always played the game the same way that I tried to live my life. Always to the fullest, all



out, leave it all out there, and don’t leave without always putting 100% of my effort forth. Every

part of me was out there that first day. I don’t remember what happened on the field play by

play, but all I know was I loved and cherished every second of that game. I was presented with

a ball at the end of the game, and I took that ball to Dr. King. When I handed it over to him a lot

was said without having to say a word. Most of all it was “thank you”. Even though he had told

me that I could possibly never get back to this point, he did everything he had learned over his

medical career to try and give me the best possible chance. Then I said, “Yes, doctors are

some of the smartest people in the world, but when you bring in intangibles, like Jesus, family

and the drive and perseverance I put in day in and day out, sometimes doctors can be wrong.” I

was back and seemed to be better than ever--picking my life back up where I had left it a few

months back. Having to overcome so much at a young age, I thought I was in store for a life

that this would be my story, but it was just a quick moment for me to catch my breath, blink a

few times and then prepare myself for something that would change my life from that moment

on.
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Christina, “Amazing story. Brett has an amazing story and perseverance. His book is both

humbling and inspiring. A great read!!!! Love the section of the book with personal photos!”

The Athletic Stance Podcast, “Super inspirational story. Brett has a heart that's bigger than

most I've ever witnessed, looking forward to diving into this book.”

Lillian V. Ames, “One of the most inspirational books..if you feel discouraged, I suggest you
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read this book.. I just finished reading this inspirational book. Brett has had so many challenges

his entire life, but he has the best attitude. God has been with him through these unbelievable

struggles. He never gives up, such an amazing person. He is blessed with a loving Christian

family and friends. You will look at life differently as you see what this young man has been

through and continues to live a full life. I fully recommend this book. It is one of the most

inspirtional books that I have read.”

Annonomous, “Feeling Inspired and motivated. I came across this book on amazon while

searching for something inspirational for a friend that is facing a lot of challenges. So glad I

bought it!! This young man has overcome numerous obstacles in his life and continues to come

out on top despite his many challenges. I highly recommend this book to anyone who is faced

with chronic illness, sports injuries or overcoming surgeries but beyond that it speaks to each

and everyone who faces any kind of challenge in their life. This book is gaurentees to lift your

spirit and motivate you to press on through whatever obstacles you may be facing..”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 5 people have provided feedback.
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