
My Only Son 
By James C. Bottomley 
From the moment we’re born, we begin to die. Some argue: “Oh, no! We begin to live!” I stand by my 
proposition that birth begins the slow trek toward death and oblivion. It eventually claims all of us. It’s a trek we 
must make alone. 
Here’s what happened to me while I was dying. The events were not unusual. A middle child--the third of five 
boys--an average middle-class family. Chubby, I couldn’t run nor jump. I didn’t date girls in high school, 
because I was too shy, or they didn’t like me. 
When I graduated, I was average height, average weight, an average student, mediocre at sports. I had a 
bland personality. People stopped listening to me within seconds. I was the opposite of charismatic. 
I wore second-hand clothes. I rode a Greyhound bus to college, with a torn duffel bag slung over my shoulder. 
My parents appeared delighted, waving “good-bye” through the living room window. At college, I smoked lots 
of pot, drank heavily and even dated girls. Yet I was shunned by the other students. 
By some miracle, I began a romantic relationship with a pretty hometown girl. We lasted two years. She was 
the “love of my life”--the one I’d marry someday. But she dumped me for a boy in her dorm. I got roaring drunk 
and shed some tears on her photograph that I stared at all night. 
I survived college and thoughtlessly applied to law school. Three years, the bar exam and home free as a 
highly paid lawyer. 
During that scramble, I was uncharacteristically fortunate to marry a woman far better than me. We seemed 
compatible. She was out-going and bubbly. I was introspective and boring. 
We settled into a normal existence. We worked hard, took care of our growing family, and moved often into 
bigger houses next to the Jones’. I started my own law practice. Yet the only thrilling events in my life were the 
awesome births of our children. 
Our son, Jamie, was first, and raising him was a snap. Well-behaved and a fast learner, I taught him surfing 
and backpacking. We bonded together closer than most fathers and sons. We surfed the local breaks and took 
trips to Hawaii. 
This glowing relationship with my son crashed when I fell into a crisis of selfishness and sexual obsession. I 
cheated on my wife and told her about it, which resulted in separation. My son remained loyal to his mother 
and refused to visit me. 
I began dating a younger woman, and we became inseparable lovers. We talked seriously of marriage. But she 
was engaging in her own secret affair with a rich, old “sugar daddy.” 
We were supposedly a loving couple until I discovered her affair. She revealed that “the old man” carried 
loaded weapons and he was “gunning” for me. I bought a firearm to protect myself. One morning we had a 
nasty argument. She admitted that she never loved me and had been using me to make the old man jealous. I 
shot her six times, and she died in a pool of blood. I was jailed, tried, convicted and sentenced to a long term in 
prison. 
The last time I saw Jamie was in the judge’s chambers after sentencing for a farewell hug. 
I told him, “I’ll be released someday, and we’ll surf and backpack again.” 
He replied, “Sure, Dad,” but was it enthusiasm or sarcasm? 
He asked, “Why?” His shame and pain were palpable. 
“It’s complicated, Son. I’m sorry I did it. There’s still much I don’t understand… Take good care of your mother 
and sisters.” 
The bailiff interrupted, “Time to break it up.” 
“Jamie, I’m going to miss you so much! I’ll think about you every day.” 



“Yeah, Dad… well… you know.” 
In 17 years and three prisons, Jamie has not visited me. He wrote a few short notes in the beginning. I 
routinely try to contact him. It’s miserable enough in prison, but severed from your only son, it’s unbearable. I’ll 
never see him before the grave calls my name. 
I didn’t contribute much to society. I committed an unpardonable sin, and I stained all my family’s memories. 
They say, “The punishment fits the criminal.” I live a stultifying existence in prison--a perfect punishment for 
such an average guy. 


