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  Prologue

  by

  JOE GARAGIOLA

  Introduce Dan Devine to one of your friends and you end up trying to explain him … and that you will never be able to do because he takes you down so many roads.

  His coaching record is all over this book, and yet when you meet him you have to think, how could he coach at such a high-profile school like Notre Dame? Coach in the National Football League, are you kidding? You have to be tough to coach there. Yet he coached the Green Bay Packers. Dan Devine is nice and he’s tough. I believe that somewhere on his body he has a Good Housekeeping Seal of Approval, but he has been able to hide it when he has to get the job done.

  I expect the unexpected to happen when I’m around him. While he was being honored at Arizona State University and he was in the middle of his thank-you speech, the ASU marching band came into the gym playing at full volume and led us all out to the stadium. Was it preplanned? I don’t think so. At a banquet honoring the Fiesta Bowl teams, we were visiting and talking about championships, when he wanted to show me his championship ring. He lifted his hand, turned the ring towards me, but forgot he was holding a Coke. His tie took the brunt of the spill. Preplanned? I don’t think so. We are both Catholic, and one day I got a call from Dan, asking me to emcee a banquet. It didn’t surprise me when I learned it was for the Lutheran Convention. I am always treated to his Will Rogers side—he never met anyone he didn’t like.

  He is my friend, and friends never disappoint you. Even in the toughest situations, he remains Dan Devine. Let me explain that to you.

  Our second son, Steve, always wanted to go to Notre Dame. That is all he talked about while in grade school. When he did go there, our telephone calls were more pep-ups for us than for him. He would always say, “I can’t believe I’m here. This is great. I can see the Golden Dome from here …,” and so on.

  When Steve was in high school, we took a trip to St. Louis. It was perfect. Missouri was playing Notre Dame in Columbia. Steve couldn’t wait to see that game and neither could I.

  Dan heard that we were coming to the game, so he invited us to watch the game from the Missouri sideline. We had never seen a game that close up, so we accepted his invitation. Dan knew, and I knew, that although Steve was on the Missouri sideline, he would be rooting for Notre Dame.

  The game was a beauty, and it looked like Missouri might upset the great Notre Dame team. Two things happened in the game that told us what Dan Devine was all about.

  Technically, I can’t explain it, but I know that a Joe Theismann pass could have been intercepted. It was a wobbly pass that could have been caught by a defender, but it dropped to the ground and Notre Dame still had the ball. When the Missouri player who could have had the chance to intercept the ball came out of the game, we watched to see the coach’s reaction. Dan put his arm around the youngster and, although we don’t know what he said, the youngster walked away with his head held high.

  The other play was an all-out blitz that had Joe Theismann surrounded to the point that he must have known how General Custer felt. Missouri players were all over him and, after getting away from two of them, he flipped the ball behind his back (à la Harlem Globetrotters style) and completed the short gain and made the first down.

  There was a TV time-out, and Dan walked to the far end of the bench, where Steve and I were almost hiding. He winked at Steve and said something like, “We’ve got a real barnburner going here.” Steve didn’t know what to say or do. I joined him. Eventually, Notre Dame won that game. Later, we talked about the tough loss and how Dan still had enough control of himself to talk to the player who had missed an opportunity, and how, in the face of disappointment and the impossible Joe Theismann pass, he wasn’t ranting and raving and going ballistic. He was setting an example for his players and a very impressionable youngster named Steve Garagiola. In that moment when he winked to Steve, he sent a powerful message. Coach Dan Devine showed us how to win, but more important, he showed us how to lose.

  In baseball, there is an expression that any fielder can handle the good hops, but it takes a great one to handle the bad hops. Dan Devine is a great infielder. There are no bad hops he can’t handle. I just want to borrow his outlook on life for one day and, maybe as a bonus, he might show me where that Good Housekeeping seal is.


  Foreword

  by

  JOE PATERNO

  Head Coach, Penn State

  Danny Devine and I became friends when we were young assistant coaches. He was at Michigan State and I was at Penn State. We would both attend coaching conventions and got to know each other there quite well. We had many friends and associates in common, such as Earle Edwards and Frank Kush, both of whom had connections with the State of Pennsylvania. Our friendship has lasted for nearly 50 years.

