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DEDICATION 
 

First:  
 To my teaching and coaching colleagues at Lakeridge High 
School. I was a teacher and coach for the first seventeen year stint 
with the Pacers and my colleagues on staff were not just good but 
great and loyal friends. I truly believe we had the very best teaching 
staff money could buy.    
 
Second:  
 To my coaching staff at Mc Nary High School.  We began on a 
one season ‘trial’ and it lasted to a man for twelve years.  Most of 
them have now retired but remain close and special friends.  Thank 
you. 
 
Third:   
 To Bob Sotta and Dan Dutton, former players of mine, who 
stood by me during the good times and the bad.  There loyalty to me 
and what I stood for is a precious memory , thank you both. 
 
  



 
 

FORWARD 
 
 I was born in Omaha, Nebraska and my entire family were solid 
mid-westerners.  Perhaps that is where my sense of fair play took 
roots.  My grandparents set the tone and although youthful 
misbehavior was tolerated you knew not to cross the line.  We 
moved to Oregon when I was only two years old but my blood flows 
Cornhusker Red. 
 
 As a young boy growing up in Oregon I was an athlete and 
lived an athlete’s life.  I played games year around and in my spare 
time read a number of books written by Clair Bee about a young 
athlete named Chip Hilton.  The group of books was called the Chip 
Hilton Sport Series. 
 
 I’ve often thought about those Chip Hilton books and now that 
I’ve retired I have the time to recreate a series of sports books 
loosely based on my own coaching and playing life.   
 
 Mr. Bee and I actually have a lot in common.  Clair Bee was a 
college basketball coach and I have just retired after a 49 year 
coaching career.  Most of my time was spent teaching physical 
education and coaching football at the high school  level in the state 
of Oregon.  
 
 My hope is that the books I write have the same effect on the 
youth of today that Mr. Bee’s series  had on me as a young boy.  I 
truly believe that in our country we need a role model for our young 
to emulate.  Quite possibly, Eric Lewis and his friends will fill that 
void. 
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“MOVING OUT” 
 

BILLY JOEL 
 

CHAPTER ONE 
 
I 
 

 I was scared to death as the day of the first practice arrived.  It 
was mid august 1981 and the now just rising sun would soon be 
hammering on me and the rest of the high school football team as 
we began preparation for our season.  But that was part of it and all 
of us understood that sweating like pigs together during the pre 
season practice was only going to make us better prepared.  After 
all most of the time the heat here in the Midwest during the summer 
months hovered around 100 degrees anyway. 
 Our family had moved to Crater, Iowa about a dozen years ago 
from Minnesota.   Dad said it was to escape the winter cold but I’m 
not sure Iowa’s winters were much warmer.  I have two younger 
brothers, Paul who is twelve and Danny who is eight.  Mom was a 
housewife only and spent her days working around the house and 
preparing meals for our growing family.  Dad worked in a machine 
shop in town as a foreman and he loved the work.   
 He often told his boy’s stories about his own father growing up 
in Yugoslavia. They lived in the town of Split on the Adriatic. He 
worked fifteen-hour days slaving for a dishonest owner and wanted 
no part of his son following in his footsteps.  Dad told us his goal 
growing up was to somehow get to America. With his fathers 
support he accomplished that as a young twenty one year old 
arriving by ship in New York.  It was 1965 and the nation was just 
getting over the assassination of its young president John F. 
Kennedy and about to begin a war in the little unknown country of 
Viet Nam. Regular U.S combat units were deployed beginning in 
1965 and it wasn’t until the early seventies that hostilities halted. 
 The Lucian family was to begin to grow a short nine months 
after dad married mom whom he had met at a social in up state New 
York where he had moved shortly after getting off the ship.  There 
was a small Croatian community there and he quickly found work as 
an apprentice machinist.  And, as he tells it, mom found him shortly 



after he arrived.  They were married three months later and I arrived 
on time and in good health nine months after that.  They named me 
Eric Peter Lucian.  The Eric after mom’s favorite uncle and Peter 
after my grandfather on dad’s side of the family.   
 Our small family moved after a year in New York to Minnesota 
where dad took a job as a machinist in a new company, no longer 
an apprentice.  Soon after moving from New York they had their last 
name changed to Lewis.  Both mom and dad thought it was the right 
thing to do.   
 When I asked about that, when I was old enough to be 
inquisitive, dad told me, “Our family was to be an American family 
with an American name”.  He was very proud of his Croatian 
heritage and had very strong feelings about what was going on back 
in Yugoslavia.  During one discussion dad told me; 
 “The countries that make up Yugoslavia don’t like each other 
much.  If the Iron Curtin ever falls there will be a lot of bloodshed in 
that part of our world. And now that Tito has died it’s anyone’s guess 
as to how long it might take for wars of secession to begin.  My 
belief is it may start soon in both Slovenia and Croatia.” 
 Dad was on a roll and continued; 
 “That entire area’s rulers are basically ruthless and 
unprincipled.  The struggle for power and domination in a place of 
chronic instability will cause, in my opinion, what amounts to civil 
war. It’s best to have moved out of harms way.” 
 
 

II 
 
 And then, two years later, we moved again to our present 
home in Crater when an even better position opened up.  We’ve 
been here ever since and my two brothers, Paul and Danny, were 
both born here, full-blooded Iowa Hawkeyes.    
 I think I got my athletic ability from mom’s side of the family, as 
her brothers were both all-star athletes back in up state New York.  
Dad didn’t play anything but soccer as he grew up but that didn’t 
keep him from making sure I had every chance to play whatever 
game was in season.  For me from a very young age it was football 
in the fall, basketball in the winter and baseball in the spring.  Mom 



said to me many times, “I never had to worry about you Eric, I’d just 
give you a ball and you were a content little camper.” 
 I had just turned sixteen over the summer and even though I 
didn’t shave much yet I had reached puberty thank God.  My 
Croatian heritage combined with mom’s German side of the family 
ensured a wholesome and robust physic.  I had shot up four inches 
over the summer as my hormones kicked into overdrive.  I was 
almost six three and just over one hundred sixty pounds. I knew I 
would grow at least another inch or two and put on twenty or so 
pounds before long.  Both my uncles on mom’s side were over six 
four as grown men.  They both played small college football at 
Canisius College, a small college located just outside Buffalo, New 
York.    
 I had very straight light brown hair, blue eyes and a light 
complexion.  Mom teased me saying, I would have the girls chasing 
me around as soon as I made the varsity football team.  That was 
my plan.  Not the girl chasing part, the varsity football team part.  I 
had always played quarterback and that was also part of my plan.  
Throughout youth football I was usually picked first by the coaches 
at the summer draft and I think I held up pretty well under that 
pressure.  Heck, I just wanted to play.  And play I did.  
 I don’t know where I got my speed, mom claims it came from 
her side of the family and dad claims his side.  “Son if you could 
have seen me play ‘football’ in Croatia you wouldn’t be wondering 
where your athletic ability and your speed came from.”  Because my 
dad had no body fat at all I’m sure he could fly around the pitch.  
Football to him, of course, was what we here in America call soccer. 
 Dad was only just six feet tall so I’m sure the height part comes 
from mom.  But I think that if dad had grown up here in Iowa he 
would have played every sport and would have been very good.  I 
can tell he was a very competitive guy as a young man and he 
would have loved American football just like I do.  We had many a 
knock-down drag-out contest at the backyard hoop.  He wasn’t bad 
for someone who grew up playing a sport where you couldn’t legally 
use your hands.  When dad pushed soccer on me I told him more 
than once, “Dad, I don’t care what they do with their feet in 
Argentina.”   
 



“FORTY HOUR WEEK” 
 

ALABAMA 
 

CHAPTER TWO 
 
I 
 

 I crawled out of bed a bit tired as I hadn’t slept very well in 
anticipation of my first practice with the varsity football team.  I 
wasn’t a night owl like a lot of teenagers were and was usually 
sound asleep by ten PM.  Also, unlike most teenagers my dreams 
weren’t about girls but all about sports.  I was a very normal young 
man though with all the basic’s that my overactive hormones had 
instilled in me.   
 Practice was to begin at 9 AM and I didn’t want to be late.  We 
had received our equipment from the coaching staff on the previous 
Saturday and mine was safely stored in a team room locker.  We 
lived close enough to school that I could ride my bike and after a 
quick breakfast provided by my ‘short order cook’ mother, I was out 
the door and off to school 
 Our coach was new to the school as the ex-coach, who I really 
liked, had decided to retire.  I hope Coach Vincetti would be as fun 
to play for as was coach Giffin.  I had swum on the summer team he 
coached and was looking forward to playing for him on the football 
team.  But I wouldn’t get that chance.  The new coach had a 
reputation as an excellent teacher and his teams at his old school 
were consistent winners.  I only hoped he would have no problem 
playing a sophomore quarterback. 
 I wasn’t the first to arrive at the field, there were a few guys 
already putting on their gear.  A couple of the older guys glanced at 
me as I entered the room and smiled.  “Hey Eric,”  yelled our senior 
running back, “Welcome to the big time.”  His buddies laughed but it 
was all good natured and sort of put me at ease.  I had played 
summer basketball with a lot of the seniors so I certainly wasn’t a 
stranger.  Our school was relatively small and many of the athletes 
played multiple sports.  It’s how we were able to survive in the 
always tough CVL. 



 CVL stood for Canyon Valley League and all of the schools 
were located in the southwestern part of the state, actually pretty 
close to the Nebraska border.  I’m not sure where the name came 
from because there isn’t a canyon to be found or much of a valley. 
We were a division I team, playing in the top division in Iowa.  T. F. 
Brown high school, our state representative just last year nearly won 
the baseball state championship, despite being the smallest school 
in our league.   
 Most of the schools in the league were around the 1,000 
student number although the two private schools, South Catholic 
and St. Christopher Prep were all boys schools and numbered 
around 500.  Crater High had an enrollment of 670 last year and we 
would be close to that number again.  Only T.F. Brown H. S. had 
fewer students.  Because of our school size, we needed to put in a 
forty hour week, every week to survive. 
 I had been following the teams here at Crater since almost the 
day we moved into our present home.  Dad would take me and the 
two youngsters in his VW van and off we’d go to watch the Comets 
play.  Football in the fall, risking icy roads for basketball in the winter 
and during spring we would try to make every baseball game.  I 
never wore anything but powder blue and white and no one could 
convince me otherwise. 
 

II 
 
 It was time to head toward the football field and I joined the 
guys heading in that direction.  My very good friend, Luke Alwood 
suddenly appeared out of nowhere and whispered in my ear, 
“Damn, I can’t wait for the fun to begin.”  Luke and I had been 
friends forever and he was also a better than average athlete.  While 
I had always played quarterback Luke had been a wide receiver. 
Dad said in describing Luke to a friend, “He’s Pistol Whip Quick.” In 
basketball I played forward and Luke played point guard.  In 
baseball I was a center fielder and Luke an infielder.  Luke always 
wore number one, no matter which sport and I always wore number 
five. We started that during little league baseball.  Luke took number 
one because his favorite baseball player, Billy Martin, wore it and I 
took number five because my favorite Yankee of all time was Joe De 



Maggio.  I was a Yankee nut and could list nearly every player on 
every team by position and by number. 
 Luke said, “Billy was a scrapper and a fighter both as a player 
and a manager.  That’s what I want to be remembered for when I 
get old and cranky.” 
 Luke was a fighter and hated to lose.  It’s one of the things we 
have in common.  Luke just shows it a bit more than I do. 
 The group of players, about seventy it looked to me, had 
assembled under the goal post and were chatting quietly as we 
waited for Coach Vincetti and his staff to arrive.  It must have been 
close to 9 o’clock when the coaching staff jogged onto the field as a 
unit.  They were all decked out in matching coaching gear and 
looked pretty serious.  I recognized all of them, there were four 
besides the head coach, as they all taught in the school.  It got very 
quiet as head Coach Vincetti stepped forward to address his first 
team here at Crater. 
 “Welcome to Comet football boys.”  Referring to our team 
nickname.  We were the Crater Comets and a new era was about to 
begin.  Coach Vincetti went on to talk about our season goals and 
seemed to me to emphasize teamwork and harmony.   
 “We want to be known as an aggressive, competitive team that 
always plays by the rules.  It’s our task to earn the respect of every 
team in our league and we’ll do that by showing good sportsmanship 
at every turn of events.”   
 He went on, “Football is a hard game, but I never want you to 
forget the feeling you get when you “Do A Hard Job Well!”  That 
phrase was to stick with me forever and become what we all later 
called a Coach Vince’ism.  
 He outlined the practice routine after introducing the assistant 
coaches and encouraged us to first of all be a good listener.  He 
said, “By listening you’ll be a step ahead of those who don’t.  You 
might not be the best player but if you always know what to do and 
where to line up because you paid attention you’ll be a step ahead. 
I’d rather play the guy who makes no careless mistakes than the 
better athlete who is wrong because he failed to pay attention.  It 
takes no skill to be a good listener and that will make you a better 
athlete and maybe more importantly a better student.” 
 “Boy’s”, he said, “I’ve got two rules.  First never embarrass your 
family, your teammates or this school.  Second, Best Player Plays!” 



 Then he offered this last piece of advice, “Just call me Coach 
Vince.” 
 Wow, he had gotten the attention of everyone as you could 
hear a pin drop while he spoke.  I didn’t think it was going to take 
Coach Vince long to gain the respect of all of us wearing the Powder 
Blue and White practice gear. 



“TIRED” 
 

TOBY KEITH 
 

CHAPTER THREE 
 
I 

 
 As soon as Coach Vince finished his talk we broke into what 
the staff called ‘position warm-ups’.  Each position moved to a 
separate part of the field and began a warm-up routine particular to 
their position.  Being a QB I went along with the other guys with our 
QB coach.  Our head basketball coach,  Mr. Edwards, was also the 
QB coach.  I couldn’t help but think that would eventually be to my 
advantage as I had played hoops for him during the summer league.  
I was a starter on the team which basically was to be the varsity 
basketball team come winter.  Coach Edwards was in his second 
year at Crater and taught math. 
 There was a QB candidate from every class.  The freshmen 
practiced alone so there were three.  I was the sophomore,  Dan 
Winters was the junior and the senior was John Fahey.  Both of 
them were good friends and teammates in basketball and baseball.  
Although John had confided in me that he wasn’t going to play 
basketball this year, wanting instead to concentrate on his studies 
as he hoped to be accepted at Notre Dame and knew he would 
need excellent grades.  He was playing baseball though and was 
our projected ace. 
 Dan on the other hand was destined to be the junior varsity 
quarterback and he was fine with that role.  He was about 5’9 on a 
good day and weighed in at a solid if not imposing 145 pounds.  A 
scrapper for sure and one of those guys everyone liked.   
 John had been last years backup and had experience of 
playing on the varsity level over me for sure.  But I thought I was the 
better athlete and now that coach had told us “Best Player Plays” I 
was sure I’d eventually win the job. 
 We spent about fifteen minutes going over footwork drills and 
then warming up throwing short passes to each other.  Finally we 
finished the warm up with an option pitch drill moving across the 
field with our partner.  Because there were only three of us, my 



partner was our student manager and coincidentally my very best 
friend Cezar Simion.  He wasn’t really a manager, more like a self 
appointed ‘helper’. 
 The next part of practice was called ‘Group’ during which the 
offensive and defensive linemen worked together and the running 
backs, receivers, defensive backs and linebackers worked against 
each other in what is called ‘7 on 7’.  The way Coach Vince ran this 
was different than what we had done before.   Most of the time drills 
are run in the same place but in his ‘7 on 7’ we began on the forty 
yard line and moved the football ten yards at a time regardless of 
the success or failure of the previous play.  That way we were able 
to simulate actual game action by placing the football on the hash 
marks or the middle and advancing toward the goal line. 
 This entire drill was done at a very up tempo speed.  We didn’t 
huddle the receivers around the QB like in years past but they lined 
up in their position and read the signal from the coach just like the 
QB did.  Our receivers were told if you missed the signal raise your 
hand over your head and coach would repeat the signal while 
barking something like, “Turn your eyes to the sideline as soon as 
the previous play is over.”   
 During breaks in the action he reminded our receivers he 
wasn’t going to give two signals very often or for much longer and 
they should quickly get used to the speed at which he wanted to run 
our offense. 
 This was all new to us and I’m sure none of our opponents will 
understand how fast we will run plays.  It should be a huge 
advantage for the blue and white Comets.  With our upbeat tempo I 
believe our opponents will get tired as we just keep on ticking.  And 
the bonus is everyone really likes it.  It seems like the attention is 
much better by everyone and the speed just makes the game even 
more fun.  I’m one of those guys who lives for sports and can’t get 
enough.  I can play all day and then sleep sort of gets in the way 
before I can begin to play again.  Dad always tells us to find 
something you love and you won’t work a day in your life.  He loves 
being a mechanic and I love sports and neither of us goes to work 
every day. 
 
