MY STORY, HIS GLORY: MEET
MR. MARSHALL: THE MAN,
THE MIRACLE, THE MISSION
AND THE MUSIC
When tragedy came into Marlon’s life it was almost
too much for him to take, but he dug deep and found
a strength within that showed Marlon a resiliency so
powerful that it would not only change his life, but also the
lives of everyone he encountered.

TO KNOW HIM is to love him — ask anybody. Marlon
Marshall is an awesome guy who just has a way with
people. His charismatic personality attracts even the most
acrimonious individuals and wows them until they are
utterly and thoroughly captivated by his plight. He’s not
your average man, nor are his accomplishments those of
the average person. His melodic flow entices the mind
with encouraging lyrics, taking his audience on a reflective
journey so deep that no one would know Marshall was
sentenced to silence for nearly nine months before he heard
his voice again. From a human perspective, Marshall is a
miracle, but from his perspective, God saw fit to have mercy
on his life.
Marshall’s incredible story is something great films are
made of, with adversity placed strategically in the hero’s
path, and the star maneuvering through each obstacle with
strength and faith, keeping the promise front and center
as he overcomes his struggles time and time again. While
tragic conditions may have been a part of his history,
and with the countless hurdles he has fought and won, it
was inevitable for his purpose to be grander than that of
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the average man. Marshall is a father, a son, a brother, a
husband, and most importantly, a man of God; he lives for
change and not only speaks, but also acts to make sure it
happens. This is his story, but God absolutely receives the
glory as I introduce to you Mr. Marshall: The Man, The
Miracle, The Mission, and The Music.
Sometimes I look in the mirror and find myself shocked
by how far I’ve come. There were moments along the
way that scared me so much, I didn’t know whether I
would make it. The paralysis, the seizures, my kidneys, the
drinking, the streets — as a young man, it is often difficult
to comprehend the plan that God has for our lives, or if
there was ever really a plan at all. But as I reflect back,
even in all the confusion, I can honestly say that there was
a voice inside of me, showing me that my life was greater
than the moment I was living in. As I worked through
my toughest trials, I witnessed a picture of my future that
was greater than the pain, greater than the surgeries, and
even greater than what I was living at the moment. And
unbeknownst to me, the people around me recognized that
promise in my life as well. My mother recalled a time when
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I was at my lowest. I was running around with a rough
bunch. We were hanging around doing nothing — no,
we weren’t robbing anyone, but we weren’t exactly model
citizens. Anyway, there was a neighbor who had just lost all
but one person in her family, and she used God’s comfort to
carry her through that difficult time. This woman reached
out to my mother and told her about a strange encounter
she had with me. I had knocked on her door late one
evening, and due to the bunch I was with, she was leery
about opening it, but she did. And in that moment, in that
dark place, I looked her in the eye and asked her to please
pray for me and my friends. I walked away immediately,
but that moment must have stuck with her, and she later
told my mother that there was something special about me.
Even back then, in the midst of my dimness, this woman
saw my promise. But at the time, my lifestyle was hard to
break free from, especially without others’ support, even
though I knew I needed to change my life.
Man, I was an angry street kid growing up. Yes, I came
from a loving home, but the streets had me in their grip
nonetheless, and no one but the buddies who were on
my level could get through to me. And due to their own
misery, they weren’t speaking any positivity into my life. I
was drinking, smoking, and fighting; and while there was
no verbal or physical disrespect, I was disrespectful to my
parents in the way I was living. They worked hard to raise
us, and did all they could to show us something different
than what they experienced when they were young. But
honestly, I could care less what people thought about me, or
about the way I was living my life. Or so I thought.
Neither school nor work was a part of my plan. As a
matter of fact, I lived my life day by day, with absolutely
no plans at all. I was basically watching my existence pass
me by, daring others to challenge the reality I had built for
myself. My poisonous route rang loudly in my ear, telling
me to throw it all away and conform to what was around
me, and I let that voice win. That is, until the day my dad
gave me an ultimatum. “Get your life together, or get out!”
he shouted. That was big for me, mainly because my dad
was a stern, but fair man. He gave us chances and offered
talks and tried his best as a father to model what a man
should be. I have and always will have a deep respect for
my father, but at the same time, I couldn’t hear what he
was saying. I think this was because I didn’t respect myself,
and there were no real repercussions for my actions. I acted
up, I came home, and I got a talk that went in one ear and
out the other, but nothing ever happened to convince me
that I needed to change my life. So, for the man I had so
much respect for to reach a point where he didn’t have any
respect for me as a man, that was the turning point in my
life. When his view of me changed, I realized that I was
disappointing someone who had given everything to help
me understand that my future meant something. Growing

