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Chapter 1
Opening Tip

Ever since he arrived last spring at Borester the student newspaper of Forest State
University in Cleveland, Davis Brown was relegatedhe minor sports beat, working
everything from golf tournaments to women'’s trackats, which was ironic because the FSU
women'’s track team was essentially just the crossitty team training during the spring.

But he always held out hope for next year. Theasursports editor, Steve Grissom, was
on track to graduate at the end of the school yatile did he know that the timetable was about
to be pushed up a couple of months.

It happened on a Monday afternoon near the begynofithe October. Davis got a call at
the house that thieorestets editor-in-chief, Brenda Alvarez, requested hisgence. Brenda was
a no-nonsense editor and had been since her twastperunning the news section. So when
she called, he knew it had to be serious.

As he entered thieoresteroffice, located in the bowels of Forest State l@nsity’s
student center, Davis noticed that Steve’s deskumabaracteristically clean. It looked as if
nobody had been there all year. Davis looked oigeright shoulder, and Brenda spotted him
from her office.

“Davis Brown,” Brenda called to him. “Come on ovVer.

He entered her office, and she asked him to sleudldlor, having no clue what this was
all about.

“Davis, | need your help,” Brenda said. “It appetnat the good Mr. Grissom had

himself a series of brain farts, starting with gpgftkicked out of school for not paying his tuition



and ending with the perpetual delusion that hefsessort of pro skateboarder, which led him to
some extreme sports commune in Montana. So, thdtdileaves me in quite a pickle.”

“What can | do to help?” he asked, knowing full lvehat the next words out of her
mouth would be.

“Well, before Steve decided to hop into his Festiad high-tail it out to the Wild West,
he recommended you to take over his position agspditor. | didn’t have a lot of time to think
about it, but as far as I've been able to gathew,d/be an excellent replacement for him. So,
what do you think?”

“I think when do | start?”

As it turned out, Davis started that day. And aftes weeks of having everything from
fonts to graphics beaten into his head, Davis wady to take over the sports section, which
included taking over the men’s basketball beattdipeprize for all of the writers on staff.

The new was especially pleasing to Davis’ unclel, BYerly, who had attended Forest
State in the 1980s, during which he experienced.timeberjacks’ only run to the NCAA
Tournament. And as a current season ticket holdleele Phil was very interested on getting
some inside information he could use during games.

The team’s Media Day was coming up on the Wednebdfyre Midnight Madness, and
Davis thought that it was the perfect opportunitgét some photos and some information on
this year’'s team to get him up to speed. Not likalldn’t know that the team hasn’t won
anything in the last 15 years.

After their NCAA tournament run, which ended in theeet Sixteen at the hands of

North Carolina, the Lumberjacks fell into a deepsih of mediocrity. For the next 10 years, the



best the team would ever do under then-coach Mi&kings was a second-place showing in
1995, when FSU finished the regular season redotd@-a1.

With their post-season hopes on the line, the Jaaksled to Michigan, where they
pinned their hopes on a tournament sweep, toppings off with a showdown with the regular-
season champs and the tourney host, the Univerfsichigan at Detroit.

But it was not to be that year. In the first rouR&U was shocked by the otherwise
hapless St. Francis of Chicago, a team that hatieinegular season, flounder to a seventh-place
finish. The final score reflected a dismal effovith the Crusaders dispatching of the
Lumberjacks 83-56.

And then, it all went downhill from there.

By 1997, Billings decided that he was done withotag, retiring and leaving the team
to his top assistant, Donovan “Tip” Woods, the hafr&SU’s tournament run. What remained a
mystery were the circumstances in which Billings tlee school.

As the media reported it at the time, Billings hitided it was time to go. However,
Uncle Phil had a different theory about it, gatldeirem his fellow season ticket holders. His
version essentially is summed up that the admatistn was tired of losing, and felt that putting
Tip at the helm would not only inject some lifedrthe team, but would also help ticket sales.

Not so, as it turned out. With this the fifth seasw his contract, Tip had done no better
than fourth in the conference, and last seasonhioh FSU was picked to win it all, the
Lumberjacks finished a horrendous sixth.

And last season appeared to be the straw that bhekeamel’s back for some, including
Reggie McCaffrey. Reggie was the former sportsoedit theForesterfor the last two years of

his collegiate career, which, as Davis was toldluded a one-year gap to pursue a professional



journalism gig. Right before the start of the Midtv€onference schedule, he started a site to get
rid of Tip, called TossTip.com.

Being an occasional visitor to the site, Davis fdtimat Reggie’s venom for Tip was
matched only by his never-ending anecdotes abeutetim. Despite never meeting Reggie in
person, Davis gathered that he was a brillianttspatitor, or at least that’'s what Brenda said.
His section, as she put it, was “the standard irchvhll other editors should aspire to.”

While it seemed like a relatively minor amount oégsure put upon him to try and make
sense of this madness, Davis couldn’t have beee mawous. He stopped by Uncle Phil’s
house in Lakewood after he got done with classed tlesday before Media Day.

At the time, Uncle Phil seemed a little out ofatit Davis figured that he was working
too hard at the downtown accounting firm where las @mployed and was getting a little
burned out. However, despite the apparent fatignele Phil warned Davis to tread lightly with
Tip, as he had become rather aloof with the meafihie past couple of years.

“Oh yeah,” Uncle Phil said. “Tip has been one meam of a bitch lately. | don’t know
what his deal has been. | mean, after all, he hagn a damn thing since taking over, and he
took a decent team last year and ran them intgritiend. It makes no sense to me.”

“So, what should | ask him?” Davis replied.

“Well, since you're pretty new at this, you mighamt to leave the tough questions to the
experts. There will no doubt be a couple of gugsifthe newspapers around town, and then
there could be some TV and radio guys. If you'iekiy you shouldn’t have to ask a single

guestion.”



It sounded like some good advice, but it reallyntidnake Davis any less nervous. But
he figured that the rest of his writers were jisbad off, so it wasn’t in his best interests to le
the apprehension show the next day.

After Davis and a couple of his other reporters eam with a series of questions to ask
the players, they made their way to FSU Arena, ehieere seemed to be only a handful of
media outlets interested in this season’s editidcumberjack basketball.

Like Uncle Phil had said, there were a couple avspmaper guys there. First, there was
Jack Alps from th&entinel one of Cleveland’s main newspapers, whose behtdad both
Forest State and horse racing. Every year, helteadistinct pleasure of covering all three Triple
Crown events for the paper.

Albert Mines was also there. He worked for Medina County Times paper that
covered the southern suburbs. His stories rananativer papers in Lake County and Lorain
County, so Albert’s pieces reached a pretty bigenak. While he had this beat, he was also in
charge of writing movie reviews, and was the pap®p entertainment reporter.

To Davis’ surprise, none of the television statibagl sent anyone down to the arena,
though is made sense given that the past year, iosest State hoops was generally relegated to
either a 15-second spot during home games andadinhg-second mention of the score when
they were on the road.

Only one television person was even there, Grahaltz Hhe team’s play-by-play guy
for game broadcasts, which meant there would dgthalsome contests on the local cable
sports channel, having gone dark last year. Holigtrhave been happy. He had spent the bulk of
last season working his side gig as a daily cabbets talk show host, which was pretty funny in

spots.



There turned out to be a couple of radio guys entthilding as well. The obvious figure
was Dan Regan, the voice of the Lumberjacks omati®. Last season, the team was on WOIZ,
a small station that didn’t have much of a randes Beason, FSU was back on the biggest
sports-radio station in town, WSPU.

Then there was Gary Winters, who hosted a radiovsiioWSPU from about 9:00 a.m.
to 12:00 pm. Davis suspected that he was ready Toghwith both barrels, as a favorite guest of
his was none other than Reggie McCaffrey.

Just as he walked into the practice gym, Davis lsaaglimpse of the refreshment table.
And standing by the table downing finger foods wWee-orester’strusted photo editor, Wilt
Wilkerson. In Davis’ summation, Wilt had probablgdn at the paper forever. In fact, he was
pretty sure that Uncle Phil may have mentioned tirte or twice.

For the most part, though, Wilt was pretty goodwtk@eping schedules and getting
shots. In recent memory, he won a few local awfodkis work. Not bad for a guy who spent
most of his time in the dark room doing stuff thatl nothing to do with developing photos.

It seemed that he had been at the gym for a wdvl®avis approached him. When he
was in the office, Davis had worried that Wilt migiave forgotten that it was Media Day, which
for him, wouldn’t have been the worst thing in therld.

