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September 14, 2008

The One Left Behind
By JOHN ED BRADLEY

He came home at last, driving an old car packed with clothes. It was November 1964, and he

somehow had managed to make his way back to Plain Dealing, La., without running off the road

and finding a ditch. His breath smelled of cigarettes and his clothes reeked. If he looked as if he

didn’t care anymore, it was because he didn’t. Behind him, in Alabama, where he’d been living for

the last 17 years, were an ex-wife and their four young children, a well-paying job as a

pharmaceutical rep and a grand house on a waterfront lot with sweeping views of Mobile Bay.

Behind him, too, were losses more difficult to quantify, like his notion of the future and what it

might hold.

He had suffered a heart attack in the last year, and yet at 45 he seemed resolutely opposed to

making even the slightest adjustment to his way of living. He would drink and smoke all he

wanted.

His name was John Joseph Pershing Holland — Purr-shun, to those who’d loved him the longest

— and he once said that he preferred a hot beer to a cold one because it provided a better buzz.

Even when he had a home with a refrigerator, he kept his beer in the trunk of his car.

The place where he’d grown up, Carterville, wasn’t a town so much as a curve in the road halfway

between Plain Dealing and Springhill, in the northwestern corner of the state. Pershing attended

high school in Plain Dealing, population 1,100, and many of the town’s older residents

remembered him as the finest athlete they’d ever seen. If Pershing wasn’t the best, they would tell

you, it was only because they’d also seen his identical twin brother, Woodrow, play.

Together the Holland twins helped lead the Plain Dealing High football team to the state

championship game in 1938, and they were also dominant performers on the school’s track team.

A reporter for the local newspaper, The Plain Dealing Progress, seemed to tire of having to type

out their names and referred to them in his stories simply as P. and W. The biggest testament to

the quality of their talent, however, might have come when a recruiter for Louisiana State

University, some 300 miles away, discovered them in their remote patch of red clay and pine and

offered them scholarships.

In Baton Rouge, the brothers became stars of the 1942 team, playing alongside Steve Van Buren, a

future pro football Hall of Fame running back, and Alvin Dark, who would become a major-league
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future pro football Hall of Fame running back, and Alvin Dark, who would become a major-league

shortstop and manager. Pershing and Woodrow became known as “the Touchdown Twins” and

“the World War Twins,” the choice of nickname depending on which clever sportswriter happened

to be writing the story. Woodrow, 6-foot-2 and 187 pounds, played end; Pershing, a shade shorter

and 10 pounds heavier, was a guard.

“The Holland boys, these were once-in-a-lifetime athletes,” says the 88-year-old Clark Strayhan, a

lifelong resident of Plain Dealing. “They were two of the best players on the best team in our

town’s history. I don’t know if you’d call them movie-star handsome, but they were fine, clean-

looking boys, blond and blue-eyed, and everyone liked them, especially the girls.”

The years after football had been hard on Pershing. His face was puffy, his complexion rough-

looking, and his pot belly stretched out his shirt. To the casual observer seeing him step out of his

car to buy a bottle at a package store on Highway 3, it must have been hard to believe that such a

man had ever been anything but soft and sad and drunk. But there was more than the obvious.

Pershing’s upper torso was checkered with scars he received in the Army while fighting in the

Rhineland in December 1944. His thighs were also scarred — “boo-boos,” he had called them,

whenever his children asked about the patches of gnarled flesh.

By returning to Plain Dealing in such a diminished state, Pershing promised to darken the

memory of his and Woodrow’s heroic pasts and to serve up a new picture of what loss can do.

There was a time, not long before, when people in Plain Dealing had difficulty telling him and

Woodrow apart, but a now-distant war had sent only one back to look at, and Pershing, bloated

and defeated, was tired of the distinction.

He saw Woodrow everywhere he looked, and in seeing him Pershing saw himself, or at least the

boy he’d been when football and the other games they played seemed to provide a solution to

every problem the world had to offer.

It happened on March 2, 1945, while Pershing was hospitalized in England recovering from the

shrapnel wounds he received three months before. It happened on an island in the Philippines

that everyone would forget about as soon as Japan surrendered six months later. “Woody got shot

in the head,” says E. P. Hudson, a high-school friend and teammate of the twins’. “I know this

because we were in the same outfit — 21st Infantry, 24th Division — and I was told the story a

short while after he was killed. Woody was a first lieutenant and a platoon leader, and he was

leading his men up a trail when he stopped and told them to take a 10-minute break. They were

sitting down resting, and Woody walked on up ahead, and there were two or three Japanese

waiting with a machine gun.”