32 • I AM UNASHAMED

“

up, he’d had his own struggles that
made him somewhat tolerant of
I WAS BARELY my behavior, but seeing him get
A MAN, AND
to a point where he was actually
NOW I’D HAVE disappointed in me — that was
than I could stand.
TO ACCEPT THAT more
Not long after my dad’s
I WAS A MAN ultimatum, I started to get my life
WITH EPILEPSY. in order. I got a job, and was really
making some positive changes in
my life. Life was finally working out in my favor, and at
19, I was emerging into manhood and starting to find my
way. I had a grip on things, or so I thought, but then the
moment began when life started testing my will. I wanted
something better for myself, and on my way to work one
day, in the midst of a conversation with a co-worker, life
took a strange turn that would take me nearly 10 years to
process. That day is still pretty fresh in my mind, but my
mother tells it best, as she received a call from the hospital
stating that she needed to get there right away, that I’d had
a grand mal seizure, one in the car on my way to work, and
two more at the hospital. I didn’t remember anything up
until that point; all I recall was talking, and then waking
up in a place I didn’t recognize, and the uneasiness of my
mind and body. We all sat waiting for the doctor to explain
what was happening to me. I wouldn’t be telling the truth if
I didn’t admit that I worried my ailment had something to
do with the lifestyle I had just left behind. That maybe, just
maybe, my choices were coming back for me and paying
me back for my behavior. And even though escaping my
past was tough, I got a taste of something better, and felt
it was important to give my new life a chance. When the
doctor came in and diagnosed me with epilepsy, he gave me
medication to help control the symptoms and sent me on
my way. Epilepsy. What did that mean for my life? What
did that say about who I was? I was barely a man, and
now I’d have to accept that I was a man with epilepsy.
How could I explain something like that to my friends, or
to a woman I wanted to date? What would I say? “Hey,
my name is Marlon, and I have epilepsy,” I’d say, and

wait expectantly to see
how she’d respond.
As a man, I struggled
with what this new
development meant for
my life, but still, in the
back of my mind, I could
hear that little voice telling
me that this was all part of
the journey. So I pushed
forward, still confused and
still overwhelmed by the
moment, and then BAM,
another seizure hit me
when I got home later that
night. Again, I woke up in
the hospital, unsure of how
I got there.
Once I got the medicine
in my system, life seemed
to normalize a bit, at least
for a while. I went back
to my routine and felt
like I was really making
headway. I took life day
by day, with no real
outlook for the future.
Granted, sometimes I was
nervous about what the future held, which probably had
something to do with my uneasiness, but planning for the
future scared the hell out of me. Then one morning, as I
prepared for work, I understood why. I was getting myself
together and wandered into the bathroom to brush my
teeth. Without really looking in the mirror, I began rinsing
my mouth, and noticed that the mouthwash was streaming
from one side down my chin. I rinsed again, and the
seepage continued trickling down my chin into the sink.
So freeze for a second — have you ever had a moment in
your life when it seemed like you were living your worst
nightmare? Like even if you had to go through one thing

Clockwise from top left: Marlon
and his mother, Marlon and his
father, Marlon during recovery
after his kidney transplant.

that was bad, as long as it wasn’t this or that, you
were good? Well, that moment came for me when
I looked in the mirror and saw a totally disfigured
face. I stood there, speechless — what could I say?
— and tried to process what was happening. And actually, I
couldn’t say anything, because not only was I experiencing
facial paralysis, but I couldn’t even speak. Screaming wasn’t
an option, and all I could do was grab my things and take
yet another trip to the hospital to figure out, yet again, what
was happening in my life. And while I waited, that whisper
came to me again, and told me that this was all part of my
journey. So I sat, and I waited and listened as the doctor
told me that I had Bell’s Palsy. It was an inconvenience, yes,
but it only stayed with me a few months. The inability to
speak, however, lasted nearly nine.
I know, you are sitting and reading this, and probably
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From left: Marlon at one of
his concerts, Marlon with his
wife and children, Marlon’s
brave outing.

wondering whether I’ve ever had sunshine in my life. I was
thinking the same thing while life threw me into my very
own obstacle course. I did feel, at times, that my path was a
bit too hard to travel alone, but one day, I made my way to
a local waterpark and met the most beautiful woman I had
ever seen. I stood there trying to get my mack on, digging
deep to find the courage to talk to her. I was a little hesitant
to approach her, what with everything I had been through,
but on the inside, I knew that whatever was meant for me
would be mine regardless of my flaws and insecurities.
So, I walked over to her with as much swag as a 21-yearold could manage, and I flirted with her. I didn’t want to
come on too strong; I wanted to look for signs that she was
interested. And then we were dating. Lisa, Lisa, Lisa —
what can I say about the woman who challenged me to
become a man before she would accept me as her husband?
I can say that she was everything I had ever dreamed of. I
can admit, though, that I was a bit intimidated by our age
difference. She was older than I was, but I didn’t let that
deter me from getting to know her, and wanting her in my

