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JUST MUSING:  
 

Oh say you, Caesar!   

 
 

The cars situated to my right were not going anywhere soon, nor the ones to my left, rear, 

or those situated in the horizon far as my eyes could see.  There did not appear to be wreck, at 

least the signs did not tell of same.  I had looked a map, I had a thirty miles drive – couldn‟t be 

that bad, shouldn‟t take that long.  I could not have been any more wrong about Los Angeles‟ 

traffic.  My brother, George Michael, had warned me – prideful, prideful me.    

They tell us the Sun rises in the east and sets in the west, maybe scientists‟ explanation is 

an apt-explanation of what we perceive as the earth orbits on its axis.   All I know is I was west 

by all standards, a fierce and personal western Sun danced amongst us, bouncing from car to car, 

visor to visor and even successfully disturbing those who attempted to shield their eyes from her 

taunts.   She had longed ago bleached the color from the concrete rivers following under us - 

creating an urban scape which is mine eyes now defined my visit to the City of Angels.   

“Say man, I can come get you.  It may take you longer because you are not from the 

area.” 

“No, man, thanks, I got it.”   

So I said.  So I thought.  I was in Los Angeles to complete discovery in a case which was 

pending in federal court in Houston.  The depositions were rather non-eventful, taken in an area 

where every building seemed to the same color, height, and design.  I commented to the client, a 

business executive, “this is an urban planners‟ dream come true.”  He smiled at me and 
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commented his moving to Houston was based on wanting the unpredictable in design.  When 

entering the office complex of seemingly Stepford Wives designed buildings, I didn‟t short-

circuit my observations with regards to his comment about Los Angeles and Houston‟s utter lack 

of regard for zoning - “Well you got that didn‟t you?”   

There was nothing unusual about my motionless flight through traffic on that day.  Well 

there appeared to be more sunglasses than you see in the average city.  Everyone‟s cars appeared 

to have been washed and waxed the day before.  I swear during the sheer monotony of our 

playing our game of inches, I saw two television crews filming.  So I muse. 

“Look man, you can‟t get lost”, Michael said under his chuckle.  “You will have plenty 

time to figure it out, can‟t wait to see you.”   

The sea parted, I attempted to fill the void, the sea then closed – maybe this is just an 

illusion.  A Hollywood illusion, a Disneyland dream – the sun is brighter, the grass is greener, 

the illusions are greater - did they say.  My mind wandered, then came back – no illusion.  We 

continued our game of inches, LAX next exit – next exit.  I avoided the temptation of exiting, 

catching a flight and then trying to convince my brother I got loss on my way to his home.    

George Michael came to California to play football and run track.  Georgia Wright and 

Leon Griffin‟s youngest son was a reddish skinned, freckled face child whose shyness would 

only abate when he was in high school.  He possessed world-class speed on the track, incredible 

quickness on the football field, but lack the height and weight of the modern day gladiators.  

Michael was long past his days of athletic prowess - school, graduation, marriage, children all 

became part of his lifecycle.   

I did not die on the freeway that day.  I did not become part of the storyline for Freeways 

murders – “man killed for staring too long.”  I navigated my way through the mountains, and 
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wondered to myself how in the world one would escape during an emergency - something about 

living near water causes one to plan your escape route when Mother Nature serves her 

unexpected and unanticipated reminder.  But that is not why I muse.  I muse because of the 

incredible wonders of the human body and spirit.   

There was a recent story reported of Rob Konrad, the former Miami Dolphins‟ fullback, 

who swam for 16-hours, after falling off his boat [link – times, January 13, 2015 – Former 

Dolphins Player Tells of 16-Hour Swim for Survival – sent by email].  “„Happy to be here,‟ 

Konrad began with a wry smile.  „I shouldn‟t be here,‟ he said later, his voice cracking.”  But 

why mentioned George Michael? – I mentioned George Michael because he serves as a 

reminder. 

When I arrived we did what brother‟s do – we gave each other man hugs (pat … pat … 

pat).   You know there is something pathological about men not being able to show the same 

type of excitement woman show when they see their sisters, friends, friend of a friend after a 

long absence (pat …  pat – a three to four second maximum, then we separated).  We hurriedly 

caught up on what our family members were doing (three to five minutes, need not waste time), 

then we put on tennis shoes, all while ignoring his wife‟s, Kristi, sheer disbelief as balls were 

being pulled out of the garage.   

“Pick your poison son!” 

I knew I would never be able to outrun him, maybe at one time, but not now.  He was 

probably fifteen to twenty years post-college, however he still possessed his sprinter‟s legs and 

chest – all now packaged with a stockier built.  Nothing about Hollywood would convince me 

angels would somehow possess my soul and give me a chance of winning his game of flying 

with ones feet.  My brother was never a good basketball player, maybe good in a football player 
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sense – they make their fouls count.  So I picked a basketball; he promptly rolled a ball out on 

the concrete.     

