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Th is book is dedicated to my children:

Londria, my sweet, precious daughter;

LaVar, my wonderful and comical younger son;

and of course LaDainian, my older son, who has been my rock.

And to my grandchildren, who are the apples of my eye. 
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F O R E W O R D

By LaDainian Tomlinson
With Patti M. Britton

ONE OF MY earliest memories of my mother is her telling me, Y

“You can do it.” Now you may wonder what “it” was, and I’ll tell

you—anything I set my mind to. As I was growing up, she saw 

that I had a talent and passion for football. She set the wheels 

turning to do whatever she had to do to make a nine-year-old’s 

dream of going to the NFL come true.

When she looked at me when I was nine and told me that I 

would be playing in the NFL someday, she must have seen some-

thing other people didn’t. Because there were people waiting in 

line to tell me all the reasons this dream would never happen.

 But she taught me not to listen to those who were telling 

me that I couldn’t do it. When I did something well, she would

praise me. When I hit a slump, she would encourage me. And the

times when it seemed like there was an obstacle neither one of 

us could handle, she prayed me through it. She made me believe 

that this was going to happen. Once you reach that point, you are

halfway there.

But before all of that, she worked to build character in me.
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Mom had an endless list of rules that taught me to respect oth-

ers as well as myself. She didn’t accept a shrug as an answer—she 

told me to use my words. And she instilled a deep faith in all of 

us and kept us in church. Sometimes breaking those rules carried

a stiff penalty, but those lessons have guided me all my life.

When I came home with a brochure about a football camp

that I knew was expensive, she used the sweat of her brow to get 

me there. I learned my work ethic from watching her go to work, 

and sometimes it was more than one job. 

But no matter how tired she was, she sat down with me in the

evening and helped me with my homework. Her dedication to 

my studies may have been what made me return to TCU to com-

plete my degree program after I was in the NFL.

I have always admired and loved my mother. And it was on

an occasion that I had disappointed her that I wrote a letter that 

she still carries with her. In that letter I laid out my goals of going 

to college, playing ball there, and graduating. Then I wrote that 

if God was willing, I would go to the NFL. And fi nally I told her 

that I wanted to make her the proudest mother in the world. I

was determined to do anything I could to restore the pride she

had in me. Later I would learn that even when I had let her down,

she never stopped loving me or lost her pride in me.

When we talked about her writing this book, I gave her my 

support and encouragement. Because even though it contains 

some things that are hard to revisit, I want the world to know 

how believing in a child can change his life. And I want young 

men and women who are interested in sports to take hope from 

my story. Also, I want every father and mother to inspire their 

children as my mother did me. I know how busy today’s parents

are, but it takes no more time to praise a child than it does to dis-

courage him.

Finally, I want to send a word to my mother. I want to thank 

her and tell her how much I have always loved her. 
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A C K N O W L E D G M E N T S

WRITING LT & Me has been a bittersweet journey. I have revis-

ited places and people my heart still longs for, and I have exam-

ined emotions I thought were long since buried. Looking back, 

it seems like my life has been a whirlwind, and when I stop to 

catch my breath, it amazes me what this little country girl has 

seen and done.

I would like to take a moment to thank the following people 

for their special contributions to my life and to this project:

To my children, Londria, LaDainian, and LaVar, who have

been mentioned throughout the book, you guys are the best, 

and I am so very proud of each and every one of you!

To my grandkids, you know your Granny thinks you are the 

greatest bunch of grandkids in the whole wide world! 

Stephanie, Terry, Herman Jr., and Flesphia, thanks for staying 

in my life and being a meaningful part of our family. 

Patti Britton, my friend and coauthor, thanks for being so 

diligent and helping to get this project completed.

Ginger Kolbaba, thanks for being so easy to work with and 

keeping deadlines and seeing this work through.

Tyndale House Publishers, Jan Long Harris, and the whole 

staff, thanks for believing in this project and in me.
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To Rachel Aydt, thank you for sharing your knowledge and

advising us. I’d also like to thank Alan Zucker and Karin DiSanto, 

both of IMG, and give a special thanks to Irene Perry.

To the rest of my family, those who are still with us and those

who have passed on, I thank God for you all. I would not trade 

you for anything in the world. Thanks for the encouragement.
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I N T R O D U C T I O N

“O H, NO,” I whispered. “Oh, no, no, no. . . .”

