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One

January 12, 2018

Connersville,  Georgia

-  forty miles west of  Atlanta -

He had dropped the pass;  a sure touchdown.  But he dropped it.

He hated it . . . 

His wife,  Jill,  had told him time and time again:  to forget what had happened in the past.  'Forget it,'  she would say.  

'You didn't catch the winning pass in the championship game.  To the football world that was the ultimate 'no-no','  she told her husband Jeff.  'But you can't let it ride you forever.'

_______

But that was a hard thing for Jeff to do.  Jeff had  dropped the pass.  He had failed!  He had had dropped the pass.  He knew he had been a star athlete:  up till then. . .  

It was a simple thing but hard for him to live down:  the ultimate shame.  He never attended another of his high school games,  long after he had graduated.  He didn't want to be reminded.  To him the fingers would point:  'that's the one that dropped the pass.'

He was harder on himself than anyone else.  It was something that had haunted him off and on for twenty years to come.

Twenty years.
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Two

__________

Jeff Townsend,  (41),  tried to move on,  however.  He had had a successful life well after high school,  nonetheless.  At one point he had considered playing professional football.  But after he considered the one 'hiccup',  the one dropped pass he thought he'd reconsider his future.  He wondered thereafter:  'was he good enough?' 

He had gone on professionally,  however.  He became one of the few Black men to graduate at the top of his class with an MBA in business from Georgia State University.  He completely changed his thoughts from counting completed passes to counting funds that came across his desk.  

He was an accountant.  And he currently worked at First Trust a local bank on the south side of Connersville,  Georgia:  a small town about fifty miles west of Atlanta,  Georgia.  His office was right next to the bank president and the loan officer.  He thought he was providing a good life for himself,  his wife Jill,  a school teacher,  and his two boys,  Brandon (12) and William (11).  All he dreamed of was for them to study hard and make something of themselves,  as he had done,  outside of athletics,  of course.  He had met his wife Jill (39),  in college;  at Georgia State in an economics class.

Jeff Townsend had always considered himself a winner.  He was the great bread winner of his family.

Yet,  he thought in his private moments:  'what would have happened if I had caught that pass. . . ?'

________

Barbara Taylor was the blond headed head teller at First Trust Bank.  She was always the busy body that was  interested in the goings on of the other employees at the bank.  She came into the back,  and to Jeff's office in the businesss section of the bank.  She was surprised to see Jeff,  their top accountant,  not busy at his desk but holding onto a football and twirling it around on his finger.  She knew it was an old football he had earned several years ago in his high school days for catching ten passes in one game;  a school record.  He had kept it in and around the office  in a small shelved case over in the corner of the room.

She would often notice again the black and white photos of he and his old teammates from 'way back when'  in the same little shelved area.

"Thinking back to the old days again,  Jeff?"  she asked him.

He stopped what he was doing.  

"Yeah,  I guess,  Barbara,"  he answered jovilly.

She studied him for a second.  

"You must have been really something in your football days,"  she said.

"Well,  yeah.  But I don't want to brag,"  he said.  

She sat a folder on his desk.

". . . Just some papers for you to sign,  verifying our new accounts.  All from yesterday to be updated,"  she said.

"I'll get to them right away,"  he said,  putting the ball away and sitting at his desk.  

She started out.

________

As she approached the door he looked at her and stopped her.  ". . . Barbara."

She turned to look at him.  "One more thing."

He continued.  "Thanks for letting William my boy,  stay overnight with Tommy last night." 

"That's just fine.  My boy Tommy is very fond of William.  He says William is his best friend.  It was a delight to have little William over last night.  John and I have thought he was such a well mannered little boy,"  she said.

"Takes after his father,"  Jeff said.

"Well,  I'd better be getting back to the customers.  Tell your boy William he's welcome to stay over at our house anytime,"  she said.

"I'll do that,"  Jeff said.  "See ya."

The head teller turned and left the office.

_______________  

He went back to studying his papers  and doing his work.  His mind,  however,  would drift occassionally to the football.  He stopped occassionally at what he was doing.  In twenty years time,  he had admitted to himself more than once that it had become like an obsession:  the dropped football;  the one that got away. 

He saw it in his mind time and time again:  a dropped pass,  something that would shake the core of his foundation for many years to come.  And Jeff had not been able to shake the effects of it.  It clung to him like a parisite.  His one and only failure.  He was eager,  as he thought:  'to get the bottom of it:  to get the monkey off his back!'  He thought it was the only aspect in his life he had out and out failed.  

He picked up the football again and played with it some more.  Then he sat it aside again  and continued his work for the day,  counting money:  making sure all accounts were right;  'a monotonous job,'  he thought.  'but one he was entrusted to.'

He picked up the football on his way out.

In his minds eye:  'he had caught the pass;  he had caught it!'

He smiled to himself.

He sighed.

He put the football back on the shelf.  He walked to the door and took his coat off of the rack.  It was a bit nippy outside someone had said.  He put on his coat and exited.
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Three

- that same evening -

Light flurries of snow was coming down that January day, as he drove home,  though not enough snow to accumulate on the ground.  He thought Connersville occasionally got snow,  though not a lot of it.  He was making his way home to Connersville going east on Highway 89,  a four laned hub he had traveled everyday on his way back and forth to the bank for fifteen years.  He lived less than fifteen minutes north and east from the bank;  the bank being on the fringes of Connersville.  It had been a long hard day of counting funds handling new accounts of customers and giving them toasters for banking with them,  and making certain it all came out right in the end.  But he thought:  'that was all routine.'

He turned on the radio to relax. 

The announcer said:

'It's cold in Connersville.  Temperature is a chilly forty degrees at five o'clock.  That's cold in anybody's book.'

Jeff thought it was cold,  but he thought he'd seen colder. . . 

________

It was the trailer that sat alone nestled in the trees that caught his attention.  

There was nothing unusual about it.  He thought it interesting that he had taken that route,  Highway 89 - East going towards Atlanta,  hundreds of times in the fifteen years he was employed at the bank and yet,  he had never  noticed it before,  sitting there,  the little white trailer,  seeming to call  him;  seeming to invite him.  

'It seemed like a regular trailer,'  he thought.  'Forty feet long,  perhaps eight feet wide,  just off the main road and didn't seem paticularly new as if someone had just put it there.'  He wondered why it suddenly was so noticeable?  He slowed his pace,  as he rode by and then saw why it stood out and seemed so commercial.  There was a sign out front.  He squenched his eyes.  

It was a little sign that appeared of wood about ten or fifteen inches wide and about five inches deep.  It was only a few inches off the ground.

It simply read:

Madam

_____________

'Madam?'  he thought.  'Madam What?'

Then he thought:   'Oh,  of course,  it was one of those palm reading places that told your fortune.'

He relaxed a bit.  He thought:  'he had an MBA Business degree.  He didn't need all that.  He delt in facts;  figures,  not promises.'  

'If it was a pastry or donut shop,'  he thought,  'he'd stop by and add it for dessert on the dinner menu.'  

'But no-no',  he thought,  'he didn't deal with a place that delt in such mumbo jumbo.'

He smiled to himselt and kept driving.

__________________

. . . But then he slowed his vehicle.  

He continued to look off and on at the trailer as it faded in his rear view mirror.  He drove for another mile then he slowed his vehicle again.  

Then he pulled his Nissan to the side of the road and stopped.
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