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PHYSICAL EDUCA nON 

NOVEMBER 11, 1985 J.KENNETHBLACKWELL 

Tn the ninth or tenth or eleventh century B.C., the Greek 
epic poet we call Homer wrote in Book 2.3 of the Iliad about the 
funeral games organized by Achilles to honor a fallen comrade. 

The games included wrestling, foot racing, a one-an-one 
mock battle with real weapons, an ancient equivalent of the hammer 
throw, archery and the javelin throw. 

The premier event was the chariot race. Here is Samuel 
Butler's translation of Homer's description of the pri zes Achilles 
offered: 

The first prize he offered was for the chariot 
races -- a woman skilled in all useful arts, and 
a three-legged cauldron that had ears for 
handles, and would hold twenty-two measures. 
This was for the man who came in first. For 
the second there was a six-year-old mare, 
unbroken, and in foal to a he-ass; the third 
was to have a goodly cauldron that had never 
yet been on the fire; it was still bright as when 
it left the maker, and would hold four 
measures. The fourth prize was two talents of 
gold, and the fifth a two-handled urn as yet 
unsoiled by smoke. Then he stood up and 
spoke among the Argives saying: 

Son of A treus and all other 
Achaeans, these are the prizes that 
lie waiting the winners of the 
chariot races ... 

Nobody knows how long athletic competition had been 
evolving by the time Homer wrote of it three thousand years ago, but 
for it to have become as formalized as Homer describes it, the 
development had to have been under way for a long time. 
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My personal hunch is that the first game got started t~e 
very first time two men had a free moment to spare from essentlal 
activities like hunting, finding shelter and sex. 

One probably said to the other, "I'll bet you dinner that 1 
h th " can beat you to t at tree over ere ••. 

Knowing athletes as 1 do, I imagine that the first footrace 
probably led to the first boxing match, and the first boxing match 
probably led to the first stone-throwing contest. 

A thletic competition began early in human evolution and 
remained part of the way we behave because it satisfied needs in the 
human beings who were equipped to survive .•• the need to excel, and 
the need to prove one's excellence by beating someone else::. 

A thletics have been part of my life from my earliest 
memories, mainly because they were such an important part of my 
family's sense of who we were. 

The setting for the motion picture "Chariots of Fire" was 
the 1924 Olympic Garnes held in Paris. My great uncle, DeHart 
Hubbard, a long jumper, was a member of the American team that 
year. Here is an excerpt from a letter he wrote on United States 
Lines stationery on his way to the Games: 

Dear Mother, 

A t last I am ready to depart for Europe. It has 
taken years of hard work to get this far, but 1 
am nearing my ultimate goal. The boat leaves 
in about an hour. 

Tell papa I got his letter, but have been busy 
travelling, etc. and have not had the time to 
answer. Tell him I'm going to do my best to be 
the FIRST COLORED OL YMPIC CHAMPION. 

And he was. He jumped twenty-four feet, five and 
one-eighth inches, an Olympic record which stood until Jesse Owens 

broke it in 1936 in Berlin. 

All of us who could claim kinship with Unc\e OeHart ~rew 
up in a famity envi.ronment atiected by hi.s achi.evement. We- ""ere 
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be active in athletics, and we knew that if we were 
:~l~~~e~o t~ay the price for excellence, good things could happen in 

our lives. 

When 1 was seven years old, my family moved out of the 
Laurel Homes housing project into a two-family house on Day.t~n 
Street. 1 am sure 1 had neighborhood playmates, but my most vivid 
memories are of my cousins, the Allens, who used to come over to 
play football in our attic. 

The oldest two of the six Aliens were Darryl and Malcolm. 
They were big, mean kids. My mother tells about the time she was 
visiting my Aunt Lucille. My aunt instructed Darryl and Malcolm to 
babysit their younger brother, Pat, in a back room. The way my 
mother tells it, the back room door opened and the boys threw out 
Pa t's rattle. A little later, the door opened again and they threw out 
Pat's bottle. The third time it opened, they threw out Pat. 

