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Foreword

BY BILL BRADLEY

LEADERSHIP MEANS GETTING PEOPLE TO THINK, believe, see, and do what they might not have without you. It means possessing the vision to set the right goal and the decisiveness to pursue it single-mindedly. It means being aware of the fears and anxieties felt by those you lead even as you urge them to overcome those fears. A great coach embodies these qualities and transforms them into a force that can effect powerful changes in those they lead.

My high school coach, the only man who would ever be “the coach” to me, was like a monk, withdrawn personally and unsociable in town circles; unreachable by the power of the company, the church, the bank, or the mayor; rigid with discipline and sparse with compliments; inspiring to boys like me, cruel to those unprepared or unwilling. Never did he confuse his roles. He was not the college counselor, family adviser, tutor, athletic businessman, or budding politician. He aspired only to be the coach. It was a calling. If in my years as a New York Knick there would be thousands of words written about passing and teamwork and hitting the open man, it would not be new. It would be the “coach’s” game, which by age seventeen was second nature to me.

The really great coaches engage their players in a quest to be the best. Some bark their orders; others are more like machines, with a clipboard full of practice drills. In the right player-coach relationship, a quiet “well done” can go a long way. By talking candidly about the problems of adolescence or the vagaries of the parent-child relationship some high school coaches extend their reach to life off the court. Their players may never become pros, but because they learned the values of the game they are better prepared for life. Many people in all walks of life will tell you that their lives were turned around by a coach who took an interest in their total well-being. But, no matter your relationship with that person who will always be “the coach” for you, you will hear their words like a record every time you meet challenges or set out to accomplish goals. It is only then that you fully realize how they shaped you and how their vision still drives you.

In this book you will find powerful stories about the ways in which a coach changed the direction of someone’s life and coaxed that person into taking a harder, more rewarding path. There are also a few recollections of coaches who had a negative effect on an individual’s life. As you read the words of each writer, you will see that the story of a “coach” and their “player” serves as an allegory that illustrates the most basic, but most important aspects of human interaction. These individual stories taken together form a narrative of value that shows us the powerful reward of vision, hard work and the belief that together we can be something bigger and better than if we never listened to, learned from or engaged with the people we encounter in our lives.

BILL BRADLEY has been a three-time basketball All-America at Princeton, an Olympic gold medalist, a Rhodes scholar, and a professional player for ten years with the New York Knicks during which time they won two NBA championships. He served in the U.S. Senate from 1979 to 1997, and in 2000 he was a candidate for the Democratic nomination for President of the United States. He is the author of several books, including Life on the Run and Values of the Game.













Preface

BY DAVID DUCHOVNY

TO ME, HE WAS ALWAYS COACH BYRNES. As if his first name were “Coach.” When I heard other teachers call him “Larry,” it rang like a sour note, vaguely of disrespect. Surely Larry was his name, but his essence, his true name, was Coach.


I had come into high school figuring I’d play some basketball, but more terrified of not living up to academic expectations and loath to let sports siphon away study time. My future was built on a house of cards, the bottom floor of which was a scholarship to this school. And if I didn’t perform academically, I thought, it would start a chain reaction that would lead to me in the gutter somewhere. In other words, I was 14 and scared. The basketball program was in disarray, easy to neglect. My sophomore year, we were 5–18. Our warm ups, vertically thick-striped orange and blue, snap button, flared at the ankles, looked liked the bottom half of a clown suit straight out of the Tony Manero Fall ’78 collection. Perfect. I was concerned with how many points I scored. I wore my hair not quite Frampton long and tamed only by a Velcroed terrycloth headband. I had no idea how silly I looked. I cursed loudly and often when I missed a shot or disagreed with the refs. Off the court, I was quiet and well mannered. On the court, I was an ass. Everything about me said—I don’t really care. My father had left my mother a couple years before. I guess I had some issues.


Junior year, Coach Byrnes showed up. He was about six foot four. He looked like a man. He told me to cut my hair because I would play better if I could see. He told me to stop cursing and to direct that fury towards my hidden desire to win. He told me not to celebrate when I hit an important shot, but to act like I’d been there before and that’s what’s supposed to happen. You hit shots at the buzzer, that’s what you do. He told me that I was worthwhile and I was good and we could win. He talked about me to me as if I were someone else worthy of having a story told about them, subtly enjoining me to become an active participant in that story. My father was mostly gone and now here was a man and he respected me by demanding that I respect a game and myself. I never knew if he liked me. That wasn’t so important. He saw potential in me. He respected me. I began to respect myself.


That is what a good coach does, a good teacher. They fill you with a belief that may or may not be justified. There’s that dangerous crossing from unproven belief to actual accomplishment, from potential to reality, and a good coach holds your hand for that so expertly that you do not even know your hand is held. I got better because he told me I already was better. That simple. A magic trick. And every success I’ve ever had since has had some of this same magic in it, either at the hands of other skilled teachers or by the generous trickery of the voice inside me that they instilled.


I stopped caring how many points I scored. I even played some defense, though some may still argue that point. I would dive after loose balls, rebound my ass off. I was learning what it meant to want to be good for someone else. To be good for an idea. For a team. This is why, after so many years, men will tear up talking about a high school team that competed in what Coach Carill—when I graduated and got to Princeton—called “the argyle socks league.” It didn’t matter that we weren’t close to the best, we were the best that we could be, and once you have tasted that, the taste of anything else is bitter and false. There is no longer any fooling yourself. You know when it just ain’t right.


The time he spent coaching me was not long. Two seasons. A mere 50 odd games. How is it that he got through to me in such a short time? That’s the genius of a coach. They talk to you between the lines, but then you take them with you outside the lines.


One memory stands out. Not winning. Winning fades. Losing hurts, lingers. We’d lost an important league game to an archrival my junior year. We could have won if we’d executed perfectly. We didn’t choke, we just didn’t finish. It was a respectable but devastating loss. All of us players were assembled in the locker room waiting for Coach Byrnes after the game. I know I felt like we had let him down. The door to the locker room swung open and Coach walked in, put his hand over his heart and said, “A pint of blood. Right from here.” A simple gesture. Not original, but true. A few of us started crying. He had given us permission to care enough about a game to cry. It seems so unimportant now that I have my own family to love and worry about, even lame, too revealing, to care about a silly game so long ago, but there it was. There was blood in that too. He was still coaching after the buzzer, teaching me—a reserved, scared, outwardly blasé teenager—that men could care like that, that men bleed. That no one was to blame, but it hurt like hell nonetheless—like much of life, we all find out eventually. I don’t remember, but I think I cried. I hope I did. I feel like crying just remembering it. That’s a coach. That’s a real coach.














