
A lunch fit for two kings of prime sirloin cooked to epicurean perfection, sweet glazed carrots 

and blanched asparagus drizzled in a raspberry-honey emulsion lingered in his mind as he sat in a too 

small chair at a too small table for his muscular six foot one, two hundred and fifteen pound body.  

However delicious and exotic the food he had been treated to for lunch was, the food at his mother’s 

small table in their small kitchen was better.  It wasn’t necessarily more flavorful but it was just better.  

Each bite filled him with something that he could not describe.  It was simply better.  He hulked over the 

table as he sat with his elbows on it munching sweet potatoes and beef stew unconsciously humming to 

the rhythm of his chews as he always did. 

  The kitchen was filled with people watching him as he ate.  They all knew him well; family, 

friends, neighbors, church members and his high school coach.  Although they knew him well, without 

exception they all looked at him anew.  He was the exact same Herschel Walker; unchanged by this ever 

increasing fame and notoriety, but they could not help it.  That fame had changed, at least to some 

extent, how they looked at him.  Their reevaluation of him was not necessarily negative.  In most ways it 

was benign to their relationships with him.  These rethinkings of the Herschel they had known had more 

to do with who their Herschel would be to others now that his life had become so public.  He was no 

longer just theirs but now he belonged to the eyes of everyone and anyone interested in football.  There 

was therefore a small thought of losing him to the larger world but simultaneously and not completely 

separate, existed also a pride in just how excited the world outside of that kitchen was to receive their 

Herschel.  To think, in the athletic offices of the nation’s top universities rich, well respected white men 

were staying up late awaiting word from a country ass teenage nigger from Georgia.  The kitchen, the 

living room, the backyard and the driveway all swelled with communal pride born of the individual 

relationships they all had with the large 18 year old football star who sat at the table he always sat at 

eating the same sweet potatoes and beef stew dishes he usually ate.  And they were still as delicious 

today as they had always been. 

 All of the people in the kitchen and on the back porch were close to Herschel in some way; 

family, neighbors, childhood friends, his high school football coach.  The living room, front porch and 

driveway were different however.  That small strip of metal running along the floor separating the 

squeaky linoleum flooring of the kitchen from the tan carpet of the living room acted as a dividing line of 

sorts.  The same was true of the Dixie fence that defined the boundaries of the backyard.  People from 

all over town and a number of special guests like the coach of Clemson University and the news crew 

from Atlanta parked in a white van a few houses down the street came to get their piece of Herschel’s 

story and his future.  The front of the house was filled with their whispers that blew on the wind and out 

to nothing like the smoke from the Newports that they exhaled from the mouths.  Petty miasma…  Lies 

about their nearness to the young man, lies about their nearness to the family, and lies about their 

motives for being there.   Where the front yard and the living room were noisy with whispers of half-

truths and outright lies, the kitchen, back porch and backyard were filled with loud, jubilant and 

congratulatory conversation.  Whereas the loiterers outside all had an opinion they were eager to share 

with the young star about which college program he should sign to, those in the kitchen and backyard 

talked about everything but that subject.  His mother didn’t talk to him at all.  She had helped him 

narrow his schools down to two and both were close enough to home for her so she didn’t really mind 

either way.  She had a little more like for the coach at Clemson but not enough to skew her in that 

direction per se.  She stood in the kitchen incessantly washing dishes.  Her pruned fingers stressed the 

constitution of the ceramic; her forearms flexing enough to see striation in her supple arms.  His siblings 



had their opinions as well.  Their minds were filled with the exciting names and the destination 

universities whose coaches had assured them they would have the opportunity to visit frequently so 

long as Herschel signed on their dotted lines.  But their mother made sure that that stuff was never 

allowed to seep into the discussion.  “The decision is Herschel’s” she would say.  “If you like that school 

so much then you should get good at football too.  Ain’t that right?”  Those words were the end of their 

part in the discussion, when she was around.   