 
 



II 
 
 After group drill we moved to the sideline and the coaching 
staff proceeded to cover all the ‘special teams’.  They would call out 
eleven players, line them up, discuss their assignments and then run 
the play Vs air.  When the punt team was called out I was the punter 
and everyone knew I was the best punter on the team so there were 
no challengers.  The coaches lined us up in a ‘spread punt’ 
alignment, meaning we had four players lined up outside the 
offensive tackles.  The running back lined up in front of me about 
five yards.  This formation was also new for us as we, like every 
other team, lined up with all eleven players as close to the football 
as possible.  To protect the punter. 
 Coach told us it was a matter of numbers.  “Boys this is simply 
a math issue.  First of all they will have one player back to field the 
punt.  Then they need to cover all four of our receivers.  That leaves 
six players that can rush the punter, but we have six blockers.  Do 
the math.  If we line up in the conventional ‘tight punt’ formation the 
defense can rush as many as ten players. And we won’t have a clue 
which of those ten will rush and which will drop.  I like the odds 
better with ‘spread punt’.”  So did I and it was becoming obvious to 
me all my teammates that Coach Vince was very analytical in his 
approach to football?  I’m very impressed. 
 When we set up the extra point team John, my quarterback 
competition, jogged out as the kicker.  He was really good and had 
been the starting kicker since his sophomore season.  He often 
kicked off into the end zone and his field goal range was in the mid 
forties.  I can’t remember the last time he missed an extra point.  I 
wasn’t a bad kicker either, but not in his league. 
 Luke was designated as the holder as last years had 
graduated.  It was a good choice because he had great hands and 
even on a bad snap he could make something good happen.  And 
the bonus was for the next two years Luke would still be the holder 
and most likely I’ll be the kicker. 
 Later we were chatting about that very  thing during the break 
between practice and Cezar said, “Hey, not so fast I might just take 
that job away from you.”  He laughed of course but I could tell by the 
twinkle in his eye that he just might be serious.  And the truth is he 
was better than me.   



 
 “A LOT OF THINGS DIFFERENT” 

 
KENNY CHESNEY 

 
CHAPTER FOUR 

 
I 
 

 After special teams we went into a team drill that was almost all 
a ‘walk thru’ of our offensive sets and terminology as well as 
implementing our simple run offense.  This was followed by the 
same with our defense.  It went well as all of the players had quickly 
warmed to the coaching  staff, especially Coach Vince. 
 Coach had come from a small college where he had worked as 
the head coach for six years.  Prior to that he had coached in high 
school in Nebraska with great success.  His full name was Bart 
Vincetti but he always said to us, “Just call me Coach Vince.” And 
he followed that with this little gem, “You all need to respect my 
position as head football coach, but it’s my challenge to earn your 
respect as a man.” 
 I believe Coach Vince has crossed that bridge a few times and 
never had any disrespect shown and I don’t think it will happen in 
my life time either. 
 The team walked slowly off the field heading for the locker 
room.  There was to be a :45 minute break so we could rest and 
have something to drink.  The temperature hadn’t yet reached its 
zenith for the day but a cold drink would be welcomed. 
 I walked toward the locker room with Luke and Cezar and all 
three of us were excited about the new look Comets.  Luke said, “I 
just love this up tempo offense.  We’ll give teams fits with the speed 
we’ll be running plays.  I only hope the officials will be able to keep 
up.” 
 Cezar was actually the best soccer player in school but he 
wanted to be a part of the football team as well and of course to 
hang with his two best friends.  The two teams worked out at 
different times so he practiced with the soccer team and became our 
unofficial manager.  He told me once when we were together, “I just 
love the atmosphere on Friday nights during football games and I 



want to be a part of that.”  He was about 5-9 and 128 pounds, so he 
told me more than once.  But I’ll tell you this, if he had chosen to 
play football he would have found a place somewhere.  His 
competitiveness was obvious to anyone who had seen him play that 
other football we call soccer. 
 Cezar’s family was also from the Croatia part of Yugoslavia 
and that’s why we met.  I remember him telling me they came from 
Dubrovnik and it sounded to me like his father’s life followed closely 
along the same path as dads.  When our families got together there 
was always a lot of laughter and reminiscing about the ‘good old 
days’ back in Croatia.  I always thought if they were so good why 
were we all living and prospering here in Iowa? 
 After our break we basically repeated the morning time line.  
The individual warm up and group time was a bit shorter and team 
was a lot longer.  Coach had told us he wanted to find the guys who 
could play the game, adding, “There are some guys who are good 
‘drill’ players but can’t seem to fit into a team structure.  I want to find 
the team guys as fast as possible.” 
 Coach called both John and I out with the first team and 
explained to us that we would alternate every two plays.  “We’ll let 
you two guys compete for the starting spot.”  That was ok by me, I 
knew it would be a lot of fun.  John certainly had more experience 
and he was very smart.  On the other hand, I felt like my athletic 
ability would allow me to stay in the competition and give me a good 
chance to eventually win that starting spot. 
 
 

II 
 
 Our team had been 2-7 last year and the former coach, who 
everyone liked, decided to retire along with his defensive coordinator 
He had made the statement to the media, “It’s time for someone 
else to get this team back on the right track.”  He wasn’t pressured 
to resign but felt like he was no longer up to the task.  We all 
respected him for that and at the same time welcomed the new 
direction. 
 We had a small group of seniors returning as the numbers had 
dwindled during the last three years.  Some of that was our lack of 
success but also other sports had begun fall workouts and some 



players decided that working out for basketball, baseball or wrestling 
during the fall would be to their advantage.  I didn’t much like the 
fact that other coaches were encouraging year around participation 
in one sport as I felt we needed all our athletes playing more that 
just one.   
 But it was more than the school coaches, Club Sport coaches 
had suddenly appeared on the athletic scene here in southwest 
Iowa and they charged a fee for services, told the kids he would get 
them to the ‘next level’.  By the way I hate that term.  All of which is 
crap in my opinion.  Then they make a ‘travel’ team, call it an All-
Star team, find twenty suckers and take a road trip to play another 
team filled with kids mom’s and dad’s are pushing into a hole with no 
bottom.  It’s simply ridicules.  
 We had two offensive line seniors, ‘Boom Boom’ Fraley and 
‘Blinkey’ Stephens, and two senior receivers as well, Justin Kenn 
and Sean Kitter.  Also, our best running back, Jon Market, was a 
senior.  He was a bit small but very fast.  On defense we had both 
starting linebackers back.  Marshall Romer was our middle 
linebacker and Josh Work was also a returning starter. Our three 
defensive back seniors were Allen Olsen, Trevor Port and Bim Keen 
whose real first name was Alphonso, no wonder they called him 
Bim.  As our practice began it looked to me like we had about nine 
seniors that would start out of the twelve on the squad. 
 Our junior class was twenty strong and our sophomore class 
even larger at twenty-nine players.  That made a total of sixty-one 
players, sophomore through senior.  About twenty-five of that 
number would be playing mostly for the junior varsity team which 
meant around forty was the varsity squad size.   
 Of those twenty-nine sophomores there were a couple locks to 
start for the varsity.  Luke was a lock and so were Rob Wien a big, 
physical and athletic offensive tackle that also played defensive line 
and Beau Lander another tackle with D-1 potential.  He had actually 
played some on the varsity as a freshman so he was experience as 
well.  If I could win the QB battle that would make four sophomore 
starters. 
 We finished up the team offense portion of practice and both 
John and I had our moments.  I was feeling pretty good about it and 
feeling more comfortable on every snap.  Coach called us together 
and spoke to the team.  “Boys, I like what I see. Let’s remember that 



we need to expect to win, prepare to win and believe!  Trust your 
teammate and take good care of your body.” 
 The final part was team defense.  Our coordinator was also 
new and he taught math as well.  Coach Carl Nichols had know 
coach Vince for a long time but this was their first season working 
with each other.  It certainly looked like there would be a lot of things 
different. 
 The longtime defensive mastermind Carter Mc Queen, 
everyone called him coach Mc Q, had finally hung it up after a long 
and distinguished career.  He was a true Iowa cowboy complete with 
a black cowboy hat he never seemed to be without.  There were 
stories about his one liner jokes and conservative politics that were 
classic.  And the guys joked about his PE class being asked to line 
up in a straight circle and count off by ones.  Not true of course but it 
made for a good story. 
 After the defensive session most of the players headed for the 
locker room for a much-needed shower but some stayed with coach 
Mack.  He was also the head baseball coach and had been here at 
Crater forever.  He loved to hang around after practice and play 
kicking games.  It was a ritual he’d been doing for a long time and all 
the punters and kickers or ‘want-to-be’ guys stayed for the fun. 
 Of course I got into the act and so did Cezar.  His soccer skills 
were obvious and it didn’t take long for everyone to realize this little 
shit could kick the football.  We had a spirited contest kicking ‘drop-
kicks’ starting at the twenty-yard line and moving back after each 
round.  Coach Mack was pretty good and somehow managed to win 
most of the games.  Of course he changed the rules to his benefit 
now and then, but it was always in good fun and we would finish and 
head to the locker room laughing. 
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 We had spent two weeks preparing for our first game of the 
season and felt good about our chances.  Our opening game was at 
home against a team from just across the Nebraska border, Prairie 
View High School. Coach Vince was acquainted with their head 
coach having competed against him back when he coached in 
Nebraska. 
 Coach had told us how well coached the Falcons were and we 
would need to be sharp.  He liked their coach, Greg Loud, who he 
knew well from his days coaching in the Cornhusker state. 
 “He’s really something and has more enthusiasm than I’ll ever 
have.  He’s constantly finding new ways for his players to get 
involved around his community.  I really admire him for that.” 
 During the practice week he told us, “They will be 
fundamentally sound and will play with confidence.  It will be up to 
us to match their concentration and effort.” 
 It was a non-league game and Coach Vince had told John and 
I that we would both get a lot of playing time. 
 John started and played the first quarter.  We scored a 
touchdown on a well-executed drive and lead 7-0 at the end of the 
quarter.  I played the second quarter and we added ten more points 
to leave the field for the halftime break ahead 17-0.   
 The first score was a Jon Market run and the second, 
sandwiched in between touchdowns, was a John Fahey twenty yard 
field goal.  I threw my first touchdown pass of the year and my short 
career, courtesy of an awesome catch by Teddy Bose.  He was a 
junior just coming into his own and my replacement when I played 
quarterback.  He was also one of the funniest guy’s I know and 
constantly kept everyone loose with his humor. 
 John again started the third quarter but I played the second 
series and neither of us did anything to make Coach Vince’s 



decision any easier.  But an interesting thing happened late in the 
quarter. Teddy was out with cramps and  another of our returning 
wide receivers, Devin Cross, a junior who had played a little last 
season on the varsity, hurt his shoulder and we really had no one 
else for this game.   
 Coach Vince called me over and asked, “Eric it looks like 
Devin’s hurt, how about playing some wide receiver on our next 
possession?”   
 Hey, I just love to play so the decision was easy.  “Coach I’ll 
play anywhere. 
 We were still ahead but Prairie View High had closed the gap 
to 17-7 at the end of three quarters, so it was still a contest.  We got 
the football after fielding their punt on our thirty-five yard line.  We 
raced onto the field and without huddling began our first series of the 
fourth quarter.  The first play was a run and little Jon picked up a 
quick six yards.  
 The second play was a pass.  It was designed to allow the slot 
receiver to clear out a vertical area and the wide receiver run and 
under route, hopefully into a vacant area.  My route called for a ten 
to twelve yard depth and as I broke inside John threw a nice spiral, 
which I caught and headed, up field.  The corner back came flying at 
me but I had seen him out of the corner of my eye and as he dove 
for my legs I did a quick side step and managed to avoid his effort.  
Down the sideline I raced and suddenly I knew I could make it to the 
end zone.  Their last defender had an angle and he dove and 
tripped me up at about the five-yard line.  But, I had time to jump into 
the air and nearly did a somersault while landing in the end zone.  I 
looked up and the referee was signaling with both arms in the air, 
Touchdown. 
 I was really pumped and so was John as he raced down field to 
give me a high five.  “Great play Eric.  Damn you can really run.”  
Well hell, I thought, of course I can run and catch and throw and 
kick.  Ha, ha football at the varsity level was just like it’s always been 
for me since I began playing about ten years ago, awesome.  I like 
it, I love it. 
 The final was 24-7 and we had begun the season on a high 
note.  Our fans were really in to it and their enthusiasm was as 
obvious as was our spirit.   



 In the locker room everyone was high fiving and enjoying the 
moment.  The thrill of victory is good anytime but to start the Coach 
Vince era with such a consistently good effort on both sides of the 
ball bode well for our challenge coming up during the CVL season.   
 There were some competitive battles going on to determine 
starters in a number of positions but it was obvious at the moment 
the winner and loser of those would be supportive of the other.   
 Our young offensive line had played well.  Both sophomore 
tackles had held their own and our junior center Mike Frich had been 
consistently good.  Mike is a big, six three and two hundred fifty 
pound, jovial guy off the field but he was anything but that once he 
crossed the chalk marks lining the field.   
 It seems like there is always some  bad news and ours was 
Devin’s shoulder injury was worse than first glance showed and he 
would be out for at the very least two weeks, probably more. 
 I felt like both John and I had made some good plays and I 
didn’t get any vibes that said the seniors preferred John.  That made 
it easy for me to take my turn, as everyone just wanted to win and 
really didn’t care who the quarterback was.  I think because all our 
coaches spent so much time talking about the importance of 
teamwork and not caring who gets the credit our team members 
have bought into that and won’t get hung up on individual 
accomplishments or petty jealousies. 
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 After the game Luke, Cezar and I headed to our local hot spot 
for a get together with a few friends.  The hot spot was the local 
bowling alley.  They had a small restaurant and six lanes to bowl 
and four pool tables where we could show off our skill.  I was a 
pretty good pool player and so was Luke.  Cezar didn’t know a pool 
cue from a golf club so his effort was always interesting.  
 A trio of friends joined us for some after game laughs. Bill 
Cruch, Bill Fay and Doug Rollins were classmates and members of 
our Yeti club.  It was an informal group of about ten guys and we 
spent a lot of time together.  Some of the group were athletes and 
some, like Bill and Doug, were not but we were a close nit group. 
 “Hey you two, nice win.  I guess we’ll need to start asking for 
autographs,” hollered Doug and the trio bounced into the room. 