The Old Man

BY GEORGE VECSEY

THE OLD MAN TALKS TO ME EVERY DAY, in that raspy whisky voice of his.

He would clamp his paw on your forearm, like one of those so-called Denver Boots the police put on the tires of illegally parked cars. You could not pry him off.

“Wait a minute,” he would bellow. “I’m trying to tell you something.”

What was Casey Stengel trying to tell us? Usually, something practical relating to baseball, but often it was about the weirdness of baseball, the intricacies of it, like life itself.

The Old Man used to say, “Every day in baseball you see something you never saw before.”

Early in the 2004 season, on national television, Roger Clemens of the Houston Astros was pitching to Barry Bonds of the San Francisco Giants. The broadcasters said it was the first time in baseball history that a pitcher with 300 victories had ever pitched to a slugger with 600 home runs.

Right away I thought: “The Old Man.”

It happens a lot. A ball takes a squirrelly path, a player commits a gaffe, and I find myself muttering, “I’ve never quite seen that before.”

Strange things happened around Casey, and he was alive enough and alert enough to sputter or laugh about them.

Of all the managers and coaches I’ve been around, Casey Stengel taught me the most. I was part of that motley band Casey called “my writers.” Some of his ballplayers were wise enough to learn from him, too.

“You knew when he was being funny,” said Ron Swoboda, who played one season for Casey with the Mets, and still treasured it four decades later. “And you knew when he was serious.”

Swoboda was under no illusions, then or now. He was a raw kid with a bit of power, and he was the best Casey had. The Old Man had managed DiMaggio and Berra and Mantle, and now he had a player he called “Suh-boda.”

But somehow or other, Casey Stengel, in his four years with the dreadful Mets, performed a more amazing job than he had with the lordly Yankees. For this new franchise he created an image of lovability that has barely eroded decades later.

Managers and coaches are often handed the burden of being role models, doing that job for the rest of society. Molding character was not exactly Casey’s goal in life. He was no kindly Mr. Chips. He referred to himself as “the slickest manager in baseball”—and he expected others to be slick, too.

Ron Swoboda learned that lesson in 1965. He was a husky rookie out of Baltimore, not yet twenty-one years old, bright and outspoken, but in baseball experience still a busher.

In an early-season game in old Busch Stadium in St. Louis, the Mets had a three-run lead in the ninth. Swoboda was playing right field as the rain ended and a strong sun emerged, directly in his eyes.

“The smart thing would have been to call time and get my sunglasses,” Swoboda recalled in 2004. “But I figure, ‘One more out, I can handle it.’ Then Dal Maxvill hits a little flair that either would have been a single or I would have caught it, but I lose sight of it, and I have no clue how to play it, so three runs score and the game is tied.

“I know I screwed up,” Swoboda recalled, “and I come up to bat the next inning and I make out and by now I am an emotional bomb. I stomp on my old fiberglass helmet. I’m gonna crush it. But the open end is facing up, and my foot gets caught, and it closes around my foot and I’m jumping around on my other foot.”

The description from somebody in the dugout was that Swoboda resembled “a demented chicken.”

“Casey comes up the stairs like he’s twenty-five,” Swoboda recalled, “and he grabs me with his good hand. He had broken his wrist that spring, and I figure he’s going to hit me with his cast. He’s yelling, ‘When you screwed up the fly ball, I didn’t go into your locker and break your watch, so don’t you break the team’s equipment!’ Then he said, ‘Go sit down!’

“You know the movie A League of Their Own, where Tom Hanks says, ‘There’s no crying in baseball’? Bullshit. I sat there and cried. I figured my career was over.”

Only later did Swoboda figure out that Casey had affection for him, the way he did for a few of his brighter young players. He could be tough on the Youth of America, but he was preparing them.

It made him nuts if ballplayers didn’t listen. He loved to tell the story about when he was managing the Yankees in 1951 and escorted young Mickey Mantle out to right field before an exhibition in Ebbets Field in Brooklyn. Casey wanted to show Mantle the complexities of the wall, but Mantle mostly stared at him, unable to fathom that his manager had once patrolled this very field.

“He thinks I was born old,” Casey muttered to “my writers,” who functioned as his Greek chorus. The writers’ job was to hum appropriately when he made a good point.

Casey’s outlook was based on his experiences. He’d been to Europe and Japan before it was convenient. He was born in the late nineteenth century and he still buzzes in my head early in the twenty-first century.

People said he spoke in Stengelese, a dialect straight out of Lewis Carroll’s “Jabberwocky.” Other times he spoke blunt Anglo-Saxon that had earthy folk wisdom to it.

In his monologues, he called other people “Doctor,” so we referred to him as “the Doctor.” If we debated him, he would frequently say, “You’re full of shit and I’ll tell you why.” He was the first person I remember who used the term “you asshole” as a debating point, without incurring harsh feelings—no easy trick. And when the umpires’ decisions and logic went against the Mets in those early gruesome years, Casey used to say, “They screw us because we’re horseshit.” And he was right. The umpires did, and the Mets were.

He could ramble on, if he wanted to. In 1958, he captivated a Senate hearing into the fairness of baseball’s antitrust exemption, filibustering until the senators laughingly begged for mercy.

Casey’s testimony is an American classic, right up there with Nixon’s “Checkers” speech and Marilyn Monroe singing “Happy Birthday, Mr. President,” well worth seeking out with a simple Google search. Somehow, if you listened long enough, you figured it out.

Charles Dillon Stengel (born July 30, 1890, in Kansas City, Missouri) took a circuitous route to being one of the immortal sports figures in his country. He was a quite decent outfielder in the National League and then he was burdened with the stigma of failure as a manager. In nine horrendous seasons with the Brooklyn Dodgers and Boston Braves, he never once finished in the top half of the eight-team league.

He then managed well enough in the fast Pacific Coast League to earn the Yankees’ call in 1949. Joe DiMaggio and many of the older Yankees thought he was a clown, a minor leaguer, but he soon showed he had enough nerve to run the Yankees his way.

“He had his funny moments with the Yankees, but he wasn’t this lovable old clown, either,” said Swoboda, who later became a broadcaster and a student of his sport, particularly Casey’s career.

“He was a tough old bastard,” Swoboda added.