 Uncles teased him and gave him advice about all the women that would be coming his way once 

he got to one of “them big football schools” and they mocked him for the momma’s boyishness with 

which he visited the campuses.  “Shit, I can’t believe you took your momma on them college campus 

tours…I bet they had girls just all set up ready to give you some.  Good googaleemoogalee boy!  And 

them girls out there in LA.”  He chuckled at their words in ambivalent humor.  He had experienced girls 

and even grown women coming at him as a high school hero but college would be on a-whole-nother 

level.  His games would be on TV every Saturday and even people outside of the south who aren’t 

adherents to the southern religion of SEC football would know his name, his face, his weight, his home 

town, his favorite color.  Loads of pussy on the horizon for sure.  On the other hand though, he wasn’t 

sure he wanted that.  An 18 year old’s hormones will generally over ride even the best advice but a 

mother’s words are hard to fall from one’s mind.  “Them fast girls out there ain’t no spring chickens now 

baby.  They’ll mess up a young man’s life.  You better be careful out there now.”  Honestly he also 

wasn’t particularly enthused about becoming even more famous.  People knowing him in Georgia was 

one thing, annoying in itself, but people knowing him country wide would be something else.  He valued 

his privacy.  Furthermore terrible shyness crippled him in little old local interviews bringing about the 

consistent fear that one day his childhood speech impediments would resurface out of nowhere 

exposing him to the threat of being adored and admired as that ‘big strong dumb fast nigger’.   

 His high school coach, nestled quietly in a corner where he had been clinging to small talk with 

one of Herschel’s neighbors, reached into his leather briefcase and with no digging immediately pulled 

out a black VHS tape with a white label upon which was written ineloquently on three lines “Herschel 

Walker Highlights”.  He held it up in the air.  “This is that video I was telling you about Mrs. Walker.”  

Herschel’s mother who, although obviously disinterested, politely looked back to acknowledge him.  

Coach knew she wouldn’t be enthused about it just as she wasn’t when he mentioned it before.  He 

spoke in her direction and addressed her but he was seeking attention from the kitchen at large.  He 

continued on “Ya’ll gonna love this video I’m telling ya.  Some of the kids at the school put this thing 

together for me.”  He left the kitchen with a following of five people.  Herschel’s mother was not one of 

them.  The coach and the five from the kitchen took over the television in the living room much to the 

chagrin of a number of people surprisingly not much too excited to watch Herschel Walker Highlights 

while at Herschel Walker’s house.  The coach bent down working with a mess of all black wires behind 

the large wood grain floor model television.  A tall young girl with four long thick plaits partially standing 

up on the top, sides and back of her head came over to help him.  She made quick work of the wires by 

immediately knowing which ends to stick where.  The coach stood up and stepped back.  As the girl 

turned the nobs to the right number the coach stood with his arms crossed, grinning.  He watched as the 

girl put the VHS in the VCR and pressed play.  His stance grew in swagger as it began to play and when 

the first play came on his eyes and everyone else’s lit up in awe.  “Good God Almighty!!!” said an old 

man on the couch who had actually never seen him play in person.  The old man jumped back in his seat 

in an empathetic reaction to hit Herschel delivered on a would be tackler.  On another play they got to 



see Herschel’s world class speed on full display as he dashed by defenders who had perfect angles on 

him.  When the defense thought they had him at the sideline he took it to an extra gear and flew down 

the sideline just beyond their grasp.  Some of the plays had him outrunning the defense.  Others 

displayed his agility.  He juked and dodged, stutter-stepped and leapt.  On one play he dove into the end 

zone over the heads of the lineman and landed on his feet.  “That’s my boy doggoneit…He can do it all!” 

shouted a distant cousin who lived just a few houses down the street.  Excitement overtook the living 

room.  People yelled as the highlight reel played.  Handshakes, jumping, clapping and the emphatic 

shouting of praises for the seemingly invincible young athlete.  Suddenly the screen turned blue.  

