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The storm started out as a 

Low hitting Southern Cali-

fornia. It came from the 

Hawaiian part of the Pacific 

Ocean. My brother said his 

rain gauge was filled to the 

top in Paramount California 

about ten miles north of 

Long Beach and twenty five 

miles south of Los Angeles. 

That is to say it had five 

inches of rain plus some 

more when the gauge 

overflowed. Mountains 

gave way and houses 

were filled with mud in 

southern California. 

 

New York was buried un-

der more than 20 inches 

of snow. It was a major 

disaster for them. They did 

manage to get Times 

Square cleared of snow for 

the New Yearôs Eve drop-

ping of the Ball. They still 

had garbage bags filled by 

the hundreds at every block 

corner because garbage 

trucks were unable to go 

down the icy streets. The 

airlines canceled more than 

6,000 flights in New York 

alone. In New Jersey winds 

gusted to more than 70 

m.p.h. 

 

It was the third largest 
snowfall to hit Norfolk in 
the past one hundred 
years. The largest was De-

Biggest Snow Storm in Twenty One Years!  
It kept snowing and snowing and snowingé 

By Larry K  
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cember 27 and 28 in 1892 a total of 
18.6 inches of snow fell. On Febru-
ary 17, 1989 15.4 inches fell for the 
second largest amount to fall in the 
last one hundred years. 
 
It was the night of Christmas that 
the snow started to fall. It fell all 
during the night and throughout the 
early morning hours. I woke up 
around 7:00 am and when I looked 
outside it all seemed so very bright. 
The white snow covered everything 
in sight.  

 
I went outside to get the paper but I 
had put on my heavy jacket first. It 
was not snowing any more. I 
grabbed the paper and walked back 
up to the porch and threw the paper 
under it and decided to walk around 
the block. I walked in the street be-

cause it was packed down from cars 
going over it. I did not see or hear a 
car on my walk around the block. 
About half way around I saw a tele-
phone line down. It had been knocked 
down by a pine tree branch that had 
too much snow on it and fell onto it.  
 
It was a strange walk I had that morn-
ing. Not seeing anyone or hearing any 
cars. I did not even see any birds that 
morning or that day. It's about a fifteen 
minute walk normally. That morning 
I'm sure it was longer. From my earlier 
days in life I found out ice is as hard as 
concrete when you fall on it so I took 
my time.  
 
Beacon House was closed the week be-
tween Christmas and New Years be-
cause the roads were so bad to drive 
on. Side streets had to melt or get  
paced down because the snow plows 
never go to them. It was fun because it 
rarely happens in Virginia Beach. If it 
happened a lot like it does up north, 
we wouldnôt think it was fun!   

Hampton Roads Snowfall (cont.)  
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Hello, my name is David. I am a Brain 
Injured individual. I am a survivor of 
a terrible mishap. In all honesty, I did 
this to myself.  
 
It was back in June of 1985. I had it 
made. I was working 3 great jobs. 
Full time I installed computer floors, 
and acoustical ceilings. Then I had a 
part time job working at a gas station, 
and another part time job working for 
my fatherôs construction company, 
which I should have taken over. Due 
to my accident he had to dissolve his 
corporation.  
 
I had also just discovered my girl-
friend was pregnant. I had a daughter 
almost 6 months after the day of my 
accident. My accident happened June 
3, 1985; my daughter was born De-
cember 2, 1985. For the first three or 
four years of my daughters life, my 
girlfriend, my daughter and I had a 

decent relationship. Then, for reasons I 
can understand, my girlfriend lost inter-
est and stopped bringing my daughter 
around to see me.  
 
So I went to court and got visitation 
rights. She came over and visited me 
until she was about fourteen. At the 
age of fourteen year she came to me 
and said she didnôt want to have to 
come over and see me anymore. I 
could have made her come over, it was 
just at that age I couldnôt see forcing 
her to come and see me. I felt that 
would make her resent me.  
 
