Martin’s Extended Biography Of Chris Sameshima

Trustworthy, very friendly, very deceitful, a humble ladies man, good looking boy (erhem… man), a guy who never says no (except to me), can be unreliable at times yet can be there for you when you need him, great athlete, always put other people ahead of him, thought nothing of himself but thought the world of everyone around him, rarely ever sleeps, always wakes up early to watch 7th heaven no matter what… very crazy (I have no idea why), loves the transformers (means there is a lil kid inside of him still), has a vast knowledge of movies, very competitive at board games and video games, and THE hardest working man I have ever known (and I mean that), and a best friend…  

These are the attributes about Chris that I can think of…  as you can see, he’s not a perfect person but yet, he was a perfect friend to me…  even though he let me down at times, I know it wasn’t his fault because he had to keep other people happy, while knowing that I would always forgive him the next day.  

Yes I gave him a very hard time about almost anything.

From “why are you working at mcdonalds? You are capable of getting a better job” but I didn’t realize by working hard at a dead end job was his way of entering his own tranquility, where he was off in his own special world where he was respected and needed.  I never realized until after his death, and I realize we all have a place like that, and unfortunately I didn’t realize that mcdonalds was his sanctuary…  sorry…

Grade 8, was when I first met him on a soccer team… he played for a bronze level team while I played on a level lower then bronze…  well since his coach saw me what was so called soccer skills, he invited me to his team for a tournament… 

This was at middle of march and it was snowing, hard to see, hard to play, hard to fit in with a new and better team…  knowing me as a shy guy, I was having a difficult time.  But then Chris…  he was the one who helped me fit in… maybe cause we were the only Asians on the team, or maybe that he was just being friendly, but he helped me fit in and have a fun time.  Unfortunately most of our games were cancelled, and I didn’t play much, but still… he was the only guy who even spoke to me before he introduced me to the guys…  well after that I knew that if I have ever met him, I would thank him from the bottom of my heart…

Grade 9, guess who I see going to Gleneagle secondary…  its Chris… I said hi of course, but he had no recognition of who I was.   I was hurt, but I tried reminding him, still he doesn’t remember to this day I believe… he just remember snow at the tournament… hehe well that’s ok…  but either way we became friends…

I don’t know how we became friends so easily and so quickly…  Is it because we have the same personality… or is it because we shared common physical aspects ourselves, I don’t know…  but there was a connection that I felt between him and I, that our friendship would last for a life time…  we even came to a point during our friendship (included Luke) that we would rent out his moms basement suite and we could call it our bachelor pad cause it was all furnished and all, looked really nice…  we would have like a foosball table, pool table, air hockey table, a bunch of comps and tv’s so when people came over, everyone would have something to do… but then we realized we wouldn’t have any room to put our beds… so I had dibs on the sofa, Luke on the pool table and Chris probably on a lazy boy chair…  that was our unthoughtful dream.  Where we would get the money, I have no idea, but either way, it was pretty fun to dream like that, even though now I know that will never come true anymore…  maybe it will, but it wont be the same without him…

I could think of many things I’ve done to hurt him, when he asked out this girl who I know (sorry I cant say any names but for the ones who know, well you know who it was) I knew she was already taken, but I still chose to not say anything about it… and it broke his heart after he was unfortunately rejected… sigh…  sorry again…  I even watched him asked her out… and after seeing his face… it hurt me so much to see him like that, even though he didn’t cry, he was man enough to keep it all inside him, but I knew he was hurt…  even though I told him after that she was taken, he was still my friend…his gr.9 life pretty much being faced with ridicule and demise… but yet he still stood beside me, protecting my @$$…  from bullies and so forth… taking all the blows for me…   thank you…

Grade 10 went by like a blur to me, all I could scarcely remember with him is being in the same PE class with Mr.Tustin (skippy) the best gym teacher by far.  No bullies this time, except for this one freak.  I remember the whole class was playing rugby (I was on the team at the time and so was Chris) so we were pretty much all-stars.  But this one freak, don’t know why, but as I put the moves on him, he ripped my shirt and scratched me like a girl on my side belly, and I was really hurt badly, the cut was deep and I still have a scar from that.  But the first person to knock him down was (you guessed it) Chris.  Also I have to say that a bunch of people went after him too, but that’s not the point.  Chris defended for me.  Whenever I got hurt, or needed help, he’s always the first one.  Damn… he’s such a great friend.  