In later years, both of the oldest boys achieved some 
prominence as football players. Darryl went to Hughes High School 
and Malcolm to Taft. Both played guard on offense and linebacker on 
defense. People in the West End still talk about their 
no-holds-barred battles. Walter Johnson, a teammate of Malcolm's 
who went on to a career with the Cleveland Browns, said that their 
wars were the bloodiest, gruesomest sight he ever saw in his two 
decades of organized football. 

When Darryl and Malcolm came over to my house to play 
football in the attic, the rules were simple. You had four downs to 
score, unless Darryl needed five. It was several years later, playing 
for my first organized team in Avondale, before I learned that 
football did not necessarily have to involve bouncing off walls. 

I was ten years old when we moved to Avondale. In the 
black community, the West End is known as "downtown." Residing in 
Avondale or Walnut Hills is known as "living on the hill." When 
families moved as mine did to the "hill," the boys in the family 
quickly learned that if you wanted to go back and visit downtown you 
had better be ready to fight downtown. 

By the same token, if you had moved from downtown to 
live on the hill, you had to be ready to fight on the hill. 
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The big activity dur ing the summer on the hill was not 
really athletics, though it sometimes produced some interesting 
contests. The big activity was going to the Forest Theater on 
Saturday afternoo'is. 

On days when your mother could spare the money, you 
would ge t a dollar and head for the theater. The contest involved 
hiding the change from the price of admission in a place Harold Davis 
and his gang could not find it . I learned quickly t.hat P?ckets we~e 
not good enough, and I became qui.te adept at walklOg with money m 
my shoes, or, on days when I antlclpated the problem and wore tight 
enough shorts, in my underwear . 

I remember one afternoon when Harold and five of his 
buddies came after my change. He brushed off my denials and told 
me I had to submit to a search. I had had enough of Harold, and I hit 
him. On re fle c tion later, 1 decided that the reason my punch did not 
have much effect was that I was already running away from Harold, a 
good lesson in the importance of leverage . 

All 1 could think to do was head for the house of my 
cousin, Mickey Jones. Mickey was a Golden Gloves champion. He 
used to like going to school in a shirt and tie to invite people to mess 
with him. If I could get to Mickey's house before Harold and his crew 
got to me, I figured I had a chance. 

Mickey's house was about a half mile from the theater, 
and I think I may have set an age group record in the eight-eighty 
getting there. This must have been quite an accomplishment because 
over the last quarter mile 1 spent most of my breath shouting for 
Mickey. 1 was lucky. Mickey was home , and by the time I arrived 
panting at their sidewalk, he and his mother, my A unt Sis, were on 
the porch to see what the commotion was about. 

Harold and the other five were not stupid. They did not 
follow me up to the porch. On the other hand, they were not 
intimidated enough to leave. They stood out on the sidewalk, 

knowing that sooner or later 1 had to go home . 

My aunt resolved the situai~~~: ~~~ ~h~~ ~~ldeHa;~I(r~~d 
down by the sidewall< tu keep 1:llin~S them were tough enough to 
crew that she was going to see WhiCh of 
last t en minutes with Kenny. 
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I fought six fights in the next hour. I lost four. But o~e 
of the two I did not lose was with Harold. I never had trouble agam 
keeping my change at the Forest Theater. If the truth were known, I 
may have relieved other movie goers of a quarter or two on future 
Saturdays. But the biggest personal gain from the day was t~e 
realiza tion that physical pain is not nearly as bad as the fear of It. 
After the first two fights, I am not sure I felt any, and the knowledge 
was important to the later years I spent in the pits playing football. 

Later that summer I began my first involvement with 
organized football. That fall I would be attending seventh grade at 
Samuel Ach Junior High School which had a football team. A month 
before school started, however, teams in the leagues of the 
Cincinnati Recreation Commission were starting to practice, and I 
signed on with the A vondale Eagles. 

