
The Gospel According to Steve Harvey  

 

 My grandmother used to go to church on Sundays. Now she watches game shows. Her 
day begins at lunch, with four or five episodes of Family Feud. At three o’clock, she watches 
Jeopardy, followed by several reruns of The Price is Right. They’ll show an older episode if 
she’s lucky, back when Bob Barker was cute and everyone had a crush on him. But the day 
always ends the same, with Howie Mandel asking the vital question:  “Deal? Or no deal?”  

 I visit her every weekend. My mother never joins me, claiming that she hates nursing 
homes or has some errands to run. We both know that’s a lie. The fact that her own mother won’t 
recognize her is too painful, and she can’t bring herself to see her. If it weren’t for me, Grandma 
would be forgotten, erased from everyone’s memory. Then again, even Grandma forgets who 
Grandma is sometimes. The Alzheimer’s is so severe that her own name is blurry. It’s my job to 
remind her of her identity.  

 Mom drops me off at the entrance, and I check in with the nurse at the front desk. She 
smiles because she knows me. I’m probably one of a handful of visitors that haven’t abandoned 
their relatives. I tread down the hall towards Room 108. That’s where Grandma has spent the last 
five years of her life, and it’s probably where she’ll spend the rest of it. She’ll die in Room 108. 
God forbid it happens in the middle of Jeopardy, without hearing the answer to the question.  

 I press my ear against her door before opening it, and I’m met with a game show buzzer 
indicating a wrong answer. Grandma doesn’t hear me come in, as her memory wasn’t the only 
thing that faded with age. She’s sitting in her recliner chair facing the television, one hand on the 
remote. An untouched tray of mashed potatoes and applesauce rests on the coffee table.  

 “Grandma, you have to eat your lunch. You always told me not to waste food, 
remember?” I say, lowering the volume on the TV.  

 “I’m not hungry,” she responds, pausing to look up at me. “Who are you?”  

 “It’s me, Abby.” 

 Her mind works to the tune of the Jeopardy theme song, searching my face for 
recognition. She repeats my name softly at the front of her lips. I give her ten more seconds 
before revealing the answer.  

 “Your granddaughter?” I tell her.  

 “Oh,” she says, “I didn’t know I had a granddaughter.”  

 “Well, you do. Seven of them. Plus three grandsons.”  

 “Can you be quiet?” she snaps at me. “Steve Harvey is on TV.”  

 How sad is it that she can recognize a game show host she’s never met, but can’t 
remember her own granddaughter? I don’t blame her. The mind is cruel that way.  

 I turn the TV off and stand in front of it. Grandma doesn’t seem to notice. Then, I muster 
up the deepest voice I can and begin to play. “Welcome, welcome! I’m your host, Steve Harvey, 
and this is Family Feud!” Grandma smiles wildly and claps her frail hands together, but they 



make no sound. I start off with an easy question. “Okay, get ready to buzz in! Top five answers 
on the board: name something you had for breakfast this morning.”  

 She bites her lip, racking her brain for different food items. It shouldn’t take her this long; 
she has the same thing for breakfast every morning. Oatmeal, a blueberry muffin, and apple 
slices. Finally she calls out, “French toast!” Wrong answer. I make the buzzer sound and tell her 
to try again. This time she says a muffin, and I give her the point. I wouldn’t ask her to specify 
what kind.  

 Now it’s time for Jeopardy. “Your husband proposed to you at this location,” I say.  

 She answers immediately. “What is Times Square?”  

 I break into applause, happy that she’s hung on to that memory. Grandma would always 
tell the story of the proposal on her anniversary. She’d remember it with such joy that I thought 
her love for my grandpa was everlasting. Who knew that she’d forget his name years later? 

 For the next hour, I play more games with her to jog her memory. She answers some 
questions with details that make me wonder if she has Alzheimer’s at all. But when she can’t 
remember her own middle name, I’m reminded of how strangely her brain works. As the 
questions get more personal, Grandma weighs the cost of her memories. “Deal? Or no deal?” she 
asks herself. How much is she willing to risk? 

 I have one last question before Mom comes to pick me up. “It’s the hardest one yet,” I 
tell her. “If you get this one, you’ll win the special prize.” I don’t tell her what the prize is, 
because there is none. Even if there was, she’d forget about it anyway. But I, on the other hand, 
known the real prize of the game shows. It’s the memories I’ve made playing them, digging up 
my grandmother’s past. Her prize is the present. Her now. No disease can ever take that from 
her.  