“Hey, Wilt,” Davis called to him. “I thought you we meeting us in the office.”

“No way, man,” Wilt responded. “Do you see the sprbere? | wasn’t about to pass this
up and let these other guys get all the good 5tuff.

From that, Davis assumed that Wilt had the munchwgch wasn’t a big deal. The clock

struck 4:00 with no sign of the team, however, trad kind of was a big deal.



“Did sports information say that the team was gdmge late or something?” Davis
asked Wilt.

“Sports information? Who are those guys?” Wilt said

Normally, that would have been a rather odd respadmst Davis understood. Sports
information had historically been a never-endingrae of names and faces. Even with his
constant interaction, Davis couldn’t recognize itimaimes or faces.

Still, they made sure that this event went off witha hitch, placing a variety of
promotional and informational material on a tabtetloe sidelines of the gym, albeit with mostly
black and white copies. Davis came to the concfuthat the color versions wouldn’t be
available to the media until about the middle & season.

At about 4:15, some hip-hop music came over the'ggpeakers, followed by Regan’s
voice, as if there was some real need for any fanfa

“Members of the media and distinguished guestsgaResaid. “As the Voice of the
Lumberjacks, | would like to welcome you to FSUmnaal Media Day. And now, without
further ado, here are your Forest State LumberjHtks

Members of the athletics department, to no surpsisgted whooping and hollering for
the team, while most of the guys in the media, whéhexception of Wilt, stood silent.

Obviously, it was time to go to work. However, jigeared that the group was missing a
person. All the players were making their roundsulgh the media, and Davis saw the assistant
coaches, but no sign of Tip.

As for the interviews, while his fellow reportetsugigled to get face time with the other
players, Davis had relatively easy go of it. Miléslcomb, the team’s starting point guard, saw

Davis and approached him.



“Davis, right?” Miles asked cordially as he shoo&viz’ hand. “We had Public Speaking
together last semester.”

“Oh yeah,” Davis nodded. “I thought you looked féari How are you?”

“Well, it's the start of the season,” Miles shreglg “We’ll see how it goes. You can
guote me on that.”

Davis smiled. “Will do.”

Mile then looked around the gym and flagged downakd Hooks, the team’s star
forward, who had been speaking to Jack. “Yo, Jaqcaahe and talk to my boy for a minute!”

“Thanks,” Davis gratefully said, “Man, I've gottamember this!”

After finishing his thoughts with Jack, Jamaal, vgtood 6-4, strolled over to Miles and
Davis. “What'’s up, Miles?”

“This is Davis Brown from th&orestet” Miles said. “He is definitely the guy to talk.to

“What's up, man?” Jamaal said to Davis. “I'll benleet, | really don't know what to tell
you. | mean, basically, we're planning to takenegame at a time. | think we have the chance
to surprise a few people this season.”

“I think I can live with that,” Davis said. “Thankslot, Jamaal.”

About a half an hour later, Tip decided to gracedlim with his presence. Davis hid his
impatience, as did Jack and Albert. However, Gaagent no secret he was not a happy camper.

Tip, of course, disregarded his nemesis. Dress€giiest State sweats, he looked around
the practice gym like he owned the place. Daviddeae how Gary could mistake the coach’s
confidence for abject arrogance. Of course, it Waake him a little later to get that message.

About five minutes later.



Tip gathered the members of the media in fronheftable where sports information had
laid out its various basketball wares. The coadhk ®seat behind the seat, as if the table was
meant for him..

Attacking, it appeared, was the last thing anybwdg planning to do. Jack and Albert,
who clearly had better things to do with their dadecided grilling Tip just wasn’t worth it, and
lobbed him some of the biggest softball questioagi®had ever heard. Tip seemed pleased that
he was off the hook.

Then Gary Winters got his two cents in.

“So coach, what are your thoughts on the troulsteny and Ricky got into?”

Jimmy Oliver and Ricky Tallmadge were a pair oinfier Forest State basketball players.
Ricky was back from a stint in Europe, and Jimmg just graduated, ready for some overseas
hoops himself. Then in early September, they delciddreak into the Great Lakes Mall in
nearby Mentor.

They told the cops they were trying to play a pcattoke on a friend of theirs who
worked at the Foot Locker. The police didn’t buyaibd charged them with felony breaking and
entering, which could land them in jail for abowefyears.

“They’re grown men, Gary,” Tip brusquely repliedni sure they’ll be able to get out of
this just fine.”

Gary wasn't finished.

“Any ideas as to how those new guys are goinggpaord to the college game?”

“I'm sure you know by now Gary, we have ourselvakeaent development program.
These guys we’ve brought in will fit into the sqyadt nicely.”

“Taking up some German?” Gary lightly asked.
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Apparently, that question was not what Tip wantetear.

“What are you saying, Winters? That | suck so badly recruiter that | can’t get any
goddamned kids from my own country? Well, you ces kny ass, pal!”

With that, Tip pushed himself violently from théote, and flipped it over. Team
information flew everywhere, and Tip blared outhéTinterviews are over!”

He stormed out of the practice gym, leaving hisstassts to sheepishly chase after him
and a group of media scratching their heads.

“Well,” Gary blurted out, “that’s not exactly the@swer | had in mind.”

While sports information glared angrily at him, Ka&lbert and Davis couldn’t help but
crack a smile. After that, Davis kept thinking thiais was going to make a decent front-page
story for Thursday’s paper, if only...

“Hey, Davis,” Wilt said with crackers falling ouf bis mouth, “You won’t believe how
many shots | got of Coach flipping that table ovewas awesome!!”

Davis and Wilt raced back to tlk@resteroffices. While he had finished his section for
the next day’s issue, something told him thisditttade would warrant the front page. Davis
flagged down Brenda, who appeared to be in deaggtitacoming up with an editorial.

“What's on the front page?” Davis inquired.

“We’re not sure,” Brenda said. “Something aboutphesident’s house. Why? What's
up?”

Davis sat down at the computer next to her, typiaglly as he explained what had
happened at the practice gym. By the time the staydone, Brenda’s eyes lit up.

“Did Wilt get some shots?” Brenda asked excitedly.

11



At that moment, Wilt had just come from the dar&mowith negatives ready to scan. In
all, he had about five or six good shots, almdést & frame-by-frame of Tip’s meltdown. By the
time, Wilt was done scanning all the pictures, Bhdd put the finishing touches on the story.

Brenda, of course, added the final touch: a headhat screamed “Tip Tosses Table,”
with the subhead, “FSU coach’s verbal spat turrg.ug

“This is going to make you some friends in AthlstidBrenda said.

“No kidding.”

Davis was about ready to call it a say around $hadevening, but decided that had to
call Uncle Phil first, sure he’'d be rather inteegsin the mental state of his coach.

“Uncle Phil, you're not going to believe what happd today! Wait a sec... Mom?”

Davis’ mother Marcia had forwarded Uncle Phil's pbado her cell, and told him she was
at Lakewood Hospital. He rushed from downtown, dol§ind her sitting outside of the
emergency room, crying softly.

She had only given Davis scant details: Comingraduom his house from her
insurance claims processor job in Westlake, shébhaaght Uncle Phil some things he had
bought from a garage sale and had forgotten at leeise. Within five minutes of his mom’s
arrival, Phil had collapsed on the kitchen flodneShad to call 911 because Uncle Phil was too
big to drag into her car.

“It’s terrible,” His mother cried as she hugged hiffihe doctors said it's pretty serious.
They're doing some tests to make sure. Uncle Pag'sn a room on the third floor. He’s been

asking about you.”
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Davis crept his way towards the hospital elevdgrthe time he found Uncle Phil’s
room, two grim-looking doctors were exiting out th@r. When Davis entered the room, his
uncle was staring out the window.

“What's going on?” Davis asked.

“Basically, I'm screwed,” Uncle Phil responded. ‘G3e two gentlemen you just saw
leave informed me that | have a really nasty cdgmocreatic cancer. | don’t think | really need
to say anything else.”

The news was too much for Davis to handle. Hersdte chair next to the bed, put his
face in his hands and started crying like a kidhwaitskinned knee. Surprisingly, Uncle Phil
wasn't as upset, and weakly put his hand on DaVisulder.

“Listen, Davis, if it's my time to go, then it's ntyme to go,” he said with a mild grin. “I
know you and your mom won'’t agree, but you know t#H#s not the worst thing that can
happen to you.”