Iôve only seen her once this entire cen-
tury. That was Dec. 4, 2004. That was 
because I called her on her birthday to 
say happy birthday, I asked her to 
come and see me. So she and her Mom 
came to see me Dec. 4, 2004. It felt so 
good to see them both. I asked her to 
please call me for Christmas, she said 
she would, and never did.  
 
So my brain injury has not only cost me 
my freedom, independence, friends, 
and income, it has cost me the two 
most important relationships in a young 
mans life, that with my girlfriend, and 
my daughter.  
 
No one can take my best friends from 

My Accident Story  

By David Bennett  
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me though, I mean except GOD, 
because my best friend is my 
MOM. My DAD follows as a close 
second. Never let anyone step be-
tween you and your parents. Be-
cause if youôre anything like me, 
you realize they are the two most 
important people that will ever 
step within your life.  
 
I thought I had more close friends 
than a football stadium could hold. 
I found out the hard way just how 
many true friends I had, just two, 
my Mom & Dad.  
 
I threw it all away one day on my 
way home from my girlfriendôs 
house. Someone came out of a 
side street and ran into the side of 
my pickup. I should have just 
stayed in my truck and waited for 
the police. (Iôm begging you if you 
ever find yourself in a similar situa-
tion to stay in your vehicle and 
wait for the police) but I got out of 
my truck and started running my 
mouth.  
 
Iôm not sure but I think it was the 
passenger of the car that hit mine 
who got into a fight with someone 
who was in the crowd of people 
that stopped to see what was go-
ing on. I had nothing to do with 
the fight. However, I put myself in 

the fight by running my mouth.  
 
This one guy, still unidentified, took 
one of my crutches from the side of 
my truck and broke it over the car 
passengerôs face. My left leg was in a 
cast where I had previously broken it 
on one of my two dirtbikes. The guy 
who had the crutch broken over his 
lip chased the guy that hit him and he 
was much too fast, turning around 
laughing at him as he was running, 
only making the guy all that more 
mad.  
 
Finally he gave up on catching the 
guy, came back to his car and said: 
ñSomeone throw me a gun, Iôm gonna 
kill me somebody today.ò They threw 
him a baseball bat and said ñhere, use 
thisò. He could not catch the guy who 
broke the crutch over his face so who 
do you think he was going to come 
after? Naturally, the guy standing 
there, running his mouth: ME. I was 
the one he hit in the head with the 
baseball bat.The guy was caught and 
slapped on the wrist with a light sen-
tence. 
 
 
I am writing this for 3 reasons:  
 
1. I would like Darryl Johnson, the 
guy with the bat, to know Iôve for-
given him.  

Davidôs Accident Story cont. 
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2. I also hope the guy who broke my 
crutch over Darrylôs face reads this and 
finds out how he started something 
that ruined my life.  
3. I hope that Judge Townsend reads 
this and knows just how little I think of 
him for not specifying the restitution 
that Darryl was to pay me for what he 
had done.  
 
He did order him to pay restitution, he 

just did not say how much or for how 

long. When my Mom called his P.O. he 

said that Darryl was not making 

enough money to pay me. The money 

is not important to me. I just donôt 

think its right for someone who ruined 

my life in such a deliberate way to have 

his sentence reduced from malicious to  

unlawful wounding. It was in fact, at-
tempted murder.  
 
I just know if the situation had been 
reversed I would still be paying him for 
the mistake I made, just as Iôve come 
to realize if I had not been running my 
mouth he would not have come after 
me.  
 
As I look back on the day that changed 
my life I learned two important les-
sons: 
 
1. You donôt need to say every-
thing youôre thinking, its best to 

Davidôs Accident Story cont. 

let some things slide when they 
arenôt that important in the first 
place.  
2. Keep your mouth shut and 
donôt get involved in something 
that  isnôt really any of your 
business.  

 

A note on Davidôs Story: 

David and two other Beacon House 

members go to most of the Virginia 

Beach High Schools and at least one 

Chesapeake High School every year 

to speak to the newest class of 

Driverôs Ed students. This program 

has been going on for SEVERAL 

years.  

