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Foreword  

 

Twain’s The Mysterious Stranger. Fitzgerald’s The Love of the Last 
Tycoon. Shen Fu’s Six Records of a Floating Life. Into the archives of 
incomplete literary artifacts -  bearers to what-ifs and what-could-have-beens 
that taunt fans and scholars alike - we cast Blake Colby’s Blood Shot.  

Though perhaps that’s not fair. Blood Shot may not qualify as a truly lost 
work. Contrary to popular belief, the self-contained story was actually 
completed before its posthumous publication. Unfortunately, the larger context 
in which it was originally intended to reside – the five-novel saga of Kable 
Anderken – has vanished from history, the original manuscripts of all the 
books burning up in the freak Christmas tree fire that also claimed their 
author’s life. Blood Shot, the fourth novel in the series, was the only one Colby 
copied and sent to his agent, M. Baxter Robson. 

Why had Colby chosen to save Blood Shot before the others? 
According to Robson, Colby stated it was the “purest expression of Kable 
Anderken’s existential angst.” Though there are clues as to the other novel’s 
contents – references to a family kidnapping, battles with  “a Mexican cartel” 
and “Comcast Cable representatives” – what we know about Kable Anderken 
sits solely between Blood Shot’s covers. 

So who is Kable Anderken? The cute nicknames spouted by literary 
critics – “a Sam Spade for the post-9/11 era," "a Philip Marlowe who can nail a 
baseline three” – don’t do justice to the contradictions at his core.  

But to know Kable, we must first understand Colby. Blake Colby was a 
power forward at the University of Illinois, where he also received a degree in 
Asian literature, specifically Song Dynasty interpretations of pre-classical 
Chinese poetry. He was trilingual, studying both Arabic and Mandarin in his 
time there. (ThoughBlood Shot’s globe-hopping journey incorporates five 
languages, it favors Mandarin most heavily, with “no English translation or 
footnotes,” something Colby apparently insisted on.) 

His basketball prowess however shoved his literary aspirations onto the 
backburner. He entered the NBA draft in 1996 and was chosen in the late 
second round by the Indiana Pacers. Colby wandered the NBA for eight years 
before getting cut by the Detroit Pistons in 2005. He spent a few more years 
playing professionally in Europe and China (where he won the CBA MVP) 



before a liver injury ended his career. It was finally time for his writing career 
to take off. 

Unfortunately, it seems Colby kept his writing almost completely to 
himself.  Only his wife and agent, who both beseeched him to publish his 
novels years before his death, knew what he was working on. His wife said 
her husband would “sit at the computer for dozens of minutes at a time, like 
some kind of writing machine.” Like most great authors, he would record 
himself during the night, taking inspiration from the words he mumbled in his 
sleep. Much like Kable Anderken, Colby was a man driven by obsession. 

Yet it’s important to resist the urge to draw too many parallels between 
Colby and his most famous creation.  Much like Nabokov’s use of incorrect 
lepidopterogical terms to distance himself from Humbert Humbert, Colby 
leaves subtle clues separating the artist from his muse.  Unlike Kable, Colby’s 
NBA career was short-lived and uneventful. Kable’s career average of “7.1 
rebounds” greatly exceeds his creator’s. (Colby even seems to acknowledge 
this himself as he lists Kable’s height at 6 foot 10 - Colby stood at  6 foot 8 - 
which is almost certainly a nod to a scientifically-proven trend for people to 
exaggerate their own height by an average of two inches). 

Outside of the Kable Anderken series, Colby’s post-NBA bibliography 
includes only a handful of essays submitted to small quarterly magazines, 
mostly non-fiction. But Blood Shot will always be his legacy. Equal parts 
harrowing and life-affirming, the story goes straight for the throat and never 
lets go. Colby affords even the most peripheral characters a vibrant humanity. 
Then, of course, you have the man at the center, the heft of his moral 
dilemma not bludgeoning but permeating, minute and universal. 

