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Who AM I?

If you look at Greg Taylor in person you probably won’t be impressed.  Stretching the tape at both ends he goes 5’ 8” and maybe 160 pounds.  He is mild mannered and quiet.  He scares no one.  Don’t be fooled by appearances, however, because this man will find a way to beat the odds, no matter how stacked against him they are.  He’ll find a way to prevail, no matter how one-sided the battle appears.  He has something inside of him that even he can’t define.  It is a combination of drive, of fear of failure, of what he feels is God’s plan for him, of never quitting, and of always staying on the positive side of life.  It’s the reality of his life, tempered with unbridled optimism.

Greg’s story begins in the Los Angeles ca where Greg was born. He has 13 brothers and sisters.  He has two older sisters, but he is the oldest boy, and as such, he is expected to be responsible for his siblings in many ways.  His father moves the family to south central LA, and then to Sin town neighborhood in Pomona, in pursuit of a better place to raise his family.  Greg spends most of his youth in Pomona.  He attends Marshall Middle School, and then, Ganesha High School. 

Greg’s father was born in Mississippi, but grew up in Los Angeles.  He never learned to read or write, and never made much of an effort to better himself as far as Greg knows.  He never worked outside the family home (Greg’s mom worked as a Security Guard at Ganesha High School, and according to Greg “did it all for the family”).  His father was controlling, and, at times, brutal.  He believed in the old fashioned way, and his way was the only way.  There was no time for foolishness in this household.  Greg remembers vividly the “whuppins” he and his siblings received.  He especially remembers the “whuppin” his father gave one of his brothers, pummeling him with the metal edge of a mop handle, that also had a nail strategically placed near where the mop head was, to achieve maximum “affect’.  His dad went to jail for a short time because of the damage he inflicted upon his son in this incident.

There was little joy in this home.  The refrigerator was padlocked after dinner so the rice and beans, or cooked potatoes that were to last the family for the week, wouldn’t be pilfered by hungry kids.  There were a lot of mouths to feed and precious few resources to do it with.  Greg’s parents were driven by necessity to be strict with every part of their children’s lives.  His dad raised his kids the way he was raised.  It is what he knew.

As Greg grew older, he was expected to be the father figure in the household when his father was unavailable.  Mr. Taylor often slept in until the early afternoon, He always rested in the day and went out during the late night.  hung over, and lethargic.  He was tired of fighting so many kids.  He never got a break, and he felt he deserved to live his life the way he wanted.  He needed some time for himself, he needed to decompress; so he took it.  “I felt like I didn’t have a father, most of the time,” Greg says.

Greg credits his dad with introducing the family to religion.  In many ways, he and his siblings were raised to appreciate God’s will.  The family didn’t attend church often, but when they did, it was usually their relatives that took the kids to church.  Greg remembers returning to their house after church, only to find it locked up, with his mom and dad basically barricaded inside.  “I hated that”, Greg says.  “We were forced to stay out in the front yard for hours.  We were dressed in our Sunday best, and soon we were rolling around, and playing on the lawn.”  It seemed that half the day had passed before the doors were opened up, and the kids allowed to enter the house.  They were hungry, thirsty, and dirty by this time.  He can see why his parents did it, but he could never understand it.  ‘Alone’ time for his parents was in precious short supply.

None of this was good for the Taylor’ kids.  The beatings, the scarcity of food, and his father’s lack of involvement all took their toll.  The most powerful thing of all for Greg, though, was the simple lack of love, especially from his father.  His dad just didn’t care.  Greg never heard a positive word, ever.  His dad never showed even the slightest interest, in the activities he participated in.  Greg was only able to participate in youth sports because, either his coach, or another parent, who felt sorry for him, would pay his fees.  His dad never did.  He also resented the hypocrisy his dad showed in supporting his different siblings.  His dad would support the girls as much as he could, attend their games, give them money if they needed it for certain activities, and so on.  The boys never got a thing.

When Greg was 16 he began getting attention, and some notoriety as an athlete, especially a football player.  He was tiring of his family life.  At the same time, his dad was feeling that his son was getting a little too big for his britches.  Greg doesn’t know how many times he heard, “You ain’t shit, nigga”, from his dad. 

 It was at about this time that the great confrontation occurred.  All of the abuse he and his siblings had endured kept festering in Greg’s mind until he could take no more.  His dad told him that if that was the way he felt, it was time to settle things like a ’man’, and then promptly beat Greg to a pulp, and threw him out the front door of the house.  He literally kicked him to the street, and forbade Greg from ever returning to the house again.

