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Kid’s basketball coach cherishes rewards of his givings
Eric Hall
Columnist

Som e o f  l i f e ’s sw e e te s t  
m om ents  com e at the m ost 
unexpecting times, the most 
unexpected  places and with 
the most unexpected people.

They are moments that can 
un ex p ec tin g ly  in sp ire  your 
soul.

D uring  the w in te r  o f my 
senior year in high school, I 
volunteered to coach an 8-9 
year old boys’ basketball team.

I loved basketball and it was 
somewhat exciting to know 
th a t  I w as re sp o n s ib le  for  
t e a c h in g  th e s e  c h i ld r e n  a 
g am e w h ic h  th ey  w i l l  be 
playing in their driveways for 
the rest of their lives.

B e s id e s  te a c h in g  them  
skills on the court that season, 
I a im e d  at t e a c h in g  th em  
s k i l l s  they  w o u ld  use  
o f f  the  c o u r t  as w ell .  
S p o r t s m a n s h ip ,  te a m w o rk  
and communication.

F o r the  e n t i r e  th re e -  
month season, we practiced 
all three.

I was awed by the fact that I 
had a small, and I emphasize 
sm a l l ,  p a r t  in  the  
construc tion  of their 
personalities.

D u r in g  the  
f in a l  gam e of 
th e  s e a so n ,  
came one of 
the  m o s t  
heartfelt and 
r e w a r d i n g  
m o m en ts  I 
have  ever  
experienced.

A
m o m e n t  
th a t  co u ld  
never be acted 
in a movie or read 
in a book, a moment 
that had I not made that 
decision to volunteer, I would 
have never experienced.

One of my players had not 
scored a single point all year 
long.

T hough  he t r ied  so hard  
every m inute  he played, he 
couldn’t quite find the aim to 
make it fall. But as a coach it 

was my jo b

to en co u rag e  h im  
th a t  s c o r in g  w a s n ’t 
everything, even though it was 
to him. I could see it in his 
eyes.

During the fourth quarter.

he hoisted a wild shot into the 
air  and stood back to watch 
where it landed. And there it 
went, straight into the bull’s 
eye.

He h ad  s c o re d  h is  f i r s t  
points. His innocent smile 

leaped straight into the 
air  as a m ix tu re  of 

excitement and joy 
traveled through 

his soul.
Then my 

m o m e n t  
came. Even 
w ith  a ll  
those  fresh 
e m o t i o n s  

c lo u d in g  h is  
head, he looked at me 

and smiled.
In  one  s e c o n d ,  he 

m a n a g e d  to h i t  two 
b u l l ’s eyes. The one he had 
been hoping to hit all season 
long, and the one directly in 
the middle of my chest.

And while I don’t think I ’ll 
ever take up the profession of 
a kindergarten teacher or day

care supervisor, ever since that 
m o m en t ,  I can  say th a t  i f  
children are not a part of my 
life, I will be leading a dark 
existence.

So th an k  you, Jona thon , 
Taylor, N is e a n ,  C h r is  and  
M ichael. T h an k  you E llio t,  
Trace, Ryan, Evan and Zhon. 
Thank you for reminding me 
w ha t  the  m e a n in g  o f  t ru e  
compassion is. Thank you for 
sh o w in g  m e w ha t  t ru e  
innocence is and the potential 
that it will never become lost 
in one’s heart.

And thank you for giving 
m e a c h a n c e  to see  w ha t  
having a son is all about and 
the revelation that it is one of 
life’s steps I ’m looking most 
fo rw ard  to. I on ly  pray he 
possesses a little of each one 
of you, if at all poss ib le .  -

However, I do already feel 
sorry for my son - he is going 
to have a lot of middle names 
to remember.

Ten, to be exact.

In the beginning: A freshman’s view of her first weekend at Elon
Anna Brodrecht

Guest Columnist

Go ahead and smile with sat
isfaction as you, the upperclass
men, read the opinions of a 
freshman on her first weekend 
at Elon. You probably remem
ber the strains of move-in day, 
the h ila r i ty  of o rien ta tion  
groups, and the overwhelming 
frustration that came from for
getting the names of the hun
dreds of people you met in such 
a short time.

Then again, you may have 
chosen to block out the recol
lections with that well-defined, 
selective memory of yours. For 
me, however, that weekend was 
one that will live in infamy.

Moving in: To say the least, 
I felt a little nauseated the day 
I packed my life into the back 
of my car and headed for my 
new home. For the first time, I 
took inventory of my belong
ings and shuddered at how

much I would have to leave be
hind. I kept telling myself I 
would be home during fall 
break, but that offered little 
comfort to the wave of home
sickness I already felt. None
theless, I convinced myself to 
drive away from Alabama to the 
seemingly northern  Tarheel 
State.

Upon first contact with cam
pus, I was greeted by countless 
smiles and warm salutations. I 
already felt at home. Leaving 
campus was a different story. 
Just like in my hometown, Wal- 
Mart was infested with shop
pers.

Surprisingly, I was involved 
in just two buggy wrecks, and I 
only carry the bruises from one. 
Lowe’s was also swarming with 
incautious people, making me 
consider the reality of the “Elon 
bubble” theory.

To fu r the r confirm  the 
theory, one of my hall-mates 
allowed me the use of her won

derful dolly. She and those jolly 
golf cart drivers truly made the 
unpacking  process far too 
simple. In less than an hour, I 
had moved an en tire  SUV 
full of junk  into my dorm 
room. I owe a great deal 
of thanks to those who helped 
us.

Orientation groups: At first, 
being with my orien ta tion  
group was the best thing about 
Elon. I was p laced  in a 
great group of people with com
mon interests and vitality. I en
joyed talking with them and 
getting to know their character
istics, both individually and in 
a group.

However, as the weekend 
came to a close, I was craving 
some time to just sit and think. 
The time left for this much- 
adored activity was certainly 
limited with the barrage of re
lentless teamwork and aware
ness activities.

Overall, it was a positive

movement that allowed us to 
meet some great people, and I 
have no complaints. However, 
starting classes has permitted 
that free/thinking time I have so 
desperately needed.

C onvocation : The o v e r 
whelming majority of the fresh
man class was not very 
exc ited  about convocation . 
Anything that begins at 8;00 
a.m. and involves  dressy 
clothes, weepy parents and 
symbolism can not be fun, let 
alone interesting.

We all knew som ething 
wonderful would have to take 
place in order to keep the thou
sands of sleepy eyes open 
throughout the procession. I 
cannot speak for the whole 
freshman class, but it turned 
out to be all right. At least I 
know I was sm iling as we 
marched between the rows of 
professors.

For me, the three most 
memorable aspects of move-in

weekend turned out to be a 
great way to start college. We 
met new people, received praise 
from the faculty and were set 
free. Although that weekend 
will certainly make the top-ten 
lis t  of great  m em ories, 
I still look forward to what will 
come. The next four years may 
very well be the best of our 
lives, and they have only just 
begun.
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