I was taken aback when Dragon Eagle Publishing initially contacted me 
and said Colby had specifically requested I introduce his hard-boiled tome of a 
man on the brink of destruction. After all, I’d never met him and at the time 
was still managing my furniture upholstery service. The novel sat on my desk 
for two weeks before I turned to the first page. Five minutes later and I was 
already on page two. Forty more minutes and I’d finished the first chapter. 
Two straight days of reading with no sleep passed before I finally finished. I 
remember closing the book and just sitting there: silent, stunned and 
mesmerized. The next day I agreed. I had only one condition: I wanted 
Colby’s words to close-out the foreward. 

The following is an excerpt from a short story Colby had published in 
Reader's Digest: 



“Jeff understood that for all these years he'd thought of 'life' as a 
vista always slightly over the horizon, a place to be visited by a similar 
yet foreign version of himself. Finally able to grasp the truth - that the 
mundane and the climactic flowed together through the river of life in 
which he stood - he gathered his courage, took a step forward and said, 
'I'll take a copy of Big Booty Hoes 6.'" 

 

Foreword by  

Jon Updike 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 1 

 

 

“Meet me in Wuhan.” 

Those were the words that lifted me out of my slumber that early Friday 

morning. I didn’t need to ask - those dulcet tones could only have come from 

the mouth of a certain European seductress: the petite, ever sprightly Fran 

Blauchamp. I pressed the phone to my ear and tried my best to respond to her 

primordial mating call. 

“How you doin’?” 

          “Come to me." 

          “I looked for you. For years. I thought you’d runaway to Paris.” 

“Oh no, I found a place much more romantic. For starters, it doesn’t 

smell like the piss of Japanese tourists here.” 

          Her rapier wit had not diminished with age.  

“China,” I said. “Just like we always talked about. Where are you, 

exactly?” 

“I’ll text you the address of my hotel. You’d love it here. It’s hot. The 

food’s great. Plus, you can do your banking on a Sunday! There’s a flight 

leaving tonight at seven. There’re two layovers, through Dallas and 

Pyongyang. Tickets start at $3500.” 

          Dallas? No, thank you, I thought to myself.  

I sat up in bed and closed my eyes. Fran Blauchamp. I felt the imagery 

pulsing through my temples – the smooth, olive skin, that tropical, private 

island - the one visible from our Holiday Inn SuperSavers suite - that vagina, 

white sand beaches, shade from palm trees, two bell boys knife fighting along 

the docks, the ruffled bedsheets, a three-legged dog, Diet Sprite, more vagina, 

a bottle of lube leaking onto a nightstand Bible.  

 



“You know I’d love to, Fran. But... it’s complicated.” 

“Wuhan - do I really need to say any more to convince you?” 

She was right. Memories started pouring in. Thirteen years ago we 

spent four unforgettable days together in Aruba. Two lonely stars crossing 

paths in the cosmos. I still thought of her fondly every time I stayed at, walked 

past or saw commercials for hotels.  

“Just imagine,” she continued. “You and me. Wuhan, China. The Hong 

Kong of the East. The Pearl of the Clam. Sin City. The Big Hot and Steamy. 

Fuck Town. Gateway to the Ass.” 

“Jesus.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Sounds like one hell of a Tourism Board.” 

         I took a sip of water to calm my nerves. “That covers the nights. But that 

still leaves our days free, though.” 

“Well, we can do what everyone else here does.” 

“What’s that?” 

          “Oh, mostly wander around watching people fight with traffic cops.” 

          “That does sound tempting. But…” 

I hesitated. I looked over at the picture on my nightstand. Guilt began to 

creep up my spine. Then I turned over the pamphlet to feed starving children I 

knew I was going to ignore. But the guilt remained as my eyes reached back 

to the photo of my current girlfriend propped farther along the nightstand.  

          "But I just can’t. I’m seeing someone now.” 

          “You mean the 9/11 widow?” 

I wasn’t sure how she could’ve known. The guilty tingling worsened. I 

drank some more water. 



“She doesn’t have to know. Make something up. People come to 

Wuhan on business all the time.” 

She was really reaching with that one - I could sense the desperation in 

her voice. Nobody would ever buy that. I tried to think of excuses. To buy time, 

I started hacking up phlegm into the small trash can near my bed. 

          I then decided to go on the offensive. “Is there something wrong, Fran?” 

