
        
            
                
            
        


		
			Advance Praise for 
From the Bench to the Boardroom

			“From the Bench to the Boardroom, Michael MacDonald shares his journey from his college basketball career at Rutgers to executive positions at Xerox and Medifast. His leadership, work ethic, and persistence, which were on display every step of the way, have made him a valued member of our board at the Jimmy V Foundation.”

			—Mike Krzyzewski, Naismith Hall of Fame coach, Duke University

			“Mike MacDonald has been a tremendous influence in my life over the last twenty years. He is first of all a powerful business leader whose style of leadership has been way ahead of its time. Although his credentials speak for themselves, his ability to command respect comes not from an ‘up one down one’ old-school paternalistic style prevalent all too long in business.

			“Instead he creates a team environment that focuses on people and addresses the human side of business. He is a master of understanding the whole person, not just what they can provide in terms of results. He recognizes relationships that are built on empowerment not dependency allow the whole team to become collaborative and develop an ownership mentality. The result fosters total accountability, personal responsibility, and group and organizational dynamics that are essential especially at times like these when responsiveness and agility is essential for success.

			“Today, much like the final minutes in a basketball game, we must pivot in days and weeks rather than in months to years. Mike’s strong sports background has taught him inherent instincts that I observed on so many occasions that have allowed us to overcome adversity, adapt, and win when the weak would have collapsed.

			“In fact, when I met Mike, Optavia was an insignificant three-million-dollar-a-year company and over the last six years under his watch it has grown to almost a billion dollars. This has been a direct result of Mike’s willingness to work with all of the stakeholders including my team of leaders and create a joint accountability for our circumstances and our results.

			“In fact, during the last six months of uncertainty, fear, and survival mode for most, our organization is thriving and growing rapidly as a result of the organizational health and culture Mike has fostered in our people and our coaches. It’s nothing less than miraculous.

			“Beyond business, I consider Mike not only a colleague and a mentor but also a close personal friend who has taught me so much and set such an example with his relational skills and his focus on values.

			“He is indeed someone to be modeled in his approach to business and life.

			“You will find such wisdom within this book that can help in so many ways.

			“It can guide you in your approach to business to improve your capabilities and your results. It can help develop you into a more compassionate people-focused leader, much as it has helped me understand how to build an organizational culture that is fit for purpose during these uncertain times.

			“Great leaders reinforce the idea that accomplishment in our society comes from great individual acts. We credit individuals for outcomes that require teams and communities to accomplish.

			“Mike knows this and together we have helped impact millions of people’s lives. That type of leadership guidance and organizational culture has never been needed more.”

			—Dr. Wayne Scott Andersen; Cofounder, Optavia; Author of the Habits of Health Transformational System; New York Times Bestselling Author; 10th Board Certified Critical Care Physician; Former Director, Surgical Critical Care, Grandview Hospital; Former Chairman, Department of Anesthesiology

			“If you have ever been a part of a team, one of the most important reputations you can have is being a good teammate. A good teammate shares the values and ideals of his team. A good teammate shows appreciation for the opportunities he is provided and takes advantage of these opportunities to advance themselves and others. A good teammate makes his other teammates—and overall team—better through their involvement and leadership.

			“I never played a sport with Mike MacDonald at Rutgers. Mike and I were never even on campus as student-athletes at the same time. However, I am proud and fortunate to call Mike MacDonald one of my—and Rutgers’—greatest ‘teammates.’

			“While our paths didn’t cross during our respective times ‘on the Banks,’ I became acquainted with Mike toward the end of my NFL career and post-football life. I quickly learned that, like me, Mike holds a deep reverence and appreciation for his time at Rutgers, as well as for the opportunities that Rutgers has provided him. As a letterwinner on the Rutgers men’s basketball teams in the 1970s, Mike took his student-athlete experience and translated these learned lessons to successes in his career.

