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PROLOGUE

I entered the world of coaching football officially in the fall of 1965,
when I reported for work at Willamina High School, a small logging town
forty miles west of Portland, Oregon.  I had coached unofficially for quite
awhile.  In fact I had been preparing myself to coach since I was old enough
to say when asked, “What do you want to do when you grow up?”  My
answer  was  always  and  unequivocally  “I’m  going  to  be  a  high  school
football  coach.”  When I was two years old I  would sit  in the bleachers
across the street from our home and watch football practice with my older
brother.  Obviously I don’t remember that but my mother has told me the
story many times.  That coach certainly impressed my twenty four month old
mind and I never wavered from my desire to coach kids.

Over my career,  presently on-going at  forty one years,  I  have had the
good fortune to preside over many good and some great teams.  My win-loss
percentage  in  twenty  eight  years  of  high school  head coaching currently
stands at .845 per cent.  The official record is 352-52 which puts me in the
top ten of high school coaches in the state.  My teams have won three state
titles, over three decades and two centuries.  I’d like to think that it is my
philosophy that has led to this pattern of success.   Simply stated it  is  as
follows;  We will play to win and have as much fun as possible along the
way.   I have two simple rules;  First, don’t embarrass me.  Second, best
player  plays.   That’s  it!   In  addition  I  have  often  shared  this  goal  with
friends.  I want my players to be able to look me in the eye when their career
is over and say, “Coach, I’d do it again in a minute.”  Unfortunately too
many young football players say to themselves after they have pulled off the
jersey for the last time, “God, I’m glad that’s over.”

There are literary genes along my family tree.  My grand parents on
my fathers side were teachers of English and nearly all of the cousins have at
least dabbled in writing.  I have written a football book that was published
and many other’s that  have not.   My computer is  filled with ideas about
future books.  Some of them are close to being finished and some never will
find the finish line.  This book is a collection of essays whose motivation
came from my personal experiences in the coaching field.  Over the past few
years I have shared most of them with many of my former players through
the wonders of e-mail and the internet.  I’ve coached over a thousand young
men and I hope to coach many more.  About ten or twelve years ago one of
my players shared this conversation he had with his mother with me.  Mom,
“What does coach say at those little after practice meetings?”  Player, after a
moment or two to think of the right answer,  “Mom, you just  have to be
there.”  Most of you will not have been in my huddle, but it is my hope that
after reading this book you will feel like, “You were there.”
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         ESSAY ONE
                                                   “NEW SEASON” 

Hi guys and gals.  We’re into game week already, as most of you
know. Every year it seems to get here quicker, I think. I’m not really sure
because I don’t remember everything anymore. Oh my.  Anyway on Friday
we’ll  hop  a  bus  and  head  to  Grants  Pass  to  open  our  season  vs.  the
Cavemen in our first ever non-league game.  I hope the bus is up to the
task.  Last year in the playoff’s one of the team busses couldn’t make it
over the mountains to southern Oregon so we arrived an hour late with
sixty kids and their gear stuffed into one bus.  Not fun.  

The valley league still has ten teams so our regular season is filled up
with league games.  This season the OSAA has allowed teams to add a
tenth game, so we took them up on the offer.  It might be hard to tell who is
who.  Both of us are royal blue and white.  We’ll be wearing our white
away game uniform’s and hopefully they will be wearing blue.  We have
been running our own version of Urban Meyer’s suddenly popular spread
option offense, actually way before coach Meyer came up with the idea.
This season coach Tom Blanchard is installing his version with his team.
We have been running Rocky Long’s 3-3-stack defense for about six years
and the cavemen will go to it this year as well.  So we’ll look like the same
team which will be a little odd but at least we had the luxury of practicing
against our own scheme and having it work as service.  Most of the time
we have to try to emulate the opponents offense and defense and of course
it is never the same as we see on game night.  Our team is looking OK to
me.  We have some pretty good skill  kids but we aren’t very big.  Our
offensive line only averages a little over two hundred pounds but they are
fairly athletic.  

Once  again,  like  all  seasons,  we  have  some  interesting  stories
involving our football team.  Keizer is a city with a nice cross section of
people.   We  have  kids  from the  Mc  Nary  Estates  area  and  kids  from
surrounding farms.  We have up scale housing and some from the opposite
end.   Some  of  our  kids  drive  nice  cars  to  school,  some  take  public
transportation and some walk.  We have a multiple ethnic team that, like
most large squads, represents a microcosm of society.  

I counted eleven players out of our forty five man travel roster who
come from broken homes. Kyley Mc Crae our outstanding running back is
one of those players.  He is a possible D-1 prospect and usually has a smile
on his face but now and then you can see the other side.  He can become
withdrawn  and  defensive  when  the  pressure  of  his  difficult  home  life
becomes too much for him to handle.  It is hard for those of us who live in
relative comfort to understand what kids like Kyley face on a daily basis.
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Since  arriving  in  Keizer  four  years  ago  he  has  moved  nine  times  and
currently lives in east Salem about thirty minutes from Mc Nary.  He has
no car so just getting to school is sometimes a problem for him.  Thank
goodness football has given him an opportunity to excel and for at least
part of his day lead a normal life.

Maurice Luster is a 6-5, 260 pound senior who was at Mc Nary as a
freshmen and sophomore but failed nearly every class. He weighed well
over  three  hundred  pounds  and  seemed  to  be  heading  down  a  path  to
destruction.   His  junior  year  he  voluntarily  entered  the  “Boot  Camp’
program in central Oregon and lost over eighty pounds.  His goal became
to join the marines and play football for Mc Nary his senior year. He will
need to receive a favorable hardship ruling from the OSAA but we are
hopeful  they  will  see  his  motivation  as  positive  and  give  him  the
opportunity to play. We are trying to help him stay focused and reach his
goal.  So far he is one of our hardest workers and looks like a player.  He
can run and is athletic but hasn’t played the game for three years so he is
somewhat confused at times. Football has given him a desire to discipline
himself and stay away from potential roadblocks.  His father tells us that he
has never seen Maurice so motivated.  Thanks football.

Probably our most dramatic story concerns a  transfer student with a
horror story in his recent past.  I won’t identify him by name because he
desires  privacy.  However,  his  story  is  one  that  others  may  use  as
motivation so he may change his mind.  Currently living with his aunt he
possesses a 3.5 GPA and at 6’3 and 255 he is an imposing player.  He can
run and is athletic and started as a sophomore on both sides of the football
last season at his former school.  Unfortunately he grew up in an abusive
atmosphere and many times had to intervene on behalf of his mother to
keep his father from beating her.  He wasn’t always successful and one day
when he wasn’t home his father returned to the house, shot his mother,
killing her and then took his own life.  I can’t possibly imagine what kind
of an emotional experience that must have been. I know this, way too many
people in our society have used this kind of horror as an excuse to trip into
the drug scene or otherwise turn to an alternative culture.  This kid it seems
is made of something special.  He always has a smile on his face and is one
of the hardest workers on our team.  His story is easily the most awful tale
I’ve encountered in my entire career.  I hope for his sake it has a happy
ending. Tragedy has a way of causing people to either re-focus in a positive
way or to drop out.  This young man has had harsh reality of life hit him
way too hard, way too soon but he has shown the will to overcome. Most of
our society  could  learn  a  valuable  lesson from this  seventeen year  old.
Football’s challenges pale in comparison to those in life for sure.  But this
game can also work as a diversion to life outside the lines. Please join me
and say a prayer for these young men.   
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Coach Tom
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         ESSAY TWO
                                                   “NEXT SHOT” 

Howdy  again;   I  love  this  week.   It’s  the  British  Open  Golf
tournament week.  In Great Britain they simply call it “The Open”, leaving
out British.  As in, there is only one “Open” that counts, so we don’t need
to tell you which one.  Ok, I’ll accept that for too many reasons to write
about here.  I’m an early riser, always awake by 5AM although I usually
don’t get out of bed till about 6AM, unless of course I’ve got an early golf
date. That makes it easy to be ready for the 5AM beginning of about twelve
hours of golf coverage. It’s a couch day; the lawn and Joey’s walk will just
have  to  wait  their  turn.    Most  of  you  know  I’ve  spent  many,  many
summers playing golf in GB and Ireland.  For about twenty years, before I
got married, I would get on a plane the day school was out in June and head
to the British Isles with my golf clubs in hand. 

The first time I played Ballybunion I began the round at 9 AM and the
clubhouse wasn’t even open.  I paid the five pounds, about $2.50 back then
after I finished.  Now you almost can’t get a tee time at Ballybunion and if
you do it will cost about 100 pounds or about $200.  I wrote a golf/travel
book that  I  wasn’t  able  to  get  published even though we came close  a
couple of times.  But it was great fun and lead to a three year effort of
publishing golf  calendars  that  were very well  accepted by the few who
purchased them.  

As I tuned in Sev Ballesteros was just finishing.  He is 49 now and a
far cry from the skinny twenty year old I watched at Royal Birkdale, I think
it was 1976, and he came to the golfing scene out of nowhere with a string
of birdies, bogeys, eagles, and double bogeys.  He made very few pars but
chased eventual winner Johnny Miller and Jack somebody all the way to
the last green.  That was the year my good friend Bill Pigott and I took our
mothers on a tour of England, Scotland and Ireland and managed to lose
them  twenty  minutes  after  landing  at  Shannon  International,  but  that’s
another story.  

Maybe my fondest  memory of  “The Open” is  walking,  inside  the
ropes,  at  St.  Andrews with my friend Peter Jacobsen playing with Tom
Kite, Davis Love and John Huston.  They were grinding hard in final tune
up but all of them found time to discuss football with the coach.  Peter
introduced  me  to  Gary  Player,  Jack  Nicholas,  Ray  Floyd  and  Arnold
Palmer on the first tee and I  managed to act  more like a golfer  than a
football coach much to Peter’s delight I’m sure.  One of the things I have
stolen from professional golfers is their undeniable ability to “Play the Next
Shot.”  I believe of all professional athletes golfers have the best ability to
re-focus on the task at hand.  Probably the phrase I use most often in my
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coaching  life  is  reminding  my players  to  “Play the  Next  Down.”   I’ve
witnessed  up  close  pro  golfers  time  after  time  hit  the  ball  into  nearly
unplayable positions and quickly forgetting their bad swing, bad luck, bad
decision move on to the challenge ahead and time after time pull off a great
recovery.  Other athletes seems to dwell on mistakes and too often one bad
play, a fumble, a critical missed free throw, a bad pass or an error, affects
how they play the rest of the contest.  “Play the next down” boys.  Forget
about the interception, the fumble, the missed tackle, the holding penalty.
Get focused on the next down and don’t let your mind wonder.  “Play the
next down” guys.  Forget the touchdown pass thrown or caught, the long
run, the great tackle, or the acrobatic interception.  Get focused on the next
play regardless whether your last one was good or bad.  

My message to you here is to move on in life.  Don’t let a setback or a
promotion affect how you handle the next minute, hour, day or week.  If
your wife scolds you and you don’t know why, play the next down.  Smile,
say yes dear and move on, resisting the temptation to bite back.  When your
employer undresses you for not making the sale, move on and make the
next one.  Play the next down. 

 “The Open” this year is being played at Royal Liverpool, which is
actually in the little village of Hoylake. I have fond memories of the place.
During one of our photo shoots for our calendar Nancy and I and a good
friend, Kevin Eakin, arrived in Hoylake late in the evening without a hotel
reservation.  So we asked at the local Pub and were given a few ideas about
places to try, all  of which failed.  Finally,  as we were draining our last
Guinness and contemplating a night sleeping in the rental car, a patron at
the bar told us about a hotel down the road that may have an opening.  It
did and soon after finding our accommodation we realized why there were
free  rooms.   It  was  actually  a  senior  citizen  home  that  often  accepted
younger guests but only for a night.  As we were unpacking in our hospital
look-a-like room we heard  a  sound we couldn’t  identify until  suddenly
passing  our  doorway  an  ancient  lady  ‘Shuffled” by  in  her  nightclothes
wearing slippers big enough for the jolly green giant to sport.  

At breakfast, an English breakfast is not continental pastry and coffee
but full bacon, eggs, potatoes, fried tomato and sausage fare; the room was
as silent as a funeral hall with friends and relatives awaiting the ceremony.
To steal from the movie title “Dead Man Walking” these folk were more
like “Dead People Shuffling” to possibly their  last  meal.   Actually  as I
remember most of the patrons looked like they were about to join their
ancestors in heaven or hell.   Each table had nametags and ours was no
different except our name was spelled “Smyto.” Kevin still calls me coach
Smyto with a strong O.  

Today  as  I  listened  to  the  commentary  of  Peter  Alliss  a  famous
British announcer, “Tiger just managed to make that little tiddler,” I am
reminded  at  how  I  admire  the  English  version  of  english.  Their  prose
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always brings back a recollection one of my favorite literary memories.
The English language the English speak is a very foreign language to us
Americans.  Once while asking directions from a friendly local in Scotland,
friendly Scotsman might that be an oxy-you-moron? Nancy listened, asked
that he please repeat and then drove off not understanding one word the
man said.  

I like English english.  They have great phrases and descriptions of
things of which we in America can only dream.  How about the traffic sign
in Dover that says, "Dead Slow".  I'm only a football coach of course but
excuse me Dead Slow would be fairly stationary I think.  In English english
I guess it  means advance with caution unless you want to end up dead.
Come to think of it,  they probably  use the phrase when describing the
inhabitants of senior citizen homes. I love the English sports writers and
their  descriptions of events.   One time while in England to watch "The
Open"  I  was  reading  a  description  of  the  defender,  we  would  say  the
defending  champion,  putting  out  on  the  eighteenth  green.   It  went
something like this, "The ball bumped along in fits and starts across the
slick  and  burnt  surface  of  the  green  searching  for  its  target  and  then
arriving at  its  destination  fell  into  the  cup,  exhausted."   Our  American
sports reporter wrote, "The defending champ made a long putt on the last
hole."  Take your pick; I prefer the English english version. 

Ok I’m probably more European than American having spent a lot of
time across the pond golfing or coaching American football and most of
you might not be as enamored with Links golf as I, but take some time in
your busy day to watch, you can all take a little from these golfing guys.
Hey, play your next shot, even if it’s not on a golf course.  Understand?  

  Coach Tom
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         ESSAY TWO
                                                   “NEXT SHOT” 

I  have  just  finished  my  thirty-second  year  coaching  high  school
football. Counting the six years coaching in the very small college realm
and a division one season at Oregon State University it adds up to thirty-
nine years.  It would be forty except in 1994 I didn’t coach after abruptly
leaving a certain private college in my rear view mirror.  Someone aught to
write a song. I’ve also coached eight seasons in Europe with the Vienna
Vikings.  That would make it 47 seasons.  Forty-seven teams. That would
also mean I’ve coached somewhere around a thousand kids.  Wow.  

It’s four days after our 2004 season ended and a lot has happened.
The sports world has gone crazy again.  Football teams fighting each other
instead of playing; basketball teams fighting with fans instead of ignoring
dumb drunk white spectators  who feel  like the price of  a ticket entitles
them to be abusive to dumb black players.  And anyone who doesn’t think
this is a race thing has his or her head buried in sand.  At our last game a
parent in the stands was bitching about the coaching staff while sitting next
to friends of the coach.  I know it happens I just don’t often hear about it.
This particular parent’s kid is our worst player but I won’t let his father
influence how I coach the kid.  Been down that road with my own father
and my coaches weren’t so benevolent.

Sometimes I wonder why I’m involved in sports.  Way too many
times I’m embarrassed by the behavior of everyone involved.  We had our
own  little  embarrassments  this  season.   High  school  kids  using  poor
judgment, now that’s a surprise.  A long time ago I went through a period
where when I would meet someone for the first time and they asked me
what  I  did  for  a  living  I  would  invent  an  occupation  because  I  was
uncomfortable admitting that I was involved with sports.  It’s getting close
to that time again.  

I used to spend hours reading the sports page in the morning.  That
was before daily jurisprudence reports of mis-behavior in the athletic arena
by players and coaches and other fools.   I won’t read about the NBA, the
NFL  or  any  women’s  sports.   Sorry  about  that  last  part  but  I’m  old
fashioned and equal opportunity doesn’t mean I have to watch girls trying
to be boys or read about them.  I’m glad they have the opportunity to play
and I’m sure the benefits of participation are the same for each gender but I
prefer girls who try and succeed, being girls and are proud of it.  Guess that
makes me a chauvinists pig but it also comes under the category of ‘who
gives a shiza’.

This season our very capable staff, sorry Mr. Parent critic, took a
bunch of non-athletes who surrounded our few good players and somehow
managed to win eight games.  I’m very happy about that and I really don’t
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care who isn’t.  Not that I’m very happy about a lot of things with our
team.  We have become fat and lazy. Combine that with being little and
weak it isn’t a very good picture.  We can do something about the situation
though and we will.  This off-season our coaches will monitor the strength
and classroom progress  of  our  returning players,  something we haven’t
done in the past.  We’ll put a stronger more motivated group on the field
next  season.   With  sixteen  returning  starters  we  have  a  good  nucleus,
however admittedly I hope we can replace some of those sixteen players
with bigger, stronger, more athletic and better players.  

