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Phillip couldn't shake Thursday night out of his head so he text-messaged Sandra to hang out - she met him at the Powell Street Bart Station. That night, they went to Ocean Beach and reminisced about embarrassing memories from their salad days (hip-hop slang for FRESH). After ending the night with dancing at Polang, Phillip went to bed learning that one of the best things in life is to have a conversation with an old friend. 

The next morning, Phillip got out of bed and thanked God for another beautiful day. He took the MUNI to the Civic Center to give a 10 minute speech on the Commonwealth Club of California. After lunch, Phillip jumped on the BART and arrived 5 minutes early to the first day of his Berkeley Extension classes; being taught to refer to Standard Time as Fools Time, his watch is tuned 10 minutes early after a hard learned lesson. When he looked around inside the classroom, he saw one open seat at the back of the class next to a stranger. 

Phillip’s quickly introduced himself to Louis and the two instantly became friends. Louis was 11 years old when his family moved to America. Immediately after his family’s arrival, his mother quickly divorced his father and left the family. His father eagerly took on the responsibility of raising his only child and they developed an unbreakable father-son bond. 

Louis recently learned (5 weeks ago) that his dad was sick. The doctor’s opinion was an incorrect diagnosis. After a few weeks of pain and a new doctor, Louis’s dad was diagnosed with terminal pancreatic cancer through a CT scan. His father was given approximately two weeks to live; Louis waited with his father, in the hospital, for their last two weeks together. 

Phillip wondered why Louis told him the story of his father. Perhaps Louis needed an ear. In fact, Louis admitted to Phillip that “I’m learning that the people you care about most in life are taken from you too soon. You should always leave loved ones with happy words. It may be the last time you see them. But it just happened two weeks ago so I don’t think reality has really hit me yet.” Phillip smiled at Louis and thought “this could be the beginning of a beautiful friendship.” However, friendship would take a rain-check because Phillip had to go to work.

Phillip arrived to work, by way of his fancy V6 Toyota Camry, fashionably early. When the nightclub kids came around, he hung out with his customers to celebrate the last night of his bartending career. Leaving the bar at 2:45 A.M, Phillip drove his buddy Edwards home to Noe Valley. 

Edwards is one of many crazy friends in Phillip's life. Born in Southern California, Edwards' family raised him with strict Christian values and discipline came at a young age. His family sent him to Mission Viejo High School, where he scored 14 fives on the AP exams and a perfect score on his SAT, allowing him to earn scholarships to local Southern California Universities. But sometimes maturity has more to do with what types of experiences you’ve had and what you’ve learned from them and less to do with how many birthdays you’ve celebrated. Unfortunately for Edwards, he was caught smoking marijuana and was thrown out of his house at 17; his parents justified it by saying it was God’s will. Homeless and broke, Edwards hitchhiked up to Northern California and arrived at Stanford University. He walked into the financial aid office and said:

“Can I go to school here? I know the financial aid deadlines have passed but I was wondering if you can make an exception for my case. My family recently kicked me out of the house for smoking weed. I’m homeless and broke so now I have to get a job waiting tables or go to school. I just want an answer so that I can get started with my life.”

After pleading with the financial aid lady for 30 minutes, Edwards got the money needed to attend Stanford University. However, during Edwards’ 3rd year of college, he was arrested for driving with possession of cocaine and marijuana in rural Texas - an offense substantial enough to earn him a 3 year sentence in prison. Perhaps character could not be developed in ease and quiet. Only through experiences of trial and suffering can the soul be strengthened, vision cleared, ambition inspired and success achieved. 

Sara, Edwards’ college sweetheart, fought the injustice by researching and networking at Stanford. Coincidentally, a student on campus knew the retired DA who had prosecuted Edwards’ case. When the trial came around, the retired DA became the defense attorney for Edwards. The entire case is a fucked up story but heroes are people who do what has to be done, when it needs to be done, regardless of the consequences. It took Edwards 5 years to graduate but because of his felonies, he only took 3 ½ years of actual classes to earn the units needed for a double major. Now he has 6 more years of probation and is technically not permitted to leave the 49 sq. mile County of San Francisco (long story…). 

Anyways, Phillip and Edwards woke up early the next morning to watch the EURO Cup at an Irish Pub in Noe Valley. Edwards promised Phillip he would go to Bible Study if Phillip would skip church. Phillip conceded to Edwards’ proposal and the drinking began at 11 A.M with Germany vs. Poland. After Germany’s second goal and flawless defense, Phillip and Edwards met Neema at Golden Gate Park for an 18 round course of Frisbee Golf, cheap beer, and a 2 hour hike through the forest. They laughed so hard, their faces hurt. When the beer ran out, they took off to a Sunset sports bar to watch Argentina vs. USA, Lakers vs. Celtics (Game 2) and went broke buying rounds for each other (After all, money is a lousy way of keeping score) . 
With disappointing outcomes for both Phillip and Edwards, Phillip grabbed a pen and wrote on a napkin:

Listen Up Phil!
Either I control my attitude or it controls me. It is taking me a long time for me to become the person I want to be. The happiest people don’t necessarily have the best of everything, they just make the most of everything that comes along their way. Credentials on the wall won’t make me a decent human being. 

Then he remembered Louis. After shaking his pen, he flipped over the napkin and wrote:

"FUCK IT. To the world I may be one person, but to one person I may be their world. Never frown, even when I’m sad, because I’ll never know who is falling in love with my smile. After all, it only takes an accident or a slip to become a different person." 


Two Weeks Later: Edwards Pancreas failed on him and now he can never have another drink again  (To be Continued)