Foisted upon the older Yankees, Stengel showed no fear of improvising and tinkering and taking command. He ran a platoon system at some positions like left field, alternating a left-handed hitter like Gene Woodling with the right-handed Hank Bauer. Neither of these crusty warhorses liked being platooned, except when they cashed their World Series check almost every autumn. He even put the great DiMaggio on first base for one game, just to prove he could.

In World Series games, he was not afraid to go a long way with hot relief pitchers like Joe Page, or use one of his best starters, Allie Reynolds, in relief, or bring in an obscure pitcher like Bob Kuzava in a tight situation. He was utterly fearless, and he answered to no one.

His main disciple with the Yankees was a scrappy little infielder named Billy Martin, who had known Stengel back in the Pacific Coast League.

“I love that old man with the ball in his sock,” Martin would say, referring to a lump on Casey’s ankle, a souvenir from having been hit by a taxi one rainy night in Boston. (One columnist nominated the cabbie as the man who did the most for Boston sports that year.)

Martin loved Casey right up to the moment Martin was involved in a brawl in a nightclub, the Copacabana, along with several more valuable Yankees. The Yankees’ front office traded Martin away, but Martin blamed Casey and did not talk to him for a decade.

There was very little parental about Casey Stengel. Casey and his wife, Edna Lawson Stengel, did not have children, for reasons only they knew. People did not discuss such things back then. She had been an actress in New York, but they settled near her affluent banking family in Glendale, California. I remember her as willowy, cultured, and friendly, a grand old lady in my youthful eyes, and formidable enough to deflate some of Casey’s bluster.

I encountered Casey during his last pennant run in 1960. I was twenty years old, just graduating from Hofstra College, and my boss at Newsday, Jack Mann, thought it was time for me to cover my first major league game up at Yankee Stadium.

It was a day game, and by 11 a.m. Casey was chattering to the writers in the dugout, blending tales from the olden days with fresh insights into the previous night’s game. He was in the process of moving Clete Boyer into the regular lineup at third base, benching the veteran Gil McDougald, and he discussed it at great length, with apologies to nobody.

The pregame drill is very different today in the age of the microphone and the camera and the tight security. Joe Torre conducts a useful fifteen-minute update to the media swarm before the game, seated in the dugout while the Yankee Stadium sound system blares its inanities.

Back then, Casey held court. On my first day covering the Yankees, I was so fascinated with him that I sat in the dugout and gaped, not noticing that I was the only writer left.

Finally Casey turned to me and said, “Young man, you’ll have to leave now because otherwise I’ll have to put you in the starting lineup.” It was about five minutes to game time.

His action revealed the essential Stengel. He could have made me feel like an idiot for staying too long, but he let me off the hook with a joke. He was not like some managers then and now who delight in bullying a newcomer. He saved his best stuff for his bosses, or his stars, or lions of the media like Dick Young or Howard Cosell, or critics like Jackie Robinson.

(Robinson—who had been the favorite player in my Dodger-centric household—criticized Stengel in his Mets years, saying Casey tended to snooze in the dugout. “Tell Robi’son he’s Chock full o’ Nuts,” Stengel blurted, aptly referring to the coffee company Robinson had represented.)

Most of the Yankees kept their distance, judging Casey as one lucky eccentric to be able to manage the Berras, Fords, and Mantles.

Casey would not win a popularity contest in his clubhouse. Clete Boyer will never forget kneeling in the on-deck circle in the second inning of the first game of the 1960 World Series.

Then he heard the Old Man shout, “Hold the gun!” Casey was sending up Dale Long to hit for Boyer, because the Yankees had fallen behind, 3-1, and had two runners on base. The Old Man’s move was not only unorthodox, it was cold.

The Yankees lost that Series in seven games, and Stengel was blasted for not starting his ace, Whitey Ford, until the third game. Ford wound up pitching two shutouts, in the third and sixth games, and critics said he theoretically could have pitched three times if he had opened the Series.

The Yankees dismissed Casey immediately afterward. He said he would never again make the mistake of turning seventy.

On his body of work—ten pennants and seven World Championships in twelve seasons with the Yankees—Stengel was now one of the great managers in baseball history. He could have stomped off to California and lived very nicely representing his brother-in-law’s banks.

However, he was not ready for the civilian world. He still needed “the baseball business” at least as much as it needed him. He was saving up a last act as manager that was, in its own way, more spectacular than his time with the Yankees.

Casey returned to Yankee Stadium in the fall of 1961 to attend a World Series game with the Cincinnati Reds. I remember the buzz as he strode through the cheering crowd of New Yorkers, his formerly gray hair now shockingly reddish. (Milton Gross of the New York Post referred to Casey as “Bixby,” the name of a shoe polish of the distant past.)

New York got Casey back in 1962, after the New York Mets had been formed in an expansion draft.

There had been a terrible gap in New York after the Dodgers moved to Los Angeles and the Giants moved to San Francisco after the 1957 season. There was nothing like today’s glut of televised games and sports highlight shows to keep up with Mays, Clemente, Aaron, and Robinson.

In 1962, the National League stars were coming back to New York to play the Mets, who included some of the worst culls and rejects from other farm systems. Would haughty New York tolerate a dismal baseball team? That was why the man with the rubbery face and the equally flexible syntax had been brought back from California.

“There was a huge longing for National League ball,” Swoboda said. “Casey bought time by taking advantage of this.”

Casey’s job was to teach baseball, win a game here and there, entertain desperate New Yorkers, and sell some tickets. He tried the flim-flam approach at times. Dismissing a young pitcher during spring training of 1962, Casey said the Mets wanted to compete for the pennant and could not afford inexperienced players.

This was pure poppycock. Most of the time, Stengel caustically referred to how “the attendance got trimmed,” meaning, in his lexicon, that the paying customers had been shortchanged.

Casey also fought publicly with his general manager, George M. Weiss, who had been his boss with the Yankees and had now rescued him from enforced retirement. Casey probably was grateful. But whenever the frugal Weiss tried to retain a player in whom he had invested a few dollars, Stengel thundered that the player was “a fraud.”

I can picture him naked, a tough old bird in his early seventies, his Mets uniform lying discarded on the floor of his office, while he pounded his burly chest and proclaimed the entire franchise was “a fraud.”

Casey was doing something no other man in “the baseball business” had ever done—he was managing and performing vaudeville at the same time. He was creating a personality for a bad baseball team in the toughest market in the country. He was inventing the New York Mets on the fly.

“He sacrificed some of his legend to keep the media and the fans from turning on the team,” Swoboda said.

