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				Events that seem so inconsequential at the time, history changes all of that.

				—Homer Hickam, author of The Rocket Boys

				

				If you are going to tell the truth, you better make them laugh: otherwise, they’ll kill you.

				—George Bernard Shaw
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				Another pivotal influence was Homer Hickam. I’m laughing out loud to myself on a flight to Melbourne while reading Hickam’s The Rocket Boys. My daughter Kaili is an actor and landed the part opposite Jake Gyllenhaal in the feature film version October Sky. I wrote to Homer asking for advice. His wonderful and truthful quote deserves a page by itself within this book. In addition he supplied me with another key. Homer insisted that such a task would be much easier if I kept a diary or good notes. I did. I kept all my trip reports and daytimers. My story had good bones.

				

				I have an incredible list of real characters I am indebted to. They pushed me, inspired me, worked with me and competed with and against me. In addition, I am thankful for the many teams I’ve been a member of—from my childhood to college athletic teams, my Navy teams, many Nike teams and medical teams.

				

				Unfortunately, between the covers, many have failed to make the final edit. That does not mean I forgot you. My friend Laura Houston, a creative writing instructor and consultant to Nike, encouraged me to participate in a writer’s workshop on the Oregon coast. I was somewhat reluctant to read my work in front of total strangers. It had been over 40 years since I had taken an English class. I took the leap of faith, and there I was reading my stories. At the end of the workshop, instructors Stevan Allred and Joanna Rose approached me saying, “We would be interested in shepherding you through the remainder of your project.” 

				

				I remember that at the end of each day of the workshop, I could not wait to return to my laptop. I had better work to do. As at the coast, I jumped at the chance to continue to work with Stevan and Joanna. They helped shape the arc of the story, did the heavy editing and elevated my work with their thoughtful questions. They wanted to know more. In the process, they took me from a rough draft to a readable story.

				

				 I am thankful that my lifetime friend Jeff Galloway introduced me to his publisher, Hans Jurgen Meyer. Hans embraced the story early. With the goal of delivery prior to the 2008 Olympic Trials in Eugene, an ambitious deadline was set.

				

				Nike archivists moved swiftly and electronically for images that help bring the story to life. I powered through my boxes of prints and slides for additional work I had shot over the years. This took days in what became a visual trip down memory lane. Thank you Dan Long and Pete Montagne. 

				

				Nike’s first employee is still with us—at least he was with me on this project. Jeff Johnson never takes anything at face value and had the most critical eye in reading the manuscript. He corrected errors that only an insider would know and he pushed me. This is an improved work because of his effort. 

				

				Lastly, thanks to Lenee Cobb who took on the task of transcribing my handwritten journals into print. When I left architecture, my handwriting degenerated from legible printing to a semi-scroll that some identify as “Greek.” Not an easy job. 

				

				My story is just one of many thousands at Nike. While I focused primarily on Nike’s running culture, which gave us our start, Nike today is multi-sport and global. There have been many players of importance. My life happened to take place at a unique time where the stars converged. Thank you to the many who contributed to bringing my rollercoaster ride of a life to print.

			

		

	
		
			
				PREFACE

				As I write this, I am fighting cancer, but I’ve had an extraordinary life. I had the good fortune to meet Phil “Buck” Knight when I was still in college, becoming Buck’s first salesman in the state of Oregon. Like Buck, I was one of “The Men of Oregon” coached and mentored by the incomparable Bill Bowerman. Call it luck and timing, but Bill and Buck formed a partnership that became Nike. Running brought us together, and running has remained a part of my life ever since. 

				Athletics impart the values of teamwork, discipline, loyalty and giving your all, and these same values are at the heart of Nike’s corporate culture. On the field of athletic rivalry being competitive means winning. In the corporate world, Nike has won with innovative design, and by being sensitive to its customers’ needs in an ever-changing environment. But in my personal and professional life, something greater has been built—a community. It started small. But that community of athletes is now global and extends from the elite to all of us who participate in gyms, on courts, on roads and trails. Anyone can belong. 

				Looking back, I am blessed, proud and humbled. I started selling shoes out of the trunk of a modest Sunbeam Talbot 90. I was part of a small team that’s become much larger. We came out of the Pacific Northwest where there was no shoe industry. We came “out of nowhere.”

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 1: THE ROAD TO EUGENE

				

				The last of the dew has melted off the grass on a late summer morning. I run out to my distant position after members of the Kiwanis Club lime the base lines. Center field is partially occupied by the large wood-sided roller rink. Perfectly placed broad leafed maple trees ring the entire field. In another month, the sap from the leaves will dot the waxed bodies of the Desotos, Packards and Studebakers parked beneath as the Canby faithful come to watch their team. Just like the Dodgers, I’m wearing a white uniform with blue cap and socks, but proudly have a blue “C” on my chest. 

				I turn and face the opposing batter at home plate. It seems so far away. I am Duke Snyder, just as I had seen him on the little black & white television set Mr. Miller brought into our classroom. “This is big stuff—the World Series, the Dodgers against the Yankees at Ebbets Field.”

				I stand in center, waiting for something to happen. I wonder if Duke ever got this bored. Or Jackie Robinson or Maury Wills. It didn’t matter to me whether those guys were black or white, I just wanted to be like them. In my mind, Wills sprints to second, stealing another base to lead the big leagues.

				Mike Masterson is our catcher. The biggest guy in our class, Mike can hit the long ball and damage a windshield beyond left field. He has hair in places I didn’t know I would. He also isn’t afraid of Mike Stone’s stinger fast ball. They are “the two Mikes.” With Mike Stone on the mound, we have a good chance of winning.

				Harry Eilers plays first. Lanky and bespectacled early in life, Harry reminds me of Goofy in the cartoons. In our warm-up, he threw a mean sidearm, occasionally missing the intended target, sending the ball into left field. But the two Mikes, those guys were special, the guys who had the gift, that something extra to give at game time when it counted the most.

				Dad is the head wrestling coach at Canby High School. Baseball along with wrestling are my first sports. This is a big thing to him. On a Saturday, Mom is busy making banana splits at the Parson’s Drug Store soda fountain two blocks away. My sisters will have to oblige me and stick with Dad through every inning. 

