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  OPENING THEIR HOMES AND HEARTS, ALONG WITH many painful old wounds, the children of Edward “Moose” Krause made it possible to chronicle the true story of their father’s life. They shared his tragedies as well as his triumphs in emotional detail that still inspires tears and laughter among them. Without their candor, this book would be no more than a glimpse back at the many glory days of Notre Dame athletics that Krause experienced as a player, coach and administrator. Perhaps that story, which spans the generations from Rockne to Holtz, would be worthy enough in itself to be the subject of a book. But that was his life’s work, not his life story. Krause’s children understand that better than anyone. Rev. Edward Krause described the difference in the eulogy he delivered for his father, saying “a love affair with the whole of life, with the energy and the mystery of it, that’s what Dad’s story is all about.” He and his younger sister and brother, Mary Carrigan and Phil Krause, articulated that point in vivid and compelling stories that revealed why their father remains so revered on the Notre Dame campus and beyond.




  They all share many of their father’s traits, from his charismatic personality and sense of humor, to his ear for a good story, to his genetic incapability to say no. More than agreeing to my many requests for interviews and information, they invariably offered to give more. Not ten feet from where I’m sitting now, a stack of scrapbooks, personal letters and family photographs—precious material their mother, Elise, meticulously kept—serves as a virtual Library of Krause. They have never asked when this treasure trove of family memories would be returned, only if I needed anything else.




  To Father Ed, Mary, Phil and their families: thank you for making it possible to tell this story so completely. Many other friends and colleagues of Krause offered similarly intimate glimpses from their own perspectives. Jack Connor, the author of Leahy’s Lads and a natural storyteller, made 1940s football practices seem more vivid than a SportsCenter high-light. Jack’s brother, George, the All-American tackle, met Krause when he was still selling sprinklers to Catholic parishes in Chicago. George idolized Krause then, and to hear his tone of voice when he talked about their relationship, that feeling remained sixty years and hundreds of victory cigars later. Marty O’Connor, a former Notre Dame basketball player and a polio victim who remembered his hospitalization down to the itchy blankets wrapped around him, cried when he discussed Krause’s supportive presence at his bedside. And Joe Doyle, the former South Bend Tribune sports editor, made me feel the hangover from a bender that happened before I was born.




  This list could go on and on—and, in a way, it does over the next couple hundred pages. Too many people contributed too many brush-strokes to this portrait of Krause to acknowledge any of them as fully as they deserve. I hope the story they helped tell serves as adequate thanks.




  I also hope it is worth the sacrifices colleagues, friends and family made along the way. Jill Langford showed patience and encouragement to ease my anxiety about an unfamiliar business, while displaying a passion for the project and trust in my approach that inspired confidence. Bill Bilinski, the sports editor at the South Bend Tribune, also supported and accommodated me throughout this process, no matter the inconvenience to him. Bill and Eric Hansen, the managing editor of Sports Report, both helped me carve enough time out of a reporter’s quirky schedule to devote to this project without a whisper of complaint. Charles Lamb, Marlene Wasikowski and Erik Dix of the University of Notre Dame archives provided valuable assistance with audiovisual materials and photographs. Hearing Krause deliver a speech to Army chaplains in Europe or seeing him alongside Frank Leahy on the sidelines in an overcoat and a fedora in the 1940s brings the stories of those occasions vividly to life. The Notre Dame archives houses a wealth of similar material and its dedicated staff graciously shared it with me.




  Finally, and most importantly, an inadequate thank you to my family, who often seemed more enthusiastic about this project than I did. I’m not certain where the idea to write a biography of Krause originated, but if it didn’t start with my father, Roland, he kept it alive with his gentle prodding. I know he’s as proud as anyone to see it finally in print. It never seemed to matter to my mother, Joyce, that I was writing a book—and I mean that as a compliment. If I wrote parking tickets for a living, she would be happy as long as I enjoyed it. That’s a comforting feeling in a world where many people care more about resumes than relationships. Inspiration also comes from my sister, Laurie Dow, and her husband, Rick. They offer one generous gesture after another, large and small, too often taken for granted, but never forgotten. My brother, Randy, says I told him at age nine that I wanted to write a book. I’ll take his word for it. Since that day, or at least as long as I can remember, he’s assured me a hundred different ways that it—and anything else—is possible.