I can’t do anything about the behavior of professional athletes who
seems to relish in being individual’s above team players, but I don’t have to
watch basketball players grabbing their genitals after grabbing a rebound.  I
don’t  have to  watch football  players  pounding their  chests  and dancing
some idiotic rehearsed routine that screams, ‘look at me’, either.  I don’t
have to watch any women’s team play although the crotch grabbing and
look at me approach hasn’t made it into women’s sports….yet.  It will but I
won’t be there to witness it.  I don’t have to listen to disgruntled parents
either.  Nine times out of ten they are the reason their kid is so bad in the
first place.  Bad genes, bad attitude and who cares.

I can do something about the behavior of teenagers.  I’m a pretty
good role model.  Teaching kids right from wrong through football is the
main reason I’ve spent the past forty years at this job.  One can’t put a price
tag on the value of a positive influence on young lives. In the end that’s
why I’ll gladly admit to being a teacher and a coach.  In the big picture
wins aren’t any more valuable that losses.  It’s simply a learning process.
The winners teach and the losers learn.  

I’ve got a few months off and I’ll use them as I always do by taking a
small rest and then visiting football friends and programs trying to learn a
little more about this game.  I’ll be trying to make myself better and adding
some new ideas for our players and coaches to absorb.  It won’t satisfy all
the critics but I’ll be comfortable in the knowledge that I’m still trying to
improve.  It works for me.  After forty-seven seasons in this business I feel
like there is still a lot to learn and I enjoy the challenge.  

The good news is I still love teaching the game to kids, most of who
are grateful.  I still love the friends who follow our program.  I still love
working with loyal assistants who don’t care who gets the credit, knowing
they will share equally in the rewards of….”Doing a hard job well”!  I love
the bond I  have with former  players  who have passed the coach/player
relationship  and  become  true  friends.   Their  loyalty  and  allegiance  is
heartwarming to me.   

So, I’m off to visit family for thanksgiving.  Then I’ll begin again
doing what I do best, using a simple game to teach the right things to a
bunch of willing young men.  How nice!  Have a great holiday.  Kiss your
mom and hug your dad.
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ESSAY   THREE
                                             “PAN HANDLE”

                                        
Hi, I think the trucker sitting next to me in the motel restaurant said it best

while speaking to someone on his cell phone.  “I’m somewhere in Texas and I’ll
be home in about ten or twelve hours.”  He’ll probably be singing a western song,
something like “Amarillo By Morning,” or “Happiness is Lubbock in my rear
view mirror.”  My second choice for a livelihood was ‘truck driver’ and I think I
would have been good at it. And I’d of only been ten or twelve hours from home.
I’m good at that too.

The sports page of the Odessa American was filled with mostly high
school news, this is Texas you know.  The results of last night’s final-four semi
final games were relegated to the small print.  Quoting from the Odessa
American, “Hello first place.   The Odessa High Bronchos, looking to end a
playoff drought that dates to 1964 took a huge step forward Saturday with a 12-
8 victory over Midland High at Pressly Field.  OHS leapfrogged Midland High
in the standings to share the district lead with Midland Lee, which beat Permian
on Saturday.”  Oh my, I’m in “Friday Night Lights Country.”  I half expect to
see Billy Bob Thornton ride by.  

Speaking of Texas, things have changed a bit since Rock Hudson got the
crap kicked out of him in a restaurant in the movie “Giant,” for wanting to eat
with his mixed blood grand kids.  The pretty waitress at the Swiss Clock Inn
was Hispanic, and also in the room sitting in a booth was a group that consisted
of three elderly gentlemen one of which was black.  There were of course the
obligatory cowboy hats and dirty jeans but at another table sat an obvious hippy
with his pony tail protruding out the back of his dirty baseball cap.  The state
trooper sipping coffee in the next booth was a large man, aren’t they all? Well,
it’s 2006 and times have changed here in America and for sure here in the great
state of Texas.  

I had driven from Phoenix yesterday along side truckers and motor homes
through the southwest.  I passed the exit for Tombstone Arizona and couldn’t
get Wyatt Earp out of my mind.  Passing the sign that read “Cochise
Stronghold” I noticed a lone cow moving slowly and being trailed by her calf
and thought the only thing missing was John Wayne, Montgomery Clift and
Walter Brennen.  It would have been a perfect scene from “Red River.”  I
passed Fort Grant and Fort Bowie and when I  passed the sign for Lordsburg,
immediately thinking of Andy Divine driving his team of horses, dodging
outlaws and indians in the movie “Stagecoach.”  The country was filled with
barren land and sagebrush but as I left Arizona and passed through New
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Mexico into west Texas the terrain began to change.  West Texas is filled with
mountain ranges, which the I-10 winds through heading east.  I passed El Paso
on the border and couldn’t help but notice the dingy white huts of Juarez
Mexico eerily visible across the Rio Grande River.  I felt a time or two the
revenge of Santa Anna as a sudden wind gust nearly blew me off the road.  I
passed Geronimo drive as my CD player was belting out “I’m an Indian
Outlaw” by Tug Mc Graw’s kid Tim, and not far along in contrast another
notorious bandit, Lee Trevino Drive.  Heading towards my overnight
destination in Pecos as I rolled along through the “Tin Cup” like terrain, I
couldn’t help but hum the Sons of the Pioneers melody, “Don’t Fence Me In.”
A hundred years ago the dust cloud in the distance could have been Cochise
moving his Apache camp to escape the pale face intruders.  Pecos, Texas
reminded me of the little town in “The Last Picture Show” and I couldn’t help
but wonder if there really was a “Pecos Bill?”

The drive to Lubbock was a joy for me.  Along side the road within
spit’in distance were oilrigs busily doing their business of pulling crude out of
mother earth.  I crossed the Pecos river, no more than a ditch with ten feet of
dirty water that most animals could jump or slither across, and headed east
towards Odessa, now on highway 20.  Along the way it is easy to spot the
sprawling towns from a distance.  Two things tower over everything else, the
city water tower and the high school football grandstands.  Pardon me here for
a little gridiron arousal.  But a sentimental old football coach can’t help but get
excited savoring the sight of Texas high school football fields where young
men become old in a hurry.  Wonder what a shrink would think about all that? 

 I passed into Crane county and chuckling to myself I suppressed the
temptation to ask, “Where’s Denny?”  The afore mentioned oilrigs stretched
clear to the horizon along this part of Texas as flat as a monopoly board. Just
outside of Odessa I passed by a sign announcing the Moss Avenue Meteor
Crater and cruised past another RV Park on the outskirts of town. Arriving in
town I first recognized that it is a bigger city than what was portrayed in
“Friday Night Lights.”  90,930 Texans inhabit this hotbed of high school
football.  It is a town of contrast.  The old section has a collection of run down
businesses including a junkyard of piled metal that could only be understood by
a Texan.  I wondered if the “Junk Yard Dog” was in residence and decided
probably.  The new downtown was dominated by the gleaming glass enclosed
Hospital and Texas Tech Medical Center.  I figured the football field would be
close to the city water tower and wasn’t disappointed.  Located just northwest
of town the Ratliff Stadium loomed majestically on the near horizon.  I arrived
as patrons of the morning mass at St. Elizabeth Ann Seton Catholic Church,
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located next to the stadium, were leaving. I wondered if visiting teams stopped
there to pray before being led into the Lion den?  

The stadium complex included a very large enclosed and fenced parking
area.  A prominent sign at the front gate said, “No Loitering,” subject to a $50
to $200 dollar fine.  I decided the $200 was probably for out of state folk so I
didn’t stay long.  A tennis facility, softball field and soccer fields complete the
complex and to boot the Ratliff Ranch Golf Links is located right across the
John Ben Shepherd Parkway.  I didn’t ask who John Ben was but I decided he
was probably Elizabeth Ann’s son and the starting quarterback on a Permian
State Title team. It was either he or Billy Joe or maybe Tommy Ray.  Spread
out behind the Tennis courts was a local sub-division of one story brick houses
with lush green lawns no doubt due to the abundance of rain in this area.  Just
kidding.  I stopped at the golf course to pick up a scorecard just in time to hear
over the loudspeaker, “Rusty to the pro shop.  Followed seconds later by,
“cancel that Rusty, we don’t need you.”  I wondered what Rusty did that they
no longer needed and why he didn’t go by two first names? The new housing
development was a product of Western Skies Realty and a Jim Rector was
listed as the agent.  I wonder if he was the same Jim Rector of Medford fame
and a classmate of Nancy’s?  Probably not.  

Satisfying my football fantasy I headed towards Lubbock.  Midland, the
next town and fierce football rival, was only ten miles east and I saw the
football field before the water tower.  At Big Spring I turned north on highway
87, a four-lane non-freeway bisected by a grass median and surrounded by
telephone poles as far as the eye could see.  Along the way miles and miles of
freshly plowed red soil dominated the land.  Two cowboys riding beautiful
stallions assured me I was headed in the right direction when I stopped
momentarily at one of the many “picnic areas,” along the way.  It was a
cloudless spring day in the low 80’s with a brisk Texas breeze when I arrived in
Lubbock home of Texas Tech University.  It was 4:35 PM Central Day Light
time and a week of Raider football was about to dominate my stay here in the
Texas panhandle. I checked into my hotel two blocks from Buddy Holly Plaza
and across the street from River Smith’s Chicken and Cat Fish Restaurant.
And, it’s only a ten minute walk to Red Raider Stadium.  Oh my… this should
be fun, can’t wait. 

So, take a trip to someplace you’ve always wanted to visit.  Take it slow.
Enjoy the pleasure of   leisure time.  Appreciate life, it shouldn’t be a fast trip to
nowhere.   Coach Tom
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ESSAY   FOUR
                                                         “RIDE” 

Hey, it’s me again.  In 1970 I began a long ride on the high school
football coaching merry-go-round.  It’s been a good run.  When I turned
down the opportunity to return to  Lakeridge a year ago I  did it  mostly
because I wasn’t sure I wanted to commit to another long-term high school
coaching job.  It was the right decision. 

Rightly or wrongly high school sport in the twenty first century has
become  a  twelve  month  job  for  both  the  player  and  the  coach.
Specialization is very much the name of the game now and   year around
programs are everywhere in every sport.  If a kid is very good he will be
forced to play his chosen sport full time to reach his full potential.  If he
isn’t  very  good he must  put  in  the time just  to  have a  chance to  play.
Summer’s are now all about sports camps, competition’s and weight room
requirements.  Individual training for a specific sport is not just around the
corner,  it’s  in  the  back  yard.  Philosophically,  I’m  still  old  school  but
realistically in this day and age there is no choice either for the player or
the coach.  I find it somewhat telling that two programs with a history of
success, Roseburg and Mc Nary, which have a common philosophy of free
summer time and little  off season requirement, can no longer compete at a
championship level.

 In the fall of 1995 I accepted the challenge of coaching at Mc Nary
High  School.  It’s  been  twelve  very  rewarding  years  and  on  Tuesday  I
turned in my official resignation.  We have a very young team and we have
over 150 football players in the program.  The future looks bright for Celtic
football.  However, strength wise we are the weakest team in 6A and it is
going to take someone who has the time and the energy to fix that. It will
also take administrative co-operation to get our kids back in the weight
room.  I see how much time the best programs put in during required  ‘off-
season’ workouts. The same will be required to bring the Celtics back to
the top.

My years at Lakeridge were great and my time at Mc Nary has been
everything I  thought  it  would  be  and more.   The community  has  been
unbelievably supportive from the first day. Everywhere I’ve been the kids
I’ve coached and watched grow into men have been a highlight.  So have
the very loyal friends I’ve had on my coaching staff. I can honestly say that
I never felt like I was going to work, rather I was heading into another day
of  excitement  with  kids  and  good  friends.  I  didn’t  originally  get  into
education and coaching for the money so that never was a factor in my
happiness. But in the twenty first century expectations are higher and  the
time  and  effort  required  to  be  competitive  has  changed.  I  don’t  mind
putting in the time but fair compensation is still a long way down the road.
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What’s next?  Well, I want to stay involved in this game of football at
some level, someplace where my fifty years of experience will be put to
good use.  I’m exploring opportunities with my friends in the business. Jeff
Auxier  says  he  needs  help  with  the  Canby  seventh  grade  team  he’s
coaching.  What’s the pay Jeff?  Doug Nussmeier, Lakeridge FS on our
1987 title team and current QB coach with the St. Louis Rams, asked me,
“What do you want and where do you want to go, Canada, Arena Football,
College?”  Doug, I don’t care, anywhere my effort and my expertise will
help.  I feel like I’ve got another ten years left in my working life, more if
you compare me to Joe Paterno or Bobby Bowden.  My first choice would
to  be  a  behind  the  scenes  guy.   Working  with  the  offense  for  a  good
program.  Hell, the day after the CEO of any corporate America company
retires he hires on as a consultant for his competitor and for more money.  I
want to be an advisor, a consultant, an idea guy, a Mr. Fix it.  Would I
coach again?  In the right setting of course but it won’t be for pennies that’s
for  sure.   Nickels,  maybe?  Let’s  just  say  more than Jeff’s  sixth grade
program and less than what Doug makes with the Rams. 

I love to write and I’ve penned a few stories and even published a
book but my passion is still football.  I’m excited about my future.  I know
I will land somewhere and I’ll be energized for sure. Sometimes in life one
simply needs  a  new challenge and needs  to  see  the  sun come up on a
different horizon.  I’ve taught for forty years and I’ve coached forty-four
football teams. I’ve called the shots for most of that time and I would do so
again in  the right  setting.   But  wearing the boss’s  hat  isn’t  all  that  it’s
cracked up to be in this day and age.  Advising from the back row might be
healthier.  I don’t know where I’ll be next year and at my age that’s a little
frightening but adventure is part of life I’ve always enjoyed.  

Tell  you  what  I’m  most  proud  of….  look  at  the  top  high  school
programs in this state and you’ll find coaches who played for me.  Steve
Coury at Lake Oswego,  Chad Carlson at Lincoln,  John Evans at West
View, Joe Bushman at Clackamas.  Mike Fanger at La Salle.  I’ll bet they
are telling their kids: “Play the Next Down”…”Never forget the feeling you
get by doing a hard job well”…”Respect the game and those people who
play it”…”If you don’t respect your opponent you stand a good chance of
getting beat”…Win with humility and lose with dignity”…”Hug your dad
and kiss your mom”…”Never be ashamed of honest emotion, men cry, it’s
healthy”…”Be a  good son,  brother  and teammate”…”If  you listen,  you
have a chance to learn”…”Winners Win, Losers Bitch”.  

When I was growing up my hero’s were, Pete Susick at Marshfield,
Fred Speigelberg at Medford, Don Requa at Pendleton, Tom De Sylvia at
Jefferson  and Mel Ingram at Grants Pass.  My only coaching goal was to
be as positive an influence on young teenagers as they were.  When I walk
off the field at Mc Nary for the last time in two weeks, I’ll do so with my
head high.  Thanks for the memories.  
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Coach Tom
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ESSAY   FIVE
    “RIDE”                                                     

I must have taken about two hundred bus ride road trips in my day as a
player and a coach.  At least.    Some have been long and some have been
short.  Most of them have been pretty routine. But I can remember bus trips
home from the coastal town of Tillamook when I was a high school athlete.
I prayed in the back of the bus that we wouldn't slide off the ice slippery
road on some curve over the mountain range we had to traverse on our way
back inland.

Another high school experience was rather humorous.  We had lost the
game and our coach as usual demanded total silence on the return bus ride.
One of our disgruntled senior back up players chose to begin shuffling a
deck of cards somewhere along the way.  The snapping noise of the playing
cards hitting each other sounded like a gun shot in the silent bus.  Safe to
say after a shot or two the head coach eliminated the sound and the player
from further annoyance.

Also in high school I can remember the cheerleaders riding on the same
bus as the players and we would sing songs together once again in the back
of the bus on the trip home.  There was some cuddling and kissing going on
as well.  Sort of a athletic sing-a-long or hay ride minus the hay. 

While I was coaching at OSU in 1978, our bus trips were usually just to
and from the airport.  But, in keeping with the college mind set we had
separate busses for the offense and defense.   Seems to me all that did was
further widen the gap between units.  The concept seemed totally counter-
productive in my opinion.  I would think that with the two platoon system it
would  be  imperative  to  eliminate  as  much   division as  possible.   Two
busses, OK just get on a bus.  Think it would have been a good idea to
room an offensive player with a defensive player as well, but what do I
know about team games.

In Europe the trips are generally longer.  We had one from Vienna to the
southern  French  town  of  Aix-in-Provance  that  was  over  twenty  hours.
Nancy and I flew.  Being the head coach has its advantages.

Within Austria the road trips can be spectacular.   Driving through the
Austrian Alps to the southern or western part of the country is a trip to be
savored. The snow covered peaks are beautiful and when combined with
the  green  on  green  new spring  growth  of  the  trees  it  can  be  stunning.
Cascading water falls and mountain streams rushing downhill full of fresh
snow run off white water can be mesmerizing.  The peaked red tile roofs of
the Tyrolean churches mark the center of all the villages we pass in route.
Sometimes there are castle ruins peeking down on the sleepy town from a
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nearby hilltop.  Once and a while the dual spires of a Stift, or monastery,
dots the landscape.