Everyone remained riveted but turned their attentions to small little independent conversations which 

began to spring up throughout the living room.  The coach didn’t engage in any.  He held up his hand 

and pointed to the television screen when people came to him for stories or answers or opinions.   He 

leaned down and tapped on the shoulder of the tall young girl with the plaits.  She sat crisscross on the 

and whipped her entire body around from the torso in response.  The point pointed to the VCR and said 

“You mind fast forwarding through this part for me there sweetheart?”  She shook her head “Yes” at 

him.  Then she scooted right on over to the VCR.  The coach returned immediately to that confident 

stance; a little smirk visible on his face.  “Ayight now yall.  Watch this part here.  We put all his high 

school stuff on this tape.” The coach stood proud waiting for the footage.  Staticky lines ran horizontal 

across the screen apparently matching the speed on the black film rolling in the VCR.  After a few 

seconds the lines stopped and the grainy image of 8 men standing at the end of a track replaced them.  

In the far left lane stood a figure, Adonis like even in the grainy picture.  He stood out immediately as a 

hulking mass among the shorter, thinner boys in the other lanes.   

 The little girl pressed play.  The runners got into position.  The shot of a pistol that sounded  

more like the weak clanking of two pieces of metal on the video was heard and the men were off.  On 

the right side, Herschel started faster and finished faster.  His size was an anomaly to his size.  The coach 

knew what he would be losing in the once in a lifetime freakish combination of size and athleticism.  He 

rocked back on his heels then allowed himself to roll forward on his tip toes and shrugged his shoulders.  

After the hundred meters came the 4x4 relay where his school wrecked the competition.  Herschel 

anchored the team extending a ten meter lead to what was easily a fifteen to twenty meter lead.  The 

thin streamline runner whose team came in second by a deciding margin ahead of third gave it his all in 

a strenuous effort just to keep up with Herschel.  However that was to no avail.  Herschel was gearing 

down with little more than a soft pant as the second place team’s runner pushed hurled his body 

forward to the finish line.  The room jumped for joy.  The head coach of Clemson University sat on the 

edge of the couch utterly stunned by what he had seen.  He might as well had been the hungry wolf 

licking his chops as he looked at a succulent feast of an athlete.   

 A short stop and then fuzz followed the first race just after the video cut away from the 

victorious yet stoic face of Walker.  The next highlight began.  It was from a high vantage point on the 

side of the track.  The video was unsteady owing likely to the fact that it was shot from a rickety high 

school coaches box.  A slight volume change with a tiny crack and the race began.  Around the quarter 

point of the 100 meters the race was a three way tie between Herschel and two shorter runners.  From 

that point he pulled away so that by the halfway point he had created a space of 2 or so meters 

between he and the next sprinter.  By the last third of the track he had added about two more meters to 

the gap and when he crossed the finish line he was all alone still running upright and not even looking at 

all out of breath.  The sprinters behind him leaned forward trying to shave just an extra inch or two off 



the gap; just a millisecond off the time.  This highlight tape was the stuff of home town legend with 

physical proof to back it all up.  A few more videos played of him running and doing the shot put.  There 

was even a rare video of him goofing around in the gymnasium.  Laughing while standing under the goal 

he received a pass from someone off screen and without even preparing he launched himself 

effortlessly into the air and dunked the basketball.  “Hot damn” screeched an old man sitting off to the 

side in a white plastic chair.  He yanked his blue Braves cap off of head exposing the smooth shiny black 

ball spot in between the long white sides of his hair.  He slapped the hat down on his knee to show that 

the mere sight of such a feat had blown his mind.  “Now that’s a bad boy right there…  Shiiiiiiiiit.  Sign 

that boy to the pros today.  Somebody call the Falcons.  Get me the phone.”  The man slapped his hat 

back on and stood up quickly and laboriously in that way that old men tend to get up; pushing off their 

knees to gain some momentum.  He acted as if what he had seen was too much for him to take in.  “Shit.  

I done seen enough.  That boy bad.  Whatever teams gets him just needs a half decent defense and 

they’ll have one hell of a team.”  He said loud goodbyes to the room and shook a few hands.  He made a 

trip completely out of his way to the coach of Clemson and chuckled.  “Too bad for you he going to 

Georgia.”  The coach grinned, shook his head from side to side and said “We’ll just have to wait and see.”   