  In my opinion, Danny has never been fully appreciated for the outstanding teams he produced on a consistent basis throughout his career. He is not one who promotes himself; he is always laid back, but still conducts himself as a very professional person. His teams were characterized by precision, great organization, and a lack of mistakes. You had to beat his teams; he seldom beat himself. He stressed quickness and team cohesion.

  On the personal level, he knew who he was, what he wanted to do and how to get it done. He always had a pleasant manner, but he had a steely character when necessary. His beliefs were strong, and he wouldn’t let the clamor of the fans talk him out of his position. He is courageous and has a very strong character.

  Danny Devine’s contributions to football must include the way he could organize a staff to reach a common goal. In the clinics he worked in, you could see that he had an important impact on other coaches. I’d also have to say that the 1969 Dan Devine Missouri team we beat in the Orange Bowl was the first really modern offensive college football team—a Power I with two great wideouts, a big tailback and a big offensive line. Others used option football, but Danny didn’t rely on this very much. His teams always knew how to call plays at the line of scrimmage; he knew how to incorporate good ideas; and he was a master at evaluating his personnel.

  Before we played that Orange Bowl game, the two of us met for a private walk on the beach. We shared many good friends we could talk about, and we were deeply committed to producing quality football teams and quality young men. I count Danny Devine as one of my best friends in football and respect very much what he has added to this game and our lives.

  It’s about time that his full story has come out so he can finally gain the respect that he deserves.


  
    Introduction

    This book began with a phone call from Peter Bannon and, later, Mike Pearson, both from Sports Publishing. We discussed my writing a series of books on famous Notre Dame football coaches. After a full exchange of ideas, we settled on Dan Devine.

    In August of 1998, along with my research assistant, Zack Barnett, and my son, Sean, I drove from Oregon to Phoenix to spend some quality time with Coach Devine. I felt blessed and honored.

    In 1980, it had been my privilege to know and work with legends of Irish football history. I was aware of Dan Devine--certainly the great 1977 teams national championship was a key here— but I didn’t really have a full sense of the man or all his accomplishments. Truth to tell, being in the orbit of Notre Dame football tends to give one a singular view of the football world… it starts and stops with the Golden Dome.

    So, here I was in the presence of a man who is idolized in the State of Missouri, a man who had the second-most wins in college football at the time of his retirement. At that point, only Bear Bryant had more wins in major college football than Dan Devine—and Devine's teams were unbeaten in three games against Bear Bryant's Alabama squads. Devine met and defeated the following football coaching peers and luminaries, among others:

    


    Sammy Baugh

    Bear Bryant

    Joe Paterno

    Paul Brown

    Joe Schmidt

    Bobby Dodd

    Abe Gibron

    Tom Landry

    George Welsh

    Weeb Eubank

    Bo Schembechler

    Bud Grant

    Bud Wilkinson

    Bump Elliott

    Pete Elliott

    Eddie Crowder

    Jack Mitchell

    Chuck Fairbanks

    Pepper Rodgers

    Dallas Ward

    Frank Broyles

    Bill Parcells

    Murray Warmath

    Bob Devaney

    Rip Engle

    Wayne Hardin

    Ben Martin

    Bill Peterson

    Fred Akers

    Ray Graves

    


    It's a safe bet that there are not many people walking the earth who can make a claim as strong as this one. Dan Devine, elected to the College Football Hall of Fame the first year he was eligible, after a fine start in coaching at East Jordan, Michigan, where his teams were undefeated for two years, has been one of the most significant figures in the coaching histories of three excellent college football programs—Arizona State, Missouri and Notre Dame. He coached teams that were either top ranked or threatened to be top ranked— six different teams at three schools in four different decades: ASU in 1957; Missouri in I960, 1965 and 1969; and Notre Dame in 1977 and 1980. In the sixties, his Missouri team was the only major college team to avoid having more than three losses in a season.

    Though it has been 20 years since Dan Devine last prowled the sidelines, his amazing success as a coach is underlined when one evaluates his win-loss record against the traditional powers. The Nebraskas, Michigans, Alabamas and others have retained a consistent level of success throughout the years, appearing season after season in the Top 25 poll And the final 1999 rankings included those same familiar names. Here’s Coach Devine's career record versus the “big boys.”