 Luke countered with, “Don’t go there buddy but someday mine 
will be worth big bucks.”  
 About midnight we broke up the evening and headed home.  
Cezar was the driver and his ten-year-old Ford pickup, complete 
with Shot Gun on the gun rack, was our limo.  I had overdosed on 
four giant Pepsi’s and since none of us could say no, we managed 
to down about a bucket of chicken wings with home fries.  We all felt 
like this night was only the beginning of good times in Crater 
enjoying a win.  None of us could stop smiling. 
 On our way back to my house Cezar asked, “How did you like 
playing receiver?”   
 Thinking for a moment, I took my time to answer.  “I just love 
playing and although I want to be the starting quarterback I wouldn’t 
mind playing some receiver as well.”   
 Luke just smiled.  I think he was excited about the prospect of 
his good friend sharing time at receiver.   
 Both mom and dad were still up but the boys were long ago in 
bed.  Mom asked if I was hungry and it took all my self discipline to 
say no because I knew she would have something delicious waiting. 
 “Naw, thanks mom we did a good job at the Bowling Alley on 
junk food.” 
 Dad looked up from his newspaper and said, “Ok, tell me about 
this wide receiver deal my boy.” 
 I told him about Devin’s injury and that coach Vince had asked 
if I would fill in.   
 “Ok, what did you think about playing receiver?” 
 “Dad, I’ll say this much I’m going to play some day for the 
Hawkeyes and I want it to be at quarterback.  But, if it’s as a receiver 
I won’t care.” 
 He smiled and mom asked, “How is Devin?” 
 I think he’ll be Ok in a couple of week’s, it was his shoulder but 
I don’t think it is a serious injury. 
 Now it’s my turn to ask a question.  Pausing for a moment I 
finally asked, “What do you think about our team?  Do you like what 
you see?” 
 Mom put her finger to her mouth for a few seconds and then 
offered, “I really like that kid who plays both quarterback and 
receiver.” 



 Dad gave her a curious look and turned to me, “Son you have 
some very good skill guys and I love the way Marshall and Josh play 
linebacker.  Your kicking game is solid if not great and you have a 
lot of speed on  both sides of the football.  I think this team, if you 
stay healthy, has a chance to make the playoffs.” 
 At that moment Danny sporting Iowa Hawkeye black and 
yellow P.J.’s burst into the room and yelled, “We’re going to win 
state and Eric is going to be the star.” 
 I thought it was a good time to say goodnight.  Hoisting up the 
half asleep rascal we retreated toward our bedroom’s.   
 “I’ll put this ace down for the night.”  He was already asleep in 
my arms. 
 I dreamed of flying footballs and cheerleaders.  Where the hell 
did that come from I thought when I awoke in the middle of the night.  
Those damn hormones again. 
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 My parents were both pretty proud of their oldest son.  Mom 
said to me on Saturday morning while I was eating my Kellogg’s 
Corn Flakes and toast breakfast, “Your uncle’s would both be so 
happy to know you’re both a QB and a receiver.”   
 All I could do was chuckle.  “Geese mom I didn’t know you 
even knew the difference.” 
 “Well son, one throws the ball and one catches the ball.” 
 We both laughed about that and I knew she was just being 
funny.  My mother knows a lot about football.  Unlike a lot of parents, 
because she was an athlete and her brothers were really good, she 
has an athlete’s understanding of competition.  I’m a lucky guy 
because both my parents…’Get it’. 
 Hey mom I said.  “My goal is to someday be on one of these, 
as I held up the Kellogg’s cereal box with Jerry Rice of the San 
Francisco 49’ers picture dominating the box. 
 “Now that is a great goal Eric.” 
 Dad came into the room for his morning coffee.  He loved 
Sigafredo’s which he found in an Italian grocery store and won’t 
drink anything else.   
 “Eric Peter”, he said as he filled his cup. He call’s me by both 
first and middle name when he wants to make a point.  “I hope you 
enjoyed your time at receiver because I think Coach Vince is smart 
enough to have you spend some time there.” 
 “Like I  said last night, I really enjoyed it dad.  It’s so different 
than playing QB where you have so much on your mind.  At receiver 
you just ‘play’.  I liked it a lot.” 
 My father may have spent his youth in a small town in Croatia 
but he knew American football.  He also understood it was the 
coaches job to coach and his to be a supportive parent.   



 Paul and Danny walked in looking for food of course and both 
of them wanted to talk about the game some more.  They had 
managed to self appoint themselves as our team ‘ball boys’ and 
loved racing onto the field with the football any time the referee 
called for a change of ball. I’ll admit it was fun for me too because I 
can vividly remember when I performed that task not too long ago. 
 When school began on Monday everyone was still pumped 
about the game.  I couldn’t help but think back to Cezar’s question 
on Friday night as it turned out to be close to the truth.  On Monday 
during my PE aide class Coach Vince asked me the same question.  
My answer was identical to the one I had given Cezar as we had 
headed for home.   
 Coach began by saying to me, “I’m going to share my thoughts 
with you my boy and I want you to listen carefully.”  I looked at him 
and nodded my understanding.   
 “I think you might well be our best quarterback, and obviously 
you are an outstanding athlete. You cannot only throw but you can 
make things happen with your feet as well.  You have shown 
yourself to not act like a rookie but more like a seasoned veteran. 
Your confidence is visible to everyone.”   
 He paused for a moment looking me right in the eye and began 
again, “John is a senior and has earned his time and even though 
my rule is ‘best player plays’ I feel like we can win just as many 
games with John as the starter as with you.  But the best part, in my 
eyes, is that we’ll be better as a team because your athletic ability 
will give us an outstanding group of receivers.  You and Luke on 
opposite sides will give everyone fits”   
 Again he paused before asking, “What do you think.” 
 “Coach, I have only one question.  Will I still be able to play 
some QB?” 
 “It’s my plan that you practice with the QB’s during position and 
group drills and split time during team between receiver and QB.” 
 “That sounds great to me coach.” 
 “I want you to know my boy that I won’t be surprised if you end 
up making All-State at receiver and the next two years at QB.” 
 Obviously I was smiling a very large Cheshire cat grin as I 
called role for the PE class. 
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 Later as we were dressing for practice John dropped by my 
locker and asked,  “Eric did you speak with Coach Vince today”?   
 “Sure did and I’m pretty happy about getting to play both 
receiver and QB.  I think it will work out great.” 
 “Good, I was a bit worried about your reaction, but then 
knowing you I shouldn’t have been.” 
 We walked toward the field together and continued our 
conversation.  “Eric everyone knows you’re a better athlete than me.  
But if you’re the QB I can’t play receiver, so it makes sense as long 
as I don’t screw it up.” 
 “Ha, ha.  John you’ll be great and don’t think for a moment I 
won’t be supporting you and Coach Vince’s decision.  I want to win 
and coach is right, this way we will have our best chance to do that.  
And you’ll have a pretty good back up if you need a short rest.” 
 John’s reaction, “How sweet it is,”  pretty much summed it up.   
 Practice went very well and it didn’t take long before Luke and I 
were comfortable.  Our two inside receivers were both seniors and 
both had played a lot last season although neither at slot back.  
Justin Kenn was a defensive back last year and Sean Kitter was a 
backup at wide receiver.  Both of them were tall, over 6’3, so that 
made Luke the runt of the litter. 
 In Coach Vince’s system I lined up on the sideline closest to 
our bench and Luke on the opposite side.  Justin played right slot 
and Sean the left side.  That meant if we were facing to the left of 
our sideline I was the left end but when the quarter changed and we 
headed in the other direction I would be the right end.  Luke of 
course was the opposite of that.  We also had a formation when the 
wide receivers changed position with the slots.  What that meant 
was this; both Luke and I would at times be the left end, right end, 
left slot and right slot.  Coach said it would be very hard for defenses 
to locate where we were going to line up which would make it much 
harder to focus on defending a particular receiver. 
 Add the speed at which we will run our plays and it would be 
very difficult for our opponents to stay up with us.  At least that was 
the theory.  Our ability to throw and catch and protect the QB would 
really determine how good we might be on offense as the season 
moved along. 



 During our first week of practice an interesting thing happened 
as we got set for our ‘team’ part of the practice.  It told us a lot about 
our new coach and certainly set a different tempo for that part of 
practice. 
 As we lined up our offense the defensive coaches were 
assembling the players on that side of the football.  Before they 
could locate the eleven players they needed, Oscar,’Boom Boom’ 
Fraley our starting right guard yelled to no one in particular, “Hey 
you Baits get your butts out here.” 
 I saw coach Vince snap around towards where Boom- Boom 
was standing and immediately knew a critical moment had arrived. 
 He stopped the drill and called us together.  Everyone knew 
this was a time to be a good listener.  Even Boom- Boom tried to 
hide but his overweight body was hard to ignore. 
 “Boys, that is the very last time I’ll ever hear the word ‘Bait’ on 
this football field.  Let me tell you something, not only is that 
condescending and demeaning to a teammate it’s childish.”  He 
paused for affect and he had our undivided attention. 
 “The group helping is called the ‘Look’ team or sometimes the 
‘Scout’ team at every level of football.  In the NFL those guys, 
because squad sizes are so small, are many times starters.” 
 He was looking around the team gaining eye contact with 
nearly every player. 
 “Do you really think, looking at Boom-Boom, that the All-Pro 
center servicing the defense in Green Bay is ‘Bait’? 
 An embarrassed Boom-Boom, looking at his feet muttered, “No 
sir.” 
 “Look me in the eye son,” again that pause. 
 “Boys I’m not trying to embarrass anyone, I’m simply telling you 
that from now on we will be quite thankful for that guy on the ‘Look’ 
team.  He might be a starter, and you starters on our defense better 
be the first guys to jump onto that team.  Or when we’re working on 
team defense the offensive starters not playing defense best be on 
that “Look’ team as well.” 
 We had gotten the message.  This was going to be a football 
team, in every sense of the word. 
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 Our last preseason game was on the road at Crystal Springs H. 
S.  They were an average team by the standards in the CVL and we 
knew that.  However coach told us to remember when you’re 
exposed like you are on the football field, you’re true character will 
always come out.   
 He went a bit further, “I think I have a good understanding of 
our character but how we play and how we act next Friday will either 
confirm or disprove my feelings.” 
 As it turned out he needed not to worry.  We had a quiet bus 
ride, about an hour and a half, and arrived with our game faces 
firmly showing our mindset.  We had come to play.   
 The final was 49-12 and coach pulled all the starters by the 
fourth quarter.  I had a good game catching four passes for over one 
hundred yards and a touchdown.  But Luke had a monster breakout 
game.  The little rascal caught ten passes for over two hundred 
yards and four scores. 
 I played the first series in the second quarter at QB, which was 
by design.  Coach said he didn’t want me doing mop up duty but to 
always have at least one series with the starters when the game 
was still competitive.  I threw Luke one of his touchdown passes on 
a neat out and up route that left the defender pawing at air. 
 After the game coach Vince and their head coach, Gary Boek, 
spent some time together at mid-field. 
 “You’ve done a great job bringing the Comets back to 
respectability.  It’s obvious your coaching has paid off.  Good luck.” 
 I think coach Vince knows everyone coaching in high school 
football and it’s obvious how much other coaches respect him.  
We’re pretty lucky to have a man with his experience on our sideline 
and to a man we understand that. 



 Our first league game was at home Vs T. F. Brown.  They had 
been near the bottom of the league for years and word had it they 
wouldn’t be much better this season.  We didn’t care; our job was to 
play as good as we could and not down to the level of our 
competition.  Coach had made that pretty clear now for about a 
month. 
 As game night approached the weather took a turn for the 
worse.  It was unusual for it to rain much during the early fall and 
most of the time it was rather warm even in September.   
 On game night as Luke, Cesar and I headed for the stadium 
the threating black clouds were hanging over the stadium and the 
wind was whipping down from the north.  This might even up the 
odds a bit as wind and rain could certainly play havoc with a passing 
offense. 
 The worst of the weather held off for most of the first half and 
coach didn’t call off the dogs.  We jumped on them early when Jon 
Market our little running back broke a draw play for sixty-six yards 
and our first score.   They could do little on offense and we quickly 
added two more touchdowns.   
 One touchdown was on an interception run back, and the other 
on a simple fade route run out of our trips formation.  The formation 
was opposite me so I was the single receiver and the defensive 
back lined up on me looked like he was scared to death.  He fell for 
my slight inside faint and I burst past him easily, caught the football 
over my inside shoulder and raced untouched into the end zone.  
John once again kicked a true P.A.T., still perfect on the year and 
we lead with time still running in the first quarter 21-0. 
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 It was 35-0 by halftime as we quickly found the protection of 
the locker room as the rain began to deliver its tantrum in earnest.  
Once again I played the first series of the second quarter, it lasted 
four plays.  Two passes followed by two runs the second being Jon’s 
third T.D. of the night,  a nifty counter play that drew the defense 
towards my sprint action. With Blinkey throwing a crunching trap 
block on their defensive end clearing the way, Jon ran untouched for 
forty yards. 



 The second half was played entirely in a downpour and neither 
team was very good.  There were a combined six fumbles as the 
wet ball was just too difficult to handle with any consistency.  There 
would have been a few interceptions as well but the defender 
dropped the ball each time the opportunity arose.   
 Paul and Danny had their hands full trying to keep a dry 
football in the game.  But with the two of them working in unison 
they managed to pull it off.  They looked like drowned rats though as 
they slogged from the sideline on to the field of play. 
 “Having fun sport,” I asked Paul as I ruffled his blond hair.  He 
just looked at me and smiled.  He was right exactly where he wanted 
to be and so was Danny. 
 Dan Winters played the entire second half and I almost felt 
sorry for him.  But he was laughing every time he came off the field.  
“I haven’t had this much fun at a varsity game for a long time.”   
 As the clock wound down and the offensive team jogged off the 
field for the last time Dan didn’t hesitate.  He and a few teammates 
not used to being in the spotlight found a way to be front and center 
on next weeks sports page. 
 A large pool had formed between our bench and the bleachers 
and the ‘swim team’ of football players preformed a series of belly 
flops and cannon ball jumps into the shallow water all of five or six 
inch’s in depth.  The crowd, most of who by some chance had 
stayed on, rose in simultaneous cheer as the guys came up for air.  
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 I was early to my fourth period PE class where I was a student 
assistant to Coach Vince.  Coach Edwards, who also taught a few 
classes of PE was there as well.  As I entered I could tell they were 
discussing our upcoming opponent, Washington H. S.   
 “I think they might just lead the world in personal foul and 
unsportsmanlike penalties,” said Coach Edwards. He was looking at 
a chart assembled by one of the frosh Coaches. Probably Coach 
Mark, he’s a math teacher and loves charts.  Coach Vince shook his 
head and frowned as he agreed. 
 I thought to myself they are unbeaten though and certainly a 
team to take seriously.  About that same time Coach Vince said, 
“Here’s my take on this team.  They have beaten nobody of 
significance and I really believe that when they face a real opponent 
they will implode.”   
 Coach was certainly right the three teams Washington high had 
beaten were now a combined 0-9.  That made a statement to me, as 
I hadn’t realized that fact. 
 Their Coach was in his first year having taken over for a legend 
in the state.  Coach Jonas “Rock” Bee had coached at Washington 
for over thirty years and during his tenure they had won three state 
titles.  However, the last few years there had been a noticeable 
decline in performance and his last year was filled with controversy, 
with parents voicing their displeasure and blaming Coach Bee for 
the problems.   
 I couldn’t help but think that voicing an opinion of any kind 
would be the very last thing either of my parents would think was 
appropriate.  Especially something negative aimed at someone like 
Coach Bee who had built that program from scratch.  The school 
had opened in 1950 and he was the first football Coach. 



