Robert Brooks was a dear friend, teammate, and a proud father.  I’ll apologize up front if I refer to him as “Red”; that’s how he was first introduced to me.  I think I knew him a year or so before I discovered his first name was actually Robert.  “Red” and I met at an annual Maverick Rugby B4 Bar-B-Q. He didn’t stay long, He and Joshua had just stopped by to say hello. I didn’t remember much about our first encounter other than five or six other teammates telling me if I am ever pulled over in Duncanville to ask for SGT. Brooks.  I’m proud to say I never had the opportunity to test how well that would have worked. 

One of Red’s true passions was the game of rugby, and through the years of playing together, we had developed a close friendship.  “Red” possessed a certain charisma not commonly found in many people, which I believe attributed to his success in all aspects of life.  He was a true leader on and off the pitch. When on the pitch his intensity and drive was felt by all 14 other teammates; he made even the impossible seem manageable. When off the field he was a true role model, and could always be seen making a friend.  He always took the moral high road, and he had a personality that people naturally gravitated toward. After a heated rugby match against a bitter rival, Red could be seen across the pub befriending and buying drinks for the opposing team members. He loved everything about the sport, from the anxious road trips to away matches, the thrill of the competition, and of coarse social gatherings after the match.  He was not above knocking on my door at 2am in the morning to watch a televised match from overseas.  

Red was diagnosed a year and a half ago with brain cancer and the severity of his tumor led us to believe he might not make it through the Initial surgery. It was a possibility that was hard to deal with, but Red had a way of making people feel at ease. More often than not, he did so in a humorous way. I remember someone telling him before the first surgery that their church and neighbors were praying for him to pull through the operation.  Red replied, “ I’m pretty sure I just have to lay there, gesturing to the surgeon he said… “That’s the guy you need to be praying for!” 

One instance our team will never forget was at a practice Just weeks after his first surgery he arrived at the field fully suited up trying to get a run in. The staples from his surgery had not yet been removed and after voicing our concern about his condition to slow down and take it easy, He loudly exclaimed, “I ain’t done playing rugby yet!”

If I could tell you only one thing about Robert Brooks it would be he was friends with everyone. I am not aware of anyone Robert met and didn’t become friends with. I looked up to Robert and wish I was more like him. We all lead busy lives, move to different locations, and sometimes eventually loose contact with a few of those friends that were near and dear to our hearts. I am guilty of it, as I’m sure there are some in the crowd today that would agree they are too.  A wise man once told me at the end of your life, if you can count the number of true friends you have on more than one hand you are a lucky individual…Robert Brooks must have had 50 hands …and he made time for every finger.  

It has been a hard year and a half; Roberts Brooks was my best friend. He was always there for me, and when times got tough I tried my best to be there for him too.  I stopped by his house last Thursday on the way home from work. It had been a while since I had seen him, and I was excited my friend had come home from the hospital. He must have been exhausted from spending most of the day receiving treatments, and he lay asleep in his recliner. This wasn’t too uncommon in the recent months, so instead of waking him, I decided I’d come back the next afternoon and see if I could catch him while he was awake. I received news the next day he had passed away in the early morning, and I was deeply saddened about missing the opportunity to tell my friend goodbye. 

It has been a couple of days since then and I have come to realize that goodbyes are not what matters most. Life isn’t about what we do or say when we are dying but instead, it is more about what we do and say while we are living. Robert Brooks epitomized my idea of a complete and fruitful life. He made a positive impact on all of us and indeed he will truly be missed. There is now a void in our surrounding community that will need to be filled. We can fill this void by following Robert’s example to smile a little more, be a friend when someone is at need, and to be a role model for others to look up to.  

I want to thank everyone who was there for my friend, especially his immediate family. It has been a long emotional roller coaster and finally we can rest assured he is now at peace. 
Chance Snow