    [image: ]

    Devine's teams were undefeated against eight of these 13 teams, compiling a 53-9-1 record, a winning percentage of .849 that spells consistency!

    And while coaching at the college level, 94 percent of those players who played four years for him obtained at least an undergraduate degree. Hundreds of them also completed their graduate studies.

    After his years in the NFL, where he was NFC Coach of the Year in 1972, he quickly recognized the skills, leadership and potential of a skinny kid buried far down in the Notre Dame depth chart—Joe Montana. He has coached teams to impressive victories in five different bowl games and is a leader in bowl-game achievements for Missouri and Notre Dame. His winning percentage is the highest of any coach of these two schools in bowl games. As Missouri’s Athletic Director, he hired the man, Norm Stewart, who led the Tigers to more than 600 basketball wins before retiring in 1999.

    Earlier in his career at Missouri, Devine was a campus leader in the effort to bring love, respect, decency and full citizenship to African-American players and students. He served his country with distinction in World War II and, later, as a member of the White House Conference for a Drug Free America, a cause for which he toured the country for several years. He has a multimillion-dollar building named in his honor at the University of Missouri and has been awarded two honorary doctorates. And he has helped raise a family of seven children, ending his football career to devote himself to helping his life’s partner, Jo, in her battle with multiple sclerosis. In that regard, he has received a Lifetime Achievement Award from the Multiple Sclerosis Institute.

    In addition to his achievements in collegiate football, he has also been recognized as an NFL Man of the Year. In 1972, his Green Bay Packers won the Central Division title, and he received the Professional Football Writers of America Coach of the Year award. The Green Bay Packers Hall of Fame Association presented him with both the NFC Coach of the Year and NFL Man of the Year awards.

    We live in an age in which those few with similar attainments in life seem to have egos that require massive care and feeding. This is hardly the case with Dan Devine. He is low-key, quiet, thoughtful, almost self-effacing. I am sure that there are competitive fires burning within his rather slight frame—he was an accomplished athlete in any sport he tried, he has risen to the challenge of building programs wherever he coached and his career saw him follow in the wake of giants. It takes a certain measure of ego and competitive ire to have done these things with the standard of success reached by Dan Devine.

    My guess is that many of those who lost against him did so partially because they underestimated the man. Or they thought they had him figured out, knew his tendencies—then learned too late that they should have done more homework. If you’re Dan Devine, this can be seen as a tremendous hidden advantage.

    After giving all of this much thought, it still strikes me that I have not fully come to an understanding of the motivational factors at work within Dan Devine. I am willing to chalk it up to the sheer mystery and complexity of the human personality. There is also the possibility that someone as gifted as Dan Devine cannot successfully articulate precisely those factors that drive him, much as the great hitters in baseball find it difficult to express the niceties of their craft. Finally, there is the tendency for the greats to let their deeds serve as their words. All of these factors, and others, have been at work in this case. And reaching a complete understanding could serve to dull the appreciation of the man.

    Let me offer you the reader some insights that will help as you follow Dan Devine's story. There are two patterns in his story that are highly meaningful: One, mark those times when something very significant is happening when Dan is in an automobile, on a journey somewhere. These are often very inspirational moments, and they are good analogues to the notion of ones life as a journey The other pattern that strikes me is the one of returning home. Coach Devine seems to have made every effort to create a “family” atmosphere to surround the players and coaches on his teams. These teams would often have to leave their home environs, face a daunting foe, overcome adversity, achieve triumph—and then return home to the cheers and intense emotion that attend victory

    Dan Devine's life can be tracked through these emotions… and many of them are powerful, positive highs. There are also some lows, but there is always a return to home, to love and to unity. In a very important way, this is a key measure of the man.

    And now is the time for Dan Devine to tell his story, in his own words.

  


  Chapter One

  LUCKY ME

  People who are lucky enough to be blessed with a great family during their lifetimes should be eternally grateful. I really believe I’ve been blessed with two families in my lifetime, and for that I am thankful beyond words.