34 • I AM UNASHAMED

life. After three years
of dating, I asked
her to marry me, but
she declined, and
I can understand
why. I was still quite
immature at the
time, and hadn’t
really evolved into
the man I would
someday be. But
with a lot of twists
and turns, and
plenty of ups and
downs that tested
our relationship, she
finally accepted my
proposal, and a year
later — on October
26, 2002 — we were
married. That was
such an exciting
moment in my life.
Lisa and I had two children, and were about to embark
on an incredible journey together. They moved into my
apartment the very next day, and I could finally experience
waking up to her and the kids, and living with her as my
wife. That said, even after more than eight years of dating,
I’m not sure that she was prepared for what came next.
We were five months into our marriage when I received
a call from the doctor. It turned out that I needed to come
in for some tests. They wanted me to have a kidney biopsy
due to the excessive amount of protein in my urine. I
really thought nothing of it, scheduled the appointment,
and went in to have the test, which was very painful and
included an overnight stay. Within a week, the doctor
was telling me to drop by to discuss the results. These
results would shape who I was as a man for the rest of
my life. In terms of my marriage, while Lisa and I had
longevity, we hadn’t ever experienced anything like the
blow we were about to receive. Lisa and I sat there hand in
hand as the doctor delivered the results. Focal Segmental
Glomerulosclerosis was the diagnosis that came from his
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lips, and I had it in both of my
GOD DIDN’T TAKE kidneys. In fact, not only did I
this disease, but my kidneys
ME THROUGH ALL have
were failing. I didn’t instantly react
OF THIS TO KEEP to the results; I guess I was still in
MY MOUTH SHUT disbelief, because it felt like I was
nothing more than
— THOSE DAYS experiencing
a bad dream. But within a couple
OF SILENCE ARE days, my nightmare became a
reality, and I realized that I wasn’t
OVER.
sure if I had what it took to get
through this one. This ailment couldn’t be cured with a
pill. My options were extreme fixes, one of which would
keep me confined, while the other would give me the ability
to experience a full life again, but only if I could find a
matching donor. That was the only decision that I didn’t
think twice about. To me, that choice was easy — I was
not having dialysis. That was not the way God wanted me
to live my life, and committing to dialysis would also keep
me from having a kidney transplant when the time came.
I was adamant about my decision, because I knew that I
wasn’t going to take a chance and throw away my only shot
at a normal life. I wasn’t going to spend my life tied to a
machine three times a week, living a partial existence when
my potential was so great.
As we moved through the process of finding a matching
donor — I was later told there were so many potential
donors, that people had to be turned away due to the cost
of testing — we eventually found a match within my family,
but the mental effects of my circumstances were starting to
wear me down. I pretty much kept my feelings to myself
and didn’t share what I was going through inside. The
pressures of manhood started to sink in while Lisa and
I had to sit down and make adult decisions, just in case I
didn’t pull through. And even though I felt like I would
overcome the challenges in my life, I worried that life had
a different plan for me, and maybe I wouldn’t win this
thing. And if I didn’t, what would happen to the family
that I created? They depended on me. They needed me, so
regardless of how much energy it took, I continued getting
up, going to work and doing my job, thinking that no one
was the wiser, and the only one being fooled was me. My
reluctance to accept help and guidance led me to a place

