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	Dedication


	 


	 


	I write this for my grandson Gamble and granddaughter Georgia.  I wanted these stories to be told and remembered for you and your future generations.  I also dedicate this to my wife Kathy.  We have had an amazing and wonderful journey so far.  I hope the Lord blesses us with many more awesome years, but if He for some reason chooses another option Kathy, I will see you on the other side!  


	 


	 




Prologue


	 


	 


	Thank you, Albertville.


	Kathy and I were having dinner with our good friends Mark and Lesa Davis a few weeks prior to this writing.  Our discussion turned to our town and in particular my loyalty and love for it.  We talked about high school and my volunteer work with the tennis and basketball programs.  We all graduated from Albertville.  Lesa currently works for the school system and Kathy did for thirteen years.  Mark played football, ran track and was crowned king of AHS.  The Davis’ children and ours also graduated from Albertville and were involved with many activities.  Mark made a statement and asked me a question, “We all love Albertville and Albertville High School, but what drives you to work so hard for the teams and volunteer the hours that you do?”  My answer was, “I can only tell you this.  I loved entering the basketball games in high school and the response of the crowd when I would give it my all.  When I was playing tennis and beginning to play well, there were so many people in town that encouraged and supported me.  Day after day, I would hear people ask about my game, where was my next tournament, how did you do in the latest rankings and then they would encourage me and tell me to go win.  So, I began to imagine when I was playing in tournaments that my whole town was in the stands.  I began to play the best I could and give it my all.  I had to help make the people and my fellow Aggies proud.  Their encouragement pushed me to want to succeed so bad that I just could not give in.  Their words helped me get a college tennis scholarship and pay for my education while enabling me to see parts of the country that I would not have otherwise.  So that is it.  I want to give back.  I want the Aggies to be a success in everything.  I believe Albertville is worthy of the best.  It makes me happy to help young people achieve things that they did not know they could accomplish.”  So thank you to all in my hometown that helped me accomplish my dreams.  There are a lot of you.  I hope you know who you are.  


	 




 


	An Aggie in Vegas


	 


	 


	I am about to type two words that will scare some of you reading this book into closing this book, burning this book or throwing this book about as far as I do a sandwich ruined with the application of mayonnaise.  The two words happen to describe the culture of which I am a part and in which I was raised.  Here we go.  The words are southern and Christian. The rest of the country does not always understand Southerners. This can lead to many interesting mis- conceptions about our part of the world.  I got my college degree from the University of Nevada, Las Vegas.  How I got there is a story for another day.  In my days of roaming across the campus, I was given the nickname of Bama.  That is all anyone knew to call me.  It was not a hard nickname to get.  All I really had to do is show up with a southern accent from the state of Alabama. The good and bad part of that is when someone mentioned Bama, everyone knew who was being talked about.  One of the aforementioned misconceptions came from a classmate from New York City named Kirk Posmantur.  He had been a fan of the television show The Dukes of Hazzard.  I really think he was a fan of Catherine Bach and her famous Daisy Dukes, but I gave him the benefit of the doubt.  Kirk was shocked to hear that there were paved roads and almost fell to the ground when I mentioned interstates.  He thought it was all dirt roads, backwoods, and beautiful girls.  He was mostly right.  There were and still are some dirt roads, but they are not that prevalent.  There were and still are a lot of backwoods.  Certainly, there were and still, are a lot of beautiful southern girls.  After learning of his affection for The Dukes of Hazzard I was just glad to be known as Bama and not Cooter.  That would have made for a bad couple of years.  So we did have paved roads, but Marshall County where I was from was a dry county.  My intrigued UNLV classmates naturally assumed that I meant that it did not rain much.  When I explained that the term dry county meant that alcohol could not be sold in any stores or served in any restaurant, they could not believe it.  “Why would anyone want to live there?”  I heard that question quite often.  I argued the point that it was not a bad thing and that folks just drove about eight miles, crossed the county line and bought whatever they wanted.  It would be another twenty plus years before my hometown would vote to sell alcohol.  This happened when a law passed allowing cities in dry counties to vote their own conscience.