 He had offered to resign at the end of last season but was 
talked into staying one more year. He was asked by administration 
to find a young Coach that might have the skills required to be a 
head Coach.  They were looking for a transition and wanted Coach 
Bee to be a part of the process.  Hopefully the new assistant would 
spend the year learning from Coach Bee.  It was a sound idea but in 
the end didn’t turn out to go exactly as planned. 
 There were rumors that the new assistant Coach had 
overstepped his authority somewhat.  During the off-season and 
summer he, according to rumor, made it clear to the team he was 
the ‘real’ head Coach.  If that actually happened it certainly stopped 
short any smooth transition.   
 There was also speculation that the father of the returning 
running back had threatened to transfer if a coaching change wasn’t 
made.  If all that is true it looks to me like the administration at 
Washington is allowing the parents to run the program.  Somehow 
that doesn’t seem right to me. 
 Shortly before the season began Coach Bee apparently felt like 
the handwriting was on the wall and decided the time was right so 
he resigned and the young assistant was given the ‘Interim’ Head 
Coach title.    
 Rumors seem to fly when there is a bit of controversy for sure 
and how much of it was true is anyone guess. The new Coach had 
made a big deal about Washington’s new ‘Lifestyle’ which he implied 
would change the culture there and he would fix all the problems in 
short order.   
 But when taking a close look into his past record it was obvious 
he carried some baggage into his new job. There had been a 
number of  incident’s he was involved with that some would call 
‘Red’ flags. The word on the street was he was forty-two going on 
twenty-two, trying to act like someone twenty years younger.  
 But, after their three and zero start it seemed like the 
Washington boosters had drunk his cool-aid and were on board with 
enthusiasm.  When asked about the seemingly excessive penalties 
he was recently quoted in the newspaper, “We’re not going to take 
crap from anyone,” and this after a 225 yard penalty effort. 
 Coach Edwards finally spoke up and said, “What I don’t 
understand is why the Washington administration supports this guy.” 
 Coach Vince answered,  “Easy, winning justifies the means.”  



 There was more discussion and finally coach Vince said, “I 
know the AD and he’s a good man but from where I’m looking they 
backed the wrong guy.  But I’m sure by the time all the cards are on 
the table, at the end of the day,  he’ll do what’s right.” 
 Coach Edwards asked, “Do you know the principal as well?” 
 “I don’t but I know this, it’s his first year and we’ve all made 
some poor decisions as inexperienced leaders.  He’s working in a 
good district and I’m confident they’ll make good decisions in the 
end.  Coach Bee’s tenure shouldn’t have ended like this but I’m 
pretty sure they’ll figure that out sooner or later.” 
 “Well maybe but the coach seems like a snake in the grass to 
me,” said Coach Edwards, referring to the interim coach.  
 Coach Vince said, “I’ll reserve judgment on that but I’ll not let 
someone on the opposite sideline influence how we play the game. 
We will play solid football, ignore the trash talk surely to come, then 
we’ll be fine.”  
 Coach Edwards continued, “I know that coach Bee taught his 
kids the correct life lessons and for him to watch what’s going on 
now he has to be an angry man. The demographics there have 
changed since the glory days and people need to remember that. All 
I can say is those with short memories better watch out what they 
wish for.” 
 Giving the new Coach the benefit of the doubt Coach Vince 
followed with, “I think we should reserve judgment until the season is 
over. Maybe he’s doing it right, only time will tell.” 
 About then I asked, “Coach Vince have you ever had to deal 
with parents who didn’t understand their role?” 
 “I’ll say this Eric, Parents need to understand who is running 
the team.  I’ve had great and supportive parents for the most part.  
Maybe the non-supportive ones are hiding in the background but I 
feel pretty good about my coach/parent relationship over the years. 
  More importantly administrators need to understand as well 
and stand their ground.  I’ve seen places where the administration 
cow-towed to parents and it ends up in a disaster every time.” 
 “Can I ask about the administration here?” 
 “First, our principal get’s it and our AD would never allow 
parents to run the program and  that’s as far as I’m going to go.  
Those two are  solid as a rock, supportive of staff and certainly in 
charge.  They’re the one’s that count.” 



 He finished with this comment, “Our entire administration make 
the teaching and coaching staff feel like equals, and that 
unfortunately doesn’t always happen.” 
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 On Monday practices, like always, Coach Vince covered the 
good and not so good points from Friday’s game. He cracked us all 
up when he finished his little speech with this observation, 
“Obviously those dives into the imitation swimming pool were a 
highlight.  I heard even the Russian judge gave Dan a 9.9 score.” 
 Then before we took the field for practice he got serious.  
Coach Vince spoke with us about the Washington situation.  He told 
us about their explosive offense and how we needed to eliminate the 
big play.  Then he touched on the sportsmanship issue. 
 “Emotion plays a big part in football so let’s be sure to keep 
ours under control and positive.  Make it work for us and not against 
us.” 
 He went on to say, “Men the integrity of our football team is 
way more important than winning a football game.  I learned a long 
time ago, never compromise your integrity for that reason.”  We got 
the message. 
 After a good week of practice we headed to Washington in a 
silent team bus.  This was a bit unusual but I think our guys just 
wanted to put the Colonials in their place and needed some quiet 
time to contemplate their assignments.  It must have worked 
because we took command of the game early in the first quarter.  
We piled up points and they seemed to self-destruct early. Coach 
had been correct; when they met a competent opponent they would 
self implode.  They did. 
 It didn’t help their cause when one of the assistant Coaches 
was tossed for arguing and bumping into an official.  The fifteen gift 
yards helped us close the half with another touchdown.  Thank you 
Washington. 
 We had executed our game plan flawlessly and led at the half 
by a comfortable twenty-eight to nothing score.  The only scare we 
got was courtesy of me.  It was our third possession and my turn at 
quarterback. Coach had called for our ‘Sting’ pattern, which meant I 



would roll away from our trips alignment and throw to our single 
receiver.  But I was rushed a bit and hurried the throw, when I 
should have stayed calm and set my feet. My throw hit their corner 
between the numbers and he was off down the sideline.  Fortunately 
for us Luke was a stride faster and ran him down on our fifteen yard 
line.   
 On first down we ran a blitz and Marshall Romer almost took 
the handoff from their quarterback.  The result was a fumble that 
Josh Work fell on ending the threat.  After that the Colonials didn’t 
cross mid-field the rest of the half. 
 During the break Coach cautioned us to keep the pressure on 
and not to let up. 
 “We’ve set the tempo in our favor and we get the football to 
begin the third quarter.  If we move the ball and get a score I think 
they’ll throw in the towel.” 
 We took the second half kick-off and scored in four plays.  The 
touchdown came when Jon broke a counter play, courtesy of a great 
Boom-Boom block, and raced into the end zone untouched.  From 
that point on the game was never in doubt and our reserves played 
all of the fourth quarter. 
 One series of penalties during a third quarter touchdown drive 
really made me wonder.  We had the football on their twenty-five 
yard line after a turnover and on first down we picked up a first down 
on a nifty counter play.  It was followed by a flag for unsportsmanlike 
penalty for grabbing the facemask of our ball carrier.  That gave us a 
first down on the eight-yard line.  On the following play we ran a little 
misdirection pass to our slot back for the touchdown.  Again a flag 
and again unsportsmanlike for facemask;  On the same player.  That 
penalty was to be enforced on the kickoff.  Which it was, only they 
marched off thirty yards because on the extra point try the same 
defender had another facemask penalty.  Wow, excuse me but the 
same player had three facemask penalties on three consecutive 
plays and he was still in the game. That would never be allowed to 
happen for a coach Vincetti team. 
  On our sideline Coach Vince pulled out of the game our best 
defensive player, Marshall Romer, after a late hit produced a quick 
penalty flag.  I was standing next to them and heard Coach say, 
“Son the next time you pull that little stunt you’ll be spending the rest 
of this game and probably the next one right here, on the sideline.”   



 Coach had set the tone right there, not just to Marshall but also 
to the rest of our squad.  And along with that gained the respect of 
our entire Crater family. 
 The final 44-8 score in our favor didn’t seem to change the 
attitude of the Washington players.  During the after game ritual of 
teams shaking hands some of their players were still cocky and 
verbal.  As I passed by one of their starters he looked at me and 
said, “You’re not that good sophomore.” 
 When asked by a reporter after the lopsided loss about the 215 
penalty yards, most of them unsportsmanlike, the head Interim 
coaches answer went like this, “Our boys were just disappointed 
after such a good start to our season.” 
 It does seem to me that the overall confrontational Washington 
attitude certainly isn’t conducive to good sportsmanship.  I 
understand trying to be tough in a physical game but in my opinion 
they’ve crossed the line. 
 Coach rarely speaks with the team after the game but rather 
tries to talk with individual players.  As he roamed around the locker 
room though he suddenly called for our attention.  I stopped just as I 
was about to step into the shower to hear Coach say; “Boys I want 
to thank you for keeping your composure tonight.  I hope you all 
learned a lesson in demeanor.  When you just play football, by the 
rules, the scoreboard take’s care of itself.”   
 Later I overheard Coach Mack chatting with Coach Edwards, “If 
that team ever figured out to play football and stop posturing they 
might just do Coach Bee proud.”   
 Coach Edwards just nodded his head in silent agreement, 
before saying, “But, he’s young, maybe he’ll learn.” 
 Coach Mack finished that discussion with, “He’s not that 
young.” 



 
 “BREAK AWAY” 

 
RASCAL FLATS 

 
CHAPTER NINE 
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 After the big win over Washington I was thinking we might have 
a let down.  But then I remembered our next two games, back to 
back, were Vs the two private schools in the CVL.  First on the 
docket was South Catholic on the road and then St. Christopher 
Prep at home.  Not only were both teams perennial contenders but 
their opponents had the added challenge of beating schools that 
could choose their players.  Accusations of recruiting always swirled 
around their programs, much of it plain jealousy of course. 
 South was the defending league champion and looked to be a 
pretty good unit once again.  There coach, Jay Loce, was a good 
friend of coach Vince, having worked for him as a young assistant 
coach years ago. 
 “Coach Loce can coach boys, his teams are always prepared.  
We’re going to face a bunch of good athletes and they will be as 
focused as their head coach.” 
 Both teams were currently undefeated and the game promised 
to be our offense Vs the stout South defense. Conservative wisdom 
would tell you to bet on the defense.  I wasn’t sure of that. We had 
been a consistently quick strike team and although we still hadn’t 
played the strongest teams in the league I felt like our confidence 
had progressed to the point we weren’t scared of anyone.  Respect 
yes, fear no. 
 During the practice week we spent a lot of time working against 
not only the coverage we expected to see but also against other 
common coverage’s.  Coach had told us he learned very early in his 
career not to expect anything out of the opponent but to cover all 
possibilities.  He told us the story of watching film of his chief rival 
and quickly noticed they played a six-one defense on every snap of 
every game.  He had planned his offensive scheme that week Vs 
that defense.  When the game began and his team came to the line 



of scrimmage the opponent was lined up in a five-two and his team 
struggled all night an eventually lost to a team he felt they should 
have easily beaten.  Lesson learned.  He told us, “That was the last 
time I ever expected the obvious and from that time forward I always 
planned for the surprise.” 
 South had a big physical defensive front and coach thought 
that could cause us problems.  He wanted to counter their size with 
our quickness and planned a lot of misdirection plays, both runs and 
passes.  He also wanted to ‘Empty’ the backfield some with a five 
wide formation which he felt would cause them to drop more 
defenders than they were accustomed to doing. 
 Jon Market our senior running back, we usually called him little 
Jon, was an excellent receiver and could run all the required routes.  
Of course anytime you have no running backs in the backfield 
protection becomes a priority.  Our system allowed for a ‘Hot’ 
receiver if the defense rushed more than five defenders.   
 “It’s another math problem boy’s,” coach told us during 
offensive team.  “We have five linemen to protect our QB and if they 
show six rushers we’ll need to ID our ‘Hot’ receiver, simple as that.”  
Remember if they elect to rush six they will be in a man-to-man 
coverage and we can utilize our quick slants, crossing patterns and 
wide receiver screens.  I quickly got the feeling coach had been 
through this many times before. 
 I thought our offensive players picked up the new stuff quickly 
and by Wednesday practice we were running everything at Mock 
speed and our confidence had soared.   
 We could run some of our favorite run plays out of the five wide 
formation as well.  Our shovel passes would be easy and our QB 
draw could be a factor, even though John wasn’t a great runner he 
could keep the rush honest now and then when called upon. 
 Our two inside receivers had become very comfortable within 
our system and John had four, and five with little Jon added in the 
open set,  receivers he had confidence in for sure.   
 The surprise for me was when on Monday’s team practice 
Coach Vince installed a ‘Wildcat’ series where I lined up at QB in the 
shotgun and John moved to one of the wide receiver positions. The 
other possibility was to insert Teddy who would replace John.   
 We did some Jet sweep action with little Jon being the motion 
guy and I would sometimes give him the ball and sometimes keep it 



depending on what the defense did.  I think Coach Vince was way 
ahead of his time in this.  I would read the reaction of a certain 
defender, sometimes it was a defensive end and sometimes it was a 
linebacker.  The theory was the defense would always be wrong and 
it worked a lot of the time.  In fact most of the time in practice, only 
failing when I didn’t make the correct read.  As the week progressed 
it became easier and easier and I was confident by game time I 
would have it down pat. 
 Coach didn’t say how much he planned to use the ‘Wildcat’ but 
I got the feeling it would be held for a surprise, maybe early in the 
second half when they wouldn’t have time to make adjustments 
except on the fly. 
 

II 
 
 As the week went by the tension on the team began to show 
and our Thursday practice, which is always very short but crisp, was 
pretty sloppy.  Coach wasn’t very happy and you could always tell 
because he had this Look he showed when he was upset.  I’ve had 
coaches who screamed and yelled and lost their cool when things 
weren’t going right and I’ve had coaches who really didn’t care much 
one way or the other.  Coach Vince had his own way and everyone 
on the team learned early on to shape up when he gave you that 
Look. 
 Practice got a little better at the end and when he thought we’d 
accomplished all we could that day he called us together.  The end 
of practice chat is always interesting and there doesn’t seem to be a 
pattern.  Sometimes coach talks about the upcoming game and 
sometimes something off the wall.  Sometimes he’s funny and 
sometimes serious.  To me it seemed like he was adlibbing half the 
time but the message was always spot on. 
 “Boys, we are building something here that has a solid base.  
We’ve worked hard and smart and the results will show over a 
period of time.  We’ve had early success for sure but we’ve only 
played one team of substance, we need to remember that.  The 
challenge this week is to not let our emotion get ahead of schedule.  
We need to head into this game carrying both calm and confidence.  
Both teams will make some good plays our task as always is simply 
to Play the Next Down.” 