 When the apparent truth of the VHS stopped, leaving the screen blank blue, the speculation and 

mythology took over the room.  It spread on the drafts in the house moving from one room of the house 

to another and then outside to the front and back yards.  “Aye now” said one of Herschel’s track 

teammates in the living room.  “See, that video don’t show the heat before that.  I was in that heat.  

Herschel beat me but he didn’t smoke me like he did them.  Me and Steve was right there with him.  I 

only got beat by about by like three feet and Steve almost tied with him.  The only reason I wasn’t in 

that finals heat was because they only take the top two out of every heat.   If I was in that heat then it 

would’ve been a whole lot closer.  Herschel ain’t never smoked me in no race.”   

Herschel’s coach answered questions like a spokesman and a scholar on his just recently former star.  He 

relished in his new position as the foremost authority on the young man.  Big name university coaches 

came by his house, bought him nice dinners.  They stopped by his school just to sit in his office and chat.  

They came to him to get the real story about this once in a lifetime talent that he “discovered”.  They 

asked him football questions and seemed impressed by his knowledge of the game even suggesting he 

take a stab at becoming a college coach.  They offered him positions on their staffs as running backs 

coach or strange titles that he didn’t know football programs had, like play development manager or 

strength and conditioning regiment developer.  They said there is no way Herschel had trained himself.  

They suggested that coach was a fitness guru.  Having won a championship, other High School gave him 

a sort of mentor status.  They asked him if they could pick his brain.  Scouts asked how he was able to 

find such a gem.  And he loved every question, every dinner, every offer to teach the game, every 

opportunity to share imaginary secrets to football success.   

 A fat boy offensive lineman who was close friends with Herschel regaled the back porch with a 

story after overhearing another lineman rant in a mischievous whisper that it was really they who 

deserved a lot of the credit for much of Herschel’s success as a running back.  To a large gaggle of 

neighborhood eighteen to twenty-somethings the fat boy in a big sloppy shirt and tight jeans which 

showed his awkwardly small legs argumentatively interrupted the quiet spiel.  “Nah.  Nah.  Hold on now.  

We had a pretty good line.  I mean we were good.   One our tackles is going Florida.  We wasn’t no joke 

but Herschel made us look good.  Shoot.  One time I was supposed to be pulling around the edge to 

block for him on a sweep and ran the wrong damn way.  Five of them got in the backfield.  One of them 



was Jaques Guilliam.  You know, the All-State Line Backer.  Shoot, I think he going to Auburn.  But it’s 

five people in the backfield and me and the full back blocked the wrong way so ain’t nobody there to 

block for Herschel at all.  Doggone Herschel stop on a dime and cut back.  All in one move and then take 

off to where we at.  He don’t even wait for us to set up a block.  He just pass us and run a touchdown. 

“  He told his story in a condescending defiance.   It’s whiny tone told the crowd that there was 

absolutely no truth to what the other lineman had been spouting so lowly.  The other boy went even 

quieter and tried to explain his previous words.  “Well, I was just saying that it wasn’t like he did 

everything by hisself.  We were a good line and he wouldn’t ‘ve got all them yards with another line.”  A 

schoolmate of theirs disagreed with the boy’s explanation.  “Oh hell nah.  You was like the line is the 

reason he got them records.  Nah.  Don’t be trying to change it now.”  The conversation changed in tone 

and Herschel’s close fat boy friend laid into his fellow lineman.  “What he talking about?  Shit.  Half the 

time you don’t even have to block for Herschel.  He hit the line before your ol’ flicted ass get out of your 

stance.  He now bowled like half the other team over by the time you move far enough to do any 

blocking for him.”  The other lineman countered not wanting to lose face in the argument.  “See.  See.  

You act like that man a super hero or some shit.  Like he just play by hisself or something.”  The fat 

sloppy boy’s eyes popped wide.  He laughed an exaggerated hilarity.  “See.  You ain’t right.  I ain’t saying 

he superman but you trying to say he ain’t shit.  He the best player out and everybody know that.  Shit.  