Like millions of other football fans, I was glued to my TV set 

watching the San Diego Chargers and the New England Patriots

battle it out in the 2007 AFC Championship Game. A die-hard

Chargers fan, I had made it to almost every home game that 

season. But this game was in Boston, so even though my son 

LaDainian Tomlinson is the Chargers’ starting running back—

and the outcome of this all-important game would determine

which team would go to the Super Bowl—I was watching the 

matchup from my home in Fort Worth, Texas. 

New England had already won three Super Bowl titles, and

we San Diego fans felt it was the Chargers’ turn. LaDainian (LT to 

his fans) often talked about his responsibility to the team. Victory 

at the Super Bowl was the ultimate goal—and he considered any-

thing else a failure.

So I couldn’t believe my eyes when, at the beginning of the

second quarter, the television cameras suddenly focused on my 

son limping off the fi eld and taking a seat on the sidelines. Even

though he had sustained a knee injury (a sprained medial col-

lateral ligament—essentially a small tear) the week before during 

the divisional round game against the Indianapolis Colts, I had 
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been cautiously optimistic when he took the fi eld just minutes 

earlier. But now, as he took a seat on the bench, my heart skipped 

a beat and I sucked in my breath. At that moment, I knew that 

his injury was more serious than he had been letting on.

If it was possible for him to play through the pain, LT would

still be out on the fi eld. He’d been doing that all his life. He’d 

played with broken ribs, thumbs, arms—you name it. So when 

I saw my son heading for the sidelines, I knew he was in much 

bigger trouble than any of us realized. There was simply no way 

that man would leave the game if he had one more ounce of 

strength and push in him.

“Oh, no,” I whispered again as I watched the television cam-

eras switching back and forth between the plays on the fi eld and

LaDainian, number 21, sitting stolidly on the sidelines, his hel-

met still on, the dark visor that had earned him the nickname

“the man behind the mask” fi rmly in place. “Please, God, You’ve

got to give him Your strength.”

The commentators repeatedly discussed LaDainian’s departure

from the fi eld and how it would affect the outcome of this last 

play-off game before the Super Bowl. This was supposed to be 

the year the Chargers were going all the way to the championship

game, and LT was going to help them win. Everybody knew it— 

especially me. 

But now LaDainian was sitting on the sidelines. Although he 

tried to go back on the fi eld one more time, his injury was too

intense. LT was out of the game. And as if his injury weren’t bad

enough, Philip Rivers, their quarterback, had injured both knees, 

and Antonio Gates, the tight end/wide receiver, had turf toe. The 

team was in bad shape. 

The camera focused on LT again. He sat stone still, not even 

able to encourage his teammates on the fi eld. It was so unlike 

him that I knew for sure he really felt helpless.

Tears began to roll down my cheeks. In all the years I had 
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been a football mom, I’d never seen him like this. His dreams

were shattered. Since he was a nine-year-old boy playing Pop 

Warner youth football in Waco, this was the moment he had 

aimed for—the moment when he would reach the Super Bowl.

Now it was gone as quickly as a mist. And in football, “next year” 

is never a guarantee.

“Oh, Danian,” I whispered as the camera focused in on him

again. “Oh, baby, I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry.”

A football player’s mother sees the game through different 

eyes than those of a typical fan. The brutality of the sport seldom

leaves our minds. LT says that playing each game is like being in 

a car wreck. And at the end of each season, his body has suffered 

the effects of twenty such collisions. Whenever he was a hurt as a 

child, I could hold him in my arms and comfort him. But in the

sports arena, I can only hold him in my heart and prayers.

My tears turned to sobs, and my body shook. I wanted to 

crawl through that television screen and take him in my arms 

once again. My son had been through so much. We had been

through so much. And I knew, behind that dark visor, he was 

either crying or close to tears. 

I knew my son. A mother always knows her son. 
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C H A P T E R  1

Born to Break Records 

LADAINIAN WAS BREAKING records from the time he was born. 

When I was pregnant with LaDainian in the summer of 1979, I 

felt as big around as a boat. I was on my feet all day, working at 

HEB, the local grocery store in my hometown of Marlin, Texas.