 There was a huge crowd awaiting our arrival at South, as 
supporters of both teams were early arrivals.  We got through all the 
pregame ritual and filed into the locker room eagerly awaiting final 
words from Coach Vince. 
 He didn’t say much but I think it relaxed most of us, it sure had 
that affect on me.   
 “Boy’s act like you’ve been there before.  See the play in your 
mind.  The interception, the big hit, the great block or the dive into 
the end zone.”  He went on, “Concentrate and when that same 
chance happens during the game you’ll already have done it, 
already been there.  Just make the play.” 
 Our metal was tested immediately as South came roaring out 
of the blocks.  They received the opening kick off, for once not into 
the end zone by John, and ran it back to our forty-five yard line.  
Three plays later their monster fullback burst across the goal line.  
After the P.A.T. they had a quick lead of 7-0. 
 The staff was urging us to settle down, just play the next down 
guys and we did.  Jon Market ran the kick off back for the tying 
touchdown. It was a simple ‘Wedge’ return but the timing was 
perfect and Jon wasn’t touched as he burst through a pocket of 
players at our thirty five yard line. Point after good and a sudden 7-7 
game. 
 The fireworks never stopped the entire half and both teams 
made play after play. There were no punts in the half as both 
offenses seemed unstoppable.  The teams filed into the halftime 
locker room with South holding on to a 28-27 lead.  We had scored 
three touchdowns and two field goals.  South had four touchdowns. 
 I was so excited during the break I couldn’t stop from exhorting 
my teammates to play the next down.  I must have sounded like a 
broken record but I didn’t care. Just before we left the locker room 
big Mike stood and said, “Let’s play as one guys, win or lose we’re a 
team.” 
 The break had gone by in a flash and suddenly we were back 
out on the field.  This time we would receive the kick off. 
 Maybe both teams were emotionally spent or maybe both 
defensive coaches came up with great adjustments because the 
second half turned out to be a defensive struggle.  We punted for 
the first time in the game and South returned the favor four plays 



later.  Back and fourth we battled with neither team gaining much of 
an advantage. 
 Finally with about six minutes on the fourth quarter clock we 
crossed the goal line.  Coach had finally called for the Wildcat after 
we got a break recovering a fumble on their forty-five yard line.  
 Our first play was a read Jet sweep and I handed the ball to 
Jon because their linebacker was blitzing inside and couldn’t 
possibly react fast enough to chase him down.  Gain of fifteen.  
Next, we ran another read play where my key was the backside 
defensive end.  He jumped the play action and I kept the football in a 
bootleg type maneuver and covered another fifteen before being 
pushed out of bounds on the fourteen-yard line. 
 The touchdown came on a fake Jet sweep and shovel pass to 
Luke who lined up in a tight position close to the offensive tackle.  
Their defense end came flying up towards me and the shovel was 
wide open.  Luke skipped into the end zone untouched. 
 Even a blocked extra point, John’s first miss of the season, 
didn’t concern us much.  There was just under four minutes to play 
and we had the lead 33-28.  John was probably a bit upset after the 
blocked extra point and he booted the kick off completely out of the 
end zone.  All we needed to do was make a defensive stop and the 
game was ours. 
 We did our job but after a failed pass on third and long there 
was suddenly and seemingly out of nowhere a penalty flag.  
Everyone was confused as the referee marched off the fifteen yard 
penalty, giving South a first down just across mid-field. 
 Coach wasn’t happy as he questioned the referee for an 
explanation. It turned out the penalty was on our sideline.  Actually 
not even our player box but someone on our side of the field 
standing close to the sideline referee drew the flag.  The penalty 
gave them life and for us it turned out more like death. 
 Looking back on those few minutes in the dead silent cemetery 
most called a locker room I just couldn’t get over how emotionally 
drained I was.  Many of my teammates had tears streaming down 
their cheeks and I felt like crying but couldn’t.  I wanted to scream 
but thought better of it.  Finally I just sat silent and motionless trying 
to get the tipped ball ‘Hail Mary’ touchdown out of my memory.   
 We had done everything right but the football gods, a mystery 
fifteen yard penalty and fate just jumped up and kicked us in the 



balls.  On the last play of the game their quarterback threw the Hail 
Mary into the end zone from the fifty-yard line.  Without the penalty 
he would never have been able to get the ball that far.  A bunch of 
players jumped at the same time and the football glanced off fingers 
and landed in the outstretched arms of their big tight end who 
managed to break away and was standing by himself, lonesome in 
the back of the end zone.  They played the ‘Next down’, we didn’t. 
 Their stands emptied in a flash as the game ended with South 
winning 34-33. The field was a swarm with South players and fans.  
Ours were stunned and no one moved while obviously still in shock. 
The last thing I remember is eleven white shirted Crater Comet 
defenders lying on the ground in utter disbelief.  Games can be so 
damn cruel. 
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 Putting on the practice gear wasn’t easy money on Monday.  I 
think our entire team was still in mourning.  It felt like someone had 
died and I just couldn’t find the strength to rally. It was eerily quiet in 
the locker room and nearly no one made eye contact. Even Paul 
and Danny who usually bounced around the dressing area excited 
to see everyone and anxious to get out on the field, were quiet and 
sluggish.  Spooky comes to mind.   
 We found out on Monday about the mystic penalty that gave 
South another chance.  It seems our new VP drew the flag when he 
supposedly cursed the sideline official. He denied he swore  but the 
deed was done and there was no turning back the clock.  Talk about 
a poor way to lose. 
 By the time we assembled under the goal post waiting for the 
coaching staff we had loosened up a bit but what we needed right 
now I thought was a quick kick in the ass.  Coach Vince and the staff 
came out in their usual quick step and he got to the point right away. 
 He told us about his friend who lived across the street.  They 
had met on Saturday checking the mail delivery and coach told us 
about the ensuing conversation. 
 He started with what his neighbor said to him, “Coach, you’re 
looking pretty bleak and I know it was a tough loss last night but let 
me tell you something.”  He went on to tell coach that he needed to 
remember that in his chosen profession coaching high school 
football there were both up’s and down’s, it’s part of the job.   
 “But, you need to understand that most of the rest of us don’t 
have either High’s or Low’s. Just boring routine days one after the 
other.” 
 “Boys, that put me in my place and fast.  He’s right we all need 
to remember what a great life we live.   The thrill of victory and the 



agony of defeat are there for someone every week.  Last week the 
agony part was ours.  Let’s move on.” 
 The staff didn’t allow us to wallow in any negative kind of 
mental abyss.  On the contrary they were all upbeat and positive.  
The practice moved along at the usual frantic pace and it wasn’t too 
long before our memory of last Friday night began to fade.  We had 
another world to conquer this week and they were the St. 
Christopher Prep Crusaders.  They would come into our house 
undefeated and try to extend our losing streak.  I for one didn’t see 
that happening. 
 We all watched video of our opponent during lunch period in 
the locker room.  Out varsity team room was equipped with a big 
screen TV and all the gismos that go with a high tech sports facility.  
There were two lunch periods but most of the sophomores had the 
first one.  Luke, Cezar and me were usually accompanied by a 
handful of other classmates as we got a first look at this week’s 
opponent while munching on tuna fish sandwiches and guzzling 
cokes. 
 We also watched our game video from the last Friday’s game 
and one time while doing so we were all talking about the great trap 
block that had sprung little Jon on a long run.  Blinkey Stephens our 
nearly blind left guard was really good at that.   
 After practice one day in the shower Blinkey was standing next 
to me and I asked him, “Blinkey you’re darn near blind how can you 
find that guy you’re trapping?” 
 His answer cracked me up along with the dozen or so 
teammates also showering. It left us all shaking our heads. 
 “I pull out of the line and head towards the defensive tackle.  
Everything is a blur but I’ve done it enough times I know where he’ll 
be hiding.” 
 Blinkey even showered with his thick glasses on, probably so 
he could find his way, and he did look a bit funny, water cascading 
over his glasses, as he explained. 
 “About the time I think I might have missed the sucker, there he 
is!”  
 As he said that he dipped his head and butted me in the chest.  
Caught off guard I bounced back against the shower room wall a bit 
stunned as the rest of our teammates howled in unison.  Naked 



boys showering and enjoying hijinks, that’s about as good as it gets 
for a teenage jock. 
 By Tuesday we had a pretty good feel of what to expect.  The 
Crusaders were a lot different than South Catholic.  Much smaller 
but quicker I thought our two teams matched up pretty well.  They 
were running a pretty conservative offensive scheme with an “I” 
Formation backfield that featured a big fullback a fast tailback and a 
nifty quarterback.  On defense they favored a standard 3-4 front with 
a deep zone behind. 
 Their coach had been at the school for a long time, first as an 
assistant and finally as a head coach.  His teams always played 
physical and with a lot of emotion.  I’m sure it was a direct result of 
his competiveness.  His name was Gary Staut and I could tell coach 
Vince had a lot of admiration for the way he had built the program at 
Prep. 
 During the practice week coach changed our alignment on 
some of our run plays.  He liked to do that each week so the 
opponent won’t just see the same thing week after week.  We ran 
pretty much the same plays but from different formations and looks.  
Simple changes like sometimes with motion and sometimes without.  
The other thing that practice accomplished was forcing us to 
concentrate. It kept us on our toes and  from getting complacent and 
mentally lazy.  To all of us it was just another Coach Vince subtlety 
which, by the way, makes his system so much fun to play. 
 We continued to practice the “Wildcat” formation and it looked 
like it would play a part in our attack for the rest of the season.  We 
got some bad news today about Devin Cross, the injury wasn’t 
healing properly and they finally made the tough decision to have 
surgery and he was lost for the season.  I felt bad for him but at least 
he was a junior and with good rehab he would be ready for next 
year. 
 I was really enjoying my time at receiver but deep down 
whenever I lined up at QB my adrenalin pumped just a bit quicker 
through my still a bit too skinny body. But I was working on that in 
my weight training class, five days a week.  I was up to a robust 170 
pounds, probably six three and a half.  And now I had to shave 
nearly every week.  That task took about thirty seconds. 
 
 



II 
 

 Our fans had rallied around us all week and our student section 
was overflowing before we took the field for our warm up’s.  
Raucous as usual they were in rare form probably because not 
many people like St. Christopher very much.  They seem to be just a 
little too pompous for our taste and their Notre Dame colors and 
uniform copy didn’t help ease our dislike.  In the Hawkeye state you 
didn’t dare root for the Irish unless you didn’t mind being harassed 
on a regular basis. 
 Rumor had it a couple of the University of Iowa coaches would 
be attending the game.  I didn’t care about that. Coach did mention 
something about it before we left the locker room though. 
 “Boys, it makes no difference who is in the stands our focus 
needs to be on the field.  Never forget that.”  
 He didn’t even mention the rumor but everyone knew what he 
was talking about.  They were probably there to look at some of the 
talent on the Crusaders anyway. 
 I knew my teammates were ready to play.  Something about 
the atmosphere in the dressing room was almost electric.  It was as 
if everyone had a live battery in their butt.  We were ready to bounce 
out of that locker room way before usual.  I think the coaches felt it 
too because just after Big Mike reminded us, “It’s our home let’s 
defend our turf,” and about ten minutes before we usually head out 
they opened the door and didn’t need to wait for it to hit us in the ass 
on the way out.  It didn’t. 
 I don’t think the Crusaders were nearly prepared for what was 
about to hit them.  I can tell you this, by the end of the very first 
quarter I could tell by their body language they were a defeated 
team.   
 We had done everything right, forcing three turnovers and 
turning all three into scores.  At the quarter we were again 
threatening their goal line with a 17-0 lead.  On first and goal from 
the nine yard line John must have noticed their corner defending me 
playing a bit too far outside.  He was probably trying to take away 
the fade to the corner of the end zone but it was his mistake.  John 
called the ‘slant’ audible and on the snap of the ball I took two steps 
up field like I was going to run that fade, planted my outside foot and 
burst inside deftly creating space. The corner had been easy foil and 



John’s bullet pass hit me in stride.  I softly tossed the ball to the 
referee trying to act like I’d done this all before.  I had. 
 We added a safety after their QB was trapped in his own end 
zone trying to escape an all out blitz and went into half time ahead 
by a comfortable 26-0 score.  No one had predicted this. 
 The halftime talk was all about focus.  Coach after coach 
reminded us we needed to stay focused and complete the job.  We 
had learned never to underestimate the resolve of our opponent and 
it had paid off more than once. 
 Just before heading back out Coach Vince reminded us to 
keep the pressure on, “Boy’s they are not a passing team, but they’ll 
need to do just that to get back into the game.  Let’s just keep 
making them do something they don’t want to do.”  And out we 
stormed. 
 The final was a predictable 40-0 score. It was a very dispirited 
group of Crusaders filing silently off our turf losers for the first time 
this season.   
 As the two teams passed along in the after game hand shake 
ritual I got a chance to speak with their quarterback, who I knew 
from summer basketball.  His name was Bill Fell and he was a pretty 
discourage athlete. 
 “Keep your head up Bill,”  I said. 
 “It’s tough to get kicked in the teeth like we did Eric.  We’re 
better than this and we’ll just need to go back to work and prove it to 
the rest of the league.” 
 “Coach Staut will get you back up to speed.  I’m sure he’ll push 
the right buttons.  I know Coach Vincetti has great respect for him.  
Hang in there buddy.” 
 “Thanks Eric.  You’re right we need to take a page from your 
book, Expect to win, prepare to win and believe.” 
 For us, it was the beginning of the second half of our season 
and hopefully this effort had given us a spark that would burn a long 
time. 
 “That’s one of Coach Vincetti’s favorite sayings.  Sometimes 
sports can begin and end with something simple.  Good luck.” 
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 We had closed the bowling alley on Friday night but still weren’t 
ready to call it quits.  The group had grown and so twenty or so light 
headed teenagers full of piss and vinegar marched out into the dark 
night looking for excitement. 
 We found it, well sort of, what we really found was trouble.  You 
know sophomoric trouble, no brains trouble, stupid trouble.  I bet 
most of you have been in a situation where you didn’t bother to think 
things through and did something you soon regretted.  Try not to do 
it too often. 
 As we approached Cezar’s car another pick up came skidding 
to a halt close by and some pal’s jumped out.  One of them was 
somewhat older but the rest were Crater High students.   
 “Hey you guys great game,” yelled some guy I didn’t at first 
recognize.  Turns out it was a recent graduate who played on last 
years team and wanted to join in the celebration.   
 About that time he pulled out a shotgun and started blasting 
away towards the stars.  Most of our group scattered but for some 
stupid reason I reached in and grabbed Cezar’s gun and as quickly 
as I did that I managed to drop it.  Landing crazily it tumbled once or 
twice and fired.  “Holy shit I screamed”, as Luke and Cezar dove for 
cover.  The squirrels in the bushes were probably running as well 
when suddenly out of nowhere came the local gendarme sirens 
ablaze. 
 Those who hadn’t already fled the scene did so abruptly and 
when I looked around it was only me and my two best buddies and 
we were caught red handed. 
 The next thing I knew we were standing with our hands up, 
legs spread and trying not to do anything our less than professional 
and over zealous officers would take wrong and start shooting. 



 “You’re all under arrest,” yelled the leader, a diminutive guy 
with a large case of ‘Little Guy Syndrome’. 
 I tried to explain it was all just good clean fun but before I could 
make a case we were herded into the cop patrol cars and off to the 
county jail.  Not the ending I envisioned an hour or so ago. 
 Luke and Cezar were scared to death but I told them not to 
worry I know my dad would come immediately to bail us out and 
we’d all be safe in our beds before another hour passed.   
 Wrong.  They booked us like we were fugitives on the run and 
threw us into what we later decided was the drunk tank.  They 
allowed one phone call and I volunteered to do the honors. 
 “Dad I’m in a bit of trouble”, I said on the phone and after 
explaining my situation there was a long pause. 
 “Dad…still there?” 
 “Are you or your friends hurt,” he asked? 
 “No just humbled a bit.” 
 “And you say you’re in the drunk tank.?” 
 “Yes sir.” 
 “Ok then. Son think of this as an experience you’ll learn from. 
You’ll be safe until tomorrow.  It’s going to be just like a British 
Chelsea morning.  Have a good nights sleep.” 
 The sound of the phone hanging up wasn’t what I was 
expecting or wanting to hear.  I turned to the guys and spying a table 
and a board game in the middle of the room asked, “Monopoly any 
one?  
 All three fathers were there in the morning and after a closed 
door meeting with the sheriff we left with our tails between our legs 
but our records clean.   
 The Sheriff apologized for an over reaction arrest by his 
deputy, gave us a stern lecture about the use of firearms within the 
city limits and set us free. 
 As we left he said in a very firm voice, “Boys there will come a 
day when that kind of activity will get you thrown into jail as a 
terrorist.  Count yourself lucky that I remember some of my own 
thoughtless hijinks as a teenager. 
 