The wartime circumstances that claimed Woodrow Holland were not extraordinary, except

perhaps in the mind of his twin. Before he went to the Philippines, Woodrow was stationed at an
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perhaps in the mind of his twin. Before he went to the Philippines, Woodrow was stationed at an

Army base in Fort Benning, Ga., where he worked as an adjutant to a general. According to Muriel

Plaisance, the twins’ sister, Woodrow might have remained at the administrative position and kept

out of harm’s way had he not felt compelled by Pershing’s injury to request a different assignment.

He told his family he hoped in time to catch up with his brother in Europe: Pershing had

experienced combat and survived, and now it was his turn. But rather than travel to his twin’s

side, Woodrow was shipped out of San Francisco for the South Pacific.

“Until those two boys went off to fight, people back home were calling them slackers,” said Muriel,

who died at age 81 in July, a few months after being interviewed for this story. “Quite a few boys

from home had joined up, and there was a lot said about Pershing and Woodrow going to school

and playing football at L.S.U. and not doing their part. I remember one in particular who raised

hell. She stayed after Mama: ‘My boys are in the war, why aren’t yours?’

“Woodrow came home in December of ’44, and Mama was so upset with him for volunteering she

could’ve throttled him. She said: ‘The one I got over there now might be dead, and they just

haven’t got the word to me yet. And here you are wanting to go over there and fight?’ But Woody

kept saying he had to go on account of Pershing being wounded, like he wanted to do something

about it.”

To honor Woodrow’s sacrifice, Plain Dealing’s American Legion chapter added the Holland name

to its local post. In Baton Rouge, where fans of the Tigers’ football team vowed never to forget

him, his picture went up on the wall of one of the city’s most popular restaurants. Former coaches

and teammates wrote letters to the Hollands saying how much they were going to miss him.

A couple of weeks after he was killed, Woodrow’s body was moved from Lubang’s municipal

cemetery to an Army cemetery on Mindanao Island, but three more years would pass before his

parents, Ola and W. L. Holland, could arrange for the Army to disinter his remains and ship them

back to Louisiana. A young Army officer, himself a first lieutenant, accompanied Woodrow’s coffin

to Carterville. The family put it in the living room next to the fireplace and opened the home to

visitors. One of them, Lillie Matlock, the twins’ aunt, spent a long time looking at the coffin’s

closed lid. “Ola, you don’t know if that’s your son in that box,” she said finally.

“No, Lillie, I don’t,” Ola replied. “But it’s some mother’s son.”

More than 100 people sent flowers. On the day of the burial, cars lined the road to Salem

Cemetery for miles, and deputies with the local sheriff’s department had to come out and help

control the traffic. E. P. Hudson and other high-school teammates served as pallbearers, as did

Glenn Crawford, the twins’ coach at Plain Dealing High. Pershing came in from Mobile, but he

seemed distant, and he avoided questions about Woodrow and the war. People tried to engage

him in talk about the old days, when he and his twin tore up everything they tried. Pershing’s
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him in talk about the old days, when he and his twin tore up everything they tried. Pershing’s

nature had always been friendly, outgoing. But on this day he seemed to find it difficult to

remember much of anything.

At the cemetery, while sitting on a folding chair at his brother’s graveside, Pershing lowered his

head and let the tears run. It was a rare display, and for years to come his friends and relatives,

dogged by the sight of him drunk, would revisit it as a way of understanding. A corps of riflemen

fired guns, and a bugler played “Taps” from a place in the nearby trees. The service ended and

there were long embraces and hands to shake, but it was a while before Pershing would speak

about his loss, alone and at home with his mother and his sister Muriel.

“I feel like half of me is dead,” he said.

Perhaps to avoid an appearance of favoritism, Ola Holland never allowed as to which of the twins

was born first. In an early photo, Pershing and Woodrow stand side by side in matching white

coats that look like dresses, peering into W. L.’s Prince Albert tobacco can. Even then, at age 3,

Woodrow is taller. More than a portrait of two boys engaged in mischief, it seems a picture of

identical twin brothers who have decided they are really one and the same person.

Ola had let her father name the boys, and he chose heroes of the Great War, which ended only a

year before their birth, in 1919: Gen. John Joseph Pershing and President Woodrow Wilson. The

boys inherited their size from their mother, who weighed about 50 pounds more and stood 3

inches taller than her 5-foot-7, 155-pound husband. From their father they got streamlined

physiques; big, cocksure smiles; and toughness so true it had them believing they could never lose.