“Of course not. It’s just that, me staying in a hotel and all, I naturally 

thought of you.” 

The tension throughout my body worsened. I started chugging any 

water I could find to calm myself down. “It’s just... I haven’t seen you in 

thirteen years, right?”  

“Almost fourteen.” 

“A lot can happen in fourteen years. People might switch jobs or move 

to a different house, crazy as that sounds.” 

“I know.” 

“I looked for you for a long time.” 

“I know,” she repeated. 

A great silence bore down upon us. I thought I’d hack up some more 

phlegm to break the icy chill, but my throat was all cleared out. Instead of just 

tiptoeing around it, I decided to take the ball straight down the lane, see if I 

could draw a charge. 

“Did I mention I’m dating a 9/11 widow?” 

“I actually mentioned that.” 

          “Well, you know, it’s not like I can just…” 

          “Of course you can.” 

The silence returned. I thought I’d let her bring the ball up the court this 

time. We played this game of cat-and-mouse for five minutes. She finally 

relented.  



“Do you remember when we met?” 

I did. We had met coming off some of the biggest disasters of our lives. 

Her parents had recently passed in a climbing accident in the Apeninnes; I 

had just missed two free throws that cost our team an eighth seed. I suppose 

when our eyes met across the room of that party, we could sense it. Through 

the lines of tears streaming down her face, I could sense a great sadness.  

Of course, I never put much credence in the idea that eyes are the 

window to the soul. For starters, most scientists will tell you souls can’t even 

be measured.  

(Plus, all the time I’ve spent with hardened criminals, I’ve learned the 

eyes can be used just as easily to deceive. Like when you got a gun on a guy, 

and then he looks at something behind you and yells, but when you turn 

around, there’s nothing really there and he was just pretending, and now he’s 

running away.)  

Fran had a friend at Holiday Inn corporate who had gotten us a great 

package deal in Aruba. I ran off with her for four days. We made love. We 

talked. We shared long walks along the seaside. We got first aid certifications. 

We became proficient in Mandarin. We finished a game of Risk. 

“Duh,” I said finally. 

She laughed. A lot. But then her tone changed. 

“The pain we shared, that will always be a part of us. The anguish that 

brought us to embrace, it will never leave us. The despair that you shot inside 

me, and sometimes around my mouth, will forever remain.” 

“But we can move on. We can rebuild. It’s what makes us human.” 

She paused, and then continued. 

“For you, maybe. But I’ve been running a long time. I thought the pieces 

would be there for me to pick up, once I found the right place. But I don’t think 

I ever will.”  

For some reason, it didn’t seem like she was flirting anymore.  



“Forget I called.” 

“I want to help you.” 

“Don’t worry. This didn’t turn into that kind of call. I guess I just wanted 

to hear your voice.” 

She hung up. It was now approaching midday. I put on my clothes and 

headed for work. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 2 

 

 

“Of course,” Carter said, “Fran Blauchamp: a nasty little cumslut.” 

We sat together in the bleachers of the Eichmann High School gym 

watching youth basketball. Colorful jerseys shimmered past. The familiar 

smell of gymnasiums – wood, concrete, steel, drywall – perfumed around us. 

The disorienting sounds of the gym – the odd, distorted echoes of squeaking 

sneakers and bouncing rubber pinging from wall to wall – abound as well. As 

with most gyms, the sensory overload caused several of the spectators to 

break out in nosebleeds.  

Of course, it didn’t affect me. I had grown up in gyms like this. My 

happiest memories took place within walls like these: sinking a game-winning 

layup, dunking over an opponent, watching a referee get hauled away by 

Child Protection Services for some reason. But there really is nothing in the 

world quite like it, all those people watching you perform athletic feats and 

cheering when you succeed. 

“You remembered?” I said. 

“Yes: one fine, nasty cumslut.” 

          “Stop embarrassing me,” I said coyly. 

Carter was my frat brother at Ohio State. We were now business 

partners and best friends. Carter sat rigidly upright in the bleachers. His 

posture, along with his velvet, double-breasted Glen Check sportcoat, white 

gloves, cigarette holder and martini, made him stand out in this crowd of 

suburban Ohio parents.  

