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About Cookie Johnson




I dedicate this book to God.


Without Him, my obstacles would have been unconquerable. Always, He is by my side, guiding, directing, and carrying me when I cannot stand on my own.


“For God is the author and finisher of our faith.”


—Hebrews 12:2





• Prologue •



“I’m coming home early because I have to tell you something,” he said.


I rested the cold phone receiver against my cheek as I stared at the TV, confused, alternately searching for my husband’s face and his number—32—among the sea of yellow-and-purple jerseys darting across the screen. I’d just settled into the chaise in our family room, a big bowl of popcorn in my lap, with my girlfriend, Nicole, by my side. The two of us had been laughing and talking about everything and nothing, really, waiting for the televised game to start when I got his phone call. Earvin, the basketball legend known around the world as Magic Johnson, the point guard who’d led the Los Angeles Lakers to five NBA championships, was supposed to be in Salt Lake City, warming up for the big preseason game against the Utah Jazz. Instead, he was in a car, heading to the airport, working his way back to LA.


“Why?” I asked. I tightened my grip around the receiver and passed one more nervous look at the television screen and then at Nicole. Just then, a commentator announced that my husband was out sick with the flu. “Are you okay?”


“I have to talk to you, but I’m on my way to the doctor’s office right now. I’ll tell you what’s going on when I get home, Cookie,” he said slowly. “I can’t tell you over the phone. I’m on my way to you.”


Earvin’s words—hushed, somber, deliberate—sent a chill creeping over my heart, into the pit of my stomach, through my bones, all the way down to the very tips of my slipper-covered toes. Initially, I didn’t know what to make of it. But in the hours it took until he walked through our front door, I’d worked myself into quite a frenzy. My considerations began with illness—maybe he’d broken a bone or tore an ACL or pulled a tendon or gotten some other god-awful career-ending injury. And then I thought that maybe he’d had a run-in with a teammate, or worse, Lakers owner, Jerry Buss, or perhaps the coach, Mike Dunleavy. By the time Nicole said her good-byes and Earvin was just minutes from our home, I was convinced it was divorce—my husband’s urgent phone call and unplanned trip home was to tell me he was leaving me. Sounds absurd, sure—particularly since we’d only been married just shy of forty-five short days and were finally, happily, together as husband and wife. Our marital bliss was hard-won, believe me: we’d had a twelve-year, on-again, off-again romance that stretched back to our freshman year at Michigan State University and, somehow, survived a long-distance courtship and two dramatic broken engagements, both of which began with similar cryptic phone calls like the one Earvin had made to me that night. So shaken was I from Earvin’s prior wedding hesitancy that even on the day we exchanged our vows, I was a nervous wreck, thinking the man I’d loved for almost half my life would be a runaway groom—so scared to say “I do” that he’d call my phone, like he’d done all too many times before, to tell me that he just couldn’t be with me anymore. That his need for independence was stronger than his desire to commit to me. To us.


But, finally, we were in a good place—the very best a couple in love and building a future together could be. Or so I’d thought up until the very moment he made his unexpected, urgent phone call. Our wedding was one made of fairy tales, and we’d had an equally glorious, albeit short, honeymoon in Malibu. Right after that, I tagged along with my new husband to Paris, where he played preseason exhibition games with his teammates during the day and we squeezed in romantic evening walks along the River Seine, the lights of the Eiffel Tower twinkling in the distance. Rounding out our joy: it was there, in this European paradise, that we newlyweds got the incredible news that I was pregnant with our first child together. What could possibly be more perfect? I was his. He was mine. And now, through the consummation of our love—deep, precious, pure—new life was to be.


We were beyond ecstatic, of course, but Earvin’s jam-packed basketball schedule would leave little time for us to celebrate; only days after a drugstore pregnancy test revealed the incredible news, we all flew back as a team to Los Angeles, and I was off to see the ob-gyn while Earvin headed to Salt Lake City for another preseason game against the Utah Jazz.


