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Coach Shegog, as we still call him today, is one of the oldest living people with HIV. He received
his diagnosis in 1986, five years before Magic Johnson. Treatment and outcomes during this
time were so poor that contracting the virus was a death sentence. Coach Shegog lost
numerous loved ones to the virus and he suffered multiple bouts with the often fatal
opportunistic pneumonias.Yet he persisted. Driven by his passion for wrestling, he needed to
make sure his students were on track with their classes, able to graduate high school, and ready
to continue their postgraduate pursuits. He knew everything about his kids and made sure they
knew nothing about him. They never knew when he was sick. They never met the man he loved.
They never knew he had to abstain from some critical wrestling moments to be with his dying
partner.He knew coaching wrestling wouldn’t have been an option had people learned the truth
about him in the 1980s, 1990s, and possibly in the 2000s. He lived a lie and did so for the sake
of his students. Learn about how Robert Shegog navigated these difficult issues in order to be
the teacher, coach, father figure, and exemplary role model that inspired multiple generations of
students.

“Young men, please consider reading this book. If you take the advice to heart, it could be a
game-changer for your life now and in the future. Jonathan tackles four of the biggest battles you
face daily, and yet he does it with humor, stories, and biblical insight. As a father and teacher,
I wish every young Christian man would read this book.”–Sean McDowell, PhD, Biola University
Professor, speaker, and author of over 15 books including So the Next Generation Will
Know“Young men face unique challenges growing up in today’s world. With two teenage sons at
home, I have witnessed that firsthand! This is important reading for every Christian boy as they
transition into manhood.”–Jim Daly, President of Focus on the Family“Jonathan’s newest Guy’s
Guide is the perfect book for today’s young men as they encounter the numerous distractions
way too prevalent in this world. A must-read for guys today!”–Pat Williams, Orlando Magic
Founder and Senior Vice President, author of Character Carved in Stone“The Guy’s Guide to
Four Battles Every Young Man Must Face points toward God’s blueprint for living life to the
fullest, while providing practical strategies for successfully navigating these critical aspects of
teen culture.”–Greg Stier, Founder and CEO of Dare 2 Share“If you’re a young man, or know one,
get this book NOW. It’s intensely practical and written by Jonathan McKee, the authority in youth
ministry and Christian discipleship."–J. Warner Wallace, Dateline featured Cold-Case Detective,
Senior Fellow at the Colson Center for Christian Worldview, Adjunct Professor of Apologetics at
Biola, author of Cold-Case Christianity, God’s Crime Scene, Forensic Faith and creator of the
Case Makers Academy for Kids“I love the blunt, practical, and relevant approach to these major
distractions every young man will face. Jonathan McKee understands the culture of this young



generation like few people in the world. This is definitely a must-read.”–Jim Burns PhD, President
of HomeWord, author of Understanding Your Teen and Doing Life With Your Adult Children:
Keep Your Mouth Shut and the Welcome Mat Out“As boys become men, they’re going to have to
navigate the four S’s of today’s culture: self-image, screens, sex, and substances. Guy’s Guide
offers real-world wisdom on each of these topics along with practical tips that will not only hit
young men where they are, but will also help shape who they become. Get your guy the advice
he’ll need in life. Get him this book!”–David R. Smith, pastor of The Root Church and author
of Christianity: It’s Like This“Jonathan McKee has done it again with The Guys Guide to Four
Battles Every Young Man Must Face. He has given us practical tips that we can use to sit down
with our boys, reminding them of who they are in God’s eyes and how important it is to keep their
eye on the road ahead instead of being distracted by the enticements of life that can take them
off track.”–Maggie John, Senior Executive Producer/ Host, 100 Huntley Street“This book is so
much more than a guide talking at teenage guys; it’s a resource to engage and talk with teenage
guys having conversations around critical issues they face daily. The perfect gift for young men
from parents, grandparents, youth workers. . .and all who care for teenagers.”–Mark W.
Kirgiss, Sr. Area Director, Greater Lafayette Young Life & WyldLife“The Guys Guide to Four
Battles is mandatory reading for any guy who wants to date my teenage daughter! Seriously
though, following Jesus is hard, and trying to navigate His words of truth against our confusing
culture can be daunting. This book is a great place to start and a must-read for the young man
who is sharpening his journey of becoming more like Jesus.” –Don Talley, Associate VP, Youth
For Christ USA Inc.“If you’ve ever argued with your teen son about him being on screens too
long, if viewing his search history or cleaning out his jean pockets has broken your heart, if
you’ve wondered if he’s developing an addiction to video games. . .get him this book! Jonathan
talks straight to guys in relevant language on hot, current topics with humor and candor. If your
son has a smartphone or gaming system—or ever leaves the house—consider this book
his guide!”-Traci Morrow, speaker, mom, and Host of John Maxwell’s global simulcast“A crucial
guide for today’s young men as they navigate the priorities they care about most—which makes
it the perfect tool for parents to engage their kids in conversations about the four S’s. . .four S-
words that lead to the fifth S-word every parent wants to experience: success. If a parent is not
discussing these four issues, they are not succeeding as parents.”-Stephen Arterburn,
bestselling author, speaker, pastor, Founder and Host of New Life Live and Founder of Women
of Faith!, but first and always best, husband and father of five amazing kids--This text refers to
the paperback edition.Book DescriptionIn this engaging read, bestselling author and youth
culture expert Jonathan McKee gets real about the battles every young man will face in life: 1)
Sexual Temptation, 2) Controlled Substances, 3) Screens, and 4) Self-Esteem. With humor and
honesty, McKee offers up practical, spiritual advice, plus a truth-filled arsenal of weapons to help
you fight the good fight. --This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorJonathan
McKee is an expert on youth culture and the author of more than twenty books, including The
Bullying Breakthrough, The Teen's Guide to Social Media . . . & Mobile Devices, and Guy's



Guide to God, Girls, and the Phone in Your Pocket. He has over twenty years of youth-ministry
experience and speaks to parents and leaders worldwide.Kirby Heyborne is a musician, actor,
and professional narrator. Noted for his work in teen and juvenile audio, he has garnered over
twenty Earphones Awards. His audiobook credits include Jesse Kellerman's The Genius, Cory
Doctorow's Little Brother, and George R. R. Martin's Selections from Dreamsongs.--This text
refers to the audioCD edition.Read more
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AuthorsAdditional ResourcesDedicationThis book is about the loves of my life, both the abstract
and the physical. The abstract resides in the achievements of the teams and the wrestlers.
Death shattered my physical loves. I wish I had a love story like my grandparents. They were
married for over fifty-four years and died only six weeks apart. I was blessed to know my great-
grandmother, who was born a slave, and regret that I didn’t ask more about her life. It amazes
and gratifies me to have the opportunity to examine our family line in this book.In wrestling, we
learn the motto, “Strong enough to stand alone.” This statement glorifies individual victories on
the mat. But it fails to recognize that with each win comes from the support of numerous loved
ones. These individuals sustain us off the mat in good and bad times. I would not be at this point
in my life without my mother’s guidance and love. Amanda L. Shegog was a single parent who
set strict standards for her children. Family and friends who stepped in to raise me knew her
rules. Those standards received reinforcement from my coaches; Bart Kruse, Floyd G. Marshall,
James K. Houston, Ken Kannegieter, Bruce Gilbert, Jare Klein, and my scoutmaster, Truman L.
Barnes.A famous Nigerian proverb states, “It takes a village to raise a child.” That village
includes people outside your family. People often refer to honored folks as aunts and uncles,
cousins, or brothers and sisters. The closeness led to the phrase, “My brother/sister from
another mother.”While we invite people to be part of our village, not everyone has our best