				Our coaches are parents who know something about the game. They are smart enough to put the two Mikes near the front of the batting order. “Hairy Mike” is positioned to get two or three runners batted in with a hit of Babe Ruth proportions. “Hit it a city block, Mike! Com’on, Babe!” Don’t know where the “com’on, Babe” came from, but we all say it anyway. I am well down the batters’ lineup. Often I don’t get my chance until another inning. Our side is retired and I run back out to center field, turn and wait. Crouched with mitt on the left knee, hand on the right, if a ball ever is hit anywhere close to center field, it is mine. 

				We retire the side from Lone Elder. I’m finally on deck. I run the neck of my Louisville Slugger through my hands with a little fine dust from the dugout. Harry Eilers bobs up and down in his batter’s stance. I know Harry is giggling within, thinking he’s confusing the pitcher with the height of the strike zone. I have never seen pitching like this before. I look back at the pitcher, then Harry, and then the catcher. “Whop!!” The ball is in the catcher’s mitt, Harry strikes out, and I am up. 

				I remove my cap and put on the plastic batter’s helmet. I stare out at the pitcher, and try to see the ball. I wonder how I could fear such a small object. With no one on base, he only has me to look at. Even without a distraction, the first ball hits the dust in front of the plate—“BEall!” the umpire screams, which I think is overkill for little Canby, Oregon. I follow with a wild swing at a pitch that doesn’t merit the effort. Then I just stand in my stance and let him come to me. Finally, “ball four,” and with a huge smile, I carry my bat halfway down the first baseline. I don’t exactly know what to do with it. 

				I stomp my metal cleats on the first base bag. The caked white lime from the bottom of my Spalding black leather spikes covers the dirt. John Plant is up next. I take a few steps away from the bag, gauging the 50-60 feet to second. A “righty,” the pitcher turns on the mound. I am off in a mad sprint. The infielders yell and the ball is lost in the catcher’s glove. But I only see one thing—the bag. Two strides out, I pull my right leg back, point my left toe and go airborne. I slide in a dust cloud until my foot stops at the bag—just like Maury Wills. I stand up untouched and look down with pride at my dirty uniform. I am in the game.

				John Plant strikes out and strands me, and I am back out in center field. At least now, I feel like a real player. Under the cotton candy cloud sky, I think of my heroes Robinson, Snyder, Hodges, Campanella, but mostly Wills. This must be what it’s like to be a baseball player. 

				It takes another inning, but I get another at bat. This time, I am leading off. Hurrying to get the helmet, and with only a few practice swings, I am into my stance. “Zing!” The first pitch comes right at me. I turn and duck. The ball must have hit the numbers on my back. There’s a hot sting in my back that makes me grimace and hop a little as I make my way to first base. I swing my left shoulder to loosen up, then take a couple steps off the bag. As soon as the first pitch is on its way, I pivot and dig in my cleats. I am running upright with the crunching sound of fresh dirt beneath my cleats and then I’m down in a swoop of dust. The ball flies over the second baseman, landing in center field. I know I can’t make the throw from center to third, and it’s a safe bet their fielder can’t either. I’m up and off to third, and this time I don’t even have to slide. The errant ball hits on the third base line and clanks loudly into the chain link fence in front of the bench. There isn’t an infielder near. I race to home plate standing up. 

				The whole summer, I never get a hit. With the opposing pitchers often missing the strike zone, I lead the team in stolen bases after being walked. Sometimes I am even lucky enough to get hit by the ball. 

				The stage is set. I know what I can do. I can run. 

				Fast forward a few years to high school, and I was starting to run more, which on weekends included a trip on the Canby ferry and a run around Pete’s Mountain. It seemed like it took all day, but I got my letter as a freshman, mostly in the sprints. I can remember running the quarter mile on a grass track at Gervais, pushing their star senior football player all the way to the tape. Then he came up to me afterward and said, “Kid, stick with it— you could be good at this.”

				I kept wrestling and playing football to keep my options open. On the track, I decided to display my new talent and sprinted all out on the turn. I thought I’d breeze the hurdle in my lane but I crashed through it with my lead leg, sending me to the cinders with a forward somersault. The only thing that got damaged that day was my ego.

				If I owe my parents anything during my childhood, it would be that they let me play. There was no immediacy to my future, and no great expectations. And play, I did. The old Cozy Corner house had a barn next door, perfect for Cowboys and Indians with cap guns blazing away and plenty of hay to soften the blows of the fallen. I don’t know how Mom tolerated the “whop-whop” on the south side of the house as I wound up my pitch with a tennis ball from across the driveway. I was Sandy Koufax, except I was right handed. When the ball returned I shifted to second for the stop, completing the double play with a midair sidearm play to first. The laurel hedge in the front yard became the opposing line as I’d run a slant or dive on a muddy day. Heisman Trophy winner Terry Baker was in charge of the Beaver offense now, and all 5-foot-8-inches of me duplicated his moves.

				

				My dad was gone for the whole summer of ‘60, working on his doctorate at the University of Oregon, and he asked me to join him for a week. The Men’s U.S. Olympic Track and Field Team would be training there, at Hayward Field. 

				I had read about Hayward Field in the newspapers. It was home to the University of Oregon and the Emerald Empire Athletic Association, and in my mind, it had to be a very green place. When I walked on the northwest corner for the first time, I couldn’t believe it. It was just as I had imagined, with a manicured green infield, surrounded with green wooden grandstands built in 1918, and beyond that, a dark green ribbon of conifer trees. 

				[image: p15.jpg]For a track athlete, this was nirvana. It was enough just to see it, but once I could focus on the athletes using it, I scrambled to put film in my Brownie camera and readied the pages of my scrapbook. World record holder John Thomas was on the high jump apron and Ralph Boston was landing in the long jump pit. Dave Sime was putting his sweats back on. Then there was my favorite, Olympic gold medal hurdler, Glenn Davis. I bet he never hit a hurdle. 

				I’d take their picture, say hello, and ask for their autograph. I still have the scrapbook, and decades later I would recognize one particular picture I took. I knew the athletes congregating around a bench on the infield. They were Oregon distance runners—Dyrol Burleson and Bill Dellinger. There was a man sitting on the bench with his back turned to me, arms stretched out, broad brimmed hat on, in the epicenter of the discussion. I had no idea who he was, but he would become the most influential person in my life. He was Bill Bowerman, coach of the University of Oregon track team. 