Salt Lake City is where I expected him to be. But instead, he was on the phone, telling me he was heading to Los Angeles with bad news. I laughed a little. “Well, it couldn’t be that bad,” I said, shifting in my chair. “What’s wrong with you . . . do you have AIDS or something?”


Earvin didn’t answer.


And so for more than an hour, I imagined my new husband walking through our front door, papers in hand, demanding a divorce. I could barely think straight as I considered what might have gone wrong and all that a breakup would entail: What would happen to our family? Would I raise our baby alone? Would I have to move back to Toledo? Find a new job? How would I explain this to my family? Our friends? How many different ways would we be talked about in gossip columns from Los Angeles to New York? What could I have possibly done to lose my husband so quickly? So decisively?


The moment I heard the turn of the knob to the front door, I rushed from our family room into the foyer and stood there, anxious for my husband to come to me. Lon, Earvin’s agent, walked in first, red-faced and leaden. Earvin, a massive man whose six feet, nine inches of lean muscle and brawn usually made him appear like a superhero standing there in our doorway, looked . . . small. Blank. Broken.


Our eyes locked; a rush of adrenaline forced a dull thud of pain to the base of my skull and a bitter taste into the back of my throat. Something was wrong. Terribly wrong. Worse than any breakup. More devastating than any of the scenarios I’d conjured up in my mind. My husband walked toward me, took my hand in his, and slowly marched me back into the den where I’d nervously waited for him. The two of us sat at the foot of our huge chaise longue and, instinctively, I held my breath as I waited for the words that would change our lives in ways I never once imagined.


My husband is HIV-positive—that’s the part of my story you already know. But I’ve never revealed exactly how it felt to have my college sweetheart come home that evening, cup his face in his hands, and utter a sentence that shook us both to our core. I haven’t told you just how frightened I was during the ten days I waited to hear whether my unborn child and I were infected. I’ve never talked about the mix of emotions that coursed through my body as Earvin locked himself in a room and called the long list of women with whom he’d been intimate. I haven’t spoken of the night that he and I got down on our knees and cried out to God, or the morning we awakened to realize our nightmare was real. I’ve never shared all the reasons that I stayed with Earvin, or the time, years later, when we nearly left each other. Until now, the world has never heard the full account of my life with Earvin.


After his November 1991 announcement to the world that he’d acquired the virus that causes AIDS and was retiring from basketball, I don’t think many people believed my husband’s life would go on for much longer. When I look back on it now, even I wasn’t sure what the next days would hold for us. After you get a diagnosis like HIV (human immunodeficiency virus), you stop thinking much about the past or the future. The news shocks you right into the present tense, and the only way you can survive is to breathe your way through this moment. And then the next. And then each one that follows.


I think God is being merciful by allowing us to experience only what’s right in front of us. The night my husband told me he had the virus that causes AIDS (acquired immunodeficiency syndrome), I didn’t know how his story would end. Or mine. Or that of our unborn child. Neither did he. But ever the point guard, Earvin assessed the court and tried to call the shots. “I understand if you want to leave me,” he said, holding me at arm’s length as we each wiped our tears. “Because I’m now turning your life upside down.”


I snatched my body from his grip and instinctively rubbed my belly. Life was there. Life was us. Right there, in that very moment, I could not imagine taking so much as another breath without Earvin in my life and me in his—the two of us, arm in arm, going to war. This was my husband. And it was not his fight alone. Frankly, I couldn’t believe that he’d fix his mouth to suggest that I, his wife, leave him there in that midnight hour, in that darkness, alone. “ ’Til death do us part” meant something to me when we stood before our friends and our families and our God to claim our forever. That he dared question my loyalty and our resolve as a couple angered me. So much so that I hauled off and slapped his face.


“We’re going to beat this together,” I said, seething. And then I ordered him to do what I’d done practically my entire life whenever life’s adversities made clear that I needed the strength of something so much bigger than me. “Let’s get on our knees and pray.”


And that’s what we did.


