FOR WHAT I HATE I DO
Chapter 16

Book Coming Soon…
After the NCAA’s, but before departing for Houston for
the summer, I had to meet with the coach about my academic
meltdown. This spelled trouble.
“Come in, Mr. Morris. Close the door.”
I eased the door shut and took a seat to face judgment.
“Relax, Miguel. It’s not brain surgery,” said Coach
Durham, trying to ease my anxiety. I cracked a smile at his attempt
at humor, but the coach assured me that this was no laughing
matter. “I want to start off by saying congratulations once again on
your victory in Utah. As you can see, I have placed the team’s time
on the record board. Looks nice, doesn’t it?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Look at this, Miguel. The entire squad is ranked 17th in
the nation. Now that’s an accomplishment.”
“Yes, sir,” I responded, noticing our second- and fourth
place rankings in the mile-relay event in a magazine on his desk.
“Now, why couldn’t you perform like this in your physics
and chemistry classes, Morris?”
“I’m not sure, Coach!”
“You’re not sure, Morris? Well, be sure of this. You are
now on academic probation. And that’s serious business!” Coach
Durham said, pounding his fist on the desk. “You’ve never had
problems with grades before, Miguel. And I know you can do the
work. So, what’s the problem? Girls? This is sad, Morris. Two ‘As’,
a ‘D’ and two ‘Fs.’ You have a 1.97 GPA, Miguel. Not acceptable!”
“Well, Coach I … ”
“You what?” he interrupted.
“I’m having personal problems.”
“Like what, Morris?” Coach asked.
“Well, my oldest sister was diagnosed with MS,” I said,
trying to explain why my scholastic performance cratered.
“Multiple sclerosis?” asked Coach Durham, now sitting
upright in his chair.

“Yes, sir. And I haven’t been able to focus lately because
of it and other matters.” I tried to weasel out of the discussion by
talking about my family problems while leaving out the dirty secrets
about my sexual encounters with other athletes.
“Well, Miguel, I can sympathize with you, son, but you
have to get yourself focused in a hurry. You only have this one
chance to correct your grades, or else …”
“Or else I’m out?” I said, completing his sentence.
“Yes. Out!” he emphasized. “The university is very strict
where academics are concerned. Star athlete or not, you must make
the grade.
“Yes, sir.”
“While on the subject of being strict, you now must report
to the dean of technology before you leave campus tomorrow.
Matter of fact, he’s waiting on you now,” said Coach Durham,
glancing at his watch.
“Right now?” I asked, with wide eyes and a racing
heartbeat.
“Yes. Now, Miguel.”
I was petrified as I slowly left Coach Durham’s office to
visit the dean. I had heard rumors about him concerning black
athletes. Many believed his policies were biased against minorities.
Now it was my time to face truth and consequence before this
alleged racist bastard.
During my walk to his office, I had a chance to think
about my future at MSU and my true intentions with Tish. I really
did like her, but could I actually fall in love with her? How could I
even live with myself knowing that I might surrender to sexual
temptations with other men? I knew I had to make a change or I
was going to cause a lot of unnecessary pain and
hateful feelings to women who I might get involved with in the
future.
When I arrived at the entrance of the column structure, my
knees began to buckle and my stomach churned. It seemed as if all
energy had been zapped from my body, which wilted like a wet
noodle.
As I inched closer to his door, I overheard Dean Kramer
talking on the phone with Coach Durham about my future at MSU.
I was about to face my executioner, a 250-pound tyrant.

The heavy-set Kramer wore wire-framed glasses that sat
on the tip of his reddish thin nose, which appeared to be too thin
for breathing because he often would wheeze between sentences.
His thinning salt-and-pepper hair lay from one side to the other in
an attempt to hide his baldness at the crown of his pale head.
He was still on the telephone with Coach Durham when
he instructed me to enter and take a seat. He then abruptly ended
the conversation with the coach, telling him he would call back
with details about our meeting.
“So, Mr. Morris, how’s your day been, son?”
“Not good, sir,” I said, wanting to get out of there as
quickly as possible.
“And why is that, Morris?”
“Because of my grades, Dean Kramer.”
“Your grades, huh.”
“Yes, sir. My grades.”
“Well, Morris, how did we get to this point, son? Please
explain that to me, boy.”
“Boy!” How dare he call me “boy,” I said under my breath
as I tempered my anger. That reminded me of the time my high
school coach used that word, which enraged Caleb during my first
track practice.
“Well, Dean, it’s like this,” I said trying to explain, seething
with anger.
“Excuse me?”
“I mean, sir. Somehow I got behind in my studies because
of personal problems. I just lost focus and interest. That’s all.”
“Well, Morris, you cannot just give up, son, because of a
few bumps in the road. You’ll find that there are a lot of hurdles in
life, and that’s not an excuse for failure. Does that make sense,
son?”
“Yes, sir, Dean Kramer.”
“Good because we need you to pull your grades together
and get back on track, so to speak. Keep in mind, Morris, you can
be replaced; there are a lot of kids who would love to be in your
shoes, boy. Do you understand me?”
“Yes, sir, I understand.” But he better not call me boy
again, I thought to myself. I swear I’ll kick his ass.
“Perfect. Now this is the situation. You need a 3.0 to stay
afloat here, Morris. Summer school is in your future. We will not

settle for anything under a B-average from you this summer. So the
ball’s in your court. Can you make the grade?”
“Yes, sir, Dean Kramer.”
“Just what I wanted to hear, because I know you don’t
wanna be a ditch digger like your daddy, Morris. Do you?”
“My father’s not a ditch digger, sir!” I answered tersely.
Now I was really pissed.
“That argument may constitute your belief, but the fact
still remains he’s supervising backhoe operators in the hot
outdoors. Is that what you want to do?”
“No, sir,” I said, masking my fury. What right did he have
to insult my dad or me?
“Good. So get it together, Morris. Is there anything you
would like to ask me before I end this meeting?”
“No, sir. Not really.” I answered. I was too hot under the
collar to delay my exit from his office. I didn’t need him to say
another word, or I was going to be all over his white ass – school
or no school.
“Well, just remember, Morris, a 3.0 is what you need. I
gathered my composure and made a quick exit.
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