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What a beautiful Wednesday it was!  as I bade my wife goodbye and left my San 
Francisco home in the Sunset District for a speaking engagement at the University of 
California Riverside.  I couldn’t help but be excited by this speaking engagement: I 
was sharing the stage with Dr. Daniel J. Reidenberg who is the Executive Director of 
the SAVE organization, which stands for Suicide Awareness Voices of Education. The 
speech would begin at six pm.  Rain dripped from my jacket as I climbed into the 
Super Shuttle I had ordered. When we pulled away from the curb, I discovered I 
wasn’t alone: I shared the airport shuttle with a woman from China who told me she 
had lived most of her life in our city.  
 
When I sat down next to her, she asked me politely "What do you do?"  
 
I told her that I was a professional public speaker, she asked the question: "What do 
you speak about?"  
 
I replied "Prevention of Suicide and Living Mentally Well while dealing with 
depression."  
 
I was not surprised (as so many respond like this to me) to hear from her directly after 
my response, "My son suffers from depression and has for over ten years." She went 
into much detail, explaining that he was doing well with his depression after he got 
mental health help.  
 
She told me that it was hard the first few weeks following his diagnosis: the family 
denied there was anything wrong with him. It’s a reaction I know all too well and 
nodded in sympathy. There is an unfortunate stigma/discrimination attached to 
mental illnesses in our country even though one in four adults in our population has 
been diagnosed with some kind of mental illness.  
 
That ends up being 26.2 million. Yes, 26,000,000+ American adults who were 18 years 
old or older who live with a diagnosable mental illness in any given year. I am one of 
those Americans. I let the woman on the shuttle know that if she ever needed a friend 
to talk to her son, to help or guide him to the help he needed, I would make myself 
available. Luckily she and the family were currently getting him the mental health 
care he needed.  We exchange cards and by the time the conversation was over we 
had arrived at SFO (San Francisco International Airport). She felt the meeting was 
serendipitous, as did I. She thanked me before getting off at her stop, and then with a 
smile she was gone. I said a prayer for her son and their family and I left the city with 
a grin on my face. 