Grade 11, I don’t remember much either…  actually I don’t remember at all…  im not in the heat of the moment right now to remember this time period but ill get back to you

Grade 12, well this year sucked for myself and Chris, I mean, it was probably the last time all of us would be together at the same school, everyone would be off starting studying off at a different place, to become what they want to be (or not) and physically and mentally it wouldn’t be the same.  In my heart I didn’t want it to change, and I’m sure Chris thought the same thing, but there was no way to stop that. We tried our best to make the situation best as possible, but it wasn’t meant to be.  I was worrying about provincials, and Chris was trying to work his butt of at Mcdicks, to earn money for his future, so both of us didn’t see each other much out of school.  So I did a little sacrificing to change that.  Knowing how he joined a thousand sports at school, knowing he had a job to work at plus to maintain good grades at school, he influenced me to joined one of the school sports…  Wrestling (ewwww)  well I don’t know why I joined, but I thought I could kick butt in my weight category (I won gold medal I swear).  And plus I would hang out with him more.  So we went on a road trip to port alberni, or somewhere on the island.  Met his ex-gf (at the time) there too, so it wasn’t that bad.  At least I knew someone who was our competition.  Well you’d all think that our wrestling trip was a great one… well it wasn’t…  he made a stupid mistake on going out with this chick whom we call (18 hour girl) that means that he only went out with her for 18 hours before he broke up with her…  he hurt a lot of people including myself, cause I wouldn’t imagine him going out with this 18 hour girl in the first place, she was like a harsh hardcore druggie raver, while he’s a lil sweet innocent boy.  Not a match.  But in the end he got back with his ex, and all was good for a while I guess…  but yeah… big mistake by him, and I should’ve done my part to stop him instead of letting him do such a stupid thing.  

Also during that year, for spring break we went to Whistler.  It was great, 5 star hotel, great food, good weather, yup… it was a great time to stay inside half the time playing playstation 2.  haha oh man… how pathetic, but it was fun.  Well we just didn’t play video games all the time, we went swimming, relaxed in a sauna, hot tub, made conversation with these chicks, and made fun of the American hicks who were visiting there… it was fun…  played cards at night, made fun of Chris in front of his mother and sister + sisters friend.  Haha, we had a great time…  

Summer of that year was hard on us, we had to choose our courses, go to different schools, come to think of it, us brothers all went to different schools

Jon = UBC

Jason =  SFU

2C= Douglas College

Allen = Univ of Washington (I believe)

Me = U of A

Chris = no school but should’ve been SFU

Not even one of us went to the same school, but since me and Allen moved so far away, we couldn’t see them as often.  But Jon, Jason, 2C, and Chris tried their best to keep in touch with each other.

Me and Allen tried to, but it was more difficult for us since we were so far away, personally I tried visiting them during xmas, and my reading week break.  Costed a lot of G’s for me, but hey, it was worth to see their smiling faces.  Tried my best to hook him up with his ex, tried really really hard, cause I wanted to see him happy, and knowing that he was happy when I’m so far away keeps me at ease so I don’t have to worry about him.  But I guess it wasn’t meant to be.  The time about 1-2 weeks before finals, he took his life away.  At the time I had no idea, I was just glad that school is almost over and that I would try my best to switch schools and surprise everyone that I am staying for good in BC, because that is where I belong.  I didn’t have a chance to tell Chris that I was coming back, maybe that would’ve changed his mind, maybe not, but in my heart I was hoping it would, and maybe if I had told him none of us would be suffering right now.  I keep on thinking if he had waited for just 2-3 measly weeks, not even a month, I would be back.  Just less than a month.  Maybe he would’ve told me something, hinted to me.  Just maybe…  but I cant change the past, but I could only cherish what he gave me, and what I will cherish, will last a lifetime.