 I look down at my shoes before asking the question, praying that God would save her one 
more memory. All I want is for her to remember me — remember me by something. “Grandma, 
which of your grandchildren always double-knots her shoelaces?”  

 Her eyes spin like the wheel of fortune. I wait for her to buzz in.  



Home 

8:24 am  

My big toe is bleeding. A puddle drips onto the sidewalk, its color more brown than red. A flap 
of skin hangs from where I stubbed it, so I tear it off. Men in suits brush past me, ignoring my 
gaze completely. Women give me pitiful smiles, some even reach in their purses for spare 
change. Children stare directly in my eyes.  

8:28 am  

I hold my cap out as a family passes. A Yankees cap. The father stops and looks at me, then 
plucks a dollar from his wallet. “Always glad to help another fan out,” he says, dropping the 
money in the hat. I nod in thanks, even though I couldn’t care about baseball if I tried. It’s hard 
to care about anything when you’re homeless. Especially when you’re homeless and bleeding on 
the sidewalk.  

I dump the hat’s contents on the ground and sort the coins into piles. Eleven pennies. Nine 
dimes. The man’s dollar is nearly ripped in half. Someone threw in a chewed piece of gum. I 
have two dollars and one cent to my name. Not even Abe Lincoln on the penny will look at me.  

8:37 am  

Downtown is busy today. New York taxis honking. New York joggers jogging. New York 
homeless wandering. I cross from block to block without purpose, tripping over my ripped jeans. 
After I’m stopped by a line of passing cars, I spot the fake to my right. He’s white, no older than 
me. He leans against the wall with a cardboard sign, begging for money. In front of him, a 
woman rummages through her purse for change.  

Shoes always give away whether a beggar is real or fake. This boy’s shoes are brand new, shiny 
enough to see a reflection. I’m not stupid enough to fall for his tattered sweatshirt look, but 
apparently, some people are. “Hey,” I tell the woman searching through her purse, “don’t give 
him anything. He’s not really homeless.” She looks back and forth between us, judging who to 
trust. The boy stands up to face me.  

8:46 am  

“What’s your problem, man?” He shoves me off the sidewalk. Calls me a beaner. Tells me to go 
back where I came from. A crowd gathers and I worry they’ve come to see us fight. But then, I 
realize that nobody is watching us. Everyone’s necks are craned, gazing at the skyscrapers above 
us. I look up too.  

“Look at me when I’m talkin’ to you,” says the boy, shoving me again. I shake my head at him 
and point to the clouds. One hand covers my open mouth.  

The dark shadow of a plane covers the street like a blanket. I follow its path with my finger, 
trembling as it ends in a massive explosion of red and brown, much like the blood on my foot. 
The tower groans. The people below it scream.  



8:50 am 

The faker boy abandons his fight and sprints in the opposite direction. I stay put, capturing the 
firework show above my head. New Yorkers panic around me, swearing to God and calling 
home to their families. I watch with disbelieving eyes. I am silent. Still.  

In this moment of fear, I feel like a homeowner watching his house burn to ashes. For years I’ve 
called these New York streets home, but now they’ve been broken into and set aflame. This city, 
my ceiling, collapses upon my head. The buildings, my walls and doors, crumble to dust. The 
sidewalks, my floor and my bed, are now stained with neighbor’s blood. 

A police officer grabs my shoulder and shouts at me, but his message is swallowed by blaring 
sirens. I know I should run, but my legs are nailed to the ground. Smoke fills my lungs and my 
eyes begin to water. But through the clouds of grey, three colors shimmer on the sidewalk and 
vanish into the chaos. Red, white, and blue.  

I sprint to where it lays on the street, and lift the flag with wobbly hands. It’s small, no bigger 
than my hand, but it speaks a thousand words. I am lifted by its colors, my bare toes scraping the 
road as I run. They start to bleed again, but this time I don’t give them any thought. My feet are 
numb, but my spirit is not.  

I weave through yellow taxis and speeding firetrucks, running for my city. I run for my parents, 
who were rejected by a country they thought could be home. I run for all the men who have spit 
at me on the sidewalk, and for all the women who have offered me change or clothing. I run for 
my nation. I run for my home.  

I carry the banner through the city like a torch, its colors marking the promise of freedom. As the 
towers fall behind me, I raise it higher. For it is this flag that will raise us from the ashes. It is 
this flag that will lead us home. The people begin to follow it.   