interest in mind. I have paid attention all my life, hoping to emulate only those who create
excellence in themselves and others. “Bad things happen to good people,” yet good people must
continue to strive toward their dreams and passions.Robert L. Shegog, 2021ForewordFor nearly
ten years, I pestered my high school wrestling coach, Robert Shegog, to write his autobiography.
He never said no, only laughed and suggested that his life was not something others wanted to
learn about. I respectfully disagreed.Coach Shegog, as we still call him today, is one of the
oldest living people with HIV. He received his diagnosis in 1986, five years before Magic
Johnson. Treatment and outcomes during this time were so poor that contracting the virus was a
death sentence. Coach Shegog lost numerous loved ones to the virus and he suffered multiple
bouts with the often fatal opportunistic pneumonias.Yet he persisted. Driven by his passion for
wrestling, he got back on his feet so he could be there for the team. HIV had to wait because
Coach Shegog had unfinished business. He needed to make sure his students were on track
with their classes, able to graduate high school, and ready to continue their postgraduate
pursuits. He knew everything about his kids and made sure they knew nothing about him. They
never knew when he was sick. They never met the man he loved. They never knew he had to
abstain from some critical wrestling moments to be with his dying partner.He knew coaching
wrestling wouldn’t have been an option had people learned the truth about him in the 1980s,
1990s, and possibly in the 2000s. He lived a lie and did so for the sake of his students. For my
sake. I recall my fourteen-year-old self as a freshman in high school and wonder, “Would I have
been mature enough to join the wrestling team if I knew the truth about my coach?” It brings
tears to my eyes because I know there’s a good chance that I would never have wrestled had I
known. I would have missed out on all the life lessons, so much character building, and who
knows what kind of life would have resulted. I wouldn’t be surprised if many other students had
similar feelings.That is why in October of 2020, I strongly suggested once again to Coach
Shegog that he needed to tell his story. Only this time, I offered to write it for him. After weeks of
internal debate about whether he wanted to open up to the world, he finally agreed as he
realized what telling his story could mean to people. Writing Wrestling with the Truth has been a
true labor of love. Helping this man, who did so much for thousands of students, is one of the
highest honors in my life. I hope you read his story and feel the same life-changing inspiration
that I, and many others, were privileged to share.Nick Kehagias, 2022introductionMy Life
PassionNO FEAR is a wrestling expression often seen on T-shirts. Although meant to inspire
wrestlers to do their best, the statement is misleading. We all experience fear. It is how we
control or direct our fear that makes the difference. In wrestling, some fear losing, looking bad in
front of friends and family, or failing the team. Fear can be a great motivator, but it can also lead
to missed opportunities or destructive behavior. This book addresses the fear I experienced—
being prohibited from following my passion simply because of who I loved.My name is Robert
Lee Shegog, and I found my life’s passion early. I began a life-long love affair with wrestling. As a
high school coach, I taught the sport for nearly thirty-three years. Not the scripted spectacle you
see on TV but the unpredictable sport that takes place on a two-inch-thick mat. Opponents,



equal in weight, are put to a test of pure grit and determination. There is no hiding, no excuses.
It’s all about how well you prepared and executed. You can attain the highest glory or face the
deepest despair.I love this self-challenge, and I still get an adrenaline boost every time I coach,
let alone think about wrestling. However, I believe I would not have been allowed to coach, would
never have fulfilled my passion, if people knew the truth about me.On the surface, people see a
tough wrestling coach who happens to be Black. When I retired in 2006, I was one of only five
Black head wrestling coaches in Arizona. Yet that statistic only scratches the surface of the
experiences that shaped me and got me to where I am.These are my stories. Many important
people to me encouraged me to share them. But did I want to open up? Did I want to be
vulnerable? Is telling my life story a form of vanity?I was hesitant at first because, as a young
child attending church, I learned that pride goes before a fall. We practiced humbleness, making
it hard to accept a compliment or a gift. When Nick suggested the book idea nearly ten years
ago, I resisted. Over time, I realized such behavior leads to tearing down one’s self-esteem and
the deprivation of natural joy. Every day, loved ones remind me that my life has meaning and
reason. So, I said okay. I’m ready to tell my story. This book is a record of my passion and
purpose. It captures my truth.._.. ___ …_.Chapter 1The Early YearsI am a Thanksgiving baby,
born November 24, 1951, in Buffalo, New York, the youngest of four children. My older brothers
were three and two years older and my sister Orpah, not Oprah like the TV host, was one year
older. Three, two, one, and then me.We lived near a garbage truck storage yard. The memory of
the smell permeates my nose to this day. My father was a hard worker who held multiple jobs. He
worked at the steel mill, drove an independent cab with a medallion certifying him to operate in
New York, and was an amateur photographer with his Polaroid camera. That camera provided
the only photographs many Black families had of their special occasions.He did quite well
financially and even owned multiple properties. Unfortunately, he was also controlling, and some
of my early memories involved regular yelling between him and my mother. During these
arguments, they told us kids to go to a bedroom. Immediately after, I would hear yelling and
bumping on the walls. I didn’t see it, but I assumed he beat my mother and threw her
around.When I was six years old, my mother found out that my father had a child with another
woman. A year later, she finally had enough of the cheating and abuse and packed our
belongings. She even threw away the curtains. I’m not sure why, but my guess is that it was one
last way to stick it to my father. Her brother and her uncle met us in Buffalo, New York, and took
us to Albion, Michigan. Here, we lived with my grandparents and aunt.Albion was a smaller town
of about twelve thousand people. Following the Civil War, Blacks started the Great Migration to
northern states. It was common for them to find employment on the railroads, in factories, or as
domestics. My grandfather, Grandpa Kemp, the son of a woman born into slavery, came from
Alabama to work on the railroads. He traveled a lot for his job, weeks at a time, north through
Chicago into Michigan. His sister moved to Albion, inspiring him to settle there as well. Grandpa
saved his railroad money and bought ten city lots outright for fifty dollars per lot in the 1930s. He
began growing wealth and establishing himself in Albion.Like my grandfather, other Blacks