Homeless at 16, Greg had to become resourceful to survive.  He slept in the bushes.  For a while, he slept outside his brother’s bedroom window, where his brothers slipped him food, if there was any.  His dad found out, and ran him off.  He slept in the park.  He slept at his uncle’s place.  He survived, but he had no money.  He was losing hope. 

 The 357 gang, known as the ‘Tre’ 57 gang, had a pervasive presence in the neighborhood.  Some of the gang members knew Greg was homeless, and offered him the gang’s protection.  They also began to find him small jobs like delivering drugs on his bicycle to clients in other neighborhoods, and fronting for prostitutes.  Where else could he make 500 Bucks?  He became an unofficial member of the 357’s.  The gang leaders knew he was a good athlete and allowed him to remain on the periphery of gang life.  He was involved, but he was not a full-fledged member of the gang.  At least, this is what he thought.

Greg always believed that God had a plan for his life.  Even in these darkest moments, he believed something would work out for him.  One semester, he made a conscious effort to get straight A’s in his classes, and he did.  He continued to excel in football, basketball, and track and field at Ganesha High School even though he was a ward of the streets.  He was blessed with both academic and athletic skills.

He began to develop a sense of himself during these times.  He knew one thing for certain already; he would never be like his dad.  Internally, at this early age, Greg vowed to himself, that if he ever had kids, he would support them with every fiber in his being.

Greg was no angel.  He was a flawed human being living in a desperate situation, in a dangerous place.  For him, it was all about survival.  In his junior year at Ganesha, he and fellow running back, Charles Shack, became fast friends.  Charles was a mixed race kid, with a white mom.  As the Shack family became closer to Greg, they came to admire his tenacity, his athletic skills, and the focused drive he exuded.  They invited him to live with them in Diamond Bar, a more affluent suburb of Pomona.  Greg had never lived like this before.  There was a certain peacefulness and mutual respect in this household that touched a chord with him.  He saw that life could be different.

By Greg’s senior year he was living three distinct lives, and trying to make them co-exist harmoniously.  He was a star football player, still maintaining good grades; he was still an unofficial member of the ‘Tre’ 57’s, with all the expectations that those ties brought upon him, and he was a trusted member of the Shack family.

The entire house of cards that he had patched together as his life, by this time, was being pulled in too many directions, and it collapsed squarely on top of Greg’s head in the spring semester of his senior year.  The 357’s knew where Greg was living now, and they wanted access to the house.  He wouldn’t give it to them.

They robbed the house anyway, using the garage access that Greg used to enter the home.  They went for credit cards and receipts, as well as, the usual electronic devices.  The Shack’s believed that Greg had given the ‘Tre’s’ the key and kicked him out of the house.  He was on the streets again.

There was a new twist this time, however.  Greg was a wanted man.  He was wanted by the 357’s.  They were going to kill him.  Even ‘unofficial’ gang members have responsibilities.  They wanted him so bad they came to the high school, and tried to enter his classroom.  They were going to take their revenge then and their.  Fortunately, school authorities intervened, and Greg was saved for the moment.

The school principal expelled him for the remainder of the semester because his presence presented a danger to the student body.  His dreams were crumbling before his very eyes; hope was fading.  In a matter of weeks he’d gone from a star athlete living in suburbia, to a homeless 18 year old, who no one wanted, except those who wanted him dead. 

Enter football coach Anthony Williams, the lifesaver.   When Coach Williams learned of the gravity of Greg’s situation he made a decision.  He took Greg to the College of the Siskiyous, an seventeen-hour drive from Pomona to Weed, California, on a Saturday.   Coach Williams, along with a number of ex-Ganesha football players, had found sanctuary in the northern mountains of California, and he knew that it could be one for Greg, too.  The school was remote, small, and had dorms; everything that Greg Taylor needed.

A chance is all Greg wanted.  He knew that if he stayed in Pomona he was a dead man.  Siskiyous gave him that chance, and at that time, he promised God that he would do everything in his power to make it work.

It would be nice to say that everything came up peaches and cream at Siskiyous, but that wasn’t to be the case for Greg.  You can take the kid out of the ghetto, but getting the ghetto out of the kid takes time.  And, so it was with Greg, who once again got involved with some bad dudes.  There was a robbery, which he knew about, but did not participate in.  He was implicated because he knew where the goods were being stashed, and he was suspended from school.  He withdrew from all his classes, and received F’s and W’s in all of them.  Greg says, ”I felt the weight of the world on my shoulders during this time.”  

