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Significant Event


Many people have significant things happen to them during their lives that they remember, be it good or bad.  I always try to remember the good, but in some cases it doesn’t work out that way.


My friend Roderick “Chip” Brownlow was an average kid.  He had a brother named Deodrick, but people just call him “D.”  I had known them both since we wre at least 7 or so.  Chip was outgoing, and he loved to try to make people laugh, in he was very successful.  Chip attended Connally High School for as long as I can remember.  He was involved in many sports, such as basketball during his upbringing.  He wasn’t the best, but he would always be the first on the court and the last one tpo leave.  I can remember many instances where someone was down and out, and Chip would do something dumb to cheer him or her up.  When he would get mad he’d say something like, “I’ll whoop all y’all,” but wouldn’t hurt a fly.  He was also energetic.  When I think about being tired, or worn down, I think of Chip, because he always had the energy and the enthusiasm to do it, whatever it was.  I never Chip to have many enemies, because he was a friend to everybody.


When I was younger, Chip, and I used to a recreation center called the Bledsoe Miller during the summer while our parents worked.  Chip was a year older than me, so we never really hung out together up there, but we lived close by and would always go to each other house on the weekends.  Chip could also be very lively.  There were times where it seemed as if he had enough motivation and energy for two or three people.  


The Brownlow family didn’t get along with the neighbors too well because they thought they were racist.  So, on e evening after we had open gym ay our local high school, Chip went home like it was any other day.  About twenty minutes after he arrived at his house he was outside with his younger brother, who got into an argument with the neighbors.  His family then rushed outside.  The argument turned into a fight, and in an attempt to shoot Chips’ father he shot Chip in the chest, and he later died at the hospital, two weeks before graduation last year.  He was only eighteen years old.  The Brownlow family would never be the same again because they had lost one of their own, and the community wouldn’t be the same either because we had lost a friend.

Chip’s funeral was held at a big church called Victorious Life, where about two thousand people were in attendance.  There were so many people that they could not all fit in the sanctuary and the balcony, and had to watch the funeral on a closed circuit TV in the foyer.  That was probably one of the deaths that was closest to home, because I am blessed to have the same immediate family I was born with.  Chip will always be remembered for making people laugh, and for his overall presence.  And as the preacher said at his funeral, “He is on a new court, and he will forever be soaring above us to the hoop.”