Carter was tall and thin, with steely blue eyes framed by his horn-

rimmed glasses. His luscious gold locks of hair parted down the middle. His 

skin was soft and pale, but he maintained a rather lean, muscular physique. 

His back had the arching, rippled musculature of a swimmer, his stomach taut 

and toned. His perfectly tailored clothes hid this strength, which was really 

only ever on display when we’d wrestle in the locker room after a good 



workout. My admiring gaze was interrupted by his now-approaching wife 

Cindy, a woman Carter was much too good for.  

“When we used to watch Fran on her cooking show,” Carter said, 

“remember how we’d sit on our bunks and beat off to her?” 

“Hi, Cindy,” I said to his stupid wife who took a seat beside us.  

But yes, Fran Blauchamp, my old paramour and current object of 

discussion, used to be one of the most popular TV chefs in the world.  

          “So who’s winning?” said Cindy. 

“Jesus Cocksucking Christ, there’s a giant scoreboard right there, 

honey,” Carter said.  

Carter projected a distinct brand of northeastern, Waspy class. But what 

many people didn’t notice was a great power and hunger lurking under the 

elegant surface, waiting to shoot out all over everyone. I was the only one who 

could control him when he got like that, dampen his hot fury in a cold pool of 

calm. 

“So what else did she say?” Carter asked me.  

          “That’s it.” 

          Carter smiled. “So when’s your flight to Fuck Town?” 

          “I don’t think I can go.” 

The third-quarter of the basketball game was now starting. The score 

was 11 to 8. I had lost my son and daughter long ago, to college and graduate 

school. But I was here watching my current girlfriend’s son, Terrald.  

Terrald wasn’t very good at basketball. He was tall for an eight-year-old 

- about 1.7 meters - but he didn’t have the correct athleticism to succeed. 

Basketball players need to have agility and finesse; Terrald mostly just threw 

his fist into the throat of whoever had the ball. It was hard to tell whether he 

liked the game or not. Sometimes he break into maniacal bursts of laughter on 

the court, but then other times he’d just start foaming at the mouth and cursing 

God. Maybe it was just a phase, I thought. 



His mom, Jennifer, had to work late so I offered to watch the game. I try 

to be supportive, even though we’re not related and, genetically speaking, it 

would be more evolutionary advantageous if I just cannibalized the boy.  

Carter tried to drag me back to our conversation. “Let me get this 

straight - you’re not going?” 

I regretted even bringing it up. Carter viewed women differently than me. 

Every Monday morning, the first thing he’d do was show me pictures of his 

“anal conquests” from the previous weekend he’d posted on Facebook. Cindy 

knew, of course, but what was she going to do - Cindy was fucking worthless. 

The referee blew his whistle to signal the start of the quarter. The 

Eagles assistant coach fastened the straps on Terrald’s muzzle as he ran 

onto the court. The Eagles were facing off against their district rivals, the W.V. 

Braun Elementary Rockets. The teams got in position at midcourt for the jump 

ball. The loudspeaker blared a popular rap song to fire up the crowd: 

 

“I go hard in the motherfuckin’ paint, nigga 

Leave you stankin’ nigga 

What the fuck you thinkin’ nigga?” 

 

I heard a nearby parent cheering on the team. 

          “Let’s beat these shitheads, Eagles! Come on, team play.”  

          The music stopped and the game began. For a moment, my thoughts of 

Fran subsided. The Eagles won the jump ball and made their way down the 

court. Terrald was playing center, posting up near the baseline. The Eagles 

swung the ball around the perimeter, but had trouble penetrating the lane. The 

Rockets had adopted a zone-two defense. I thought back to my basketball 

days. If there was one thing I hated, it was a zone-two defense. If there were 

two things I hated, they were zone-two defenses and child sex trafficking 

rings.  



I had to admit, though, the Rockets had excellent separation. They 

knew how to force long twos and only to allow penetration in low shot 

percentage areas. Terrald ran the baseline. The Eagles’ small forward drove 

and settled for a short range jumper near the free throw line. The ball flew 

over the backboard and out of bounds.  