At the same time, Casey was talking baseball to the fans, the writers, and the players.

“Why wouldn’t ya wanna . . . ?” was Casey’s Socratic prelude to a lecture about some nuance of his business.

The writers and fans tended to get more out of Casey than many of his players. Casey discovered this one day during batting practice when he was delivering a lecture on the batting technique he called “the butcher boy”—chopping downward to knock the ball through a hole in the infield.

Casey looked around at the blank looks of his own players. Then he spotted one pair of alert, intelligent eyes watching his every move, absorbing his every word.

Unfortunately, those eyes belonged to Maury Wills, the shortstop for the Dodgers, the Mets’ opponent later in the day. Wills had already won one World Series in 1959 with his resourcefulness, and was not above eavesdropping on Casey’s seminar. Needless to say, the Old Man did not run Wills off. He was a baseball man, teaching baseball.

Some Mets appreciated him. One was Richie Ashburn, the feisty old center fielder who ran into walls, fought with umpires, batted .306, and brought out the humorous side of an itinerant first baseman named Marvelous Marv Throneberry, who became the personification of the Mets—inept, but also comical. Ashburn hated to lose, and he understood that the Old Man did, too. Nobody blamed him when he bailed for a broadcasting job after one season.

Another player who totally got Casey was Rod Kanehl, a vagabond utility player whom Casey had once noticed years earlier at the Yankees’ minor league complex. Casey kept him around the Mets for three seasons because Kanehl hustled and would play any position (seven, ultimately). Kanehl also took up Casey’s standing offer of $50 for getting hit by a pitch with the bases loaded.

A midwesterner like Stengel, Kanehl felt the same fascination with the big city that Stengel once had. As a young Dodger, Stengel had enticed teammates into the rudimentary subway system, blithely losing them and forcing them to find their way back to their hotel. Kanehl also acted as subway tour guide to other Mets, who called him “the Mole.” Kanehl absorbed Casey’s wisdom; he just didn’t have enough talent to execute the lessons.

Casey did not escape criticism. In addition to the old sleeping-in-the-dugout charge—why wouldn’t you want to snooze out of sheer escapism?—Casey was said to confuse players’ identities. One former Met has said that Casey once ordered “Blanchard” to pinch-hit and that the coaches had to tactfully tell Casey that Johnny Blanchard was still employed across the Harlem River with the Yankees. More likely, Casey just mixed up names. He had two pitchers named Bob Miller that first season, so he called one of them “Nelson,” either by design or accident.

A nap or a wrong name didn’t matter much. The Mets won 40 games and lost 120 in that first season, with two games mercifully rained out.

Casey was managing the worst team in the history of baseball. “You could look it up,” Casey often said, a phrase he either borrowed from Ring Lardner, or Ring Lardner borrowed from him.

One catch phrase for that 1962 Mets team was created by a boisterous raconteur with a gift for language. I am speaking here not of Casey Stengel but of Jimmy Breslin.

A gifted writer from New York, Breslin showed up on assignment from Sports Illustrated one hot, humid July weekend of 1962. The Mets threw a seventy-second birthday party for Casey in the Chase Park Plaza Hotel, then the garden spot of St. Louis. (The headwaiter had once pitched batting practice before Cardinals games; Casey treated him like an equal, even imitating his pitching form.)

Casey spent the reception standing up, drink in hand, commenting on the multi-ineptitudes of his team. Blessed with youthful kidneys, I stayed by his elbow the entire evening.

A year later, a Breslin book came out, entitled Can’t Anyone Here Play This Game? a plea ostensibly uttered by Casey during his long monologue that evening in St. Louis.

Not long afterward, Breslin called me for a phone number or something and at the end I said, “Jimmy, just curious, I was at that party for Casey, never left his side, and I don’t remember him ever saying, ‘Can’t anyone here play this game?’”

Long pause.

“What are you, the FBI?” Breslin asked.

Breslin has since admitted he just might have exercised some creative license. Casey never complained about being misquoted. He would have said it if he had thought of it.

I stuck as close as possible to Casey those years. I wasn’t looking for a parent or a mentor but I think I was just wise enough to know I would never meet anybody like him again.

There have been entire volumes devoted to those wonderful early days of Casey and the Mets. (I wrote one myself, long out of print, entitled Joy in Mudville.) If I could distill the entire four years into one madcap experience, it would be the night of May 4, 1964, in Milwaukee.

By this time, the Mets were marginally better, partially because Casey had spotted a scrappy second baseman named Ron Hunt in spring training of 1963, and installed him at the top of the lineup. On this nippy night in Milwaukee, Hunt tried to score with two outs in the ninth, but was tagged out at home in a rough collision. Then he and the catcher, Ed Bailey, began to mix it up, as both teams milled around home plate.

In the midst of the scrum, a Milwaukee infielder named Denis Menke felt a pair of powerful arms trying to pry him away from the plate. Menke shrugged the man loose. Then he looked down at his assailant and saw the Mount Rushmore profile of the Mets’ manager, tangled in a bunch of legs. Menke envisioned the next day’s front page—“Menke Kills Casey Stengel”—and helped pick up the Old Man, who was still sputtering.

After order was restored, Casey totally denied having been anywhere near the fight. However, a couple of his players raved about the combativeness of the Old Man. Casey’s story was discredited when he stripped to take a shower, revealing a few new bruises and scrapes.

After getting tossed around like that, most seventy-three-year-old men might retire to their hotel room and take a long hot bath. Casey went out drinking with his writers. We found some bar, where Casey gave a vivid imitation of a tornado that hit Milwaukee twenty years earlier, his battered body getting blown across the barroom by the imaginary high winds.

When the bar closed, eight of us found a rib joint, which turned out to be the hangout of a motorcycle gang. At first I was a little concerned we might be in for trouble, until one of the cyclists spotted Casey and came over with his girlfriend, who appeared to be sixteen years old, and respectfully asked for an autograph.

Casey, who had gotten bored with his writers, now engaged the motorcyclists in a debate over whether the Braves were willing to trade their brilliant but aging shortstop, Roy McMillan.

“Now, you want to give me McMillan, who is thirty-three, and we don’t know if he can throw. Then who do you want, Hook?”

(Jay Hook was a sweet Northwestern graduate with advanced degrees in physics, who could explain why a curveball curved, but could not throw one.)

“Hook has won a lot of games for me and he has a lovely family,” Casey told the motorcyclists. “Edna says I can’t trade him. Would you like to talk to Edna for me?”