This much I know to be true: in that moment, I was sure of the things I’d always clung to. My unshakeable faith and my trust that God would see me through. My family. My friendships. And a love for Earvin that would be tested time and time again in the twenty-five years to follow.





• Chapter One •



Meeting Magic


I had no clue who Earvin “Magic” Johnson was when I got my acceptance letter to Michigan State University. I was a high school cheerleader, yes, and had enough of a working knowledge about basketball that I knew the difference between a free throw and a three-point shot, but really, outside of waving my pom-poms for the Chadsey High Explorers, I didn’t pay any mind to the game or the athletes who excelled in it. Here’s what was on my mind: working, applying to college, securing federal grants to pay my tuition, and figuring out if I wanted to be bothered anymore with Brent, my high school sweetheart who reveled in his self-importance as the lead of a local band and also took great pleasure in finding ways to try to make me jealous of his popularity and all that came with being a small-time Detroit celebrity, at least in his mind.


What Brent refused to grasp about Earleatha Kelly was that I was much too independent and focused to be moved by his success or pressed by his constant attempts to goad a brawl between some random girl in his band and me. I am, after all, the middle child of Earl and Cora Kelly, two no-nonsense southerners from Huntsville, Alabama, who loved hard, fought for our very existence when they moved us up North, looking for a sound living wage as part of the Great Migration, and broke up dramatically years later, leaving me, my sister, Pat, and my little brother, Harold, to figure out really quickly how to do for ourselves while they struggled to hold on to their humanity postdivorce. When my father moved out, my mother was suddenly charged with taking care of herself and her three kids sans the financial stability that came with a marriage, which meant that for the first time in her life as a parent, she was a single mom and the primary provider. As her role changed, so did ours. Her focus was keeping a roof over our heads and food in our bellies—survival mode. Everything else, well, we quickly figured out how to do for ourselves. That was our reality. It was nothing for me, after cheering at a game, to hop on a bus way across town at 9:00 p.m. and find my way home. It was very clear to me, as it was to my sister, that my mother was available if we needed help, but she was to be tapped only if there was a problem. Otherwise, we were in charge of our own destinies. So while she toiled in the women’s fashion department at J. C. Penney, we kids got busy chipping in with the care and upkeep of our home and ourselves. Between my sister, Pat, and me, I think we did a fine job: we got ourselves to school and activities, we disciplined our little brother and made sure he got his homework done, and any extra money we needed, we earned it for ourselves. I’ll never forget how my mother sat me down in my senior year and had an honest, straightforward heart-to-heart with me about my high school graduation activities and what she could and couldn’t realistically afford to finance. There was the fee for the cap and gown, and the senior trip and prom, and, of course, the high school ring, which I wanted most of all.


“I can’t afford all that,” my mother said candidly one evening. I could tell she was hurt by this. “I can afford some, maybe the senior trip and the cap and gown. But the rest, I can’t handle right now.”


“I understand,” I said. “It’s fine. I’ll go get a job.”


And that’s what I did.


I relished in that autonomy—that control over my own destiny. Indeed, I think that my mother’s hands-off approach to parenting not only made me grow up but also taught me rather early that my happiness was up to me—that it was, and always will be, in my own hands. I’m grateful to her for that.


My own personal triumph was applying for and getting accepted into college, and earning the money I needed to pay for it, all on my own. My mother was surprised and a smidge impressed by my tenacity.


“Mom, I’m going to go to college,” I said to her one Saturday evening after she’d come in from a long day’s work. She was helping me clear the dinner table. “I’m doing my applications. I’m going to go.”


My mother looked at me, perplexed and definitely a bit worried. “I don’t know how you’re gonna pay for that,” she said quietly. “I can’t afford it.”


I rushed into my room and gathered up the paperwork that, with the help of my boyfriend’s mother, I’d been filling out for weeks. I pushed the papers in her general direction. My mother carefully looked them over and then laid the papers on the table. “That’s good, Cookie. Real good.”