  My “real” family—my wife Jo, our seven children, 16 grandchildren and two great-grandchildren—has made my life a complete joy. My “extended” family—all the players I coached over the years and the other coaches and administrators with whom I worked —made my job fun and enjoyable every single day.

  I was lucky enough to work at a job and in a profession that I truly enjoyed. From the days when Jo and I left our home in Minnesota to begin a coaching odyssey that took us to East Jordan, Michigan, Michigan State, Arizona State, Missouri, the Green Bay Packers and Notre Dame, our life was rich and rewarding.

  In college, I was the quarterback of my football team and Jo was the homecoming queen, and we’ve been sweethearts ever since. Jo and I were married in March 1947. We had seven children—six girls and a boy. Our twins are the oldest, Jennifer and Mary Jo. A student manager interrupted a practice one day at Michigan State to tell me Jo was having labor pains, and that night our daughter Dede was born. The night before our annual spring game in East Lansing in 1954, son Daniel J. Devine II was born—Tiger would become his nickname. Sarah was born three years later, and was baptized in a small Catholic church on the Arizona State campus.

  Lisa was born just as the family was settling into life in Columbia, and Jill was born the weekend of Missouri’s big game against the Air Force Academy.

  Starting at birth, our family’s life has revolved around football. My kids were at practices, attended games, and enjoyed many private moments with players who were very kind to them.

  Jo and I have always appreciated the loyalty and support of my brothers and sisters and her brothers. I have a great love for them, and they in turn love me and my family very much. All of our family members have been great cheerleaders and fans for all of my teams, especially Jo’s mother, who lived with us in Missouri for 13 years, following the early and sudden death of Jo’s father.

  I was lucky enough to coach some of the greatest players in college football, and players who might not have been true stars on the field but were stars off of it, graduating to become successful doctors, lawyers, engineers, businessmen and educators. For everyone who knows the likes of Joe Montana, Johnny Roland and Roger Wehrli, I can name three more players who might not be as well known but who were just as enjoyable to coach and watch develop as outstanding young men.

  I was blessed to coach for four years in Title Town, USA, the home of the best franchise in pro football, the Green Bay Packers. Our teams weren’t as successful as I would have liked, but I wouldn’t have traded the experience for anything.

  I was honored to add my name to the list of those who have coached football at the University of Notre Dame, the job many consider the best college coaching job in the country It truly was a blessing to be associated with that special group of people.

  In addition to coaching at the University of Missouri, I was privileged to serve two stints there as athletic director and was recently presented with an honorary doctorate. A building on the Columbia campus bears my name. ASU was a special growing experience.

  Of all of the relationships I have enjoyed over the years, no story better illustrates the combination of my love for football and my love for my wife Jo than an incident that happened in the mid-1960s, when I was coaching at Missouri.

  Jo always kept a chart of a game, and I would consult those charts from time to time when I did not have access to a game film. On this particular day, I needed more help from Jo than just her chart.

  I was watching the film of a game between Oklahoma and Oklahoma State, and I kept having a problem with part of the film. There was something I just wasn’t getting. It was about 3 a.m., and Jo was sleeping soundly, but I just couldn’t take it anymore. I woke her up and asked her to come down and look at the film with me, to see if together we could figure it out.

  She did—the play I couldn’t understand occurred when Oklahoma was called for being offsides. But Oklahoma State actually had 12 men on the field and the officials had missed that. OSU played 12 men, but Oklahoma received the penalty. That was just one example of many when Jo’s observations were important to my coaching success.

  Jo now suffers from multiple sclerosis, but she is a battler and has never let the disease get the best of her. I am as proud of her today as I was the day I married her, 53 years ago.

  Back then, nobody knew what I would amount to. I was just a small-town boy from Proctor, Minnesota, the “Proctor Flash,” as I was later called by Lute Olsen, the basketball coach at the University of Arizona. He was the basketball coach at Two Harbors, Minnesota, after I graduated from Proctor, our school’s biggest rival, and home of my good friend Jim Hastings.

  I used to get ribbed by my friends about being a member of the Duluth Area Hall of Fame, until they noticed other honorées included Bronko Nagurski, Ernie Nevers and Bud Grant. The ribbing suddenly came to a halt.