Davis found very little comfort in his words, buhtle Phil seemed rather intent on
changing the subject.

“Besides,” Uncle Phil said, “I want to hear all albohis thing my nephew witnessed

between Gary Winters and good ol’ Tip Woods...
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Chapter 2
Madness Indeed

Davis had gotten about three hours of sleep tlggitnBetween the excitement of
catching Tip being an idiot and the misery of Uriehel’s grim prognosis, he didn’t know which
way was up. The doctors said a round of chemotlyaraght give Uncle Phil a better chance of
survival, though he was rather cynical.

After slogging through morning classes that Thuys@avis arrived at thEorester
offices with great anticipation. Certainly he kn#vat there was going to be a response from all
parties involved. And sure enough, the first reggomould come from Gary Winters, who was
nice enough to call... while he was still on the air.

“Dauvis is the sports editor of Forest State’s stntleewspaper,’Gary relayed to his
audience Tell me, Davis, what kind of response have youegofrom your story about Tip’s
behavior?”

“Well, uh,” Davis responded nervously, “I just wéayt what | saw and, er, heard. | was
quite a jolt for me, as I'm sure it was, um, fouyb

“I'll say. By the way, Davis, how does it feel te the only print media to have this
story?”

Davis was a bit taken aback by that questionsJblh Kramer, who was writing a
swimming preview for him, pointed out that neitdeck Alps nor Albert Mines had mentioned it
in their newspapers.

“I think, uh, I'll be getting some phone calls lateday,” he replied. “I'll bet that

somebody’s going to think that | made this up.”
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Gary assured Davis that there was no way thattugd have been made up. As soon as
he got off the phone with the show, Dauvis felt ttes$ would be the start of a busy day. Jack
Alps had also left a voicemail message congrangdiavis on the scoop. He thought that Albert
Mines would also be making his acquaintance thys biat the call never came. The only other
response was the obligatory e-mail from Reggie.

The story was a minor ego boost for Davis, butaswabout the furthest thing from his
mind. The next day, after getting a little moreepl¢han the previous night, he went to the
hospital to visit Uncle Phil.

But rather than talk about the cancer that casileop his future, Uncle Phil was way
more interested in Davis’ story and FSU basketball.

“You know Reggie McCaffrey called up right afterr@aot off the phone with you,
right?” he said, still sounding rather weak. “biét theForesteroffice has a really crappy radio
signal, so you didn’t get to hear it. But Reggistjiaid into Tip again.”

“Yeah,” Davis said. “Reggie really has it in forpTiBut I'm sure he’s always been on the
coach’s ass, even when he was the sports editor.”

“No way. Reggie was a huge Tip fan from way badke€k your archives. He didn’t
think there was anyone more perfect for the jobrwine was hired.”

After talking with Uncle Phil some more, Davis heddack to the office. Midnight
Madness was that night, which he begrudgingly thougbuld be a good idea to put in the next
issue.

Since he had a little bit of time to kill, Davidled through the oldForesterissues from
previous years. It turned out that Uncle Phil wghtr Reggie was way up on Tip. Davis can tell

he left before Tip’s teams took a turn for the veors
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When Davis finished, it was about nine o’clock. Tw®rs of FSU Arena didn’t open for
another hour, so he strolled over The Crash, thadrass the street from school that, as legend
had it, was named after the time 30 years ago \&heactor-trailer rammed into the vacant
building the day after the owner bought it.

They might as well have had Midnight Madness atoidue because it looked like the bulk
of Lumberjack fans were packed in. Davis recalletligg completely plastered with Uncle Phil
prior to the previous year’s event. He also redall@vas the highlight of his evening.

Dauvis figured that even though he was going to cav&ory, one beer wasn’t going to
kill him. He grabbed a Miller Lite from the bartesrdand looked around the bar. The DJ was
playing some decent music, and everybody was havipgpd time. Davis thought that this is
how it must have been on the Titanic before itlveasinto the iceberg, though he doubted
anyone on that tragic cruise was listening to Ludac

All of a sudden, Davis feel a tap on his shouldéat was then followed by the next
statement: “I was wondering when our paths woutdsr’

What Davis saw standing next to him was a lankywasgring a pair of black-framed
glasses, He was wearing a Forest State jerseyasaball cap backwards, and it appeared that
he was carrying a couple of 24-ounce Budweiserg;iwbavis took to be the house special for
this occasion.

At that point, Davis knew he was in the presencerReggie McCaffrey.

“So, you're Reggie, eh?”

“The once and future. Davis, right? | knew your len¢le sat behind me when | covered
FSU. How’s he doing?”

“He’s pretty sick. Might not make it to the endtbé season.”
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“Damn. That's terrible. Send him my best wished| ya?”

“Can do. Listen, Reg, | was only going to be arotorc little bit.”

“That’s cool, man. | know how it used to be. | vaaxe in your shoes as the gung-ho guy
getting the story. That was, of course, beforechb@e an opinionated loudmouth exclusively.
It's strangely liberating.”

“So is Budweiser, | see.”

“Yeah, well, it's Friday, and tonight, | celebrdtee demise of Tip Woods.”

With that, seeing that Davis was a bit pre-occupigehgie bid him adieu and headed
back into the crowd. Perhaps if it had been sorherdtme, Davis would have been right over
there with Reggie. Davis headed back to the otficgrab his pen and pad. Surprisingly, Wilt
was there to greet him, albeit with a six-pack atiMal Lights.

“Do we really have to go to this thing?” Wilt whithe‘l mean, it's Friday night, man. It
sucks having to work on a Friday night.”

Wilt's lamenting did ring a little true. Davis knetivat he wanted to be somewhere else,
even though it wasn’t the same place as Wilt watddzk, which likely was knee-deep in a
kegger with drunk co-eds young enough to be higlaizau.

“Bummer about Phil, bro,” Wilt, in a rare momentadrity and surprising sympathy,
continued, “Is he gonna make it?”

“Probably not,” Davis answered, not really feelinghe mood to respond to questions.

Thankfully, the conversation was cut short. It wers minutes to ten o’clock and time to
go to the arena.

When they arrived at FSU Arena, they noticed adeztiack of enthusiasm. In years

past, you could see at least 2,000 to 3,000 fadksireg into the venue for Midnight Madness, a
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modest crowd for the 12,000-seat arena. In theyiears of Tip, as Davis heard and gathered
from Uncle Phil, the arena was half-full with exdtfans.

For this edition, if there were 500 in the staridigyis would have been greatly surprised.
It appeared that the only folks who really wanted@ame were either old alumni who only
bought season tickets as some sort of lame netagtkbl or drunken dorm kids who made a
wrong turn at the dorm exit and thought they wera r@ally bad frat party.

And then there was Reggie. Davis couldn't tellefsas drunk or not, but he took his
seat a few rows up in Section 133, which was oneheide of where the pep band was set up
and on the right side of the opponent’s entranam fthe locker room.

He must have taken his basketball way too seripbglgause there wasn't a soul within
three rows of him. Of course, despite it being agred the student section, and aside from the
passed-out dorm kids in the first couple of ronesti®n 133 was eerily barren.

Davis figured that he wasn’t going to see Tip ungjht before midnight with the rest of
the squad, so Davis took in the show. First upptieenotional guys from the athletic department
kicked things off with that silly game where yourspround a whiffleball bat and then try to
make a basket. Some 50-year old guy with a recduantine won. His lack of hair must have
provided him minimal friction to win the game.

While he waited, Davis also tried to get some comisi&om students. He wanted to get
down to the lower rows of Section 133, but beftwa,the was sidetracked by a couple of
fellows he recognized from years past. They s&action 103, and one of the guys always wore
his Florida Gators gear to games. Since Davis ina®nly guy walking around with a pen and
paper, he stuck out like a sore thumb.

“Say, are you with a newspaper?” the Gator fanzpdz
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“Yeah,” Davis answered back. “The school paperRbeester”

“That was a great picture. You getting commentsifgiudents?”

“For the most part, though | doubt I'll get too nyagood answers. I'm guessing most of
these kids are from the dorms and they're wasted.”

“Well, we've gotten a couple drinks in over hem@g.t

“We?”

He pointed up, and there were a couple of his beathThe first guy was a slim guy with
glasses who was a Forest State alum from aboutaddeand a half ago, and told him trolled
around the TossTip.com message boards under thiken6€aptain Cleveland.” Davis
wondered if he knew Uncle Phil, but he didn’t wemexplain his whereabouts. The other guy,
who was introduced himself as Tim, was familiaDiavis as well, as he spent many years
working with the Gator Guy to aggravate the oppgseams.