My move to apply to college displayed for my mother rather early on that, by action and deed, I was truly independent and capable of taking the reins of my own future; her worry over how I’d get to college quickly morphed into joy. But while my mother was proud of my self-sufficiency, my boyfriend felt differently about it. It would drive him absolutely batty to know that if I needed anything, I had no problem going out there and getting it on my own—an independence that effectively crushed his attempts to control me.


For sure, Brent, whom I dated in my senior year, fought against who I was becoming from the very start. Perhaps I was too naïve to understand it back then, but now I recognize that he’d spent a year grooming me to be his own personal groupie—the girl who would follow behind him, shower him with adoration, and let him run roughshod over our relationship while I stood dutifully by, supporting his burgeoning career and cheering him on. It worked, I guess, for a while; chalk that up to immaturity. But the moment that I started working and got really focused on graduating high school and getting myself off to college, I became a problem for him. And he began to work overtime to keep me in my place the best way he knew how: by manipulating with jealousy. A girl who played in his band was his most perfect pawn.


I saw the way she looked at him—the short skirts she wore and the mid-drift shirts. I hated the way she popped her gum while she rubbed his shoulders and his back and the way she would bend over suggestively when she knew he’d be walking by. One evening when the band was warming up for a show, I followed her into the club’s bathroom and worked up enough nerve to confront her. “Brent is my boyfriend,” I said, looking her straight in the eyes.


She was nonplussed. “Well, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said slyly. “But if he likes it, I don’t know why you’re talking to me.”


I couldn’t believe it: in one sentence, she’d both denied and copped to flirting with my boyfriend. But she was right, and I’d learned a valuable lesson from her in that short exchange: it wasn’t the woman’s actions I needed to be concerned about. It was my man’s reaction to them, how he would choose to move forward with our relationship once confronted, and the care he would take with my feelings and respecting me while we worked through the issues at hand.


Let’s just say that Brent failed miserably on all fronts. Rather than send his “work girlfriend” packing, he let her keep playing in the band, instead choosing to suffocate me with demands that I stop working, forget about going away to college and attend school at a small, local institution, and spend the rest of my days following him all around town. His foolish mandates and my refusal to capitulate came to a head one evening when I stopped by his home with a particularly challenging college application his mother had agreed to help me fill out. “Why are you even applying for school?” Brent asked, seething. “You don’t need to go to college.”


I looked up from my paperwork and tossed a confused look his way. He knew full well that my dream was to be a buyer in the fashion industry and that the only way I could do that was to get a degree in my chosen field. Still, here he was, making the argument for laying up under him for the rest of my life. “Uh, yeah, I do have to go to school,” I said. “That’s kind of what I want to do.”


Back then, as I am today, I could be quite passive; there’s not a lot that can really shake me. But when I’m passionate about something—when it’s important to me, and I’ve decided that you are an impediment to what it is I’m trying to do—you could be screaming your request through a megaphone directly into my ear, rimmed with emotions worthy of an Oscar, and your words won’t matter. “This isn’t about you,” I insisted. “I’m doing this for me.”


For a while, Brent laid off trying to convince me not to go to college, but the moment he found out I’d accepted an offer from Michigan State, he lost it. “You’re going to Michigan State?” he asked.


“Yes!” I said excitedly. “It’s such a good program for retailing. It’s perfect.”


My enthusiasm only made him more agitated. “What’s wrong with the community college here in town?” he asked. “I don’t see why you have to go all the way to Lansing to study what you can learn right here.”


“Michigan State is a great opportunity for me,” I answered slowly, wrinkling my brow. “Plus, I got a bunch of grants and everything. I can’t turn this down.”


“I don’t want you going to that school,” he said angrily.


“What are you talking about?” I insisted. “Why not?”


“ ’Cause you’re gonna go up there and you’re gonna meet that Magic Johnson guy.”


“Who?” I asked, genuinely confused. “Who are you talking about?”


“Earvin Johnson,” Brent said, exasperated. “Magic Johnson!”