				Dad was finding that the pressure of paying a mortgage on a school administrator’s salary could strain the budget. I did my part, and from the time we lived in the old Cozy Corner house, I bought my own clothes and Christmas presents, mowing neighbor’s yards for $1 and selling bows of holly and spruce from our trees. In the summer, all three of us kids would pick berries, cherries, and beans. I always credited Mom for inspiring the work ethic, but once, when I walked my two sisters all the way home from the berry fields because I thought it was too hot to pick, Dad smacked me so hard across the face I could see stars. 

				Two years later, on an early summer morning, outside Eugene, here was Dad joining us in the fields, picking berries and beans. Teachers don’t get paid in the summer, so while Dad was working on his doctorate, he toiled to provide a little more for the family table. 

				

				Life was good, then Dad dropped the bomb. He’d been offered the position as Vice Principal and Dean of Boys at North Eugene High School and was taking it. Mom was in tears over the decision. When I got home from school and saw her sobbing endlessly over a chair, Dad was on his way to the mailbox. I ran out to the drive and picked up rocks, launching one after another at him in my best Sandy Koufax fastball motion. Dad didn’t move. He knew it wasn’t a popular decision and just stood there and took it. What I didn’t know was that this was the best move we ever made, and my life would change forever.

				

				My parents bought a house at 1462 Hilyard, just two blocks from the University of Oregon campus. One of the advantages of living on Hilyard Street was that I could walk or run up to Hayward Field anytime I wanted and watch the Oregon team work out. Coach Bill Bowerman had built a powerhouse that had balance. The sprinters were led by Canadian world record holder Harry Jerome, joined by football stars Mel Renfro and Mike Gaechter (both of whom would later play for the Dallas Cowboys) and the world’s top hurdler, Jerry Tarr. They would set the world record in the 440-relay. As much as I marveled at their talent, I knew I’d never be like them. 

				[image: p17.jpg]I was hanging on the chain link fence on the north end of the track the Thursday afternoon that Dyrol Burleson outran Stanford’s Ernie Cunliffe to the first sub-4 mile at Hayward Field. Following Cal’s Don Bowden, he was only the second American to do what many thought was humanly impossible. “Burly” anchored Bowerman’s 4-mile relay team, along with Keith Forman, Archie San Romani and Vic Reeve. Together they set a new world record, and they received an invitation to travel “down under” during the Christmas break. The trip followed a raucous week of competition at Hayward Field where Oregon won the NCAA team title in front of a home crowd. This was the moment when Eugene fell in love with the U of O track & field team, and I was there. The sense of pride was inspiring, and I wanted to be like them. 

				

				I had learned that a favorite weekend run for the university runners was around Spencer Butte, a tall volcanic projection that stood guard over the south end of Eugene. I could head right out Hilyard, start the climb on the east slope, follow the dips and turns on the backside, then fly almost out of control down Willamette Street, zigzag to the right past South High and then slow for a few blocks until I was home. It became a ritual. As a result, I ate more food and went through shoes.

				The only place in Eugene to buy a track shoe was John Warren Hardware. There was Luby’s, but Luby was a retired stick and ball guy, and the attitude there was that running was for sissies. I didn’t know it, but Warren was also a stick and ball guy, and a good one. But between the death of the legendary Bill Hayward and the arrival of Bowerman, John Warren filled in as the Oregon track coach. 

				At John Warren’s, you could buy running shoes made by Puma, Adidas and Converse. Training shoes were called flats. Adidas made training flats with either a hard outsole or a soft. With the pounding I was taking on the road, I went for the soft outsole that sported a white leather upper and green stripes. The soft sole wore like butter, and it didn’t help that I’d wear them to school with my lettermen’s sweater.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 2: CALL ME BILL 

				

				As a senior in high school, I had decisions to make about my future. The Vietnam War was on, and I would be subject to the draft if I didn’t go to college. My parents had both gone to Oregon State and would have been pleased if I’d chosen to follow their lead, but the University of Oregon had the better track team. Still, I hadn’t heard from Bill Bowerman and had never met him. Burleson had run for coach Sam Bell at Cottage Grove High School, but when Bell got the Oregon State job “Burly” went to Oregon to run for Bowerman and was getting ready for a summer showdown with the world record holder Herb Elliot in the Tokyo Olympics. Bowerman was also preparing his team for the NCAA championships. I knew he had plenty on his mind, but I should at least show my interest. So I walked over to his office to meet him.

				The walls were bare. There were no plaques nor mementos, no reminders of two national championships, not even a framed diploma like you’d see in your doctor’s office. Nearly 40 years later on my final visit to the Bowerman house perched like an eagle’s nest on the hill above the McKenzie River, I would find the plaques piled in a dirt basement, covered with dust and mouse droppings. So little was this man consumed with self-importance. 

				Bowerman stood up when I came in and just seemed to keep rising, outstretching a large hand that engulfed mine. He was six-foot-two, with a military crew cut and short sleeve white shirt. “Have a seat.” 

				I sat down, and then there was silence. There always seemed to be silence when his crystal blue eyes searched you like a lighthouse protecting you from a damaging rock in your near future. I was a graduating senior in high school, and a lot of that future was in front of me. I did not know then that this molder of men would have such a profound impact on me. Somehow I found the courage to speak to him. 

				“Coach Bowerman, I am interested in coming to Oregon.” 

				“Why do you want to come to Oregon?” 

				“To be the best miler I can be.” 

				“Why do you want to come to Oregon?” Repeating the question surprised me—it was something my German teacher, Herr Webking, would do when you gave an incomplete answer. Bowerman could obviously read the confusion on my face without a word from me. 

				“You’re going to Oregon to get an education,” he said. “You can’t run for the rest of your life.” 

				My dad’s office was next door to one of Bowerman’s closest friends, Bob Newland, and I knew Dad had a high regard for both Newland and Bowerman. What I didn’t know was that Bob Newland and the North Eugene Principal Ray Hendrickson were two of Bowerman’s closest friends. Hendrickson, sporting his red coat, was the starter for all the meets. Newland was the event manager and would coordinate three Olympic trials at Hayward Field. Together, they would be the backbone in the formation of the Emerald Empire Association, which would become the Oregon Track Club. Little did I know that through these family connections Bowerman already knew about me. 