The Rockets' coach pointed at Terrald and shouted, “Yo, Chris! You got 

that mongoloid-looking fuck guarding you. He’s slow as piss. Drive it right 

around him. ” 

I began to feel this was all a bit much. I’m all for pushing kids to succeed 

– my mother’s influence was what motivated me to do so – but some parents 

forget it’s about the kids, not themselves.  

I looked over at the Rockets' head coach. He was pacing back and forth 

in front of his team’s bench, pen nervously tapping his clipboard. He was a big 

guy, perhaps even a few inches taller than me. Sharp cheekbones, well-

groomed goatee, long, strong fingers: the kind of guy who could easily 

overpower you in a locker room tussle.  

“That’s a bit over the line, don’t you think?” I said to Carter. 

But Carter was lost in his phone. Cindy continued to do nothing of use 

to anyone.  

I tried to shake off the insult. It was an intense game after all. The 

playoffs were rapidly approaching and two players had already been T-ed up 

by the refs in the first half for arguing calls.  

But at the end of the quarter, disaster struck again. Terrald intercepted 

an inbounds pass from the other team, and, startled by the screams and the 

photo-flashes from crowd, threw the ball toward the Rockets' hoop. The 

buzzer sounded as he sunk the shot, one for the opposing team.  

The points stretched the Rockets' lead to five, the score now at 18 to 13. 

Most of the Rockets' parents burst into laughter. A few of the parents on our 

side broke into tears.  

The Rockets' assistant coach yelled out, “Did you see that faggy, limp-

dicked cocksucker shoot it into the wrong hoop? What a dumbass!”  



Terrald may have been the largest kid on the court, at least by half a 

meter, but he was trying to look as small as possible now. He curled into the 

fetal position in front of his team’s bench. One of the Eagles' assistants tried to 

pry the boy’s jaw open with the end of a fork.  

I couldn’t help but feel for the kid. I thought it’d be best to keep the 

incident secret from his mother.  

A father of a Rockets' player sitting near us had been laughing for the 

past forty seconds. Carter finally looked up from his phone. He turned toward 

the man and said, “It would be wise to stop laughing.” 

The father looked at Carter. He saw the pocket square, the cane, the 

cravats, and the mink shawl, and thought he could easily take such an effete 

opponent. But that real presence I described earlier - that hot masculine 

strength bubbling beneath the surface - didn’t go unnoticed. The man sat back 

down.  

“I apologize. Just got lost in the moment,” he said.  

I got angry. I looked at the Rocket’s bench. The six assistant coaches 

shared high-fives and chest bumps. On the other bench, Terrald was being 

helped into his seat. He was perfectly still, smiling, his eyes glazed over, his 

arms limp. I took a sigh of relief. I tried to take my mind off the unpleasantness 

and returned to Carter and my conversation from earlier.  

“Like I said, what about Jennifer? She’s a 9/11 widow.” 

          “I warned you when you two first got involved.” 

          “I know, right, how can you ever break up with a 9/11 widow?” 

          “Exactly. You’re just gonna 9/11 her ass all over again.” 

          Carter was always a little nervous around Jennifer. She was probably 

the only woman he ever felt nervous around. He worried he’d accidentally 

mention 9/11 when we all hung out together.  

          “I still think it’s worth going. Didn’t you say she sounded in trouble?” 

          “It was hard to tell. It’s been a long time.” 



The Rockets' head coach left the court through the exit doors. I got up 

and decided to follow him.  

After he paid for his pretzel, I walked up to him and said, “Real classy.” 

He adjusted his tie clip and cuff links. He then looked over toward me. 

“I’m sorry?” 

“Calling an eight-year-old a ‘mongoloid-looking fuck,’” I said, “Kind of 

overboard, don’t you think?” 

The coach set his pretzel on the ground and ran his fingers through his 

goatee. He was even bigger up close - I’d say seven-two, maybe seven-

three.  

“Hey, it’s all part of the game, buddy.” 

          “Really?” 

          “Getting in his head. Forcing your opponent to make an error.” 