throughout the country were attaining wealth. Black-owned businesses were plentiful and did
well. A model of that success was evident in the Tulsa, Oklahoma, neighborhood of Greenwood.
This predominantly Black area of town flourished to the extent that it became known as Black
Wall Street. You’d think that wealth would lead to prosperity and peace. Instead, the opposite
happened. Once again, Black Wall Street became an example, this time in a horrific manner.In
1921, the infamous Tulsa Race Riots unfolded. White mobs murdered nearly three hundred
Blacks and burned numerous homes and businesses. Airplanes were even used to deploy
Molotov cocktails in what was one of the earliest recorded uses of planes in a domestic conflict.
Now, close to one century later, one-hundred-seven-year-old Viola Fletcher, a survivor of said
riots, is still awaiting recognition and justice for an event nearly forgotten by the world.After my
grandfather purchased his land, he farmed and rented out part of it. Growing up, we had all this
land, and each person—parents and children—was responsible for maintaining their segment.
We also had a chicken coop. Between the poultry and our garden, our needs were always
provided for, so we never really went hungry. When I was growing up there, you knew it was
going to be a nice day in Albion if you smelled manure. The odor meant the cows were out
grazing.Tradition at the time was for families to build houses near one another, and my
grandfather shared this aspiration. Ironically, none of his five children decided to build houses
there.Our church was Pentecostal, based on strict rules and a literal understanding of the King
James Bible. We attended about eighty-five percent of the events, and our lives revolved around
the three sermons per week, on Tuesdays, Fridays, and Sundays. Service times rarely changed.
One exception was when the high school basketball team made the state playoffs. This should
give you an idea of the town’s priorities.For the holidays, all the kids recited poems or bible
verses from memory. I remember my poem from when I was seven years old.“What are you
looking at me for? I didn’t come to stay. I just came to wish you a Merry Christmas day.”My
cousin Mark, a little younger than me and incredibly smart, recited the entire Matthew 27 chapter
with a bit of assistance from his mother. At twelve years of age, he delivered the Gettysburg
Address from memory during our town Memorial Day celebration. Everyone knew he was
destined for great things, and he eventually became a lawyer. We were good kids, wanting to
please our parents and do good within our church and community.My father traveled from
Buffalo for occasional visits, and we wrote to him periodically but my memories of him are
limited. He was a veteran and always seemed to spend a significant portion of his time at the
Albion Veterans of Foreign Wars playing bingo. Because he wasn’t around that often, I mentally
adopted father figures in the community—uncles, wrestling coaches, and my Boy Scout
leader.My mother, however, was my top role model and the main person I wanted to please and
never disappoint. She was more of a father figure to me than my actual father. I always respected
her and learned early on not to make her tell me twice. She was tough, working as a domestic for
wealthy patrons during the day. “Domestic” was the term used for housekeepers in the
1950s-60s. At night, she went to her job as a nurse’s aide at the county hospital.It wasn’t easy for
a single mother to take care of four kids, but we always had everything we needed. We grew our



own food on my grandparents’ land, raised chickens, sold our extra veggies to neighbors, ate
fish from the river, and were endlessly resourceful.Eight people lived in the house, and all the
boys slept on the living room floor. My grandfather used a wood-burning stove to heat the house.
He often heated bricks in the fire, then placed them under our sleeping bags to keep our feet
warm. We didn’t have central heat, so this was the way we kept warm in the cold Michigan
winters.Our house had no indoor plumbing. During the day, we used an outhouse. A big, round
chamber pot sat next to our bed at night. I have a picture of my sister Orpah sitting on it, perfectly
expressing what it means to be “on the pot.” I had that photo blown up and planned to hang it on
the wall for her sixtieth birthday. Unfortunately, she died one week before that milestone.Growing
up packed close to each other in my grandfather’s home made us very tight-knit. We shared
everything and always felt much loved. After we’d been there two years, my mother was able to
rent a house the next street over. Buying a house was not an option for a woman at that time
because she needed a man to sign for her at the bank. Being a divorcée meant it was extra
hard. Eventually, we moved into a house owned by a man named Edward Jones. There was no
way my mother could afford to pay the standard rent, but Mr. Jones was romantically interested
in her. There is a soul song by The Commodores about a beautiful woman described as a brick
house. My mother was a brick, strong, loyal, and supportive. She did not drink, smoke, or hang
out in undesirable places. The big drawback was that she was a divorcée with four kids. That
didn’t stop Mr. Jones. While he owned the house he rented us, he lived and worked in
Muskegon, Michigan, a two-hour drive from Albion. He would make that drive sometimes twice a
month to spend time with my mother.My mother paid what rent she could, and Mr. Jones was
okay with that, even showing up to help us however he could. He helped so much we started
calling him Uncle Eddy. Our home was about five hundred square feet, including a living room,
one bedroom, a kitchen, and a bathroom. The boys all slept in the bedroom while my mother
and sister slept in the living room. This was a step up from my grandparents’ residence. No more
outhouses, no more pumping water, and no bathing in a big metal tub with the subsequent
dumping of water out back.When Uncle Eddy visited, he made repairs on the house. After some
time, he decided we needed a new house. So he built one, enlisting the help of his cousins and
an uncle who lived in South Bend, Indiana. They traveled to Albion and worked on it almost
every weekend. When finished, the house had a full cement-block basement, three bedrooms
with closets, a large kitchen, and a living room with a stone fireplace.Uncle Eddy took the family
on the only real vacation we ever had, to Mackinac Island. He asked my mother to marry him.
She made one mistake… she asked us. We children said no, thinking, He’s not our father. We
hoped our real dad would return to the family. As we grew up and left home, it became very clear
we were wrong. Uncle Eddy married another woman in Muskegon. When Edward Jones died,
my Uncle Robert arranged it so my mother could purchase the house. Uncle Eddy treated my
family more than considerately and was very caring toward my mother.Now we were safe and
happy. A stable home, such as ours, is part of the foundation for a successful life. Some of my
classmates moved several times, were evicted from their homes, or lived with different extended