He ain’t even a lineman and he block better than you.  Don’t make me call you out.”  Flustered but 

unable to let it go the other lineman urged him on.  “Whatever.  I don’t care.  Call me out.”  Looking at 

the boy with a smirk of warranted and necessary condescension the boy positioned himself to deliver a 

verbal knock out.  He delivered his words in the way young men tell a joke meant only to hurt.  “Ok.  Ok.  

What about that time at practice coach had Herschel do hitting drills with us?  What happened?  Why 

you ain’t going around telling everybody about that?”  The boy was silent.  He looked away embarrassed.  

Knowing that the funny would soon be on him he grinned preemptively.  “Yeah.  Yeah.  That’s exactly 

what I thought.  You ain’t tell nobody that Herschel knocked you out when ya’ll had to go up against 

each other.”  The listeners howled.  They burst into uproarious laughter patting the boy on the back and 

bumping against him as they mocked him.  Trying to continue the story over the laughter Herschel’s 

friend shouted “What?  See.  He didn’t wanna tell ya’ll that Herschel knocked his big ass into the air and 

he like flipped over sideways.  He like 6’4 three fifty and Herschel ain’t nothing but like two ‘O’ five.  I’m 

trying to tell ya’ll though.  Herschel knocked his ass out.  We had to stop practice because, ‘this fool’, 

blacked out. Heain’tevenknow where he was.  He started calling for his momma and shit.”  “Nah. Nah.” 

said the boy in reply doing his best to let the smile cover the burning embarrassment he felt.  “You going 

overboard now.  I ain’t say  ‘momma’.”  Herschel’s friend began again “This mother…” when suddenly 

the door flung open.  The gaggle of youths jumped to propriety.  One dropped his cigarette and slid his 

foot slowly to hide it without drawing attention.  A women stood halfway in and halfway out of the door.  

“I know ya’ll ain’t out here cussing and shit.  Ya’ll know better than that.  I heard your big ass Stanley.  I’ll 

call your momma and send your tail home boy.”  “Yes ma’am.  I’m sorry” said Stanley, the fat boy who 

had so seriously taken up to protecting the legend of his friend.  “Don’t be sorry boy.  Stop that damn 

cussing.” said the woman before taking a long drag of her cigarette and returning back into the house.  

The young men all looked at each other and laughed.  In a display of southern respect for their elders 

they moved away from the porch and over to an empty corner of the back yard so that could curse and 

smoke courteously.  

While the entire house, outside and in, conversed, argued, speculated and for those truly in his corner 

prayed about him,  Herschel sat eating in the kitchen with a mind made clear by a young man’s childish 



notion of fate.  Childish, yet useful it was.  No need to listen to the nay says or the well means. No need 

to listen to all the coaches and their promises.  No need to listen to everyone’s opinion about which 

school he should choose.  No need to think out the myriad ways things could go if he chose this or that 

school over this or that school.  It was straight forward.  So he didn’t hear the noise around him.  His 

mind was calm.  Uninterrupted he enjoyed the sweet potatoes.  The brown sugar and syrup made it 

sweeter to the taste than any of Nestle’s best candies.  The meaty gravy over the cheap tender cuts of 

meat he savored slowly without uttering a word.  His mother anxious and continued in her head the 

prayers she had been saying for him ever since he star had risen.  She kept herself busy with all the 

people at the house and the chores they caused for her.  His brothers and sisters stayed away from him 

for fear of their mother.  People walked by and congratulated him on his accomplishments on their way 

through the house.  They wished him success in the future and gave him unnecessary advice.  Herschel 

nodded and smiled barely saying a word.  He really didn’t care what they had to say.  He had a simple 

fate mechanism that would take care of all of this.  He just let them get out their need to somehow just 

say they were in some way a part of this.  They patted him on the back as if some of magic had rubbed 

off on them and now on their hands they had some residue to hold as a keepsake. 