The trio, dubbed the “Holy Trinity of Heckling” bireggie on his site, usually was
around during the regular season taunting the aamsnas it is situated directly behind the
visiting team’s bench. Gator Guy and Tim were galiethe best at getting the other coach’s
goat, and were even allegedly threatened by Max tHe long-time coach at Michigan-Detroit.

Still a bit pre-occupied, Davis exchanged pleasesitwvith the Section 103 gang,
knowing that he would run into them again the enéieason, and made it to the student section.
There was no dispute that there were students wherg in the arena, but he knew that he’d
have to go to Section 133.

Finally, Davis had arrived at the front rows of gtadent section. Much to his non-
surprise, he came across a dozen students frodothes. And of course, they were the same

dozen or so people he had spotted at The Crashraarthe evening.
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“Hey guys,” Davis said in order to get their attent “I'm covering this thing for the
Forester Can | talk to some of you guys?”

Then from about three rows back, some girl who émbébout 18 or 19 with some crazy
green eyes and wild long brown hair stood up. g him the kind of look that made Davis
think that she was some reformed ax-murderer frangdas making a new life for herself.

“The Forestet” she replied. “I think I've talked to you sonslmifches enough to last me
a lifetime!”

“I'm sorry,” Davis said, taken aback by her snidgrnenent. “Have you been involved
with the paper before?”

She spent the next five minutes rambling on abeutistaste for the paper. While he
didn’t immediately recognize her, Davis realized during the tirade that it was Lanie Chapel,
president of the student government.

As scary as she looked, the sound of her voicenmpaste things worse. Davis tried to tell
her that news wasn't his beat, but it became vppagent that he was guilty by association.
Then all of a sudden, he start hearing a voicedotitan Lanie’s come from higher up in the
section. It was Reggie coming to his defense.

“So, Lanie, are we done harassing the sports édieeggie called from his seats a few
rows up in a rather rude tone. “He probably haglea what you're screaming about, let alone
who you are in the first place.”

“Well, if it isn’t Reggie McCaffrey,” Lanie shrillyeplied. “Clearly nothing to do on a
Friday night, eh?”

“I've done more with my evening than you've donksaimester. Actually, that makes me

curious. What have you done all semester?”

20



With that, Lanie became beet red and stormed otlteo&rena, with her drunken cronies
following close behind as if they were her bodygisaAs they passed, they gave Reggie quite a
few dirty looks, and Davis was sure he had seayuple of middle fingers flashed in Reggie’s
general direction.

“Sorry about that, man,” Reggie said. “That wasdbknination of a lot of years crap
that’'s gone down that you shouldn’t have to de@hwiell, | can remember when she was a
brown-nosing freshman senator. | see things hastegjptten worse.”

Davis understood some of the general points ofahd. During the spring, he
remembered a couple of shouting matches that Breada@otten into with Lanie, though he
usually got this information second-hand.

“Say, Reg, was there anything going on betweenaymliBrenda?” he asked.

“Nope,” he responded. “Strictly professional.”

Davis wasn’t sure what to make of Reggie’s respoRsgardless, it mattered very little,
since Brenda was going out with a junior busineapormamed Kevin Brass, who was Brenda’s
math tutor when they met.

With all of that drama done, Reggie returned tosleiat and Davis moved on, where he
actually found some students who were willing 1&,tthough most of them were none too
happy with the prospects of the team.

About a half a dozen student interviews and seveoak bad party games later, the clock
hovered around midnight, and the hoops team wastabaonake their way onto the court. The
pep band played the FSU fight song, and out caméuimberjack basketball team. It took about
five minutes after the players fumbled throughtiopiening drill that Tip strolled out from the

locker rooms.
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The most apparent feature that adorned Tip wagheocArmani suit, nor was it the shiny
black patent leather shoes that looked like thesy adortune. No, the most prominent feature on
Tip was the horrid scowl on his face, which made ook like he had been kicked in the groin
prior to entering the arena.

He folded his arms and walked onto the court tm&gs the train wreck that had become
his squad. Tip could deny the rumors all he wartbetithere was no mistake that this team was
atrocious both in their practice and in their atti.

The lackadaisical manner in which the squad ramutin its warm-up drills didn’t
exactly inspire awe in the miniscule crowd. Theeoldentlemen that graced the priciest seats in
the arena just sat there in utter disbelief, aed thhispered amongst themselves.

As for Davis, he just watched as the team actefithey were a CYO squad that was
thrown together at the last minute because twolwsmbad quit.

First was the alleged shoot-around. They wenteast IBve times without anyone popping
a shot in the basket, and on at least two occas@opass to the next player went errant and
smacked into the announcer’s table. Needless talsaypublic address announcer, who has been
around as long as Forest State, damn near hadtealttaak.

But he regained his composure to make the followaimgouncement: “Ladies and
gentlemen, please put your hands together as we thegopening round of the Slam Dunk
contest!”

Knowing the winner was going to be Jamaal, Davisckled. Jamaal was clearly the

most athletic on the team. It also helped thatbmpetition was horrible.
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First, there was the Otto. His lanky frame lefoatb be desired, as did his dunks. Two of
his attempts sent the ball across the court. Yaldgprobably have heard the clangs to Otto’s
hometown in Berlin.

Next up was Jamaal, who threw down a beautiful teamd jam that got the small crowd
in a minor stir. Davis was sure in the back of Jal'eanind; he was kicking himself for
transferring from Albrecht University, a smaller@ecticut school that has made the NCAA
tourney twice since his departure.

The 6-6 walk-on Billy Locke was up next. Davis tigbtihe was around to keep the
team’s GPA up to par, because he had very littheegdis attempts left him a heap on the court,
much to the crowd’s amusement. Then there was-ttieBichard Jackson. For some reason, the
back-up point guard was under the delusion thatdeethe second coming of Spud Webb. He
had three attempts, but everybody in the arena le@wetly was going to happen: Three
attempts in which he came nowhere near the rim.

Finally, there was the big man, seven-footer Mikdlips. Despite the fact he was, in the
physical sense, a pure center; it was well knova lle wasn’t worth the recruiting effort. And
his dunks pretty much proved that claim, clankivg of the three monster dunks he tried to
throw down.

The dunk contest essentially set the tone foréseaf the evening. Next was the three-
point contest, which should have been renamedRhst‘One to Hit a Trey Wins” contest. The
winner turned out to be the obvious choice: stgréenior shooting guard Dexter Hollis, who, if
properly motivated, could drain threes at will.

With the three-point debacle over, the finale wets & Green versus White scrimmage

that would prove to be the final insult on what ledome a gruesome spectacle. It didn't really
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matter who won the scrimmage, because it was @ihdous affair. Despite the fact there was
relatively little defense played, nobody, saveJamaal and Miles, wanted to make a basket. The
end result was a 55-38 win by the Green team théddh

Davis understood why many in the crowd were bleanged, as the crowd slowly drifted
out of the arena. Most of the dorm kids had vac&ection 133 after Lanie’s stormy departure,
no doubt because Reggie willed it so.

As for him, Dauvis figured that he took some pleasarwatching the team fare so poorly
on the first night. If he needed any spur to camgihis cause to dump Tip, he needn’t look any
further.

Deciding he had seen enough and wanting to wréestbry and head home, Davis
gathered Wilt, who had obviously made his way ®lihar inside the arena, and went back to the
Foresteroffices.

“Say Davis,” Wilt uttered from his stupor. “Lookiké you got in the middle of some
nasty shit.”

“Oh, that thing between me and Lanie? | guessBayis replied. “But it was nothing
compared to the venom she had for Reggie.”

“And Brenda. Man, you wouldn’t believe how all thignt down.”

“I knew it! Reggie and Brenda did have somethingngen!”

“Had, actually. You know why him and Brenda brok#Ehe found out that he was
cheating on her with Lanie.”

After that revelation, they went their separate sya¥ilt to whatever keg party was
happening and Dauvis to the office to write his gtdéts he entered the hall towards tharester

offices, Davis heard noises. He probably shouldeHeit well enough alone and gone home, but
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instead, he unlocked the office doors only to walkn Brenda and Kevin in a rather
compromising position.

“Oh shit!” Davis exclaimed, mostly because that wesonly thing he could think of to
say. Embarrassed as hell, he shut the door abraptyvent home. Clearly, Davis had seen
enough for one night.

