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Brothers Randy and Andy were two minutes apart and had been in competition 

since birth: at first for formula since their mama couldn’t breastfeed, later for toys 

like Rock ‘Em Sock ‘Em Robots, and in high school over girls in their bobby sox 

and saddle oxfords, poodle skirts, and tight white t-shirts. 

The brothers looked like the best version of Elvis when he was young, thin, 

and in beach movies. Their olive skin, dark hair, and blue eyes were the envy of 

other football players, and they were men’s men—working on their trucks; duck, 

rabbit, and deer hunting on the weekend, and lettering in football and basketball 

their senior year. 

Barbara Ann, a cheerleader with blonde hair, thick thighs, childbearing hips, 

and breasts just shy of Dolly’s, was after both with the hope of landing one for 

prom and more if she played her hand right. 

The brothers had planned to hunt first thing Saturday morning from a duck 

blind in the bottoms on the Hatchie River, but Randy and Andy’s mama heard the 

gun shot from the kitchen and was rattled to her core when she dropped the pan she 

was washing, ran down the hall, and found Andy kneeling over his brother shaking 

his shoulders and screaming, the blood pooling on the wooden floor and on this 

jersey, and their mama crying, “No, God, no,” and then telling Andy to go call an 

ambulance. 

“Hang on, Randy. We’ll get you some help,” he pleaded. 

When the ambulance arrived at the hospital, the doctor told them it didn’t 

look good, but they were doing everything they could. Their mother took the 

Gideon Bible from the coffee table in the waiting room, put it to her chest, and 

prayed over and over. Their Daddy prayed, too, and Andy finally confessed, “I’m 

so sorry. I didn’t mean to shoot him. We were going hunting tomorrow, and I was 

going to clean the gun. I didn’t know it was loaded.”  

“Boy, keep your mouth shut. If the police ask, tell them Randy was cleaning 

the gun and it went off.” 

The mother glared at him. “Tell the truth.” 

“No,” the father said. “Do what you’re told.” 
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Barbara Ann came, hugged Andy, spoke to his parents, and held Andy’s 

hand. “I’m sorry for breaking up with you for Randy,” she whispered. “I was 

confused. You think he’ll be alright?” 

“The doctor said it didn’t look good.” 

Barbara Ann boohooed, and when the doctor clutched his clipboard and 

stepped to the doorway, he said softly, “We did all we could. He just didn’t make 

it.” No words, soft or loud, would ever repair the damage caused by those words. 

Later when they were home cleaning up the blood and calling relatives, the 

officers came and wrote a report, shook their heads, and seemed sympathetic. They 

recorded it as accidental since Randy had been cleaning his gun, and people said it 

was a shame he’d become a statistic instead of aiming for the pro football league.  

Andy married Barbara Ann right after graduation and before she showed. 

They named the boy Randy and never told him who his real daddy was. Andy 

drank hard liquor at night to avoid the repetitive dream of shooting his brother, had 

tremors during the day, and had hidden the gun on the shelf in his closet, so the 

boy Randy couldn’t get to it and in case Andy decided to shoot himself later.  
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