Our coach made his living as a mail carrier, but three 
afternoons a week and Saturdays he taught twelve-year-olds the 
rudiments of football. Over the years, I played under seven head 
coaches. I learned something from all of them. Coach WilHam 
Oldham, whom we all called Ohamm, was one of the coaches whose 
lessons were positive. He was a good teacher who believed in 
teaching the basics, conditioning his athletes, keeping the playbook 
simple and winning. 

Coach Ohamm did have one shortcoming. He made all of 
his position decisions based on size. Big kids were linemen, little kids 
were backs and medium-sized kids were ends. During the years 
before I joined the Eagles, when I would dream of playing organized 
football, becoming a legend in my own mind, I was always a 
quarterback. I explained this to Coach Ohamm, and the coach 
explained to me that because I was a big kid, I was a lineman. To 
ease my disappointment, he made me a center, telling me that on 
every play I would be the first to touch the ball. 

I started every offensive play for the Eagles that fall . On 
defense I was a tackle. Our uniforms were navy blue with white 
letters, and we wore them proudly into the city playoffs. Our only 
loss that season was in the semi-finals, but we finished on a winning 
note in the consolation game, which provided me wlth some 
consolation In being the player who made the snaps instead of taking 
them. 
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The season left me with the clear impression that the 
Eagles had shared the sweetness of winning because Coach Ohamm 
had blended the talents and desires of twenty-five youngsters into a 
single will. The coach used to tell us that players were just so many 
grains of wheat until the many grains were blended into one bread. 1 
decided then that being a slice of successful bread was better than 
being an unsuccessful grain of wheat. 

I played the next year for the Ludlow Food Market team, 
a step up into Bantam League football. The proprietor of the market, 
Bill Miller, was the coach, which sounds like the kid who owns the 
football being the captain, but like Mr. Ohamm, Mr. Miller was a 
sound coach. 

Ludl?w Food was .my first experience with an integrated 
team and a whlte coach. Llke Coach Ohamm, Mr. Miller allowed 
preconceptions to become part of his decisions on positions. Mr. 
Miller knew that all black kids could run, and all the black kids got a 
chance in early practices to carry the ball. Unfortunately, three 
black kids could run faster than I could, and 1 once again became the 
first player to touch the ball when Ludlow was on offense, continuing 
my career in the pit. 

One of that year's great lessons was the importance of 
motivation in athletic performance. We had been promised new 
uniforms at the beginning of the season, but we did not have them for 
the first two games. We played in whatever we brought from home. 
Some kids wore uniforms their parents bought, some wore sweatpants 
and some wore blue jeans. Those of us who had played for the Eagles 
the previous year remembered with longing the Montgomery Ward 
cottons of the year before. They may have been baggy, but they 
were all the same, and it was hard to feel part of a team when we 
took the field in our motley outfits. 

The class of youth footbalt for years were the Parchman 
& Oyler Tomahawks. They were always wen recruited., well c~ached 
and well dressed. They came into every game expectlOg to Win, and 

they usually did. 
. ame that season was wi.th the Tomahawks. 

Our tl-\lrd g . f the morning of that game. 
Coach MiUer broke o~t our new Unl o~~; big foam thigh 'padS and ~ 
We had skin-ti.ght whlte nylonyants Wl k blue wi.th whi.te numeralS 

h . de The shlrts were s 'i' 1'h stripes down t e Sl· \ d desi.gn at the shoulders. e 
and a Ba\ti.more Colts cur -aroun 
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helmets were white, with blue stripes from our foreheads to the nape 
of our necks. When we took the field that day, we thought we could 
have beaten the Cleveland Browns, and we did beat the Tomahawks, 
eight to six. We went on to become city champs, and our uniforms 
were probably as responsible for that as talent and coaching. 