“And, another?” 

Kristi could no longer contain her tongue, “Michael, he came to visit.  Let‟s do dinner 

and maybe another time.”  It was if she said “pick, pick, pick” – surely, I was not going to be 

intimidated by baby brother.  I picked the jump rope.  I felt I had a chance in that I jumped every 

day.  I will hold my own.    

“The 38-year old Konrad‟s escape was a testament to willpower and world-class 

athleticism.  „It an incredible story,‟ the endurance swimmer Diana Nyad said, „Taking 

his hands and deciding he was going to save himself.‟”  

My memory tells me I may have picked to jump rope first.  Kristi someone became the 

timekeeper and the counter.  The object was to jump as many times consecutively within a 

certain time period, I think three minutes, and the one with the most consecutive jumps would be 

deemed the winner.  I started first … 50, 100, 150 maybe … before I missed.  Not my best, but a 

good start.  My eyes, heart, and lungs told me it was a good start.  The Sun now danced on my 

back, dappled my forehead with sweat and whispered to me that I may want to bend over and 

grab my knees.   

Kristi adjusted the stop watch, “Start when you ready.”   

He wrapped the rope around his hands, took a strange posture, as if preparing for a 

launch.  Me, Sun and sweat took notice.     

“He swam to Palm Beach, covering a distance of 27 miles before ringing the doorbell of 

an oceanfront home for help at 4:30 a.m., Thursday.” 

The rope swirled and screamed as if wanting a mere mortal to resume a playful and  
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relaxed dance with her.  At 100 - Michael seemed to double his body in a tighter ball; the rope 

screamed louder, the Sun now danced with him causing perspiration to flow in amounts which 

should be deemed lethal.  The Sun happiness with her accomplishments allowed her to then 

reach and touch me on my shoulder, speaking in a manner for all to hear, “you may want to get 

out of your stance and pay attention.”  Michael‟s bride tried to cover her none to Christian smile 

and marveled at the heathen‟s slaughter in her presence (“Oh say you Caesar!).  At 200 – he 

screamed a primal scream.  The Sun‟s dance of merriment now seemingly became more taunting 

- it was hot and only getting hotter.  “300!”  

“„Konrad said he got bit „by a whole bunch of stuff.‟ A shark circled before moving  

along. „There was a lot of stuff glowing at night, probably some jellyfish,‟ he said.” 

… 

“„Five or six hours in, I realized „Maybe I can do this.‟”, he said.”   

 Michael jumped faster and more efficient than I had ever seen.  Probably not any more 

efficient than any other world-class athlete who had horned, punished, and persuaded his body to 

undertake feats and tasks the rest of us could ever imagine.   My mother‟s shy child, one blessed 

with incredible speed, and quickness screamed “500” at the time same time Kristi screamed 

“time”.  He then threw the rope at me and challenged me to beat his effort, as if he somehow 

thought it was possible for me to grow wings and fly.  If I could, I would.  I also wanted to  

reverse time, not sat in traffic on that Godforsaken freeway two hours covering a grand total of 

thirty miles – I would have been half-way back to Houston.  Fly, fly way – I wish I could, but I 

couldn‟t.    The Sun helped little – “only in movies, only in songs, only in books.” 

“Still, Konrad kept swimming, thinking of his daughters, ages 8 and 10.  „He had two 

angels on his back.‟ His wife said.”       
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 Good old Christian Kristi jumped and celebrated with her gladiator.  The Sun seemingly 

danced and celebrated with them, they screamed, she screamed.  I screamed, “Y‟all cheated,” 

then I wished both of them to Hell!  The Sun‟s laughter served as a reminder about how 

foolhardy it was for me to conceptualize the physically impossible – or is it?   

George Michael Griffin‟s lesson that day was not just a demonstration of his blessing, but 

a demonstration of his years of preparation, continued conditioning long past his last game, the 

timer‟s trigger pull, long past the last fan‟s screams.  Rob Konrad‟s swim for his life was a 

reminder of the incredible abilities of our bodies and minds – if nurtured - if challenged - if cared 

for.  Foolish, foolish, foolish me for even assuming to the contrary when little brother threw the 

rope at me and proclaimed, “You first”, but not foolish enough to ignore what I witnessed.  I 

could if I had angels on my back, if I could sprout wings and fly, if the Sun would only cooperate 

and allow me to harness her power.        

“Then the sound of the ocean changed.  He heard waves hitting the shore and finally 

reached land.   

„The problem was, I couldn‟t walk,‟ he said „My body was shaking uncontrollably.  I 

crawled up on the beach.‟”  