  It’s impossible for me to discuss all the super players, coaches and teams with whom I was associated. I’m going to try to name a few but I know there will be omissions, and for that I apologize in advance.

  I was the offensive backfield coach when Earl Morrall played quarterback for Michigan State in 1954. Earl is now a community leader in Miami and a good friend. His greatness and leadership on the football field is remembered by many.

  Leon Burton played at Arizona State as a freshman, sophomore and junior in 1955-57. Arizona State had many exceptional runners before and after Leon’s arrival in 1955. But I believe he was the best true runner I ever saw. He had tremendous speed and agility. For the three years that he was on my team, he was the game breaker.

  Dr. Fred Brossart was the first Phi Beta Kappa that I coached. He was a key performer in the Orange Bowl in 1959. He went on to become a star the next year, I960. He paced the defense to Missouri’s upset over Navy and Heisman Trophy winner Joe Bellino in the Orange Bowl. Fred made the trip from his home in Oregon to New York when I was inducted into the Hall of Fame.

  The 1960 team’s two starting guards, Paul Henley and Paul Garvis, were both on chemical engineering scholarships. One of the tackles, Dr. Ed Blaine, became an outstanding physiologist, and the other tackle, Rockne Calhoun, became a judge. These players were exceptional people as well as exceptional athletes. To be able to carry a full load of difficult college courses, and still accept the discipline and time commitment to play football, is truly remarkable.

  Glancing up at the wall in my den, I see a picture of Bill Tobin. He was a star performer in 1961 and 1962. Bill was from the small town of Burlington Junction. I can only imagine how he must have felt playing in the Orange Bowl for his home state university, and kicking three extra points with President Kennedy watching and cheering. In 1962, he ran 77 yards for the winning touchdown against Georgia Tech in the Bluebonnet Bowl. Georgia Tech was ranked in the top 10 going into the game, so it was a big game for Missouri. There were several players on that team who went on to have successful careers in the NFL, including Andy Russell, a 10-year captain of the Pittsburgh Steelers, George Seals, Gus Otto and Jim Johnson. Jim is the defensive coordinator of the Philadelphia Eagles.

  The 1963 Missouri team had many outstanding players. A young junior, Vince Tobin, was a standout—the same Vince Tobin who now is the successful coach of the Arizona Cardinals and younger brother of Bill Tobin.

  Roger Wehrli, who played for Missouri and the St. Louis Cardinals, is the best football player to have not yet been picked for the Hall of Fame.

  Each team has such special memories. Its hard not to mention them all. Rick Slager, the Notre Dame quarterback for the 1976 season, took us to the Gator Bowl and defeated Joe Paterno’s Penn State team. The score was 20-9. He also quarterbacked the team to victories over Purdue, Michigan State, Alabama, Miami and more.

  Coaching is certainly a difficult profession. Perhaps a better name for an assistant coach should be co-coach because he has to work so closely with the head coach. Some assistants are delegated more responsibility than others. Some are eventually appointed assistant head coach. Many have that stature on the staff even though they don't have that title. The other staff and players understand that the assistant head coach is second in command. My players understood that, if an assistant gave them instructions, they should accept those instructions as if they came from me. Loyalty on your coaching staff is the most important asset the staff can have; it is the only way the team and staff work and excel as a cohesive unit. This loyalty must be 100 percent and must work both ways. Decisions must be made under great pressure and emotion. It would be impossible to be correct every time. The assistant coaches have to know that the head coach will back them up in order to have the confidence to make those decisions.

  Ninety-seven percent of the coaches on my staff understood me as a person and as a coach. I can be difficult to understand at times. Once the effort is made to make that connection, the process of understanding becomes simpler. The three percent who didn’t understand me should not have applied to work on my staff. I was an assistant coach for five years. I never publicly questioned my boss; I felt that was the loyalty I owed him. I have encouraged my staff to question me privately if they disagreed with my decisions. I have changed my mind on the spot when their explanations sounded better than mine. I’m sure I may have questioned Biggie’s or Duffy’s philosophy at times. I probably said to myself, “If I ever get a head coaching job, I’ll do it my way.” I would like to tell young assistant coaches today: please consider the short amount of time in which decisions must be made, particularly on the field. There are many ways to do things, but one voice has to stand out, one voice has to make the decision.