And, as it turned out, this would pretty much reygr® a microcosm of the season.
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Chapter 3
Preseason Jitters

It had been three weeks since Midnight Madnesgladumberjacks were gearing up
for their only exhibition game. Uncle Phil was dpia little better than he had been, even though
the chemotherapy was making him sick as a dog.

By that time, all the college basketball expertd bame out with their predictions. To
nobody’s surprise, FSU was ranked near the bottotmeoMidwest Conference.

Meanwhile, Davis was caught in the crossfire ofaa between Brenda and Lanie. A
couple of days of getting over the shock of walkimgn Brenda and Kevin, Davis mentioned
the squabble he had with Lanie. That only promjgexhda to lambaste her in the latest
editorial, calling the student government presidest drunk to responsibly address the needs of
the students.”

Dauvis tried to focus attention on Saturday’s exiobigame with a team called the Street
Corp, which he guessed were a group of guys dtledrwith Tip on the hardwood during the
off-season and, as a favor to them, hooked themiitinoa warm-up game against the
Lumberjack and the money that came with it.

Avoiding the Crash, Davis made it to FSU Arenainmet for team introductions. The
starting line-up for Forest State consisted ofgrexlictable trio of Jamaal Hooks, Dexter Hollis
and Miles Holcomb, plus Otto Braun and, in a s@ipg twist, Mike Phillips in the middle.
Perhaps his parents were in the crowd.

Phillips grabbed the opening tip, probably becadeseas about six inches taller than the
guy he faced. The first five minutes were excruc@twith the Lumberjacks holding a slim 10-8

margin over the Street Corps. Davis, bored at ¢ingy slisplay, turned his attention to the crowd,
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where much of the real action was going on. Fih&,gang from Section 103 appeared to be in
mid-season form, led by boisterous heckling attkgense of the visiting coach.

Meanwhile, in Section 133, the dorm kids had t&in issues, in all likelihood spurred
by some pre-game libations. Lanie and her entourggects were less than interested in the
game and more interested in socializing with eahlero much to his non-surprise.

Of course, no game would have been complete witReggie who, between trading
barbs with Lanie’s crew a few rows down, was tgtédlcused on the game and FSU’s poor
performance against a clearly inferior opponent litaks thrown together at the last minute.

During the time-outs were “performances” by thedsbiState cheerleaders, a rag-tag
bunch of degenerates who would have been laughtof any other school, and a dance number
by the Log Ladies, a horribly-named group of dasenose lack of grace was the constant
source of amusement by Brenda over the time Dadsknown her.

While he thought of the last insult his boss hashewp with, Davis noticed that Brenda
and Kevin were perched in Section 109, acrossrémedrom Reggie, ironically. They spent
more time making out than watching the game. WDhdgis was sure that this was a blatant
attempt to mess with Reggie, he should have coresidamself lucky that he didn’t witness
what Davis had after Midnight Madness.

Needless to say, Davis was thrilled to see the ggah&o halftime. The Lumberjacks
were trailing the Street Corp, 38-35. Jamaal lédadrers with 12 points, but FSU was
hampered by 13 turnovers that led to 20 of theeSt@@rps’ points.

While Davis sat down in the press room to reachtd&ime stats and eat a hot dog, a
very grateful Jack Alps greeted him. Jack seeméetrgleasant to Davis, maybe because he

could relate to the living hell Davis was enduring.
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“There he is,” Jack opened. “My savior.”

“Thanks, Jack,” Davis said. “Hey, | forgot to memti Great coverage of the Breeder’'s
Cup a couple of weeks ago.”

“I tell ya, it was great. | got three whole daysSainta Anita getting the full experience.
It's always great to witness a spectacle like likes that. This is the trade-off, though. The
Sentinelsends me to heaven for a couple of days, therskaepwallowing in crap for the entire
winter.”

He was right. Davis could relate. Besides Uncld’®health struggles, he was the sports
editor of a newspaper that had the student govertjmet to mention an entire athletics
department, on its back. Add to that a crappy hoeas that featured a coach that likely
couldn’t stand him.

“Keep your head up, kid,” Jack said. “Things wilioe together for you soon enough.”

As luck would have it, something did come togethésw seconds later, as cute girl in
walked in. She had brown eyes and strawberry blbiadten big curls. The second Davis saw
her, his mouth dropped, which he quickly closedls® wouldn’t notice. She grabbed a Diet
Pepsi, smiled at him, and left the room.

Jack laughed. “Looks like you found a bright sgaio bad you have no idea who she is.”

It figured that Jack would be nice enough to tethi.nLaura Bryce, in no shock to Dauvis,
worked as Tip’s student assistant.

At that point, Davis was a little disgruntled. M@s her boss, and Davis was certainly
not in his good graces. But then again, seeingvasra nice diversion from everything else.
Davis headed back to his seat on press row to séttiee remainder of this exhibition disaster.

Sadly, the second half was no better than theHablt
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As was the case earlier in the game, Jamaal wastheffensive spark, rattling off six
straight points during one stretch. Perhaps the maesrated guy on the floor was Otto, who
lumbered about like a lost sheep.

Six minutes into the second half, Miles drove th# Bown the court after a Hooks
rebound. Miles thought he’'d get flashy and distodaok pass to Otto. The problem was that
somebody forgot to tell the lanky German. The ezsiilt was an errant pass that smacked Otto
right in the head and bounced out of bounds.

The crowd in the arena was rather paltry for theetup. The announced attendance was
750, allegedly, to witness poor execution and ultiasly bad ball handling. By the time Otto
was beaned by Miles, a good part of the crowd kaecekthe stands. Davis attributed this to the
fact that some have a higher threshold of pain tihers.

Thankfully, the pain subsided for the few and dreh®espite the Jacks’ poor
performance, in the end, The Street Corps jusbtarf gas and couldn’t maintain their halftime
edge. FSU was able to eke out a win against theeshdk squad, 60-57. Jamaal led the team
with 18 points and nine rebounds, but the Lumb&gdmad made 20 turnovers and committed a
ton of personal fouls.

With the game over, it was time to head back tgottessroom and talk with Tip, yet
another thing Davis wasn't looking forward to catesing the acrimonious first impression he
made on the man.

Tip walked into the room with his tie loosened @odt unbuttoned. He looks mildly
pleased with the victory, though Davis couldn’t argtand why anyone would be happy about

scratching out a win over some scrubs.
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Davis was apprehensive at first, thinking the fiygéstion out of his mouth was going to
be shouted down by Tip. But the reality turnedtoube that Jack and Albert took the bulk of the
guestions Davis planned to ask. He was thankftiidee two in a way, mostly because they
unwittingly shielded him from the wrath of Tip.

“Coach, will the execution improve in the regulaason?” Jack asked.

“Well, this was a warm-up,” Tip answered. “This wag first chance to knock off some
of the rust from the off-season. We'll get oursslugo a rhythm soon enough.”

Yeah,Davis thoughta rhythm of getting your ass kicked game in andegaut.

“So, Coach, this means the large number of foutstarnovers doesn’t bother you?”
Albert added.

“Well, 1 don’t think we should read too much inteetstat book tonight,” Tip replied.
“The kids were out there to have some fun, andnktthey'll learn when to switch it on when
the games count.”

Fun? Davis thoughtls that was getting yelled at for five minutesB&tause that's what
happened to Miles during the second half, and He’'tliook very happy to me.

“It seems that Otto Braun is still a little losttdbere,” Albert asked. “What kind of
timeline do you have for his development as ais@forward?”

“Well, we weren't planning to throw basketballshed head until after Thanksgiving,”
Tip joked. Of course, the only ones laughing wasealssistants and others in the athletics
department.

“But seriously,” Tip continued, knowing he laid agg, “Braun should be alright for the

regular season. There’s no reason that we shoukldray problems this year.”
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Rather than answer any other questions, Tip ded¢megcuse himself, much to the
media’s chagrin. Jack and Albert shook their headise left as if to collectively say, “Damn,
what an asshole.”

As for Davis, he clicked off his tape recorder avith final game stats in hand, he
returned to th&oresteroffices, hoping, of course, that Kevin and Brehdd taken their show
home this night. Davis still didn’t understand wiByenda had shown up to the game. She never
struck him as much of a basketball fan. In truthwhas still convinced that she went there with
Kevin to taunt Reggie.

Thankfully, there were no surprises waiting for Bavhen he opened the office door. In
actuality, the office was tranquil, except for ttleud of smoke that billowed out of the dark
room, telling him that Wilt was developing his shédr next issue.