That was diffi cult, but I tried to stay healthy and in shape by walk-

ing in the evenings and keeping busy. And since this was my sec-

ond child, I felt pretty confi dent about what to expect. The birth

of my daughter, Londria, had been long, but relatively easy, seven

years earlier. And she was a sweet, quiet, gentle child. She slept 

through the night early on, and I took quickly to being a mother.

My husband, Oliver—whom everybody called Tee—and I

talked often about our second child. Tee had asked me early in

my pregnancy if I wanted a boy or a girl. Just like every mother, I 

told him it didn’t really matter as long as the baby had ten fi ngers 

and ten toes. But deep down, I admit I was hoping for another 

daughter. I fi gured another girl would be easier. After all, I would 

know what to expect because of having Londria. And I didn’t 

know anything about raising boys. They had their own issues!

But Tee shook his head. “No,” he said. “This baby needs to

be a boy. Every woman should have a son to help her and pro-

tect her.”
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I didn’t think much about Tee’s words. I was too busy rais-

ing our daughter, working to help pay the bills, preparing for the 

birth of this new child, and wondering how this second baby 

would affect our lives.

June 22 was a typical central Texas day—hot. Temperatures 

hovered in the low hundreds. My doctor had marked my due date

for the next day, June 23, so I was feeling anxious and eager about 

the baby’s arrival. I had a burst of energy that day and cleaned 

everything. I didn’t feel tired—I couldn’t believe it! Later that eve-

ning, I took a shower and got ready for bed. Even though the air-

conditioning felt cool, I still couldn’t get comfortable. Tee brought 

a fan into our bedroom, but even that didn’t seem to help.

I fi nally dozed off to sleep until about one in the morning,

when the baby decided it was time to make an entrance. Jerking 

awake from the painful contraction, I thought, I don’t remember 

my last labor being this bad. I immediately woke Tee, because I

fi gured if I was in pain, he was going to need to be awake to go 

through this with me! My bag had been packed a week ago, so 

I was ready to go.

“The baby’s coming, Tee,” I told him.

Tee jumped up, dressed, and ran to get Londria. He got her 

settled in the car while I called my mom to alert her that we were 

on our way.

Although our small town of Marlin had a hospital, it did not 

have a maternity ward. My obstetrician practiced in Marlin but 

used the birthing facilities at the hospital in Rosebud, about 

twenty miles away. So we dropped Londria off at my mom’s 

house and set out for Rosebud. I was in so much pain, I won-

dered if I was going to make the car ride or if I was just going 

to pop this baby out during the drive over.

We made it to the hospital, where the staff checked me out 

and monitored my contractions.

“Well, Mrs. Tomlinson,” the doctor on call fi nally said, “you
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still have a long way to go. You’re barely dilated. You might as 

well go back home. We’ll see you sometime tomorrow evening.”

Tomorrow evening? I thought. Is this man crazy? Does he not 

understand the kind of pain I’m in? I’d had a baby before—I knew 

hard contractions when I felt them!

Tee placed his arm around me and guided me back out to the 

car so we could make the twenty-mile drive home again. The pain

was overwhelming. I rocked back and forth; I puffed my breath; 

I did everything I could think of to lessen the pain, but nothing 

helped.

“Oh, God, just let this be over already!” I prayed out loud. 

Londria’s birth hadn’t been this bad. As a matter of fact, I was

sure that no mother had experienced the labor pains I was expe-

riencing—or for this long! The contractions seemed to go on and

on. By about seven that morning, I couldn’t take it any longer.

“Tee, we’ve got to go back to the hospital,” I yelled. “Now!

This baby’s killing me!”

Back into the car we went, retracing the twenty miles to

Rosebud and into the maternity ward. But we received the same 

news: “You’re not ready to have this baby, Mrs. Tomlinson.”

This time Tee shook his head. “Uh-uh. I’m not taking her 

back. She’s hurting too bad. I am not taking her back.”t

I didn’t know whether he was supporting me with under-

standing or if he was sparing himself from having to listen to

me moan and wail, but it didn’t matter. The doctor agreed and

assigned me a room. 

Tee was able to stay in the room with me. He was such a big,

strong man—in most circumstances. This was not one of them. 

He looked as if he were in the same amount of pain I was! Every 

time I groaned, he cringed and looked away.