  Nobody sacrificed more to make this book possible than my wife, Kara, who had to fit her life around my bizarre work habits. There must have been days when she wondered if it would ever be finished, but I never knew it. I know there were many days when I felt that way, and Kara provided the motivation to make sure that I would see it through to the end.




  Foreword




  I FIRST HEARD OF MOOSE KRAUSE IN 1941 WHEN HE came to our house on the south side of Chicago to recruit my brother George to attend Holy Cross College where Moose was then a coach. I was in eighth grade at the time and I remember when he walked in the door, he was so big he blocked the whole doorway. I wasn’t sure who he was at the time, but I learned about him the following year when I was a freshman at DeLaSalle High School. I learned about Moose’s Lithuanian roots; that Moose and his brother Phil were the stars on D’s athletic teams in the late 1920s; and that Moose went on to star in football and basketball at Notre Dame. Our athletic director, Brother Austin, talked about Moose every chance he could during my four years at DeLaSalle. I not only learned of Moose’s prowess in football and basketball but also of his prodigious appetite and his endearing charm. It seems he could talk the Brothers into or out of anything. He became a larger than life figure to me.




  My next encounter with Moose was when I reported to summer football practice at Notre Dame in 1946. He was an assistant football coach in charge of the tackles under Frank Leahy and also the head basketball coach. I saw Moose every day on the practice field that fall and many times up close, as our freshman group scrimmaged the varsity often. I was impressed with Moose’s demeanor on the field. He never hollered or even raised his voice. He had such a presence about him that he didn’t have to raise his voice to make a point. When he wanted to correct a mistake a player made he would tell the player straight out what he did wrong and then how to do it the right way. He never belittled a player no matter what mistake was made. Moose made it a point to compliment a player when it was called for and when you heard him say, “That’s the way to tackle” or “Good block,” it made you feel like a million dollars because it came from Moose.




  Moose had a charm about him that is hard to describe. He seemed to have a perpetual twinkle in his eye that signaled that he was at peace with himself and the world around him. He was the type of person who was fun to be around. I’m sure Moose got angry at times, but I never saw him when he was upset. He was one of the most even-tempered persons I was ever around.




  One day as an underclassman at Notre Dame, I was walking across the campus with John Lujack, one of the stars of the football team, and we encountered Moose. He smiled and said in that warm voice of his, “Hi Jack (to me)–good to see you Sheriff ” (to Lujack). Some time later I was again with one of the stars of the team and met Moose. The greeting from Moose was the same–I was called by name and the other one “Sheriff.” I figured out that his pet name for a player who “made it” was Sheriff. I can remember thinking how terrific it would be to get to the point where I would merit that lofty status of being called “Sheriff ” by Moose. In my senior year I, along with a sophomore teammate, were approaching the athletic offices when we saw Moose. He called out, “Hi Bob (to my teammate)–good to see you Sheriff ” (to me). I couldn’t believe it–I was called by his pet name. I had arrived.




  Years later I found out that Moose took great pride in calling the football and basketball players by name but found it difficult to remember the names of so many of the athletes who had graduated as they returned to campus. In his own clever way he devised a plan. He would make it a point to learn the athletes names and call them by name during their early years at school. When they became seniors he switched to calling them “Sheriff.” Then in the years that followed, when he saw one of the former players he wouldn’t have to scramble to recall the name; he would call out, “Sheriff, it’s good to see you back.” When I learned this, it made Moose all the more endearing to think he went to this length so as to not offend anyone by not remembering their name. It was so typical of Moose.