family members. My mother kept us together in one home. Most of the town’s Black families lived
west and northwest of downtown. Our residence was on the south end near the Kalamazoo
River. That prompted students at school to refer to my siblings and me as the river rats. The
water was so close that a person on the street out front could throw a rock to the riverbank. The
nickname went away as we grew older, except for mine. Some of my classmates refer to me as
RAT to this day.Albion was a segregated city with Black neighborhoods and schools with the
exception of Dalrymple Elementary School, which I attended. Dalrymple was a mix of Blacks,
Mexicans, and Whites. And I had friends and interacted with kids from these different
backgrounds, which significantly influenced my attitude toward race. Because my mother
worked the night shift, we were home by ourselves a lot. But we never were without oversight
and we never felt alone. She talked to the neighbors and told them that nobody was to go in or
come out of the house after ten p.m. In addition, she routinely stopped by the police department
on her way to work and asked if they could patrol past our house. It seems like an odd request
these days, but the police department obliged back then.That didn’t stop my sister, truly a wild
seed and very independent, from trying to sneak out. One night, my sister convinced me to go
with her so she could see some guy.“Why me?” I asked.“Because I like him, but I don’t yet know
him well,” she said.Against my better judgment, I went along, knowing we’d be in big trouble if
caught. As was the norm in many parts of Michigan and the Midwest, houses in Albion were not
fenced in, making it easy to traverse the adjacent backyards until we reached the neighboring
street. While we sneaked through the yards, somebody yelled at us.“Where are you going?” Our
neighbor, Mrs. Ridley, was standing on her back porch.Stunned, we turned around and ran right
back home. Having the town watch over us was both a blessing and a curse. Concerned citizens
kept us from doing stupid stuff, but they also knew our every move. Sometimes someone would
stop us and ask, “Aren’t you a Shegog?” Or “Aren’t you Amanda’s child?” Occasionally, they
would give us a ride or some other assistance. The townsfolk learned early on that my mom was
fierce, and they often used the threat of contacting her to keep us in line. On occasion, however,
those same neighbors saved us from our mother’s quick and focused punishments. One such
punishment occurred on my first day of fifth grade. It started when the other kids made fun of a
morbidly obese teacher as she walked down the hall. I think she might have had a thyroid
condition. They kept yelling out the name of a popular dog food. She chased after the kids,
unable to catch them. Even though I was innocent, I too ran— right into the restroom. I jumped
on the toilet and closed the door, hoping to hide. Within moments, through the crack between
the stall door and wall, I saw our teacher gasping as she entered.Oh no, I thought.She walked
toward my stall, opened the door, grabbed my arm, and dragged me to the principal’s
office.Soon after, my mother arrived. The principal began to explain that I was yelling the name
of a dog food product at the teacher.I knew I was innocent, so I interrupted him yelling, “But I
didn’t do anythi . . .”Smack! My mother immediately slapped my face into the block wall only a
few inches from my head.“You will not interrupt your principal when he’s talking,” she said.I kept
my mouth shut, in shock, holding back tears. I could feel that my right front tooth was loose.



Blood began filling up my mouth. I tried swallowing the blood for fear of angering my mother by
crying or spitting it out.The principal noticed a rivulet of blood exuding from the right side of my
mouth.“Mrs. Shegog, your son is bleeding.”Without hesitation, she said, “He’ll live.” I eventually
made it to the dentist and got my tooth repaired. That pain was not my only punishment. When I
got home, my mother firmly scolded me for being in the wrong place.“Get out of my clothes! You
don’t own anything in the house. Everything you own belongs to me!” I was in my underwear,
lying across the bed. My mother grabbed her leather strap and whupped me, saying, “If you ever
act out in school again!” She wore out my cookie that day.For the next few years, on the first day
of school, my mother escorted me to all of my classes. I begged her every year to stop, but my
pleas fell on deaf ears. Finally, at the beginning of my sophomore year in high school, she felt I’d
had enough and let me go alone. Although she wasn’t in the classroom, I could still feel her
presence as the kids teased me.“Hey, Shegog, where your mama?” They had gotten used to
making fun of me every year.And when the teacher asked a question, I would hear my mother’s
voice in my head saying that I better raise my hand and answer. Moments like these kept me
from misbehaving and gave my mother a reputation for being strict. Just the threat of teachers
calling our mother was enough to get us to change our behavior. She gave her phone number to
each teacher, saying, “If he gets out of line, call me.” She wanted to make sure I started the year
on the right foot and to put a little fear in the back of my mind. Fear of my mother lasted well into
adulthood and wasn’t just isolated to us kids. Even the administrators felt our pain at times. One
example revolved around senior ditch day. I really wanted to go, so I ditched for the first time
ever, and made it to the lake with my friends. It was a fun time, but not without this nagging worry
in the back of my mind. I knew my mother would not give me a dismissal note the following
school day. I bit the bullet and confessed to Ms. Johnson, the principal’s secretary, before
classes started the next day. Without hesitation, she wrote me the required excuse because she
knew the wrath that my mother would bring. Mama never found out, and I was okay with that. All
these experiences taught me valuable lessons, including the understanding that actions and
words matter and that I would have to pick each of them very carefully. My mother maintained
discipline with a mix of strictness and support from her family and church. From the church, two
lessons helped define me to the core. One, when angry, I should think before I react. Two, if
slapped on one cheek, I should turn the other one. Those lessons came into play when I had to
write my first multi-paragraph essay in sixth grade. The topic was “What I want to be when I grow
up.”In the early 1960s, Albion had only a few examples of Black professionals. There were a few
Black teachers, one Black policeman, and one Black city councilman. Most of the other Blacks
worked in local factories, in the service field, or in small businesses like salons, barbershops,
landscaping, or trash hauling. But it wasn’t long before that started to change. My uncle, Robert
Brown, owned and operated a welding company with nearly one hundred employees.
Eventually, Black doctors and administrators moved into town. However, teachers were the
largest group of Black professionals in Albion.I enjoyed school. So naturally, I wrote about being
a teacher. The teacher returned my paper with the written comment: You need to be more



realistic.That hit me like a brick. I was so angry. Though I enjoyed learning, I was not the best
student. My penmanship was subpar, I came from a poor family with no college history or funds,
and people, therefore, assumed I could not be a teacher. Despite my anger, I used my early
church lessons, evaluated the situation, and turned the other cheek. I made a commitment to
prove the teacher wrong. I told myself that I wouldn’t let anyone tell me what I could or could not
do. I was going to make my dream happen despite what others thought. That would not be the
last time someone judged me by my color and family history.In our neighborhood, there were
about thirty to thirty-five Black kids and we often met at each other’s family homes. We played
ball in the street, ran around vacant lots, and even walked to school together. Occasionally I’d
play in an adjacent White neighborhood with three boys—Danny, Mike, and Ricky. Bill Stoffer,
another White boy, remained my friend until he died at the age of sixty-eight. Bill never left
Albion, but he served multiple terms as mayor and contributed greatly to the city and college.
Growing up, I had friends of many different backgrounds. It felt natural to me.But having White
friends made me a liability at times. In the early 1960s, my family drove to Alabama to visit my
grandfather’s side of the family. They always left me in Albion. When I asked my mother why, she
answered, “Because you have too many White friends.” She worried that I didn’t know how to
talk or act around Southern Whites. The story of Emmett Till was still fresh in everyone’s mind,
and she did not want me to experience the same fate. When I was older, I did make a trip to
Alabama with my family, only to have her watch me like a hawk.In Alabama, the social divide
between Blacks and Whites was striking. My older cousin, Lenn Reid, reminded me of how we
were often called “Northern Niggas” or “pickaninnies.” We couldn’t just do what we wanted
because there were always rules separating Whites and Blacks.In public swimming pools,
Whites had earlier swim times than Blacks. It was often the case on sweltering days that they
continued swimming well into the time set aside for the Blacks, leading to the Blacks being
unable to swim that day.We couldn’t even travel without rules about where we could stop to eat
or sleep. The Green Book, officially known as “The Negro Motorist Green-Book,” directed our
travel plans. It contained the addresses of Black-friendly gas stations, restaurants, and hotels to
help with safe travel across the country.These were only a couple of the many Jim Crow
practices where separate was not equal. Even in Albion, it wasn’t all rainbows and butterflies. I
noticed the racial tension as I grew older. Remember those three White friends, Danny, Mike,
and Ricky? One day they all beat me up for no reason. That was the first time I realized I was
different because I was Black and that the difference came with rules, even in my hometown.
Nowhere was it written in stone, but Blacks sat on the balcony at the theatre while the Whites
claimed the seating on the main floor. Blacks were discouraged from buying homes in certain
White neighborhoods. Even securing a business loan was more difficult if you were Black. One
of our neighbors found this out when he tried to open a roller-skating rink in downtown
Albion. There were four K-6 elementary schools. Two were all White, and two were mixed. I went
to one of the mixed schools, Dalrymple. At the seventh-grade level, all the kids went to one
school. All the upper grades were in a three-story building with a full basement. The basement