  One example comes quickly to mind—the Notre Dame/ Michigan game in 1980 between Sugar Bowl- and Rose Bowl-bound teams. That was the game where Blair Kiel made the great pass to Tony Hunter. Tony took the ball out of bounds with two seconds remaining in the game. In order to win the game, we had to kick a 51-yard field goal, into the wind, with an inexperienced kicker. Our only other choice was to go for a long pass. I made the decision immediately I wanted to avoid a penalty and also I wanted to get the team out on the field with a decisive attitude. Harry Oliver kicked that field goal 51 yards into a strong wind to win the game for Notre Dame as the clock ran out. I often thought about how I made that decision so fast. I could have been wrong. It seemed right at the time. The best thing was to try and do it error free. Even my best friend thought it wasn’t a good call. But he wasn’t on the sideline to make the decision.

  Starting at ASU in 1955 was really like on-the-job training. I was very fortunate to assemble a small, hardworking, intelligent staff, even though we had a very low budget. We had one thing in mind— to win, and we did.

  We had two great line coaches on the same staff Frank Kush was a highly successful college coach and later became a head coach in the NFL and head coach in the USFL.

  After spending 16 years with me at ASU and Missouri, Al Onofrio became the upset king of college football as Mizzou’s head coach. I was not an easy man to work for, so I know that those 16 years may not have been all pleasant. He hung in with me. I will always be indebted to him for his loyalty and skill. Frank was still in the army in Georgia and Al was the golf coach at ASU when my first spring practice meetings started. I was very fortunate to get both of those talented people.

  Cecil Coleman was also a fine coach. He later became the Athletic Director at Illinois. Tom Fletcher was on the staff when I arrived. He went on to coach the Pittsburgh Steelers.

  Bob Carey was the first coach I hired at ASU. He was Frank’s teammate at Michigan State. He was captain of the 1951 team Michigan State and voted first-team Ail-American. He was also a starter for the Los Angeles Rams. I was fortunate to get him at ASU even for just one year before he went back to pro ball. Bob was from Charlevoix and played in that great East Jordan/Charlevoix series.

  After the 1957 season, we moved on to Missouri. It was mainly for financial reasons. Al Onofrio, Tom Fletcher and our 1956 Captain, Charley Mackey, went with us. Frank Kush became the head coach at ASU. Frank hired Dick Tamburo, who later was athletic director at Missouri and ASU. He also hired pro and college coach Chuck Fairbanks. Both Dick and Chuck were Michigan State graduates. Chuck was also from Charlevoix.

  Doug Weaver joined our coaching staff at Missouri. He was a teammate of Frank Kush’s at Michigan State. He was an intellectual and very good football coach. Doug left my staff to become head coach at Kansas State. He went on to become Athletic Director at Georgia Tech and Michigan State. Doug also received a law degree along the way. I retained Clay Cooper and Harry Smith. They both had coached for Don Faurot. Harry Smith made the 50-year All-America team as a guard from Southern California.

  Merv Johnson joined the staff for the 1960 and 1961 Orange Bowl teams. He was later the offensive coordinator and assistant head coach when Notre Dame won the 1977 National Championship. Merv was also the top assistant for Frank Broyles at Arkansas and Barry Switzer at Oklahoma. Bill McCartney and Woody Widenhofer were both on the staff. They both went on to become successful head coaches. Bill and Woody were roommates on those Orange Bowl teams.

  Curtis Jones coached and played for me. He was a gifted coach and a good friend. He died suddenly during the 1998 season. His son Corby was a tremendous quarterback for Missouri.

  Charlie Rash, from Shelbina, Missouri, was one of my first captains. He coached at Missouri and the Air Force Academy for Ben Martin and at Tennessee for Doug Dickey. Charlie and several other brilliant young coaches were killed in a tragic train-car collision while coaching at Tennessee. I’m sure that he would have had a great career as a head coach had he been granted the time. We lost so many good men along the path of life.