  Other than the Grotto, Moose’s office was the most visited place on campus, particularly by former ballplayers. Moose was everyone’s favorite. He was a delight to be with whether it was visiting in his office, on the golf course or in his booth—one of the wooden booths on the roof of the old stadium where he was at his best. He would invite former teammates, his favorite friends, family members and former players to share the booth with him to watch the Notre Dame home football games. It was considered a great honor to be invited by Moose to sit in his booth. My brother George, who stayed close to Moose through the years, was a permanent member, as was Creighton Miller, the Hall of Fame back from the 1943 Notre Dame team. When Moose heard I was writing a book, Leahy’s Lads, I became a regular visitor in the booth.




  George and I agree that those times spent with Moose in his booth over the course of three seasons were some of the happiest and most fun times of our lives. Moose was the perfect host and also a benevolent dictator in his booth. He ordered all his guests to arrive early so as to have more time for storytelling. He told us where to sit and then the fun began, as Moose would start the proceedings in the same way by saying, “George, tell them about the time I recruited you” or “tell them about my instructions to you in the Iowa game” or whatever story he wanted to hear. George could always get Moose to laugh when he told the group the story of Moose reporting to Knute Rockne for the first time. According to George, Rockne asked Moose what number he wanted. Moose replied, “number 69.” When asked why, Moose was reported as saying, “So I’ll have the same number whether I’m standing up or upside down.” And Creighton Miller could make Moose laugh uproariously no matter how many times he told the story of Moose being asked by a reporter before a football game, “Coach, how many men are you going to dress?” According to Creighton, Moose replied, “I am going to dress 22, the rest will have to dress themselves.”




  Moose always lit one of his big cigars when we arrived in the booth. Our final year in the booth was the year they banned smoking in the stadium. The head usher spotted Moose with his lit cigar and went immediately to Dick Rosenthal’s booth and informed him, as the athletic director, that Moose Krause was smoking in his booth. Rosenthal said to the usher, “That’s Moose Krause. He can do whatever he wants.” During one of the games that year we were visited in the booth by Father Ted Hesburgh, the president emeritus of Notre Dame. He greeted all of us warmly and was invited by Moose to sit next to him. The two old friends were enjoying each other’s company when Father Hesburgh pulled a cigar from his pocket and said, “I understand you smoke in this booth. Is it all right if I light up?” I think that speaks volumes about Moose’s legendary status at Notre Dame, when Notre Dame’s most famous president asks Moose for permission to smoke in the stadium.




  When Moose died, it was a terrible blow to all who knew him. As George and I say, “we lost a father, a brother, a confidant and best friend all rolled into one.” In memory of Moose, I wrote a poem about him and our days with him in his booth called “In Heaven with Moose,” which is engraved on a bronze plaque and housed in the Moose section in the Joyce Athletic Center. He was truly a legend and a remarkable man. We still miss him.




  When I heard Jason Kelly was writing a book about Moose’s life I was thrilled. Although there have been books written about Moose, none seemed to have done him justice; a good book about Moose was needed. Jason, as the son of my classmate Roland Kelly, grew up learning of the traditions and mystique of that special place called Notre Dame and of one of its legends, Moose Krause. I was sure Jason would write the book from a unique perspective.




  When I read the manuscript it was all that I hoped for and more. Jason has captured Moose as few have done by blending amusing stories with insights into Moose’s character and personality. Mr. Notre Dame is much more than a story of a young man who rose from humble Lithuanian roots to become a Notre Dame legend. It is also a story of a man who, by his charm and strong character, endeared himself to all who knew him, from the thousands of students he encountered along the way to fellow athletic directors, coaches and captains of industry. I wholeheartedly recommend Mr. Notre Dame to all readers who would like to know such a man.