				It was time for me to leave, so I said, “Thanks, Coach,” and stood up. He got up as I left and shook my hand. “Son, don’t call me Coach. Call me Bill or Mr. Bowerman.” 

				

				Walking across the campus to my parents’ house I was filled with excitement. I’d finally met “The Man.” Although he was already a legend in Eugene, the sport and beyond, there was so little I knew about him, and it seemed he preferred it that way. Yet, he didn’t confuse you. Direct and to the point, you knew what he expected. If there was a difference of opinion, there would be little question whose path you would take. 

				By the time I opened the front door, Dad was home. I shared with him my conversation with Bowerman, and then I told him, “I’m going to Oregon.” I thought this might bother Dad, as he initially stood there without expression. Then he said something I’ve never forgotten, “Son, I raised you to give you to Bill.” 

				What Dad meant was, “I love you, but at 18, you’re becoming a handful, and I have all the confidence Bill will take you the rest of the way.” I think a lot of parents felt that way. You do your best, but sometimes the person who will really make a difference has been places, shared experiences and met people that you, as a parent, have not. It all becomes part of the molding process, and Bowerman had a mold in mind that he called “The Men of Oregon.”

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 3: HE MARKED ME 

				

				My favorite instructor at the University of Oregon was a short, portly lady with a Cheshire cat grin. She wore knit hats in bright colors adorned with fabric flowers on the hat band. Already recognized as one of Oregon’s great print makers and watercolorists, her grin belied a strong discipline. You did not waste Laverne Krause’s time, and she did not waste ours. In the evening, she’d invite you to Maxie’s Tavern off campus, where she’d hold court, learning more about her students in a verbal free-for-all of art and politics. It was the Vietnam era, and the debates were lively. There was the draft, and I had to decide what I was going to do. 

				A letter arrived soon after my 19th birthday. I was told to report for my physical downtown. After standing in line for over an hour, I was asked to fill out a medical form, then my blood pressure and pulse rate were checked. This left the person checking my pulse confused. He repeated the procedure again and asked me, “What do you do?” 

				“What do you mean?” 

				“Well, you have a resting pulse of 38— we don’t see that around here.” 

				“I’m a distance runner for the University.” And I was suddenly “1A,” eligible for the draft. 

				So what was I going to do? As long as I was in school, I wouldn’t be drafted. But if the war was still going when I graduated, I was fair game. I knew the Army wasn’t for me. My friend John Plant had gone to Vietnam, and he’d told me stories. As much as I liked to run, I didn’t want to go running through rice paddies, dodging bullets. But I loved boats, so I paid a visit to the local Naval Reserve Office. The Navy had a program called the ROC—the Reserve Officer Candidate program. After two summers in Newport, Rhode Island, and a weekend drill each month throughout my college career, you got a commission as an officer upon graduation and entered one pay grade higher. I jumped at it. 

				[image: p23.jpg]For Laverne Krause, athletes like Neal Steinhauer, the track team’s nationally ranked shot putter, and I were an oddity. She seldom had athletes in art classes. Eugene was a liberal town to start with. Ken Kesey, Ken Babbs and The Merry Pranksters, The Grateful Dead, and anti-war activists would find safe haven in a community that mixed education with timber and agriculture into one thick pot of political soup. You often had the school administrators and police on one side and a wall of long hair, peace symbols, and tie-dye on the other. 

				A lot of people like me were in-between. As athletes, Neal and I had to have a reasonable level of discipline. Our workouts took time that had to fit into the same number of hours everyone else had. There was also an order and structure to our training with goals, dates and methods. Yet, in Laverne’s world, you had to stretch the creative envelope. You had to detach your mind from repetitive action. Once, when I broke all the rules of print making, Laverne gave me an A+. My classmates argued that I had cheated, because rather than print from the zinc plates exactly the same, I arranged a different collage of plates between each printing. But Laverne said, “Novel,” and rewarded me. 

				

				It was an unspoken, unwritten rule that as a Frosh, you didn’t speak to Bowerman, and he didn’t speak to you. We were to report to our freshman coach Charlie Bowles if we had any questions. If you went to Bowerman, he’d point to Charlie without saying a word and continue with what was currently occupying him. We thought he wasn’t even paying attention, but we were wrong. Bowerman was constantly sizing up what he was going to have to work with in the future. At 18 or 19, our future was today. By the time the cross country runners completed their long run and headed to the locker room, the football players were already changing into their street clothes. They had drained the undersized hot water system of old MacArthur Court. We skinny guys had a small corner with our name on a piece of athletic tape to identify our stall. 

				Nothing could beat a temperate fall day run with your shoes rustling through dry leaves as you crossed Laurelwood Golf Course. But that was a good day. What hardened you was a rain-laden southwesterly blowing over Spencer Butte. In an effort to protect us, Bowerman had dyed men’s long johns that went under our cotton training shorts and matched our hooded green sweatshirts. When you went out, you were warm and dry. When you returned, you felt 20 pounds heavier and the skin rubbed between your thighs. 

				All this before a cold shower. And you knew it would be cold. So there I am, tiptoeing across the painted, cold, concrete floor to the community shower. I soaped quickly to get it over. Then inexplicably warm water lands on my calf and runs down my ankle. How can there be warm water when I have none? 

				I turn around straight into the stare of Bowerman who is smiling as a stream of pee continues to land on my lower leg. His eyes record my sense of shock. The upperclassmen who failed to run out of the shower the very second Bowerman entered, laugh all around me, “Today is your day, Geoff.” I’ve thought about it often. Bill led by example and didn’t do anything without purpose. I can’t say for sure why Bill peed on the legs of his athletes, but I am sure that each time he learned something—“Is this young man going to attack me, run, or simply return the favor and pee back?” 

				Bowerman strode down the hall, toweling with each stride on his way to the sauna. At my stall, I smiled and pulled my clothes on, thinking “He marked me.” 

				It was the summer of ’65 and the Navy gave me options for my summer in Newport, Rhode Island. I decided to go now, and for the first time I was on a plane, heading east for ROC school. I can’t even tell you how I arrived at the Navy base in Newport, but I do remember being totally disoriented. Gone were the mountain ranges of the West that always framed my sense of direction. East became west, and north had become south. The sun now rose over the Atlantic, and although the coastline could give you a bearing, the edge meandered to where you could be standing on an eastern shore looking west. You had to follow the sun. 