			“Throughout his professional career, Mike’s used his successes to help advance his beloved Rutgers. As an involved alumnus, his vocal leadership and commitment to positioning Rutgers as a continued leader in higher education has continued to be invaluable. Like any clutch teammate, Mike’s philanthropic efforts in advancing the opportunities for current Rutgers student-athletes have set Rutgers Athletics up for long-term success.

			“Mike may have left Rutgers, but Rutgers has never been forgotten by Mike. His time as a Rutgers student-athlete, alumnus, board member, donor, and father/father-in-law of three Rutgers alumni continues to leave an indelible legacy on our alma mater.

			“All of this is to say that Mike MacDonald has most certainly solidified himself as a great teammate of Rutgers University. For me, through our professional and personal interactions and relationship, I am proud to call him not only a great teammate, but an even better friend.”

			—Marco Battaglia, Rutgers Football All-American and Cincinnati Bengals Player

			“I believe the combination of an excellent education and participation in highly competitive sports programs provides invaluable preparation for life after school is over. The best sources of knowledge about the benefits of such a background are people who have been there. Mike MacDonald fits the bill. And he is particularly well suited to write about his experiences because of an amazing ability to recollect the details of his formative years. A student athlete at Rutgers, he was part of the school’s then outstanding basketball team. He went on to use this and similar pre-college experiences to build an exceptional business career. That’s part of his story but those of us who know him well would add that he is the epitome of a ‘good man.’ I have seen him close up with family, friends, and others for years. He is a great husband, dad, and grandfather, kind and generous, enthusiastic, and always on the go. You will enjoy what he has to say.”

			—Gene Renna, Retired Senior Executive, Exxon Mobil

			“Mike MacDonald represents the absolute best of Rutgers University and is an inspiration to everyone on campus. From the day I met Mike, he has always made himself available to mentor, guide, and motivate both our student-athletes and our coaching staff. As an alumnus, he has given back generously and led the charge in ensuring that Rutgers continues to be a beacon of higher education.

			“I’ve always admired his ability to juggle the roles of family man, businessman, and leader in the Rutgers community. His path from Rutgers is a shining example for student-athletes of the future. He has succeeded in every aspect of life and continues to give back to the community that molded him.

			“To give Mike MacDonald the ultimate compliment a coach can give, simply put, he is a WINNER.”

			—Steve Pikiell, Head Men’s Basketball Coach, Rutgers University
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			Dedication by Michael MacDonald

			This book is dedicated with love and appreciation to:

			My wife, Jean—you’ve been a steadfast partner on this incredible journey and the best mom our kids could ask for.

			My children, Ryan, Stacey, and Chris—being your dad has been the most rewarding “job” and my greatest success.

			My grandchildren, Reese, Roree, Ryten, Christian, and Cameron—being your Pop Pop has been the most fun “job” I’ve ever had. It brings me more joy than you will ever know.

			My son-in-law, Anthony, and my daughter-in-law, Lauren—being your father-in-law has been the easiest “job,” making the “in-law” feel unnecessary. I treasure you as I do my own children.

			The rest of my family—being a part of this “team” keeps me humble and grateful.

			 

			Dedication by Dick Weiss

			I want to dedicate this book to Patrick Plunkett for his invaluable help framing this book. He is a reformed coach who is currently involved in college development but would have been a great sports columnist if he had chosen to go into that profession. He was my go-to guy when I worked for the New York Daily News and was looking for prospective in college basketball. Like Mike, his priority is now his family.





Foreword

			By Dick Vitale

			In 1971, when I arrived on the campus of Rutgers University as a member of the basketball coaching staff, I had my first opportunity to meet Michael MacDonald. Our head coach, Dick Lloyd, during the evaluation process described Michael as a sharpshooter who was from Philadelphia, the City of Brotherly Love. In my first meeting with Michael, I knew immediately that this young guy had special qualities that would separate him from the rest. When I shook his hand, I was immediately impressed by how he looked you straight in the eye and spoke with a great deal of confidence. I walked away and said to myself that this young guy was going to make it in the biggest game of all, “the game of life.”