Now, to understand Brent’s concern, one must understand the phenomenon that was Magic Johnson. He was a high school basketball miracle from Lansing, Michigan, who lived up to the nickname given him by a sportswriter after a game in which he scored a triple double: 36 points, 18 rebounds, and 16 assists. Anyone who followed high school basketball knew that his going to Michigan State was a coup for the university, which would no doubt see its fair share of NCAA championship action with the young basketball wonder, who graduated with two All-State selections and a spot on the 1977 McDonald’s All-American team. There was no doubt in the mind of anyone paying attention that Earvin “Magic” Johnson was going to be a big deal, not only on campus at Michigan State, but eventually in the NBA, and that fact had Brent, a former high school basketball player, anxious. How, after all, would he be able to stop his inexperienced but ambitious girlfriend from falling under the spell of the most promising baller out of the entire state of Michigan? How would he be able to control me a full hour and a half away from his clutches, particularly when a man, presumably more successful than he was, was within reach?


Brent was so serious about this scenario. I thought he’d lost his mind, and I had no problem telling him so. “So what you’re saying is not, ‘Cookie, don’t move because I’ll miss you.’ You don’t want me to go to school and work toward my dream because of some guy I don’t even know?” I yelled. “You’re talking so crazy right now!”


Days later, Brent slept with that girl from his band and came back to tell me about it—like a chapter straight out of the player’s book of manipulation. I’m guessing he thought that I would stay in Detroit to try to save our relationship or something.


He was so wrong about many things, this one included. But as nutty as I pegged Brent to be, I didn’t think for even a single second that his prediction of a union between Earvin and me would come true.


Silly me.


• Big Man on Campus •


It didn’t hit me until I was standing in the parking lot in front of my dorm at Michigan State, bawling and waving good-bye after my father’s little pickup truck, that I’d left home—that I was on my own. My mother and I never had a conversation about the transition, and we certainly didn’t fret over it. She is the kind of person who goes with the moment, and, perhaps by extension, I am this way, too. So it didn’t occur to either of us to discuss the physical, emotional, or mental transition that came with taking that first unsure step into adulthood. I was all sunshine and rainbows tucked between my mother and father during the hour-and-a-half ride from Detroit to Lansing, reveling in the first short reunion of my parents since their divorce. But the saddest, scariest moment of my life up until then hit me when the two of them slowly pulled down the road, away from me. It was the tears glistening on my mother’s cheeks that put me over the edge.


Still, the excitement of being on campus on my own settled in just as quickly. Within ten minutes of that most devastating good-bye, I was in my dorm room, giggling and making plans with my girlfriends, including my roommate Adrianne, who was my best friend and fellow cheerleader from back in Detroit. Adrianne had been in the same tailoring program as I had at our high school, and she, too, had applied and was accepted into Michigan State’s fashion program, with the hope of becoming a buyer. I don’t know how our friendship survived through high school and college; we’d had our fair share of fall-outs and silences over the years—the natural ebb and flow of a sound relationship, I guess. But we made it through and remain steadfast friends even to this day. Adrianne would become an important piece in our game of survival at Michigan State, which, with our entry in the fall of 1977, was experiencing one of the first integrated campuses since a federal grant program aimed at helping black students afford tuition at predominately white colleges and universities across the country went into effect. We had to stick together—had no other choice. Our numbers were small, but resistance to our presence from white students, faculty, and staff was palpable. Nobody did anything untoward; there weren’t any blatant incidents of racial violence or name-calling. It was just a vibe, a feeling we all got as we navigated the campus and the college experience. For me, it was especially noticeable in my dealings with the counselors, the people charged with guiding me through the maze of class requirements and scheduling. Questions were met with indifference; answers, what few there’d been, were stiff and sterile. I would say, “I’m having a hard time with this particular class, and I don’t know what to do,” and they’d look at me, unmoved, and say, “You can drop it if you want to, but if you drop it, you will lose the credit.” There was no figuring out which courses would make a better fit and still meet requirements—no road map for negotiating the tricky terrain of matriculating into life on a campus where we were but specks of unwanted pepper in a grand bowl of white milk. The most effort my specific counselor ever extended was the energy it took for her to push a standard schedule of class requirements for my major across her desk. The first time she did it, I stared at the paper, overwhelmed by its contents. “Okay,” I said, looking at the paper and then back at her, “based on my schedule, I guess I have to figure this out.”