and first floor were the junior high, while the second and third floors housed the high school.
Despite the mixed classes, there was still separation by race in social activities and in the
cafeteria. This division led to continued tension and eventually spilled over in high school as the
occasional race-based fight. The lack of diversity in homecoming queens and the lack of African-
American studies classes or clubs were some of the issues that triggered racial fights or riots.
The tensions culminated in trouble numerous times, but one moment in particular stands out.A
Black student named Al Armstrong, who was very smart, wrote poetry and reported for the
school newspaper, decided to read a poem for the talent show. He read one written for his
girlfriend, who happened to be White, titled “If you could feel my Blackness.” That was not what
he read during the auditions. Otherwise, he would not have been allowed onstage. When the
predominately White student and parent audience heard his poem, they were infuriated.
Immediately, they verbally and physically attacked Al. The outnumbered Black students rushed
to Al’s aid and defended him against the White audience. Even after that night, the school and
community continued their ridicule of Al, who was eventually suspended. Al never came back,
and few people ever heard from him. The rumor is that he moved to be with family in Alabama,
although I can’t imagine his circumstances were much better there. Al’s story is not uncommon
and remains a sad reminder of what can result from racial tension.But our town was also able to
rally together at other times. Albion had a small Class B (between nine hundred and a thousand
students) high school, yet we often advanced to the state level in various sports and other
activities. Blacks, Whites, some Hispanics, and even Native Americans participated together in
cross-country, cheer squad, debate team, newspaper, and wrestling. That bit of diversity did
make Albion a special place to grow up. We had problems, but we learned to get along with
other cultures inside our community. The wrestling team was a family. That family influenced my
actions, career goals, determination, and core values. My school days in Albion prepared me
well to move on to college.Higher education was more than an expectation at Albion High
School. Prior to high school, all students were tested, then classified as general or college prep.
There were core classes everyone had to complete for graduation, and the college prep classes
were intense. For example, the cutoff for an A was ninety-three percent. A score of seventy
percent meant you failed.Our community supported education to an extreme, and our town
reaped the rewards. Each year, Albion High had a group of four or five National Merit Finalists or
Semi-Finalists. One time, an Albion student changed the wording of a poorly written Scholastic
Aptitude Test (SAT) question to answer it correctly. In response, the national testing body sent
the school administration a letter congratulating the student. At Hartland High, where I would
later pursue my first teaching job out of college, the school and community went wild if they had
a single National Merit Finalist. But in the town of Albion, educational excellence was matter-of-
course.The focus on education shared throughout my entire family extended to my first cousins.
Dropping out of school was unacceptable. We were expected to go to college or learn a trade.
My family consisted of the Shegogs, Browns, and Kemps. I was the first to go to college, being
one of the oldest but not the smartest of the cousins. We were supposed to behave, excel, and



do our best. This fact was never more evident than when my oldest brother tried to challenge my
mother’s rule.My oldest brother got held back in sixth grade. At the time, there was no guarantee
that a student would progress to the next grade. Students were required to demonstrate they
had learned the stipulated material before advancing to the next level. Social promotions did not
occur, and therefore it wasn’t uncommon to see junior high kids with significant facial hair. When
my brother started his senior year, he was eighteen years old. He decided that he was now a
man and withdrew from school on his own say-so.Ms. Johnson, the principal’s secretary, notified
my mother. Mama didn’t yell, which scared us younger kids even worse. Instead, she went into
my brother’s room, boxed up his belongings, and put them on the curb. Unfortunately for him, it
rained that day.When my brother got home later that night, expecting to sleep in his bed, he
instead discovered everything he owned outside. His clothes, pictures, and other items—all
ruined by the rain.He complained to our mother, “What about my stuff?”She calmly replied, “But
you’re a man and take care of your own stuff. You can’t live here anymore.”He pleaded, “Give me
a few days.”“No, you’re a man. You figure it out.”My mother then turned to us and said, “This is
what happens when you drop out of school.”After that, my brother did come to the house as a
guest but never lived at home again. He now lives in Maryland. The rest of us learned quickly
from his mistake and made sure to keep our butts in school, reinforcing the family expectation
that we would finish high school, and if possible, go to college. The idea of dropping out of
school was akin to a mortal sin. As for my cousins, their parents were even stricter than my
mother, if you can imagine that. Those kids would go on to become very successful
entrepreneurs and professionals. My cousin, Debbie Brown Bryant, went to the University of
Michigan and was one of the first Black women electrical engineer graduates, near the top of her
class. She went to work for Ford, where she faced a lot of discrimination. Many of the employees
resented a Black woman telling them what to do. After nearly ten years in the field, she decided
to quit and raise her three children.I asked her why she would give up a good career and
education to stay at home. That was presumptuous on my part because she understood the
importance of investing in her children and having the financial luxury to do it. Despite the
societal challenges for Blacks growing up in the Midwest, our family did well, largely because of
those strict family expectations rooted in our religious upbringing.This strong support for
education from the community of Albion found a contrast in my mother, who did not have a high
school diploma at the time. I believe it also made her stricter on us. Her lack of higher education
did not stop her from regularly critiquing my papers when I read them to her. She would often
say, “Bob, that doesn’t sound right. This paragraph is not right. You need to do that better.”Mama
did get her high school diploma in 1976. A proud moment for all of us.I didn’t realize it at the
time, but she was trying to teach me to speak and write English based on what sounded proper
rather than employing slang. Her influence helped my writing and speech. I was on the debate
team and twice qualified for the state original oratory contest. In my senior year, I placed fourth in
the state sweepstakes contest. The sweepstakes required you to compete in four areas. I did
oratory, humorous, impromptu, and prose. In my junior and senior years, I wrote editorials and