There is always a bike path full of riders on an excursion following the
meandering  route  of  both  the  highway  and  the  ever  present  river.  The
freeway is full of Mercedes and BMW's driving with Teutonic discipline
that  we  never  see  in  America.   No  one  drives  in  the  fast  lane  unless
overtaking a slower car.   The result  is  a  freer moving advance towards
whatever destination.  The many motor-cycles weaving in and out of traffic
have  an  additional  disciplined  routine,  never  looking  hurried  or  taking
unnecessary chances.  The tunnels can be short, a few meters, or long, a
few  kilometers, multiply times six for miles but they are always well lit
and feel safe.  

Passing green pasture after green pasture filled with huts to store the cut
grass for winter grazing one wonders where are the livestock.  The locals
will  tell  you  they  are  grazing  in  the  hidden  valleys  of  the  mountains.
Periodic rest stations are complete with gas station and restaurant and the
parking lots are usually full.  In Europe the break is expected to take about
an hour and is usually complete with a meal.

Our  big  and  roomy  busses  have  lavatory  facilities  and  TV's  in  the
overhead  area.   Seats  recline  a  bit  for  comfort  and  we usually  have  a
sleeping bus and a party bus.  We don't have an offensive and defensive
bus.  Austrians can party with anyone and usually do.  The cheerleaders
ride along with the players and the ambiance is more like that long ago
atmosphere in the high school busses of my youth.  Sometimes I doze off
and dream of those carefree and un-complicated days when my worries
were few and my anticipation's were many.  The older I get, the younger I
feel.  

Moral here is when you take a ride, even if it’s life’s roller coaster one, try
to enjoy the good times and tolerate the bad ones.  Do that and you’ll live
longer and maybe one day you can join me for a beautiful ride through the
Austrian Alps.  Have a great day.

Coach Tom
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 ESSAY SIX 
 “ROAD TRIP”

I must have taken about two hundred bus ride road trips in my day as a player
and a coach.  At least.    Some have been long and some have been short.  Most of
them have been pretty routine.  For example the trip from Lake Oswego  to West
Linn takes about ten minutes except during rush hour.  

I can remember bus trips home from the coastal town of  Tillamook when I was
a high school athlete.  I prayed in the back of the bus that we wouldn't slide off the
ice slippery road on some curve over the mountain range we had to traverse on our
way back inland.

Another high school experience was rather humorous.  We had lost the game
and our coach as usual demanded total silence on the return bus ride.  One of our
disgruntled senior back up players chose to begin shuffling a deck of cards
somewhere along the way.  The snapping noise of the playing cards hitting each
other sounded like a gun shot in the silent bus.  Safe to say after a shot or two the
head coach eliminated the sound and the player from further annoyance.

Also in high school I can remember the cheerleaders riding on the same bus as
the players and we would sing songs together once again in the back of the bus on the
trip home.  There was some cuddling and kissing going on as well.  Sort of a athletic
sing-a-long or hay ride minus the hay.

My most interesting and terrifying bus ride happened in Greece. As a young
man I was traveling in Europe for the first time. I had taken a mediterrian ship from
Italy to Athens.  The last portion of the trip was a night time cliff hanging roller
coaster ride.  The driver was  passing trucks blindly around hair pin turns with a five
hundred feet drop off' seemingly inches away from our squealing tires.  I was
terrified.  Can't remember how many times I promised God I'd never masturbate
again if He just got me somehow safely to Athens.  He kept his promise. I didn't. 

While I was coaching at OSU, our bus trips were usually just to and from the
airport.  But, in keeping with the college mind set we had  separate busses for the
offense and defense.   Seems to me all that did was further widen the gap between
units.  The concept seemed totally counter-productive in my opinion.  I would think
that with the two platoon system it would be imperative to eliminate as much
division as possible.  Two busses, OK just get on a bus.  Think it would have been a
good idea to room an offensive player with a defensive player as well, but what do I
know about team games.

In Europe the trips are generally longer.  We had one from Vienna to the
southern French town of Aix-in-Provance that was over twenty hours. I flew.  Being
the head coach has its advantages.
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In Austria the road trips can be spectacular.  Driving through the Austrian Alps
to the southern or western part of the country is a trip to be savored. The snow
covered peaks are beautiful and when combined with the green on green new spring
growth of the trees it can be stunning.  Cascading water falls and mountain streams
rushing downhill full of fresh snow run off white water can be mesmerizing.  The
peaked red tile roofs of the tirolean churches mark the center of all the villages we
pass in route.  Sometimes there are castle ruins peeking down on the sleepy town
from a nearby hilltop.  Once and a while the dual spires of a Stift, or monastery, dots
the landscape.

There is always a bike path full of riders on an excursion following the
meandering route of both the highway and the ever present river. The freeway is full
of Mercedes and BMW's driving with tutonic discipline that we never see in
America.  No one drives in the fast lane unless overtaking a slower car.  The result is
a freer moving advance towards whatever destination.  The many motor-cycles
weaving in and out of traffic have an additional disciplined routine, never looking
hurried or taking unnecessary chances.  The tunnels can be short, a few meters, or
long, a few  kilometers, multiply times six for miles but they are always well lit and
feel safe.  

Passing green pasture after green pasture filled with huts to store the cut grass
for winter grazing one wonders where are the livestock.  The locals will tell you they
are grazing in the hidden valleys of the mountains.  Periodic rest stations are
complete with gas station and restaurant and the parking lots are usually full.  In
Europe the break is expected to take about an hour and is usually complete with a
meal.

Our big and roomy busses have lavatory facilities and TV's in the overhead
area.  Seats recline a bit for comfort and we usually have a sleeping bus and a party
bus.  We don't have an offensive and defensive bus.  Austrians can party with anyone
and usually do.  The cheerleaders ride along with the players and the ambiance is
more like that long ago atmosphere in the high school busses of my youth.
Sometimes I doze off and dream of those carefree and un-complicated days when my
worries were few and my anticipation's were many.  The older I get, the younger I
feel.  I'm really a lucky man.

ESSAY SEVEN
“ROLLS”
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I get kidded all the time (I think they're kidding) by my colleagues
about our practice schedule, which by any one's football standard is very
short.  We never practice more than two hours and most of the time it is
closer to one and one half hours.  As the season goes along the practices get
shorter. 

Here is an example of what I'm talking about. This past fall we won the
Oregon State Football Championship, for the second time in the past five
years.  Our practice schedule during the week prior to the final game went
like this: Monday, walk through practice in street clothes for 15 minutes;
Tuesday, 90 minute practice at Oregon State Universities indoor practice
facility;  Wednesday,  another  90  at  OSU;  Thursday,  team  meeting  15
minutes;  Friday,  no  practice,  went  bowling.  If  my  math  is  correct  we
practiced  a total of three and one half hours  that week.  I'm quite sure our
opponents had at least one practice that lasted that long. 

Most of my friends don't believe me and think we really spend more time
than we let on...not so.  While most football coaches believe in the popular
theory that "More Is Better", I believe firmly in the "Law of Diminishing
Returns".  

While sitting in business class in college I was abruptly awakened from
my lethargy when my professor began explaining the "Law" that has since
served as my inspiration.  When the concentration has gone, the alertness
disappeared and  the effort is inconsistent it is time to take a pause.  It
might be for a few minutes, hours or days.  Don’t begin again until the
concentration,  and alertness has returned sufficiently to allow you to be
consistent in your effort and excited about your work.

*Note: Simply stated the “Law of Diminishing Returns”
means reaching a point after which most or all work  is

Counter-Productive!

I might add the following.  I  went to three colleges, took six years to
graduate and enrolled in approximately 75 classes.  The one and only thing
I  can  remember  from  that  experience  is  the  lesson  I  learned  in  Dr.
Crampton's business class.  The other 74, I got absolutely zero out of! 

Three and four hour practices, seven day work weeks and twenty hour
days may allow you to beat your chest and proclaim to the world how hard
you are working but, in my very humble opinion, it is a gross overemphasis
that  will  only  result  in  producing  an  inferior  product.   It  makes  no
difference if  the product is  a “Widget” or a “Football  Team”.  Nothing
hinders performance quicker than staleness as a result of quantity effort.

Many of my good friends in Europe have a unique attitude towards work
and  life.  They are never afraid to STOP and take a break.  When they
reach that point, no matter where they are in the work day, they will stop
and get out of the office.  They can sit at an outdoor cafe sipping coffee for
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hours.  They will go back to work when the desire returns and they will be
excited to be there.  Their work will be excellent and their product one of
quality.  One of my close friends told me “The difference in European and
American attitude toward work is simply to see.  Americans put in hours
and  either  complain  or  brag  about  it  and  produce  inferior  products.
Europeans are interested in producing a quality product,  no matter  how
long it may take to produce.”  They do so without apologies and have done
so for hundreds of years.
          Of course there are obvious limitations to my theory.  For most it is
not possible to just get up and leave work.  My advice...get another job!  If
you are working for someone, probably a control freak, with the "more is
better" mind set you may consider looking elsewhere.  That is unless you
don't mind
losing your wife, family and friends because your "work" keeps getting in
the way.  Life is way too short to throw most of it away working ridiculous
hours for some other guy, who probably takes four hour business lunches
and has a two handicap!

As I was playing football I knew I wanted to be a football coach.  So I had
the advantage of evaluating what we were doing, be it in practice, games or
off field.  If I liked it I would file it away for future reference.  If not I
would make sure that particular drill, idea, play or lecture didn't make it
past my coaching drawing board.  The result is I have thrown out what I
call football "stuff".  The things most coaches do because they did it when
they played or they're doing it over there...wherever that is.  I simply refuse
to do "stuff".  

Let me give you an example.  You might remember how bad our pre-
game warm-up's were and that we spent practically zero time working on it.
Now I usually  say the day before the first game,  just follow someone who
played last year and don't worry about it.  Here is my reasoning:  Has pre-
game warm-up ever won a game?  I think not.  How many hours did you
spend perfecting something that wouldn't  make you a first down?  Who
cares how great you look before the opening kick-off?  Not me!  

How about agility drills?  I can remember rolling over and over in a three
man "monkey roll drill" while playing in college and thinking what the hell
does this have to do with making me a better QB?  Agility drills are time
fillers....who was the last guy who actually got more agile doing monkey
rolls?  How about no one!   And if he did, he was a monkey and so what?
How many monkey rolls do you do in a game?   You are agile or you
aren't.  Spend time on monkey rolls when they actually require your team
to do monkey rolls in the game!  Spend your time perfecting skills related
to the football game...period.

So what's the point?  Hey...throw out all the "stuff" and get down to what
is  going  to  make  your  product  better!   To  hell  with  what  they  are
doing...over there. 

25



I’ve had coaches, athletic directors and administrators say to me, "If we
had your players we could run our program that way too. We don’t and
therefore we have to work harder".  Bull.  Have we always had the best
players?  Every year?  For thirty years?  Of course not.  The system works,
simple  as  that.  My  answer  to  these  doubters  is  simple,  "Try  working
smarter, not harder.”  Let me give you an example.  Our receivers probably
catch 100 footballs a day in our practice routine.  Even the players with
little  natural  skill  become  pretty  good  at  catching  the  football.   The
doubters will say something like, "If we had receivers as good as yours, we
would throw the ball too".  Well, ours aren't wasting time doing rolls and
acting like a monkey!

Quality...QUALITY...Let  me say it  one  more  time...QUALITY use  of
time is, in my opinion, the single most important factor in maintaining a
consistently  productive program or putting out  a good product.   In  fact
"Time Management" may just be the most important lesson you can learn
in life

So, take my advice and slow down.  Try to enjoy your time on planet
earth and do things that make sense and will make you better, even if it
makes you different than the clones you work with.  Hey, enjoy.
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ESSAY EIGHT
      “STAGES”

                                        
Howdy; In 1983 my team at Lakeridge High School played in and

lost our first State Championship game.  The following year we lost again
in the State final.  The word on the street by the experts was that coach
couldn’t win the Big one.  It always amazed me that the second guessers
and critics always thought the only game we lost just happened to be the
only Big game we played.  Of course most of them never played in a little
game let alone a Big one.  How many Big games did we win on our way to
the final?  In the playoffs it’s lose and you’re out, so it would seem logical
to me anyway that all the playoff wins were Big games.  Not in the self
appointed experts eyes.  Oh well.

In 1987 my Lakeridge team won its first State title.  After seventeen
years of trying we finally did it.  My Mc Nary teams in 1997 and 2001 also
won state championships.  I’m now on a three in a row roll in title games
back in Oregon.  Of course now I’m known as the crafty veteran.  Guess
it’s my grey hair.  Actually its more white than grey but my niece Kelly
says I don’t look a day over fifty.  Love that girl.

In  1994  my  first  team  in  Austria  won  its  first  ever  National
Championship.  That made it three in a row in title games.  I managed to
break that streak the following year with a loss in the final game to our
rivals from Graz,  which just  happens to be the governor of California’s
home town.   Can’t win the Big one I guess.  My teams have now played in
eight Austrian national championship games and won six.  I’m three for
five in state title games in Oregon.  Last season our Vienna team lost in the
European Championship game 21-14.  Can’t win the Big one.  After last
nights  53-20  win  over  Bergamo,  Italy  to  win  the  2004  European
Championship that can’t win the Big one moniker might just be put to rest.
Well, at least until our next loss.  Let’s see, my teams have ten wins in
fifteen State, Country or European Championship games, or a winning per
cent of .66%.  Not bad but think how good it would be if only I could have
won the Big one.

Success seems to come in stages.  It takes some time to develop any
program.  It also takes some patience.  First it’s being competitive on a
local level, then a playoff level and finally a Championship level.  Thinking
back to that first state title game I can be pretty critical of myself.  Hell, that
was seventeen years ago and I wasn’t nearly the coach that I am today. But
in truth we were only at level two at the time.  

In spite of my white hair I really don’t feel very old.  Maybe it’s the
artificial aortic valve, I’m not sure, but to be honest I’ve never felt as old as
my age.  I do know this, working with young kids, teenagers and twenty
something guys sure keeps you feeling young.  I’ve lost all my flexibility,
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most of my hearing and a few other unmentionables but I still feel like a
kid at times like this.  Nancy is ten years younger than me and Joey is only
fourteen in dog years and they both help keep me spry.

There is no magic formula for winning Big games but I really feel
like I’ve got a pretty good understanding of how to prepare a team for the
challenge.  Most of the Big games come at the end of the season, excluding
a league game between two championship contenders.  They come after a
season of hard work and preparation.  My method is to cut down on the
time of practice as the season wears on.  I want my team fresh mentally,
physically and emotionally when those Big games come along.  In our last
championship preparation at Mc Nary we spent a total of three and one half
hours practicing for the entire week.   It was our fourteenth game and our
sixteenth week of the season.  I think we had enough practice.  We spent
our  time  tuning  the  engine  not  running  it  full  throttle.   This  week  in
preparation for our European final game we practiced the same amount of
time, three and one half hours.  Most of our opponents, I’m sure, spent at
least double or triple or more time getting over-ready.  I had to tone our
younger coaches down a bit, especially our defensive co-coordinator who
wanted to cover every possibility.   That’s an impossible task.  Better off
covering the basics and let the kids adjust on game day.  In my opinion
keeping  their  minds  free  instead  of  overloading  them with  information
works much better.  

I keep coming back to my business 101 class in college and the lesson
about “The Law of Diminishing Returns”, which simple states there is a
point after which everything you do is counter productive.  It’s a simple
law but I truly believe of all the lessons I’ve learned in my life the one I
understand the best is when that point occurs. I’ve been accused a time or
two of not working hard enough.  Most of my colleagues in this business
think  I’m  not  telling  the  truth  about  our  practice  time.   Some  have
suggested that its only because we have the best players that we can get
away with less time on the practice field.  I would ask this question,  “For
forty  years?”   Seems  to  me  an  overall,  high  school,  college  and
international, record of 366 wins in 461 attempts, a winning percent of .79
%, would indicate that the lesson I learned from Dr. Crampton in that 1964
business  class  was  worth  its  weight  in  gold,  just  like  the  medal  I’m
currently wearing around my neck.  Have a great day and keep winning.
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ESSAY NINE
        “SUPER”

                                        
Howdy; It’s Super Bowl Sunday and I’m heading to the gym to have

a swim and a sauna.  Then I’ll go home and watch the game and hope it’s
worthy of all the hype.  Odds are it won’t be but hell it’s another football
game and that’s what I do.  I coached my first official game as a head coach
at Lake Oswego High in September of 1970. It was Vs the defending state
title winners Jesuit.  They had some Brock’s and some Doherty’s playing
and we lost but by a close score.  Next September I’ll coach my first game
as  head  coach  at  Evergreen  High  in  Vancouver,  Washington.   The
opponent will be another Oregon catholic high school, Central Catholic.  I
don’t think any Brock’s or any Doherty’s play for them, so we might have
a chance. That is unless too many Harrington’s are in uniform. 

In case you missed the news I was only unemployed for about three
months.   I  knew  when  I  decided  to  leave  Mc  Nary  after  twelve  very
rewarding seasons that I wasn’t done coaching football.  It was simply time
to leave and time to look elsewhere.  Friends and friends of friends alerted
me to the opening at Evergreen.  I spoke with a few people and watched a
couple of basketball games and did some research before I had an official
interview, so I knew a little bit about the program.  They’ve had a lot of
success,  winning  the  Washington  state  championship  in  2004  and even
though  the  new  school,  Union  High,  will  siphon  off  some  talent  the
cupboard isn’t bare by any means.  Fred Spielberg’s youngest son Barry
lives in the district and has coached a lot of the kids in the youth football
program.  He tells me, just like Fred would have in three’s, great kids, great
kids,  great  kids.   If  the four  young men who came to their  part  of the
interview  process  smartly  dressed  in  shirt  and  tie  and  ready  with  pre-
prepared questions for me are any indication, Barry is right on, right on,
right on.  