But just as Davis turned on his computer, Brendhkevin came barging in. It was
obvious that they had tanked up during the gam@ hanwas afraid they had come back to the
office for a little post-game action. And they l@aksurprised to see Davis, too.

“Sorry, Davis,” Brenda slurred. “I didn’t know anye was going to be here.”

“It's alright, Brenda,” Davis said. “| wanted to &ok this story out while it's still fresh in
my head.”

Brenda then waddled over to Kevin and muttered,u"see, Kevin? This is what I'm
talking about: Dedication. | wish | had 10 peopke Ihim.”

She looked down at Davis, and then whispered irairiks ear who let out a gasp.

“I guess this can wait,” Davis snapped back. “| ba®n’'t be getting any work done
tonight.”

“Really, Davis,” Brenda slathered, “Or are you lgefathe, fasse, err, funny?”
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“Nah, | mean, it's Saturday night. What the hell edoing here? | guess I'm just trying
to get my mind off things.”

“Well, | think Kevin and | have just the thing’..

Whatever they had planned, Davis knew he wasnigytm let them drive.

So, it was off to the Warehouse District they wamdl a stop at the Velvet Dog, which, as
Davis remembered, had some decent music and godd dAfter checking in with the bouncer,
Brenda and Kevin magically disappeared to the cealvdhnce floor. This, of course, meant
Davis was relegated to the bar, hoping for a bddeto notice him in a sea of humanity.

“He’ll take a Miller Lite,” an unknown figure in ént of me called. The next thing Davis
knew, he was presented with a free beer, complsngiiReggie McCaffrey.

“Taking a breather, | see,” said Reggie. “You kntamg ago, | was like you:
hardworking, dedicated and not opinionated. Ana thetarted speaking out. You will too, one
of these days.”

“You know | came here with Kevin and Brenda, righDavis replied.

“Something tells me they’ll be taking a separate lsame. It's for the best, you know. |
doubt you'd want to be sitting next to them onwsey home. Lord knows what they’'d do.”

“l can imagine. Say, | thought you might be workmgyour site or something.”

“Come on, even I'm not that big a geek. It's Saayrdight, pal! In fact, | was wondering
if you'd be my wingman for a little mission.”

Davis has heard this before. Basically, he wasimamterference for some boring or ugly
chick while his friend got the hottie on the dafloer, kind of like that Coors Light commercial.
As he predicted, Reggie made a play for some leggdd blonde in a tight mini-skirt, while

Davis was relegated to entertaining her friend, Vado&ked more like Harvey Keitel in a wig.
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However, about five minutes later, he was backeatiack, free from the Keitel look-a-
like. No sooner than he grabbed his drink, Regmiazangly reappeared, without blonde in hand.
Davis was betting that she wasn’t a fan of FSU btstl, which he guessed would have been
Reggie’s opening line.

“Not much of a hoops fan?” Davis asked.

“Please,” Reggie retorted. “Basketball has nothindo with making a play for the
ladies. However, tall muscular boyfriends do, whgkvhy I'm back here getting another beer. |
see you weren’'t down with Harvey Keitel's sistdr?e

“You caught the resemblance. | thought most pemoleld be nice enough not to point
that out in public.”

“Come on. You're talking to the guy who’s made site fire coaches popular. | have no
shame.”

“Clearly. But doesn't it bug you that Brenda’s harel she didn’t say anything to you?”

“Not really. | kind of left things a mess with uéou see, well, I think I'll leave it at that.”

He didn’t tell Davis, but he had already got thst gif the story from Wilt. He knew
about Reggie and Brenda, then Reggie and Laniehawche lost them both. But Davis figured
it was none of his business.

Just then, the look on Reggie’s face turned fromigevial to sour.

“You might want to scatter,” he blurted out. “Nase in getting you caught in the
crossfire.”

Before Davis could ask him what he was talking apReggie scurried into the crowd.

Davis looked at the entrance, and there was Tipd&ode understood why Reggie ran so fast.
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Since Davis didn’t feel like he was in any dangerd also since he was running low on alcohol,
he decided to belly up to the bar for another.

“I thought journalists were vodka drinkers,” a dgrubice behind Davis said as he order
another beer. “At least that's what Jack and Aldeirik.”

Davis didn’t have to turn around to see who it wés . knew it was Tip.

“Well, Coach, I'm also a college student, so | gudsat cancels things out,” Davis
calmly replied. “We're still too poor to afford thiep-shelf stuff.”

“You're that kid from the~orester right?” asked Tip. By then Davis realized Tip hraxd
idea who he was. So, of course, Davis had to rednte himself.

“You got me pretty good after Media Day,” Tip conied.

“Just doing my job, Coach,” Davis responded.

“Yeah, | understand. It was my fault really. | ¢gidactly what Gary Winters wanted me
to do.”

“So, Coach, what brings you out here tonight?”

“My goddaughter thought it would be a good ideag then pointed out his goddaughter
out on the dance floor. Davis should have knowmais Laura.

“Her father was a trainer for the Clippers,” TipdsdLet's just say we spent a lot of time
together, especially with these knees.”

“Sounds like a beautiful friendship,” Davis said.

“Kid, it seems like we got off on the wrong footitiwthat tirade of mine and all.”

“Coach, you know I've got a job to do, and thalis primary reason the picture got on

the front page. In fact, the picture wasn’'t evencay.”
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“Alright, alright. I've already gotten enough flééom Winters and his horde of listeners.
Look, | recognize | was a prick, but its all paftlee gig. I've built a reputation on having the
larger than life persona. And | intend to keeppt’u

“So, coach, what are you saying that things aragt get things worse?”

“Son, I'm just saying that if | were you, I'd stapove the fray.”

“Uncle Tip, are you talking basketball again?” entde voice called from behind him.
“Didn’t | bring you out not to talk about that?”

“Laura, have you met, Davis, is it?”

She smiled. “Not formally, but | think I've seemmhidown in the press room with the
other guys.”

“Uh, yeah,” Davis uttered nervously, not knowingatkelse to say.

Tip just laughed at the reaction, and made his twdlie VIP section. Apparently, he felt
the best way to get back at Davis for the frontepstgry was to leave him alone with his
goddaughter.

“Uncle Tip?” Davis asked.

“Yeah. He grew up in Philadelphia when my dad waskimg on his Master’s degree in
Sports Medicine at Temple. They met during my dgdacticum. It's a long story.”

“Sure, | can see that.”

“So, Davis, do you dance?”

Trying to be funny, he said, “Well, | won’t be gati into any MC Hammer videos, but
yeah.”

She giggled, to his surprise, led him towards thece floor. Just as Davis started to relax

with Laura, he caught Reggie out of the cornerigflye, getting into it with Brenda and Kevin.
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“Listen, | have to go. Gotta put out a fire.” Dagaid into Laura’s ear and pointed to the
argument behind her.

“Oh, a hero, too,” Laura said.

“Not really. | just want to keep my editor in oniege. I'll see you around the arena,
right?”

“Maybe even sooner.” She winked and left him tol deth the growing fight.

Just as Kevin and Reggie were coming to blows, ©degcided to intervene and pulled
Reggie off the dance floor and out of the club.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” Davis yelled.

“Damn it, this doesn’t concern you!” Reggie boomasl he tried to push and shove past
Davis to get back into the club.

“What are you, crazy? | know this none of my bussdut would you like to spend a
night in jail?”

With that, Reggie slumped and sat himself on the euth his head in his hands.

“l screwed this up, man,” he whimpered.

“Screwed up what?” Davis asked, though he knevatissver.

“Me and Brenda. Hell, | drug you into this wholendy. Might as well give you the story.
Kevin was Brenda’s math tutor. Me and her, wellrevi@gether for a while.”

“But you thought Brenda had a thing for Kevin.”

“Yeah. But she told me nothing was going on. Thdhd stop me, though. No way. One
night, I got totally obliterated at The Crash.”

“And you ran into Lanie.”

“That’s right. How did you know?”
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“Wilt told me. You're just filling the blanks at th point.”

“Well, | filled something that night. The next mang, | told Brenda about it. She
dumped me on the spot. Me and Lanie tried to mage a& it, but that chick’s just psycho! And
you know the rest of the story. She got Kevin. i gathing. It's been almost a year, and it still
hurts. I don’t get it.”

“Reg, you are asking the wrong guy,” Davis pickéd kip off the curb. “Come on, bud.
I'll take you home.”