Casey and the cyclists talked baseball for about an hour or so, until the writers began falling asleep on the bar.

The next morning I dragged myself down to the coffee shop around nine o’clock. There was the Old Man, finishing a full breakfast, talking baseball with the customers.

As I think about Casey these days, I am struck by the vast amount of alcohol consumed by him and his traveling chorus. Alcohol had no hold over me but in those days you drank to be sociable. I had not yet figured out that you can sip a club soda and lime rather than a scotch and soda, and will feel much better the next morning.

Casey used to say, “Whiskey makes you sick when you’re well—and well when you’re sick.”

He also had an expression for people who lost their composure when they drank too much: “Whiskey-slick.” Even with his amazing constitution, Casey could become garrulous or argumentative, might need a friendly arm to get him from the taxi to the hotel elevator.

Having a lot of friends who are alcoholics, recovering or otherwise, I would say that Casey was nowhere near the state of powerlessness that defines alcoholism. The Old Man surely drank a bit, but at the same time he was skillfully ducking or answering questions from his writers.

He kept up his guard, but occasionally you would see a glimpse of emotion. Casey had a great deal of respect for Fred Hutchinson, the burly manager of the Reds, who had once battled the Yankees as a pitcher with the Tigers. I will never forget Casey shuddering when he spotted his friend and rival, emaciated from cancer, being taken around the ballpark on a golf cart in 1964. There was no joking from the Old Man that day. The next year, Hutchinson was dead.

That same spring Casey broke a wrist when he slipped on a wet patch during an exhibition game. Then, late at night on July 25, 1965, Casey fell and broke his hip, and needed an artificial ball inserted in his hip socket. On August 30, he called a press conference to say he would resume managing but would not return the following season. At that conference, he horrified Edna by abruptly crossing one leg over another to demonstrate what a good job the surgeons had done.

“Casey!” she blurted, the way wives will.

They stayed home in Glendale after 1965, although Casey was a fixture every spring training in Florida. My daughter, now a sports columnist with the Baltimore Sun, can recall being a little girl, sitting on a barstool at the old Colonial Inn at St. Petersburg Beach, holding a ginger ale and chatting with that nice old couple, Casey and Edna.

In 1969, Casey was around to celebrate the Mets’ improbable World Championship, with Gil Hodges now the manager. Ron Swoboda, the Youth of America, made an epic diving catch in right field to help win one game.

The final years were not kind. One season Casey visited the Mets and confided that Edna was fine—“from the neck down,” meaning her wit and reason were gone.

Casey died in 1975 and Edna lived three years longer. I see them every day. My wife has made a large montage of our family photographs and she included a photo of Casey and Edna circa 1965, in a hansom cab, he doffing a top hat, she chucking him under the chin, a striking mixture of aging prophet and ageless beauty.

To this day, when I am taking an iconoclastic stance in my column, I remember asking the Old Man why he was not afraid.

“I can make a living telling the truth,” he would bellow.

I think of him every day.

GEORGE VECSEY, sports columnist with the New York Times, covered his first Yankee game in 1960, a month before his twenty-first birthday. He is the author of over a dozen books, including Joy in Mudville, a history of the Mets, published in 1970, with Casey Stengel as its central figure.













Why Be Last, Son?

BY E. M. SWIFT

IN THE EARLY 1970S SOMEONE MADE A TAPE recording of Frank Ward teaching wrestling to a group of first graders. I open with this, not because wrestling was an important element in Coach Ward’s repertoire, nor because he became a local legend at the Lake Forest (Illinois) Country Day School by working with first graders. A history teacher and the athletic director between 1959 and 1982, the barrel-chested Ward was best known for coaching football and baseball to seventh, eighth, and ninth graders. He wore a brush cut and carried himself with a military bearing, having been a decorated infantryman in both World War II and Korea. His imposing physical presence was offset by a warmth and twinkle in his eyes and a disarming sense of humor. He frequently ended history class with long, funny stories about army life. He called the quizzes he sprung on us “quizzicals.” The big test at the end of the term was a “testicle.”

Why the tape was made is something of a mystery, but the recording captures Coach Ward’s voice better than anything I’ve run across. It may help the reader understand how this extraordinary man was able to engender the loyalty and devotion of a generation of boys who later proved they were worthy of his life’s work. It may even help some readers understand why Coach Ward eventually alienated a small but vocal set of sheltering parents, an alienation that led to his premature retirement. Certainly those who knew him will recognize in the tape Coach Ward’s spirit, his love of nonsensical nicknames, his gruff, dramatic voice, and his ability to make the most meaningless competition into a Homeric struggle demanding courage and sacrifice.

“We’re going to do a little wrestling,” the tape begins. “Weinerman Henry, out here in the middle. Whites Woloson, right here. Get on all fours. Now when I say wrestle, wrestle. The idea is: Can you move fast? Who is fast? That’s what we’re trying to find out. Now wrestle! Use your hands. That’s it. Jeez, he gave that man an awful going over. Don’t take that, Whites Woloson. [The boy is apparently crying.] You all right? You’re all right. You’re a tough cookie, Whitey. You’re one tough cookie, Whites Woloson. Take a rest, you two. A mush job for Mouse Henry. Ha! Ha! Ha!”

Coach Ward would take one of his ham-sized palms and rub it vigorously and affectionately over a boy’s face when administering a “mush job.” It was the physical embodiment of tough love.

“Sid Gorter and Charlie Hough, out in the middle. Get on all fours. Now wrestle! The power of Charlie Hough! He’s trying to wear his man out, a typical Monty Hough trick. He’s a regular Jack Hough. [Jack Hough was Charlie’s older brother.] Oh, Sid, you’re taking an awful beating. Get on your stomach, Sid. He can’t pin you when you’re on your stomach. Roll on your stomach. Beautiful effort made by Sid, he almost had him. Oooh. It could be all over. It’s curtains for Sid. Here’s your winner. The power of Charlie Hough is brutal.”

You can hear the other first graders squealing with delight in the background. Coach Ward’s passion was infectious. “These two men, Whites Stauber and friend. Ready? Wrestle! Holy cow! Kent’s all over his man. He’s tearing Whites Stauberman apart! Whites Stauberman won’t take that. He will not take that. He’s going right after a pin. Hold it, hold it. Beautiful rolling in there. Whitey J. Stauberman learned to roll while fighting steers out West. Pin his arms down, Kent. Now squeeze him. He’s going to squeeze the stomach right out of him. Move the legs! He’s going to ride his man down. Fifty seconds to go in this bout. The clock is running. Kent’s as fast as a cat. He’s as fast as a cat without whiskers. Oh, man! He’s got him tied in a knot. He’s chasing his man all over the lot. No touching the competitors. Any man touching the competitors will be asked to leave. He almost had him by the big toe! Stay with him, Kent. Ten seconds left. Get on top of him. Go left, Whitey. Go left. Oh! He went right instead of left. This bout’s history.”