One of the assistant coaches who will be staying at Evergreen, the
former head coach and some of his assistants will  be moving to Union,
asked me how much longer I might be coaching?  He was concerned about
my age, now 66 years young, I’m sure and it was an honest question.  My
answer won’t surprise any of you.  “I don’t know the answer to that and I
only know that I’ll probably die on the sideline.  Just kick me out of the
way and finish the game.”  My health is excellent; I’m a young man by
today’s standards.  My father died when he was fifty-two and I thought he
was old.  He wasn’t.  Today’s sixty-five is like the old fifty-five.  When I
ask for the senior discount I have to show my ID, just like I did forty-five
years ago at the Oasis Tavern in downtown Lake Oswego.  None of my
buddies,  all  of whom where under age with great fake ID, had to show
there’s.  I didn’t shave until I was twenty five, didn’t reach puberty until I
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was a senior in high school, and didn’t drink until I was out of college, I
was playing shuffle board, pool and snooker in that tavern…badly.  So I got
a late beginning.  Maybe it was because I spent the first two months of my
life living in an incubator with the chickens being eight weeks premature. 

Anyway,  I  don’t  feel  like  an  old  man  and  young  kids  seem  to
energize  me every  day.   I  can’t  wait  to  get  started  and find some new
people to enjoy being around and some new players to coach and teach
about football and more importantly lifetime skills such as how to listen,
how to communicate, how to respect others, how to be responsible for your
own actions, how to finish what you start, how to put in a day’s work for a
day’s pay, how to make quality decisions and how to treat others.  I told the
coach that I wasn’t going to play, just coach so the fifty pounds I’ve added
to my six foot tall frame since I last played the game as a 165 pound tight
end for Joe Huston at LC, won’t be of any concern.  

I know I’m a better coach today than I was five years or ten years
ago.  When a reporter asked me, “Why is that?”  My answer was, “I’m
more experienced.  I’ve been there before.  I’ve seen it all and I have a
sharp memory.”  When the CEO’s of the world retire at fifty-five or sixty-
five they sign on the next day as a consultant for another company.  Why,
because people want to be surrounded by experience.  When I asked a good
coaching friend what he first looked for in an assistant coach his answer
was, “Gray hair.” 

A new challenge, for sure.  A new beginning, in a way.  I’ll find
some gray haired friends to help me and we’ll have a youngster or two as
well  and  beginning  in  the  fall  we’ll  all  have  a  lot  of  fun  with  some
teenagers  from just  east  of I-205 across  the river in  Washington.  We’ll
teach  them  a  little  football  and  how  to  be  better  people  and  let  the
scoreboard take care of itself.  Now if I can just figure out how to put that
Breaker decal on those gold helmets?  Have a great day my friends. 

                                                     ESSAY TEN
        “THE GOAT”

                                        
Hey, we kicked the crap out of the number three-ranked team in

Europe on Saturday.  Vienna 62 Innsbruck 12.  In two weeks we play them
again in the euro-bowl semi-final and in a month we’ll most likely play
them again in the Austria Bowl.  Good scheduling.  We beat them 49-35
earlier in the season, which sort of avenged the 35-27 whipping they put on
us in last years Austria Bowl.  It was their first ever win over us and broke
our string of five straight Austria Bowl wins.  Give them credit; last year
they were waiting in the wings and six days after we won the first ever
Euro-Bowl  for  any Austrian  team,  or  us  they  took some luster  off  our
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season.  Some more good scheduling.  But anyway we have a great rivalry
and because the kids playing American football in Austria all know, and
mostly, like each other it all works out.  Bragging rights only last until the
next competition between rivals.  I reminded our team that if you kick a
tiger in the ass you better have a plan to deal with its teeth.  In two weeks
we’ll  get  the teeth.   One of the great things about my profession is  the
challenges just keep popping up and when you coach two football teams a
year it happens all the time.

What are you going to be when you grow up Tommy?  I can vividly
remember about twenty thousand of my family's adult friends asking me
that question when I was about four years old.  My answer wasn't, "I want
to be a fireman" or "I want to be president" or any of the other obvious
answers that come from the mouths of babes.  My first and only answer to
that question was, "I want to be a football coach."  Why, do you suppose,
was that and where did the idea come from?  I'll tell you where.

My family had moved from the mid-west shortly after I was born.
Which was in December of 1940.  About two months early, I'm told, and I
spent those two months living in an incubator, like the young chickens do,
while Mom told everyone how ugly a baby I was.  Well, didn't the ugly
duckling  grown  up  into  a  beautiful  swan?   Answer  yes  here.   I  don't
remember  much about  the  incubator  except  it  was  kind  of  small.   Just
kidding.

We moved to Canby and our house was located across the street
from the high school football field.  Now, to be completely truthful, I don't
remember any of this but I've heard Mom tell the story enough times to
know it must be true.  We had a pet goat, name not remembered, that me
and my older brother Jerry played with and it went everywhere with us.
Dad was working in the shipyards, building our navy fleet but Mom was
always at home minding the kids and doing what mom's of the forties did.
That  would  be  being  Mom,  raising  the  family  while  Dad  provided  the
required means to do so by being the only parent who worked for a salary.
Mom worked,  didn't  get  paid.   The family  lived on  Dad's  hard  earned
money and it was a pretty good system.  Most kids grew up without major
psychological problems back then.  Must have been a good time.

One day Mom was looking for us boys and we weren't anywhere to
be found.  Not in our usual haunts anyway so she walked across the street
to the football field where the high school team was holding practice.  She
walked up to the head coach, somehow I just can't picture a parent doing
that to me today, and asked him if he had seen two young boys by chance.
Not by chance madam, they're usually here during our practice.  That is if
it's the two boys and their pet goat sitting atop those bleachers across the
way.

Seems we spent a lot of time watching coach Brown, many years
later  I  was  to  learn  his  name,  instruct  his  young  warriors.   I  can  just
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imagine, because I can't remember one thing, how impressed I must have
been with the activity in front of my two year old eyes.  I must have been
fascinated.   I  guess  my  brother  wasn't  because  he  never  answered  that
question with, "I want to be a football coach".  He was like most other kids;
he had no idea what he wanted to be so he just said, fireman or president
'cause that's what everybody said.

I had the luxury of knowing what I wanted to be, and that was about
thirteen years before I got to experience the game as high school freshmen,
from my earliest recollection.  Gave me an advantage I think.  Sure gave
me piece of mind.  Allowed me to focus on what I thought was important.
Didn't help my social life though.  Didn't have time for girls when I was
preparing to be a coach for crying out loud.  They sort of got in the way.
Never hear, "For crying out loud" these days.  Should.  That's another of
those lost words or phrases.   Now we hear rap, which is mostly four letter
words I won't repeat.

Don't know when my older brother decided to be a court recorder,
one  of  those  guys  sitting  in  the  courtroom with  fingers  flying across  a
keyboard trying to keep up with Perry Mason.  I know this.  It wasn't sitting
on top of a set of bleachers watching football practice.  I also know for me
it was and I couldn't be happier.  I've been blessed, just like coach Brown
was sixty years ago, to have the opportunity to be called "Coach".  Don't
know what happened to the goat.  Do know this, sure glad Jerry and our
goat didn't mind sitting through football practice with me.

I need to thank fate and Mom and Dad for moving from Nebraska to
the west coast.  And for buying that house across the street from that field.
And to coach Brown for setting the example that I was to emulate.  Damn,
I'm glad.  Damn, I'm lucky.  A final thanks to that goat that didn't seem to
mind crawling up those bleacher steps.  Thanks goat!  
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                                                    ESSAY TEN
                                                      “THRILL”

Hey; the sports world is full of tales of ‘the thrill of victory and the
agony of defeat’.  I witness it a lot in my line of work as my next-door
neighbor often reminds me.  “Hell, coach most people have nearly zero ups
and downs, our lives are mostly mundane and boring.  You get a lot of
highs and very few lows, so don’t come crying to me my friend.”  He has a
knack for putting me in my place when I need it.  Yesterday I witnessed in
Eugene the state track and field finals.  It has been many years since I had
the opportunity to do so and I’d forgotten how good it is.  It helps that here
in Oregon track & field is still a popular sport and the covered stands were
filled to near capacity even with the sour weather.  Many years ago I was
visiting spring practice in Tennessee and happened upon the southern states
track meet.  There was a hand full of folk in attendance to watch some
really outstanding teenage athletes.  When I questioned a patron about the
lack of attendance for such an impressive array of talent he said, “If this
were a spring football scrimmage for the Vols, this place would be packed
with 50,000 people.”  Ok! 

I  arrived  about  9:30  and  managed  to  get  a  parking  spot  within
walking  distance  to  Hayward  Field,  something  that  isn’t  possible  on  a
weekday,  and found a  seat  near  the  finish line,  under  the  cover  of  the
grandstand.  The running events weren’t going to start until 12:30 but I was
hardly the first fan to arrive.  There was a large contingent of mostly adults
wearing red,  and for a moment I  thought  I  might  be in  Nebraska for  a
football game, but coming out of my momentary fog I soon figured out
they  were  from  Tillamook.   Hard  to  miss  “Cheesmakers”  on  hats,
sweatshirts and sports bags.  Turns out I was sitting behind mom and dad
Bennett,  who’s  son Blaise was an apply named sprinter.   More on him
later.  

Before long a group wearing mostly black began to arrive behind
me.  They turned out to be a rather vocal group from Summit High in Bend.
I had learned my freshman year at the UO that track meets at Hayward
were not what I was accustomed to seeing.  The good people in Eugene
know how to put on a track meet.  This was no exception.  Events were on
display everywhere and you couldn’t take time to zip up the coat to keep
out still winters chill without missing an athlete running fast, throwing far,
jumping high or long or vaulting over.  Teenage boys and girls competing
in a state final and selling out with effort and emotion over and over.  The
north bend girl who just keep soaring over the crossbar in the pole vault,
when did girls begin doing that,  held all  7,720 of us spellbound.  Final
throw  victories  by  the  shot  putter  from  Newberg,  three  feet  past  his
personal  best,  and the  javelin  thrower  from Estacada,  who defeated  his
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defending champion teammate, elicited instant emotion both by the athlete
and mom and dad in the stands.  

Displays of sportsmanship were evident everywhere.  The defeated
athlete from Estacada was the first to congratulate his victorious teammate
and the shot putter from Gresham, who looked like he could play tomorrow
as  an  NFL  nose  guard,  bear  hugged  the  winner.   Wow,  there’s  hope,
chivalry hasn’t died! 

Three of the four team titles came down to the last event.  The 4 x
400  relay.   You  could  hardly  ask  for  more  than  that.   But  before  the
thrilling  ending  I  was  witness  to  a  scene  in  the  stands  that  made  the
emotions in the old coach, who no one recognized thank God, come to the
surface.  The sophisticated track fans at the UO know that it is discourteous
to stand during the race,  that  by sitting everyone will  have a clear  and
unhindered view of the runners.  Long ago I was guilty of standing as a
race  neared  conclusion  and  was  nearly  thrown  off  the  top  row  of  the
bleachers by irate Ducks.  So when the uninformed public course, literary
license here,  fans stood to cheer there was the expected reaction by the
pompous country club track experts but to no avail.  The stand and cheer
mom’s, dad’s, family and friends won the day.  So when Blaise Bennett
and his rival from South Umpqua, Gabe Flores staged their 100 meter and
200  meter  battle’s  the  red  clad  Cheesemaker  fans  were  standing  and
cheering.  Blaise, a junior, had finished second in the 100 and returned to
his  seat  to  rest  a  bit  before the 200.   His well-wishers  were polite and
respectful of his effort even though obviously a second place finish wasn’t
what  they  were  hoping  for.   But,  after  Blaises’  blazing  (Mr.  Webster
defines blaze,  close enough, as to shine and/or  to be affected by strong
emotion) and stirring victory in the 200 over his competitor wearing S. U.
Lancer  black,  his  admirers  had  a  chance  to  show their  appreciation  in
spades.  

He  was  still  wearing  his  running  garb  and  his  face  was  nearly
covered by his hooded sweatshirt but his satisfied smile was evident.  The
handshakes, slaps on the back, picture taking and hugs from girl friend,
brother, mom and dad were genuine and heartfelt.  Then he just sat down
and putting his hands to his face cried the tears of the victor.   Friends,
understanding his emotion, politely stole glances and suppressed grins as
they gave him his space in the crowded rooting section twenty rows up
from where he crossed the finish line a chest in front.  It was enough to
make an old man tear up in appreciation of genuine emotion.  

I’ve often told my kids, “Never be too proud to cry.  Honest emotion
is healthy and don’t ever be ashamed.”  Sitting directly behind mom and
dad  I  somehow  resisted  the  temptation  to  congratulate  them  and  even
though I could have reached out and touched the warrior I too gave him his
time alone.  The second place silver medal lying next to my feet looked
embarrassed by comparison to the gold dangling from his neck.  
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On the track the 4x400 relay is  always a  wild scene,  with eight
teammates waving frantically to their on rushing friends hoping not to drop
the baton during the scramble for position.  So when the girls 4x400 final
was upon us the tension was at its highest.  Marist, of Eugene led Henley,
from Klamath Falls by two points 58 to 56 as the two teams battled head to
head.  As the two anchor leg athletes battled through the backstretch and
around the final turn and into the straightaway, the runner from Marist held
an ever-decreasing margin.  At the finish the lunge of the Henley athlete
fell, as she did, just short and Marist was the repeat winner in the 3A girl’s
championships.  

Not to be out done the 4A girl’s title came down to a last event dual
as  well.   Sandy  High  won its  first  ever  girls  championship  when  their
runner held off the Summit girl in the final straight to clinch the honors.
Ok, enough of that.  Well not quite.  The 3A boy’s title was won before the
final race but the 4A boys once again came down to the wire.  Jesuit, who
had been favored in the last two championships only to falter, came into
this year’s event as an underdog.  It would take at least a second place
finish for them to get the track monkey off their back and that is exactly
where they finished.  In another stirring dual the Oregon bound runner from
St. Helens crossed just  in front of Seth Tarver,  better known as a OSU
bound basketball player, for the win.  

A humorous, well to me, side bar happened at the start of the 4A
girls finishing event.  A second gun signaled a false start and as the lead
runners  headed  back  towards  the  starting  blocks  a  group  of  red  clad
warriors from Lincoln suddenly appeared.  Officials frantically waving and
motioning to the late arrivers looked rather odd and out of place. The first
Cardinal runner settled  into lane eight Ok but officials had to usher the
other three teammates towards their awaiting positions.  I got the feeling
that these four kids, from Lincoln, who probably lived in the west hills of
Portland where being fashionably late is the norm, didn’t understand what
all the fuss was about.   I know that will piss off all the women in my life
but I just couldn’t resist mentioning what I thought was a rather humorous
event and may have actually relaxed the teams who would in moments be
battling for the championship.  The Lincoln girls finished a non-dramatic
last but they’ll be first at the prom.   Hey, I can kid about stuff like this I
grew up in Lake Oswego, remember? 

As I left the stadium I couldn’t help but notice a girl wearing red
being consoled by her parents and teammates  as she sobbed, over some
perceived mishap no doubt.  But she will have great memories years from
now because who ever she was, she had tried her best and I applaud her
and all the other teenage boys and girls soon to become men and women
who had the courage to compete.  Take my advice please.  Next year go to
your state track meet, wherever it is, and sit in the stands next to mom’s
and dads and witness the thrill of victory and the agony of defeat.  Shed a
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tear if it’s appropriate and laugh at the humorous side of things too.  You’ll
love it.  
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 ESSAY TWELVE
                                        “TWO & ½ MEN”

Hey;   my trip  home began at  7:00 am when Brother,  one  of  our
players and I don’t know why they call him that,  drove me to the train
station.  The Helsinki train pulled in at 7:29 and we departed on time at
7:30.  The train clipped along through the countryside of farms and country
homes in between the forests of pine and evergreen trees, at 85 to 90 mph.
Easy to do with the banked corners, and it wasn’t long before I was sitting
in the lounge at the Helsinki airport watching planes come and go.  It gave
me time to reflect on our first seven weeks here in Finland.  Over the years
it  seems like I’ve sat  in airports and train stations waiting for the same
destinations  that  were  moving  vertically  up  the  reader  board  here  in
Helsinki;  Paris,  Amsterdam,  London,  Stockholm,  Oslo,  Munich,
Copenhagen St. Petersburg, Brussels, Warsaw and Amsterdam.  It seems
like  I’ve  told  you  a  little  about  the  lifestyle  of  these  young  men  from
Finland, maybe I should tell you a little about some of them. 