  GEORGE CONNOR AND JACK CONNOR




  Introduction




  FROM KNUTE ROCKNE ALL-AMERICAN TO RUDY, THE stories of Notre Dame’s athletic legends have captured the imagination of millions. Yet the life story of Edward “Moose” Krause, the man eulogized in the New York Times as the “true legend” of Notre Dame, has never been fully told. That’s probably his fault. Plenty of people encouraged him to write his memoirs, but he always begged off, preferring to deflect attention and credit for his half-century of service to the university. When one of his successors as athletic director, Dick Rosenthal, worked out the details for Krause to write a book with best-selling author Stephen Singular, the title above the big “MOOSE KRAUSE” byline suggested it would not be a revealing autobiography. It was called Notre Dame’s Greatest Coaches—of which Krause was not one—and it chronicled the careers of Rockne, Leahy, Parseghian and Holtz, the men who built and maintained the Irish football tradition.




  Singular deftly incorporated many of the details of Krause’s life into the book, interweaving it with the highs and lows of decades of Notre Dame football. Had Krause not died just weeks after the 1992 season featured in the book, the final version probably would have included less of his own life. It’s a richer text with Krause’s story sprinkled throughout it, just as Notre Dame’s athletic history is richer for his vast contributions.




  Few would argue with a slight editing of the title of that book to make it apply directly to Krause: “Notre Dame’s Greatest.” It may sound like hyperbole, but the love and admiration for Krause, still palpable nearly a decade after his death, suggests few have accomplished more or generated as much goodwill for Notre Dame. No less a legend than Rev. Theodore M. Hesburgh, president emeritus of the university and its most respected leader of the last fifty years, says, “If I ever met a saint, he was one of them.”




  What inspires such effusive praise? Not the fact that Krause, an All-American in football and basketball, stands as the greatest Notre Dame athlete of his time and one of the best ever. Not his brief stints as a football assistant and head basketball coach during one of the most prosperous periods in Fighting Irish history in the 1940s and ’50s. Not even his thirty years as athletic director, a distinguished tenure but hardly a path to canonization. No, Krause holds an exalted place in Notre Dame history for achievements that cannot be quantified, for a generosity of spirit and strength of character in the face of harrowing challenges. When his wife, Elise, suffered injuries so serious in a car accident that death may have been the most merciful result, Krause cared for her with the gentle patience of the parent of a newborn. He fed her and carried her up and down the stairs of their home for months until she regained some semblance of strength. Mentally, she never recovered. Krause endured verbal assaults from Elise, whose brain damage permanently altered her personality. He took the abuse with the understanding that it was just her injuries talking.




  Krause suffered festering injuries of his own in the wake of his wife’s accident. Always a social drinker on the convention and speaking circuit, Krause became an alcoholic. He took bottles of scotch to Elise’s hospital room, where he sang her to sleep and drank himself into a stupor. It went on that way for years, Krause taking care his wife even when he could not take care of himself. To those who knew Krause best, his fundamental nature never changed. He remained generous to a fault, a sought-after speaker with an ear for comic timing, a living icon who connected Notre Dame’s storied past to its present. Yet the day-today details of his job became increasingly difficult to handle. Krause’s assistant and dearest friend in the last years of his life, Col. Jack Stephens, covered for him in every sense of the term.




  Friends and family tried to help Krause, alternately consoling and confronting him, trying to awaken him to the damage he was inflicting. He summoned the will to stop only after heart problems he compounded with his drinking left him unconscious on a hospital stretcher requiring shock treatments to survive. At the brink of death, Krause’s alcoholism came to a screeching halt. As abruptly as the accident that triggered his descent, Krause recovered and became an active sponsor for Alcoholics Anonymous. He counseled several friends who felt ashamed of their disease but comfortable attending AA meetings in Krause’s office.




  Krause had a way of making people feel comfortable. His candor about his own struggles allowed people to relate to him on an intimate level, to feel like they shared something with this legend at once larger than life and humbled by it. Religion rooted Krause in the belief that a greater victory awaited him than any athletic or professional achievement.




  Krause could have had more money and power—he never made more than $30,000 a year at Notre Dame and deferred all high-profile decisions to Hesburgh and Executive Vice President Edmund P. Joyce. Yet he felt he owed Notre Dame for the opportunity it provided him as a kid from the gritty streets around the Chicago stockyards without much hope of ever seeing the world beyond them. It’s a debt he paid many times over.