			Michael, in his second year at Rutgers, was hoping to gain some major minutes utilizing a great jump shot that he possessed, but unfortunately for him, we had recruited one of the premier classes in the nation. The group we were fortunate to bring to the Rutgers campus will go down in Rutgers history as one of the greatest classes ever assembled. The “Diaper Dandies” were led by the dynamic duo of Phil Sellers and Mike Dabney, who went on to superstardom and led Rutgers to the Final Four in 1976. Also joining Rutgers in the battle for the 1976 NCAA Championship were Indiana, Michigan, and UCLA. The title ultimately was won by Bob Knight and the Hoosiers, who remain the last team to finish with a perfect record. The point that I am making here is that, due to our recruiting success, it cost Michael a chance to get the kind of playing time that he was hoping for. Little did I know at that time that the qualities that I witnessed in Michael would later play a role in his becoming a giant in the corporate world. I was so impressed by how he was so dedicated to his teammates, and his loyalty was off the charts. Michael was always about the team: “T” for “togetherness,” “E” for “effort,” “A” for “attitude,” and “M” for “mental toughness”! I knew immediately that Michael MacDonald would be headed for success big-time once he finished his academic and athletic career in a Rutgers uniform. How did he become such a giant in the business world? Very simply, through an incredible work ethic, commitment, and a positive attitude that became infectious with everyone who crossed his path. Michael epitomizes the saying “The only place you can find success ahead of work is in the dictionary.”

			Michael MacDonald is one of the most well-liked and respected people I have ever known. He started his career after college pursuing a graduate degree when he joined head coach Jim Valvano (a former Rutgers basketball player) as a graduate assistant at Iona College. He loved coaching but finally decided to make the transition to the business world. He joined Xerox Corporation, where he started on the bottom and worked his way up the ladder, ultimately becoming the president of the largest division of a major corporation. His is an amazing story, as he went from sitting on the bench as a collegiate athlete to sitting in a boardroom as a prime-time executive because of energy and enthusiasm, but most of all because of his incredible work ethic. Another great quality that Michael possesses is that he always treats people like he wants to be treated. I had saw him in action firsthand when I was the featured motivational speaker at a Xerox convention. I was so impressed by the respect he received from everyone in the crowd. That respect came due to his caring personality in that he treated everyone equally no matter what their stature was.

			Talk about being more than just a business giant; he made himself available for various charities, and the one that has meant so much to him has been the V Foundation for Cancer Research. It is named after his good friend the late Jim Valvano. Michael is a highly respected member of the board of directors of the V Foundation, of which I am also a proud member. Michael has been a major contributor to the V Foundation in many ways. He has been vital as a donor financially, but more important has done an amazing job in raising awareness of what the V Foundation is all about. He is also very proud to have served on the board of trustees at Rutgers University. He has shared with me on many occasions that he feels that the many good fortunes that have happened in him in his life have come because of the many learning experiences he had as a student athlete at Rutgers.

			This book will provide you with the opportunity to analyze and evaluate the many ideas and concepts that Michael MacDonald used to climb the ladder of success. Competing in the corporate world can be very intense and competitive, and using this book as a tool can provide you with that winning edge! If I were on TV right now, I would simply say, “Michael, you are awesome, baby, with a capital ‘A’! You are a genuine PTPer [prime-time performer]. You are the ‘Three S’ man: super, scintillating, sensational in the biggest game of all, the game of life!”

			





Chapter 1

			Humble Beginnings

			Even though I was only thirty minutes away from the Main Line mansions, I was a world away growing up in Upper Darby, a working-class suburban community on the outskirts of Philadelphia.

			Our neighborhood was filled with row houses, turn-of-the-century single homes, and small businesses and bars on the main thoroughfare, West Chester Pike. This was a major highway that served the 69th Street Terminal, the last stop for city subways; the terminal connected to buses, trolleys, and regional rail lines into Delaware County.