I noticed him sizing me up. In his eyes, I could see him imagine how 

he’d take me down. In my experience, seven footers always came into fights 

overconfident. I held my ground, silent and unassuming. 

“Anything else I can help you with?” he said. 

          “He’s just a kid.” 

“Oh, I see. You’re one of those dads. A gold star for everyone, right? 

Participation ribbon warrior. Let’s play ‘em all equal, even the ones with 

asthma and leukemia and river blindness.” 

One of the Rockets' assistants came over. His suit was a double-vented 

Italian cut, in contrast with the single-vented American style of the head 

coach.  

“Cunt’s about to blow the fucking whistle. Get your cum-stained taint 

back in here.” 

I took a step closer to the head coach. “Just cool it.” 

“What are you gonna do?” 



“He’s fragile, okay. Sure, he may not remember most games, but he’s 

just a kid.” 

          “Boo hoo. Then maybe he shouldn’t play.” 

          “Fuck you.” 

Time stopped. Everyone in the consessions line fell silent. The tension 

was palpable. 

          "What did you say to me?" 

The assistant coach looked at me with that knowing smile, the one I get 

a lot. “Well, well, well.” 

          The head coach asked, “What?” 

          “Do you know who this guy is?” 

          “Who?” 

          “Kable Anderken.” 

The head coach squinted at me. I could see the gears turning in his 

engorged head. We all stood in silence before the head coach finally said,  

         “Ohhhh! Wait, who?” 

The assistant explained that, yes, I was that Kable Anderken, Ohio 

State First Team All-American, and two-time NBA All Star, holder of a career 

7.1 rebounds per game, an 87 percent free throw shooting percentage, and 

tenth all-time on the list of fourth-quarter steals in games decided by seven 

points or less. Of course, that was ancient history now. I had given it all up to 

start a private investigation agency with Carter. 

“I still remember the sounds of those free throws clanging off the rim,” 

the assistant said to me. 

          “Just leave the kid alone.” 

The head coach carved his pen across his forearm, drawing blood. “You 

don’t want to mess with me,” he said. 



Typical: from peewees all the way up to The Big Show, it was 

impossible to avoid guys like this.  

“I just want to enjoy the game in peace.” 

         “We’re way past that now. Once this is over, me and you, in the parking 

lot. Tire irons or switch blades, your choice.” 

“Fine. But if I promise to come, I don’t want to hear any more crap 

coming out of your mouth the rest of the game.” 

          “You know I can’t promise that.” 

          “Then whatever.” 

I stormed back into the gym. The fourth quarter was about to start. 

Jennifer was now sitting in the bleachers next to Carter. Cindy might have 

been there too, it’s hard to notice someone so uncharismatic.  

I sat down next to Jen. She had a worried look on her face. Carter’s 

restless legs bounced up and down, noticeably nervous in her presence. 

“What was that all about?” she asked. 

          “Nothing,” I said. 

          “So what’s the score?” 

          “It’s 18 to 13,” Carter answered politely. 

          “Did Terrald score?” 

          “I don’t think so,” I said. 

Jennifer knew I was lying. I had a photographic memory when it came to 

basketball. I could tell you how many times the ball had bounced off the floor 

in each quarter of every game this season. I turned away and focused on the 

game. After a minute or two, Carter spoke. 

“I should get going soon. I’ve got an early fl… uh, hot air balloon ride… 

in the morning.” Carter ran his hands nervously through his hair. 



          “Stay for the end,” I said. Our team was actually doing fairly well now. A 

couple good slashers found ways to draw double teams and get quick outlet 

passes to the spot shooters. We scored four more points and had taken the 

lead.  

I glanced over at Jennifer. She was really quite beautiful. She had all 

the things you’re supposed to like about a woman. But I felt we’d been drifting 

apart lately. She was working late most nights, though we certainly didn’t need 

the extra money. We talked less and less. Like most women I dated, we’d 

been brought together by tragedy. I guess I was better at picking up the 

pieces than getting them to stay in place.  

          “So how did Terrald play?” 

          “Fine. When do you leave to see your parents tomorrow?” 

          “Don’t do that. I hate when you do that.” 

“Hey, I just wanted to know. It’s not like I’m trying to hija… steal the 

conversation.”  