  Few have embodied the hard-to-define “Notre Dame spirit” as well as Krause. It does not mean victory necessarily, but the pursuit of victory “though the odds be great or small,” the belief that success can be achieved no matter the obstacles. It does not mean infallibility at all, but the recognition of human frailty and the constant struggle for the discipline to overcome that and accomplish a greater good.




  Krause applied the lessons of athletics to life and believed sports played an integral role in the educational process. He spent his life trying to make that available to everyone from the greatest Notre Dame quarterback to the elementary school novice. He served for thirty-five years as the chairman of the South Bend Parks and Recreation Commission, lobbying for funds and facilities and events to enrich the sporting life of the community.




  Winning and losing didn’t matter too much to Krause, though his fidgety demeanor in his private box high above Notre Dame Stadium on football Saturdays may have suggested otherwise. He cared about competition that formed character and camaraderie that formed lasting relationships. Both sustained Krause through challenges far greater than a fourth-and-long play.




  That Krause faced those challenges and prevailed made him the man they call “Mr. Notre Dame” more than any of his athletic exploits. If life itself had a final score, Krause certainly would be counted among the biggest winners. As his son, Rev. Edward Krause, said in his eulogy: “It wouldn’t be important that he, like Peter in the Gospel, may not always have succeeded. Jesus himself, of course, by purely worldly standards could only be counted a failure. No, what is important is that he, coach that he was, never stopped playing with all his heart and bulk. He fought, as Paul says in the epistle, to the finish line, right up to the final whistle, a Notre Dame trait if ever there was one.”




  [image: ]




  Moose Krause has been memorialized in bronze on the Notre Dame campus with a statue as approachable as the man himself. Sculptor Jerry McKenna seated Krause casually on a bench, his ever-present cigar in his left hand and his right arm draped out as if inviting you to join him. Across the street, Frank Leahy’s statue—like his stature in life—has been placed on a pedestal, above the masses. It’s a tableau that represents their personalities and their immeasurable contributions to Notre Dame athletic lore. Leahy, mad scientist of the sidelines, watches from above, a looming presence prodding the Irish toward perfection. And Krause, jovial ambassador, gazes toward the coach with admiration as he beckons you over to tell you about the time. If you sit down next to Krause, he’ll tell you some stories, but probably not much about himself, even though that may be the best story of all.
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  Back of the Yards




  AMID THE SOUND OF LOWING CATTLE AND GRUNT-ing pigs, clattering streetcars and locomotive whistles, the hard consonants of eastern Europe echoed along the crowded avenues of Chicago’s Back of the Yards neighborhood. A steady stream of immigrants from Czechoslovakia, Poland and Lithuania arrived at the turn of the twentieth century, seeking economic opportunity and religious freedom in America. They found little more than dangerous, low-wage work in the stockyards and meatpacking plants. Upton Sinclair described the inhumane working conditions and abject poverty of the neighborhood in his novel The Jungle, the story of a Lithuanian family struggling to survive in a culture they did not understand.




  A patchwork of traditions coexisted within “Packingtown,” which stretched south from 39th to 55th streets with Ashland Avenue as the clogged artery at its heart. With blocks divided along ethnic lines almost as defined as Europe itself, many immigrants tried to maintain their heritage with customs imported from home. At this clamorous intersection of the agrarian ideal and the industrial revolution, though, the disorienting noise of daily life drowned out almost everything else.




  “This awesome medley represented economic vitality and wealth as well as survival through day labor,” Thomas Jablonsky writes in Pride in the Jungle: Community and Everyday Life in Back of the Yards Chicago. “The yards, in essence, conditioned the nature of everyday life for nearby residents.”




  Smokestacks from the surrounding meat-packing plants belched sooty exhaust, “thick, oily and black as night,” as Sinclair described it in The Jungle. It gave the neighborhood a foul odor and its inhabitants a gray, dour cast. But they kept coming, as if following the scent. It reeked of available labor. As Sinclair’s Rudkus family approached the neighborhood, the oppressive smell became overpowering: “It was no longer something far off and faint, that you caught in whiffs; you could literally taste it. . . . It was an elemental odor, raw and crude; it was rich, almost rancid, sensual, and strong. There were some who drank it in as if it were an intoxicant.”




