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When the Going Gets Tough
Dave Forrester is a 10-year old kid who’s very shy. He has many friends, but he has more bullies than friends. Dave gets picked on every day, has his lunch money stolen, gets beat up, and he is too scared to tell his parents or teachers. He doesn’t know what to do. He can become violent and fight back, he can keep taking the abuse until he decides to kill himself, or he can get some inspiration. But the wrong inspiration can inspire Dave to screw his life up forever in the blink of an eye.
  
“Happy Birthday Dave!” It’s his 11th birthday and he makes a wish and blows out the candles. His mom looks at him, “What do you want for you birthday Dave?” she asks. Dave thinks for a second then exclaims, “I want a dog! A big black Labrador retriever! One I can take to school to scare I mean show to the bullies I mean my friends!” His parents look at each other like they’ve seen a ghost. “Um, a dog? I don’t know dear. Are you responsible enough? Will you…” Dave interrupts her. “Mom, I’m eleven years old! I’m almost an adult. I could provide for an entire family at my age! I’ve almost got my first gray hair! Trust me. I’ll take good care of him.” His parents let out a big sigh and just nod their head.


“Thank you Mom! Thank you Dad! He is the best thing ever!” Dave just saw his new best friend. A big black Labrador retriever. His dad kneels down next to Dave. “Now son, this dog is YOUR responsibility not mine or your mother’s. If you want to take him to school some day that would be fine. But feed him every day, give him plenty of water, play with him, and take good care of him okay?” “Yes, Dad I will take great care of him! What could possibly go wrong?”


Dave found out what could go wrong when Best, the dog’s name, gave Dave a two-day anniversary gift, right on the living room carpet. Dave’s dad went into the living room when his shoe felt something a little different than the carpet. He lifted his shoe and yelled, “HOLY CRAP!” Dave came running down and laughed, “Dad, you stepped in poop!” His dad glared at him, “Yes, I did. However this was YOUR DOG’S CRAP I JUST STEPPED IN!” Dave’s laughter suddenly turned into nervous laughter. He forgot about one thing: Potty Training. Neither the carpet, the shoe, nor Dave’s hand ever smelled the same again.


RING! RING! RING! “Class, make sure you read chapters 1 and 2 tonight because there is a quiz tomorrow!” Dave came rushing outside to where Best was, tried to put him on a leash, and was then grabbed around the neck by Bubba, the big, bad bully. “Aw, look at the stupid kid with the stupid dog,” Bubba teased. Dave became defensive. “He’s not stupid you big bully!” he yelled back. Bubba walked over to the dog and slapped him in the face. Then he made the mortal mistake of slapping him again. From this day forward Bubba was officially known as the Bubba- the Four Finger Idiot.


For the next 3 years, Dave never got picked on. He once brought the now-potty-trained dog to school to show to Bubba again. Bubba ran like a little girl. But now Dave isn’t in 6th grade. He’s entering a whole new phase of life. High School. 


A little while after high school started, Best got sick. Really sick. And Dave was feeling really depressed. So he went to school one day and saw a group of kids that looked like they were going to throw up. He walked over to them and said, “Hey, what’s up? Can I get you anything?” One of them looked at him drearily and said, “Yeah. Get me some pot.” Dave replied with a smile, “Why would you need a pot? Are you going to cook something?” The same guy just stared at him and took a lighter out from his pocket. His other buddy gave him a pack a cigarettes and he took one out and started smoking it. Dave looked around, “You’re going to get caught!” He stopped smoking, “They don’t care. Even if they did it still wouldn’t stop us” He took another puff. RING! RING! RING! The smoker banged his hands on the table and muttered, “Damn.”


RING! RING! RING! Dave went outside to the same group of kids, doing the same thing. “Um, can I ask what your names are?” One of them looked at him. “This is Paul, this is Jack, and I’m Brett. What’s your name, Dave?” Dave, stunned, just nodded his head, not knowing how he knew his name. Jack looked up at him and said, “Here, try one.” He handed him a cigarette. Dave reached out to grab it before he remembered what happened to his grandparents, and uncle, who were also smokers. He had to go to their funerals all this year.


“But smoking is bad for your health! It can kill you! Your lungs get all black and gooey, your teeth rot, your….” Jack interrupted, “Shut up you big baby! Well, my mommy said this and my daddy said that, and just because I’m never going to feel good or be successful doesn’t mean I have to smoke! Well Dave what’s it going to be? You want to be cool or do you want to be a fool?” Dave thought for a second, “Well, I guess one time can’t kill me.” He took the cigarette and lighted it and took a puff. RING! COUGH! RING! COUGH! RING! COUGH! “It  “cough”, wasn’t bad at all,” Dave, said hoarsely. Paul smiled at him. “There you go. Now you’re cool!” Dave smiled. Unfortunately for Dave, trying to be cool would be the absolute biggest mistake he ever made.