For the next several hours, I stayed in the room crying and

feeling the most intense pain I’d ever experienced. I happened 

to look over at Tee and saw that he was crying too.
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“What are you crying about?” I asked him. I couldn’t fi gure

out why he seemed to be suffering so much. After all, we had 

Londria and he had four other children from a previous relation-

ship, so it wasn’t as if this labor stuff was new to him. He just 

shook his head and wiped his face. I think seeing me in so much

pain was just too diffi cult for him.

Finally a nurse came in and checked to see how much I 

was dilated. Apparently I had hit the magic number, and they 

prepped me to go to the delivery room. The best part was

the epidural: the pain eased, and I was a much nicer person

after that!

Tee walked next to me as they wheeled me down the hall-

way, then he held back slightly as they turned my gurney to

go into the delivery room. But Dr. Phillips placed his hand 

on Tee’s arm. 

“Come on in,” he told my husband. “You won’t want to 

miss this!”

Tee hesitated but slowly followed. I wondered if Tee was going 

to need his own medical attention; I was sure he was going to 

pass out from the whole ordeal. Men are strong in some things, 

but Tee couldn’t even stand to see me cry. I didn’t know how he 

was going to handle childbirth! But I give Tee an E for effort. He 

really tried.

Since arriving at the hospital the second time, I had been in 

hard labor. At 12:10 p.m. on Saturday, June 23, 1979, almost 

twelve hours after my fi rst contractions, our baby was born, our 

LaDainian—all nine pounds, three ounces of him.

He’d broken his fi rst record in my book: he gave me the most 

diffi cult labor of the three children I’d have! But somehow I for-

got all about that as soon as the nurse placed him in my arms. 

Anxiously, I counted his little brown fi ngers and toes. They were

all there, and I sighed with relief and joy. As I held this precious

baby in my arms and looked into his big, dark chocolate eyes, I 
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remembered what Tee had told me several months earlier: “Every 

woman should have a son to help her and protect her.”

But I was my son’s protector for now. “We’re going to have a 

wonderful life together,” I whispered. “I’ll get to know you; you

get to know me. I’m Mom. Always remember that. And you’re my 

son. Okay?” He gurgled, cried, and fl ung his tiny hands up and 

down in response.

I was nervous about having a boy. But somehow I knew this

little baby was going to bring joy to our lives. God had blessed

us with a special, beautiful child who would change our lives 

forever.

|||

Back at home in Marlin, I looked forward to returning to a nor-

mal routine with my family, but LaDainian had other plans. This

was no normal child; he cried night and day.

The longer his crying continued, the more nervous I became.

I knew this was the only way a baby could tell his mother some-

thing was wrong. So fi nally, after another long night with no sleep, 

I settled him into his car seat and headed for the doctor’s offi ce.

“He’s fi ne,” Dr. Phillips told me. “He just has air in his stom-

ach. That’s fairly common for babies. You just need to make sure

you burp him really good after you feed him.”

“But he cries all the time.” 

“Well, just burp him. I’m sure he’ll be fi ne.”

I packed up Dainian and headed home. However, no matter 

how often I burped him, the crying continued.

Several weeks passed, and he continued to wail. We couldn’t 

take him anywhere because he was so disruptive. I knew he was

in misery, and Tee and I were too!

There was nothing we could do to make Dainian settle down. 

We bought everything available to rock or roll him in, hoping it 
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would help him go to sleep. I sat up all night rocking him, both

of us crying. 

Tee would take a turn when I couldn’t function properly. We

even got in the car and drove around at all hours trying to get him 

to settle down, but nothing worked. I didn’t know a baby could 

cry this much or work himself into such a frenzy as LaDainian 

did. It was another record! How long could he cry and go without 

sleep? And how long could Tee and I go without sleep?

When the time came for me to go back to work, I wondered

how I was going to leave my baby with someone when he

was obviously in such pain. But I had to go back to work. So I 

dropped him off at the nursery and told the staff what was going 

on. She nodded reassuringly and told me he would be in good

hands. They had dealt with these things before.

One day I encountered Mrs. Cheeves, a treasured member of 

our community who tallied at least one hundred years of living. 

Out in the country, we took advice from these older women. We

respected their age and wisdom, and they knew home remedies

that could help—in this case, an elixir that would restore peace

and quiet to our home.