				On base, you were divided by class number and company. Each company divided up for intramural competition. My choice was simple. I was on the relay, and following a few workouts around the base, I was selected as anchor. We were pretty good and I figured once I got the stick in my hand, no one could touch a collegiate trackman. In our first competition, I was even with the anchor for another company; I figured I’d lose him right away, but he was there. Two blocks, still there. We were stride by stride. On the straightaway, I went to another gear, only to have this shadow move with me and we came into a gasping dive to the tape, where a hand extended from a frame with the same build and body fat as mine. With a southern twang, he said, “Good run buddy— my name’s Jeff Galloway.” 

				With that handshake we would begin a lifelong friendship. Jeff and Geoff. Each of us still claims to have won that race. 

				[image: p25.jpg]One of Jeff’s teammates on the Wesleyan track team, Amby Burfoot, would drive to the base in an old station wagon and haul us off to a local road race. This was a new experience for me. I was stunned to see how many people of all ages would line up to beat themselves to death for a 10k race on asphalt roads. I warned Jeff and Amby at a race that started at the Buzzard’s Bay VFW Post that I was not in great shape nor probably capable of 6-minute pace at that distance. Jeff pointed to an old, white-haired man in worn singlet and shorts, “Then run with him. He’ll be right on 6-minutes.” He was pointing to old Johnny Kelly, winner of the Boston Marathon decades before. I thought Jeff was kidding as he introduced us. The course was one loop through the country, finishing at the same place we started, so I warmed up running from the finish to a mile point that had a hill in front of me as I turned on a small bridge and jogged back to the finish. That’s where I would pick up the pace for my finish. 

				The gun went off, and I stayed right on old Johnny’s shoulder as an official yelled out splits, “5:58, 5:59, 6 minutes.” I was impressed. At two, the splits were “11:58, 11:59, 12 minutes,” and I quit thinking about what I was doing as I glanced over, admiring this remarkable man shuffling effortlessly with barely a notice of breath. Before I knew it, we were heading down hill with a bridge at the bottom, and I took off. Crossing the bridge, the course hooked right and there was a hill I didn’t remember, then another downhill with a bridge at the bottom. I had slowed back down— in fact, I was feeling winded and found it was difficult to maintain any rhythm to my stride. Old Johnny Kelly went floating by, again, seemingly without effort. Finally, I came down a hill with a bridge at the bottom and the VFW Post in the distance. With a smile, greeting me at the bottom, Johnny grabbed my arm and walked me over to his wife. “Honey, I want you to meet one of Bill Bowerman’s boys!” 

				[image: p27.jpg]It was embarrassing to be called one of Bill Bowerman’s boys at that moment, because as a freshman, all my training had been handed down to me by Charlie Bowles. I’d barely spoken to Bowerman for a year. But Galloway had become a sponge as to what Bill actually had us doing out in Oregon. The fact that he’d rest us with light runs for a day after a high mileage workout had escaped the Wesleyan team, a team that, in addition to Jeff and Amby included a then unknown Billy Rodgers. They hammered all the time. Bowerman would indulge endurance only with a long Sunday run.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 4: UNIVERSITY OF OREGON 

				

				I returned to the University of Oregon in the fall. Bowerman was in charge of me now, and taking a more active role in everything I did as a sophomore. He could watch our every move for a week as we shared cabins at a resort on Odell Lake in the central Cascade Mountains. Already at 4000 feet, we climbed snowladen trails higher to test our capacity. As a team, we had to cook, do the dishes, and clean the cabins owned by a Bowerman friend, timber baron Nils Hult. We had been joined by a Canadian, Cedric Wedemeier, a guy from Chicago, Steve Bukeida, and Hawaiian-born Brian Clarke. It was obvious that making the top seven just got more difficult. But Bowerman combined discipline with an allowance for fun, and in charge of fun was none other than Dave Wilborn. 

				Loud and gregarious, Wilborn challenged the rules of decorum. The highlight came when Bowerman instructed the team, “Today I want you to run light, and get in twenty 200’s.” He didn’t say how or where. As a group, we jogged up to the railroad tracks a few miles from camp where a trail followed the north side and became a 2-track service road. Wilborn said, “Down to our shoes, men,” and dropped his shorts. One at a time, we followed, and off we accelerated, 15 sets of bare buns on what became known as the “Totem Scrotum 200’s.” 

				At Hayward Field, Bowerman had formed jogging classes for the Eugene-Springfield community. Ten members of the community would be assigned to each distance runner Bill had selected for the program. Wade Bell, steeplechaser Bob Williams, and I would meet our aging charges at the track either at 6 a.m. or after work in the evening to lead them on a watered down version of our own hard/light Oregon training program. Working with cardiologist Waldo Harris, Bowerman ensured they each received a physical first. It was a good thing, as some could not jog one lap around the track without walking. 

				

				Bowerman felt that 1965’s cross country team had promise and that the season goal would be to be competitive in the local championships. We were led by Kenny Moore. Moore, under Bowerman, had risen from a gangly North Eugene runner who never won a race to the only guy in the conference who could challenge Washington’s star sensation Gerry Lindgren. Not far behind were Bob Williams and Bruce Mortenson, both tough and always consistent. To help determine the make-up of the team, Bowerman would rely on five run-offs prior to the Northern Division Championship. 

				[image: p29.jpg]With the income from the jogging classes and work at the mill, I had moved into the SAE fraternity house, but I was out the door by 5:30 getting in my morning run prior to meeting my joggers at Hayward Field. Having achieved a good base of training mileage, I was consistently finishing in the top 5 in Bowerman’s trials. Bill had been experimenting with shoes for his runners for years. This season, he delivered a new training shoe for the team to test. Arriving in plastic bags with drawstrings, they were called Tigers, from the Onitsuka Company in Japan. Bill had complained to them about the outsole and mid-sole density and advised them to marry the soft and the hard, to combine cushion with durability. Called the Tiger Cortez, the difference in this shoe was noticeable with the first step, and you had to try them. 

				I got mine just before Bowerman sent us out on a country road with a long downhill. When I finished, I could feel a throbbing in my big toe on my left foot. I looked down, and there was blood showing where the leather upper met the mid-sole. I complained about it, and Bill had me remove my shoe. Never a man to waste words, he took a pair of shears out of a toolbox, cut the toe out, and handed them back, “Here,” he said. Bill had an intolerance for anyone asking too many questions. He always chose action over words. 