First,  our center (Kalle Lahtinen) is short, stocky, slow and not very
athletic.  He is also legally blind.  He’s been on disability sense he was
sixteen and receives  a  stipend from the  state.   His  teammates  call  him
‘crazy  eyes’  and when  you look at  him you instantly  know why,  even
though you can’t tell if he’s looking at you or not.  I call him CSI because
he reminds me of the lead  actor on the popular TV series.  He is one of the
many  team  members  who  helps  out  the  team  in  a  bunch  of  off  field
endeavors.   Among other  things  he assists  with some statistics,  sets  up
concessions and handles some financial obligations. Prior to our last game
he hurt his hand, actually burnt his hand while performing some concession
stand set up duties.  It seems he couldn’t see well enough to avoid a hot
stove top.   He played the entire game without  telling anyone about  his
misfortune.  The burn was sufficient that he was unable to practice or play
this week but dressed down on game day because he said he wanted to
support his teammates. When he told me he thought the young kid who
took his spot had played very well I agreed. Then I asked him if he might
want to help on the defensive line.  He smiled and said, “You know coach
I’ve done that before.  It’s a little hard to tackle the guy with the ball when
I can’t see him.  But, I can hear him.” He went on to tell me that he was
really excited because he had just  been offered a job for  next  fall  as  a
teachers aide, working with handicap kids.  You see he doesn’t think he has
a handicap

We have this  tall aggressive kid who has a great smile and his blond
hair falls down over his eyes like a puppy dog.  He could be on a Finish
tourist  poster with his athletic good looks.   When I first saw him run I
asked the team president about him.  Oh you mean “Äksy”.  Is that his
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name?  No, it’s his nickname.  It means he’s always in an angry “rage”.
He’s (Ville Suonpera) been searching for a position his entire career.  It
wasn’t  too  long before   I  was  told,  “Your  defense  is  made for  Äksy”.
Seems he’s found a home at linebacker.  The young man stands six foot
four and weighs in at just over two hundred pounds.  He’s always asking
good questions during practice and that shows me how much he wants to
play well, by being in the right place, all the time.  He plays with a no fear
recklessness that  all  good defensive players  seem to harbor.   He makes
some mistakes by being too aggressive at times but he makes up for it by
out running most of his errors.  He was late for practice the other day and
afterwards apologized to me for not being on time.  “I had some personal
things to deal with.”  I told him I always ask my players to give 100%
concentration  when  they  are  here  and  if  they  can’t  because  of  some
problem they need to fix the problem, even if it means being late or even
missing  practice.   “Thanks  coach  for  understanding.”   Oh,  this  good
looking, aggressive, no fear, take no prisoners, fly around the field guy is in
real life, an RN, a nurse.  Bet he doesn’t show any patients at the hospital
his football personality.  

The kid is in the top ten in Finland, in his  age group as a skier. He’s
fifteen and  looks  like  a  young  Robert  Redford,  in  the  movie  Downhill
Racer,  with his hint of red blond hair and  clear blue eyes.  He (Santeri
Supi) plays QB and DB for one of our youth teams but he’s an important
part of our team as well.  On game days, he’s one of the first to arrive and
it’s his job to organize our sideline.  That includes putting out chairs (not
benches), getting the water bottles filled and placed in the correct spot for
time out  rushes  onto the  field. At  the  games conclusion he makes sure
everything is  picked up and taken care of,  then he helps  with the  field
maintenance.  It’s his job and like all these kids, he takes it very seriously.
He’s about 6’1 and says he’s supposed to get to 6’5 or 6’6 and he looks like
a young colt  just  about  to burst  into thoroughbred race horse size.   He
makes sure the kids who work with him are on task and then during the
game roams the sideline watching and learning.  He’ll be a keeper and if he
doesn’t go on the professional  skiing tour.  He says his favorite event is the
downhill, “I like it best coach because I can go full speed, but I’m better at
the slalom.” If I could, I’d bring this young guy back to American in a
Vancouver minute.  Two young men and a boy.  Maybe someone should
make a movie or at least a sit-com.  You all take good care. 
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ESSAY THIRTEEN
                                                 “VIENNA”

Hey; It has been a pretty significant weekend here in Austria.  We
were on our way back to Vienna from Wolfsburg when Pope John Paul II
died.  Like the rest of the world that story has dominated the media and will
for the next two weeks. There is speculation that the Cardinal from Vienna
is one of the possibilities to replace the fallen leader of the catholic world.
Certainly that has the attention of everyone here in Vienna.  There is also
speculation that Pope John Paul II will be buried in Poland and if that is the
case there is a good possibility that the train carrying him home will go
through Vienna.  I’m not catholic but I believe this man was an icon and an
especially  peace  loving  leader.   I  would  agree  with  those  who  say  he
walked in God’s footsteps. 

We played our first Austrian league game Vs the Corinthian Falcons
in the little town of Wolfsburg about an hour and one half from the Italian
border.   The Falcons are located in Klagenfurt but because they are the
Corinthian Falcons they play their home games in different cities around
the state.  For you uninformed there are ten states in Austria and Corinthia
is in the south east corner bordered by Italy to the south and Slovenia to the
east.

The Slovenian Alps hovered in the background behind the stadium.  It
was  a  beautiful  clear  and  sunny  day  and  the  hang  gliders  doing  their
frolicking in the mountain air were in evidence all day long.  The crowd of
about a thousand was about equally split between Falcon and Viking fans.
Many of ours made the journey on a booster bus.  I think it was a good
thing because the traveling fans love to party.  Fortunately the bus driver
doesn’t.

The drive from Vienna took about four hours with a 45-minute lunch stop.
We have two busses and one is basically for the offense and the other for
the defense.  The drive down for the game was pretty tame.  Most of the
players and coaches were concentrating on game plans and busy getting
their game faces on.  The drive back won’t be so controlled.

We jumped out quickly. Forcing them to punt on their first drive after we
backed them up to near their own goal.  We scored is six nicely run plays.
Then we tackled them in the end zone after their kick off returner reversed
his field and couldn’t get out of the end zone.  After their free kick we
scored again in four plays. Quickly it was 16-0. All day long our defense
was a strength and the Falcons were unable to move the football at all in
the first half, their only first down was by penalty.   Our offense, missing
two starters stalled a bit but did score late in the second quarter to take a
23-0 halftime lead.
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 Three plays after the second half kick off we scored again and led 30-0
and for all intent and purposes the game was over. The final was 37-7 as
they got a late score Vs our second defense.  They were better than last
year and seem to have a desire to compete with the three best Austrian
teams.  For the first time in the team’s five-year history they had Americans
and import players on their roster.   In Europe teams can have up to three
Americans  and an unlimited  number  of  non-Austrian  European players.
Most  of  the best  teams in Europe will  have three or  four  dual-passport
players  that  usually  played  college  football  in  the  USA  but  carried  a
European passport.  For example our quarterback is from Vancouver B.C.
but holds a Polish passport. 

As we drove north after the game the sun was just beginning to set. It was
seven pm or nineteen hundred European daylight saving times. I could see
snow at  the  top  of  the  Karawkien  mountain  range  as  we  followed  the
Lavttal River up the valley floor towards Wien (Vienna). Our two busses
were speeding up the four-lane autobahn at 100 kilometers per hour or 60
mph. The beer was flowing and everyone was pretty happy to get the first
league victory.

The TV above the driver  was playing a tape of the 2004 Super Bowl
between the Carolina Panthers and the New England Patriots but not many
were watching.  Usually one of the busses is designated as the party bus
and the second the quiet or sleeping bus but because the four hour drive
back home would get us into Vienna near eleven o’clock, not so late, both
busses were celebrating.

I was wearing a fez supplied by Thomas El Badriami one of our backup
running backs, originally from Egypt and sipping on a beer.  I was sitting
next to one of our trainers Raisel Azimi a great guy whose family still lives
in Teheran, although their original family home has been taken over by the
government.  He is one of two Iranians working with the team and both
were smuggled out of Iran by their families after the overthrow in 1979 of
the Shah. Raisel is very proud of his 5,000-year-old homeland and yearns
for the day he can once again return to a free country.  The two stories of
horseback rides at night over the mountains into turkey and freedom are
strikingly similar and equally heart wrenching.  They both feel that one day
the very pro-Western Iranian citizens will tire of the tyrannical rule by a
few and will take back their country.  

After  arriving  home  the  other  Iranian,  Allie  Hassan  Sabz  insisted  on
driving me back to my apartment.  Kind of apropos than a Muslim would
be driving an American Christian home through the streets of Vienna while
the catholic world mourned their fallen leader.  As we drove I couldn’t get
Sarah Brightman’s beautiful song “Time to say Goodbye” out of my mind.
Good is everywhere, unfortunately so is bad but neither is  hard to find.
Look for the good and embrace it or them.  Take care.
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                                          ESSAY FOURTEEN 
                                             “WAKE UP”

Hi,  I  was  telling  the  nurse  at  meridian  park  who  was  doing  my
monthly blood work that I had just driven from Lubbock, Texas and she
started laughing.  “How many times did you stop,” she asked? She told me
about her father driving the family to Disneyland and never stopping, much
to  his  wife’s  displeasure.   My wife  has  given  me  more  than  one  cold
shoulder because of my driving habits. It’s obviously a ‘male’ thing.  Oh
well, drive until you get where you are going and stop for liquid things.
That would be gas’ing and coffee’ing and peeing. I drove the 2,091 miles
in thirty-three hours, stopping twice for twenty-minute naps, once in New
Mexico and a second in Redding, Ca. That works out to an average of 63
miles per hour, which seems about right. The speed limit in Texas is 75 and
its 70 in New Mexico and California.  Of course its 65 in Oregon and I
know that for a fact because the officer who gave me my ticket in Ashland
told me so.  I got off the freeway in Flagstaff, Az. for gas and took thirty
minutes to find the freeway on ramp and in Sacramento I took the wrong
freeway turn and ended up heading to Reno before I reversed and found I-5
north.  Most of the time I was cruising at 78 in Texas and 73 in New Cal. I
was going 68 in Ashland and adjusted to 63 after my morning greeting
from Mr. State trooper. 

It  was  86 degrees  on the  last  day I  spent  at  Texas  Tech’s  spring
practice.  Well that was before the windstorm came up and blew part of
Mexico through Lubbock on its way north to Alaska.  The quarterback had
to jog to the sideline to get the next play from coach Leach because he
couldn’t read the hand signal through the grit.  I had a great time and was
treated very nicely of course.  Coach Leach had coached in Finland in 1989
so we had some common European football stories to exchange.  I never
know just what I’m going to find when I take one of these ‘learn more
about football’ journeys.  Sometimes it a play or a formation I like.  It can
be  a  practice  routine  or  drill  and  sometimes  it  can  be  something  like
coaching philosophy. Brandon Jones told me that coach Leach and I are a
lot alike in philosophy.  Neither of us spends much time in ‘live’ football,
preferring to teach the game in non-contact action. I’ve spent time over the
years visiting UCLA, Tennessee, BYU, Colorado, Air Force, Utah and of
course Oregon and Oregon State.  All of them have been beneficial.  Maybe
my first trip, to UCLA, was the one that affected my the most.  Pepper
Rogers was the head coach and a guy by the name of John Wooden was
coaching basketball there at the time.  He had some success and I spent a
few moments with him as well.  I learned that he never spent time scouting
his opponents or even showed film of them to his team.  “I want them to
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react to what we are doing.  I don’t want to base my game plan on what
they are doing.  We’ll just do what we do and let them adjust.”  I thought
that was great advice and although a few of my peers have felt  my not
burning  the  midnight  candle  watching  their  team  was  somehow
disrespectful, it hasn’t had much affect on how I prepare for an opponent.
I’ll watch video of our last year’s game Vs them, never them Vs someone
else.  Not relevant in my opinion.  Thank you John Wooden.  

Pepper Rogers was a southern gentleman originally from Atlanta and
was an All-American QB at Georgia Tech in the early '50's.  I was sitting in
his office with the UCLA staff and the topic was player evaluation.  I'll
never forget how the meeting went.  A young (at the time) assistant coach
by the name of Terry Donahue was talking about his players and Pepper,
smoking his pipe, just let him ramble.  Terry's point was this; he had an
All-American defensive tackle (Terry was coaching the defensive line) that
didn't  work  hard  enough  in  practice  and  had,  in  Terry's  mind,  poor
technique although obviously a lot of natural skill.   Terry preferred another
player who he said worked much harder, had better technique and in his
opinion deserved to be elevated to first string.  

This  speech  took about  ten  minutes  and Pepper  just  let  him talk,  not
offering a clue as to whether he agreed or disagreed.  Finally, he spoke.
"Son", he began in his very pronounced southern drawl, "I'm going to tell
you something and I don't want you to ever forget it.  You take that hard
working, good technique guy who sweats a lot and I'll take that guy with
the talent.  Hear me now son, I'll kick your ass every time!"  "Don't get me
wrong here", he said, "you can't let someone prostitute your program.  If
he's killing people we're going to have to let him go.  However, if he's just
molesting a few folk, we're going to keep playing him.  Don't ever forget
that most of the time the very best players don't need to work as hard as the
average  player.   Don't  fall  in  love  with  the  guy  who  sweats  hard  on
Tuesday.  Play the guy who performs on game day and whose talent will
win games for you!"  

Pepper was a very colorful guy and I agreed with nearly every word he
said.  How many times in my coaching career have we beaten an opponent
because their best players weren't on the field?  I know it's a lot!  Most
football coaches worry too much about things that don't matter in the least.
Hey coach don't sit your best player because he doesn't keep his chin strap
snapped or doesn't sweat enough, or is 30 seconds late to the bus or an
unimportant meeting.  I'll tell you when our bus leaves the parking lot, its
when our best player arrives and not one damn minute before!  And we
eliminated meetings a long time ago.

So what did I learn this trip?  I spent a lot of time with the  o-line
coach and with Brandon and his buddy Manuel Ramirez a 6’4 333 lb. All-
American offensive lineman.  They taught me about stance and alignment
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and spacing and the importance of footwork and balance.  It was a very
valuable session.

After learning what I needed to know my trip was over and it was
time to head back to the barn in Aurora.  So naturally I awoke at 4 am and
began my trek west.  It was 68 degrees when I left and I passed Amarillo in
darkness and headed west on hwy. 40.  I passed the border and headed into
New Mexico and crossed the continental divide, elevation 7,200 feet, as the
sun was appearing in my rear view mirror.  It was 32 degrees, that would
be 54 degrees cooler than yesterday afternoon, and there was a lot of snow
on the ground. I passed Albuquerque and stopped for a quick shuteye at
Grants before continuing to Gallup and into Arizona.  I zipped across the
Grand Canyon state and crossed into California at Needles.  I crossed the
Mojave Desert and through the red faced Piute Mountains chasing the sun
that  had  moved  from  my  rear  view  mirror  to  the  advancing  western
horizon. It was pitch dark when I arrived in Barstow and turned northwest
towards hwy 99.

I passed Visalia where I had visited with Martin Miller and quickly
Fresno, Modesto and Stockton were in my rear view mirror.  It was 2 AM
when I made the wrong turn in Sacramento and 4 AM in Lubbock, which I
had left exactly 24 hours ago.  I stopped in Redding for my second twenty
minute’er and headed up I-5.  I crossed into Oregon before the sun came
up.  My wake up call came from the flashing red lights of the patrol car
between Ashland and Medford.  The sun was just brightening the sky and
I’m not sure whether it was the cup of coffee or the $355 ticket that awoke
me from my lethargy and into a state of acute awareness, looking for patrol
cars.   The officer had marked  the  box which said  “no culpable  mental
state.”  I looked that up in the dictionary.  Culpable means deserving blame
or punishment for a wrong.  I guess the ‘NO”  is cop speak that means I
was an asshole and didn’t like the fact I was getting a $355 ticket.  No shit
red rider.  And where was Allan Gilbert when I needed him?  Alan is a
state patrol officer who played for me at Lewis & Clark, now working out
of Eugene.

The final four hours passed like a walk in the park and Joey greeted
my with his big Doberman smile as I came to a halt in the driveway.  I was
just in time to become a couch potato and watch the Masters.  Go Phil!
Coach Tom
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                                             ESSAY FIFTEEN
                                                   “WAVE”

Howdy; back in 1980 something when I was coaching in the USFL,
that’s United States Football League and not the ‘Useful’ league that some
facetiously  called  the  fledgling  football  playground,  I  worked  with  the
Boston, New Orleans, Portland Breakers, coaching the running backs.  It
was a valuable time for a number of reasons, not the least of which is I
found the perfect, for me, helmet logo.  The Breaker ‘Wave’ would follow
me to Lakeridge, Lewis & Clark, Mc Nary and now Evergreen.  The slogan
some Evergreen booster parents came up with is “Ride the Wave,” seems
especially appropriate, and the new helmet logo looks pretty good printed
on t-shirts passed out at our end of camp lunch on the steps of Mc Kenzie
stadium, my new coaching home.

It was a whirlwind two weeks back in the northwest.  Midsummer
break in Finland has allowed me the luxury of flying across our planet west
once again.  On Monday I’ll return to the air, heading east from Portland to
Frankfurt and on to Helsinki via  Lufthansa.  I won’t be back in business
class luxury so the tight confines will cause the usual discomfort, but I’m
excited to return to the Jaguar den and try to somehow stay in first place
with a new quarterback.  It will be a short time in Finland, four games in
five weeks, before I return to start my first season coaching and teaching at
Plainsmen land.  

I’ll admit that my summer has been very invigorating for me.  I was
sort of on cruse control at Mc Nary my last season and didn’t seem to have
the energy to breath life into what turned out to be a disappointing end to
my twelve year run in Keizer.  The Celts needed new blood and I needed a
transfusion and we both should be a lot better for the change.  The team in
Finland got my blood flowing and my two weeks with these kids from east
Vancouver has really charged, I should say recharged, my batteries.  I’m as
excited as I’ve ever been for a season to start.  