sports articles for the school newspaper. In the summer of 1969, I attended a journalism camp at
Michigan State University (MSU) and was later offered a $500 college scholarship.At the camp, I
met a girl named Sherle. She was fun and wild. Whenever I hear the song “Young Girl” by Gary
Puckett and the Union Gap, I’m reminded of her. I wanted to attend college at MSU so I could
see her again. But in 1970, the tuition was $1,800 per year. Even with the scholarship, I had to
refuse because I couldn’t fund the balance.All my work was paying off. Several of my teachers
took notice. During my senior year, our class trip was to Paris, France. My family could not afford
it, so I never entertained the idea of going. Then, the principal called me into his office.“Your trip
to Paris has been paid for,” he told me.Pleasantly surprised, I asked by whom.He said the person
wanted to remain anonymous.After discussing it with my mother, we decided we couldn’t accept
such a generous gift. Plus, my out-of-pocket expenses in Paris were our responsibility. We
couldn’t even afford to cover that.Later, I found out that Mrs. Hart, my English teacher, was the
person who offered to pay for my trip. I only learned this after her death, about a year after
graduating. She had been impressed with my writing, and more importantly, saw my good nature
and hardworking character. She was dying from cancer during my senior year. I had my
suspicions when she wore wigs or had substitute teachers for her classes. Mrs. Hart knew she
didn’t have much time. Instead of spending her hard-earned money on herself, she generously
wanted to help me with a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Her selflessness remains forever etched
in my heart.Every time I help one of my wrestlers participate in opportunities they would
otherwise lose out on because of money, transportation, or other challenges, I think of Mrs. Hart.
I think of my coaches. I think of the community members who supported me. She and many
other people taught me the value of reaching back and pulling others forward with you. When
everyone succeeds together, the community does better.._.. ___ …_..Chapter 2First Taste of
WrestlingGrowing up, we followed a simple routine: church, school, and then home to do chores.
That was, until I had a memorable and life-changing physical education class in sixth grade.
Coach Kruse pulled double duty as our P.E. teacher and high school wrestling coach. One day
he conducted a unit on wrestling for my class. It was so much fun, and I absorbed everything
Coach Kruse showed us like a sponge.After the demonstration, Coach Kruse encouraged a few
students to continue with wrestling and visit the high school team practice. He must have noticed
that I had talent because I was one of those chosen. I felt important and wanted. So I continued
wrestling through junior high. I excelled in the sport and dreamed about being on the high school
team.At the end of each P.E. class, students reported to the gym bleachers and waited for the
release bell to ring. One day, an older bully was moving through the bleachers harassing
students. When he tried it with me, I beat him in the face with my tennis shoes, holding them by
the tied-together laces. Before he could recover, the teachers on duty separated us and warned
us they’d send us to the office if we continued. The bully promised to kick my ass after school. I
was nervous and thought that maybe I shouldn’t have stood up to him. Perhaps I should have
acted like my usual, passive self.When the final bell rang that day, I dragged my feet about
leaving, hoping the bully was gone. Believing I was in the clear, I finally exited the building, only



to bump into him and his friends near the bike rack. He grabbed me.Without thinking, I tapped
into my wrestling skills. To my surprise I was winning, until one of the Wilson brothers hoisted me
off the bully and into the air (the Wilsons, Woody and Karl, were upperclassmen who would also
later attend Olivet College).The senior students scolded us and sent us on our way home. We
listened to them because they were like gods to us puny underclassmen. That was the first time I
noticed that my wrestling skills were a huge benefit. I decided to stop being passive and, if
necessary, defend myself. Wrestling was giving me more confidence in life, further ingraining my
interest in the sport. I could not wait for wrestling season to start in my freshman year of high
school. The team had a new coach named Floyd Marshall. Our previous coach, Bart Kruse,
transferred to the more reputable Sturgis High. There were three wrestlers in my weight class,
two of them upperclassmen. Upperclassmen athletes were royalty, strutting around in their
varsity jackets adorned with awards and medals.Before each season, the school hosted a
sports assembly. In the winter sports assembly, Coach Marshall introduced me as the starting
varsity wrestler for the 133-lb. weight class. I was in total shock and didn’t understand why. I was
only a freshman. I knew I was getting better but good enough to beat upperclassmen? To earn a
varsity roster spot, one must challenge and beat everyone in their weight class. I worked hard in
practice but never formally challenged anyone. Coach Marshall believed in me, continued to call
my name during the wrestle-offs, and after some time, I made the varsity team. I had moments of
greatness in some matches, but all in all, it was an average season that was, unfortunately, cut
short after I suffered a hernia.Coach Marshall was young, in his twenties, a slightly shorter than
average figure, nearly one-hundred-fifty pounds with light brown, early-balding hair. His walk was
bowlegged, yet he was strong as an ox. When he wrestled some of our heavier guys, I was
reminded of cartoons where a small character easily lifts larger characters and smacks the
ground with them, back and forth. His sincerity and immense knowledge of the sport matched
his bravado, making him the perfect coach for our team.I wish he hadn’t had to leave our
program after one season. He had gotten into a fight with four students who jumped him in the
locker room. The story is a little hazy, but apparently, he whupped them good, at the cost of his
job. A few of the other wrestlers and I wrote him often. We had so much respect for him that we
would bite the bark off a tree had he ordered.During his short time at Albion High, Floyd Marshall
created a booster club that raised money from local businesses. He also encouraged us to do
off-season wrestling. He often called my mom to say he’d like to take me to a freestyle
tournament and that he had the costs covered. My mom called him my other daddy. “Get ready.
Your daddy’s coming,” she would say when he was on his way to pick me up for a tournament. In
Coach Marshall’s mind, if it was possible to make a tournament, we had to go. Neither money
nor transportation was a reason to abstain. My teammates and I had a special bond with him.
We know he felt the same because he returned to Albion and pleaded for his job, only to be
denied (he eventually got hired at a neighboring high school, Jackson Western). He really was
like a dad in many ways, and over the years of my career, I fostered similar principles with my
teams.At Coach Marshall’s suggestion, Paul Holdren, Steve Wheeler, and I attended freestyle