“You’ll figure it out,” she said, sitting back in her chair, signaling the end of our meeting.


This was nothing short of cultural shock for me. After all, I grew up in Detroit. Motor City. Motown. Black folk. Outside of our relatively integrated school, I don’t think I ever saw white people, much less lived among them, and that’s the truth. I do believe I may have gasped when I ran into a white girl in the dorm bathroom; she looked at me, too, like, “Oh God, you’re living on our floor?” It was the same look, that same vibe, I got from all too many on that campus—from the professors on down. It was traumatic—made me feel less than. And that was a tough thing to negotiate at age eighteen, particularly without the guidance of my parents, who’d never been to college and couldn’t warn me about the land mines I’d face in such a volatile environment. It didn’t help, either, that I arrived ill prepared for the academic workload. Granted, I graduated with honors from my high school, but it was a school that focused on trades—tailoring, woodshop, commercial food service, and other practical skills that were meant to help students leave school and get jobs, not necessarily college educations. As smart as I thought I was, I wasn’t particularly well-read, hadn’t been introduced to advanced math concepts or science theory, or encouraged to consider any kind of deep analysis of history and politics. Rarely did we write. My lack in those advanced curriculum areas made it easy for me to fall behind, yes, but also helped sustain the preconceived beliefs of the professors and counselors who were hostile to our presence and made clear they didn’t think we were up to snuff. Fighting against that attitude was, perhaps, the most challenging part of attending a predominately white institution, particularly as part of the first generation of blacks to integrate the campuses.


Thank God, we had a black student union that gave us access to older students who were happy to advise us on what we needed to know to survive there, and the black Greek fraternities and sororities did a fine job of contributing to our social and cultural experiences on campus. Between the two, all hope wasn’t lost.


In our first days on campus, Adrianne, another friend, Penny, and a few new friends who hailed from Detroit and I made quick work of running roughshod through that campus. We’d meet in our all-girls’ dorm, which we not so affectionately nicknamed “the Nunnery,” and download on what we’d be getting into, which boys we were interested in getting to know a little better, and how we would take special care to not be the social misfits among the larger group of black misfits on our mostly homogenous campus. Of course, among our small group, Earvin Johnson was a frequent topic of conversation; a few of the girls were far more aware of who he was than I was, and they often plotted out ways they’d get his attention. We were hardly a week into the first semester when one girl made her move. Rolling about six deep, we were making our way to an intramural basketball game across campus when one of my new friends spotted Earvin walking back across campus to his dorm.


“Oh my God, that’s him!” she exclaimed.


I was slightly rattled by her enthusiasm. “Who?” I asked, aloof and oblivious to who was strolling our way.


“Magic Johnson,” my friends said, practically in three-part harmony.


I squinted and cocked my head to the side. Oh, wow—so that’s him, huh? I said to myself. By then, I knew full well who he was; one would have had to been blind and deaf not to, especially if you lived in Lansing and particularly if you were on the Michigan State campus for longer than two seconds. There he was, splayed across the pages of the newspaper and on the lips of all the local radio deejays and pushing basketballs up court on the six o’clock news. Practically every sports journalist and amateur observer was speculating about what his first game would be like and whether he would be a good fit for the team and if he’d live up to his magical nickname. The hype was inescapable. And that had many a Michigan State student, especially the women, in quite the tizzy. Earvin “Magic” Johnson was our campus’s most eligible bachelor.


So when we’d spotted Earvin strolling across campus between classes, it made perfect sense that one of my friends, this one particularly bold, would make her move. “I’m going to say hello.”