The next year I played for Samuel Ach Junior High School. 
I had attended Ach for two years, but this was my first experience 
with a school team. Once again a fine coach entered my life, Terrell 
Bu~ton, who went on to become head coach at Hughes and an 
assIstant to Bo Schembechler at Miami. He is now an assistant coach 
under Bo at the University of MiChigan. 

Samuel Ach was known as a tough school, but it was in its 
third year of the principalship of Dr. Lawrence Hawkins, who later 
became an assistant superintendent of the Cincinnati Public Schools 
and a University of Cincinnati vice president. Larry Hawkins had 
turned Ach around in academics and discipline by building pride into 
the staff and student body with a combination of personal toughness 
and a winning athletic program. 

The principal's toughness is legendary. I remember the 
time I had been involved in a gang fight after school with about 
twenty other Ach students. In that fight, Jimmy Anderson got 
stabbed. The wound was not mortal, but it was a good cut in the ribs, 
and Jimmy was bleeding like a stuck pig. Dr. Hawkins broke up the 
fight personally, took six of the participants into his office, called an 
ambulance for Jimmy, used his handkerchief as a bandage and then 
sat us down to face his penalty for fighting. 

"How are you feeling, Jimmy?" 

Jimmy was tough. "J'm okay," he said. 

Without raising his Yoice, Dr. Hawkins said, "That's good. 

You can take your swats first." 

That story and others like it spread throug~ the school, 
and it helped a lot of Ach students decide they were gomg to try ~o 
be as tough as Larry Hawkins, especially on the school's athletIC 

teams. 

Playing for Ach was my first experienc~ .wit\ 1~~~ 
disappointment of not being ranked number one at my posItIon. 
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completed the adjustment to being a center instead of a quarterback, 
but 1 had never found myself playing behind another center. 

Steve Gray was my compe ti t ion. He was a kid who acted 
tough and talked tougher. Unlike me, Steve had played for Coach 
Burton on t he Sam uel Ach team the previous year. The coach knew 
what he could do, and he did not know t hat much a bout me. By the 
end of the season, I was getting a lo t of playing time, but 1 never 
started a gam e for Ach, and I never got over the dist aste for being 
number two. 

That Christmas my father gave me a We Uder weight set. 
My father used to attend my games re gularly, which was especially 
important to me because he had worked fourteen hours a day for 
years, a nd I knew his being a t my games meant financial sacrifice for 
the family. I worked out with t he weight set every day from the day 
it came until the first Hughes High School football practice. Football 
is a game where the mind and t he body have to work together. 1 had 
foc used on Ste ve Gray every t ime I lif ted a weight, and I kept on 
focusing on him dur ing that summer's practices. In football, when 
you hate, you can hit. I beat the hell out of Steve Gray that summer. 
Before school opened, Steve packed up and went to Withrow, and I 
became one of three sophomores t o make the varsity. 

My cousin Darryl had graduated from Hughes when 1 came 
up. Darryl was beginning an outstanding career as a linebacker at the 
University of Cincinnati, but his presence was still felt at Hughes. 
Darryl's competitiveness was not limited to games with other schools. 
He practice d as hard as he playe d, and if you were on the other side 
in prac tice, you were in for a long afternoon. Darryl had slapped 
enough heads and stepped on enough hands that all of the upper 
classmen were ready to see if his young cousin was as mean as 
Darryl. I learned a lot about shaking off head slaps and spiked hands 
that fall. 

One memorable moment for that fi rst season at Hughes 
came in the Taft game. I was in for my fir st long snap, and it was a 
bad snap. It went over the punter's head. Taft recovere d inside our 
twenty, and I went to the sidelines close to tears, thinking I had cost 
us the game . 

Taft ran the ball twice and got a total of four yards. On 
third down, they threw into the end zone, and Bobby Smith, my future 
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brother-in-law, who later played for Miami University and the 
Houston Oilers, intercepted. 