“How is that new baby?” she asked me.

I sighed. “I’ll just be so glad when we can get a good night’s 

sleep; he cries all the time.”

“Well, baby, he’s probably colicky.”

I said, “Yes, ma’am. So what should I do?”

“Go on over to the drugstore and ask the pharmacist for some 

asafetida.”

“Some what, ma’am?” I couldn’t understand what she said. It 

came out more like “athafethadah,” since the poor woman didn’t 

have her teeth in.

“Asafetida,” she said again. “Pinch off a little piece, mash it up

real fi ne, mix it with Baby Percy, and put it in the nipple part of 

his bottle. Let him suck on that a while. That’ll settle him.”
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I wasn’t sure what asafetida was. But if it could bring some 

calm and quiet to our home, I was ready to give her elixir a try. 

As soon as I got off work, I rushed to the drugstore, made my 

purchase, picked up the kids from school and day care, and then 

headed home to care for my colicky baby.

I opened the small bag and just about passed out from the

pungent, offensive odor. It made my eyes water; I had never 

smelled anything so nasty before. I almost shoved it back into

the sack and pitched it. But the sounds of LaDainian’s wails

made me push on. I took a deep breath and held it as I looked

at the yellow-brown leaf. Well, here goes, I thought, and I did as 

Mrs. Cheeves had instructed me.

And wouldn’t you know it? LaDainian sucked it down,

burped easily, and went right to sleep. I kept to that prescription 

for the next few days, and we never had a problem again. This 

little boy was having a rough start. I only hoped parenting him

would get easier.

|||

Now that LaDainian’s crying was under control, Tee, Londria, 

and I settled into life with a little boy in the house. It was espe-

cially fun to watch seven-year-old Londria take to her new 

brother. She treated LaDainian as though he were her baby. Sher

helped feed him, held him, and even changed his diapers. She 

loved making sure LaDainian was well taken care of.

And Tee enjoyed his son too. I often caught him holding 

LaDainian and just looking at him. Seeing the two of them 

together like that always brought a smile to my face.

But early on, I could see that Tee and I had very different 

parenting styles. With Londria, for some reason, it had not been

as noticeable. But once Dainian came along, I began to see our 

differences rather quickly. The fi rst time it became apparent was
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when Dainian was around a year and a half old. Convinced that 

he was ready to move to a sippy cup, I suggested that we throw 

away the bottle, but Tee disagreed.

“Dainian likes that bottle,” he said. “Let him keep it.” From

the very start, Tee made sure that whatever Dainian wanted, 

Dainian got.

Not one to be dissuaded, though, I simply threw the bottle 

away. The next day I discovered Tee had gone out and purchased

another. And thus began the bottle wars. I would hide the bottle;

Tee would fi nd it and return it to his boy. I would throw it away;

Tee would buy another. One day Tee and I entered the kitchen to 

fi nd an almost-three-year-old LaDainian sitting on the fl oor by 

the refrigerator with a gallon jug of milk. He was busily trying to 

unscrew the lid of his bottle so he could help himself to a refi ll.

I crossed my arms. “Now do you think he is old enough to

give up the bottle?” I demanded.

But both Tee and LaDainian were stubborn and persistent. 

LaDainian refused to drink from a cup, and Tee refused to make

him. I feared LaDainian would enter high school and still have 

his bottle with him!

A few days after Dainian’s third birthday, I decided the day 

had come to end the bottle wars once and for all. It was trash day, 

and Dainian and I went out to the curb to wait for the garbage 

truck, bottle in hand.

When the truck arrived, I told Dainian, “Tell the bottle bye-

bye,” as I tossed the bottle in with the rest of the trash. A small

hand raised, waving good-bye. His sad little voice said, “Bye-bye, 

bottle.” 

To drive home the point I said, “Now LaDainian, that bottle is

in with all the trash. You don’t want that back, do you? It’s nasty.”

I contorted my face into the most disgusted look I could muster.

“Nasty,” echoed the small voice, as he imitated the look on

my face. Problem solved.
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Unfortunately, that didn’t work so well on his father! Though 

we no longer had the issue with the bottle, we now had another 

problem to deal with. Dainian seemed to have a sixth sense when 

it came to knowing what time his father would return home from

work. Even as young as three years old, he somehow knew that 

it was nearing his dad’s arrival time. I thought it was so sweet to

see my baby boy sitting quietly, watching out the window for his

dad’s car to pull into our driveway. What I didn’t realize, though, 

was that LaDainian wasn’t just waiting for his dad—he was wait-

ing for what his dad brought him every night.