Chris had a lot of influence on me, maybe cause I looked up to him so much…  I even joined rugby cause of him..  but I didn’t mind, I learned to appreciate sports like that… and yes even wrestling… I joined wrestling cause of him…  he was an overall great athlete.  If it weren’t for his height disadvantage, he would probably become an all-star in any sport he chose…  Maybe because he was so great at everything is because he would give it his all at every sport.  Even the sports that he wasn’t good at,  (ie. Basketball) he would just out run, out maneuver, do whatever he can to gain the advantage, for either himself or for the whole team…  amazing character…  even my passion for soccer, I’d admit he would try much harder then I would, running to ever ball, checking every person.  He even scored his first winning goal by trying so hard… it was a pass to me, that I missed and went past me and even the goalie.  We won that game 2-1… our only win of the season, and Chris scored the winning goal…  damn even though I wasn’t impressed on our team, I was impressed that he came to play on our weak and dismal team, even though he could have played for a much better team, but he chose to play on my team because I was on it…

As the years pass on, we all change, especially clothing and hair styles.  Those are the biggest difference physically that you can notice about a person.  For Chris, he went from a mushroom haircut, to undercut with a part in the middle, to a Caesar haircut (the one with the flip on the top) ….  When we look back we think all those haircuts looked silly, but unfortunately they were the style then… weird… but true…  I cant say that we wasn’t stylin all the time, but infact he was… wearing track pants, jeans, t-shirts on our premature high school years, then turned to khakis, long sleeved shirts, to dress pants, wool sweaters and brand named clothing…  a much improvement some would say, but I would say, he wears those clothes because he wants to and likes to…  I wouldn’t judge him otherwise if he wore track pants and ripped up t-shirts his whole life, he would be the same ol Chris to me…

Can I say zaboomafoo every summer?? Haha no… I wont talk more about that… but all I know is that Chris always gets flustered when I whoop him at games like that… especially at board games such as risk… its all about strategy… well of course… but my strategy was to kill of Chris first and worry about the others later…  of course he would kill me, but he would be too weak to beat others therefore lose.  Oh yeah monopoly…  always have to team up against Chris so he would lose…  I don’t know why I have this problem of having Chris to lose every board game, but maybe it is because he does so well at many things better then me, so for me to compromise that problem is to beat him cheaply at a game where he is defeatable… its not fair… but too bad for him…  While I’m on the subject of games, ill let the world know that he was an excellent Starcraft player, yes video games are a childish thing to do, but what can a guy do all day if there is nothing to watch on tv or no one to hang out with, nevertheless know what to do… most guys resort to video games, (not me of course hehe), but he was a very good player and I know he is capable on beating 3vs1… cause he’s done that before (to me).

Promises that we keep can easily be broken, even if there people in the world that you can trust with your whole life, but there is that chance that it can be broken, and then the rippling water effect happens, and your life is crushed, its over, you want to take your life away, you don’t want live another moment in this monstrosity place where we call home…  is how I feel without Chris in the world, with him by my side, giving me that wake up call that I needed so I wont be late for class, by giving me a call on a boring day, even though we wouldn’t have much to do or even say… knowing that he can lend me 5 bux when I ever needed it… and that I don’t even have to pay him back was a bonus…  knowing that how he made my life so much easier to live, was worth living… I try to think that there are much more unfortunate people out in the world, who live on with their lives everyday, is what keeps me motivated for not doing the deadly sin, but I was hoping  that Chris would feel the same way, but maybe he did, but in this case he put everything aside cause he just couldn’t handle the pressures in life, or figured out that his future wasn’t worth living for.

In many ways I feel like this was my fault.  I know I cant blame myself, but I just cant help it…  moving away from him and all my friends and relatives for my own selfish purposes hurt him a lot…  I could tell…  I hurt everyone…  but I felt like I hurt him the most, cause he was so dear to me…  I will miss you, and forever you’ll be in my heart.  I will tell my kids and grandkids about you, just because you influenced me so much, nothing I can express will compensate how well you treated me.  All I can do and say is thank you.  Thanks… 