It’s hard to put a number of wins on my new team, not because I can’t
figure us out, it’s them I know nothing about.  Not knowing much about
our opponent will require me to rely on people around me for sure.  I’ve
always said to be successful you’ve got to surround yourself with quality
and then let them do their work. I have and they will.  We’ve got some
talent for sure.  Our QB is a returning two-year starter and has a strong arm
and is pretty mobile.  He seemed to thrive in the new to him offense.  His
backup is a very capable junior with a strong arm and seemingly an ability
to see the ‘open’ receiver and get him the football.  The so called ‘skill’
positions are filled with speed and depth.  Even though our returning starter
at RB was in Provo, Utah at BYU’s camp, where he has been ‘offered’ and
one slotback was in Eugene winning the MVP award for receivers at the
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Duck camp and our fastest receiver and returning two way starter was in
Phoenix at a baseball camp, we have a number of kids who performed like
starters and impressed all of the coaching staff with their skill.  I told the
kids that they needed to take advantage of this window of opportunity to
show what they could do and the result was eye opening to most of us
wearing coaching gear. 

We, of course, also installed our defense and the coaches on that side
of the football did a great job.  Our kids, a nice looking athletic bunch,
seemed  to  quickly  adapt  to  a  new  philosophy  and  do  it  with  healthy
enthusiasm.  

Once  again  I’m  fortunate  to  be  surrounded  by  a  great  group  of
assistant coaches.  The returning Evergreen staff members picked up on my
coaching style and fit in quite well.  My friends new to evergreen football
didn’t disappoint either.  

I haven’t’ been this excited about my team for a long time.  Change
can be good, more times than bad, in my experience and although I tend to
stay and sometimes overstay my welcome, when fifty new names and faces
in Vancouver, Washington and thirty new names and faces in Finland show
up suddenly in my life it works like drinking from a fountain of youth for
me.  I’m a young man again and can’t wait for the next challenge.  Go
Jag’s.  Go Plainsmen!
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ESSAY SIXTEEN
                                                    “WINNERS”

Hi, I’ve got time to reflect today so I thought I’d share with you the
introduction of a book I’m working on, seems like I’m always working on a book, in
my spare time.  Fortunately I have a lot of that here in Romania.  Maybe I’ll put it
and a bunch of others on my web site.  Someone tell me how to do that!

The title of my book on “Success” is “Winners Win, Losers Bitch”. more on
that in a moment.  I’ll begin with the preface.  I think it is the reason I’ve been pretty
successful as a football coach.  Here it is;

“Surround yourself with competent and intelligent people who understand the
value of Communication, Cooperation and Loyalty.  Wise people who are not
threatened or intimidated by your skill, but rather respect and admire ability in
others.  Faithful people supportive in your presence and trustworthy when you
are absent.  Bright people who realize that appreciating  your expertise will
allow them to share fully in the resulting success.”   

I wasn’t much of a science or math student.  I couldn’t figure out all those
formulas.  Some very smart people have formulas  for success.  One of my hero’s,
John Wooden, has a pyramid of success, but mine is simply a paragraph that makes a
lot of sense to me. Formulas have a lot of numbers and sometimes letters all mixed
together and most of them look to me like they belong on a signpost in county Mayo
written in Gaelic. But I believe if you will follow the simple ideas stated in the
Preface you will have a very good chance to be successful, no matter which
profession you chose to make your life work. It works in all walks of life...coaching
football, managing an office or running a business.  If those  around you don't care
who gets the credit your chance for success is  greater.

The title of the book “Winners Win, Losers Bitch.”  is a phrase I use when I
hear some excuse for losing by another loser on ESPN.  Had to change the last word
because some loser complained to my principal that “Bitch” was offensive. WWLB
is written on the backs of practice jerseys or shorts of a number of our teams at Mc
Nary High School where I have taught and coached for twelve years.  The letters
began showing up after our 1997 State Championship.  Probably thousands of kids
playing on teams and community support groups have understood the positive
meaning.  One jackass is offended and we have to change the words.  Only in
America. 

 Turns out the complainer was living in the federal pen about twenty cross
country miles down the road during the work week but got to come home on the
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weekends.  Mostly to complain about other people and of course having most of
academia fall all over themselves to acquiesce to his opinion’s about life , liberty, the
pursuit  of happiness and ideas of how to beat Uncle Sam’s tax laws. Seems he had
committed a large amount of tax fraud that landed him in the slammer, but Uncle
Sam had a heart so the cheat got to go home on the weekends and fix the world.
Sam’s a nicer guy than I am.

To tell the complete  truth WWLB adorned the backside of the football camp
shorts the local football hopefuls were wearing.  My principal thought we should
change the last word to “Bellyache” so with a wink that is what we told all the
bandwagon complainers, I think there were two.  The tax cheat’s kid was a freshmen
player who eventually quit football and joined the rally squad so he could spend his
idle time hoisting teenage girls in the air while grasping firmly their collective asses.
Kid was a lot smarter than dad. 

What the letters WWLB are saying and most rational people can understand, is
that winners figure out how to win and losers figure out how to lose and then bitch
mostly about the winners.  Want an example?  Ok, I’ve always thought average was
below average.  Let me give you an example.  I’ve coached forty two football teams
at the high school and the international level and the worst record my teams have had
is six wins and three losses.  Play three, win two, not a bad ratio.  I think that adds up
to .66% if my bad math is correct.  Make a lot of money batting .600 in baseball or
shooting three pointers in basketball.  Most football coaches would think that’s ok as
well.  I think it’s Average!   And if you are satisfied with .600 winning percentage
then soon, very soon, it will be .500 followed by below that win one, lose one
pattern.  The %80 win loss ratio my forty two teams have compiled is closer to my
idea of a winner.

So why should you listen to a football coach tell you how to be successful?
Good question and I’ll try to answer that quickly and then I’ll take about two hundred
pages to go into detail.  I’ll tell you stories that are true and happened to me during
my career.  I’ll give you insights as to why I did this or that, made this decision
instead of that duh-cision.  I had the good fortune to coach way over a thousand
young kids and to my knowledge only one of them ended up in jail.  Come to think
of it I think he was a senior when we changed the name from “Bitch” to “Bellyache”
courtesy of my favorite federal  pen accountant.  The kid probably listened to the
wrong guy.

A lot of the kids I coached make a lot of money in the real world and guess
what?  Most of them give credit to their old high school coaches for teaching them
the how’s and the why’s of life in a way that helped them become very successful
adults.  So I’ll go into all that in my book.  Look for a copy of it soon on your news
stand….or on my web site or maybe in my memoirs.  Have a great day.
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ESSAY SEVENTEEN
                                                      “WORK”

Hey; Howdy, a number of year’s ago my younger brother, before he
became the good Dr., who wasn’t working at the time said after I asked
him why he had turned down a seemingly good opportunity, “I want a job
like yours, a perfect one.”  Well, I tried to tell him way back then that my
job  was  far  from  perfect.   It  certainly  had  its  up’s  but  there  were  a
significant  amount  of  downs  as  well.   Still  true.   We  had  a  downer
yesterday Vs the Sein Ajoki Crocodiles.  They were physically intimidating
and there  are  a  few good reasons  why they have only lost  one regular
season league game in the last two years.  Size, experience, balance and
patience come to mind.  

The first half was a defensive battle.  They led at the half 7-0 after we
let their wide out get behind coverage on a simple fade route taking the ball
to our two yard line, where they powered in for the only score of the half.
We  spent  the  half  coming  oh  so  close,  misfiring  on  a  number  of
opportunities by seemingly inches.  A tip here, a drop there. A slip here, a
slight miscalculation there.  Our new, just three practices, qb hadn’t played
a game in ten months and it showed.  He never found a rhythm, which was
understandable.  But we thought at halftime we could make some subtle
adjustments a move the football.  We did, a little.  One TD but a missed
PAT and two drops  at  the  goal  line  pretty  much  doomed our  chances.
Meanwhile they threw one incomplete pass out of their wishbone offense.
Chewing up minutes on the clock with time consuming hammering drives.
They scored after a fake punt took the runner to our two and again after an
eighty yard march significant with third and fourth down conversions and
tips, trips, slips that all went their way.  The final was 20-6 but our kids
never quit.

Our youth and lack of size showed.  They just decided at the half, to
the credit of their coach, to hammer us.  Nothing fancy, just line up in the
bone and power right or power left.  Their tight end wore number 75 which
ought to tell you something.  They feature a large group of running backs
all  well  over  ninety  kilos.  Multiply  times  2.2,    and  a  huge  line  that
averages well over one thirty kilos, you do the math. They walked up to the
line of scrimmage, lined up toe to toe and slowly, methodically proceeded
to kick our collective butts.   We were gallant  in our ten-man front  but
grown men Vs whiskers favors  the men.   As our kids walked the field
replacing divots after the game I got the feeling they might uncover one of
our young guys buried amongst the carnage, but after I counted heads hung
down in despair and came up with the correct number I felt better.

So it’s back to work for the old coach.  Ryan asked if I wanted to go
out but I told him I’m not very sociable after a loss.  So while the boys
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were grabbing a bite to eat I watched the video of our next opponent the
Porvoo Butchers and began to formulate a battle plan.  After chow the kids
were off into the night with a different goal in mind.  Wine, women and
song come to my mind but in reality for twenty something virile young
men, fitting Webster’s definition of ‘relating to or having the characteristics
of an adult male and able to carry out the male sexual function,’ it’s more
like beer, beer and more beer while dancing with the groupies and listening
to loud obnoxious  sounds that  they call  music.   The rage  is  something
called ‘techno’ and all I know is it isn’t Toby Keith, Kenny Chesney or
Willie Nelson.  But just like men everywhere of all ages,  the women get
prettier as the hands spin around the clock dial.  Here in Finland during
summer months  the sun hovers  near  the horizon and for  the young the
challenge, like the sun, never totally disappears.  

So Dr. Paul, this isn’t a perfect job unless you count the unbelievable
experience’s  I’ve  had  with  young  football  players.   Molding  them,
coaching them, encouraging them.  Guiding them and sharing with them
the up’s and down’s of this fabulous game.  A game that has taken me
along a great forty-year ride.  The land of the midnight sun is just the latest
place where I’ve had the pleasure to work.  On second thought, Dr. maybe
it is a perfect job.  You all take very good care.  Coach tom
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                                         ESSAY EIGHTTEEN
                                             “WRESTLING”

Hey; it’s good to get humbled once and awhile.  Like just when you
think you’re pretty important and you are in the auction block as a celebrity
at the Fellowship of Christian Athletes fund raising golf tournament you
get introduced by Darrell Imhof as the wrestling coach from somewhere.
He was just about as impressed with me as the young boy who asked as he
shagged my clubs from my car,  “Where do you coach Tom?”  He was
fifteen and a football player from West Salem, so I told him I coached in
Europe.  “Cool,” he said.  

I cost my team a respectable $220 which went into the FCA coffers
and maybe I was worth the money because I did make a couple of good
iron shots early and knocked in a birdie putt on our second hole and a long
eagle putt later in the round.  But my overall play was a disappointment to
me.  Especially after playing in a Cancer benefit tournament on Wednesday
at Langdon Farms when I holed eight long putts, dead center, and helped
our team to a nineteen under round of fifty two.  We had seventeen birdies
and an eagle, courtesy of another of my center cut putts and finished third.
Go figure!  Darrell,  of  course,  played in  the NBA, as  did many of  the
celeb’s present at the Mallard Creek Golf Course in Lebanon for the event.
I  didn’t  quite  hold up in stature  to Bobby Gross,  Shaler  Haliman, Dale
Schluter and the other ex-NBA guys, but wrestling coach?  Ok, I don’t look
sleek and athletic any longer but neither do most of those famous guys.  

Anyway  it  was  a  fun  event  and  FCA  is  certainly  worthy  of  my
support such as it is and I was happy to be a part of the occasion.  It was a
long day and I didn’t get home ‘tell around eight, so I did what I do about
once  a  year.   I  settled  into  an  easy  chair  and  watched  our  1997  state
championship final Vs Beaverton.  I quit counting how many people have
told me it was the best football game they had ever witnessed.  The 51-48
Celt victory was full of everything a football game should be full of.  Great
plays, suspense and a thrill a minute.  The commentators, Neil Lomax and
Scott Lynn couldn’t say enough superlatives and rightly so.  It was truly a
game that thousands will remember forever.  I know I will.  The game had
its stars on both sides.  Taylor Barton and Jesse Levin from Beaverton set
all  sorts  of  championship  game  passing  and  receiving  records  and  our
Stephen Copeland and Shawn Kintner just keep making plays one after the
other.  As I watched the game, along with Joey and a glass of good red I
slowly realized that it was ten years ago that this game was played.  As our
kids made plays and were identified by Neil and Scott I couldn’t help but
marvel at my good fortune in coaching these kids.  

Now they are all young men and not surprisingly doing quite well out
in the real  world.  Shawn Kintner,  after a respectful four-year career at
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OSU is married, living in Keizer, working in Real Estate and doing quit
nicely.  Bruce Preim, a Keizerite who put together the team that I played
with yesterday,  has Shawn on his all  time Mc Nary basketball  team.  I
agree and always thought he should have played college basketball instead
of football.  Stephen Copeland also went to OSU and played four years of
baseball as a pitcher.   He was the pitching coach for the Celts this past
spring and will enter medical school this fall.  Nick Calaycay, who kicked
the winning field goal Vs Beaverton now lives in Boise, Idaho and teaches
and coaches there.  He was the kicker for the Broncos during their recent
outstanding run of teams.  Rob Vian also played at Boise State and after an
attempt to make it as a free agent in the NFL has also landed back in Idaho
to teach and coach.  Justin Kent, the first of the Kent boys to play for me
went to BYU, did his mission and is now living in Seattle.  He was able to
get down for a game this past year to watch the last of the Kent boys play
for  yours  truly.   Scott  Kiniston  is  living  and  working  in  Keizer  while
heading  towards  a  career  in  Law  Enforcement.   He  is  our  freshmen
defensive coordinator.   Bryce Bohlander,  after  starting for  four  years  at
UCLA is now married, living in Tahoe and working for the Edward Jones
company.  

I’ve just mentioned seven young men, seven of our very best players,
from that championship team who are today very successful members of
society.  As I watched the game I began to wonder where are the rest of
those kids now?  Where is Chris Getter, a spot player, who never the less
was a very important member of that team?  He was the one who relayed
by hand signal the play that I called and was proud to be a part of it.  I’ve
got to find out where he is today.  I’d like to find Courtney Johnston, Eric
Rubio, Matt Efsaef, Tyson Riddel and many more of whom I’ve lost track.
I don’t feel good about that.  Hey, if you’re out there somewhere get in
touch with your old wrestling coach.  Oops, I guess that is football coach.
Hey boys, thanks for the memories let’s do that reunion thing again soon.
Take care.

ESSAY NINETEEN
“YOU CAN”

You can't do it that way.  We've always done it this way.  Sound familiar
to you.  Does to me.  See it a lot in my business.  I'm a football coach who
didn't go to "You have to do it this way 'cause we've always done it that
way," school.

I decided real early in my career that there were two things that mattered
most.   I asked myself the question, was it good and right for us?  If it was I
considered doing it.  If it wasn't I didn't do it and it made zero difference
who or how many were doing it.  Made sense to me.  Made me a lot of
enemies too.  Rich boy from Lake Oswego doing it his way.  I was from
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Lake Oswego, never was rich.  Except by my own standard.  If you can do
what you want to do, when you want to do it, you are rich.  No matter what
the bottom line in the bank account says.  Guess that makes me sort of
different as well and oh well.  

I spent a week with Pepper Rogers at UCLA back in 1970.  Watched him
coach.  Liked what I saw.  Pepper was a southern gentleman and somewhat
of a philosopher as well.  He had this idea that he wanted his best game day
players on the field on game day.  Novel thought.    I decided, as long as a
score was important, I would do that too.  The important score is yours.
You want to make it a larger number than those guys over there.  I've pretty
much done that.  Eighty per cent of the time over a thirty nine year period
we have had a larger score when time expired.  I like those numbers.  A lot
of folk don't.  They would rather bitch and complain about what they don't
have or what you do have or both.  Sort of makes them feel superior in a
mediocre sort of way, I guess.  

What Pepper said was this.  "I'll take the kid with talent.  You take the kid
with great fundamentals who is always on time and sweats a lot on Tuesday
and Wednesday.  Now, don't forget this, I'm going to kick your ass, every
time."   He also said and I  quote,  "If  he's  killing people we're probably
going to have to let him go."  I like that probably part.  "But, if he's just
molesting 'em, we're going to play him."
He pronounced molesting with an emphasis on the Mo, as in mo---lest'in.