One puff turned into two, two, into four, four into eight, and you get the picture. The group just got a new member. A once happy, funny, nice, dog-loving person is now a sad, coughing, sarcastic, dog-torturing teenager. Every day at school Dave would smoke 2 cigarettes. He laughed at the non-smoking commercials, TRUTH ads, and people who coughed after they smoked their first time. The once picked on kid, was now the bully. He was secretly stealing money from his parents. He even faked sick so he could smoke marijuana in his house while his parents were gone. But little did he know that his dad had caught on to him long ago. So when his dad “went to work”, he actually went into the closet and hid until Dave was in his room. He walked up to his room and Dave left the door open. Dave had punk rock music on when his dad took the CD out and broke it in half. Dave, who was facing the other way, whipped around immediately and when he saw his dad his heart stopped. 


“Hey Dave how’s it going? You seem pretty sick son. But I guess you’re still able to listen to your music blaring at max volume, and even smoke marijuana. Now I’ll let you try to give a good explanation for this before I go over there, take those cigarettes and shove them so far up your ass that you’ll give a whole new meaning to the term ‘Smoking Crack.’” 


Dave spoke without a bit of hesitation. “You want an explanation? All right. I’ve been sick. The past 14 years I’ve been sick of being picked on, being small, being a fool, not being cool, being called a dork, nerd, loser, all bad names. When they put Best to sleep do you think I cared? No. I hate all cute animals. I love torturing them. And smoking…”


Dave’s dad stopped him right there. “And smoking is the reason you don’t have any grandparents or an uncle. It’s the reason you’re not achieving your goal of all A’s. Instead you’ll achieve your goal of all F’s. You loved Best; he was your best friend. You played with him every day, until he got sick. Then you screw your life up. Your older brother, Leafy, is at military school right now because he screwed up his life, just like you are trying to do. But as a father I have a responsibility. It’s to explain to you what is right and wrong. To tell you that when the going gets tough the tough gets going. But I’ll give you two options. Either you take all that crap, throw it away, get all A’s, and be a professor at Harvard, or keep smoking and join your grandparents and uncle. It’s your life and it’s your choice. Either you live or die. Pick.” The door slammed shut. The door opened. “Oh, by the way, I took my money back that you hid under the bathroom counter. Thanks for keeping it safe.”


Dave stood there frozen. He had a stash of marijuana in one hand, a pack of cigarettes in the other, a window to his left, and death to the right. He looked out the window and saw the trash cans way down below. He saw his dad walk over to the trashcans about to take them to the street. Dave remembered how he used to play basketball outside with all of his friends and at his school. Each one of them smoked a cigarette and asked him if he wanted one. He said no and he went on to win the MVP while the others sucked. He opened the window, felt the cool autumn breeze, and hit the edge of the trash cans with the cigarettes and threw the marijuana directly in the trashcan. His dad looked up, saw Dave, and smiled. Dave smiled back and felt a whole lot better. But he had one problem. His hands and legs were shaking rapidly and he couldn’t stop it. He learned another valuable lesson. Quitting isn’t as easy as you think. But Dave knew he would pull through. He thought he would. 


It was early October, and Dave had a truckload of problems to fix: Quitting, get new friends, don’t bully others, and to desperately raise his grades. He had 8 classes, 4 each day. Currently Dave has 4 B’s, 3 C’s and 1 D. It wasn’t what he had planned. Smoking and drugs had taken his mind completely off of school. Those TRUTH ads and non-smoking commercials weren’t so funny after all. Dave’s dad was lucky to stop him when he did. If he didn’t, he may be attending his son’s funeral. He could have shot someone else or he might have been so stoned he could have shot himself. But now Dave is almost 100%. He still got queasy when around the group of smokers who looked at him like he was a total jerk and an idiot, but he knew he was smarter and healthier than all three of them combined. And Dave had a plan that would turn those Bs, Cs, and Ds into A, A, A, A, A, A, A, A.  
   


Dave was sitting in Algebra class listening to the long lecture that Mr. Exponent was giving. There were 30 people in the class, 29 were snoring. Only Dave was paying attention. The same went for every class. Dave gave the teachers’ his undivided attention every day. He studied his butt off every night. He went after class to the teacher if he had any problems. He knew that everything was changing, just as planned. Not too fast and not too slow. His grades were rising. But one day he was in class and his teacher was giving a lecture when a huge BOOM abruptly woke everyone up.