wrestling tournaments the summer before our sophomore year. Freestyle is a form of wrestling
with different rules from the collegiate style at the high school level. It’s the style done in the off-
season. Thanks to our participation in these matches, we were in shape and ready for the new
high school season.Despite my excitement, my mother was not keen on wrestling after my
hernia repair. She refused to sign my parental permission paperwork. What was I going to do? I
wanted this so badly but wouldn’t dare go against Mama. Then I found a loophole. She said she
wouldn’t sign the papers but never actually said I couldn’t wrestle. I decided to send all the
paperwork to my dad in Buffalo, New York. I give him credit for sending them back signed. When
my mother found out, I was surprised she didn’t fight me on it. Her only comment was, “Don’t
expect me to take you to and from practice.” Even with the cold and snow, that was an
arrangement I could accept. Ultimately, I caught rides with many of my teammates’ parents. If
they saw me walking, they picked me up, making it a non-issue.I was doing very well in my
matches, and the small-town word got back to Mama. The other parents pressured her to attend
my meets, telling her how good I was. They said she could work the concession stand with the
other parents until it was my turn to step onto the mat. She came once but got very worried
watching me, her baby, wrestle. When my opponent got me in an armbar, it frightened her into
exclaiming, “He twisted my baby’s arm!” Then she made her way right back to her comfort spot
at the concession stand. It was too nerve-wracking for her to see me in that aggressive mindset.
She never saw me wrestle again in high school or even in college. That didn’t stop me from
playfully and gently grabbing her arm or putting her in a slow wrestling move while messing
around in the kitchen.My mother was very protective of me, always introducing me as her “baby
boy,” no matter how old or big I was. I asked her to introduce me as Bob, but she ignored my
plea. I wish she could have watched me wrestle more. But I appreciate that she supported me in
her own way.Mama eased up on her driving ban when she noticed how often the other parents
drove me to wrestling events. It wasn’t like her to burden others, so she made herself available to
contribute to our rides, despite often working the previous night and almost falling asleep at the
wheel. My mother was tough about most things, yet sensitive and nervous about my wrestling. It
made me wonder how that could be. Before she died, I asked why she was so hard on me.She
answered, “Because I knew that you could do better.”I have done better, thanks to her and the
many other positive influences I would have in my life.We began my sophomore season with a
new coach named Andrew Mawheny. Coach Mawheny was a nice guy, a gymnast, but didn’t
have any background in wrestling. Because I, and many other wrestlers, thirsted for more
wrestling skills and technique, we took it upon ourselves to seek out Coach Marshall at Jackson
Western High. After our daily practice at Albion High, we drove to neighboring Jackson and
snuck onto campus for a second practice with Coach Marshall. Also, there were many
tournaments where both our schools met in competition. I frequently asked Coach Marshall to
be in my corner. Coach Mawheny didn’t protest. As a coach myself, I now realize how immature I
was and how demeaning that must have been for Coach Mawheny. Looking back, I regret that
behavior.My skills improved so much that I made it into the Jackson Western High School



wrestling tournament finals. They held one of the bigger wrestling tournaments in our area, with
eighteen to twenty teams competing. My confidence was soaring, that is, until one of my
teammates presented me with a recent Sports Illustrated issue. There, in the “Faces in the
Crowd” column, was a picture of my next opponent, Dan Overkamp from Galesburg-Augusta
High. He was recognized for having the longest pin streak in the U.S. at the time, twenty-seven in
a row, I believe.My brain slowed as I thought, Oh my God. I immediately felt some of the worst
butterflies I had ever experienced. As the anticipation built, I found myself on the toilet, anxious
about my match. Eventually, I gathered myself as much as possible and decided to fall back on
my conditioning and quickness. After all, I reasoned, you can’t pin what you can’t catch.As I
warmed up, I sought out Coach Marshall. That day was one of the few times I had him in my
corner during an event. The ref blew the whistle. The match was on.Dan and I started vigorous
hand fighting. Circling in and out, I attempted shots, grabbing his leg. But I didn’t fully commit to
the takedown. He countered and shot in on my legs. I knew the guy was good, which made me
slightly gun-shy. But I was fast as I darted in for feeble takedown attempts and my standup move
exploded as I escaped holds. I wasn’t wrestling to win. Instead, I fought to not lose, to not get
pinned. In the end, unable to pin me, Dan won 10-6, but his streak was broken. Soon after, I
found myself in the locker room sitting on the wooden bench with sweat still pouring from my
brow. My heart rate and breaths were slowing. I was exhausted but not so defeated that I
couldn’t keep my head up. Dammit! I thought. He was good but not as good as I initially feared. If
I had focused and really wrestled, I could have won. I psyched myself out too much.Moments
later, two older White men approached me.“You showed a lot of resilience, son! What’s your
grade point average? What did you score on the SATs?” The questions, the entire situation,
confused me. I looked up at the men and tried to make sense of what was happening. Before I
could say anything, Coach Mawheny entered the locker room.“What are you doing? You can’t
talk to this young man. He is only a sophomore. Even talking to him this early is against NCAA
regulations! Try again in a few years. Come on, Bobby, let’s go,” he beckoned me.When I
rejoined my teammates on the bus, fresh ideas about my future emerged. I began to realize that
even though I lost, this match put my name into the consciousness of the Michigan wrestling
community. A light came on in my brain. A wrestling scholarship might be a way I could afford
college.For the next few weeks, I mentally obsessed about the possibility of a college
scholarship. I was passionate about wrestling and intrigued by its career possibilities. Coupled
with my childhood dream of being a teacher, I knew I would coach wrestling one day. The sport I
had fallen in love with had now become a passion. To this day, I have never wavered from that
feeling. I was now on a mission to make the dream a reality.First, I had to ensure that I had a
good grade point average. This led me to exercise extreme measures regarding my education.
Starting after sophomore year, I took textbooks home over the summer and wrote term papers I
anticipated my junior year teachers would assign. I stored them carefully, keeping the papers
clean and fresh. Then during the academic year, if I needed to boost my grade, I asked if I could
write a term paper. My teachers loved my commitment and had no idea I was submitting papers



written the previous summer. It was kind of cheating but also ingenious. I’ve always been a
planner. This strategy helped my grades and allowed me more time for wrestling or other
activities.When selecting classes, I sought out the easier teachers so I could attain at least a C
grade. If I did poorly on a test, I asked to do another term paper. This plan worked out so well that
I continued it into college. I had so many term papers lying around that I shared a few later in
college.At lunch, I started sitting with the smart students because they always talked about class
assignments. Skipping lunch was routine to make my wrestling weight, so I used that time to do
homework in the library. I also chose more academic extracurricular activities. That’s how I
ended up on the debate team. Debate came in handy for acquiring magazine citations for future
term papers.I was educationally competitive, graduating in the top thirty percent of my high
school class. I ranked seventy-eighth out of two hundred eighty students. My future looked very
bright. I could see my dreams coming closer to fruition.Now, I had to ensure I succeeded in
wrestling if I intended to earn a college scholarship. Wrestlers in larger cities have early
opportunities to compete and learn the sport. In a small town like Albion, I had to work harder to
close the gap in my wrestling knowledge. To do this, I wrestled as often as possible and made
sure I was in top physical condition. I entered freestyle wrestling tournaments on weekends and
during the summers while continuing extra practices with Coach Marshall at Jackson. In the off-
season, I joined both the cross-country and track teams to stay in optimal physical condition
year-round.As my wrestling experience grew, I became formidable on the mat. There were some
setbacks, though. I stuck out like a sore thumb on Jackson’s all-White campus. Our practice
sessions at Jackson High with Coach Marshall ended when that school found out a Black
student was on-campus. Coach Marshall received an official warning. They banned us from the
property. You’d think that would have stopped us, but where there is a will, there is also a way.
Coach Marshall loaded Jackson wrestling mats into his truck and moved our twice-a-day
practices to his basement.We got caught returning the mats at the end of the season. This time,
unfortunately, Coach Marshall was fired. He moved back to his hometown in Pennsylvania.It was
devastating. Through it all, Coach Marshall never blamed me. He was so passionate, valuing
both his former students and the sport of wrestling so much that his focus superseded many
arbitrary school rules. Moments like this shaped me to the core. He risked his career to help us
become better wrestlers, better people, and put me on a path of selflessness. James K. Houston
replaced Coach Marshall at Jackson Western. I respected Coach Marshall so much it led me to
avoid Houston initially. That was hard to do because we were often at the same events. Besides,
Jeff Sabin and Dave Tash, wrestlers for Jackson, were my friends. It was hard to interact with my
friends while avoiding Houston.Sabin was a passionate wrestler. He weighed ninety-six pounds
and wrestled in the 103-lb. weight class. Sometimes he lost, not because his opponent was
better but just bigger. His temper frequently got the best of him, and he punched the lockers or
threw chairs. Houston often asked me to talk to Jeff. Somehow, I was able to calm him down.
Eventually, Jeff learned to channel his emotions, earned a state championship, and got an
appointment to the U.S. Military Academy at West Point. Whenever he was back in town, we