It was this particular class’s first introduction to Frank Ward. Some were already being dubbed with nicknames that would stay with them the rest of their lives. David “Sid” Gorter was the first of three Gorter brothers to be called “Sid” by Coach Ward, for no particular reason. Any kid with blond hair became “Whitey.” My brother, whose name was Lock, became J. K. Knutterman, who was a sausage maker out of Coach Ward’s childhood. He was also called Crazy Legs. The nicknames were a badge of honor, a boy’s athletic alter ego. Parents and siblings often adopted them. To this day (forty years after the fact) David Gorter’s parents call him Sid.

Frank Ward, like a lot of men of his era, believed in competition. He held chin-up contests, push-up contests, footraces. Sometimes he staged boxing matches. When children compete, there are winners and losers, sometimes tears. But with Coach Ward, whichever camp you landed in, the victorious or the vanquished, there was also fun and laughter. Real laughter. Not happy talk. Not: “Did everyone have fun today?” Feelings were hurt and quickly mended. At the end of the wrestling recording one boy can be heard lamenting that the gym class was too short, too short. Eight years later, as that group left the Day School, nearly all of them would believe the same thing. Their time with Frank Ward was too short, too short. Few of them would ever forget him.

I thought of Coach Ward last fall when I went to see my eleven-year-old son play school football. He was in sixth grade, a year older than when I began playing for Frank Ward, and it was his first year of tackle in full equipment. I was curious about the level of play. It soon became apparent the kids were working without a playbook. They were making up plays in the huddle, so each huddle lasted about five minutes, with six kids talking at once, arguing about who would get the ball. The coach, a math teacher, was refereeing, silently watching the chaos. There was no blocking, no teaching of fundamentals, no discipline. It was recess in full equipment.

The kids, of course, loved it. Kids can hack around all day. What they learn from it is another matter. I later talked to the school’s athletic director about the philosophy behind such a program, and he explained that at the sixth grade level, he didn’t want the kids to be too regimented. They had enough regimentation in the classroom. His thinking was, let the boys blow off some steam in the afternoon, have some fun, experiment playing different positions, and in seventh and eighth grade they’d get a real playbook and real coaching and learn real football. It didn’t seem to bother him that this formula had produced a string of losing seasons dating back a quarter century. The boys were having fun.

I ran this philosophy past Coach Ward, who’s now eighty-four and living in Charlottesville, Virginia. We hadn’t talked in several years. He immediately remembered what positions I’d played forty years ago, who my teammates were. He’s in wonderful shape, physically and mentally. “My philosophy was that I was on the field as an instructor,” Coach Ward said. “The same way an English or math teacher is in the classroom. I was trying to instill something for life. If we just went out to the field and kicked the ball around, had fun, made up some plays, that’s the same as if a math teacher said, ‘We’ll do some multiplication tables for a few minutes, then we’ll hack around with numbers. I’ll throw out some problems and we’ll see if you can get any of them right. Wrong answer? Oh, that’s all right. Nice try, fella. At least we’re using numbers.’

“I can’t conceive of doing something on an athletic field without organization,” he said. “We had the fifth and sixth graders use the same playbook as the varsity. It was fun, but it was also serious. Repetition. Repetition is the key to success.”

He knew about success. When he retired in 1982, Frank Ward’s football teams at LFCDS were 145-47-11. In baseball—he had spent a season in the Pittsburgh Pirates organization as a pitcher—his teams were 198-86. In the fall of 1962 and 1963, his 7th and 8th grade football teams were undefeated and unscored upon, going a combined 14-0. That merited a mention in the “Faces in the Crowd” section of Sports Illustrated, which was pretty heady stuff back then. My older brother played on the 1962 team, and I played some defense as a seventh grader on the 1963 squad. When the undefeated streak finally ended on the last play of the last game of the 1964 season on a long Hail Mary pass, breaking a 0-0 tie, Coach Ward reacted with an equanimity that few of us were able to fathom, never mind match. That, too, has endured. On the long, quiet bus ride home from Chicago, he told us how we’d had a great run, to hold our heads up. When the headmaster, Sam Parkman, came into his office that afternoon to ask how we’d done, Coach Ward summed it up with a single phrase: “It’s the end of an era, Sam.”

“I remember one of the parents saying, ‘This isn’t good for them,’” Coach Ward reminisced over the phone. “‘They’re going to get big heads and a distorted view of life.’ I told that parent, ‘Oh, it’s good for them, don’t you worry about that. There’s nothing wrong with winning. You don’t have to do it in a boastful manner, but everyone has to experience success. We all want a pat on the back for the job we do. There’s nothing better to build spirit in youth than having success in sports.’”

He was right, of course. All of us who were involved in either or both of those undefeated teams still take pride in the accomplishment. For many, it was the highlight of their athletic careers. We were a small school, about twenty boys to a grade, so almost everyone had to contribute in one way or another to the football team. Some were starters, some were backups, and some were the “loonies” who played special teams. But all were part of the team, and there was no “I” in team—one of the many motivational sayings Coach Ward hung around his locker room, lettered in his perfect, calligraphic hand, ornamented with hand-drawn stars, winged feet, trees, and footballs.

“Enthusiasm creates momentum.”

“Always run off the field.”

“The difference between champ and chump is you.”

It didn’t matter if you were the third-string center, or the star running back: the rules were the same. His attention to your development was identical. No one was under his radar. Most of us were spoiled rich kids, raised by nannies, destined to head off to the best private schools in the East. Those were the trappings that gave us big heads and a distorted view of life. Coach Ward was our dose of reality. He made us want to prove ourselves to him. Our success on the football field was the result of what he liked to call “pick and shovel work.” He’d remind us of this fact while supervising our blocking and tackling drills, or when he told us we were going to run the sledding hill “till we dropped” at the end of practice. To the slowest runners, he’d exhort, “Why be last, son?” a theme many of his less athletic players would always remember, because while few are blessed with the speed and talent to be first, all of us, through nothing more than determination and will, have the ability to be better than last. The last man was a quitter. Coach Ward insisted only that we try.