 

Thousands of students who are now 

driving have heard his story about 

controlling your temper while driv-

ing, along with the stories from 

Adam and Larry about the dangers 

of driving while tired and driving 

while drinking.  

 

When these members are out in the 

community they are often recog-

nized by former students who come 

up to tell them what a positive effect 

their speaking had on their driving 

habits.  
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     Real dreams aren't escapist at all. The only reason 

I call them dreams is because they're in the future. 

When they arrive, they'll be very real indeed. Real 

dreams are deep and utterly unique to each of us. 

Anytime there's something you really want, something 

that rings a bell inside you and you don't even know 

why, it comes from a part of you that is unlike anyone 

else. That's the real you, the one with original vision, 

who sees the world in a way that is all your own.  

Real Dreams by Kim T. 
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This is the first Christmas I can re-

member as a child. It was in 1961 to 

the best of my knowledge. I was 

about seven years old.  

 

I wonder if not remembering any ear-

lier Christmas's has to do with me 

having a febrile seizure when I was 

about two years old. It is a seizure 

you get from having a high tempera-

ture. Also, when I was about four or 

five years old I was hit on my head 

with a toy truck and given a concus-

sion. I was told to take Phenobarbital 

by the doctors who saw me. In 1986 I 

had a benign tumor taken out of my 

head. I am taking three kinds of 

medicine now and one of them is 

Phenobarbital. 

 

Back to my first Christmas I can re-

member. The tree was set up and was 

six feet tall. It was decorated with 

large light bulbs and all kind of orna-

ments. Tinsel hung all over the tree. I 

was allowed to put some of the bulbs 

on. At that time there were seven kids 

in my father and mothers family; I 

was the fourth one born. Presents 

were all under the tree, lots and lots 

of presents. 

 

My mother had made a clay ornament 

set of Jesus being born with all the 

Shepherds, camels, three wise men, 

Mary, Joseph, and Jesus sleeping in a 

small straw basket. She had painted 

them all with the hand of an artist.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My father had set up a train that ran on 

tracks in the middle of the living room. It 

was big as I remember it. It ran in an 

oval and the engine pulled about four or 

five cars behind it. We were allowed to 

play with the train. My older two broth-

ers and sister and even I played with it a 

little. We were all born about one and a 

half years apart except my next older 

brother who is three years older than 

me. My oldest brother is six years older 

than me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

First Christmas I Can Remember As A Child  

By Larry K  
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New year, fresh start. Instead of making resolutions, make a list of projects you want 

to complete this year, then post it somewhere that youôll see it every day. Nothing like 

a little guilt to motivate you. People give up on resolutions when they can't keep them 

right away. But if you make them into do -able projects that you see every day, 9 

times out of 10 you will be successful. For the next year you will move forward one 

step at a time and see each project get scratched off your list as you finish it.  

2011 A new year! by Kim T.  

I remember it as a lot of fun once I realized my name was on some presents and I 
would be able to open them on Christmas day which was soon approaching. My older 
brothers and sister seemed to know all about what was going on. They knew what 
Christmas was since they had seen a few of them before.  
 
For me it seemed like a first time event. I was in a state of bewilderment as things 
seemed to happen by themselves at times. Where had the tree come from, the day 
before it wasnôt there and now it shows up out of nowhere? Everything was moving at 
a disorienting pace. I donôt know what my younger brothers or sister was going 
through. One of them may also remember this Christ mas but I know it was a very 
special one for me! 

First Christmas (cont.)  

Unit Updates  

Communications Unit:  

Weôre too busy to stop and write an update.  

 

Culinary Unit:  

So are we!  