			It was the first streetcar suburb and was filled with families who were in search of the American Dream. It was also a world away from the ever-changing neighborhoods in the city and a haven from the racial tensions and the blockbusting going on there. Upper Darby was a line of demarcation. There used to be two department stores—Gimbels and Lit Brothers—in the shopping district up the hill from the Tower Theater, Philly’s version of the Fillmore in New York City. The Tower Theater brought some of the biggest names in music to its stage, like Paul Simon, Neil Young, David Bowie, U2, the Grateful Dead, Bob Marley, the Rolling Stones and Bob Dylan.

			It was a place that forged my character. Blue-collar families shared their values, believed in education, and made Sunday mass and Eagles football a priority. It was a place where I learned about myself. It was my little universe, and those of us who lived there believed we could control our destiny through hard work, hustle, and being competitive enough to realize that if we wanted to be relevant, we had to master something.

			My parents grew up there and attended Upper Darby High School, but neither graduated. My father, Bradley, worked sixteen hours a day driving a truck for Sealtest Dairy and then drove a taxi for the Yellow Cab Company. My mother, Florence, used to perform with a touring dance troupe known as the Roxyettes, a forerunner to the Radio City Rockettes in New York City. They performed at all the local theaters, including the Mastbaum Theatre. With five thousand seats, the Mastbaum was the largest and most lavish movie palace ever built in Philadelphia, and used to host stage shows as well. My mother also was part of a three-person dance troupe in vaudeville.

			My parents got married in the Great Depression, prior to World War II, and my father received a hardship deferment from the service because he was supporting a family and supporting his mother. When I was growing up, my mom worked part-time as a clerk for State Farm Insurance, but she basically was a stay-at-home mom.

			We had a big family. I was the sixth of seven children, and there are only three of us left. My oldest sister, Margaret, is eighty-three. I am sixty-seven. My younger brother, Bobby, is sixty-four. I had three other sisters—Florence, Mary, and Marilyn—and a big brother, Brad.

			In the 1950s, it seemed like everybody in our neighborhood had lots of kids and no money. When I was growing up, my family never owned a home. We used to rent, then move if the owner wanted the house back. I lived in five different houses and apartments as a kid. I got used to moving. We didn’t have much furniture. When I was six, we moved into a five-bedroom home on Park Avenue near West Chester Pike, next to the firehouse across the street from Saint Laurence Parish’s grade school. I will never forget the fire sirens going off all the time when I was a kid, trying to go to sleep.

			My family always seemed to be expanding. We had eleven people if you count my grandmother and my aunt who were living with us. When Margaret got married, she and her husband moved to Ohio, then her husband received a job transfer and they moved back in with us, with their kids. At one time, we had fourteen people living in our house. We even had a boarder—a cab driver my father knew.

			We would have huge family meals every weekend. They were like family reunions. My mother’s brothers—who were in the elevator business—and sisters and my father’s two brothers would all come over. We would have twenty to twenty-five people at the tables with all kinds of grandchildren running around. My uncles would contribute to the food, and my mother would cook. We had typical meals: ham and cabbage or lamb one night, then leftovers the next.

			As my sisters got married and the family got smaller, we moved into an apartment over Sharkey’s clothing store on West Chester Pike. When Bobby and I were the only children left, we lived in an apartment over a barber shop, then a small two-bedroom house on Park Avenue off State Road near a Wawa food market.

			Holidays were always an adventure. Close to Christmas, my mother would go to Ritter Finance and borrow money to buy Christmas presents for everybody. We didn’t get many presents because there were so many kids and grandchildren. The Ritter Finance guy would come after the holidays to collect, and my mother would tell us, “Don’t answer the door.” We would lie low until he left, and she would eventually pay the bill off.