 
 
 



II 
 

 Of course we were the butt of more than one joke come 
Monday and Coach Vince gave us his own lecture prior to practice.  
As we trotted out toward the practice field I heard Marshall Romer, 
our starting middle linebacker yell to me, “Nice shooting Eric, I heard 
you hit the friging sky.” 
 Marshall was an ass, but he was our ass and we put up with 
him. He was also a two-time all-league linebacker and the leader of 
our pretty darn good defense.   
 Laughing as I ran, I then looked his way and yelled, “You and 
me at ten paces ok?” 
 “Yeah sure, but I get to choose the weapons,” He fired back. 
 That little exchange sort of set the tone of good-natured kidding 
that would continue for a while.  The older guys tried to attach a 
nickname to me, something like ‘Two-Gun’ or “Quick Draw’ but 
nothing stuck, thank goodness. 
 The practice week went smooth. Our opponent this week, 
North Marian H. S., had a record of 1-5 and looking at their video 
they earned it.  They seemed to change offenses every week and 
personnel as well.  In their six games I’ve counted five different 
quarterbacks, that isn’t a good sign. 
 The coach at North was a somewhat controversial guy.  He 
had been there only a short time, this being his third season and the 
first two years they won only three games total.  It’s been a long time 
since they fielded a winning football team and instead of going to 
work to fix the problem he seems to relish in bitching about 
everyone else and placing blame elsewhere.  I’ve heard Coach 
Vince say, more than once when faced with a challenge, “Fix the 
problem, never place blame.” 
 Once again by game day we were pretty smooth in our practice 
execution and I was hoping we would put on another good show.  
We’ve listened pretty well and aren’t about to play down to the level 
of our competition.  Our last two games would be very competitive 
and my hope was this would be an engine tune up with all cylinders 
humming along smoothly.   
 Until late in the first half, it was, in spite of me dropping a sure 
touchdown pass on our first possession.  I was steaming mad but 
John didn’t even blink and came right back to me on another deep 



ball and I wasn’t about to drop two in a row. Then we faced some 
adversity. 
 We had scored to move our lead to 27-0 and John was about 
to add to his personal point total with the extra point kick.  No 
problem with that except as he followed through with his right leg in 
the air and the football tumbling over the cross bar, the North Marion 
defensive end flew threw the air, miss judging his angle and crashed 
into John’s leg.   
 Watching from our sideline I suddenly got a sick feeling in my 
stomach as I saw John lying on the turf.    Our training staff raced 
onto the field and everyone on our sideline was on edge and holding 
their breath.  After a bit they got him up and with assistance he 
hobbled to the bench.  A horde of players and medical personnel 
hovered around him but it was obvious he was in semi-serious pain.  
The fifteen-yard penalty we earned prior to the kick off wasn’t much 
solace. 
 Coach Vince took me aside during the half time break and said, 
“Obviously you’ll be playing quarterback this next half and kicking as 
well.” 
 At that very moment I noticed Cezar consoling John and 
blurted out, “Coach, if you want our best kicker taking John’s place 
it’s Cezar,” pointing to my good friend. 
 Coach didn’t hesitate long before he pointed in Cezar’s 
direction and said, “Get that kid a uniform.” 



 
“JUST TO SEE YOU SMILE” 

 
TIM Mc GRAW 

 
CHAPTER TWELVE 

 
I 
 

 I played all the third quarter at quarterback and Dan polished 
up during the fourth.  We scored twice in the third and Cezar, with 
his oversized makeshift uniform making him look more like a junior 
high school’er than a varsity football player did what he always does 
in our after practice fun.  He didn’t care or notice how he looked and 
his smile trotting off the field after both successful kicks could have 
lit up an Iowa barn full of milk cows. 
 Our final score in the third came on another pass to Teddy and 
typically he had a humorous comment.  “You keep throwing me 
touchdown passes I’m the receiver who’ll make all-league.” 
 After the game John seemed better and Dr. Putney, the team 
doctor on duty didn’t think any ligaments were damaged but he 
wanted to do an MRI on Saturday.  We weren’t in a festive mood as 
we left the stadium for sure but all signs were that we’d have our 
starting quarterback with us for the crucial game next week. 
 Cezar of course was flying high and even managed to look like 
he knew how to play pool during our trip to the bowling alley.  
Naturally we gave him all kinds of grief, good-naturedly.   
 Luke said, “Shiza Cezar they’ll probably have to sew another 
stripe on your letterman’s sweater.” 
 “Yeh sure, if I had one.” 
 “I don’t think they make them in tiny,” I offered showing off my 
best smile.” 
 “You guys get off my butt, if John can’t kick next week I’ll be the 
one saving your ass come Friday night.” 
 And that was true. 
 This time at the bowling alley the girls joined in the fun.  Val 
David, Karen  Liskey, Jackie North and Marsha Gooding were pals 
and had been for years.  Once again we shared laughs and kidding 
one another about this and that.  We decided it was about time for 



another Saturday night group get together at Val’s home.  It had 
become the place to be over many a weekend. 
 Val said,  “Ok mom will be excited to see all you guys.  But 
Doug, don’t try to sneak in some Jack Daniels, mom’s on to that 
trick.”  He just shrugged and gave everyone a ‘Who Me’ look before 
he said, “Maybe I will, just to see you smile.” 
  By Monday it looked like John was going to be Ok and he 
practiced with only a slight limp.  He didn’t do any kicking though but 
Cezar was getting ready in case.  We shared snaps at quarterback 
during team, which we don’t always do but I think coach just wanted 
to be sure I had enough rep’s just in case. 
 The game would be at Fort Brenner and they were presently 
sitting in fourth place and tied with Prep. We were in a two-way tie 
for second with Lakeside our next week’s opponent.  South Catholic 
was on top with a 7-0 record. The two catholic schools played this 
week and anything can happen in that game.  If Prep pulls the upset 
and both Lakeside and us win it would create a three-way tie at the 
top. Because only two schools go into the state tournament from 
each league these next two games will define our season.  But I 
always thought competing with the best for the most was the most 
fun in sports. 
 Fort Brenner was the northern most school in our league and 
the bus ride would be about a three-hour journey.  They had a 
traditionally strong program and this year was no exception as two 
or their three losses were both by six points.  South hit them with a 
haymaker in a 35-6 game but that was in the first league game of 
the season.  They had played everyone tough since then. 
 Their coach had been at the school for five years and his 
teams had been competitive each year since his arrival.  His name 
was Jerry Bruck but everyone called him ‘Hack’. 
 I asked coach Vince why and he just laughed and said, “That’s 
a story I don’t think he wants anyone to know.”   
 They had some history as well and coach Vince has said more 
than once that the high school coaching fraternity had some really 
good people involved. 
 “You need people with high moral standards to work with our 
youth.  You can’t find a better example of that than with coach 
‘Hack’.” 



 The bus ride was uneventful but it got off to a rocky start.  It 
was closing in on 3 PM, the departure time, and Marshall and our 
star Free Safety, Trevor Port, weren’t on the bus.  Everyone knew of 
their pension for tardiness so it wasn’t a major concern unless their 
arrival was prolonged.  I could tell Coach Vince was a bit 
uncomfortable with the situation and as the clock ticked past 3:10 it 
was closing in on decision time.  Finally he told the bus driver to get 
going and off we went heading north without our two best defensive 
players. 
 Coach Mack, sitting next to Coach Vince leaned over and said, 
“Should we make a call?” 
 The answer didn’t surprise me much.  “They know where Fort 
Brenner is, if they’re not dead they’ll be there by game time.”  Coach 
had a smirk on his face and I thought to myself, he’s been through 
this drill before. 
 We hadn’t been dressing in the visitors locker room for long 
when two worried looking young men tried unsuccessfully to sneak 
into the room.  Marshall and Trevor looked a bit forlorn and a lot 
worried as coach wondered over toward where they had placed their 
travel bags. 
 “Have a nice trip,” he asked? 
 The two misfits glanced at each other and nodded their accent.  
 “Good, then don’t be late for warm ups.” 
 It did amaze me that Coach Vince could douse the flame 
before it became a full-blown fire without making a mess. 
 

II 
 

 
 The game was competitive for the first half as the hometown 
guys put up a valiant effort.  John showed little signs of his injury, 
which gave us all a feeling of calm as we headed into the locker 
room.  Coach let Cezar do the kicking and he was true both times.  
The 14-6 score told the story of how competitive it was on the field. 
 I caught a couple short passes but the best play of the night for 
me came on a ‘Bubble Screen’.  Sean was on the inside of trips to 
my side and they were playing man-to-man.  Their strong safety 
playing Sean didn’t see me coming and I laid an un-quarterback like 
block that sounded like a harder hit than it actually was.  But it sure 



got my blood pumping.  Especially as Sean sprinted to the end 
zone, which I had a pretty good view of while me and the defender 
lay on the grass. 
 We came out of the dressing room ready to play and maybe 
they didn’t because after two series we had two more scores.  The 
first came two plays after the kick off when we pulled one of coach’s 
tricks.  The play began as a simple sweep but Jon flipped me the 
football on a reverse.  I headed for the opposite sideline before 
pulling up and throwing the football all the way back across the field 
to a wide open running back being ignored while sailing down their 
sideline.  I could see as soon as I stopped that their defensive backs 
had forgotten about Jon and reacted towards the football and me.  
For a split second after I released the ball I thought I might have 
overthrown the pass.  But Jon saved my bacon by accelerating just 
enough to make the throw look perfect. 
 After a quick three and out by the Bulldog offense we struck 
again.  This time on first down John hit Luke on a curl route and he 
lateraled the football to little Jon who had swung out of the backfield.  
The so-called ‘Hook and Ladder’ play went the distance and just like 
that we were up 28-6.  Two Jon Market scores in three offensive 
plays, game over. 
 There was to be no bowling alley party this night as by the time 
we arrived back in Crater it was nearly one o’clock in the morning.  
Coach had made sure that Marshall followed the school buss closely 
all the way home. 
 We were 7-1 and this week the game would be what amounted 
to a play-in game Vs the Lakeside Pelicans, who were also 7-1.  The 
winner would advance to the state playoffs and the loser was out.  
This was going to be a fun week I was sure of that.   
 I was heading for my PE aide class and about to enter the 
glass enclosed coach’s office when my instinct told me otherwise.  
Coach Vince was in a discussion with Mr. Donald who was a VP 
here at Crater.  He was the one who drew the penalty at South.  
Their body language told me this was a serious discussion. 
 I leaned against the wall but couldn’t help but overhear the 
conversation.  Coach was just saying something and he didn’t look 
very happy. 
 “It’s interesting that I’ve heard nothing from anyone about either 
of these incidents being a federal case.” 



 “Coach, you need to understand it just doesn’t look good.  
These two issues coming back to back would lead me to believe we 
have a team that seems to be out of control. And they are ‘your’ 
boys.” 
 “You’re entitled to your opinion Richard, calling him by his first 
name, but I think you’re overreacting.” 
 “You’ve got players shooting guns in the city limits and others 
missing the bus and driving three hours to the game.  And 
seemingly no discipline or accountability involved. What would you 
suggest I think about those incidents?” 
 “First of all those kids are good students and ‘our’ boys.  The 
Shooting incident was nothing more than a bunch of kids excited 
about a big win.  And in case you’re not aware the young man firing 
the gun isn’t a student and the one who did simply dropped his 
friend’s shotgun and it went off. You should get your facts straight 
before you accuse me of not disciplining my team.” 
 They were both pretty heated at this point and I almost moved 
away to be out of earshot.  But my curiosity got the better of me so I 
remained at my perch. Before Mr. Donald could voice another 
objection coach continued.   
 “As for the missing the bus deal.  What did you want me to do, 
make a big stink about it?” 
 “Doing nothing certainly wasn’t the right thing to do.” 
 “You probably know my rule about not embarrassing our team 
or our school community.  This was an internal team matter that I 
handled within the team.  It didn’t embarrass anyone except two 
athletes who will probably never be late for another bus again.” 
 He went on, “What do you think I should have done, flog them 
maybe?” 
 “No need to get smart I’m just doing my job here.” 
 “Really, over reacting and making mountains out of a mole hill 
is in your job description?  Is it also in your job description to swear 
at referees?” 
 “I don’t need to take this kind of talk from you.” 
 “The hell you don’t.  It’s not your job anyway to oversee the 
football program, that’s the job of the athletic director and he’s very 
well aware of both incidents.  It couldn’t be that you coached football 
here with zero success and people couldn’t get rid of you fast 



enough, could it?  Now get the hell out of my office.  I’ve got a class 
to teach.” 
 Coach was smoking hot and just then he threw open the door, 
stepped out into the locker room and headed for the gym and his 
class.  He turned as he left while yelling back at the not too happy 
VP, “You want to take this up further with the principal, be my 
guest…. Dick.” 
 The pause before ‘Dick’ sounded to me like it wasn’t meant to 
be a synonym of Mr. Donald’ first name. But what do I know. 
 I’d seen coach frustrated before but I’d never seen him that 
angry.  My guess is there is more to the story between Mr. Donald 
and coach Vince.  I just hope it goes away quickly and we can move 
on without another incident involving players on our team.



 
“GONNA GET THERE SOMEDAY” 

 
DIERKS BENTLEY 

 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

 
I 

 
 Watching the Pelican defense gave me some confidence, as 
they didn’t seem to me to be overpowering.  Their offense was 
another story.   They were huge.  They lined up in a double tight end 
full house backfield and just simply ran the football down your throat. 
They weren’t fast at all but their running backs were all in the 190-
210 pound range and relentless.  They threw maybe two passes a 
game, if necessary. It was not uncommon for them to control the ball 
an entire quarter.  Our biggest task was going to be getting the 
football enough times to score more than them.  It wasn’t going to be 
pretty and it wasn’t going to be easy.  Their only loss, to South 
Catholic, was  a close 14-21 contest decided in the last thirty 
seconds. 
 Our practices were good and we spent a lot of time adjusting 
our defense to get enough players close to the line of scrimmage.  It 
was going to be an old-fashioned dogfight and the team with the 
strongest dog would probably win.   
 We were in a team drill working on defense and needed to turn 
around as we were getting close to the part of the field occupied by 
the frosh team.  Coach usually says, “Belly Over”, to signify an about 
face.  But this time before he could Boom-Boom, standing tall with 
his jersey stretched up over his ample gut, yelled in his deep 
baritone voice, “Belly Over” as he put his hands on his paunch and 
mimed the action.  Everyone cracked up including Coach Vince.  I 
don’t think I’d even seen him smile since the blow up in the PE office 
with our VP.  He needed that.  Nicely done Boom-Boom. 
 Usually the week fly’s by, especially when the upcoming game 
is a make or break contest.  This week was different as it seemed 
like the minutes churned along at a snails pace and the clock ticked 
so slowly there was a chance it might not make it to the end of the 
day.   



 Friday finally arrived and I woke from a fitful sleep still seeing 
the drab deep blue jerseys of the Pelican’s from my dream.  I was 
still a zombie during breakfast even as mom tried to lighten up the 
atmosphere. 
 “Hey buddy, you ready to go tonight?” 
 The obvious answer  was something like ‘You Bet’ and pass 
the corn flakes, but  I was still day dreaming a bit and mom had to 
ask a second time before politeness won the day.   
 “I’m so focused I don’t hear much going on around me. Sorry 
mom.  I love you.” 
 Cezar was on time as usual and we rolled into the school 
parking lot about five minutes before the first period tardy bell.  We 
skidded into our usual spot as the left front wheel locked when 
Cezar hit the break.  That was new. 
 “Hey what’s with the front wheel,” I asked. 
 “Darned if I know but I might have to do something about that 
before long.” 
 “Yeah, like before I get in the car again.” 
 “Oh hell Eric it’s a minor problem, I’ll just gear down before 
slamming on the breaks.” 
 Noticing the skid mark the tire had made as we arrived didn’t 
give me a lot of confidence as we jogged toward the school 
entrance. 
 “You can always start riding that bike again sport.” 
 “Been there, done that.” 
 The school day drug by and I found it very hard to concentrate.  
I sat in my usual seat in each class and listened to the instructor 
without hearing anything.  Miss Murtry, my English teacher, noticed 
my state of mind and woke me from my stupor with a tap on my 
shoulder. 
 “And Mr. star receiver what do you think about our conjugation 
problem,” with a smirk on her face? 
 “Ah well,” I stammered. 
 “Maybe an English lesson can’t hold your attention on an 
important game day.  Son you get a pass today but if you let those 
bruisers from Lakeside slow you down I’ll have you in that seat 
tomorrow.” 
 Everyone laughed,  she had a way about her that kept all of us 
alert and on our toes, most of the time.  And she loved sports and I 



suspect gave athletes a wide birth when assigning grades.  Ok by 
me. 
 