And we did try, because if we didn’t he had an endless repertoire of comical putdowns that would be repeated and quoted for years. A boy who shied away from contact was a “spineless weenie.” A kid who made a mental error was dubbed “Cement Head” and accused of thinking about “Susie Schlitzenheimer,” his generic name for any girl. A kid who loafed during practice had been spending too much time at “88 Flavors,” his name for the local ice-cream store. “Hells bells, son, forget about your ice-cream cone or you’ll have cleat marks up your back!”

A running back who went down too easily must have “tripped in a cleat hole.” A poor tackle would elicit a comment like, “That man thinks he’s waltzing with Susie Schlitzenheimer. This is football, not dancing school.” If a kid had an older brother, Coach Ward’s standard line to light his fire was, “You couldn’t carry your brother’s jockstrap.” An overweight lineman unable to do a single chin-up might be dubbed: The Crisco Kid. “Isn’t that pathetic?” the coach would say with a merry chuckle, as we watched and hooted while the boy dangled from the chin-up bar. “You are watching the triumph of gravity over blubber. Have you no pride, son? Show some pride!” It might take a small boost, but eventually that boy would do a chin-up, and Coach Ward would celebrate it as if he’d won an Olympic medal.

“I remember one rainy day having to run the obstacle course in the gym,” Bill “Whitey” Hunter remembers. He’s now forty-eight. “I was having trouble climbing a wall, and he was all over me. He could really get under your skin. It filled me with anger, and all of a sudden I discovered a fifth gear I didn’t know I had. I got over the wall, tripped, and did a somersault on the stairs, but managed to finish first. He ran over and grabbed me and gave me a ‘mush job,’ praising me, which was one of the best feelings I ever had in a competitive environment. He did it personally, not in front of everyone as he often did. It was as if he said, ‘If you can finish first with that kind of effort, imagine the other things you can accomplish.’ I don’t think it was the winning that was important to me that day. It was the discovery that I really had more determination and effort than I thought. To some people it may sometimes have seemed he was making fun of kids, but he did not play favorites, and really what he was doing was molding character.”

Coach Ward’s jocular barbs were delivered during practices, never during games, and often broke tension and generated laughs in the midst of a long, hot practice. He could tease, prod, poke fun at, and berate, and we’d willingly come back for more. He never crossed the line into meanness, and his quips were balanced by an equal measure of praise. “He taught all of us to laugh at each other. All of us knew that we could be the subject of the next laugh,” Tom Hunter, now fifty, recently said. “Try hard, and when you make the mistake of a lifetime, laugh and learn from it. Don’t take yourself too seriously. Frank asked us to risk looking like a fool while playing sports.”

“I felt humor added something,” Coach Ward says now. “Knute Rockne used to say when things get tense, you need to relieve that, to make a little joke, get the boys to laugh. We had this fella, Ralph Brown, who was a little wingback. We kept practicing a reverse to him, and he kept fumbling. Time after time. He’s embarrassed, he’s feeling down, and I remember thinking I’d better say something. So I went up to him and said, ‘Ralph, give me your hands. Let me look at them. Oh, there you go. That explains it. No wonder you’re fumbling the ball, son. You don’t have fingers. Those are nubs. This man has nubs for fingers. Okay, let’s run it again.’ Everyone laughs, and he relaxes, and from that day forward he’s Nubs Brown.”

In the winter Coach Ward led hikes on Saturday morning through the ravines of Lake Forest. Kids, parents, and fellow teachers accompanied him. He had that magic that made people want to be in his company, and he was a wonderful storyteller. As a high school kid, he’d been one of the young men charged with handling the docking ropes for the dirigible Hindenburg when it exploded into flames, killing thirty-five people on board. To hear him describe the flames raining down from the sky, the screams, the terror—you didn’t want to miss that. So people got up on those cold winter mornings and hiked. He loved nature and believed in physical conditioning. In the spring he cleared trails through the woods surrounding the school, and had younger kids “run the bunny trail” for exercise during recess. It somehow made jogging more fun. Baseball, with its relaxed pace and peculiar bounces, was a ripe source of humor. An outfielder who misplayed a fly ball had either “lost it in his eyelash” or was “out there picking daisies.” A batter who stepped in the bucket was “a Mary Margaret hitter.” A line drive pulled foul was greeted with the exclamation, “She’s foul, fat, and forty!” A pitcher who walked too many batters was playing “Waltz me around again, Willie.” You never knew what was going to come out of his mouth.

He called the suicide squeeze play the “skeezix,” and a generation of LFCDS ballplayers can still remember the sign. Coach Ward would stand at the third base box, place both hands below his jockstrap, then yank upward with a pronounced, unsightly hitch. Sandy Stuart, now fifty-three, remembers getting the sign in a game in 1964 and starting inwardly to chuckle. He then missed the bunt, causing the runner to be out at home. “Hells bells, son,” Coach Ward told him. “If you can’t hit the ball with the bat, stick a leg or arm out there. Take one for the team!”

“With another chance at bat, I would have,” Stuart says now. “He wasn’t angry. Coach Ward rarely got angry. He just wanted me to focus on the task at hand.”

He could get angry, though. He had lines one didn’t cross. As a sixth grader I lost my temper after we’d lost an intrasquad baseball game, and in a fit I accused him of lying. His reaction was immediate: “You’re done, son,” he snapped. “Take a hike and don’t come back. Your playing days on this field are over.”

I missed the next three days of sports until my homeroom teacher gently suggested that I apologize. I slunk into his office. Coach Ward’s door was always open. Near tears, fearful, I told him I was sorry. He listened with understanding in his eyes. “We all make mistakes,” he told me, his usual gruffness softened. “You come out this afternoon and apologize to the team, and the whole incident is forgotten. Son, it never happened.”

It was, I’m certain, the last time I raised my voice to a coach in anger again.

So we learned. Without even knowing it, we learned. How to win and lose. How to practice. To hustle. To be accountable for our actions. To laugh at our mistakes. After we left the Day School, we went on with our lives, but within each of us Coach Ward’s voice lived on, coming forth during competitions and practices in high school, then college, then when we became parents and tried to imitate his teasing, prodding, compassionate manner with our own kids. Coach Ward stayed at LFCDS, turning down opportunities to coach older athletes, turning down better-paying jobs, because he’d found a niche where he knew he was making a difference.