 When Herschel finished he did a grand tour of the small property.  He thanked the few 

stragglers who stayed until after eight o’clock on a Tuesday night in February.  The coach from Clemson 

still feeling he had a 50/50 shot to win the lotto was the final person to leave.  Herschel walked him 

down the driveway as he gave his one final spiel.  He assured Herschel that Clemson had put a lot of 

good pieces together to make serious runs at a national championship for the next few years.  He said 

that Herschel would put them over the top.  Knowing how serious about fitness Herschel was he tried 

desperately to sell his facilities and trainers.  “World class” he said every chance he got to drop it into his 

speech.  He talked about preparing Herschel for the pros and pro paychecks.  He said he could make him 

that player and that playing in the ACC would better preserve his body.  “You don’t want to run into the 

ground like a dog before you ever get to make a penny from football.  Those coaches in the SEC like to 

thank they already coaching in the pros.  They will run you hurt bo(y).  Now I can promise you that.  

They’ve done that to many a good player over the years.  I’m telling you.”  He wagged his hand signing 

with his entire being.  Herschel, being relentlessly humble and courteous, agreed politely to everything 

he said.  Even when he said Clemson is the place for you he agreed in a noncommittal acquiescence 

giving the coach the feeling that his trip to bumble fuck, Georgia had not been a waste.  The coach with 

the sense that his 50/50 had at least become a bit better.   Another coach, who had spent the greater 

part of his afternoon attempting to caress the ego of an ego-less young man, sat in his office along with 

a number of his staff going over contingencies for losing a lottery with only a 25 percent chance of 

winning.  The team thumbed through notes on the players they already had or that had declared for 

them earlier.  “You stay fuller fishing in a small pond with lots of smaller fish than you do fishing in a big 

lake with a shit ton of huge fish” he told his staff.   

Back in the house Herschel lie down on the fluffy tan carper floor and stared up at the ceiling.  He forced 

his hands down into the tight pockets of his jeans.  He felt around inside; an M&M wrapper, some 

pressed and folded loose cash, and down at the bottom of his left from pocket a few small pieces of 

change.  He cupped the coins and slid them out of the pocket.  He brought them up to his face to look at 

them.  His face was blank; stolid.  From the feel of the change he could tell he had no quarters but he 

had to double check just in case.  He sat up.  “No quarters” he thought.  His face frumped up into a sort 

of languid pout.  Then he got up and looked around his room; plenty of pennies, nickels and dimes but 



not one quarter.  Now somewhat annoyed he stood at the door with his hand on the door knob  

wondering whether or not to go out and look for a quarter in the kitchen junk drawer where there was 

always loose change.  Perhaps he should just do it with a one of the other coins.  It really made no 

difference either way in the end but he could not shake the feeling that he needed a quarter.  He turned 

the knob and walked down the dark hall trying to move a solid 215 pounds quietly on a an old squeaky 

floor.  At the end of the hall he noticed a faint light.  Hearing no noise he assumed that someone had 

just forgotten to turn off the light that hung over the kitchen sink; a common occurrence in the house.  

As he stepped into the kitchen however he was surprised to see that his mother was sitting there.  Her 

elbow on the kitchen table she sat leaning over with her hand both supporting her head and covering 

her face.  She appeared in depths of serious thought.  A coffee mug of milk on the table in front of her, 

she circled the rim of it with the middle finger of her free hand.   

 Seeing her in what seemed a distressed state Herschel slowly approached her.  He went to 

speak but before a sound left his mouth his mother beat him to it.  Without looking up she pushed out 

her words inside of a low sleepy yawn.  “Herschel.  What you still doing up baby.  I thought you were in 

your room sleep.”  Surprised that she spoke first, Herschel had nothing to say.  He paused and slightly 

changed his direction to the refrigerator.  “Oh, I just wanted something to drink.”  Returning her 

question with similar concern he asked “What you doing up Momma?”  His mother released her hand 

from the mug of milk and placed it on her upper chest and began rubbing it as she replied.  “Miss Leila 

Belle brought over that old greasy casserole she always be making…Stuff shole know it’s good but I 

believe it now gave me heartburn.”  Herschel shook his head as he opened the refrigerator and looked 

at what was inside.  “Mama; now you know you can’t eat no greasy mess like that late in the day.”  She 

shook her head from side to side only replying “I know.  I tell you, I know”.  Not actually wanting 

anything to drink Herschel picked between Cool Aide, Sweet Tea, Coca Cola, Milk and Sunny D.  Out of 

those he wanted absolutely nothing but he went ahead anyway and poured himself a large plastic cup of 