W. L. stood for William Luther. He farmed cotton, corn and ribbon cane and scratched up work as

a carpenter when what he grew didn’t pay enough. There was an oil field near Carterville, and the

Hollands took in boarders, one time as many as 19 roughnecks who slept on cots on the screened-

in back porch.

In the late 1920s, the family moved to Texas and eventually bought a small farm near Harlingen,

down in the Rio Grande Valley near the state’s southernmost tip and the Mexican border. W. L.

hoped to make a better living there, but Texas quickly proved to be no kinder than Louisiana had

been. A hailstorm wiped out his beans before he could get them out of the ground. He stood in the

field and cried in anger and frustration, then told his daughters — Kitty was the other one — to

gather the hailstones in a bucket and put them in the icebox.

In late August 1933, Woodrow, then 14, was stricken with a mysterious ailment that left him

paralyzed from the neck down. Suddenly, he found himself unable to get out of bed. Did Pershing

expect the same fate to find him? He wasn’t the kind of boy to give voice to fear of any variety, but

he did spend a good share of time standing by his brother’s bedside, staring down at him with a
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he did spend a good share of time standing by his brother’s bedside, staring down at him with a

look of helplessness. Doctors performed two spinal taps on Woodrow and diagnosed him with

Guillain-Barré syndrome, an autoimmune disorder that attacks the nervous system. Ola fed him

his meals and kept him and the bed clean. Woodrow spent nearly three weeks not knowing if he’d

be paralyzed for the rest of his life, when early one morning a woman stopped by on her way to

church. “This boy is going to turn over,” she said with enough sincerity to make everyone in the

house believe her.

The Hollands, Baptists all, were willing to attend a Methodist service in a pinch; but the lady, who

lived down the road, was a Christian Scientist. They listened to her remonstrations in silence,

impressed by her conviction but afraid to hope too hard lest they be denied.

Later that day, Ola was out in the yard feeding the chickens when she heard Woodrow screaming.

She ran back in and found that he’d turned over on his side.

Texas wasn’t all misery for the Hollands. W. L., in particular, argued for making the move

permanent. Although he’d earned little money farming and he’d seen one of his twin boys briefly

paralyzed, he enjoyed hunting the local deer enough to make a case for staying. Ola finally

convinced him that it was time to head back home.

“I can still remember the first day Woody and Pershing showed up at our school,” says Clark

Strayhan, some 74 years later. “I remember because it was quite a sight to see twin boys like that.

You see twins every now and then, but these two were unusual. We’d have recess, and they liked to

play rough — rougher than the rest of us knew how to play.”

Like most siblings, the twins had occasional grievances with each other that escalated into fights.

Even though Woodrow was the superior athlete, Pershing usually could get the better of him. One

day, Pershing objected to his brother’s description of a female schoolmate, and they started

throwing blows in the living room before moving outside. Woodrow grabbed a two-by-four from

under the porch, and Pershing wrestled it away before he could hit him with it. “That’s just how it

was between those two,” Muriel Plaisance said. “But let somebody else pick a fight with one of

them — it wouldn’t have been with just the one of them, I can promise you that much.”

The boys generally wore matching outfits: starched white dress shirts and khaki pants. But their

choices weren’t motivated by a desire to project a unified appearance. Plain white shirts and

khakis were all Ola and W. L. could afford. “Pershing was the more popular of the two,” says

Maurice McCall, 85, a friend of the twins’ from childhood. “He was more personable than Woody,

and he could be very charming. I’d say he was more the leader. On Saturday they’d go to the Fox

Theatre in town, and people would be swirling around them. Pershing and his brother dated so

many different girls in Plain Dealing I couldn’t begin to name them all.”
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The twins graduated in 1938, but shortly before their commencement ceremony Coach Crawford

and the school’s principal, Felix G. Phillips, visited the family and prevailed upon W. L. to return

the boys to Plain Dealing High for another year. If they came back, the men argued, the school

had a shot at winning the Class B state title. Furthermore, L.S.U. was likely to sign them, and that

meant Ola and W. L. wouldn’t have to pay for their educations. The Hollands didn’t have any

trouble making up their minds.

The next season, Plain Dealing went undefeated in the regular season and won a playoff for the

North Louisiana championship, only to lose, 3-0, in the state title game against Lagrange High of

Lake Charles. To undermine any argument that they were going to school for football only, the

twins attended a few classes each day and quietly sat with the rest of the students, textbooks open.