			My parents were Scottish and English. My mother converted to Catholicism; she understood we needed to be part of a bigger community. My father converted after my brother Brad joined the seminary. My mother was the type of person who went to church on special occasions, but every Sunday she pushed us all out the door to go to Mass at Saint Laurence and then she’d stay home. I was an altar boy for a while and sang in the choir at church. All the kids I knew in my neighborhood went to Saint Laurence. Back then, there were large classrooms with sixty children seated two to a desk, and everybody was taught by the nuns from the Immaculate Heart of Mary order. They were tough. They would smack us with a ruler if we got out of hand. I can still remember where I was in 1963 the day John F. Kennedy, the first Catholic president, died. The nuns called us into a classroom, told us the tragic news, then sent us home to pray.

			Funny story. When I was working as an altar boy in second grade, Father Langan at Saint Laurence gave me the six a.m. masses three weeks in a row in January, and it was freezing cold that year. I’d have to get up at five in the morning, and I was falling asleep in class. I decided, the heck with that. I left that job. Years later, after college, I was interviewing for a job at Xerox and I was introduced to Howard Langan, the branch manager in Princeton, New Jersey. I walked in and he said to me, “Mike, where are you from?”

			I told him I was from Upper Darby.

			And he said, “Do you know my brother, Father Langan?”

			And I said, “Well, don’t call him for a reference.” I told him about quitting as an altar boy.

			He hired me, called his brother, and said, “Hey, Father, I saved one of your lost souls.”

			I learned at a young age that your personal values are your number-one priority in your life—how you treat people: your family, your friends, your elders. I always had tremendous respect for my father and mother and a strong relationship with my brothers and sisters. Today, I still speak with Margaret and Bob three or four times a week.

			Margaret had some talent as an artist and attended Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts, but she didn’t have the money to finish. She eventually got married and became a successful Realtor. She raised six children on her own after her husband left. She still lives in the area, out by Villanova University.

			Bob was an Army guy who worked as a prison guard at Fort Sill in Oklahoma. He spent his whole life in law enforcement. He went to Indiana University of Pennsylvania in Punxsutawney, but dropped out of college after six months, then enlisted in the military. When he got out of the Army, he went back to school and graduated from Texas A&M University-Corpus Christi and got into law enforcement in Texas. He spent twenty-five years with the Corpus Christi police department, then was a chief of police in two Texas towns, Jasper and Uvalde, before he retired in Houston.

			For a long time, we didn’t own a car. Then my uncle Harvey gave my parents a white Plymouth Valiant. He attended the University of Delaware, where he played football and baseball, and then played briefly for the 1928 Phillies. He did not last long in the majors. He had only fifteen to twenty at-bats in his only year in the big leagues, and wound up managing Llanerch Country Club in nearby Havertown and a hotel in Lansdale. My uncle Charlie played basketball for Temple University. He was a civil engineer who helped design the Pennsylvania Turnpike. He was also the guy who taught me how to play golf on the public courses a couple of miles away from my home. Both of my uncles were college graduates who had attended Winona Military Academy in Delaware. Unfortunately, my father never had those opportunities.

			His father, Charles Everett MacDonald, was a major and a famous chief surgeon in the Army on the Argonne front in World War I. He is buried in Arlington Cemetery along with my two uncles, who both served in World War I. He married my grandmother and they had four children, Charles, Brad, Harvey, and Mary. But the marriage didn’t last.

			After the divorce, my grandfather Charles moved to Washington, D.C., got remarried, had other children, and never kept in touch. My father was left to take care of his mother, so he never got a chance to go to college. He worked hard, and after he was done for the day, his big form of relaxation would be to hit the bars on West Chester Pike. I can still remember my mother saying to me, “Go get Bradley.”