          We watched the game in silence for a few possessions. The Eagles had 

now adopted a full court press. There were six turnovers in two minutes, but 

no points had been scored. Then she looked over at the Rockets' bench and 

said to me, 

          “Why does that coach keep looking at you and motioning to slit your 

throat?”  

          I then explained about Terrald’s blunder and the humiliation and my 

confrontation with the Rockets' coaching staff.  

          “So you confronted the coach?” 

          “Yes.” 

          “Why?” she asked. 

          “What do you mean, 'why?'” 

“You made it worse. He’s a jag off. Terrald understands that. Trust me, people 

say a lot worse things to him. On the internet, and in school and at church.” 



“It literally sent Terrald into a seizure.” 

         “Then let the paramedics handle it. He doesn’t need your macho bullshit.” 

          “I’m just trying to help.” 

          “And now he didn’t get to play at all in the fourth quarter because of you. 

Are you happy?” 

          “I think he’s not playing because he’s asleep.” 

We looked over at the bench. It was hard to tell when Terrald was 

actually sleeping. He always did it with his eyes wide open. But he didn’t seem 

to be moving much. I told Jennifer about the fight I’d been challenged to. 

          “Don’t even think about it.” 

“But all those guys are jerks. You can’t just let them get away with 

calling your son ‘a limp-dicked cocksucker.’”  

“That’s basketball. You of all people should know that. Terrald has to 

learn he’s going to deal with people like that all the time when he gets older. 

And anyway, it’s not your place to stand up for him.” 

By now the gym had erupted into a free for all: parents threw blows at 

parents, players body-slammed players, one ref took a jar of acid to the face. 

Terrald was one of the few not joining in. I figured he must still be asleep. 

Jennifer briefly looked over toward him to make sure his muzzle was still 

strapped tightly. Just she, Carter, Cindy and I remained seated.  

“I have to tell you something. Terrald and I don’t plan on coming home 

from Phoenix. I just said we were visiting grandparents because I didn’t want 

to have this conversation with you face to face.” 

          “You’re moving to Phoenix?” 

“We’ve found a good home in a good neighborhood, not too far from 

Terrald’s grandparents. There’s a good social network there and…”Jennifer 

was broken up.  

“What does this mean for us?” 



          Jennifer took a deep breath. A few rows in front of us, an Eagle player’s 

father kidney punched a rival mother. Her husband lay on the ground nearby 

motionless. Carter was pouring himself another martini. He had drawn the 

sword he concealed in his cane, which kept the rioters at a distance. Cindy 

didn’t need to resort to such theatrics; people resented having to share the 

same oxygen as her, much less wasting the effort necessary to beat her down. 

          “Do you really want to move to Phoenix?”Jennifer asked. 

          “I’m not sure. Do I have to answer now?” 

          “No. I’ll wait. But not forever.” 

Jennifer got up and walked down the bleachers toward her son. 

Questions raced through my mind. Should I follow and plead for her to stay? 

Was this a blessing in disguise? Would moving rekindle the flame that had 

long been extinguished? Did I really want to move to Phoenix, the Cindy of 

American cities? Was my constant effort to do the right thing motivated more 

by vanity than compassion? Did Terrald just take that cop’s gun? And what 

exactly are you supposed to do when pregnant women are choking? 

Jennifer stopped and started walking back towards me. My heart raced. 

I fought back the tears as I waited in anticipation. 

          “I’m sorry. Do you guys have the time?” she asked. 

          “Yeah, it’s 9… um… it’s 8:71.” Carter answered, dropping his phone on 

the floor. 

Once again, Jennifer walked away. She slung Terrald over her 

shoulders, stepped over an unconscious ref, and kicked her way through the 

gymnasium exit door. It was the last time I’d ever see her do that. 

As Carter and I got up to leave, my eyes once again returned to the 

Rockets' bench. The head coach was still there, standing rigid amidst the 

chaos. His dead eyed stare cut across the court and landed on me. A smile 

streaked across his face. With his eyes locked on mine, he pointed his finger 

at me, turned his hand over and curled his finger back towards himself.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