always hung out. I was even the best man at his wedding.After my initial pattern of avoiding the
new coach, Jim Houston and I became friends. Years later he was my supervisor, and during my
student teaching days, he arranged summer jobs for me. Houston also worked as a wrestling
referee when I managed tournaments, and he provided transportation for wrestlers when
needed. He’s a good man and we’ve had a lasting friendship since 1969. 
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Mike, “Funny, Sobering, and Honest!!!. I received my book yesterday and have not been able to
put it down. Bob and I are brothers from our college days in Adelphic at Olivet. But most
importantly, we are Brothers in Christ. During our college years Bob and Ed and I spent a lot of
time together. We took trips together, we partied together, we laughed together and we watched
out for each other.I honestly never knew Bob's personal story until years after graduation. And
quite frankly, it doesn't change anything about my friendship and respect for Bob. My mother
loved when Bob and Ed would visit and she thinks of both men as her sons.This book is honest,
revealing, funny, encouraging and sometimes very sad. It is the story of a man's life and the
battles he fought internally and externally. I am proud of my friend Bob Shegog and I stand by
him and admire his courage, his faith and his tenacity.Well done my Brother!! Semper Fi.God
Bless you,Mike F”

CATZZ, “A stark and tender memoir. A gentleman wrestler in all senses is Robert Shegog, the
subject of this memoir. Such a straight and tender telling of a life thoughtfully and graciously
lived, despite—and perhaps because of—the hardships and frustrations he learned to endure
as a gay Black man, to become who he was meant to be: a compassionate and confident
wrestling coach, teacher, and partner, not to mention a model human being. Blessings on
Robert’s strong, loving mom and all those students, teachers, and friends who supported him
along the way. This book’s a smooth, inspiring, entertaining read. Highly recommended!”

Aimee Ellsworth, “Finding hope in adversity.. Coach Shegog finds a way to embody
‘perseverance against all odds’ while neutrally understanding human imperfections from all
angles. His story is one that will follow you while navigating the struggles of life and cohesive
human existence. Shegog’s relentless pursuit of finding meaning through helping others is one
everyone should admire and strive for. Every wrestle in life is a happy little accident if you allow it
to make you a better person for the people around you.”

Debbie M, “Honest, Emotional, Insightful, and Inspiring. The life’s journey of a man who became
a revered and beloved coach/teacher despite the many types of discrimination and tragedies he
encountered. It will bring you to tears, make you laugh out loud, and bring out righteous
indignation on this man’s behalf. An honest retelling of the passionate, dedicated life of a man
who inspired many and still does.”

Jose tavizon, “I recommend this book to everyone. Great remodel to all. This book is about an
amazing man that went and goes above and beyond for anyone.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “5/5 would recommend!. I received an advanced readers copy of Wrestling
with the Trurh and the following is my honest opinion.This book was so captivating and an overall



beautiful gift to the world. It is an exceptional story of a truly amazing man who overcame so
much. The lessons learned will be cherished forever from a man full of kindness, selflessness,
compassion, ambition, courage, and strength. There were also many important themes
throughout the book and I believe the perspective on life that Coach Shegog shares in his story
can be applicable for anyone facing adversity. When i have a bad day or think life is tough, all i
have to do is remember Coach Shegog's words as my inspiration to keep on moving. This
biography really touched my heart and motivates me to always pay it forward. Thank you to the
authors for a novel so enlightening and powerful! It's truly the story that keeps on giving with
lessons in every aspect of life.”

Cipher, “Heartwarming and inspiring. Robert Shegog was a wrestling coach which this book is
about. He is one of the oldest living people with HIV today. You could say he had triple
whammies because not only did he suffer with HIV, but he is Black and Gay. And I should also
mention that he was raised by a single mother, with four older children. Now you are thinking,
“Yeah, the typical sob story; poor family, single mother.” What you will actually discover is that
Shegog had a love of wrestling, and I don’t mean he just loved wrestling. Perhaps, it began
when he discovered wrestling in sixth grade with Coach Kruse. Or maybe it was when the bully
who promised to kick his ass after school one day showed up near the bike rack. Or when his
mother discovered other parents driving him to wrestling events and decided to contribute
driving at times because she didn’t want to burden others. But then, it may have been when he
realized he could obtain a wrestling scholarship to afford college. You decide which it was after
you read about the passion he had for coaching students; his love and concern for every one of
them and how he had to lie about himself to them since the truth was not an option in the ‘80s
and ‘90s. This is a book that gives you hope; makes you laugh and feel good about life, knowing
that despite the evil that can befall us, there are individuals like Robert Shegog who continue to
inspire the youth of tomorrow to be the best they can be in every aspect of their lives.”

Charles J. Cavanaugh Toft, “A tale of passion overcoming adversity. True inspiration can be
difficult to feel, especially in times of challenge like many of us have experienced over these last
couple of years. In Coach Shegog’s story, however, inspiration veritably pours from nearly every
page. Grounded in profound faith and the lessons of his fiercely loving mother, and channeled
into his passionate love of the sport of wrestling, Robert’s life is a clinic on flourishing in the face
of seemingly overwhelming challenges, all the while impacting his fellows in profoundly positive
ways. Yes, it’s an uplifting sports story, but it is so much more. It’s a tale of living a meaningful life
as a triply marginalized person (Black, gay, HIV positive) by simply focusing on what’s important:
following your passion, helping others, and using life’s challenges to make yourself into a better
person. Late in the book is a passage that summarized it best for me: “When passion is the root
driver for activities, there’s no stopping the flow of energy through your body and into the
Universe. It becomes contagious, attracts others like a magnet, and the world slowly becomes a



better place.” Thank you, Coach Shegog for sharing your beautiful contagion with me.”

The book by Nicholaos Kehagias has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 20 people have provided feedback.
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