				I was going to lose that toenail. Another annoying feature of the Cortez was the top line of the shoe’s heel cutting straight across your calcaneus. Normally referred to as “the heel,” the calcaneus has often been the bane of the distance runner. Devoid of fatty tissue, and the foundation where both the Achilles tendon and the plantar fascia root into the bone, the calcaneus is critical to proper foot function. Once the calcaneus is disturbed, a runner’s career can abruptly come to an end. In the Cortez, the top line crossed the bone, and after two months in the shoes, I was getting a sharp, concentrated pain in the middle of my heel. I slit the back of the Cortez topline with a razor blade to relieve the stress. I didn’t complain about it and kept my training a priority. 

				

				Bowerman surprised me at the track, pulling me aside. “I’ve had requests from women to join the jogging classes. I want you to conduct them over at South Eugene. If they need to change, they can use the YMCA across the street.” 

				There I stood the first morning, as one after another showed up, some wives of our Hayward Field joggers, hair in curlers, plastic rain caps, three quarter length raincoats and white canvas Keds with no cushioning. Few could complete a lap, yet they were determined and filled with hope. 

				That wasn’t the only surprise from Bill. He pulled out of his green Melbourne Olympic bag a pair of handmade spikes with a white nylon mesh upper. My mouth dropped open. Few coaches in the world had ever taken the time and challenge to master the pattern making and assembly of custom shoes for track athletes. As a boy I had watched Jerome, Burleson, and Tarr compete in Bowerman prototypes, but these were for me, just in time for Northern Divisions. “Try them on. Let’s see how they fit.” 

				Although the mesh felt abrasive around my toes, the length was right. I laced them up snugly and pranced around putting my full weight on the plastic spike plate. Then I could feel the sharp pain in my right heel where the top line crossed the tendon. After finally explaining what I had kept from Bill, he rubbed his mouth and chin, looking down after touching the hot spot. “I can do one of two things—either I lower the top line, or I put a heel pad inside.” 

				I elected for the heel pad and Bill had them back to me for practice the next day. 

				That weekend, we traveled to Mary’s Park for the contest against Oregon State, the University of Washington, and Washington State. It had rained heavily during the week, but this was a clear day and I felt ready as I jogged with my teammates passing Gerry Lindgren and his fellow Cougars heading the opposite direction. Typical of Gerry, he waved. 

				The race course headed off at the end of a grass field, and all four teams started bunching for the first turn onto the trail that wound along the south bank of Mary’s River. I was up where I should be with my teammates; led by Kenny, who was matching Lindgren, stride for stride, although Kenny had a lope and Gerry a chop. I had carefully pulled my new spikes snug and tied the double knot just as Bill had advised us to. The course was muddy in spots, and there were numerous turns. I felt light and my knees were lifting effortlessly, but then my right foot stepped right down to crushed gravel under the mud without protection. The shoe was gone. I turned, and circled behind the pack to find it stuck in the mud. 

				Madly untying the knot, I knelt down and laced it back up, and was off, catching the rear of the pack at the mile mark and confident I could regain my position by staying cool. Within a quarter mile, I lost the shoe again. Rather than lose time again, I ran barefoot. Only then did I fully appreciate the need for spikes. The trail sloped down on the right side to the river, and I did not have spikes on my right foot. The crushed rock underneath the mud stung with each step and broke my stride as the pack disappeared ahead. With tears washing through the mud splattered on my face and down my lemon colored singlet, I finished next to last. 

				After showering in the basement under Gill Coliseum, Bowerman sat us down and announced that Athletic Director Leo Harris had informed Bill that only five would get to nationals. He didn’t have the budget for seven. Bowerman decided the team would be as they ran today—the time trials would not be a factor. Kenny Moore, Dave Wilborn, Brian Clarke, Bruce Mortenson, and Bob Williams would go, and I would stay home. 

				I was heartbroken with Bill’s decision. I didn’t know Leo Harris, other than he was a former football coach, had negotiated the use of the Disney Duck as Oregon’s mascot, and that Bowerman did not always get along with him. But I did feel I knew Bowerman. This was his decision. He knew my consistency in the five trials and he made the shoes I wore that day. In my mind, it just wasn’t right. 

				The wrong I saw in Bowerman was echoed by my fraternity brothers—“How could he do it? Why don’t you quit?” Now what was I going to do? I did go to practice—didn’t miss one. I coached the joggers and worked in the mill and attended reserve drills. But I stayed clear of Bowerman. If he was on the north side of the track, I was on the south. He’d move west, I’d go east. I stayed angry right through the holidays. Finally, one day I was the last athlete crossing the practice track heading up to Mac Court. A voice called out behind me, “Hollister!” 

				I kept walking. 

				“Hollister!” 

				A little louder and more pronounced. It was Bowerman, and I knew if he had to call my name a third time, I’d pay for it. So I stopped, not looking back. He came up to me, “Let’s walk.” He put his long arm around me. “You’re pretty pissed off at me, aren’t you?” 

				At this point, every emotion was exploding at once. I loved this guy and would do anything to please him, yet I was furious with him at the same time. I was so choked inside, I couldn’t answer. 

				“Well, looks like you have a decision to make. Either you can quit or stick around and be the best that you can be.” 

				Years later, while being asked if there was ever a defining moment in my long career at Nike, I responded, “Yes, but it was much earlier.” 

				It started with those two months, culminating that evening on the practice track. If I had quit then, it would have been much easier to quit later. I would have missed all of the life lessons. I had to see what I was made of and, to my surprise, Bill wanted to see that too. This was the defining moment. I just couldn’t let him or myself down. 

				

				I had split my jogging class assignments with the women running at 6 a. m. at South Eugene and the men at Hayward Field in the evening. The women were surprising me. They were over a halfmile now with a continuous jog before walking. They were always cheerful, happy to see each other and came in all shapes and sizes, determined to improve both. My psychology professor handed out a challenging assignment to create our own test group on human subjects outside the classroom. The more I thought about it, I had a unique opportunity—a male and female jogging class, conducted separately. What long-term effect was jogging having on them psychologically? Were they happier? Was their self-esteem elevated? How was their energy level? Their libido? 