By track season that spring, Pershing and Woodrow were 20 years old. This, however, did not

keep them from going out for the team, and it did not stop Woodrow from setting school,

conference and state records in the javelin. Ola piled their medals in cigar boxes.

June came, and W. L. bought each of the boys a footlocker for the trip to Baton Rouge.

They enrolled in the College of Agriculture, as agronomy majors, and scheduled all of their classes

together. They still combed their hair the same way and often dressed alike. They spoke with the

same North Louisiana accent. Even their handwriting was nearly identical. In some classes where

Woodrow was strong, Pershing showed weakness. In others where Pershing got by with ease,

Woodrow had more difficulty. To their friends it seemed they were two parts of a whole, rather

than two wholes with matching parts. Teammates had to pay attention to distinguish one from the

other. “I could do it, but it wasn’t as easy as you’d think,” says Fred “Skinny” Hall, who joined the

L.S.U. squad a year after the Hollands.

The twins were reserves for two years before they finally saw playing time in 1941. The next year,

both Pershing and Woodrow became starters, and even though he’d worked with them for more

than three years, Coach Bernie Moore still found it difficult to tell them apart. Most of the time he

called Pershing “Pete” and Woodrow “Repeat,” but there were days when he couldn’t keep that

straight.

“Didn’t Woody play end?” says Alvin Dark, 86, the former Major League baseball manager who

was a tailback on L.S.U.’s 1942 team. “Yes, I remember Woody, all right. And wasn’t Pershing

older? No, of course he wouldn’t have been older if they were twins. Well, I’m just as sorry as can

be. This was so long ago, and things get tough when you’re 102. I just remember throwing Woody

passes over and over at practice. Down-and-outs. Big blond guy. We must’ve spent a lot of time

together. And didn’t Pershing get killed in the war? That’s what I always thought. And then

Woody ended up in Mobile working as a traveling salesman. You see, you’re telling me I have it

wrong, it’s the other way around, but I always thought different. So it was Woody who died? Why,

that’s the saddest thing I ever heard.”
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that’s the saddest thing I ever heard.”

L.S.U. lost other former athletes in the war, including the onetime quarterback Young Bussey, who

played a year with the Chicago Bears after college, and the football and baseball player Alex Box,

who was honored posthumously by the school when it named its baseball park after him. Still

others returned to the campus too disabled to play again, among them a highly regarded back

named Sulcer Harris, who was “so shot up he was through,” says Al “Rusty” Heroman, who was a

freshman in 1946.

In the spring of ’46, when veterans began returning to school in droves, those who went out for

football made a point of avoiding any discussion about the war. “Nobody talked about it,” says

Hall, who spent five and a half months in Japan during the occupation. “We never did. It was

tough to get over losing your buddies, but it’s amazing what you can overcome when you’re young

and you’re given no choice.”

By August, some 350 players tried out for the team, despite the fact that coaches had only 54

spots on the varsity roster to fill. Pershing Holland was one of those who wanted back in. After

being discharged from the Army in July, he had moved back to Baton Rouge and enrolled at the

school as a graduate student. “Every day at practice you’d see more and more of the veterans drop

by the wayside,” Heroman says. “While they were in the service, they’d dreamed about playing

football again, and I suppose that dream had helped them survive, but when they got back out

there they were older and out of shape, and they just couldn’t cut it anymore.”

Pershing was one of 10 guards that Coach Moore elected to keep. The official roster listed him at

6-foot-2 and 202 pounds and gave his age as 25, although in fact he was 27, the oldest player on

the squad. It was his fifth year as an L.S.U. player. Because he hadn’t seen varsity action in 1939

and 1940, he still had a year of eligibility left. True to form, Pershing never mentioned his Purple

Heart, two Bronze Stars or other medals. They might have represented heroism, but they also

were symbols of loss, and he had had enough of that. The war had taken Woodrow away from him.

If only for the season, football would bring him back.

A photo in L.S.U.’s souvenir game programs from 1946 shows Pershing coming out of his stance,

his face weathered, eyes squinting and intent with purpose. Rather than appear tough or

menacing, his posture suggests vulnerability, as if he has already taken enough. He barely

resembles the handsome, smiling boy depicted in the 1942 programs. In that photo, he wears a

suit and tie and poses with hands crossed over a raised knee. It’s the same joyful pose as his twin,

who appears opposite Pershing at the bottom-right corner of the page.