II 
 
 It had been a nearly flawless fall weather wise.  The one rain 
game early in the year was the only time we had to dodge that 
bullet.  But it was the first week of November and it had turned cold.  
No snow was in the forecast but the temperature was suppose to dip 
into the high thirties by game time. 
 Still the briskness had little affect on our warm up and we 
finished our normal pregame routine ready and eager for the 
challenge.  Our worthy opponents looked to me a bit bored, or 
maybe that was their usual demeanor.  They were huge and wore 
knee length black socks over black shoes.  The black pants 
completed the look with only the white jerseys breaking the pattern. 
 They seemed to do nothing in a hurry and when they lined up 
for the finishing team drill just before leaving the playing field for the 
locker room they seemed to grow even bigger.  A methodic huddle 
close to the line of scrimmage and a leisurely turn towards the ball 
was followed by an in unison flex before putting the hand down to 
align. Nothing seemed to hurry them. It was as if they were saying, 
“We’re gonna get there someday”. They weren’t going to do 
anything different than what they’ve done all year.  Somehow we 
would need to break into that stoic resolve and get them to panic. 
 We had a few tricks up our sleeve and the best keep secret of 
the week was we would ‘onside’ kick on our first kick off.  The 
Coaching staff felt like our best chance was to do something they 
did so well, keep the football away from the opponent.  We even 
worked extra hard on the ‘Wildcat’ formation again.  Coach Vince 
said unless we were backed up on our goal line with fourth and long 
we weren’t planning on punting.   
 “Eric on fourth and one, two or three we’ll run wildcat read 
sweep and let you make the choice.  If that play side linebacker 
can’t get to Jon give him the football and if he runs like hell, keep the 
ball and get us those yards.” 
 He said that with such confidence it was contagious and I think 
it was right then and there that our team knew we could upset the 
apple cart and beat them at their own game.  We were decided 



underdogs for the first time this season but by weeks end within our 
team the confidence level couldn’t have been higher. 
 During Monday’s pre practice chat Coach said to us, “Boy’s I’m 
thinking about using all four downs to gain the first down.  No punts.  
What do you think about that?” 
 We looked around and everyone was nodding in agreement.  
The conclusion seemed to be Why Not? 
 Our captains joined us after the coin flip in our locker room and 
we had won the toss and deferred.  That meant we chose to give 
them the option, knowing they would want the football to begin the 
game and begin their methodical march to victory.  They were in for 
a surprise. 
 John teed up the ball on the forty and our kick off cover team 
spread out on either side.  We had substituted both Jon Market and 
Allen Olsen on the left side of the formation to get some more speed 
where the football would land.  Marshall Romer lined up as the third 
from the sideline and his job was to burry the Lakeside man 
defending that area. 
 We hadn’t show an onside kick all season long and to say it 
was a surprise would have been a gross understatement.  John 
approached the football as usual and I could see their front five 
edging back to get a head start, it was to be a fatal mistake. John 
executed a perfect onside placing the football where only we could 
recover. Marshall drew a bead on the chest of number fifty-five and 
almost before he could react back towards the tumbling football 
Marshall planted his helmet between the five’s.  The poor guy had 
no chance.  Allen jumped on the football and Jon covered him up.  
First down Comets. 
 Our stands erupted in cheer and our sideline exploded with 
energy.  We stormed onto the field and were ready to put the ball 
into play before they had time to remove the kick return team.  The 
referee stood over the football to let them line up or we would have 
scored with no defense on the field.  As it turned out it didn’t take us 
long anyway.  On the first play we ran a bubble screen to Luke who 
had lined up inside at the slot position in trips.  Justin and Sean each 
got a piece of the defender and Luke outran the man covering him.  
Easy twenty-five yard gain.   First down on their twenty-three yard 
line. 



 Play two was a ‘Read’ bubble.  John read the number three 
defender and if he ran towards the bubble john would fake the throw 
and hand to little Jon on a delayed draw play.  We were in trips 
again on the opposite side and once again Luke was the bubble 
target.  Same result.  John made the correct read and Luke 
scampered down to the two-yard line in a flash.  The place was in an 
uproar. 
 We lined up quickly again and they weren’t ready as three of 
their down linemen were still standing when we snapped the 
football.  Jon sliced into the end zone untouched on the outside dive 
play.  John’s kick was true and after just :52 seconds had elapsed 
we took a 7-0 lead. 
 I thought Coach might call for another onside kick and he 
actually had given the option to John.  He would look at the Pelican 
alignment and decide weather to onside or kick it deep.  This time 
they lined up with nine men within ten yards of the return line at the 
fifty so john hoisted a high arching kick well into the end zone.  
Pelicans ball first and ten at the twenty.  Now the fun begins. 
 Coach had installed two more linemen, replacing our 
cornerbacks.  With no wide receivers it wasn’t going to be a contest 
of who could cover the best but a dogfight in the trenches.  Blinkey 
Stephens lined up at defensive end and Boom-Boom at nose tackle.  
The two gave us another five hundred pounds of heft to hopefully 
slow down the bull rush of Lakeside’s offensive line.  In affect we 
covered all their linemen and that left Marshall and Josh free to run 
directly to the football.  Well, at least that was the theory. 
 Their first play was as always a simple hand off to one of their 
two hundred pound running backs slanting over the opposite side of 
the line.  Marshall met him in the hole, no gain.  On second down 
they simply ran the same play the opposite direction, they would not 
be trying to fool anyone.  This time Josh said hello in the hole, 
another no gain.  Third and ten. 
 They didn’t blink or hurry just waited patiently in the huddle for 
the messenger to arrive.  Their Coach called every play by 
alternating one of the running back clones with the call.  Once again 
they lined up with slow precision and snapped the football.  This 
time they faked the cross formation play and handed the ball to the 
opposite half back on a sort of counter.  The direction fooled both 
Marshall and Josh for a split second and when they reacted it was 



late.  But the gain of seven wasn’t enough for the first down and out 
trotted their punt team.  They weren’t in any hurry either and their 
entire sideline still looked bored. 
 If they were, they got their eyes opened when Luke took the 
punt on his own twenty-seven yard line and after a quick dart to his 
left reversed field and headed up their sideline.  He out quick’ed the 
first couple pursuers as their angle failed them.  The punter ran him 
out of bounds but not before he reached their side of the field. 
 Here we go again.  I thought during the first series that the guy 
defending me was going to try and keep me from an easy release 
and once again he lined up right in my face as close as he could get.  
Ok, I’ve seen that a lot this season.  Coach saw it too I’m sure and 
our first play was a stop and go route by both Luke and I on the 
outside.  John would pick the side, pump on the stop and try to hit a 
home run on the go.  He chose my side and I had left the defender 
clutching at my jersey as I wheeled and sprinted down the sideline.  
John’s pass hit me in stride and I crossed the goal line slightly 
before their safety could adjust to help the desperate corner losing 
the speed battle. 
 We had run four plays, so had they but after John’s second 
point after split the uprights we lead 14-0.  As we once again lined 
up for the kick off I couldn’t help but notice that their usual calm 
demeanor had been replaced by a bit of panic.  This was something 
they weren’t used to for sure. 
 When Paul handed me a cup of water on the bench he yelled, 
“Our night big brother, our night all night long.” 

 
 

 



“FOOLS PARADISE” 
 

BUDDY HOLLY 
 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
I 

 
 We kept the pressure on and the momentum going throughout 
the entire first half.  It couldn’t have gone closer to plan.  We didn’t 
punt and they didn’t score.  Twice we had fourth and short and we 
ran the ‘Wildcat’ read sweep both times.  The first time Jon picked 
up the yardage on the sweep and the second time I did on the 
keeper.   We scored one more touchdown and one field goal and 
trooped into the locker room a head 24-0. 
 On defense our guys used quickness to run around lumbering 
blockers and they didn’t have the speed to get outside on their 
version of a toss play.  Their quarterback was more of a blocking 
back who handed off the football.  On their toss he would reverse 
pivot toss the ball to the trail back and along with the fullback and 
lead back join in the beef leading the ball carrier around the end.  
Only it took so long our safety and both linebackers were able to 
arrive at the point of attack and penetrate across the line of 
scrimmage making the ball carrier have to deepen even more before 
he could turn up field.  They basically made nothing on that play the 
entire half. 
 At halftime Coach Vince cautioned us to continue the fight.   
 “Boy’s don’t allow their guys to breath easily. Let’s keep them 
in their fools paradise.” 
 What he was saying to us was keep the pressure on, don’t take 
anything for granted.  It was not a one half contest and we would 
need to hunker down again and take the fight to them.  We did. 
 I can’t remember if they crossed the fifty-yard line the entire 
game but we spent a lot of time on their side.  Luke got loose on a 
double move out and up early in the third quarter and the ensuing 
score took any fight they had left out of play. 
      They were a somber group as we shared handshakes in the 
after game ritual. The final 38-0 was a shocker to them I’m sure as 



well as it would be to the ardent followers of Iowa high school 
football. The good news for them was the ride home was short.  
 Lakeside high school was less than an hour north. 
 Their Coach, Craig Hasty, was all compliments after the game.  
I overheard him speaking with Coach Vince and although I didn’t 
hear it all I did hear this little gem. 
 “Coach Vince, that’s as big a butt kicking as I’ve had in a long 
time.  You guys are really good so just represent our league like the 
champs you are. Good luck, we’ll be rooting for you guys.” 
 The scene in the locker room after the game was one of pure 
joy.  I couldn’t stop thinking about what Coach had told us weeks 
ago, “Never forget the feeling you get by doing a hard job well.”  Oh 
my,  how great it felt. 
 We had been presented a challenge.  We needed to do 
something to even the odds.  We had to make them uncomfortable, 
all daunting tasks.  But we listened to our coaching staff and 
accepted the challenge.  We threw in some surprises and never took 
our foot off the pedal.  It truly is amazing what you can do when no 
one cares who gets the credit. 
 No one had picked us as a playoff  team, except dad, and even 
as we put win after win in the books people outside of our domain 
didn’t give us enough credit.  South Catholic was ranked number 
three in the state and Lakeside was at number ten.  We were in the 
also ran column with a small number of other teams receiving a few 
votes. 
 Paul and Danny were running around the locker room tossing 
dirty uniforms into the laundry bin and smiling ear to ear.  They were 
both sort of team mascots and I’m sure enjoying the moment while 
at the same time dreaming of the time they would be wearing those 
blue uniforms.  Having my younger brothers so close to all this was 
pretty special. 
 About that time Marshall grabbed Danny from behind and 
hoisted him over his head and at the same time yelled, “Sky’s the 
limit Danny boy, Sky’s the limit.” 
 Everyone started chanting Danny, Danny, Danny as the little 
guy howled along.  It was a sight to see and what was it that poet 
said, something about cold and timid soles who never know victory 
or defeat?  I just couldn’t understand how some people ignored the 



excitement of playing this game.  Funny what crosses the mind 
during a victory celebration. 
 Cezar had showered and along with a bunch of teammates 
was twirling his towel above his head and chanting bare butt naked 
enjoying the moment.  I don’t know but enjoying this kind of joy with 
teammates and coaches is pretty special.  Ok fuzzy cheeked and 
unembarrassed nude teenagers dancing in a watered down mob 
scene might get the attention of a few prudes but not to us guys.  It’s 
a locker room for goodness sake. 
  

II 
 
 The weekend was pretty slow unless you count being glued to 
the TV set for the Hawkeye game against Michigan State.  They 
were in a dogfight in the Big Ten conference with Ohio State and 
Michigan.  A win over the Spartans and Iowa would go to the Rose 
Bowl in Pasadena, California for the first time in twenty-three years. 
 Our final conference win assured us of a playoff game, with the 
opponent to be determined by the outcome of Saturday’s game in 
Des Moines between Herbert Hoover and Blanchet.  The Tigers of 
Hoover were favored and a win would send us to the capitol city, 
located in south central Iowa about and hour and a half drive, for our 
first round game.  If Blanchet pulled an upset we would travel to 
Davenport on the Illinois border about a four hour driving distance 
from Crater. 
 The Coaching staff had told us not to attend the Hoover Vs 
Blanchet game as we would get video of our playoff opponent and 
they felt we should use the weekend to relax and root for the 
Hawkeyes.  The game would be on the radio at about the same time 
as the TV broadcast of the UI game. 
 Frankly I was more interested in watching the Hawkeyes than 
listening to the high school contest.  I didn’t really care who we 
played and I wanted to use the weekend to celebrate our victory and 
first playoff appearance in four years.  We had stayed up later than 
usual enjoying the after glow of our game and by the time I hit the 
rack it was well after midnight, unusual for me. 
 As it turned out Michigan State didn’t offer much resistance to 
the Hawkeyes who by the time I drifted off were comfortably ahead.  



Paul woke me just before that game ended to ask, “Want to know 
who won the Hoover-Blanchet game?” 
 “Ok sure,”  I said as I stretched and suddenly remembered I 
was starved. 
 “Up set city. Blanchet won on a last second touchdown, we’re 
headed to Davenport next Friday to play the Blue Devils.” 
 “Well how about that. There will be a lot of blue on that field.  
Let’s just hope the right shade wins.” 
 My stomach was growling and I looked around to see if anyone 
was preparing food.  Mom wasn’t in sight so I headed for the 
refrigerator to see just what kind of a sandwich I could manufacture. 
 Cezar, Luke and I were scheduled to meet some friends at the 
Bowling Alley later and I needed some nutrition.  We’d spend the 
evening bowling a bit and playing bad pool and eating junk food.  It 
would be a typical Saturday night in our little burg.  Just like we liked 
it. 
 By the time we arrived the place was packed and we had to 
wait for a lane.  There were a lot of adults competing in a mixed 
doubles league and after watching for a while I decided we weren’t 
so bad after all.  Some of the people seemed to recognize us and 
offered their congratulations.  One big red headed guy about fifty or 
so said in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear, “You guys 
really kicked ass last night.  I bet those Pelican kids had to waddle 
all the way home.” 
 It was nice being told how good we were but the truth is we 
won’t know that for sure unless we can advance in the playoffs.  In 
Iowa there were sixteen teams still playing.  The number two 
representatives traveled to a league winner in a prearranged 
formula.  There was no actual seeding of teams so it was basically 
blind luck as to who you played.  This year for example the number 
one ranked team in the state would play the number two ranked 
team in round two if they both won next Friday.   
 There had been talk for year’s about a seeding process but the 
Iowa School Activities Association hadn’t been able to agree on a 
plan.  Now, if its not broke, don’t fix it.  But if it is?  This year it was 
actually to our benefit because although Blanchet won their league 
they were only ranked number ten in the state.  Rankings are of 
course subject to a lot of speculation but history tells me that league 



has enjoyed a less than impressive playoff track record in the last 
few years.   
 I managed to kick some butt when we got on the alley and we 
had some good laughs over our complete lack of talent.  We play 
football a lot better than we bowl.  Cezar was his usual self throwing 
more gutter balls than anything.  
      I told him, “I think you’d be better off kicking that damn ball.”   
 “Your no pro my boy,” he said as another bowling ball found 
the gutter shortly after leaving his hand. 
 We closed up before the place turned out the lights and 
headed home, still enjoying the thrill of victory. 
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I 

 
 Blanchet High of Davenport, Iowa was one of three high 
schools in the city.  Relatively new to the playoff scene,  they had 
recently come out of a nearly twenty year playoff coma and in just 
their second playoff experience in the last twenty years made it to 
the quarterfinals last season.  They won their league with an 
identical 8-1 record as ours.  They were unbeaten in league but had 
lost a preseason game to one of the powerhouse teams from Iowa 
City. 
 It was our first playoff experience in a few years as well but I 
don’t think we’ll be afraid to compete.  I had spent my sophomore 
year playing mostly at wide receiver but still played a series or so at 
quarterback in every game.  John had preformed even better than 
most people thought he would and that made my time at receiver 
even sweeter. 
 The All-League team came out on Thursday and to no one’s 
surprise South Catholic and us dominated the first team selection.  
Marshall Romer, Josh Works and Trevor Port all made first team on 
defense and Rob Wien made the second squad.  On offense Blinkey 
Stephens made it at offensive guard and both Luke and I made first 
team receivers.  Jon Market, John Fahey and Boom-Boom Fraley all 
made second team.  Our sophomore tackles both made honorable 
mention. 
 I’m quite sure it was the first time that two sophomore’s from 
the same school made first team All-League at the same position.  
To be totally truthful I didn’t think that was possible as I figured we 
would split votes and maybe neither would make first team.   
 Coach Vince told us not to get caught up in individual honors.  
He was happy for all of us but he told us with a smile on his face, 
“Hell boys, twenty years from now all of you can tell your kids you 
were first team All-League.” 