Football coaches like to put up barriers to see if their kids can handle
them.  Barriers like, be on time, dress like this and  sweat a lot.  If you don't
you can't play for me.  Who wants to play for you, and lose?  Not me.  I
have my own rules.  Bus doesn't leave at 3:01.  Bus leaves when my best
player arrives.  Don't have to tuck your shirt in at practice or keep your chin
strap strapped.  I don't care.  Now on game day you will tuck in your shirt
and keep your chin strap strapped, and we get to win most of the time,
thank you.  Don't  have to sweat on Tuesday either.   I'd prefer that  you
sweat a lot on game day, on the field of play, scoring touchdowns, making
tackles  and  kicking  the  ball  between  the  uprights.   I  don't  want  you
standing next to me on the sidelines while I discipline you for being four
seconds  late  to  the  horseshit  meeting  that  was  unnecessary  anyway  or
having your chin strap unbuckled or for not meeting whatever other barrier
I want to put in front of you.  I'll show you who's boss here.  Oh yeah,
that'll bring out the best in that kid.  Course he won't play next year either.
I thought discipline was acting like a gentlemen on and off the field.  In the
classroom, at home with friends etc.   Oh, and not jumping off sides on
fourth and one.  But what the hell do I know?

These  martyr  type  football  coaches  make  me  smile.  "What's  wrong
coach?"  "Well, had to discipline a couple of my starters yesterday for not
walking to practice to the beat of my drum.  They won't be playing today.
But I've made my point."  Yeah, and I hope you coach there forever 'cause
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your best players won't be playing, forever.  Love playing guys who spend
most  of  their  coaching  time  on  pre-game.   Got  to  look  like  a  military
machine you know.  How many games did that exercise in futility win?
Not many I'm guessing.  Our pre-game stinks.  Haven't won one yet and
don't  care.   Don't  have coaching uniforms either.   That  group with  the
matching sideline apparel is spending dollars and time on the wrong thing,
I'm bet'in.  I tell my guys to wear comfortable shoes. 

My current AD, that would be athletic director, wants me to spend most
of my time working in the equipment room.  He wants to know how many
hip pad strings  and how many left knee pads we have.  I don't care.  We
don't get along.  The last guy coaching here was great at inventory.  Course
the folk watching the game could arrive five minutes before game time and
sit on the fifty yard line.  Coaching outfits matched too.

He wants the marching band to have equal billing as well.  Sit on the fifty
yard line.  Practice on the game field.  Perform during a monsoon at half-
time.  OK to leave before the game is over.  Looks kind of cool with all
those empty seats behind the bench in the forth quarter.  Most people came
to watch the band right.

Sort  of  amazes  me that  all  these  peripheral  groups  are  wanting  equal
billing.  The band, the dance team, the flag team, the rally squad.  Seems to
me they came in after the game was invented, to support the team.  Its a
little like the officials who want to be the show.  Football was originally for
ref.'s only, they added the players later.  Think not.  Same attitude with the
support  groups now.   We have our own state championships to  worry
about.  We want letter's too.  We'll show up when it doesn't infringe on our
deal.   Humm.  Wonder how many tickets they'd sell  to watch the band
play?   A lot if they let the football team play a game at intermission.  They
don't want just part of the pie either.  I'll take the whole damn thing please.
You're on your own buddy. Oh yeah, another thing.  They don't have any
rules.  Football players have to pass five classes.  Can't smoke.  Can't drink.
Can't  get kicked out of class.   Etc. etc.  Think the band, rally, flag and
dance teams have rules.   Big  uh uh  here.   Sports  teams have barriers.
Those other teams don't.  Now it’s my turn.  You can’t do it that way!  

Sometimes  I  get  a  little  frustrated  at  where  we’ve  gone in  our  sports
world,  but  then we seem to be living in  a  world that  says,  don’t  upset
anyone.  I’m more into what’s right and what’s wrong.  Have a good one.
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                                              ESSAY TWENTY 
                                                    “YOUNG”

Hey; in 1970 I began my head coaching career at Lake Oswego High,
my alma mater, and then in 1971 I moved to Lakeridge, the city’s new high
school to begin a sixteen-year run, with a year off, 1978,  at OSU. Then it
was six seasons on Palatine Hill followed by nine in Vienna, mixed in with
twelve at Mc Nary.  Add that up and it’s forty-four teams.  This year I’m
taking on the task of two new teams in the same year.  I wish I were young.
My first seven weeks with these kids from Finland, team forty-five, has
been  typical.  Getting  to  know  everyone,  impossible  in  seven  weeks,
working out kinks, finding out who can play and where.  It’s putting the
pieces of a puzzle together and I think it’s the single most challenging thing
in coaching.  It also just happens to be the part I enjoy the most.  

After two weeks of games there are only two undefeated teams in
Finland  and  we play  one of  them on  Saturday.   The  Trojans  from the
coastal city of Turku, the first capitol of Finland and its oldest city, are two
and zero. Their proximity to Sweden has made it sort of a Swedish city in
Finland.  In fact, in this part of Finland the road signs are in both Finnish
and Swedish, two distinctly different languages.  The capitol was moved to
Helsinki during the period of Russian control, so the Tsars could have the
Finnish capitol closer to Mother Russia, where they could keep a red eye
on their neighbors.  

This will be a very tough test.  Turku has an outstanding American
QB and two USA receiver/db kids with more talent than anyone in the
league.  But we’re coming along and I think it will be a very competitive
game.  We will have to slow them down a bit and take advantage on any
opportunities they leave for us.  It will be an upset if we can prevail but I
told the kids there is no better pleasure than doing a hard job well.  In this
case to compete and beat a good team.  It’s a much better feeling than to
triumph over a poor team.  Don’t get me wrong, all wins are good, some
just make the after game beer taste just a little better. Late Saturday night or
more probably early Sunday morning  at O’Malley’s we’ll see.

In Finland they have what is called Mid Summer break.  It’s a two
week period of celebration and most people spend time at lake cabins or
summer homes.  Part of the merriment is a beer festival celebrating the
years longest day.  Doesn’t seem to me the Finns need a reason to party but
I’ve only been here a short time.  For my Mid Summer break I’ll leave on
Monday and travel by train to Helsinki and then by plane to Copenhagen.
After an overnight I fly to Atlanta and then on to Portland, arriving late
Tuesday.  Our  spring  practice  at  team  number  forty-five  will  begin  on
Monday with equipment issue.  Tuesday will be a defensive practice run by
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my capable assistant coaches and on Wednesday I’ll take over as the head
whistle.  It will be a whirlwind two weeks I’m sure.  The good news is the
kids  will  be  speaking  English  and  not  Finnish.   I  just  hope  they  will
understand my ‘language’ as well as have these kids here in Jyvaskyla.  

Before the game our kids were setting up the concessions and putting
the field markers in place.  Do we have to do that in America?  Anyway,
here in Europe the tasks begin before the game.  And after the game we
step off the field and replace divots, take the goal post down and remove
sideline benches, it sort of reminds me of Willamina when I had to paint
the lines and wash the uni’s.  

Oh, the good news is we won, the bad news is we may have lost our
QB with an MCL.  So the after game party was a little bit restrained.  We
played very, very well. We scored on our first two possessions and led 27-7
at the half.  With Ryan hurt we played very conservatively in the second
half and came away with a 27-13 win.  So the first time in the big time,
Jaguaarit’s are leading the Medal division with a 2-1 record.  I’m a very
proud coach because our kids played their hearts out and came away with a
hard earned, great effort, win.  We did the hard job well!  And as always
I’m falling in love with these wonderful young men choosing to play this
American game. Now we have the Mid Summer break and I’ll introduce
myself to another bunch of good kids.  Go Jag’s, Go Plainsmen.  You all
take good care.  

ESSAY TWENTY ONE
“YOUTH”

Hey; Some very wise person once said, “Change is inevitable,
change is good.”  Not so fast Red Ryder.  In the last few months
yours truly has gone through a few changes in his life, some good,
some not so.  When one stays with a profession for as long as I’ve
stayed in mine it is true that change happens, mostly as a result of
maturity.  The older you get the more resilient, the more forgiving,
and the more understanding.  Or, hell you’re just too old and tired to
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go through all the hassle of demanding perfection, as if that elusive
goal  was reachable.   It  isn’t.  What  is  reachable,  for  everyone is  a
desire to do your best. All it takes is a willingness to be judged by
those  outside  your  glass  house.   I  call  this  simple  little  challenge
“Pride  in  Performance.”   When  I  decided  to  go  back  into  the
classroom it was mostly for monetary reasons and I was prepared for
the challenge of motivating kids again.  What I wasn’t prepared for
was the attitude of way too many of our youth.  Most of you would be
appalled at what I see every day.  A willingness to fail and an I don’t
care attitude that is baffling to this old timer.

At  our  spring football  meeting with  the kids  at  Evergreen I
brought up this very thing.  The reason was in the last six months I’ve
noticed  an  overpowering  avalanche  of  mediocrity  and  even  more
ominous a feeling, by the young people I teach and coach every day,
of  an  acceptance  of  a  “Do  as  little  as  possible”  attitude.   Young
people satisfied to be one of the pack of under achievers and with an
attitude  of   “My  Bad”  solves  everything  while  continuing  to
concentrate  on cell  phone and i-pod proficiency at  the  expense of
everything really important in life.  What these kids don’t understand
is it’s during one’s youth that habits are formed that will determine
how they react to life’s challenges.  Here’s another truism.  “When
the going gets tough, the tough get going.”  The mental, physical and
emotional  challenges  of  the  real  world  can’t  be  faced  down  and
overcome with a lack of pride of performance.  It’s impossible. 

 I went on to tell these young boys that it’s their work ethic that
indicates how much pride they have and it’s both of those that allows
people like me, the coach, and/or the parent, the boss or any authority
figure to trust them.  How can I as a coach trust a kid to be in the right
place  and do his  best  when he  sneaks  around hiding from honest
effort  when he thinks no one is  looking?  How can I trust  him to
perform to his best when he hasn’t given it anywhere?  How will a
supervisor,  a  Forman,  an instructor,  a  boss  trust  an employee that
hasn’t earned that trust by his performance?  Won’t happen. 

 I’ve told kids for years football, in my program, is more than
blocking and tackling.  It’s more that throwing and catching.  What it
really is all  about is learning the ramifications of preparation, self-
discipline, loyalty, effort, communication and trust.  It’s finding out
what those traits can do for you on and off the field.  It’s also finding
out where a lack of those traits will get you. The little phrase that I
first  heard  from  Sonny  Long,  the  longtime  successful  basketball
coach at Lake Oswego High, and later from his disciple Charlie Nipp,
“There is no greater feeling than the one you get from doing a hard
job well,” has been lost by most of our youth.  It’s my job to remind
them.  
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We  are  in  a  crisis  in  our  country  and  it’s  of  epidemic
proportion.   We are bringing up a generation of  techno brats  who
want and need to be entertained.  They don’t want to learn or listen.
They want to do what they want to do when they want to do it and
they don’t want to pay any dues for that right.  I’ve heard from former
players in leadership positions in our society that the young people
coming out of college and into our work force are unwilling to work
and that they want instant reward before they earn anything. What’s
more they are poor listeners and awful communicators.

I’m not surprised at  all;  I  see it  every day in the classroom.
Zero respect for authority.  I’m only sure of this  one thing, they treat
the old coach the same way they treat their parents and anyone else of
an older generation.  I’m sick of what I see and I’m going to do what
I have to do to influence some of them.  That would be my football
team. That’s the place where I still gain some measure of respect.  All
those  championships  will  do  that  even  to  the  most  skeptical  of
teenagers. These kids will leave my program with an understanding
of pride of performance and they will earn my trust or they will stand
on  the  sideline.   Pay  your  dues,  earn  your  spot  or  sit.   If  they
understand that at least they will have a chance to break out of the
envelope  of  mediocrity  that  seems  to  engulf  our  youth  and  be
embraced by them in today’s world.  I’m still the guy who stands on
the sideline and makes decisions and one of those is who to put in the
game.  Earn the right young man and just maybe that understanding
will carry over into the classroom and eventually the real world of
hard knocks. I hope so.  
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                                                  ESSAY TWENTY TWO
       “LONG DAY”

Some days start out good and end up bad and some start out bad and end
up good.  That’s how life works most of the time. Fridays are game days so I
don’t get to school until about four thirty.  It gives me most of the day to do
little things, run errands or just relax. Our games usually last until about ten
o’clock and then it’s another hour or so before I can head home.  Nancy and I
usually watch Friday nights TV coverage until about midnight, so it makes for a
long day. 

Friday we played at South Salem, our second game and first away contest.
The school bus was supposed to arrive so we could leave around five o’clock.
At a quarter till we decided to call the bus service to check because they usually
arrive about a half hour before departure.  We were told the bus was on the
way.  To me that sort of means “The check’s in the mail”, so I was pretty
skeptical and not surprised when five thirty arrived with no school bus in sight.
At twenty till six I made the decision for us to jump in cars and head to South.
The trip went smooth and I thought maybe we should just do it this way for all
games in the Salem school district.   Of course our always on top of things
Athletic Director was mortified and wanted to call for a return bus until the
coaches informed him that he would then have to drive about fifteen cars back
to Mc Nary. I won’t go into who was to blame for the non-bus but I will say it
isn’t in the school district job description for the head football coach.  I’m
equally sure said AD would very much like it to be, however.  

This season has begun with Oregon’s weather in a mid November mode.
After another hot summer we have experienced nothing but rain since football
practice began.  In my ten seasons here at Mc Nary we have been blessed with
glorious fall weather.  I think we have played in a total of two rain games in
those ten years during the regular season.  The playoffs, in November and
December have of course been another matter.  So our two rain games this
season has broken the long spell of dry football and doubled the games we have
played in rain.

South Salem has a unique field.  There is no track around it and it is
surrounded on three sides by the school.  It is an old field and has a crown in
the middle which makes the opponents across the field standing on the sideline
seem like they are all top and no bottom.  But at least when running toward the
sideline the player is running down hill.  We have had some interesting battles
with south on their home field.  In my second season we trailed at halftime 41-
7.  Most of our fans including some of my good friends left before the second
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half started.  We kicked a field goal and blocked their attempt both in the last
two minutes to win 43-41.  The next year we faced each other in the final game
and both were 8-0.  After a close half we pretty much stuffed them and won 36-
0 and went on the win the state championship in an epic thriller vs. favored
Beaverton 51-48.  In our second state championship season, 2001, South gave
us our only loss in a late October game here on their home grounds.

We had won our first game 14-0 but to state the obvious our offense was
less than acceptable.  South had beaten its first opponent soundly and was
heavily favored by most to put us into the loss column.  The first two plays of
the game put a large smile on the faces of those with Saxon blood in their veins.
Two quick twenty yard plays, a nice pass and a draw play, put the football on
our twenty-five yard line.  On their third play from scrimmage their senior QB
lofted a pass into the corner of our end zone on a fade route where our stellar
junior Kyley McCrae made a nice interception.  We then marched eighty yards
for a touchdown, scoring on a forty-yard play action pass.  We missed the extra
point but took the early lead 6-0. 

In the second quarter we marched sixty yards, mostly on the ground, for a
second touchdown and went into the locker room at the half both leading 13-0
and avoiding most of the torrential downpour that arrived in south Salem with
about two minutes to go.  We had double the offense plays of our opponent and
had shut down their explosive offense.  Maybe the wet field and intermittent
showers gave us more help but our kids were so focused I don’t think the filed
conditions made any difference to the games outcome.  In the third quarter after
a bad snap on a punt attempt we had the football on their thirty-five yard line
and connected on a throwback route for our third TD. The missed point after
touchdown was meaningless.  The fourth quarter was a carbon copy of the first
three as we controlled the tempo and the line of scrimmage.  We fumbled on
their one-yard line, on first down, with two minutes to go nullifying our fourth
touchdown after a nice time consuming drive.

The final score of 19-0 could have easily been more but it left us some
room for improvement.  I did like the zero on their side of the scoreboard a lot.
In two games we have outscored our opponents 34-0 and if the trend continues
we should be OK  in the long run.  I know this, if they don’t score our chances
of winning increase dramatically.

Our season began with all of us having to deal with the illness to one of
our team captain’s, Nate Van Slochteren who is battling Leukemia, and the
injury on the third play of the season to another of our captains, Kyle Ward our
best offensive lineman. It hasn’t been the easiest road for us but Kyle will be
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back by mid-season so if we can get past the next three games without further
misfortune at least we will gain some needed experience.

Each season offers different challenges.  This one has begun with more
than the usual amount but just maybe it will be one that in the end will result in
satisfaction above the norm.  No one can ever take away the feeling of doing a
hard job well and so far these kids have gone above and beyond the call of
duty.  

At midnight I put our dog Joey to bed and ended this long day with a
smile on my face as Nancy and I headed towards the bedroom and some well
deserved sleep. My friend across the street has told me most people don’t get to
experience either the highs or lows that I do in my chosen profession.  He’s
right of course and tonight I have the luxury of enjoying one of the highs.  

Remember when the day starts out shaky their might be a bright light at
the end of the tunnel shining down with good fortune.  Please take care.

Coach Tom
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       ESSAY TWENTY THREE
                              “MIDNIGHT”

Howdy; don’t know what that is in Finnish…. oh well.  In Vienna the
party started right after the game, in the end zone.  Of course we were the
Chrysler and then the Dodge Vikings and we couldn’t have the after game party
in the back seat of a car.  Back in the sixties the back seat of the car was used
for something other than celebrating a football win…here in Jyvaskyla we are
sponsored by three night clubs, bars, hot spots.  We are, and it’s on our jerseys,
helmets, game pants to prove it, the Jyvaskyla Memphis, O’Malley’s or the
Jingling Mermaids.  If you think at least one of our sponsors is a ‘titty’ bar
you’d be correct.  Oh well, when in Finlandia.  

