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  From a father’s point of view to his son

  Jameer could make any father proud of the way he

  carries himself and the way he is a role model both

  on and off the basketball court.

  If I were to live my life over again, I would choose to be him.

  ***

  This book is dedicated to our grandchildren

  Meer-meer (Jameer Jr.)

  Boo-boo (Ruth Noelle)

  (both born August 2001)

  and

  Bryn (Brianna Kathryn)

  (born January 1995)


  PREFACE

  For my husband Charles and me these past four years, there was nothing finer to do on a summers evening than to grab a quick bite to eat after work and then head to Aston to see Jameer and some of the other players from our Donofrio teams play in the PureGame League. We could always count on seeing some of our friends who also loved basketball.

  From the Glen Mills School, we might see their most avid and loyal fans, Ann and Al Lee. Ann had been head of food services for the boys for many years and then retired, but she and Al kept in touch, attending just about every game where the Glen Mills boys were playing. Each year as new boys came on board, they would get to know them and show they cared. The boys in turn just loved them back, almost as if they were their own grandparents. The coaches from Glen Mills, Tony, Bob and Craig, always had a team in the PureGame League and would be there to greet us and talk a little basketball.

  From our Donofrio teams, we would see the Carroll brothers, Matt and Pat, and often their parents, John and Maureen, and their sister, Lauren. We had known them since they moved to our area from Pittsburgh and played with the local Hatboro-Horsham High School squad. Matt had been named Player of the Year in Pennsylvania in both his junior and senior years and had gone on to play at Notre Dame. He is now playing in the NBA with the San Antonio Spurs. For several years, as a birthday present to my husband, we would fly out to South Bend to spend a few days to see Matt play and to soak up some of the incredible spirit of Notre Dame. It was a place to be wonderfully glad to be Irish. Pat had chosen Saint Josephs University and had the enjoyment of playing not only with Jameer but also an incredible squad over three years and of becoming well recognized for his sharp-shooting skills.

  We would particularly look for the Earl Foster team that included Jameer from Saint Josephs and Larry Yarbray from Chester High School who served as a player-coach. Here we could count on seeing some of the best basketball in the Philadelphia area. The Tri-States Sports facility where the games were held would get very hot some nights, and the players’ jerseys and shorts would be totally soaked by the end of their games. And whenever Jameer was there, I could count on getting a big, sweaty hug as he greeted us after the game just as he had done since we got to know him in his high school days.

  We particularly remember one evening when a player on another team who had been an Ail-American in college and then played in the NBA came into the warmups and made a lot of disparaging remarks about Jameer, Jameer just laughed, continued his warmups and then played his game, nailing 37 points. The regulation game ended in a tie score, and then in overtime, Jameer’s final three-pointer won the game for the Earl Foster team. As always, he let his game do the talking for him.

  Charles and I and sometimes our good friend, Mike Galante, would then leave, welcoming the cool evening air with lots to chat about and the goal to find a Ritas Water Ice that was still open. If that failed, there was always an all-night Dunkin Donuts with an Icy Latta somewhere along the drive home. For us, a perfect summer’s night!

  In the summer after his freshman year when Jameer was in Japan for the World Games helping the USA win a gold medal, we would go on the Internet before heading to Aston to print out the latest news. Since most of this was not being printed in the Philadelphia papers, we would give a copy to Pete Nelson so that he could keep up with what his son was doing and add this to his collection of news articles about Jameer’s basketball games. And it was in doing this that we came to know Pete better and came to realize in the Nelson family the apple did not fall far from the tree.

  Pete is very warm-hearted, very genuine in his positive outlook on life and his positive attitude toward other people. When you leave his company, you just feel that everything is all right with the world. We learned along the way that he had been the guiding force in his sons’ sports activities and that whenever he could, he was there to help in whatever way he was needed. If he could not be there, he would arrange for someone else to be there for them.

  He has attended just about every game Jameer has played. He liked to sit high in the stands, and when Jameer came out on the floor, he would stand up ready to give a high-five or other signal when Jameer looked up to see where he was sitting. There have been times, such as the Coaches vs. Cancer Classic held in Madison Square Garden, when Jameer ran up through the stands to give his father a big, sweaty hug and the trophy he had won.

  In 2003, my book My Morns Making History— The Story of Computer Software, Copyrights and Creativity was published. Its title came from an essay our daughter Christie had written when she was ten years old about our landmark U.S. Supreme Court case Whelan v. Jaslow that confirmed use of the copyright laws to protect computer software. After telling our own story in that book, several of our basketball friends suggested that I write Jameer s story, that his was a story worth telling. We told this to Pete after one of the PureGames the following summer, adding that it would be a better story if he told what he knew first hand about his son. He liked the idea.

  That is how this book came to be. Charles and I would travel to Chester to spend an evening here and there with Pete, taping his stories, taking notes. We came to look forward to these enjoyable evenings. They were filled with lots of stories from all of us, lots of laughter and new insights, lots of things we had in common.

  When the project first started, we thought this might be a self-published work produced with a small amount of money for distribution among Jameer’s family and friends. Then as Saint Joseph’s season became so magnificent and Jameer’s leadership and athletic skills received recognition far and wide, we thought this story might be worth telling to many

  One of the insights I gained from this project was a greater understanding of how important the caring and support of a number of folks had been to Jameer’s development. Sometimes people would say he had to overcome many obstacles and hardships, but that was not exactly true. Jameer had two parents who loved and truly cared about him. He did not have one good home, but two. Both were known to be great cooks and he had plenty to eat. With their subsequent marriages to other people, he had a large family of brothers and sisters and then an extended family with lots of aunts, uncles, cousins and grandparents.