  Walter and Theresa Krauciunas arrived in the Back of the Yards from Lithuania in the years after Sinclair’s literary indictment appeared in 1906. They found living and working conditions less threatening than those exposed in The Jungle, but they still struggled to make a living. Settling at 4614 South Paulina in what Sinclair described as a “wilderness of two-story frame tenements . . . where architecture is a luxury that is dispensed with,” Walter and Theresa opened a butcher shop on the ground floor of their utilitarian two-flat.




  Dozens of similar businesses dotted the concrete landscape, serving tiny fractions of the community. By 1910, more than 100 Lithuanian-owned businesses had sprung up in the Back of the Yards, catering primarily to neighbors within a one-block radius. That intimacy with their customers moved most of the business owners to extend credit, or outright charity, in difficult economic times. It was a custom imported from Lithuania, “a tradition of helping neighbors and of collective assistance . . . sympathy or solidarity with one’s neighbors was widespread among the Lithuanians,” David Fainhauz writes in Lithuanians in the USA: Aspects of Ethnic Identity. They called it talka. This tradition may have kept the immigrant community close-knit, but it also led to the bankruptcy of many of the most generous businesses after the stock market crash of 1929 spread poverty like a virus.




  Years before the Depression cut its destructive swath, the growing Krauciunas family built a vibrant, albeit modest, life in America. Walter and Theresa’s second child, Edward Walter Krauciunas, was born on February 2, 1913, into a family cash-poor but spirit-rich. Ed’s childhood friends remember his father as a gregarious and generous man who joked with them and fed them whenever they visited. Less adept with English, Theresa had more difficulty communicating, but the smell of baking bread from one of her favorite Lithuanian recipes created a warm and inviting atmosphere.




  By 1918, four children filled their four-room flat—Philip, the oldest, Ed and younger sisters Harriet and Bernice. They had no toilet in the house, navigating around chicken coops and Doberman droppings in the backyard to get to the outhouse. Once a week, Walter took his sons to a nearby tavern to bathe in the back room.




  In a neighborhood known for breaking spirits—a two-block stretch of Ashland Avenue had so many taverns where men dulled the mental and physical pain of their existence, it became known as Whiskey Row—Walter and Theresa wanted their children to find strength in faith. Holy Cross parish became the spiritual and educational center of the children’s lives, along with most of the Lithuanian Catholic community. Phil and Ed served as altar boys for Sunday Mass and attended elementary school at Holy Cross. Through everyday trials and staggering tragedies, the rituals of the Catholic Church served as the foundation that supported them.




  Their youngest sister, Bernice, died in 1924 at age six. Though the specifics of her illness faded from Ed’s memory over time, he never forgot the solace the family found in faith. Even as a young boy, he felt its healing power and he sought the comfort of Gospel readings and Communion wafers throughout his life in good times and bad.




  Walter and Theresa also exposed their children to the Lithuanian language and classical music at home, an attempt to pass on the traditions of the land they fled. They allowed Phil and Ed to roam over to nearby Davis Square Park for football and baseball games with their friends, but they insisted the boys take music lessons to develop the cultural appreciation they brought with them from Lithuania. It didn’t take. Ed would tell stories of walking to violin lessons through surrounding neighborhoods, dodging snowballs and insults, and literally fighting for his reputation while carrying an instrument the other kids considered feminine. “First, the Irish kids would beat me up,” he says in his book, Notre Dame’s Greatest Coaches, written with Stephen Singular “Then the Italians took a whack at me. And then the Poles. By the time I got home, I knew how to box.”




  That memory hints at the influences tugging at the American-born children of immigrants. Respect among peers in the Back of the Yards meant displaying toughness, not talent with an instrument. It meant gathering with the guys for games in the park and throwing a few punches, when necessary, to defend your friends, your teammates and your honor. Those childhood marks of distinction transcended ethnic tensions and diminished, in their minds at least, the traditions their parents tried to teach. It made them Americans.