One night as I was brushing Dainian’s teeth, I noticed that 

they weren’t the white they should have been. Instead they were 

covered with little dark spots. I’m not sure how I hadn’t noticed 

it before.

“Tee?” I yelled into the living room, where Tee was sitting.

“What’s wrong with Dainian’s teeth?”

Tee walked in and looked, then shrugged. “I don’t know.”

I stood up straight and put my hands on my hips. “This 

boy’s teeth look rotten.” Somehow I knew Tee had some-

thing to do with it. That’s when I found out the truth: every 

night when Tee came home from work, he brought candy for 

Dainian!

Between sucking on his bottle for so long and eating all that 

candy—both compliments of his father—Dainian’s mouth was

a mess. However, Tee didn’t seem to be as concerned about the

problem as I was.

“Oh, he’s all right,” was all he said.

That statement became Tee’s motto for just about anything that 

happened to Dainian, and it drove me crazy! Tee always played

the role of the laid-back, no-feathers-ruffl ed, let’s-spoil-them par-

ent, while I played the overprotective, stern disciplinarian. The 

truth was that my children needed both to balance out, something 

we would discover as our family continued to grow.
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T H E  M A R L I N  C O M M U N I T Y  C E N T E R

LADAINIAN, TORSHA, AND I are working with Bible Way 

Church Family Worship Center in Marlin to build a place where

people can stay connected with others.

We want to offer something for everybody, from children to

seniors. The center will include a library with tutoring, a bowling 

alley, and basketball and tennis courts. Everything that keeps a

child off the streets and out of trouble.

Part of the proceeds from this book will go toward making 

the community center in Marlin a reality. To make a donation,

contact S. Strother at Trustworthy Consulting, 254-644-7057 

or trustworthy.consulting@yahoo.com.
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T H E  T O M L I N S O N  T O U C H I N G 
L I V E S  F O U N D A T I O N

LADAINIAN HAS ALWAYS BELIEVED in the importance of 

education. Before he started the Tomlinson Touching Lives 

Foundation, he wanted to make sure he was a strong role model 

for kids. He knew part of that was to complete his own college

education, since he had pulled out his last semester to train for 

the combines. So during the off-season he fi nished his schooling 

and received his college degree.

Now he awards scholarships. Proceeds from LaDainian’s

annual golf tournament help support his “School is Cool” pro-

gram, which awards thirty college scholarships each year. Fifteen

scholarships go to kids from San Diego, and fi fteen go to stu-

dents from his alma mater, University High School in Waco. He

also sends seven students from Morse High School to a seminar 

at Columbia University, where they get entrepreneurial training.

LaDainian and Torsha feel God has placed a strong respon-

sibility on them to help others. The foundation gives Dainian 

the opportunity to really connect with those he helps. At each 

Chargers home game, for instance, he hosts the 21 Club, where he 

invites twenty-one kids from San Diego youth groups and non-

profi t organizations to attend a game. Afterward, he invites the 
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children down to the fi eld, where they get photos and a one-on-

one visit with their football hero. He always sends the kids home

with goody bags that contain school supplies and other treats.

Talking with the kids after the games has always been really 

important to Dainian. When I see him smiling and posing with

each child for a picture, I know he is doing it because he genu-

inely loves those kids and wants to make a difference in their 

lives. Even when he is worn out and in pain—after every game

he goes home and sits in a tub of ice to fi ght the abuse his body 

has taken—he believes the interaction with the kids is more 

important than his discomfort.

The fi shing trip that he sponsors every year is for the Monarch 

School for homeless and at-risk teens in San Diego. I often won-

der if he started that part of the foundation because he remem-

bered the day I gathered all the kids and took them on their fi rst 

fi shing trip or if it was because of that Christian youth camp he 

attended where he met all those displaced kids. Maybe it’s both.

The Thanksgiving meals are something he and Torsha look 

forward to as well. Perhaps he thinks about his TCU days—when

he would bring home fellow football players who couldn’t get to

their families—as he passes out more than two thousand com-

plete Thanksgiving dinners to the disadvantaged in San Diego.