“Oh my God! He’s bleeding! He’s dead!” Everyone in Dave’s class ran outside and they gasped in horror at what they saw. Paul and Jack were lying on the ground, Paul was bleeding profusely in the head and Jack had his hands covering his head with his eyes wide in fear. Jack was moving and alive, but Paul wasn’t moving. Then Dave saw Brett, cigarette in one hand, and a Colt 45 in the other. He seemed more stoned than Stone Mountain. No expression on his face but a stoned smile. “Dude,” he said, “what the hell just happened? Why aren’t you moving? It’s not like the gun was loaded or anything. Stop playing around!” Dave yelled, “He’s not playing around! You just killed him you bastard!” He ran over to the cigarettes, picked them up, and hurled them into the street. He took the stash of marijuana and gave it to a teacher. He yanked the gun out of Brett’s hands and before doing something crazy, handed it to the police officer standing next to him as he watched Brett get handcuffed and thrown into the back of the police car. 


Everyone’s parents came to the school. Dave’s dad was the first one there. He works about a minute from the school and could hear the gunshot from his office. He picked Dave up and they drove home. “Dave, you hung out with those kids?” Dave frowned. “Yes, Dad.” “That could have been you if you didn’t listen to me and your conscience. I told you if you kept smoking and doing drugs, you’d end up in a grave. You’re lucky son. Extremely lucky.” 


A week later when everyone had calmed down, Dave was right back into the habit of school. He worked and worked until the final exams and he aced each one: 92, 90, 99, 98, 100, 100, 93 and 100. He made 8 A's, same with the next semester, the next one, the next one, and all throughout high school. He graduated high school, went to Harvard, graduated with honors, and then got a job as a teacher at a high school in Atlanta. 20 years later, Dave was a professor teaching science at Harvard. He had accomplished his goal since 1st grade. And it was all because he stayed in school and wasn’t a fool. He had tough times, but he made it through and earned everything he got. With his parents’ help and some confidence, Dave Forrester had a successful life.
The Kids Who Proved Them Wrong

 

I sit here writing.  I have calmed down from the excitement of last year’s victory and the exciting victory this year.  I know that many people have some doubts about our team next year with the offensive line all leaving to either go to the NFL or start a successful career.  Our freight-train junior tailback decided to take a shot at the pros. Our linebacker who has a 46-inch vertical jump is graduating.  And our respectable receiver who has broken many of our records, dropped some big passes, but tries his hardest and I wish the absolute best for him.  We are recruiting many players, some who will be a bust, and others who will be outstanding.  I’ve wished to be one of those since I graduated this year.  I am a decent linebacker and trash-talk a lot as well.  The next four years will be ones never to forget as I dedicate my life, my mind, and my body to the University of Georgia Bulldogs.  Signed: Herschel Freedman, future Bulldog.”

Sunday, January 12, 2003.  Today is the day that the AJC releases the top Georgia Bulldog recruits.  I’ve been waiting for this day since I was 5 years old when I first followed football.  I loved watching Georgia Tech until I realized that they were a bunch of nerds.  I was watching games wearing gold and black while my family and friends wore red and black and seemed much happier than me.  I’ve followed UGA football since. 


“Herschel!  The paper is here!” I hear my mother yelling.  “Coming Mom!”  I come rushing down the stairs, almost trip on my dog, and run right into my mother who has a cup of burning hot coffee which flies out of her hands.  Luckily, I was near the freezer, got a bucket full of ice, and threw it on myself, which eased the pain.  “Sorry,” my face turned red.  Then I remembered, the paper!  This time I walked to the counter where the paper was, open the sports section and… college recruits: D-11.  I waste no time.  I open it up and I scan through the UGA recruits and I don’t see my name.  I look directly in the middle of the list and…  LB Herschel Freedman: 6’5, 235 pounds, “A promising football player, great potential, good motivator,” was the caption next to it.  I took one breath and fainted.

“AH!  What’s happening?  Get off me!”  I start to yell.  Someone must be licking me to death.  I open my eyes and Glory, our bulldog, is slobbering me trying to wake me up.  “Easy boy easy,” I hear my dad whisper.  He helps me up, makes sure I’m awake, and says, “You alright Georgia fan?”  I nod my head.  He gets a big grin on his face and says; “So what NFL team do you plan on playing linebacker for in five years?”  I almost fainted; but my dad caught me, put down on the sofa, and slapped me around until I finally woke up.  “You know what you need to get used to at UGA Herschel?” asked my dad.  “No, what?”  I replied.  I never saw the water cooler coming as my mom came in and dumped the sub-zero ice-water right on my shoulders.  “HOLY CRAP!”  I screamed. 