  Ed received his introduction to sports from an uncle, Jack Mason, a former middleweight boxer. Mason took his six-year-old nephew on a train trip to Toledo, where he saw Jack Dempsey defeat Jess Willard for the heavyweight championship in 1919. Ed returned with stars in his eyes. It fueled his dreams of being a participant in such a spectacle someday.




  A few years later, Ed and a group of friends sneaked into Soldier Field in Chicago to see a football game between Notre Dame and Southern California. In just the second game of a series that would become one of the most enduring and intense intersectional rivalries in college football, the Irish won 7-6 and Ed “started dreaming about going to Notre Dame.”




  Ed did not deny Walter and Theresa’s wishes entirely. He quit violin, but took up clarinet to placate them, practicing at home alongside Phil at the piano. By their own admission, their rehearsals annoyed the neighbors. As musicians, apparently, they were developing into excellent athletes. Still, they studied their instruments for several years. Ed even entered high school at Chicago’s famed DeLaSalle Institute with plans to play in the marching band. Yet he loved nothing more than his hours in the park, where he showed off his burgeoning athletic ability. Walter and Theresa tolerated this intrusion into chores like homework, practicing his clarinet and working in the butcher shop, even if they did not understand the appeal.




  Above all, Walter and Theresa expected their children to work. In the most literal sense, their shop became a family business. Chickens strutted and clucked in their backyard coops, to be plucked for sale alongside the sausage and cuts of meat that left their hands and arms bloodied from the preparation. When they heard Theresa’s whistle, Phil and Ed ambled reluctantly home from whatever game had diverted their attention that day. They rolled up their sleeves and soon found themselves up to their elbows in raw meat.




  Walter awakened before dawn most mornings with the rest of the grocers and butchers to purchase produce and meat from the wholesale markets in the Loop, the only way to keep fresh and cheap goods in stock. He returned with enough for a day or a week and opened the store with the Dobermans at his side for protection from the neighborhood’s prevalent criminal element. While certainly not a thriving business, the butcher shop kept the family fed and woven into the fabric of the neighborhood.




  Walter gave freely, whether people needed it or not. When hard times hit the neighbors, they could count on having enough meat and milk and eggs without worrying about their bill. When their children’s friends stopped in, they were greeted with a big smile, a warm hello and sandwiches with thick cuts of ham and roast beef. Phil and Ed often went to school with a sack full of sandwiches to share with friends. Sometimes they wouldn’t even wait until lunchtime to indulge, sneaking the sandwiches into their classrooms and lifting up their desktops to hide as they stole a bite.




  Ed’s ample eating habits fueled his already advanced physical development, aided by strenuous summer jobs in the stockyards. Though awkward on his feet as an adolescent, he clearly had a frame built for football, even if his parents still tried to disavow him of that notion. They encouraged Ed to pursue a spot in the marching band when he enrolled at DeLaSalle High School. He intended to do that, even participating in rehearsals until football coach Norm Barry spotted him.




  Barry’s reputation preceded him among the boys at DeLaSalle. He had played alongside the legendary George Gipp in the backfield for Notre Dame’s 1920 national championship football team. While coaching at DeLaSalle, Barry also coached the professional Chicago Cardinals to a league title and worked as a lawyer. He represented all the opportunities athletics and education opened to the boys of DeLaSalle. They revered Barry and envisioned themselves following in his footsteps someday.




  Impressed with Ed’s size, Barry encouraged him to give football a try. Ed did not need much prodding, but his commitment to the band and his parents’ wishes stood in the way. DeLaSalle’s band leader, Brother Basil, told Ed he had to choose between the two extracurricular activities. His parents realized they were fighting a futile battle. With their grudging permission, Ed left his clarinet on the shelf to gather dust and pulled out his cleats to collect mud.

OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_001.png
CHAPTER





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
N

JASON KELLY
e






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.png