“Mom, I’d never seen so many  people!” he told me in 2008. 

“And they were all truly in need.” Dainian and Torsha just hugged 

them and cried with them. “So many of them didn’t know what 

they were going to do or how they were going to make it.”

And when he gives disadvantaged children hundreds of 

pairs of shoes, maybe his mind goes back to the days when

new shoes were a special gift. I remember when Dainian and

LaVar were  little and still at the Boys Club in Waco. Nike had

given all the kids shoes and passed them out there. That affected

LaDainian deeply, because he had been the recipient, and was 

now able to be the one to give. And he remembers how a good
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pair of shoes would last longer and instill a little confi dence

and hope in a child.

But of all of the charity work LaDainian and Torsha do, the 

Christmas program brings them an extra measure of joy. Every 

Christmas Dainian personally gives away more than 1,500 pres-

ents to young patients at San Diego’s children’s hospital and

health center. 

Although CBS’s 60 Minutes captured the work he does there, 

he doesn’t do it to receive publicity. Most of the time he sneaks in 

with no cameras or publicity and spends time with the children. 

But 60 Minutes did catch a moving scene when a beaming LT 

knelt down beside a little girl in a wheelchair and offered her a 

big white teddy bear.

As he handed her the stuffed animal, he said, “This is for you,

my princess.” 
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A B O U T  T H E  A U T H O R S

Loreane Tomlinson was born into a rural life on the outskirts of 

Marlin, Texas. The small house she shared there with her parents, 

three sisters, and a brother lacked many modern conveniences. 

But the children were raised on the Bible, strong discipline, and a 

lot of love. These principles forged a strong drive in her that she

carried into her adult life. 

However, the simple country life Loreane knew and loved did 

not prepare her for the changes she would face while raising her 

own three children, Londria, LaDainian, and LaVar. Especially 

when LaDainian’s love of football catapulted him into the posi-

tion of superstar running back of the San Diego Chargers, taking 

her with him every step of the way. Never in her wildest dreams

did she expect to be on television programs like 60 Minutes, or 

to be making commercials for the likes of Campbell’s soup and

Vizio, or to be giving countless interviews to radio stations and 

publications like Sports Illustrated.

Loreane currently lives in Fort Worth, Texas, is an ordained

minister, and dabbles in real estate. One of her happiest roles

is that of “Granny” to her fi ve grandchildren. Still LaDainian’s

number-one fan, she adds the title of author to her résumé as she

presents her fi rst book, LT & Me.
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Patti M. Britton is a native Texan currently living in Fort Worth.

She received a bachelor’s degree from the University of Texas

at Arlington, where she studied English and sociology. She is

married to Carl Britton, and they have one daughter, Lori. Patti

comes from a long line of published writers and is proud to join

their ranks. 

Her journey with Loreane Tomlinson began with a chance 

meeting on the wooded walking trails in Fort Worth, Texas. Three

years later, Mrs. Tomlinson said to her, “God told me to ask you 

to cowrite my book, LT & Me. If you don’t write it, it won’t be 

written.” So their collaboration began on the same trail as their 

friendship. Through the heat, cold, wind, and rain, they laughed 

and cried together as Loreane’s story unfolded. It is with great 

pride that she submits her contribution to the saga, LT & Me.

Ginger Kolbaba is an editor of discipleship and women’s 

resources, including Today’s Christian Woman magazine and

MarriagePartnership.com. She has been a columnist for Let’s

Worship and has published more than 250 articles. Also an 

accomplished book author, Ginger has written or contributed to

fi fteen books, including her most recent novel series, Secrets from

Lulu’s Café, which includes Desperate Pastors’ Wives, A Matter of 

Wife and Death, and Katt’s in the Cradle.

Ginger also teaches and speaks across the country. She has 

appeared on national venues such as CNN’s Nancy Grace and

Court TV’s Catherine Crier Live, as well as Family Life Radio and 

Moody Radio’s Midday Connection. When she isn’t chained to her 

computer, Ginger enjoys spending time with her husband motor-

cycling through the countryside, visiting Yellowstone National 

Park, walking her Doberman, reading good books, and talking 

theory with her friends about the television series Lost. 
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