Bobby brought the ball to me on the sidelines. "Here," he 
said, "I saved your ass. Now I'm going to save it again. Stop calling 
my sister." 

Although my three years at Hughes were · good for my 
personal career, producing a scholarship to Xavier University and the 
opportunity to continue both my academic and physical education, 
they were still filled with disappointment. Hughes was loaded with 
talent, but our program was not well organized, we were not well 
coached and we lost more games than we won. 

I will not say I ever learned to like losing, but I did learn 
how it feels to lose, and my Hughes experience gave me an 
understanding of what Vince Lombardi used to say. He told his 
players that as long as a man never loses, he fails to comprehend half 
the strength of the game of football. I received at Hughes all I 
needed for the other half of the game -- I was a high school graduate 
with a Ph.D. in losing. And, I gained a keener appreciation of Coach 
Lobardl's most famous saying: "Winning isn't everything. It's the only 
thing." 

My experience at Xavier was exactly the opposite. Our 
coach was Ed Biles, who knew football, could teach football and who 
was far and away the most outstanding motivator I have ever known. 
Coach Biles was not the only reason I chose Xavier. Part of the 
decision was economic . I had received offers of half scholarships 
from Miami, Minnesota and Tennessee State, but Xavier would put 
me on full scholarship, and it was less than a mile from my home. I 
had already made up my mind to marry Bobby Smith's sister, and even 
though she needed a little more time to catch up with my thinking, 
staying close to her was part of my school selec tion. 

Also important was getting to know Carroll Williams. 
Carroll was the first player ever to be chosen while he was still a 
junior to play in the Senior Bowl when he became a senior, and I 
wanted to play at his school, even though his being a senior when I 
was a freshman meant I would not have the chance to play on his 
team. 

Ed Biles was, however, one of my reasons for wanting 
Xavier, and the chance to see him in action would have been reason 



118 

enough. His teams were disciplined, but not so rigid that we could 
not have some fun in our games. 

The Miam i game in my sophomore year comes to mind. 
Bobby Smith was in his s~nior .year of an outstanding collegiate 
c.areer. B?bby ha.d recon~lled hImself to my being engaged to his 
sIster, but If anything that Increased our rivalry when our teams met. 
My problem in getting a game shot at Bobby was that we both played 
defense, Bobby at safety and me at linebacker. That was not as much 
an obstacle as it sounded, however, because I had another weapon a 
running back by the name of Greg Betts, who may not have b;en 
certifiable, but who was definitely crazy. 

Greg first earned my respect in his encounter with Ivy 
Will iams, a running back from Flor ida who was starting ahead of Greg 
for several reasons. One reason was Ivy's ability. He could run a 
foot ball . Second was the distance he had been recruited from. How 
could you have a Florida recrui t on full scholarship at a Cincinnati 
school and not have him start? In addition to both of those points, 
Ivy was coachable. Greg was more in the category of trainable, not 
for lack of intellect -- he went on a become part of ABC's Monday 
Night Football production team -- but because he was completely 
crazy. 

During the time that Greg was smarting over Ivy playing 
ahead of him, he somehow found out that Ivy had a deep-seated lear 
of rats. Greg read up on trapping rodents, and built a rat trap near 
the dormitory garbage bin. It was good enough to catch a big rat the 
first nIght he set It. Greg then rigged a harness for the dead rat in 
Ivy's locker designed to make it leap out when the locker door was 
opened. At Friday's practice, he set his second trap. It worked so 
well, Ivy lost his power of speech for two days. He also lost his 
concentration. He fumbled his first four handoffs in practice, and 
Greg started the next three games. 

When the time came to play ~iam i and Bobby, Greg was 
my man. I paid Greg five dollars to bite Bobby. Three quarters went 
by with no performance. We were leading seven to six when Greg's 
opportunity finally came. Billy Waller carried the ball on a sweep to 
our side, and Bobby came up from safety to make the tackle. Greg 
had gone further downfield to block, and the play was over by the 
time he got back to it. That did not kee p Greg from grabbing his 
chance. He leaped on the pile, burrowed and met the condition of 
payment. Bobby screamed. 
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As a matter of historical record, what Bobby screamed 
was, "Oh, SHIT!" 