			I’d run up to the bar and get my dad, who would be sitting at the bar with a beer in his hand. Occasionally, he’d let me sit on a bar stool and nurse a Coke. My father was never an athlete, but he loved sports and the local teams—the Phillies, the Eagles, and the 76ers. He always wore a Phillies cap to work. I remember he took me to two professional sporting events. I was at Convention Hall in West Philly for game five of the 1967 NBA finals between the 76ers and the San Francisco Warriors. Wilt Chamberlain was my favorite athlete. But that night, Rick Barry went off for forty points and the Warriors won, 117–109. The Sixers wound up winning the title the next game in San Francisco. Championships were few and far between for long-suffering Philly fans. We went to see the Eagles play the Chicago Bears in an NFL game at Franklin Field on the campus of the University of Pennsylvania. Gale Sayers scored four touchdowns for the Bears, and Dick Butkus had eighteen tackles.

			It seemed like my dad was always working. So, my mom handled the discipline at home. If she said to do something, we were going to do it. One time, I made the mistake of giving my mother a hard time and I told her I was going to run away. I was sitting outside our house and my mother rolled out my basketball and said, “Well, I hope you can eat this.”

			My parents were not overly affectionate, but we knew they loved us. If we were playing in a game, we knew my mom and dad would be there. My mom drove me back and forth to high school as well.

			When I was in college, my sister Marilyn died during open heart surgery at age thirty-three. She had a six-month-old baby, Melissa, whom our family raised as their own. Marilyn had lived at home the longest and had always taken the family on road trips. I will always treasure those memories. She instilled a passion for history and travel that has stayed with me.

			There were good times and difficult times when I was growing up, but overall, Upper Darby was a wonderful place to grow up. Most of the families were Irish, Italian, or German, all trying to improve their lives. Everybody knew one another and everybody watched out for one another. We used to have parades on the Fourth of July; we’d decorate our bikes for them, then play a baseball game in the afternoon. We all cared about each other, but at the same time none of us wanted to be the last kid picked in any game.

			There were a couple of motorcycle gangs to avoid, but other than that, there was not much crime in Upper Darby. No one had anything worth stealing. The only thing people valued was a picture of Kennedy in the hallway.

			I was an average student at Saint Laurence through sixth grade, then I made the honor roll my last two years in grade school. My love of learning was forged by the Chip Hilton and Hardy Boys books I read. Chip Hilton is a fictional high school three-sport star who is often placed in a position of persuading his less-than-perfect teammates to play his way and share his values—with winning championships as a result. The Chip Hilton books, written by Hall of Fame basketball coach Clair Bee, have sold more than two million copies to date. They were always about a kid who worked hard, and they always had a happy ending. I’d sit and read on summer days when it was too hot to go out.

			I wasn’t a guy with eight hundred friends. I made three good friends when I was younger. Nick Cangi grew up over by the observatory playground. I met him and Dave Gladfelter, who lived a couple blocks away, when we were in first grade. Mike Rush was a year behind us in school; he had a younger brother named Steve who used to hang out with us as well.

			Mike’s dad worked with the IRS, and Nick’s father was a bricklayer. Dave’s father was a chemist and taught me how to play chess. He wasn’t into sports, but his kids all played musical instruments. I never played music. My brother played the accordion. He was so bad, he used to drive me nuts. Mike played basketball at Monsignor Bonner High School, a large Catholic school run by Augustinian priests, and wound up graduating and getting an advanced degree from Drexel University before becoming the head of the tax division at IKON Office Solutions. Nicky went to Delaware County Community College and made the basketball team, but he left after a semester to become a conductor on the local freight trains. Nicky is retired now, and the family lives in nearby Springfield. Dave attended Philadelphia Textile and does construction repairs in New Jersey. Steve played basketball at Bonner and Textile and was hired by Xerox in sales, then went into selling prosthetics.

			We would all take the subway to watch the local college teams play at the Palestra or the 76ers play at the Spectrum. “We didn’t have much interest in girls when we were young,” Nick recalls today. “We were happy as long as we had a basketball.” We all liked sports and played whatever was in season. We even tried bowling. But basketball was the sport of choice in our neighborhood.

			They were all nice kids and are still my best friends today, sixty years later. When I worked for Xerox, I spent fifteen years in Rochester, New York, but anytime I was in the area, we would all get together for dinner.