After dropping off Reggie at his apartment compermewhere in Cleveland Heights,
Davis headed to Parma where he and his mother. Wéde the next day would no doubt bring
a ton of questions from Uncle Phil, Davis wishedstmaf them would be about the game.
However, he could take it to the bank Uncle wasgto ask about the girl. Though Davis

hadn’t told him about it, he had always had a wilnowing...
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Chapter 4
Practice Makes Permanent

It had been about 10 days after the aberrationvthatthe only exhibition game of the
season. The doctors had given Uncle Phil a breathéne chemotherapy, and he had been
feeling better the last three days.

However, he was still weak, and he took up residext®avis and Marcia’s house,
meaning he was a couple of doors down from Dawiss, of course, gave him more
opportunities to dig into Davis about Laura, th@wberry blonde who had the extra-added
bonus of being Tip’s goddaughter. While this, inligklihood, meant Davis had no chance in
hell, Uncle Phil was already making wedding arrangets.

The first game of the season was an away gamdtsb&igh against Duquense, a team
without much of a punch. Brenda asked Dauvis if lamted to make a road trip, but he declined.
Since he’d probably have to foot the bill for trpogation costs, it wasn't really worth it.

Instead, he decided to take to the practice gydota preview story on the team. Davis
felt less apprehensive of going into enemy teryitas he thought he had been able to clear the
air with Tip after out conversation at the club.

Getting into practice was the hard part. For whategason, sports information guarded
Tip and the team like Fort Knox. All interviews wehrough them first. It was fine, though,
because Davis had no intention of calling Tip’sagfwith the off chance he’d get Laura on the
line, thus making him so nervous he would probdialye hung up the phone.

Davis thumbed through the newly-printed men’s bdsMemedia guide and grabbed the
contact number.

“Sports Info,” a growl on the other end of the pa@nswered.
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“Yeah,” Davis responded. “This is Davis Brown frahe Forester I'd like to request an
access pass to practice.”

“For what purpose?”

“Preview story for the Duquesne game.”

“Will you be sending over written confirmation?”

“Written?”

The voice sighed impatiently. “All verbal requestast be followed by a written
confirmation on the letterhead of the media oditlet.

“Oh. Yeah. It's coming.”

“This will be for what day?”

“Today.”

“OK. All requests must be made at least 24 houfsrbehe day of the interview. But
since | see you didn’t know or remember that,riithke an exception this one time.”

This is what Davis had to put up with. It may bBigision | squad, but it's a team that
hasn’t made it to an NCAA tournament since the boaas still playing. He didn’t bother to
argue with sports information, though. They wers pnother hurdle in his way. But they did
mention that the basketball office would call toxfton his appointment.

The funny part was that he knew that Jack and Allvere going to be at practice as
well, and Davis knew they didn’t have to jump thgbuhe hoops, so to speak, that he was forced
to. It was the price, Davis supposed, for not beimgsidered a real news source.

As soon as he returned to the office after his Mdedia Criticism class, he heard the
phone ring.

“Forester” Davis answered.
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“Yes, I'm looking for Davis Brown,” the voice onélother line said.

“This is he.”

“Well, Davis, | thought you might be out breaking another fight or something. This is
Laura.”

She giggled, and Davis broke out in a cold sweattitdnked God she was just on the
phone.

“Oh, uh, hi,” he bleated. “I, er, take it you'relloag to, um, confirm my interview with
Tip, err, Coach Woods?”

“Yes. You can come down to the practice gym anytafter 3:30.”

“Right. Say, how come Sports Info said | neededagetnfirmation from your office? |
was pretty sure that the other guys didn’t haveito, go through that.”

“Well, you didn’t. The guys from Sports Info areke, kind of.”

Davis laughed nervously. “I could, um, tell. Sowhdid you get picked to call me?”

“I volunteered.”

She laughed again, closed out the call and hun@hip.is getting interestinddavis
thought to himself.

But before the color in his face came back, thesesltor, Jerry Gruber, walked past
him and asked, “Are you alright?”

Brenda looked over to Davis and responded for Hie.s under a little stress. Someone
from athletics is getting the better of him,” slagdswith a wink.

By about 3:30, Davis collected his gear and headed the FSU Arena for the end of

practice. The whole way there, he never saw any &frsecurity indicating that this was a tight-

lipped operation. He took the elevator down toliaeement where the practice gym was located.
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At the elevator opened, the sports information guying as if he was more important than
Davis was, greeted him.

As he looked over the guy’'s shoulder, Davis savk dad Albert already in the gym. No
doubt they never had to be subjected to theseraiige security tactics. Finally, after sports
information’s little Q & A session was over, Dagtepped into the practice gym, where he saw
12 guys on the court trying in vain to build a csie unit.

They were failing. Mostly, near as Davis couldl, teias about three guys who could
have played anywhere in the country and nine otasshould have considered themselves
lucky that any college would take a look at therat 8at didn’t stop Tip, who looked over at
Davis, Jack and Albert, from thinking that his kmsuld put on a show.

“Alright, gentlemen,” Tip shouted to his player®Vé have ourselves some guests. Let's
show ‘em what you got.”

This couldn’t have meant anything good. Tip grabtiexdball and put 10 minutes on the
gym'’s game clock. Tip then put Otto and Mike in thildle, which in many parts of the world
would have been considered a mismatch, and threthveupall.

To Davis’ surprise, Otto was able to out-jump Mikdip the ball to his squad, not really
a shock, considering that Mike Phillips probablginalet his feet leave the ground since about
1999. Otto sent the ball Jamaal’s way, and he inaielgt dished it to Miles.

As the starting point guard, Miles seemed to beaedt court general. His efforts,
unfortunately, tended to go for naught, as histhgig-quick passes took his own teammates off-
guard. Davis was sure that Miles has regretted mgna FSU over plenty of other schools who

recruited him. He shook off a defender and spunrad@nother, but Richard Jackson wasn’t
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paying attention to the ball, and Miles’ no-lookspattempt flew past Richard and slammed
against the gym wall.

But rather than chide Richard for his inattentives)€elip went to Miles and ripped him a
new asshole, resulting in Miles ending up on tllelgies. Davis didn’t know much about
coaching basketball, but he could say that sittivegstarting point guard, even during practice,
was not a good thing.

Predictably, the second team seemed terribly uclcoated. The second team’s point
guard, Fred Roach, had a slew of problems, mosgaf@et being his penchance for coughing up
the ball. While Miles caught most of his teammattsguard with his passes, Fred usually
caught himself off-guard.

And true to form, while Fred screwed around trymgke a pass, Dexter Hollis jumped
in front of the lazy pass and sprinted down thefflior the easy basket, a modest lay-up. For the
next five minutes, it was the same story. With Klie the sidelines, it became Richard’'s show.
It didn’t help, however, that Richard was a majoowboat and ball hog to boot.

During one series down the floor, Richard triedit@ke and bake everyone on the floor,
including his own teammates! In the end, he didtoowemany spin moves and had his pocket
picked.

Throughout it all, Miles sat on the sidelines. Batiought he might be injured, but Miles
had that look of impatience in his eyes, much &keockey player in the penalty box. There was
something more to this. There had to be.

“I wonder what they’re saying,” Davis said to thiher two reporters as the team
huddled between halves.

“Probably a pep talk for them not to blow so bathtk chimed in. “Like that'll help.”
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“You guys heading to Pittsburgh?” Davis asked.

“No way,” Albert said. “In the first place, my papie way too cheap to send me
anywhere. And secondly, would you want to go sesdtguys?”

“Those are the reasons I'm not going,” Jack adtigesides, I'll be at Northfield Park
covering some harness racing.”

As Jack went on about the dishes they served aWworéhfield compared to the FSU
pressroom, Davis could hear in the backgroundpuarioud noises in the background,
obviously Tip screaming at the team. His anger egaentrated at Jamaal and Miles, strange
because Jamaal was the only player making anydistiot and Miles was on the sidelines for
most of the half.

Tip broke up the huddle, and the scrimmage continkiles made his way back to the
court, but he was put on the second squad thatmeguipped to handle his ball-handling skills.
Other than that, there was no change to the sesiunatl. Miles decided that the best he could do
for the team was nothing. So every time the putibad play, Miles would dish it off, most
likely to shield himself from any further criticisfrom Tip.

But that was to no avail. Halfway through the setbalf, Tip stopped the game and
admonished Miles for not making any plays at poattich Davis couldn’t comprehend it at all.
Did Tip have it out for his point guard? Was hertgyto sabotage his own team?