				My doctor, Larry Hilt, was one of those joggers. Larry seemed to start life all over at age 60. He started skiing, bought his first Porsche, and dreamed of qualifying for the Boston Marathon. If you asked him about sex, one eye would close behind his spectacles and he’d say “Off the charts.” 

				I received an A+ in my psych class, and along with the same grade from Laverne Krause, I thought my GPA was looking good. I had one problem—physics, and had I not gone in to plead with my instructor, the D he assigned would have been an F. This did not go unnoticed by the watchful eye of Bowerman, and I was summoned to his office. 

				I had not been in Bill’s office since I first met him my senior year in high school. He was reading The Eugene Register-Guard newspaper and told me, “Sit down.” 

				So I sat, and I sat. Bill continued to read the paper for an hour without saying a word. The silence killed me. I didn’t realize it at the time, but he was giving me a powerful demonstration of what it means to focus. It was as if there was nothing in that room with him but that newspaper. Finally, he put the paper down, exposing those crystal blue eyes that seem to poke through the front of my skull and read everything I was thinking written on the back. The stare was bad enough, and he hadn’t said a word. 

				“Hollister, you don’t know whether you want to be a great runner, a great lover, a great student, or a great politician. And you can only do two things well at the same time. If you want to be part of this team, academics comes first, running second, and that’s all you’ll have time for. You’re excused.” 

				How did he know I had a girlfriend? He never saw Lin Madden. By wanting to become a politician he must have been referring to the SAE house. Lin had just joined a sorority and had moved in, so I could see a conflict looming there. As for my own house, my brothers didn’t seem to be changing their party-all-the-time ways. I found myself exhausted at times with the limited sleep I was getting, and the house had a real asshole for a president. Andy Jordan was a pre-law student from Portland filled with arrogance. He expected you to commit yourself to the house as though it was your duty. 

				Bowerman had other priorities when it came to duty. Everything came to a head in one meeting where Andy tried to reduce me to just another underclassman who really didn’t need that extra sleep and certainly didn’t require any special privileges. If I was going to follow Bowerman’s directive about being good at only two things, I knew what I had to do. I picked up my belongings from the SAE house and walked down the alley to my parents’ home. I had gotten Bowerman’s message—I had to focus. 

				As for Lin Madden, the thought of backing off on our relationship seemed music to her ears, as she had wanted to date other guys anyway. Between her acceptance and my questioning how Bowerman knew, I walked away in a fog. 

				[image: p35.jpg]Bowerman reinforced his priorities in team meetings that often began with, “You are the men of Oregon,” but quickly moved into how women can make you weak. “You lose all your energy in the chase. You need to be more like Jerry Tarr, if that’s what interests you. Tarr would walk up to the bar at Foo’s, meet a gal,”bam” get it over with, race the next day and win!” 

				How did Bowerman know anything about chasing women and the loss of energy that entailed? The Bowermans often invited us out to their home perched like a large nest high over the McKenzie River, above the large expanse of farmland owned by attorney and close Bowerman friend John Jaqua. Barbara Bowerman was a second mother to all of us, getting us all to pitch in setting tables indoors and out on the patio. She made everything by scratch and put up with Bill’s flatulence and belching, which he seemed to exhibit as something men should do, as with peeing. Seems a john was never close enough at the track. In the middle of a workout, Bill unzipped and just let fly against the southeast corner of the grandstand with his back to us, and under the watchful eye of Dave Wilborn, who seemed to admire Bowerman’s animal behavior. Did Bowerman ever lose energy over a woman? Did he ever care? 

				Bowerman had his ways, and one was to band us all together as a unit off campus. It became another of his tests. Who followed his unwritten rules of common sense, and who broke them? Spring break was a bus trip to Hamilton Air Force Base, outside San Francisco. If you didn’t make the departure time, you were left behind. And Bill always knew what time it was. “Don’t waste my time, and that of your teammates.” If you showed up late for a team meeting, he found a way to create regret. Once, as our bus approached the California border, Bill told the driver to pull over to the shoulder. As we looked out the window, he unzipped and peed over the guardrail. None of us got out, fearful he’d leave us behind. 

				The bus rolled into the town of Shasta and pulled up to the sorriest collection of rundown motel units you could imagine— they made the Nils Hult cabins look like castles. After a run and dinner, all we needed was a pillow to go to sleep on, hopefully devoid of the cockroaches that scampered in the corners to the playful delight of Wilborn, Williams, and Bowerman’s middle son, Jay, a hurdler and self-proclaimed entomologist. 

				Frugal by nature, Bowerman seldom bought new clothes for himself, as though he were testing their durability. He spent the school’s money as carefully as if it was his own. Bob Newland confided that Bill, on one occasion, was delighted with the savings following a phone call to California. When the bus pulled up to the establishment, Bill strode in, and just a few minutes later strode out red-faced without saying anything other than, “Drive on.” The bus continued down the road. It turned out Bill had accidentally booked the team into a whorehouse. Imagine the disappointment of the ladies, as a bus full of college men pulled away. 

				I had to wonder if Bill ever slept—he seemed to be everywhere. Bob Newland had competed for Bowerman while he was at Medford High School. The football team was playing Bend High School in central Oregon. Newland was a good looking guy, and the Bend rally squad decided to give young Bob a tour of Bend, which back then should have taken all of 30 minutes. Returning much later, Bob snuck around in the dark back to his room, avoiding Bowerman, and quietly unlocked his door. He stepped in, removed his clothes, and slipped under the sheets in the dark. He suddenly bolted straight up—Bowerman was laying in his bed. Bill rose up, walked around the bed, opened the door, and, silhouetted in the moonlight, said “Newland, tomorrow I expect nothing but your best game!” Years later Bob told me, “I gave him one helluva game!” 

				Bill would later place Newland among the most talented he ever had the privilege to coach. Bob would win the state high jump, star on the basketball team, and quarterback Bowerman’s State Champion Black Tornado football team. 

				Another reason I questioned if Bowerman ever slept was his unbending determination to create. Barbara would later say it was his ability to focus on what was before him. It was a laser focus that survived disappointment. On our return from California, he informed his distance runners that we’d be running our interval workout in the country at a place called Pleasant Hill, not far from the Kesey ranch where the Merry Pranksters bus, “Fuurther,” (and yes, that’s the way they spelled it,) lay at rest in a cow pasture. Bill had been experimenting with all-weather surfaces in the late ‘50s. One of his former throwers owned a tire company, and when Bowerman asked what would happen to a pile of discarded tires, George Lowe responded, “They go to the landfill, as always.” 