As the penalty flag flew for Greg's flagrant foul, what 
Bobby said turned out to be what Ed Biles wanted to say. I can see 
him now, not a tall man, but considerably shorter at that moment 
because he was on his hands and knees, beating his head on the turf 
saying, "Oh, shit ... " 

Coach Biles was nothing if he was not resilient. After he 
pulled Greg from the game, he used the passion of the moment in a 
plea for intensity, and the offense responded. We drove for another 
first down, controlled the ball the rest of the way and won the game 
seven to six. 

A game against the University of Chattanooga produced 
one of my two favorite examples of Coach Biles as a motivator. The 
last time Xavier had gone to Chattanooga had been a sour experience 
for the team and for the coach. Carroll Williams was gaining 
national recognition as a quarterback, and he had already established 
himself as a team leader. Chattanooga was still a segregated city, 
however, and Carroll was not allowed to stay at the hotel with his 
white teammates. 1 do not remember whether Xavier won or lost 
that game. Whatever the result, Xavier declined to go to 
Chattanooga again until the team could stay together. 

When we did go, Coach Biles was ready. His pregame 
speech recalled the humiliation Carroll had felt. Biles sent us onto 
the field aflame to rewin the Civil War, avenge Carroll Williams and 
support everything Abraham Lincoln stood for. 

Chattanooga kicked off. Bill Waller took the ball inside 
the ten and ran ninety yards for a touchdown. Seven zip. 
Chattanooga on offense ran three plays and a punt. On our first play 
from scrimmage, Billy went forty-eight yards for a touchdown. He 
had touched the ball twice, and we had a fourteen-nothing lead. The 
third time he touched the ball, a Chattanooga lineman came down on 
Billy late with a forearm across his face. This produced a free for all 
on the field, and a stream of rednecks out of the stands. I can stlll 
picture Coach Biles in the midst of the mahem, with a gardland of 
tollet paper over his shoulders, his hands around Billy Waller's throat, 
shouting, "Billy, this is for your own good!" 

Chattanooga scored twice after calm was restored. 
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We took a tied score to the locker room at half time, and 
once apain Biles the motivator was ready. ThIs time he gave us the 
corner~d rat speech. He likened Chattanooga to a human cornering a 
rat. He backed himself into a corner as he described the rat's 
reaction to the huge human threatening his life, shrank down as a rat 
would and then leaped from the corner to de monstrate what we had 
to do to protect our victory. We went onto the field ready to kill, 
and we won the second half twenty-six to fourteen. 

The other example of motivation by Coach Biles was the 
game against the University of Cincinnati in 1967. UC that y~ar was 
a deep, well -conditioned team with a reputation for owmng the 
fourth quarter. They wore their opponents down for three quarters 
and overwhelme d them in the fourth. Xavier, by contrast, was not a 
deep team. We could match up well through the first twenty-two 
players, but after that UC had a decided physical advantage. Coach 
Hiles knew that to win Xavier needed an emotional advantage. 

Two Cincinnati police officers set the stage for the 
coach's fines t hour as a motivator . They had watched Xavier 
practice on the Friday before the game. Toward the end of practice, 
one of them said in Coach Bile's hearing tha t there was no way this 
bunch of clowns could stay on the field with the Bearcats. Biles went 
berserk. He went after the officers, shouting furiously. We did not 
know what all he said. We just saw him bundled into the police car 
and taken away . 

The next day, the coach did not show up for the team 
breakfast. He did not attend the traditional prayers at the statues of 
St. Ignatius and the Blessed Virgin. We asked for victory without 
Coach Biles, wondering all the while where he was. In jail? In a 
hospital? Dead? 