Sunday June 1st, 2003: “I sit here writing. It has been hard waiting so long. Almost a year since I graduated and I am not at my college yet. It has been even harder hearing all of the critics’ remarks about how Georgia will suck this year and that they have a crappy running back and their offensive line is a disgrace. They even had the nerve to say that we will lose to Tech this year. Well screw them because they don’t know anything. They said Ohio State last year had no chance in hell to beat Miami last year and look what happened. They said Georgia wasn’t man enough to beat Alabama and look what happened. I hate critics. They say things just to get their voice heard. I have two months until practice starts and I’m already mad at all the things they say about us. Well I’ll show them. My New Year’s resolution this year was if I got to play for Georgia that I would show no mercy against anyone that got in my path. And I never break a promise. Signed: Herschel Freedman, Bulldog recruit.”

Tuesday July 1st, 2003. My mouth is watering. I get up out of bed and head straight to the bathroom where I find my toothbrush and toothpaste awaiting. Then I go downstairs my stomach screaming at me when I finally reach the kitchen, finding my mom making her ungodly pancakes. Not just any ungodly pancakes, but the type that comes from heaven. Then reality smacks me in the face. If you eat the pancakes you will get fat and never play football. If you don’t eat the pancakes you can train and gain muscle not weight and be the best linebacker in Georgia history. You choose Herschel. So I grabbed a Nutri-Grain bar and went out to jog. 

Now instead of my mouth watering my sweat glands are out of control. I’ve been jogging for an ungodly amount of time. Five minutes. Then I thought about the critics. What are you going to do Herschel? Give up and be a failure, like all the critics said you would? Or push yourself to limits beyond your own? You choose Herschel. Three hours later I had jogged from my house to I-285 blazing by cars and had made a complete circle all the way back to my house. I open the door, say hi to my mom, make a mad dash towards the bathroom, and vomit vigorously in the toilet. Nice job Herschel. Just keep it up and you’ll be ready for practice in no time.

Saturday August 2nd, 2003: “I sit here writing. Practice started today. Coach Richt doesn’t mess around. Due to my vigorous training I was in perfect shape and made a good impression on myself. I love Athens. It’s a nice town, especially for a college student, and I feel right at home. I see many familiar faces such as Junior Defensive End David Pollack, SEC player of the year last year, Junior Quarterback David Greene and Red-shirt Sophomore Quarterback D.J. Shockley. I saw a horde of kids I’ve never seen in my life. We did a play where I blitzed the quarterback and I came in unblocked and I could have killed him, but I lightly sacked him to the ground. Instead of doing a dance I decided the best thing was to help him up so I did. Coach Richt praised my good sportsmanship wishing that more players would do the same. Well, lights out. Tomorrow we start to learn new plays that last year’s team ran and plays they didn’t run. Should be loads of fun. It's time for the kids to prove all the critics wrong. Signed: Herschel Freedman, Georgia Bulldog.”

TWEEEET!! “All right guys listen up!” Coach Richt was about to explain our first play. “The first offensive play you are going to learn is called 70 Dash. You may be familiar with this play as it was the play that beat Auburn last year, which helped us win the SEC East, the SEC, and the Sugar Bowl. Greene steps back in the pocket, Gibson does a post route, Milton blocks, Hall does a slant, and Johnson goes deep. Your first option is to pass to Gibson or pump fake to him and throw the deep pass to the back of the end zone for Johnson. First time we get inside the 20 that will be our first play. The first defensive play we run is called 321. We line up in a 4-3 with a free safety and either man or zone coverage. We call this 321 because our starting linebacker, which is you Herschel, will count in your head 3…. 2…. 1…. BLITZ! You charge the line and get there fast. If you can’t get through the line the first time, I’ll blitz you and someone else on another play called 1MississippiGO! You’ll understand that one. All right! Let’s run it! Ready. 1, 2, 3 BULLDOGS!!”

321 wasn’t as successful as 1MississippiGO! On GO, they couldn’t block us, Grant Edwards, the other linebacker and myself. They even knew the play we were running and they couldn’t stop us. White jerseys were surrounding the QB. They got one touchdown, and completed 8 passes, 6 of which were nicely thrown between the numbers of white jerseys. Then they did a different play and we still intercepted it, after I tipped it. We ran different plays all afternoon until Coach blew his whistle and we all went back to shower, but Coach pulled me over and said, “Son, you ever hear of Herschel Walker?” I was startled. “Yes sir he is my hero.” Coach looked at me and smiled, “If you keep this up you’re going to be more famous then him. Now hit the showers!” I ran to my room yelling a big, “WHOOOOOOOHOOOOOOO!!” But that voice came back into my head. Hey big shot! Everything is going your way now!
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