 

                Maybe weôll get some time in the Spring! 
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ADVOCATES FOR BRAIN INJURY SURVIVORS AND THEIR  
FAMILIES THROUGHOUT THE UNITED STATES AND THE WORLD 

 
STEPHEN M. SMITH 

ATTORNEY AT LAW  
INTERNATIONALLY RECOGNIZED EXPERT IN  
TRAUMATIC BRAIN INJURY AND COMPLEX 

MEDICAL LITIGATION 

 
Traumatic brain injuries donôt just affect the injured 

person, whose entire life has been changed. 
The victimôs family also is affected as priorities shift to 

making certain their loved one will receive the proper lifetime 
medical care, rehabilitation and follow-up treatment. 

A once-ordinary life now is focused on trying to 
accomplish ñactivities of daily livingò and 

regaining ñindependenceò. 
Attorney Stephen Smith understands this. 

For the past 35 years, he has been working to 
ensure that families affected by traumatic brain injury 

receive proper compensation to help pay for the long, difficult 
challenges ahead and all benefits to which they are entitled. 

 
BRAIN INJURY ASSOCIATION OF VIRGINIA ï PAST PRESIDENT- 2007-2008 

LISTED IN THE BEST LAWYERS IN AMERICA 2009  
LISTED IN WHOôS WHO IN AMERICAN LAW ï 2009 Edition  

AMERICAN TRIAL LAWYERS ASSOCIATION ï TRAUMATIC BRAIN INJURY LITIGATION  
SECTION ï  CHAIRMAN 2009 

AMERICAN BOARD OF TRIAL ADVOCATES ï DIPLOMATE 
VIRGINIA TRIAL LAWYERS ASSOCIATION  

MULTI-MILLION DOLLAR ADVOCATES FORUM  
TRIAL LAWYERS FOR PUBLIC JUSTICE ï VIRGINIA STATE COORDINATOR,  

NATIONAL BOARD MEMBER  
ADJUNCT PROFESSOR OF LAW ï WILLIAM AND MARY LAW  SCHOOL 

INVITED LITIGATOR IN RESIDENCE ï WILLIAM AND MARY LAW  SCHOOL 
VIRGINIA SUPER LAWYE RS - 2009 

 
BRAIN INJURY LAW CENTER 

2100 Kecoughtan Road   Post Office Box 1437   Hampton, VA  23661 
PHONE:  (757) 244-7000   DIRECT (757) 650-9818   FAX (757) 245-7740 

ssmith@braininjurylawcenter.com  or visit us on the web at www.brain -injury -law -center.com  

 
Licensed to practice in Virginia, New York and the District of Columbia,  

 with permission to handle cases throughout the United States.  
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Saturday, November 20, 2010, the 
Mary Buckley Foundation held the 5th 
Annual Basketball Tournament to 
raise funds for the programs of the 
Foundation: Beacon House and the 
friendAble social club in Virginia 
Beach, and No Limits on the Eastern 
Shore.  
 
The Tournament was held at Bishop 
Sullivan Catholic High School, and 
Coaches Matt Buckley and Matt 
Ferreol were the Masters of Cere-
mony. 225 middle and high-school 
students, boys and girls, made up 18 
teams; a total of 9 games were 
played over the course of the day.  
 
There were 22 prizes available 
in a silent auction and raffle, 
ranging from dinners at local 
restaurants to shoes donated 
by famous basketball players. 
Members of the ODU Lady 
Monarchs attended the tourna-
ment to sign autographs and 
to provide informal advice to 
some of the players. They also 
donated a basketball signed by 
the whole Monarch team and 
a dinner with Wendy Larry, 
their coach, two of the items 
raffled. 
 

The Refereeôs Association donated their 
time and expertise to the games. The 
Antus family furnished barbeque and 
Italian beef for sandwiches, as well as 
vegetables, chips and cookies, to keep 
the volunteers full and focused! Bryan 
Mitchell, son of Venus Mitchell, the 
Beacon House Culinary Unit Coordina-
tor, sang the National Anthem--- beau-
tifully.  
 
The tournament was a great success, 

again, this year in raising money, over 

twelve thousand dollars, for the Mary 

Buckley Foundation, and giving the lo-

cal young basketball players another 

tournament to shine in.         

Mary Buckley Foundation Fifth Annual Basketball Tournament  

By A.W.  