			“I can still remember Mike coming over to our house,” Nick recalls. “My mom would just point him in the direction of the cookie jar. We were both so skinny, we could have eaten boxes of cookies and it wouldn’t have mattered.”

			The first organized sports teams I played on were through the Highland Park Kirklyn Athletic Association. The first sport I played was fast-pitch softball; I was six years old and played second base. I didn’t start playing basketball until sixth grade. I was skinny and really didn’t have a lot of confidence growing up. But with four sisters, I needed to get out of the house just to get some peace. So my friends and I would go up to the basketball courts in the observatory playground. When it snowed, we would shovel the courts to play.

			As you can imagine, it didn’t take long to wear my sneakers out. I asked my mother if I could get a new pair of Converse shoes. Brad and I both wore size eleven, so he went into the closet and threw me a pair of his old black low-top Chuck Taylors, and told me to pull them on and wear them until she could afford to buy me new ones. One thing about old sneakers: They hurt. They didn’t fit right. My brother was much bigger than me. But that’s the way life was back then. Eventually, I got a pair of black high-tops.

			They didn’t help my game that much. I made our Catholic Youth Organization (CYO) team, but I didn’t play much as a sixth and seventh grader.

			I was slow to develop. I would get easily pushed around on the court. I weighed maybe a hundred pounds in eighth grade. Danny Boudwin was six foot two and was the star of our eighth-grade team, weighing forty to fifty pounds more than me.

			Occasionally, I’d bring Brad with me to the courts and he’d beat the hell out of me. Brad was six years older than me, and he was a big guy.

			Brad was a great role model. He was a good baseball and basketball player, but not good enough to make the team at Bonner. He loved sports and used to take me to watch Bonner play in the Philadelphia Catholic League. After high school, he joined the Augustinian seminary, got his grades up, then enrolled at Villanova, an Augustinian university, in the Philadelphia suburbs. He got his degree, then joined the Marines on the advice of Father John Melton, who was the guidance counselor at Bonner and had been a Marine Corps chaplain. He rose to the rank of colonel during a twenty-seven-year military career in the Vietnam and Gulf War eras.

			Like most brothers, we occasionally had our disagreements.

			One time he hit me with an elbow to the head during a pickup game at the observatory and gave me a bloody nose. I was bleeding down my face. I went home and complained to my mother.

			She said to me, “Don’t take that stuff. Hit him back.”

			“But mom,” I said. “He is sixty pounds bigger than me.”

			Her attitude was, “Get out there. Get back to that court and go back at him again. And never back down.” From that point on, I always stood up for myself.

			There was plenty of competition at the observatory. There were guys like Danny, John McGregor, and John Cappelletti, who played for Bonner; Bobby Gohl, who played for Upper Darby and earned a scholarship to Villanova; and Jimmy Forte, who played for Saint Joseph’s Prep and Textile. I’d try to get there early just to get into a game, and there would be six groups of five, waiting to play the winners. “You would always try to get on a team with Cappelletti, because you knew you would win because he was so competitive,” Nick says. “If you lost that first game, you may as well go some other place to play.”

			I could always shoot, so that was a plus when they were picking teams.

			I was fortunate. I had two people—Howard Cusick and Bob Daly—who coached our CYO eighth-grade team at Saint Laurence and had a big impact on my life. Howard knew basketball. He went to Saint Joseph’s College when Jack Ramsay coached there. He was tall, about six foot five, and he was still playing pickup basketball long after college. Bob was involved in athletics in the Highland Park recreation leagues.

			At Saint Laurence, we always had good CYO teams. I learned a ton from those guys. Howard would drive us over to Memorial Hall in Fairmount Park to play against some really good young black kids. We played against Tommy Hooks of West Philly and Joe Bryant of Bartram, guys who would eventually become high school and college stars.