  Rollie Dotsch coached for me at both Missouri and Green Bay He won the “Coach of the Year” award in the USFL. Rollie died much too soon when he was an assistant for the Minnesota Vikings. Rollie died the night before he was to leave with his family on vacation to Arizona and the desert that he loved.

  Bart Starr was the quarterback I was planning to start when I went to Green Bay Injuries in 1970 and 1971 prevented him from playing. He was a big help to the staff during 1971, and in 1972 he became a full-time coach.

  Two of Missouri’s greatest players coached at Green Bay for me. Hank Kuhlmann is still actively coaching in the NFL, while Johnny Roland holds many of the St. Louis Cardinals’ rushing records. He is still successfully coaching for the Arizona Cardinals.

  Johnny Polonchek played for Michigan State when I was an assistant coach. He coached for me at Green Bay and went on to become assistant head coach at New England. Elijah Pitts was a great running back for Vince Lombardi. He joined my Packer staff in 1971 and was a great asset. Francis Peay played for me at Missouri and Green Bay, joined us at Notre Dame, and went on to be a very successful coach at Northwestern. Gary Barnett, who played for me at Missouri, succeeded Peay Both are outstanding people.

  All of the accomplishments in my life have been shared by Jo and our kids, and, now, by our grandchildren. I am just as proud of what they have accomplished in their lives, and have even more hope for what they will accomplish in the future.

  Our grandchildren include Kelly, Kristy and Kasey Carver; Keary and Darius Husain; Danielle, JJ. and Crystal Yazzie; Kathleen and Daniel J. Devine III; Kelsey and Kyle Avery; Jacob and Arlo Horvath; Sam Spencer and Jesse Devine. Our great grandsons, “Alexander the Great” and Joseph Daniel Haggerty, have begun the hope of the next generation.

  All of those kids are growing up in a much different world than I knew as a boy It is my prayer that their lives will become as complete and rewarding as mine has been. It’s been a wonderful journey; no one could ask for anything more.


  Chapter Two

  PROCTOR, MINNESOTA

  My earliest memory is waking up as a cold and confused four-year-old, riding in a Model T Ford in the middle of a blizzard. I was crying as Aunt Mamie tried to comfort me; my Uncle Joe was driving. It was 1928, and my aunt and uncle had picked me up at the train station in Duluth, Minnesota, and were taking me back to their home in nearby Proctor, Minnesota.

  I’m certain I had no idea at the time what was happening, but my parents had sent me to live with my aunt and uncle because of financial desperation. My father ran a general store in Eau Claire, Wisconsin, but he was ill, which limited his ability to feed and clothe our family. I was the second oldest boy out of nine children.

  As the days turned into weeks and months, I realized I was not going to be returning home. Many nights I cried myself to sleep. Uncle Joe and Aunt Mamie tried to be the best parents they could be, and their son, Rich, was a real friend. Uncle Joe worked on the docks in Duluth, transporting ore from the iron range to the waiting ships. In the winters, when the ore was too frozen to move, he would sometimes go to Gary, Indiana, to work in the steel mills. It had to be as tough on them to have me living with them as it was for me.

  I never tried to find out more about why my parents had sent me away. It was a decision that I’m sure affected their lives as well. One aching feeling that never left me was how desperately I missed my family.

  Growing up during the Depression was hard for everybody, and I tried to do what I could to help out my aunt and uncle. In high school, I had a paper route. We did not have running water in the house, so it was my job to wake up every day at 5 a.m., prime the family’s well and put water on the kerosene stove. Then I had to pick up the newspapers and deliver them, which, in the winter months, usually was either on skis or snow shoes. I had to be back home by 6 a.m. to get cleaned up and ready for school. If I was late and missed the bus, I had to walk to school carrying either my horn or baseball glove.

  Returning home in the afternoon was more challenging, because it was uphill most of the way. For some reason, that hill today doesn’t look nearly as steep as it did back then.

  It was also my job to gather and chop the firewood. It was mostly tamarack, left over from burned-out timber stands. We had a wood-burning stove in the middle of our small living room, and we heated water and cooked our food on a kerosene stove. We raised hogs and always had a big garden. Aunt Mamie was great at canning and preserving as much food as possible, and we always had plenty of jams and preserves. One memory I have never forgotten is how we kept carrots fresh in the cellar by storing them in sand.