	As I grew up in Alabama, I learned from my grandparent’s front porch in the Omaha community of Randolph County that when a car passed you stopped what you were doing and either gave them a good nod of the head if your hands were busy shelling peas or better yet you waved.  A car would go by and I would ask, “Who was that, granddaddy?”  He knew most of the folks in the area and he would tell me their name.  Every once in a while, someone would drive by that he did not know.  This did not matter.  He still waved.  Fifty years later it is still that way in small-town Alabama.  Folks are just friendly and if you drive by you should expect a wave or an acknowledgment.  If you do not wave back it is considered rude and you should then expect a different kind of acknowledgment from the initiator.  If you are new to the area you get a pass for a few days as people will begin a conversation with you with the words “you ain’t from around here now, are ya?”  I never understood why the word now is used in those situations, but it just is.  


	If you happen to be walking by someone on the street of a small town in the Deep South you do not have to wave, but you do have to nod your head and acknowledge the other person.  Usually, this is a greeting similar to “How you doing?”  Now, unless it is a friend, you don’t stop or wait for an answer.  It is not meant to start a conversation.  It is meant to say, hey, I acknowledge your existence as a human being and I have no ill will or reason to dislike you.  We in the south like this.  If someone on the street does not acknowledge you with a greeting, then that person is automatically regarded as someone that cannot be trusted and “we’ll just keep an eye on them” is a phrase usually associated with the non-communicator.  


	This brings us back to the campus in Las Vegas.  The young Southern Christian, me, had just left the student union building after registering for classes.  While in the student union, God showed out as only He can do.  I had not yet met anyone at UNLV and I was a little overwhelmed moving to the place known as “Sin City” to study.  As a Christian, I was concerned about finding someone that shared my beliefs.  As I was concluding the registration process, I looked across the lobby of the building.  A young man was walking toward me.  His name was Hollis Kim.  He had grown up in Hawaii and now worked with Intervarsity Fellowship, a Christian organization on campus.  We had a great talk.  I shared my faith with him and immediately knew that I had someone that I could talk with if a future need presented itself.  This was an amazing faith strengthening moment in my Christian life.  I had always heard that God was everywhere and the verse from Matthew 28:20 of the Bible, “and surely I am with you always even until the very end of the world,” but I got to experience it first hand.  Imagine that God cared enough about me to send a Christian to be the very first person I met in Las Vegas.  That encouraged me as a believer and I never looked back.  I went to my apartment and looked in the phone book (remember those things) for a church to attend.  I found the First Southern Baptist Church of Las Vegas and I would attend there during my time in the community.


	The campus at UNLV had several buildings spread over the desert landscape.  Each had a sidewalk leading to the front door.  On the sidewalk were large footprints and each building had a different color of footprint leading to it.  The science building might have green feet, the business building would be blue, and footprints leading to the athletic department were, of course, the school colors of scarlet and gray.  I am not sure what color led to the library and I am not sure what that says about my study habits.  As classes started and I followed the colored footprints on the sidewalk to the desired destination, I started my quest to spread the “salt and light” talked about in Matthew 5:13-14 also in the Bible.  I would pass another student, nod and say, “how ya doin’?”  You would not think that with one hundred degree days in the desert that it would take very long to melt ice.  It seemed like from the cold shoulders and crazy stares I was receiving from my fellow students that I would never be able to penetrate their frigid personas.  Finally, after about three weeks of tracing the same route and seeing the same people while following the properly colored feet, greeting them with the same greeting while looking them in the eye, a guy looked back and said “hey.”  Finally, contact.  It was as if I was in a sci-fi film playing the part of an astronaut that had finally communicated with the newly discovered civilization.  I was now determined to keep it up.  Actually, it worked pretty well.  The one person communicating turned into many others as we all became accustomed to our daily routines.  Before long we were chatting in the student union, playing ping-pong, or trying to get a quick bite from the cafeteria.  They were not deep friendships.  As a matter-of-fact, I doubt anyone knew my real name.  But for me, Bama was just fine.  I think it actually made it easier for them to be courteous to me.  I was the UNLV version of a foreign exchange student only from the south.  