“I can still remember seeing Pete in the showers after practice and these scars he had all over,”

says Charles Cusimano, who was an 18-year-old sophomore guard in 1946. “A man like that, he

doesn’t need to tell you where he’s been, you can see it on his body. Pete never talked about
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doesn’t need to tell you where he’s been, you can see it on his body. Pete never talked about

Woody’s death or what happened in the war, and I never asked. But I always believed he came

back and played for his brother that year. Was he reaching back for what they had together? I’m

sure he was.”

Cusimano says Pershing never got in good enough shape to play much that year, but he did serve

as a team captain for two games, including the one with Arkansas in the 1947 Cotton Bowl, which

resulted in a scoreless tie. Among his teammates were quarterback Y. A. Tittle, the future N.F.L.

star, and Walter “Piggy” Barnes, a tackle who would become a popular Hollywood character actor

and appear in movies with John Wayne and Clint Eastwood. At the end of the season, Pershing’s

parents sent Coach Bernie Moore a ham in gratitude, and he wrote back that it was the best he’d

ever eaten and that their son, now 28, was “certainly a fine young man.” There was no mention of

Woodrow.

After the spring semester, Pershing accepted a sales position with the American Cyanamid

Company. His job would have him selling drugs to veterinarians in the Deep South, and when he

landed in Mobile to begin work, he did so as John Holland. The name change became a point of

curiosity to friends and relatives back home in Louisiana, who still hadn’t adjusted to hearing him

called Pete. Was Pershing trying to further disassociate himself from his prewar identity? Was he

trying to begin again without the memory of his past as a twin? Whatever the reason, he would

stick with the name for the rest of his life. “Nobody in Mobile called Daddy Pershing or Pete,” says

Leigh Holland, the second of his four children. “Mama called him John. My aunts and uncles

called him John, and so did his friends. It still sounds strange to me to hear him called Pershing

or Pete, because that just wasn’t who he was to us.”

His L.S.U. teammates have no memory of him drinking when he was on the team. “Hell, no,”

Cusimano says. “Pete was a disciplined, orderly person. I can still see how he kept his locker. His

shoes were always placed here, his socks there. He was meticulous in everything he did.”

When told about Pershing’s battles with alcoholism, another former teammate, Joe Giacone, was

quiet for a moment. “Are we talking about the same fellow?” he said.

Pershing’s job typically put him on the road five days a week. He left Mobile on Monday morning

and didn’t return home until Friday afternoon. Hanging on a clothes rod over the back seat were

suits, slacks and never fewer than 15 starched white dress shirts, three for each day he planned to

be away. The car had no air-conditioning, and by the end of the week the shirts were all limp,

wrinkled and sweat-stained. He stayed in mom-and-pop hotels, ate most of his meals alone and

called home from pay phones when he could. If he had women other than his wife, Peggy, his

family didn’t know about it.
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He lost his job after several years, and he and Peggy, facing foreclosure, had to give up the house

on Bay Front Road and move to a modest rambler in a different part of town. “I remember loud

shouting, Mom and Dad arguing,” Leigh Holland says. “Mom would load us kids in the car and

take off. He left bruises on her arm, and something tells me he gave her a black eye. She had

pictures taken at her lawyer’s office, which I saw later, and that would’ve been the end for her.”

His sister Muriel and her family vacationed in Mobile in 1962. “He was trying to sober up,” she

said, “but after three days he had the D.T.’s so bad he couldn’t stop shaking. We kept pouring

coffee down his throat, and then we gave him bloody marys without the alcohol. I felt so sorry for

him, because nothing we did helped.”

Peggy’s divorce from Pershing was finalized in November 1964, and days later he loaded his car

and left for Louisiana, taking “everything he owned that mattered to him except for his old L.S.U.

things,” says Leigh, referring to her father’s college game balls, scrapbook and other football

memorabilia. “I never did understand why Daddy would leave those things behind. They must’ve

meant so much to him. But then he left us behind, didn’t he?”

Having no place else to go, Pershing moved back to the old family home. His father had died nine

years before, but his mother still lived there. Ola tolerated him as long as she could, which turned

out to be about a month. One night, in a desperate phone call, she told Muriel that she’d caught

him rifling through her papers. He was trying to steal her money, she complained.

Muriel offered to take him in, and Pershing moved to Shreveport, about 40 miles to the south. On

more than a few occasions, Muriel and her husband, John, returned home from work and found

him at the kitchen table typing out résumés. The Plaisances had three sons, and only the one that

Muriel had named Woody got along with Pershing; the other two fought with him constantly. One

day when he was home alone, Pershing went through the cabinets and found the bottle of whiskey

that Muriel had put away for special occasions. He finished it off, then went to bed with a

cigarette and caught the mattress on fire.