Sunny D.  His lie about why he was in the kitchen had not been very well thought out very well.  Now 

that he had a cup in his hand he had to sit down at the table with his mother.  She didn’t allow drinks or 

food to be taken to the back.  He and his siblings would take potato chips, candy and drinks in their 

rooms when she wasn’t around to see them and then hide the evidence in closets and drawers but none 

of them dared to take anything back there in front of her.   

 The two of them sat quietly for some time.  His mother drank the milk slowly.  Her sips were 

shallow.  Not to mention the frequency with which she took sips which did little to speed up the process.  

Neither of them wanted to talk about which school he would choose.  Her mother wanted him to feel 

confident that it was his own decision and Herschel didn’t want her to know that college football was 

not the only choice.  He also didn’t want her to know how he would make his decision.  It would be so 

arbitrary as to be hurtful to a loving mother.  The thought that something was well thought through 

would give it more validity;  she would never understand Herschel’s youthful choice to test fate.  Trying 

to outlast his mother Herschel got up and poured himself another cup of Sunny D.  He poured it slow, 

stirred it needlessly then sat back down.  His mother had so many things she wanted to say to him.  She 

had so many questions she wanted to ask him.  Have you thought about this?  Have you considered that.  

What do you plan to do if…?  I think this about that coach.  I don’t care much for this coach.  That 

mascot is stupid and I don’t like the colors.  Do they have special seats for us so we can come and see 

you play at the bowl games?  But she sacrificed her motherly need to know for he son’s need to be 

secure in knowing he made his own decision.  It’s not the most difficult task to get to sleep with minor 



heartburn but it’s incredibly hard to turn off a mother’s mind the night before such a big event in the life 

of her son.  So many emotions dancing in the folds of her mind that wasn’t enough room left for it lie 

down and rest.   

After Herschel’s second drink, he had to admit defeat.  He couldn’t out last his mother tonight.  He knew 

her heartburn wasn’t just of the kind created by Miss Leila Belle’s casserole.  He got up and decided that 

doing it with a quarter wasn’t necessary.  It didn’t change anything.  Herschel got up slowly.  He walked 

over to the sink and washed his cup.  He only dried it partially before putting it back in the cupboard.   

He walked over to his mother and kissed her on the top of the head.  “Goodnight Ma.  Feel  better.” he 

said with a simultaneously empathetic and confident voice like a hero saying his goodbyes before 

leaving for battle.  Her reply was soft.  “Thank you baby.  Get some sleep.  You have a big day tomorrow.” 

 Herschel returned to his room and sat down on the side of the bed with a penny in his hand.  He 

wasted no time thinking.  Out loud, to himself and God he spoke.  “God.  I swear, no matter how it turns 

out, this will be my decision.  I will just take it as your will and my fate.  Thank you Lord.  Amen….  Heads- 

Marines.  Tails- College.” 

 He flicked the penny into the air with his right hand.  It went straight up flickering in the bright 

yellow light of the fish bowl shaped fixture attached to the fan on his ceiling.  Herschel didn’t track it up.  

He knew exactly where it would land.  It was only in the instant just before it was to land that he 

checked to make certain of its exact position as it fell.  Without moving anything else he reformed his 

right hand from the upward flicking position into a flat palms up.  The penny landed dead center in his 

palm.  “Tails.” 

 Right away, he reformed his hand into the flicking position again and placed the penny back on 

top of his thumb.  “Heads- Georgia.  Tails- Clemson”.  He flicked the penny back into the air but this time 

the flick was not clean.  Having felt it leave his hand wrong he tracked the coin as it flipped and moved in 

the air.  It trailed over to the left to the degree that he had to catch it in his left palm.  To make sure it 

didn’t bobble which might taint the results he closed his hand immediately over the coin.  Then he 

opened slowly to see “Heads”.       

       

 