	Actually, I did wind up with a couple of good friends.  Steve Tallent of Washington and Tom Kieley of Colorado.  We had similar interest and neither of us was into the partying scene.  We would meet at the cafeteria on Saturday mornings for brunch.  After a couple of weeks, the servers knew me and immediately cut my biscuit in two halves for me and then added the gravy on top.  One particular Saturday I fooled everyone when I held up my hand on the biscuit and gravy and mentioned that I was going to get a pastry at the end of the counter.  I got the eggs, bacon and went for one of the hot and fresh looking donuts.    After Tom, Steve and I were seated, I took a big bite of the donut.  Boy was I disappointed.  I was hoping for the sweet tasting, sugar or cinnamon-coated, creamed filled treat.  Instead, my mouth was filled with a plain, bland and bread-like bite.  “Aw!  That is the worst donut I have ever tasted.”  Steve and Tom looked at each other looked at me, back at each other and started laughing.  Steve finally composed himself enough to say, “You mean to tell me that you have never had a bagel.”  I responded.  “I have never even heard of a bagel.  Why is it disguised as a donut and why would anyone ever eat one?”  The guys then proceeded to tell me of all the crazy things people put on bagels.  I could not understand why anyone would place cream cheese and locks (which I later found out was fish) on breakfast bread.  It was after all 1980 and bagels were not on the menu at most southern breakfast restaurants, much less served in the homes.  So many laughed at the kid from Alabama that did not know everything about breakfast cuisine.  After the chuckle, I challenged anyone within earshot to a grit eating contest.  I got no takers; of course, the cafeteria did not have grits anyway.  


	When I moved back to Alabama after graduation, I lost track of my two friends although I have a story about each.  UNLV had one of the best Hotel Administration programs in the world and still does.  Tom graduated in hotel management and had a job at one of the famous hotels on the Las Vegas strip.  He was working at the front desk one evening when a couple checked in from Albertville.  He looked at the registration and said, “I noticed you are from Albertville.  Would you happen to know Greg Henderson?”  He explained our connection and friendship.  The folks from back home thought that was the most amazing thing and went back to Albertville telling folks how everyone in Las Vegas seemed to know Greg.  I tried to explain that almost all UNLV students worked at the hotels and it was just a coincidence, but people tend to like the intrigue, so after a while, I just went with it.  I still see those people from time to time and they always smile and bring up Tom and their encounter.  


	Steve's was a different situation.  It would be thirty-one years before I heard from Steve.  Then one day out of the blue, my phone rings and it is like I am standing next to him again.  I recognized his voice immediately.  Steve has always been and still is a Washington State Cougar sports fan and it just so happened on August 31, 2013, the Cougars were scheduled to play a game at Auburn University in Auburn, Alabama.  Steve had always wanted to visit a Southeastern Conference stadium for a football game so he got game tickets and airline tickets for him and his wife Kristi.  He was coming to Alabama and hoping to get together for dinner with Kathy and I.  He had his trip planned and knew exactly where he wanted to eat.  He chose Big Bob Gibson’s Barbeque in Decatur.  He would fly into Birmingham on Friday, rent a car and drive up I65 to Decatur.  Now Alabama has numerous, numerous barbeque places.  Many of them are very good.  As a matter of fact, Kathy and I would be driving about sixty miles and pass a few of the really good joints on the way.  Steve and Kristi would be driving ninety miles and passing by my personal favorite Ken’s barbeque in Birmingham to get to Big Bob Gibson’s.  I took a moment to mention that Kathy and I would gladly drive to Birmingham and meet them so that they would not have to drive that distance each way.  Steve insisted.  It seems that he had studied up on things to try in Alabama and apparently Big Bob Gibson’s was a must experience.  At this time, I had lived in Alabama most of my fifty-three years and had never experienced this particular barbeque.  Steve was traveling across the country and if that is where he wanted to eat, then that is where we would eat.  The food was very good, but the reunion and fellowship were even better.  The next night Steve got to experience a great atmosphere at Jordan-Hare Stadium as his Cougars took Auburn to the wire before losing 31-24.  He had a blast.  


	A couple of my college professors had their own opinions about the South and Alabama.  In my first year at UNLV, my marketing professor told stories of his short teaching stint at Auburn University.  He shared how he could not understand people in the south and the culture surrounding Auburn.  Needless to say, it was just not his style.  It seemed he could not start his daily classes without saying something derogatory about country music, the one horse college town, sweet tea or the evangelical efforts of the southern believers.  The professor had no idea I was from Alabama.  Most people with a southern accent attending UNLV were from no further away than Texas, and that was rare.  I devised a plan and called my good friend Joe Alldredge.  Joe and I had grown up only a few houses apart in good ole Albertville.  He was now attending the verbally maligned “cow college.”  I gave him a call and asked for a favor.  A couple of weeks later I entered the class wearing a bright orange t-shirt with navy blue lettering that had “AUBURN” in bold letters and beneath it in smaller letters, “the University of Alabama.”  My professor looked at me and then looked at my shirt.  His jaw started to drop and a little bead of sweat began to appear around his temple.         
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