Of the twins, Pershing had been Muriel’s favorite, her real big brother, but she didn’t recognize

him anymore, and when she considered his behavior, she came to a vague understanding that he

meant to drink himself to death.

John told him he had to find some other place to live. Pershing, who’d finally landed a job selling

cemetery plots, moved into a boardinghouse.

“Everybody knew what Pershing Holland’s problem was,” says Davis McCall, a contemporary of

the twins’ who still lives in Plain Dealing. “It was the war and Woody. I ran into him three times

after he moved back, and he was inebriated every time. We’d always remembered him as a great

athlete and a neat guy, but all of a sudden he’s home again and he’s this terrible alcoholic. I don’t
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athlete and a neat guy, but all of a sudden he’s home again and he’s this terrible alcoholic. I don’t

have to tell you what that looks like.”

Three months after his return, Ola checked into the hospital in Springhill to have her gallbladder

removed. The surgery seemed a success, but five days later she was dead from a bowel obstruction

and other complications. The family buried her next to Woodrow at Salem Cemetery, and Pershing

abandoned the boardinghouse and reclaimed the house in Carterville. He was unemployed once

again, but at least there was no rent to pay. Each month the government sent him $143 as a

pension for his military service, and he mailed $100 to Peggy for child support and kept the rest

for beer and cigarettes.

Muriel came up from Shreveport and checked on him now and then. He had trashed the house,

and he kept dogs penned on the back porch. The place smelled so bad you wanted to cover your

mouth with the tail of your shirt as soon as you pushed the front door open. One of her sons

offered to stay with Pershing and look after him, but Pershing pointed a rifle at the boy after they

argued and the boy moved out.

To chew up the hours, Pershing went fishing. Other days he drove to Plain Dealing and took a

spin through town. His old school had burned down some years before, and a new structure stood

in its place, but the football stadium where he and Woodrow had played was the same. He saw the

wooden bleachers standing empty, the field quiet. Football had taken him as far as the Polo

Grounds in New York City, where L.S.U. played Fordham in 1942. And while the sport had given

him a certain unshakable conviction that he could do great things with his life, it had not prepared

him for a future in which he battled the constant feeling that his soul had been carved in two.

He didn’t make a habit of it, but he visited Salem Cemetery often enough to get noticed. He

parked near the gates and walked over to his brother’s grave. Visitors saw him standing there,

alone amid the stone plaques and tablets, and they tried in vain to measure an emptiness so vast

that no amount of yearning could fill it.

“If not for the war,” Muriel Plaisance said, “there’s no telling what might’ve become of those two

boys. And some days I’ll get to remembering how they were when they were still young and things

were good. The other day, for instance, I remembered how, in Harlingen, there were these canals

that ran out in the fields, and the water that ran in them was used to irrigate the crops. We used

to go over to this one canal that was by our house, and we’d swim there or else take a bath. The

twins were good swimmers. They’d swim underwater, holding their breath, and go over to where

the lily pads grew on the other side, and they’d hide there in the lilies. And then Mama would

come out and start looking for them. She’d get in such a panic, thinking they’d drowned. And she’d

start calling for them and stepping up and down that canal. And then all of a sudden they’d come

up out of the water together and scare her, and of course Mama didn’t think it was one bit funny.

She’d be aggravated. But they’d just keep on laughing, because that’s how it was between them. If
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She’d be aggravated. But they’d just keep on laughing, because that’s how it was between them. If

one had the other, everything in this world was all right.”

Pershing died on Aug. 16, 1968, at the V.A. Hospital in Shreveport. He was 49 years old. They

buried him next to Ola and one plot over from his twin, and the Army gave him a plaque almost

identical to the one it had given Woodrow. Pershing’s autopsy names infarction of the left

ventricular walls, coronary artery occlusions and arteriosclerosis as the causes of death. He’s all

but forgotten except by his relatives, his friends from Plain Dealing and the handful of surviving

octogenarians who played football with him at L.S.U. six decades ago. They still argue that it

wasn’t a bad heart or hardened arteries that killed him, but rather a thing more difficult to

comprehend, and for Pershing that was a life without his brother.

John Ed Bradley is the author of “It Never Rains in Tiger Stadium” and several novels. He was

captain of the 1979 Louisiana State University Tigers football team.
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