Several people testified in Greg’s behalf, and he was reinstated as a student by the college president.  Coach Greg Gatlin, the head football coach at the time, and the Athletic Director presented Greg with a Code of Conduct that he had to live up to, to be reinstated into the football program.  He passed 21.5 units during the spring semester, and did everything required of him.  During this dark period the defensive back coach, Dennis Roberts, found Greg a job at Taco Bell, which allowed him to be able to survive in Weed, and avoid heading back to Pomona.  This was a second lifesaver for Greg.

Greg had to do everything required of him.  He had no choice.  He also had to become the hardest working player the coaches had ever seen.  He couldn’t lose one drill.  He could never get beat in 1 on 1’s.  He had to shut down the receiver he was covering.  Not once.  But every time!  He was obsessed with the idea that he had to prove himself, and that he had to be the best.  He lived his ‘redeemed’ life through football.

Coach Roberts told his defensive backs that playing time would be based on performance. Greg felt that if Coach Roberts was a man of his word, he could out work anyone and get playing time.  Greg, and several teammates from similar backgrounds, including the Eagles’ other cornerback, Sidney Lewis, adopted the motto “grind until your knees bleed”.  These guys were pure grinders.  They became so tough mentally that they felt there was no challenge they couldn’t overcome.  They became one of the best ‘corner’ tandems the college has ever seen.  Greg attributes this attitude of always going one step farther than everyone else, as a key to who he is today.  He believes in himself, and he feels he can accomplish anything he puts his mind to.  He is a picture of boundless, positive energy.  

After Greg righted the ship, so to speak, at Siskiyous, he was offered a full athletic scholarship to San Diego State University.  He headed to the bottom end of the state with his life in Pomona pretty much a thing of the past, or at least, far from his present reality.  He felt he could have started for the Aztecs his first year on the team, but his DB coach felt it would be wiser to Red-Shirt, and then start for sure his final two seasons there.

This seemed like the best plan for Greg, but there was a problem.  Once he knew he wouldn’t be playing on Saturday’s that sharp edge that had pushed him to greatness at Siskiyous wasn’t there.  He wasn’t motivated the same way he was when he had to get ready each week for a game.  His performance began to slip.  When his football slipped, so did Greg. The ghetto life was never far away from his reality, it lurked just below the surface, and with more free time Greg matriculated back to some forms of shady behavior.  Again, he found himself on the periphery of activities that would cause him to be suspended from the football program.  He actually spent some time in jail.

This was a final wake-up call.  From a dingy jail cell he vowed to himself that he would never get caught up in a situation like this again.  He knew exactly where he would end up if he didn’t get his act together.  He did community service, began attending church regularly, and weight trained with the fury he’d known at Siskiyous.  He fought his way back into the good graces of the Aztec coaching staff, and head coach Ted Tollner gave him a second chance.

Greg has always been a good kid, but the baggage he carries with him has sometimes weighed him down, and affected his judgment.  Through great effort and determination he has conquered these demons.

Greg started at corner for the Aztecs his junior year, and then, through an injury-riddled senior year, he played sparingly.  He got his Bachelor of Science Degree in Criminal Justice, and was on his way.  Greg made a serious effort to play professional football.  He tried out for NFL teams, CFL teams, and Arena League teams.  After several years of intense training and near misses, he realized it was time to look to the future.  He knew education was the key.

Greg has done a lot since his graduation from San Diego State.  He has gotten two Master’s Degrees, one in Educational Technology, and a second in Physical Education.  He has coached football and track and field at Palomar College. I coached football at Hampton University. I also coached at Sage hill school a private high school in Newport beach.

He is currently a father of 4 children by birth and many others by mentorship. I am committed to a life journey of making this world a better place by servant leadership. I enjoy the feel of success when fought for through love and humility. I believe all lives examined is worth living. So the quest of internal growth will forever be my driving force in my life. I have dedicated my life to empowering from youth to elite, boys to men and girls to women in every aspect of their lives. I am a Discerning, earnest, flexible, frank, persistent, resolute and sensitive. 

I believe that on life’s journey it will test who you are, my biggest test thus far was losing my 3 month old son. Then losing my marriage and all my family members and so called friends in the process.
Now on a mission to passionately express to the world that we all make wrong choices and bad decisions, but that does not make you a bad person, it means your character is being formed through real life situations. I am the coach, business coach, mentor, real model that takes life’s lesson and flip them to work out for your highest good. I am your servant leader