  His participation in sports from an early age on gave him a focus, gave him action and fun, and then later gave him the opportunity to continue his education and develop a career. Along the way, his coaches taught him not only physical skills but also the importance of teamwork and of leadership. His educators brought out in him a work ethic and confidence that he could do well with his academic studies.

  What some might consider a hardship was the lack of money, but dollars were only a minor issue, an insignificant part of his life and his success. They were needed to buy better sneakers, but his sisters and others pitched in and helped. They were needed for trips and transportation, but friends and family and community groups helped with this. And then Phil Martelli came along and offered a full scholarship to college.

  Academics were also a challenge for Jameer, not quite as natural as his sports, but one he took on headfirst. His parents and his educators took extra measures to assure that his grades would be good, that he would score well in his college aptitude and achievement tests, and that he would be able to handle college-level courses.

  What Jameer had was a legacy of athleticism and of genuinely liking people, of appreciation and humbleness and persistence. He responded to those who cared about him and to those who were teaching him and because he did this, they took extra measures to help him. He was willing to learn and to work hard but he was also a kid who liked to have fun along the way

  When Jameer made his decision to return to college for his senior year rather than pursuing the NBA draft, we were overjoyed. We recalled telling our own son, Chad, when he was in his senior year at Gettysburg College to cherish this time. Never again would he have such easy access to friends and to learning experiences. One day in the not too distant future, he would have a job and work responsibilities and then likely family responsibilities. Friends to just relax and share your life with would be less available as they, too, would become involved in work and family

  When Jameer told his teammates his decision to stay at Saint Joseph’s, they all surprised him and gave him hugs, something they had never done before. Jameer said he just wanted to be a kid for one more year and to have fun working with his teammates to have a winning season. We were glad for him, that he would have this special time before facing, as he put it, the real world. Little did we realize just how special it would be.

  What set him apart, we think, were not just his athletic skills but also his heart and his spirit. I recall when he returned from Japan sporting a new tattoo, he explained its meaning to me and made me realize each one had a deep spiritual meaning to him.

  Among my own mentors, helping me to be the best I could be, were Miriam and Herbert Frank. When I was young, they taught me a little verse that became part of me. I do not know its origin, but because they were Quakers, I think the verse might also be. It goes: “They drew a circle and shut me out, heretic, rebel, a thing to flout. But love and I had wit to win, we drew a circle and took them in.”

  This is what Jameer does—he draws a circle and takes people in. It is his own special brand of leadership, not necessarily with physical hugs, but hugs nonetheless to help others be all they can be.

  As the years go by, I will remember his amazing plays, but I think what I will remember most about Jameer is his holding little Meer-meer in his arms, his smiling eyes and face and those big, wonderful, sweaty hugs.

  —Elaine Whelan
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  I would like to pay great tribute to all of Jameer s coaches. Here, to the best of my memory are their names:

  
    
      	T-Ball
      	Ted Ott
    

    
      	Football
      	Ed Long
    

    
      	
      	Vince Long
    

    
      	
      	Rich Lubicki
    

    
      	
      	Newt
    

    
      	
      	Morgan
    

    
      	
      	Bill Miller
    

    
      	
      	Bill Hudson
    

    
      	Baseball
      	Calvin Bernard
    

    
      	
      	(and Pete Nelson!)
    

    
      	Basketball
      	Joe Griffith
    

    
      	
      	Clara Johnson John Shelton, Jr.
    

    
      	
      	Fred Pickett
    

    
      	
      	Keddy Harris Fred Moon
    

    
      	
      	Derrick Spence Keith Taylor Terry Thomas. Larry Yarbray Phil Martelli
    

    
      	
      	Mark Bass
    

    
      	
      	Matt Brady Monte Ross
    

    
      	
    

  

  —Pete Nelson


  INTRODUCTION

  In the basketball season of 2003-2004, there was magic in the air throughout the Philadelphia area.

  Jameer Nelson had made his decision to return to Saint Josephs University to complete his senior year after attending the NBA pre-draft camp and giving serious consideration to entering the NBA draft. He said he wanted to be a kid for one more year and have fun being with his teammates, working together for a winning season.

  After mounting success after success in his first three years playing college ball and dazzling many with his movements and leadership on the court, there were high hopes that this would not only be a winning season for St. Joes but also that individual and team records could reach new heights.

  Tried and true sports fans know from experience that many things can go wrong…there can be injuries, sicknesses and dissension among players, conflicts with the coach, sometimes just bad luck and always the possibility of competitors who are stronger and more formidable. But confidence in the positive possibilities prevailed. It was going to be a very good year.

  By the end of their storybook season, Jameer became the most celebrated athlete not only at Saint Josephs University but also in the history of the National Collegiate Athletic Association, He was honored not only for his athletic skills but also for the leadership, unselfishness, humanity and team spirit he brought to collegiate sports. How did he become this person?

  Perhaps you will gain greater insight, perhaps some of your curiosity will be satisfied, as his father Pete Nelson and friend Elaine Whelan tell his story beginning at birth through his early school days and then his years playing basketball in high school and college and preparing for a professional careen


  CHAPTER 1

  The Story Begins

  South of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, along the Delaware River and its shipyards is the city of Chester. This is where Jameer Nelson was born on the ninth of February in 1982, the third child of Linda and Floyd “Pete” Nelson. It was the shipyards and a job as a welder that drew his father to Chester after his service in the Marine Corps during the Vietnam War.
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