where I was no longer able to support the very family that
I was trying to protect. My children didn’t understand why
their father wasn’t interacting with them, and honestly,
neither did my wife. What they didn’t understand was that
since I was supposed to be their superhero, I didn’t want
them to perceive me as weak, and I didn’t want to share
my unwillingness to admit that this thing had become
too hard for me. But as I grew and saw the effects these
circumstances had on them, I knew that I had to get my
emotions in check and allow the ones around me to help.
They were there for me, but my pride kept me from letting
them in; and yet, they were a part of it, and I needed to tell
them that I needed them as much as they needed me.
The process took ages — it seemed like forever — and
as we waited, more issues began to arise. The medications
were making me sick, and both Lisa and I had to inject
them into my stomach. I was leaning heavily on her now,
and I knew that she hadn’t signed up for this, but she
stepped up and took on the role all the same, regardless of
how angry or nasty I was during the process. And not only
did the meds get me down, but dealing with a hereditary
condition called tremors, a neurological disorder that forces
your body to move involuntarily, was taking a toll on me
as well. With everything I was going through, that was
something I really didn’t need, especially while trying to
give myself injections or separating the many medications
that I needed to take while waiting for the transplant. With
hundreds of doctor’s appointments, bladder infections and
a scary bout of gout in both my feet that kept me from
walking, God humbled me and put me in a position where
I could lean on Lisa more. I felt that angry boy coming
back, but the man in me appreciated my wife tremendously,
even though sometimes I failed to show it. I won’t lie, it’s
easy to fall into the trap of a pity party, but what Lisa didn’t
realize is that throughout my solo extravaganza, I was
planning for our future and thinking of ways to make up for
all the craziness I put her through.
Finally, it was time for the transplant; everyone had been
tested, a match was selected, and now all that was left was
to make this thing happen. Everyone was there, saying
prayers for me, as two of my mother’s sons were going
under the knife. As my family sat in the waiting room, my
mother quietly sat there praying along with the rest of my
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family. She said she prayed for a successful surgery, but she
also experienced a personal moment with God, asking Him
to give her the strength of acceptance in case one of her
children didn’t make it through. The anxiety filled her spirit
as she sat there waiting, wondering what was happening,
and hoping her boys would be okay. Then, like an angel,
she said this elderly woman sitting in the chair beside her
grabbed her hand and told her that everything would
be okay. And at that moment, my mother said she knew
everything would be okay. And we were okay. We pulled
through, but as recovery sank in, I began to question my
decision to go through with the transplant in the first place,
due to the insufferable pain.
Within a month of the transplant, I was back at the
hospital, due to blood clots in my leg. These clots were
quickly taken care of, and I was able to kick off the recovery
process and adjust to my new life. I was more active,
working again, and becoming more confident; I even
started playing sports again, which ended up being my
awakening. While I was getting better, I wasn’t the man
I was before, and I ended up back in the hospital for an
emergency surgery, due to the ball hitting me on the side
where my donated kidney was, causing a hematoma. That
process in itself was complicated, because no one wanted
to perform that surgery; it involved going in and removing
the hematoma in order to save the donor kidney. But one
doctor was up for the challenge, and my family and I
witnessed yet another miracle in my life — and now, here
on this day, I feel great!
I recently celebrated a full decade since my transplant,
and with the exception of a bout of shingles back in 2011,
my fight has paid off. No, it wasn’t easy, and I still have my
struggles, but what is more important is that I could really
start living my life the way I’d always dreamed. Yes, the
timing wasn’t perfect, but I can honestly say that I am living
some of the best moments of my life. And yet, as time went
on, I felt I wasn’t showing enough gratitude for all that was
done in my life. For all the blessings that God bestowed
upon my life, I kept receiving this pull to give back, so in
2011, my wife and I started a 501(c) 3 organization called
B.R.A.V.E. 458, a community outreach organization that
provides the homeless with the tools they need to survive,
in addition to providing mentoring services to youth and
assistance to single parents in need. To Lisa and me,
that is what our non-profit is all about, being righteous
and victorious every day, which is also the meaning of
B.R.A.V.E, with the numbers being mostly sentimental to
the two of us. And the good just kept on coming, because
in 2013 I graduated from Boston University with an
associate’s degree in Digital Filmmaking and Media. And
the following year, my wife and I started an entertainment
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HE TRUSTED
ME ENOUGH
TO SHOW THE
WORLD THAT
A TEMPORARY
STUMBLE
DOESN’T HAVE
TO MEAN A
PERMANENT
FALL.

company called Blood Related
Entertainment in an effort to spark
creativity and motivation, with a
focus on building God’s kingdom
worldwide.
But the one thing I would
say has been entrenched in me
my whole life is my music. I had been writing songs and
performing for years, but it wasn’t until I endured this
experience that I redefined who it was I made my music for.
For so many years, I wrote for the world, but I had become
inspired by God giving me a second chance, and the
opportunity to not only be alive, but involved and present
in my family’s lives. After all that, why wouldn’t I want to
write music glorifying Him? That move ended up being a
success, and as I write my lyrics, I am still overwhelmed by
the fact that my audience has grown. Yes, my style is my
style, but the message is something that anyone can relate to
and grow from.
So with everything that you just took in, know that
your boy is good today! I have a good life with a beautiful
family, and while I get a little tired sometimes, my little
girl Mckenzy, who we were blessed with not long after the
transplant, shows me how important it is to get up and
move every day — otherwise life will end up passing me by.
My journey is by no means over, and even though I try and
do so much for so many people, I believe the endurance
of my private life is what gave me the courage to share my
journey publicly. God didn’t take me through all of this to
keep my mouth shut — those days of silence are over. What
God did, way back when, was show this street kid a glimpse
into his future. He gave a struggling young man saving
grace moments throughout his hellacious journey, taking
him to this place where I stand right now — flat-footed in
your face, and blessed that He trusted me enough to show
the world that a temporary stumble doesn’t have to mean a
permanent fall.