About t e n minutes before game time, with a Xavier team 
determined to win this one for Coach Biles, he entered the locker 
room without a word of explanation for his absence. He spoke of the 
contest coming up in terms of poor kids from immigran;J.$:~?"~!~~ 

H e ~a J kc-J ~bOU"t: d 
families against the weald~y. ~r<"~~d1:"'ent:~s ___ for ty playe rS bought a n 
in terrns of relative recrUlt:! g - e Yn unison to take the game to UC 
paid for. i\nd he made us promls 
fo r four full quarters. 

\,(Ie went i.nto the fourth quarter trai1in~ by two poindt~d 
vv X· layer not m the game 1 

During the fourth quarter, every aVler p 
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exactly what the coach had told us to do. We stood as close to the 
sidelines as we were allowed with our right arms over our heads 
waving four fingers at the UC sidelines across the field. Xavier 
students in the stands assumed we were saying the fourth quarter 
belonged to liS a nd began waving four fingers at the rest of the 
crowd. We score d once, shut out UC and won by five points. 

In the midfield ceremony after the game, UC's athletic 
director congratulated Jim McCafferty on Xavier's victory and 
referred to our fourth quarter enthusiasm. He then asked Jim 
whether our waving four fingers at our opponents was intended to say 
that this time the fourth quarter was Xavier's. 

I am told that Jim paused for a moment before he 
answered. Then he explained that Coach Biles was a master 
motivator, and that the use of appropriate symbolism was an 
important part of motivation. Finally he acknowledged that what the 
gesture really meant was four of the universal one-finger salute. 

My senior year at Xavier was my Hughes experience 
revisi ted, good for me, but not good from a team standpoint. Coach 
Blles had gone to the New Orleans Saints, and we did not have the 
horses to produce an exceptional season for a brand-new coach. I had 
played linebacker and defensive end during the previous two seasons. 
This year I was asked to move to offensive guard to try to fill the gap 
left by John Shlnner's graduation. Our starting quarterback was hurt 
in the first game, his replacement could not throw the ball downfield 
and I spent the season blocking head to head on running plays. 

Despl te a mediocre season in a position I had not fully 
mastered, I was drafted by the Dallas Cowboys. I then signed the 
standard three contracts which gave Dallas the right to my services 
for three years at minimum pay, and which gave me the right to be 
cut twice more if I did not make the team the first year. 

Dalla s put me on a Russian weight-lifter's program. My 
weight went up to two hundred sixty pounds~ and I went to camp on 
the campus of California Lutheran College in Thousand Oa.ks as. an 
offensive guard. I was one of forty rookies that year. Four, mcludmg 
Duane Thomas and Margene A tkins, made the team. 

The decisive moment in my pro football career came in 
W e playing the Los Angeles Rams 

our second preseason game. ewer d I was the pulling guard 
in the Coliseum. The play was a sweep, an 



122 

leading the play. I led the play direct ly into Deacon Jones, who may 
or may not have nee ded the cast he wore on his forearm to protect a 
broken bone. What Deacon did break on that play was my helmet, my 
face mask, my head and my pro career . 1 went back to the huddle 
with my mask dangling, not able to see through the blood in my eyes. 
Roger Staubach was in the game, and he sent me to the sideUnes. 
This threw the offensive coach, Jim Ylyers, into a rage. He told me 
that he would decide when one of his players left the field, not some 
sissy quarte rback, and tha t was my last playas a Cowboy. 

1 will never know whether 1 could have made the Cowboys. 
1 knew I had other options, and I decided to enter Xavier's graduate 
school to continue my academic education. 1 was ready. I had 
needed the years of physical educa· · 0 to learn discipline, to learn to 
discount pain, to learn the impor ance of organizati.on, to learn the 
importance of motivation in achievement a nd to learn to hate losing. 

Some might say that the lesson I learned best trom 
football is the Golden Rule. When i comes to hitting, it is better to 
give than to receive. 