Sitting in the Memphis sports bar, after our 42-19 win, O’Malley’s is right
next door and up the walking street a bit is that Mermaid place, drinking, what
else, a glass of red wine…house special…. celebrating our victory over the Sea
City Storm of Rauma, Finland. Reminded me of Austria, of course. The Storm
wasn’t very good and we were. At the half we had scored five TD’s, four in the
second quarter, and led 35-0.  Our American QB and DB became coaches the
second half and we took out most of our starters as well and the final was,
instead of what it could have been 70-0, 42-19.  I’m sure our undermanned
opponent, they dressed twenty two for the game, felt better for their four hour
ride home and we had the satisfaction of knowing that the final score was a lot
different than it could have been had the head coach of the Jaguar’s been a
typical American asshole coach.  He isn’t.  We left them with some pride and
some; we outscored them in the second half, confidence heading into their next
contest.  I think we’ve got some as well.

Our backup QB and starting nickel back played the entire second half at
QB and didn’t get a lot of help.  We were sitting sipping red wine after our
game video had been shown on the big screen and he, Tuukka, began telling me
about his life.  Seems his father, a professional soldier, is about to be assigned
to a group heading to Afghanistan.  The son, QB/Db, seems understanding of it
all.  “Coach, I’ve been in Lebanon, Israel, Syria and I’ve seen a lot for a twenty
year old. These European kids seems to take life’s assignment in stride.
Tuukka is presently in the military, doing his mandatory one year service, and
thinking he’ll make it a career.

After the game and before the Memphis we were sitting in the sauna at
another of our sponsors sipping on some cold, it didn’t’ stay cold for long, beer
and discussing our game.  It’s a ritual we will never do or ever understand in
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America but it just seems right in a country that invented the sauna to relax
after competition.  Five of our players, a sixty something coach, and hot air and
cold beer.  A pretty good combination. Of course it took some getting used to
but sweating,  with my players in sauna is something I’m comfortable with, but
I might be the only American that can say that.  We are pretty homophobic in
our country and in Europe they just go with the flow…. I’m more European at
times like this than American and I’m not going to apologize for that.  

It was well past midnight when I took leave of the party and the short taxi
ride to our apartment across the lake. Our kids were enjoying the evening with
each other and the pretty girl friends and groupies that showed up…. how about
that.  It was ‘young’ person time and also time for an old guy to get out of
dodge and let them enjoy….unencumbered by the coach.   Time for the backup
QB to relax and not worry about dad, time for the backup middle linebacker to
enjoy the camaraderie and not worry about being a back up.  Time for the
second string free safety to tell me, “Coach I’ve never enjoyed football so
much,” after which he told me tales of his real life job as a seamen first class.
Out to sea for six months at a time. Not stepping on land but making good
money and saving a lot because,  “There’s no place to spend it.”  Wow, real
people with real stories, playing this funny American game called football. 

This game has taken me to a lot of places most people only dream about.
Amazing what building new programs or breathing fresh air into old ones on
life support can do to the confidence and self-esteem of young men.   Now it’s
these Jaguar kids and soon it will be teenagers across the planet in the state of
Washington. Loving it, but you all know that.  Go Jag’s.  You all take care.  

Coach Tom
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ESSAY TWENTY FOUR
 “CONVENIENCE”

                              
America is a land of convenience and Europe is not.  That in my

estimation built on spending about a third of my adult life hopping around,
traveling through or living all over this continent, is the main difference
between Europe and America.

Of course there are many more.  The most obvious being language. I
speak food Deutsch.  I can order the meal, ask for the check and not gag on
either.  The rest of the language is pretty foreign to me. Although courtesy
of John Mangan, the German teacher at Mc Nary High School, whom I
managed a “B” in first year German, I can understand more than I can
speak.  Others are money; most of Europe uses the Euro, the value of which
seems to fluctuate to the advantage of the smart people of the world and to
my disadvantage.  They don’t have miles in Europe, they have kilometers.
Just multiply by six and drop some zeros and you’ll be close.  Temperature
in Centigrade instead of Fahrenheit, which means that zero is zero and not
thirty-two and thirty is hot not cold.  No pounds to lose here its kilograms.
I weight somewhere between ninety and one hundred kilos depending on
which time of the year I get on the scale. In America in my good times I
weigh about two hundred pounds and in my bad times, much to my
cardiologist’s horror,  about two twenty.  Multiply 2.2 times kilos to reach
pounds.

Then there is the bathroom.  Oh my.  I’ll never figure out that flat
bottomed toilet with not enough water to float or drown a leaf but at least
now the toilet paper is an improvement over the sand paper they used in the
early sixties when I first visited Europe. It requires about four hands to
work the shower because the shower head is on the end of a hose that you
have to hold over your head while tying to soap down.  It’s extremely
difficult to reach some parts of the body with one hand holding the soap and
the other the hose.  And the hose is never long enough which makes you
imagine a very short person invented this contraption. Maybe it was
Napoleon, one of his wives was Austrian.  Her name was Marie or Ann or
Twinett or something like that and I believe her pretty head landed in a
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basket after the guillotine executed its job description.  That is if I wasn’t
asleep during that particular History of Western Civilization lecture.

If all that isn’t inconveniencing you enough,  there is this other  little
fact.  Nothing is open when you think it should be.  Like, I forgot to buy
milk so I’ll just trot on down to the 7/11 and pick it up.  Not likely.  There
is no 7/11 and all stores close by six o’clock at the latest and by noon on
Saturday and are closed on Sunday.  So get your stuff together and shop
when those places are open.  And don’t try to drive around the block to
shop here; you’ll end up in Poland.  There are no such things as blocks,
there’s winding, zigzagging, turning this way and that streets that are
designed to confuse and they surround buildings built about a thousand
years ago.  So if you miss the place you are going, stop, turn around and
you might have some luck. 

Another thing, the refrigerator is about the size of your microwave and
it doesn’t get very cold.  Something about not enough hydroelectric power
sources so electricity is very expensive.  The result is shop for today and
then tomorrow shop for tomorrow.  Eat what you buy, now, and don’t plan
on stocking up for the week.  No preservatives in the food so if you don’t
eat it, it won’t last.  Of course it tastes better as a result.  Eggs taste like
eggs.  Tomatoes taste like tomatoes.  Potatoes taste like potatoes.  Kind of
like it used to be back in the states in the fifties when I was growing up.

Actually I prefer Europe’s way of living most of the time.  I can figure
out the kilos and the temperature and the kilometers and how many dollars I
spend every time I pluck down a Euro.  I don’t drive often so getting lost
and ending up in Warsaw or Krakow or Auschwitz isn’t a problem either.
The public transportation system gets me where I want to go when I want to
and doesn’t take very long.  I don’t have to try and find a parking place,
spend too many Euros for petrol or park in the wrong place at the wrong
time because I couldn’t read the damn sign.  I don’t have to worry about
driving down the einbahnstrasse, one-way street, the wrong way because
they changed the direction last night.  They do that to keep the drivers alert.
It must work; I don’t see many head on collisions here.  I can live with the
bathroom as well.

I like walking through the outdoor market.  Picking out dinner that I
know was growing in the field until about four o’clock this morning makes
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me smile.  I know that banana wasn’t picked in the twentieth century and
shipped from Argentina on a tug to give it time to ripen, and it still isn’t.
The fruit is juicer, the vegetables more colorful and the fish is swimming in
the bucket, alive.  The bread is baked today and doesn’t come in slices.  It
comes in all shapes and sizes and the only white bread is the Greek flat
bread that is awesome especially with some of those olives stuffed with
nuts or garlic or pimentos.  Wash it down with a glass of local red wine you
buy from an old guy that has been doing the wine thing for about a hundred
years and charges you two Euros per bottle.  It isn’t liable to be vintage but
it sure isn’t Annie Greensprings either.

Europe makes you plan ahead and think about life.  It’s structured. It
has substance.  In America you can just float along without really thinking
about anything.  Forgot dinner, hell just pick up the phone and some
teenager with his pants hanging below his butt crack will deliver a pizza to
your door.  You can sit on your duff and watch every game ever played by
pushing a remote control device that has a life of its own. You can watch
some criminal grab his crotch for doing his job and scream obscenities for
every toddler to hear. You might get your kicks rooting for the home team,
but the home team will be somewhere else next year and that criminal will
be making more money playing his little game of f-you for another multi-
billionaire in another city who made his money in cyberspace when he was
nineteen.  Sometimes I prefer one to nil and gooooooal.  Pretty simple and
pass the mustard.  They have about fifteen kinds here; it’s called senf in
Deutsch.  Some is very sweet and some spicier so have another hot dog and
keep smiling.
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ESSAY TWENTY FIVE
 “LOWER EDUCATION”

I thought Fran Lebowitz was the dead girl that Tim Matheson tried to date in
the very funny movie Animal House.  Guess not.  

If we refer to our colleges as places of higher education, that must mean that
high school is a place of lower education.  I spent the last thirty nine years of my
adult life in one of those places.  Actually it was in five of those places.  I lied, and
for six of those thirty nine years I actually taught in what we call higher education.  It
ain't.  

Lower education is called that for a fairly good reason.  It's the only place in the
world where folk have to go to six years of college to get the degree needed to go to
work and then allow an elected bunch of cause driven pseudo-politicians with
absolutely no expertise run the business.  Think IBM would like to have a 'Board' of
teachers and college Prof's. telling them how to run their business.  I’m  guessing not
on that one.

In the fifty's, when I went to high school, it really was high school back then,
things were much different than they are today.  Are they better different?  Good
question.  Let's examine that question.  In the good old days, pisses off the new
generation I'm sure but I really don't care.  In the good old days, high school had
eight periods a day.  Students had seven classes and a lunch.  They got to class on
time.  They showered in PE. There were no study halls, free periods, early
departure's, late arrival's, co-ed PE, smoking area's, alternative school, TAG and
English as a second language.  Back then students went to every class, every day.  

Students weren't allowed to wear baseball caps backwards or forwards or
sideways, or carry walk-mans and  cell phones.  There weren't  either of those back
then but kids sure as hell wouldn't have been allowed to bring them to school.
Knives, guns and bombs weren't allowed either.  Neither were hula hoops.  School
used to be a place for school.  Boy's weren't  allowed to wear their pants down below
the crack of their ass.  And not one boy in 1950's America would have been stupid
enough to think that it looked cool.  Girls weren't  allowed to show their bare midriff
or bare knees for that matter.  Students dressed appropriately for school.  But, then so
did teachers.  The men wore business shirts and ties and the women dresses.  The PE
teachers wore white uniforms and the kids in PE wore matching outfits.

Kids didn't roam the halls.  Everyone made it to class on time.  Classes were
sixty minutes long and the teachers taught the entire time.  They gave homework,
which the students did, at home.  Amazing how things managed to get done when
there was a lot of respect, self-discipline, discipline and expectations.  Kids had a
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sense of responsibility and were glad of it.  If you fouled up enough at school to have
a teacher call home you were in trouble twice.  First at school and second at home.   I
back-talked  my speech teacher once and when I got home Dad put me in my proper
place.  "You will apologize.  Then you will shut your mouth and do what you are told
to do.  If you can't do that you have two choices.  Get a job or join the service."  That
would be military and there are three Army, Navy and Marines.  Guess which one I
chose to do.

What happened?  Well first the home broke up.  For richer, poorer, sickness
and health as long as you both shall live, not likely.  If you found someone prettier,
or younger, or richer, or nicer you got a lawyer, battled in court and went your
separate ways.  Kids, two weeks at Mom's and two at Dad's and his new squeeze who
was younger than they were. Fun.  Kids played one against the other and ended up
doing what they wanted to do which was nothing.

  Kids today, who are smarter, bigger, faster and stronger somehow manage to
do nothing better than anyone ever did.  They are masters at it.  Give them a choice,
something or nothing and they will choose nothing every time.  Then spend their
nothing time bitching about everything that comes to mind.  If they have a mind,
most don't use it.  Those without don't use it either.  Well, some of them do
sometimes.  Used to be kids played games.  Baseball, football, basketball, cops and
robbers, cowboys and Indians, red rover-red rover, games.  They ran, they played,
they exercised, they laughed, they enjoyed doing things.  Now they sit on there sour
ass and play game-boy on their cell-phone.  They sit at their computer and pull
pornography off the internet.  They lay around and listen to the most God-awful, foul
language crap on head sets with the volume turned up to the maximum.  They get
zero exercise, they never laugh and they hate everything.  The experts on the school
board call it progress.

Can it be fixed?    How can we fix it? The answer to the first question is yes and
here's the answer to the second.  First, anyone getting a divorce wins an all expenses
vacation to the middle-east. They are required to wear an American flag draped
around their shoulders while walking through, take your pick, Beirut, Tehran, Abu-
Dhabi or Damascus.  When you come home you get to go see a lawyer who will
arrange for your burial.

Before you choose to have kids you are required to take a good-parenting class.
The teacher can't teach the class unless he/she has had at least three kids and none of
them are currently in drug rehab or have rings in or around anything but fingers and
earlobes.  Maximum one of each.  Hair color must be natural.

Gotta be careful here. I still work in public education and my then wife says I
need the job.  I feel lucky though so I'm going to take a chance and give you my
advice.  Here it is.  Everyone involved in education must teach.  Want to be

68



principal?  Good, we need one.  They built a principal's office in every school, might
as will have someone sit in it.  After you teach your seven classes we'll pay you a
stipend, same as the football coach gets, and after school you can sit in the principal's
office.  Want to be a counselor?  Good, need those too.  Except after school when
you have taught your seven classes you will actually counsel kids.  So, you want to
be superintendent.  Great, after you teach, well you get the picture.  How many
millions of dollar's are wasted paying for people that don't teach one minute? If it's
one nickel it's too much.  Education happens in the classroom, between the student
and the teacher.  And while we're at it, outlaw ad-hoc committee's.  

Here’s a question for you.  Who was the last superintendent to have a positive
affect of education?  I know the answer, his name was Ray Anderson, and  he was
the principal, superintendent and social studies teacher at Willamina High School in
1965.  I know because that is where I began my teaching career.  He was also the
best administrator I worked for.  We had a teachers meeting the day before school
began in the fall and one on the day the school year ended in the spring.  The rest of
the time we concentrated on educating the kids in our classrooms.  Novel idea. 

Make the administrative office downtown, doesn't matter if it's called the
central office or the  resources center, a bingo parlor.  Just accomplished two things
and put the school district in the black.  Saved millions of dollars in unnecessary
salaries.  We don't need people that do nothing but cause problems for the classroom
teacher in our school system's.  Made a dung-pot full of money  off the bingo game.
Hire a legal secretary to pay the bills and issue pay checks to those who teach.  Stand
at the front door on the first day of school and send home anyone wearing a baseball
cap or carrying a walk-man or cell phone.  Any boy showing up with his pants below
his belly button doesn't get in.  For any girl wearing nothing around her midsection
close the door.  Smokers can go to Europe where they're welcome.

Eliminate study hall and free periods.  Eliminate the do nothing choice.  No late
arrivals or early departure's.  Get to school on time and stay all day.  Co-ed PE for
individual sports only.  Team sports are played boy Vs boy and girl Vs girl.  Sissy Vs
sissy and tomboy Vs tomboy is OK. Resurrect prison and dodge ball. Turn the
showers back on and make the kids take one. Eliminate alternative school.  Your
alternative son is get a job or join the military service, there are three.  TAG my blue
butt.  Throw that out and the school board fool who invented it.  Outlaw school
boards.  Let professionals in education, the teachers, run the school system.  Novel
concept. ESL, excuse me this is America and we speak English here.  If you want to
be an American play by our rules.  Figure it out or go back to wherever the hell you
came from.  If you want to bring your language and  your culture here keep on
walking. I thought you came to this country to get away from that fourteenth century
culture anyway.
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Now, those administrators who are teaching class make sure they spend as
much time keeping the kids from slashing tires in the parking lot and robbing the
concession stands as they do keeping kids from standing to cheer for their team at the
basketball game.  

Make sure that all extra, that would be after school, assignment folk get the
same salary.  Football coach, band director, flag team coach, administrator.  Oh, and
if the band director gets a class for his team he can’t require them to work after
school as well.  If he does, give the football team, the dance team and every other
team a class too.

Cleaned that up.  Now we can call it high school again.  Oh, one more thing.
Eliminate school busses.  Give the parent some responsibility.  Drive the kid to
school or let him walk.  Just saved a lot more money.  Give it to the teachers and that
legal secretary.  And at least that kid will  get some exercise.  
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EPILOGUE

My father in law told me not long ago that I should consider
writing as a profession when I decided to retire from coaching.  I’m
not sure why he said that because I’ve not shared any of my books
with him.  Maybe he just thinks I talk like a writer.  I assured him I
would think seriously about the possibility.

This book was a continuation of the first and second “In the
Huddle”, and like the first two book there is no order to the essays.  I
simply put them together by random.  I’ve probably used up all my
creativity during the writing of the essays and had nothing left for
organization.   Sort  of  like Rocco Mediate  said after battling Tiger
Woods for ninety one holes in the recent United States Open, “I’m
totally  spent.”   I  hope not  Rocco you gave us something to cheer
about  and  hopefully  I’ll  be  able  to  continue  to  write  meaningful
essays for the next “In my Huddle.” 
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INSIDE BACK COVER

          Coach Smythe   Celebrating one of his six Austrian Championship’s.
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