  It was during high school that I first showed interest in sports. I wasn’t certain at that time what I wanted to do with my life, and our school didn’t have career counselors or anybody like that to give you ideas. Most of the adults in Proctor worked for the railroad. The two people who I paid the most attention to, however, were Mr. Nelson and Mr. Johnson, the coaches at the high school. They gave me my start in football, basketball, baseball, track and hockey.

  I always enjoyed playing sports. Our basketball and football teams practiced at the elementary school, which was about two miles from our home. When practice was over, my friends and I usually walked home. As was the case when walking home from school, the last part of the trip was uphill, and it always seemed the wind was blowing directly in my face. Nobody knew anything about wind-chill factors back then, but in those winter months it had to be 40 degrees below zero or worse.

  I became more interested in sports than my schoolwork, often becoming so tired that after dinner, when I was supposed to be studying, I would fall asleep. Even though I know I could have done better, I look back and realize I received a good education both in high school and college.

  One of the best things about the high school in Proctor was the athletic facilities. We even had a glass-enclosed, Olympic-sized swimming pool. Proctor’s residents took pride in the success of the school’s athletic program, in part because we were a town of less than 2,000 people and were the smallest school in the conference. Three of the town’s residents went on to either coach or play for the Green Bay Packers.

  Because we didn’t have a lot of money, I had to make a lot of the equipment for whatever sport I was playing. I played hockey without skates. Once I made a basketball hoop out of a used Arco coffee can. It was too small for a regular basketball, so I played using a softball. My uncle got me a backboard and basket.

  It was hard to find time to do everything that had to be done in a day. In addition to going to school, playing sports and studying, I had a lot of part-time jobs while in high school I worked in a grocery store and on the ore docks, and later, while in college in Duluth, I worked for Tri State Sports, a sporting goods store.

  As anybody who grew up in that era could tell you, it was a simpler time and we didn’t have many of the problems that kids today face. Proctor was a small, all-white town, and most of the residents were Lutheran and of Scandinavian descent. I was a minority because I was Catholic.

  I remember playing against one black player in high school. I don’t remember ever playing against any Hispanics or Native Americans. The three owners of the sporting goods store where I worked in college were the first Jewish people I ever met. The one I remember best was Morris Claskey. One Christmas, he gave me a set of lights for our family to use for decorations. He was always sending me home with gifts and things we never could have afforded.

  Uncle Joe was Lutheran and Aunt Mamie was Catholic. We didn’t have a Catholic high school in Proctor, so I went to the public school. Catholicism to me was not a Sister rapping me on my knuckles in school; it was the long prayers I said before each and every game I played. I suppose I was praying to win; but I tried to camouflage those thoughts by promising God that if He’d let me get this one victory, I would never do anything wrong again.

  My religion always was important to me, and I became more outspoken and public about my beliefs later in life, especially when I went to Notre Dame.

  My friends and I played basketball at the YMCA in Proctor, because it had a gym. Once, during a shirts-and-skins game, I threw the ball on the floor in a burst of anger. I immediately knew I shouldn’t have done it, but Mr. Nelson, the coach, sat me on the bench and forced me to watch my friends play. That taught me the lesson to never let my anger get the best of me, which I tried to remember even during my coaching career. The other important lesson I learned was not to overcoach.

  Of course, on December 7, 1941, tensions around the world escalated. While I was too young to serve in the Armed Forces at that time, I did realize that we were helping in the military buildup for our country by steaming ore in Proctor. When the commander of the Japanese fleet that attacked Pearl Harbor, Admiral Yamamoto, was told that it was a sneak attack, he said, “All we have done is arouse a sleeping giant and filled him with a terrible resolve.” From that time, the United States performed a miracle of converting a peacetime economy to a wartime economy … and probably the closest to perfect unity was achieved in our country. That is why I tell my children and grandchildren, when they ask questions, that they had to live in that time to understand all that transpired and culminated in the dropping of the atomic bomb on Hiroshima.
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