








not exactly polished, but in good condition. I start to 

walk toward the far basket, the floor squeaking beneath 

my loafers. I peer down the length of the gym. The light 

falls in orbs before me, splashing onto the floor. The 

effect is almost celestial. In comparison with the wreck­

age of the hallway, this gym feels like a cathedral. 

"You could almost still play in here," I say, and the 

people around me laugh. 

I keep walking toward the far basket. "Glass back­

boards," I say at half-court. "We didn't have them. We 

had fans." 

I take a few more steps, reach the top of the key ... and 

my mind plays tricks on me ... messes with me ... be-

cause, ridiculously, I hear-

A crowd cheering. 

A deafening roar. 

Kids screaming. 

Feet stomping. 

A chorus of voices rising, chanting, "Rabbit, RABBIT, 

RABBIT ... " 

I let the memory dissolve, the way I used to mute all 

sound around me. When I played, I blocked everything 

out-all noise, all distracting motion-focusing all my 

attention on just the game: the man guarding me, my 

teammates, the ball, the rim, this play, this moment. 

I played in silence. I played without thought. I played 

by instinct. I played with complete concentration. 

Sixty-three points in one game. D.C. high school scoring 

record. That record still stands. 

I step up to the free throw line and look to my right. 

Unfurled from one of the barred windows, a banner flaps 



slightly. I make out my name and my number-22-and 

beneath those, a list of accomplishments scrolls down-

FIRST TEAM ALL MET 

D.C . AREA BEST BASKETBALL PLAYER 1954 

LEAGUE SCORING AVERAGE: 36.1 

COLLEGE ALL-AMERICA 1957-1958 

NBA#l DRAFT PICK 1958 

NBA ROOKIE OF THE YEAR 1958-59 

10 TIME ALL NBA FIRST TEAM 

11 TIME NBA ALL STAR 

27.4 POINTS PER GAME 

13.5 REBOUNDS PER GAME 

ELECTED NBA HALL OF FAME 1977 

"Elgin?" Elaine arrives behind me and gently rubs my 

back. "What are you thinking about?" 

"Nothing," I say, my eyes riveted on that banner, my 

thoughts jumbled, memories pummeling me now, over­

whelming me. "I just-" 

"I know," Elaine says. "It's a lot." 

"Yeah," I say, drifting to below the backboard. I reach 

up and brush my fingers against the rough twine of the 

net. 

"It is," I say, and for a moment I picture myself back on 

the plane, talking to Jerry West. 

Jerry, I'm not asking for anything. I never have. I'm 

happy with what I've got. Oh, I've gone through some 

things, like everybody else, but I'm a survivor and I con­

sider myself very lucky. No: I consider myself blessed. 

But I guess I wouldn't mind that statue. 
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