			When I was in grade school, the biggest sports star in our parish was John Cappelletti, as mentioned above. He was a year older than me. John went on to become a star in football, basketball, and baseball at Bonner. He even threw the javelin for the track team and won the Catholic League championship as a senior.

			He was a natural, and when Joe Paterno came to his house to recruit him for Penn State, our whole neighborhood was abuzz. John had a great career at Penn State. Every time he played for the Nittany Lions, I’d try to watch his games on TV. When he was a senior, he won the Heisman Trophy, the most prestigious award in college football, after rushing for 1,522 yards despite absorbing a tremendous amount of pounding. After each game, he would sit in the training room with ice packs all over his body. It usually took multiple defenders to bring him down. When we were younger, we used to play tackle without pads at the golf course near school. If he hit you, you’d be sore for a week.

			John was one of four children in his family. The youngest, Joey, was diagnosed with leukemia at the age of three and was one of the first cancer patients to undergo chemotherapy. He sadly passed away at the age of fourteen in 1976. I can still remember John’s acceptance speech for the Heisman Trophy. He held back tears as he named Joey as his main source of inspiration because of his bravery and courage while battling the disease. He said that whenever he had temporary feelings of self-pity, he would think about his brother battling leukemia.

			“I was healthy,” he said. “Who was I to complain about anything? Maybe that was the difference for me, or for the team. Maybe that was the difference between winning and losing the Heisman race.”

			John dedicated his Heisman Trophy to Joey. He brought Vice President Gerald Ford, Cardinal Fulton J. Sheen, Penn State coach Joe Paterno, and the other 1,700 people in attendance at the Heisman dinner in New York City to tears. He composed his speech just a few hours before the dinner. “If I can dedicate this trophy to him tonight and give him a couple years of happiness, this is worth everything,” John said. “I think a lot of people think that I go through a lot on Saturdays, as most athletes do. You get your bumps and bruises, and it’s a terrific battle out there on the field. Only for me, it’s only on Saturdays and it’s only on the field. For Joseph, it’s all year round, and it’s a battle that is unending for him. He puts up with much more than I’ll ever put up with, and I think this trophy is more his than mine, because he has been a great inspiration to me.”

			One thing about John: He was always humble. A TV movie about John’s life and career was eventually made, called Something for Joey. It was one of two movies they made about our neighborhood. The other was Silver Linings Playbook, starring Bradley Cooper, Jennifer Lawrence, and Robert De Niro. I still remember Upper Darby getting a shout-out in 2017 when Tina Fey, the comedic TV and movie star from my hometown who got her start on Saturday Night Live, brought a pizza from one of her favorite local restaurants, Pica’s, to The Late Show when she did a guest appearance. Pica’s still has a plaque in the lobby commemorating the occasion.

			Looking back, I know that Upper Darby taught me the value of family—the good, the bad, and the ugly. Nothing is ever perfect in a family. But family is important. Your friends are important. Loyalty, trust, character, ethics—I learned those things early in life. I learned how important education was. My parents didn’t graduate high school, but they pushed me and the rest of us to get what they didn’t have. In a big family, you’re going to have a lot of happiness and a lot of tragedy. The sooner you learn to enjoy family and friends, the better.

			 

			



OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Cn.otf


OEBPS/Images/posthill_v_black.png





OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Images/Bench2Boardroom_Interior.png
FROM #. BENCH
te e BOARDROOM

MY JOURNEY prom
UNDERDOG ATHLETE
# TURNAROUND CEO

MICHAEL C. MACDONALD
wilh, DICK WEISS

2

PRESS





OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Semibold.otf


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
MY JOURNEY prome  \
UNDERDOG ATHLETE *
e TURNAROUND CEO

FROM 7 BENCH
 #ie BOARDROOM

¢ o sl N\

)
a
\

MICHAEL C. MACDONALD
with DICK WEISS

“Jorewerd by DICK VITALE

-_

S,





OEBPS/Fonts/Arthein.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-BoldIt.otf



OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-SemiboldIt.otf