				Way ahead of the recycling movement, Bowerman envisioned a way to solve an old northwestern track coach’s problem. Had he coached in Los Angeles, the thought might not have occurred to him, with favorable spring weather for the track season, and enough sprinters, hurdlers, and jumpers in supply to field a powerhouse. But this was Eugene, and we got our share of rain. Bowerman never actively recruited, expecting the athlete to come to the Oregon track program for its own merits, and few sprinters did. So Bowerman concentrated on the distances, since sprinters, with good reason, preferred warmer climates. 

				On a blustery April Saturday, the track could be a lake out to lane 3, devastating our times. Bowerman went to work, mixing asphalt and shredded tire rubber in an old cement mixer. He determined the flashpoint of his concoction in the mixer by holding a blowtorch to the metal barrel. When it blew, he knew how long he could heat and mix the gooey black muck before pouring it over a sheet of precut plywood and raking it even to dry. He then took the sheets and butted them end to end on the jump runways for testing. Not convinced it would work, or how long it would last or even how to surface an area as large as the track at Hayward Field, he was reluctant to convert our cinder surface. 

				Pleasant Hill High School became the guinea pig. In 1966, two years prior to the first all-weather surface in Olympic history, Kenny Moore, Wade Bell, Mike Crunican, Bill Norris, Bob Williams, and I were all flashing smiles at each other as our feet felt an entirely new sensation. Not only was the surface new and capable of shedding water, it provided a cushion that could only be achieved by a shoe, a trail of pine needles, or grass. Whether it was exuberance or the surface itself, we were all one to two seconds ahead of pace. Bowerman looked at his watch, but contained any delight. He was not one to jump to conclusions. 

				

				Dave Wilborn had gotten quite ill, to the point that Bowerman pulled him completely off his training program. That left me and Wade Bell in the mile against UCLA’s Bob Day at Hayward Field. Day had gone under four minutes, only the twelfth American to do so. We had an excellent new runner in Roscoe Divine, but being a freshman, he’d have to watch from the stands. 

				Back then, Oregon still played football at Hayward Field, and the south grandstands stood behind the south end zone. The mile started at the west end of the grandstands, so as the gun went off, the runners quickly disappeared from sight only to emerge 100 yards later on the east straightaway. Wade Bell, a hard charging 800 man, had made it his practice to enter the south bend behind on the last lap and either emerge in the lead or burst forward in an all out sprint with 300 yards to go. Knowledgeable fans, many with stopwatches in hand, would roar in appreciation. They knew exactly what was happening. I knew Wade loved to be tested by Day, and knowing my PR from my freshman year was only 4:18, I hoped only to improve and avoid total embarrassment. I had a good view of their behinds as I came into corner 4, well behind them, Wade urging Day to pace. After the half, I was losing them behind the stands. Bowerman always warned us about over striding when we tired, and he’d get vocal on the infield, trying to get you to recognize what you were actually doing and correct it. “Pitter patter. Pitter patter. Hot skillet, hot skillet,” he’d yell as I went by, a slow and disappointing third, in what seemed like an eternity. 

				Sitting in the old east grandstands the next week, Bowerman approached, clipboard in hand. “Only one of you will win your event this week. What does that make the rest of you? Losers? Third place is one point, and that could make the difference between winning or losing as a team. I will tell you right now that you have a far better chance in life winning as part of a team than you ever will as an individual.” 

				

				In fact, we were soon to find out that loss itself was relative. Upperclassman Bob Woodell from Beaverton had finished high in the Pac-8 long jump the year before. He was older, a field event guy and a Theta Chi, so I had limited contact with him. One sunny afternoon, he and his fraternity brothers were swimming a float down the Millrace. It was top heavy and tilted to one side. Some of the swimmers froze in place. Bob saw it coming and dove, exposing his back. The structure came tumbling down in one loud splash, a support timber hitting Bob just above the hips. At Sacred Heart Hospital, he had lost all feeling in his legs. Bowerman was a regular visitor, eyeing the prognosis and the mounting medical bills. He contacted the Eugene Register-Guard’s Jerry Urhammer and told him to inform the public of a new meet. “We’ll call it the Twilight Mile and put on the best race anybody could experience.” 

				On a Thursday evening, the temperature was perfect, the flags were still, and the stage was set. If you didn’t have goosebumps already, you did when the ambulance arrived from Sacred Heart and Bob Woodell was rolled out on a stretcher in front of all of us in the infield grandstands. Hayward Field was packed, the atmosphere electric, and I had tears coming down as the runners came to the mark with Ray Hendrickson’s pistol held high. Half-miler Don Scott would take them out on perfect pace with veterans Dyrol Burleson and Jim Grelle in pursuit, with Bell and 19-year-old Divine following. Burleson, who could turn such a fast quarter that he anchored Oregon’s 4x440 relay to a national championship and finished his collegiate career undefeated in the mile, would not let anyone touch him that day. He crossed comfortably into the lead as Scott dropped off, with Grelle 10 then 20 yards back. Bell tried his customary 300 meter burst, but precocious Divine had more than enough gear down the first straight. He held his lead on Grelle as both exhibited Bowerman’s instruction to relax the chin and lips and fill the cheeks with each exhale to the finish. The crowd erupted as Burleson, Divine, Grelle, and Bell all finished in under four minutes—each member of this team feeling they were part of it all, and part of Bob Woodell. 

				

				I don’t remember what provoked my anger, but one afternoon I approached Kenny Moore at his locker. I’m certain my words bounced off him, as Kenny used a vocabulary that sent the rest of us scrambling to our thesaurus to determine what he just said. What I do remember is that it was about the team. Kenny was setting himself apart, and I took offense. He displayed a certain selfishness that gave me my first understanding that this might be a way to get to the top. But there’s a difference between selfishness, which is about ego, and Bowerman’s idea of focus, which means you have to shut things out. For Kenny, it may have been the way he made the first of two Olympic teams, but it wasn’t how I operated. For me, it wasn’t about winning races—being on the team was everything.
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