Time passed, and the world started to change around him. Parents became more involved, more vocal, more protective. Teachers and coaches were judged, not by their body of work, but by what they had done for “my” child today. Competition became, if not a dirty word, a word that raised eyebrows of suspicion. Political correctness ramped up. Repetition? Discipline? Spineless weenies? All became out of vogue.

“When I came here there were parents who didn’t buy Frank’s style, whose kids sat on the bench most of the game,” says Jim Marks, who became headmaster of LFCDS in 1981. “It wasn’t to the point where he had to go, but the wolves were at the door. He was still very popular, because Frank was Frank. But he was somewhat out of step with the times.”

Girls’ sports were becoming more important, and, nationally, soccer was on the rise. “At the end of his career, Frank was criticized by a number of parents because ‘the times had changed,’” recalls Bob Bullard, a history teacher at LFCDS since 1971, who coached football and baseball with Ward for five years. “Frank could be tough on kids, with a little bit of a ‘survival of the fittest’ attitude, and tough love wasn’t as appreciated as much anymore.”

Gently pushed by the new administration, Coach Ward decided to retire early, in 1982, at age sixty-one. The school named a new sports field after him, and gave him a small stipend. He was able to ride off into the sunset as one of the most beloved teachers in the history of the school.

Problem was, his kids couldn’t forget him. “There was some serious depression in our class when Frank left,” remembers Luke Lincoln, who’d been a seventh grader Ward’s final year. He vividly recalls how Ward’s successor removed all the team photos from the walls of the school, the neatly stacked footballs and baseballs with the records of every former team he’d coached. All the individual records—longest punt, longest run from scrimmage, longest pass completion. The history and tradition, all gone.

His former players kept talking about him whenever they got together, however, quoting him, wondering how Coach Ward was doing. Once in a while someone would go down to visit him in Lexington, Virginia, where he’d moved. They’d report back how he hadn’t changed, he was active in the Senior Olympics, still a physical fitness fanatic, still practicing throwing the discus and putting the shot. He’d saved all his memorabilia from his LFCDS days, photos with team captains, records, playbooks. They were stored in a shed in the back. He was living on a small place in the country with his wife, Jeanne.

This went on for years. Then, in the spring of 2000, Luke Lincoln and his brother-in-law, John Hough, both former players, went to visit. Coach Ward, who was eighty, put lime down on the field in his backyard in anticipation of their arrival so they could hold a mini-Olympics. He narrated the tilt with his usual passion, holding a punting competition, then having them put the shot and throw the discus. It was like when they were kids back in school.

Afterwards they went inside to watch the Masters golf tournament on television.

“He had a grainy, black-and-white TV with rabbit ears,” Hough remembers. “He couldn’t afford cable. This was a man who would have loved the History Channel and ESPN. His car had about 120,000 miles on it, and he couldn’t afford to have it fixed. He’d bought it from a shady dealer and was paying a 29 percent interest rate. He wasn’t going to complain about anything, but it was obvious he was living on a shoestring.”

As they’d been taught to do on the football field as kids, Lincoln and Hough picked up the ball and ran with it. A call went out to Ward’s former players, men (and women) between thirty and fifty-five years old, for funds to buy him a new car, a new TV, monthly cable. The response was overwhelming. “They raised so much they couldn’t spend it all,” says David Gorter. “So they started looking at how else they could help.”

“We asked ourselves, how can we pay back a guy who’s meant so much to us?” Hough says. “Here was a very social guy living way out in the country, very little social interaction. He was eighty years old, taking care of the place himself. His children weren’t around to help him. He was worried what would happen if an illness or injury happened to him or to Jeanne. We wanted to improve his life.” They took the Wards to visit an upscale retirement home in Charlottesville, Virginia, called the Colonnades. Did they like it? Would they be interested in moving there? Yes, of course, the Wards responded. But they’d never be able to afford it.

The phone calls began. The letters. They called themselves the Secret Panthers—the Panthers was the team nickname of LFCDS—and in a matter of months 150 donors, in increments between $10 and $10,000, had given $165,000, with additional pledges for $35,000 a year to offset the annual rent for the Wards at the Colonnades. In 2003 they moved in. “Members of every single class he ever coached gave,” says David “Sid” Gorter, who helped organize the fund-raising efforts launched by Lincoln and Hough. “Parents gave. Twelve women donated who as girls had had him as a history teacher. It was an incredible, immediate response. It isn’t often in life you get to go back and tell somebody who’s meant a lot to you, Thank you. If we hadn’t done this, everyone who ever played for him would have wished they’d told him that while he was still alive. Now they’ve done so. This is one of those feel-good stories. It’s been win-win.”

A Secret Panther dinner was held back in Lake Forest to honor Coach Ward. People flew in from all over the country. Composed, lucid, humorous, and wise, the old mentor went around the table, squeezing shoulders and saying something about every man there. They weren’t just his star athletes. They were all ages, and all skill levels. Cement Heads (2) and Whiteys (8), Sids (3) and Seamonoviches (1). “Never much of an athlete,” he said to one, “but this man had the heart of a lion.”

And to another: “The best third-string center in the history of the school.”

Any bitterness he’d once felt about retiring early, the tiny pension he was forced to live on, was entirely gone. He spoke as a man fulfilled, his emotions under control, ever the teacher. “Only the words of a poet could express my feelings for what you gentlemen have done for Jeanne and me,” he said. “I can only say there is a God that looks out for people.”

Then he spoke about his profession, about coaching young kids. “Football’s a slice of life. Most of my guys never went on to play in high school or college, but for the rest of their lives they could watch a bowl game, or an NFL game, and relate. They were able to say, ‘At one time in my life, I played football.’ The joy is in taking a guy who isn’t going to be an athlete and incorporating him into the group. One kid runs like Jesse Owens, and here comes a little guy who has two left feet. God did that. So you take the kid who has two left feet, you say something humorous about him, give him a nickname, something to make the others laugh, and now he’s part of the group. I enjoyed working with the younger element. I might have had higher aspirations at one time in my life to coach at a higher level, but if you enjoy something and get wrapped up in it, you don’t want to leave it. It becomes ingrained in you. It’s happiness. You might make more money coaching at a higher level, but it really doesn’t offer you more happiness. I don’t think you do the same molding of young people in high school or college that you do in elementary school. That’s what I always thought of my job, that I was in the business of molding.”

E.M. SWIFT is a senior writer at Sports Illustrated. He weighed 105 pounds when he played linebacker and fullback for Coach Frank Ward in 1964. He lives in Carlisle, Massachusetts.
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