By the time Tip had finished laying into Miles, teecond five-minute set had expired.
Tip finished things off by rallying the guys intacacle, undoubtedly to try and lift their spirits.
Judging from a visibly perturbed Miles Holcombagpeared to be all for nothing.

As the team grumbled its way to the exit and towah@ locker room, Tip had presented

himself to the unimpressed media.
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“Gentlemen, | will entertain any questions you nmaye,” Tip proclaimed.

The statement bewildered them for a moment, bkt dad Albert regrouped and lobbed
up the usual travail of softball questions that tyuys who’d rather be somewhere else would
ask. As he finished answering Albert’s last quesabout using a starting lineup without Miles
in it, his eyes slowly made their way towards Dagssif he had a sense of sinister anticipation.

“So, kid,” Tip said to Davis, “you have anythingelto add?”

“Actually, Coach, | do,” Davis replied, much to Tspsurprise. “I noticed that Miles was
spending some time on the sidelines during thensaage. Is he going to be ready to take on the
Dukes?”

Tip stood there a bit dumbfounded, probably noteexipg Davis to say anything. Tip
might have thought Davis was setting him up, peshég a follow-up question about all the
verbal abuse directed at Miles. However, aftergptmof seconds, Tip came back at Davis with
the typical lame excuse for Miles not making a slidmiing the scrimmage.

“He’s been working through a couple of things,” Biiated. “Mostly, he’s been trying to
get through some muscle spasms in his neck and’back

That was richDavis thoughtHe had a pain in the neck. Funny, because | was jus
thinking the same thing.

“However,” Tip continued, “I figure if | give himane time, he’ll make a great impact
off the bench. Gentlemen, I have to run. Got a geonprep for.”

With that, Tip disappeared out the door, leavirgriedia in the dust.

“Hey, kid, nice shot,” Jack said. “You knew he vwggmsng to come up with some pile of

crap. Why do you think we quit asking him questitins
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“No kidding,” Albert chimed in. “The last time Izged a hardball at him, | got sent to a
television conference for two weeks.”

“Wait a minute,” Jack interjected. “Don’t you dcathenyway?”

“Not to Minneapolis,” Albert retorted. “You ever &e to Minnesota in the middle of
winter? It's goddamned brutal!”

When Davis arrived back at the office the next diastead of finishing his section, the
situation between Miles and Tip got him startecaomhole other path, and he made a trip to the
library to check the archives to see if there waarg prior patterns between Tip and Miles or Tip
and any other player.

Davis wasn't sure what he’d find. But it became enevident that since the previous
sports editor, Steve Grissom, was a flake, and iRegggent a lot of time talking up Tip and the
Lumberjacks, any relevant information that couldybéhered from Miles’ first couple of years
would not have come from tlt@rester

After spending way too much time sifting througleless information, Davis found
himself in a pinch, with his section sporting adhalhere a basketball story was supposed to go.
Quickly, Davis whipped out a schpiel with a stotlofo of Jamaal making a lay-up. The piece
also added in some quotes about the alleged itguiiles relegating him to back-up detail.

Just as Dauvis finished hammering out his articlenBa stormed into the office, then into
her private office, slamming the door in the precé&®y no coincidence, her arrival to the office
was, by all assumptions, near the same time asnth@f the bi-weekly student government
meeting. If this was true, then there was no dthdit yet another scathing article about Lanie
and her minions were forthcoming.

About ten minutes later, Brenda skulked out ofdféce. She still didn’t look pleased.
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“Folks, | need your attention for a couple of miggit Brenda grunted. “I know its
production day, but there are some things | haveltyou.”

While Davis was done with his section and a coptoed thumps-up away from heading
home, he nevertheless turned his eyes to Brendaefannouncement.

“It appears that our glorious student governmeBtgnda began, “has taken it upon
themselves to lobby Student Affairs to have a sdyow we run things around here. Tonight’s
meeting was topped off by a resolution introduce®B president Lanie Chapel and passed by
the Senate to push for a media advisory committee.

“Let me just say that | am as outraged as you aBtrbe at this moment. But | can assure
you that this will, in no way shape or form, afféioeé way that we do business around here.
There is no way in hell that the student governmehtEVER have a say at tHeorester”

Davis’ heart sank. While he knew this wouldn’t hgaffect him very much, being the
sports editor and all, this would continue to ph&Foresterin the war zone against the student
government. However, he knew all of the underlyssyies behind this battle. As soon as his
section was set up for printing, Davis made anretbwalk over to Brenda’s office.

“Can | talk to you for a sec?” he asked her.

“Sure,” she answered abruptly. “Be my guest, tholilghmot surprised this conversation
didn’t happen a little sooner.”

“Look, Brenda, | know the entire back story behatldof this.”

“Then, Mr. Brown, you also know about how much aflat Lanie is, then?”

“Psycho, um, yeah. Slut? Well, I'll have to takeuyavord for it.”
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“You know, that bitch actually thought she wasord with Reggie. They screwed one
friggin’ time! One time! And she thought it was ermgh to warrant some sort of commitment
from that jackass.”

“Uh, is there something I'm missing here?”

“Enough to fit in the Grand Canyon, Davis. | knowdgie’s got a big-ass mouth, but I'm
real sure he left out the parts where Lanie wdkistame for about six months after he broke up
with her.”

“Stalking? What?”

“Yeah, and I'll bet Reggie forget to throw in thect that | had to change my cell phone
number four times because she had all of her fité@ds calling me all hours of the night.”

“I don't get it. How does someone like that gebistudent government?”

“Like | said, Davis. Slut. That and nobody in teishool could give a shit about who's
presiding over the student body.”

After that, Davis had nothing else to say. It wigsacto him that Brenda and Lanie’s
hatred of each other was going to spill into evang else, including, he feared, the basketball
games. At this point, he was almost sorry to hanteeg the entire story, the final chapter of
which he was sure hadn’t been written.

Done with his section, Davis gathered his things laeaded back to Parma, where Uncle
Phil would be there looking for some more dirt dp @nd, more to the point, Laura. If he
weren't sick as hell, Davis would have seriousld tam to get a life.

Arriving home, he walked past Uncle Phil’s roonggt to his own. The chemotherapy
had been taking its toll and he about a few weeksDespite looking pale and sickly, that didn’t

stop him from flagging Davis down.
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“Hey, Dauvis, you're in college,” Uncle Phil mutteke’Could you see if you could hook
up an old man with some, ahem, medical marijuana?”

“Good one, Uncle Phil,” Davis laughed. “Seriouglypugh, you were a season ticket
holder. Did Tip ever have it in for any of his péag?”

“You must be talking about him and Miles Holcomlisten, and this is very important.
Tip has his favorites. And somewhere between eshiman and sophomore years, they got into
it. 've got a couple of friends who talk to thegpeys all the time, and Miles and Tip’s
relationship is combative at best.”

“Well, it's getting worse. He just put Miles on tbench.”

“I'm not surprised. They looked like they were ath other’s throats last season. Ugly
stuff, in fact.”

Uncle Phil confirmed what Davis had already susgekdbut there was more. Apparently,
Tip had a falling out with another player, Arth@nkins, back in the late 90s. Jenkins had been
the starting power forward, but as his senior seagare on, he was sent to the bench, and
eventually quit.

“Nobody knows what became of Arthur,” Uncle Phitdad. “Some say he finished his
last semester and went home to Chicago, | thinkl Kdow is that I've never heard from him
again.”

Davis could have gone on all night talking with hiout Uncle Phil needed his rest.
Davis let him get some sleep and headed to his redrare he turned on his computer, where
his e-mail was full of the usual notices from sdherad, of course, e-mail from Reggie telling

him all the crazy theories he had about the baskdgam. While checking the NBA scores on
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Yahoo, Davis’ instant messenger popped up withta from a person with the handle
FSUInfoPlease.

“R U Davis Brown?”

“Yeah. Who wants to know? And how did U get my ID?”

“How many people can possibly named GoFSUJacks?”

“Good point.”

“I know you want to know about the coach. Well,&isthe scoop: Him and Miles
Holcomb are at each other’s throats, even worseheat you saw at practice. Miles is saying
that if he’s sitting on the bench for more than ames, he’s quitting. Don’t worry. I've already
e-mailed Reggie this info. L8... :)”

“Wait. How do you know this?”

No answer. Davis tried again, to no avail. He cleeckossTip.com after the brief
conversation. Sure enough, news of a Miles Holcomlx-out screamed on the page.

This is going to cause problent3avis thoughtBut thankfully, not for me.
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