And who were we to stop her? Sure enough, when we were within earshot, she did it: “Hi!” she said in a singsong voice.


“Hi,” Earvin said just as easily as our group of giggling girls rolled in his direction. He slowed his stride and stopped directly in front of us. An easy smile spread across his face as each of us introduced ourselves to him.


“So,” my bold friend asked, “what you doing now?”


“Oh, I was just heading back to my room. I just had practice,” he said.


A few more quick exchanges, and he went his way and we went ours, with my friends practically melting from the interaction. Of course, all that kept running through my mind was, Huh. So that’s who Brent was talking about. But Adrianne had bigger plans. When we got back to our room, she made it clear that she was going to make magic with Magic.


“Oh my God, he’s amazing!” she said later in our dorm room. She twirled onto her bed and sighed. “I’m going to marry him.”


We just laughed and laughed behind that proclamation, because, really, what were the chances of any of us getting his attention beyond a quick chat on the campus lawn, much less an invitation to marry Michigan State’s star athlete?


Well, if you know Adrianne, you know she’s not easily deterred. Her plan: to show up to the men’s basketball practices and make googly eyes at Earvin until he noticed her. “You should come with me!” she practically cheered.


“I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to sit those out,” I said, shaking my head. I was genuinely perplexed. “Why would you do that?”


“Because I want to see him,” she chimed.


“Okay, you’re crazy,” I said, shaking my head, my brows furrowed. In her mind, prancing on the front row at Earvin’s practices made all the sense in the world. I, however, genuinely didn’t understand the point of standing around ogling a guy who, because of his fame, likely wouldn’t see us or hear any of our voices over the glitz and din created by his own celebrity.


Besides, I didn’t have time for watching practices anyway. Academically, I was struggling and already looking at having to take on a tutor and, perhaps, summer classes to maintain a grade-point average that would keep the scholarship money coming. Plus, as a member of the school spirit squad, the Spartan Spirits, I was already spending my fair share of time at the games, face painted, throat sore from yelling, limbs worn out from cheering and waving placards and getting the crowd hyped around our team. I didn’t need to be at the practices, too.


And then there was Andy, a guy who was dating a girl who lived upstairs from Adrianne and me. I thought he was cute, and word on campus was that the couple wasn’t all that serious, which, in my mind, meant I had a chance. So if there was any guy on whom I was going to focus what little bit of attention I had to offer, it was going to be Andy.


Adrianne was undeterred. About a month into her mission, she rushed into our dorm room one particular afternoon absolutely swooning. “He waved at me!” she said, practically breathless. She jumped onto the bed and giggled while she kicked her feet against the mattress. “I waved, and he waved back!”


I simply laughed. To her, that wave was progress; to me, it was an exercise in futility. I quickly changed the subject. “Everybody’s going to Dooley’s tonight,” I said as I arranged my books and some schoolwork on my desk. “I think Andy might be going, too, which should make this an interesting night. You coming?”


Adrianne’s face dropped. Unbeknownst to me, she was going through some things with the guy she was dealing with at the time, and she didn’t feel like seeing him that night, so she decided to stay home. Far be it from me, though, to pass up on a good time.


A few hours later, my friend Becky and I walked into Dooley’s and standing right there on the other side of the entrance was none other than Earvin Johnson and a friend of his, Jay.


“Oh my God, it’s them,” Becky said. “Let’s go say hi!”


“Wait, you know them?” I asked.


“I see them at the gym all the time,” said Becky, who was a member of the gymnastics team. She marched straight over to them, with me fast on her heels.

OEBPS/images/9781501125188.jpg
BELIEVING IN

MAGIC

My Story of Love, Overcoming Adversity, and Keeping the Faith

Cookue Johnson

Wife fNBALg nd Ea agic” John

R Wien Denene Mlllner
S

I ‘}





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Believing
n Magic

Cookie Johnson

with Denene Millner

New York Nashville London Toronto Sydney New Delhi