 I bumped into Mr. Donald a couple times during the week and 
he congratulated me on our season and later on my selection on the 
All-League team.  It seemed like the affair in Coach Vince’s office 
was past history. 
 “Give them hell on Friday Eric, let’s keep the season rolling.” 
 I thanked him of course and we chatted for a while about the 
team and our season.   
 Finally he said, “You know son if I would have had a few 
players like you I might still be Coaching.” 
 Maybe so but we had the right guy calling the shots and to a 
man everyone on our team was grateful for that.  Coach Vince had 
brought a new energy, a new vision and a new purpose to Comet 
football. 
 The game plan was pretty simple and we brought out a trick or 
two that Coach had been saving.  I felt like our offense could move 
the football successfully against the Blue Devil defense and our 
defense had stood strong the entire year.  As the week progressed 
our confidence grew. 
 We had a big pep assembly on Friday before we loaded up for 
the three-hour drive to Davenport.  The student body was in to it and 
the decibel level inside the gym was off the charts.  We bounced into 
the bus and most of us were still vibrating with energy.  Wild horses 
couldn’t keep us off that bus. Here we go. 
 Some teams use the drive to the game site as a review of 
game plans.  Coach Vince believes in a relaxed atmosphere, he 
wants us to simply keep a positive vision during the trip.  I can hear 
the words, “See that block, see that reception.  Visualize the great 
play.”  There would be no pop quiz on the game plan or a walk 
through in a park along side the road.  Relax, dream, doze and 
arrive ready to play. 
 It was a pretty mild day as the weather stayed calm. There 
would be no issue with that problem and both teams would be able 
to preform their usual game plan without weather interruption. 
 The buses pulled into the stadium, it was a district field used by 
all three Davenport teams and seated about fifteen thousand 
people.  It looked to me, even though it was two hours before game 
time that the place was already close to capacity.  This was going to 
be fun.  Big crowd, big game. 
 



II 
 
 The locker room was quiet and orderly as we dressed.  The 
Coaching staff was working the room making sure everyone was 
relaxed and focused.  You could feel some tension in the air but it 
was a good feeling.   
 We were wearing white jerseys as the visitor and also white 
game pants.  The powder blue numbers, sleeve stripes and lightning 
stripe down the pant leg made us look a bit like the San Diego 
Chargers.  White also made you look bigger and as the special 
teams ambled out to the field the mass of people on the Blanchet 
side were intently checking us out.  It felt good.  
 The Blue Devils were good.  They were maybe, except for 
South Catholic, the only team we played that combined both size 
and speed. Their head Coach was a veteran and looked the part.  
This was to be his last season after a nearly fifty year Coaching 
career.  Boyd Ford would be missed I’m sure.  It’s a bit sad but I 
hoped this would be the gray haired man’s last football game on the 
sideline. 
  As our captains marched to the center of the field to meet their 
captains for the coin toss it seemed to me I was looking into a 
mirror.  The eight players looked identical.  Big, strong, sleek, and 
striding with a captain like purpose.  Confidence radiated from both 
sets of leaders.  My mind wandered a bit I and thought to myself, so 
this is what playoff football is all about.  My focus quickly returned 
when the referee signaled our football, we would be returning the 
opening kick off. 
 We had planned a reverse, which we had not shown all 
season, on the opening kick, but it never came off as their kicker 
squibbed a short angled dribbler obviously away from little Jon 
waiting near the goal line.  Allen Olsen scooped up the bouncing ball 
and returned it along our sideline to the thirty-one yard line. 
 As we gathered the offense on the sideline before trotting onto 
the field I caught John’s eye.  We smiled confidently and nodded in 
unison. 
 “Ok,” said our leader, “Let’s show these guys how the Comets 
play football.” 
 I could tell right away that the corner playing opposite me was 
an athlete.  He looked the part with his spatted shoes and long blond 



hair peeking out of the back of his helmet.  He was about six feet tall 
and probably around one hundred seventy pounds. 
 He looked directly at me and said, “Let’s have a great game 
number five.  Coach tells me you’re pretty good for a sophomore.” 
 I just nodded my head and smiled.  Talking to the opposition 
just wasn’t in my personal playbook.  He was lined up about six 
yards off of me and as I came out of my upright stance with a slight 
outside release he quickly turned his hips to run with me.   As he did 
at about the eight yard point I planted my outside foot and broke 
inside on a horizontal angle.  The play we had decided to run on first 
down was a slot clear out with a vertical and my break under Justin’s 
route.  It was the same play I had scored my first receiving 
touchdown so many games ago. 
 John had faked to little Jon on an inside run and the 
linebackers were caught in no mans land as I found a huge open 
space at midfield.  Once again, just like in that first game John hit 
me in stride.  Now the game was on.  Both safety’s were out of 
range to make a play and the opposite corner was occupied with 
Luke.  I turned up field and set sail.  Breaking back towards the left 
to avoid their free safety who had finally adjusted I gave him a little 
jump move and he totally fanned.  I saw the blond corner moving in 
also from the left and slowed a bit to make a move.  I froze him with 
a stutter step and before he could recover I was around him and 
flying down their sideline.  Now it was a race to the goal line.  I could 
hear their corner chasing me and felt another player closing in at 
about the ten but the Blue Devil’s weren’t going to catch this Comet 
and I crossed the goal line untouched.   
 Handing the football to the official I heard my spat shoed 
competition say, “Shit they were right, you are pretty good and you 
aren’t no sophomore.” 
 The first half might have been my best of the year. Oh hell, it 
was and by far.  I caught seven balls on all sorts of routes.  The first 
play caused my friend on the corner to loosen up a bit and opened 
up both the out route and the curl.  I managed another touchdown 
on a seam route and finished the half with an acrobatic catch on a 
post corner route and tumble into the end zone as time expired.  
Wow, we had scored twenty-one points but only led by one 
touchdown.  I can’t remember having so much fun in a game unless 
you count the hoops game in seventh grade when I scored a youth 



record forty-six points.  Sometimes everything just goes your way 
and seems so easy. 
 Halftime whizzed by and before I could relax much we were 
headed back to the field.  We would be kicking and if the first half 
was any indication it would be a lively display of high school football 
once again. 
 It was.  Our opponents drove the length of the field and tied the 
game with a short run and point after kick.  There were nine minutes 
left in the third quarter and we had a tie game at twenty-one apiece. 
 On the ensuing kickoff we got a deep kick and little Jon started 
what looked like a sideline return towards their bench.  But about the 
twenty-five yard line Luke, who had sneaked back along the 
sideline, took a pitch and the reverse we had planned on the 
opening kick jumped up and hit the Blue Devils in the butt.  The 
maneuver caught them completely off guard and my quick-silver 
little buddy sailed up our sideline with about fifty or so Comets 
leaping and cheering as he flew down the sideline and into the end 
zone untouched. 
 Completely rattled they fumbled John’s kick off and Dan 
Winters, getting some duty on special teams, recovered on their 
twenty-six yard line.  Now our bench was going crazy as were the 
fans on our side of the field.  Paul was so excited that he forgot to 
bring out our football while jumping and bumping chests with Danny.   
 On first down we ran little Jon out of the backfield away from 
me and after a quick one two I slid inside behind a hoard of blockers 
on what is called a ‘Jail Break’ screen.  Their safety jumped Jon and 
they had an all out blitz by their linebackers.  Suddenly I had the 
football with a pile of friends ahead of me.  The royal blue jerseys of 
the Blue Devils parted like the Red Sea and I almost trotted across 
the goal line.  It was my fourth touchdown of the game.  I was 
beginning to like the feeling. 
 The thirty five to twenty one score was too much for them to 
overcome.  Our defense stiffened and kept them out of the end zone 
for the remainder of the game.  We added a final score late and 
could have possibly scored again but with first down on their ten 
yard line and just under two minutes to go Coach called for John to 
kneel down and we ran out the clock.  We had our first playoff win in 
a long time and the ride back to Crater was going to be a happy one.  
Better yet we had another week of football ahead.   



 I caught the eye of their blond corner as we met during the 
after game handshake.  He just shook his head and said, “Number 
five, what the hell is your name?” 
 “Eric Lewis,”  I said smiling. 
 “Sophomore phenomenon”  he muttered.  “You’re going to 
cause a lot of grief for guys like me the next two years.  Good luck 
next week.” 
 Classy kid, I thought as I shook his hand.  “Thanks for the 
compliment.”  My thought was immediately that I hoped when the 
tables were turned I would be able to act with the same kind of 
class, win or lose. 
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I 

 
 Now there were eight teams left and it was quarter final time in 
Iowa high school football.  Our opponent would be City High School 
of Iowa City.  The “Little Hawks” had been to the finals just last 
season and had rolled through their year undefeated.  We would 
again be on the road as is the task for those teams second from 
their league.   
 City had a great athletic tradition and even the building’s main 
campus was imposing.  Situated of a hill overlooking the city’s east 
side the façade provided evidence of its landmark quality.  The 
school was opened in 1939 and has long been the pride of Iowa 
City. 
 We would once again roll down I-80 past Des Moines and 
about half way between the state capitol and Davenport we would  
veer just south of the interstate highway into the home of the 
University of Iowa.  Everything would be Black and Gold, the colors 
of both the University and City High. 
 The football field sat just under the hill and the imposing façade 
served as a backdrop for those sitting on the visitors side of the field.  
With their tradition, their location and their skill apparent everywhere 
you looked it would take a strong willed and dedicated team to 
survive.  The odds, once again, were in our opponents favor but 
then we were used to that scenario.   
 There was a buzz around school all week long.  Everyone was 
pumped up and looking forward to another challenge.  Although 
basketball practice had begun coach Edwards managed to do 
double duty holding hoops practice in the morning before school.  
He was a loyal assistant and wasn’t about to get ahead of himself 
with his coaching duties.  We had a great coaching staff for sure and 
they could take most of the credit for putting together, in the first 
year of coach Vince’s program, a team of our quality. 
 The Little Hawks were a veteran team, loaded with experience 



seniors at nearly every position.  Their best player, headed for the 
big Hawkeye’s next fall, was their running back.  Hugh De Vore was 
six foot two and two hundred pounds of blur.  He had won the state 
one hundred meter title in both his sophomore and junior year and 
would probably do so again this spring.  It would be our task to 
somehow put a stopper to this yardage churning machine of a man 
child.  No easy task. 
 The main chore during our practice week was figuring out how 
to at least slow down the train called the De Vore Express.  Our 
defensive staff had put together a number of thoughts and we spent 
the week eliminating those that just didn’t look or feel right.  In the 
end our defensive play book looked similar to what we had done all 
year.  
 Coach Nichols finally decided as he put it, “I think it best to 
dance with the one who brought you.”  Meaning to stay the course 
with our basic defensive philosophy and live with it.   
 “Guy’s we just have to have an eye on that kid at all times.  If 
we swarm him enough he might just get tired of lugging that damn 
football.” 
 The Little Hawk coach, Herman Bell, was a run first, run 
second and run third coach.  Oh, he had his tricks but if you didn’t 
stop the run, that was all your were going to see.  His state title 
pedigree spoke volumes about how he coached the game.  
Everyone in Iowa was an admirer. 
 Coach Vince once again changed just enough to hopefully   
confuse our opponent.  A new wrinkle here and new formation there 
about covered it all.  We’re not an easy team to defend because 
we’ve got speed everywhere and a quarterback that can get the ball 
to all our weapons. 
 After practice on Monday coach told us, “It’s ok to shoot some 
hoops at the morning practice for you basketball guys.  Stay out of 
drills but you all can benefit by being there and hoisting a few shots.” 
 That was a new approach, I can’t imagine many football 
coach’s into a playoff run would see fit to ask his guys to shoot some 
baskets.  It’s just another example of our staff working together for 
the common good.  I’m sure coach Edwards appreciated the offer 
and I know he would have never have asked first.  We had probably 
three starters still playing football.  I counted myself in that group 
and I think Luke would be the starting point guard and probably 



Sean Kitter as well. 
 On Friday we gathered for a short meeting after school and 
coach Vince outlined the thoughts he wanted us to take with us on 
the road trip.   
 “Boy’s lets get on that school bus with these idea’s firmly set in 
our heads.  We will play our best football game of the year.  We will 
focus better than ever.  We will swarm the beast.  We will execute 
on offense.  We will be the best team.  We will see the scoreboard 
light up on our side.  We will have a short ride home.  We will leave 
the ‘Little Hawks’ wondering what happened.  We will love each 
other and we will fight until the last whistle dies, descending slowly 
towards silence.” 
 Then he walked out of the room not uttering another word.  We 
glanced around  looking each other in the eye, nodding agreement 
and finally moved along as one. 
 

II 
 
 The bus was full fifteen minutes before departure time with 
Marshall and Trevor firmly situated in the front seat.  The usual 
group of parents were there offering praise and good luck.  Mom 
and dad never made an appearance but they didn’t need to show 
support, I knew and they knew I knew.  
 On the other hand Luke’s parents were nearly always in 
attendance.  His dad worked in the glove company his father had 
started about thirty years ago.  Granddad  had actually been a walk 
on at the University of Arkansas around the time in the Southwest 
Conference that some legendary players roamed the closely 
cropped grass.  Bobby Lane at Texas and Doak Walker at SMU in 
the late 1940’s were the headliners. 
 Luke was always bragging about grandpa Ralph.  He was a 
tailback built just like Luke and word has it just as quick.   
 “Got all my speed and quick’s from Ralph”, I heard him say 
about a million times. His dad would just smile and nod his head in 
agreement. 
 The night air was tossing a chill at us as we exited the locker 
room.  We had won the coin toss and would receive, which is what 
we had hoped for.  Excitement was engulfing our sideline and theirs 
as well.  Ours was one of four games kicking off at the same time 



around the state and followers of this great sport were in for an 
adrenalin boost for sure. 
 Coach had told us all week how much he respected their head 
coach.  Coach Bell had been at City forever and built one of the 
states most consistent winners.  Word had it that he would retire at 
the conclusion of their season after a long and very successful 
career. 
 Our plan on offense was to hit them with some quick pass 
plays and mix it up with draws and quick hitting dive plays.  We felt 
like we could out quick them and our speed could take a toll on their 
larger defensive front. 
 Little Jon fielded the kick off on our ten and headed straight up 
field.  The wedge in front of him cleared out the first pursuers to the 
ball and Jon road the momentum all the way to our forty-three yard 
line.  That was the good news. 
 The bad news is after the pile of players got up and moved on 
little Jon stayed on the turf.  A pall quickly settled around our offense 
as we trotted onto the field.  It took awhile for our trainer to get him 
up and as we huddled nearby I got a sick feeling in my stomach as I 
saw the pain etched on his face. It looked like an ankle and this was 
an awful way to begin the game. 
 His backup was another senior, our starting strong safety, Allen 
Olsen.  Although Allen was certainly athletic enough he lacked Jon’s 
speed and quickness.  It would affect our game plan as no longer 
were the quick dive plays at the top of the play list.  Allen was a 
tough kid and could pass block better than Jon but wouldn’t be much 
of a pass receiving threat or be able to hit the gaps for extra run 
yardage. 
 Coach changed his sequence of plays I’m sure as our first five 
became passes.  The good news is all five were completions and we 
had three first downs, moving the ball deep into the Little Hawks 
territory.  It was fist and ten on the twenty-one yard line and coach 
signaled for a sideline pass towards the single receiver in our trips 
formation. It was the ‘Sting’ play I had thrown the interception vs 
Washington. I was on that side so the play called for me to run a 
fifteen yard turn out.  I did, but as I planted my foot to make the cut I 
felt the ankle give way and I stumbled into my sideline route.  The 
pass was on target but as I caught the ball I fell immediately to the 
ground and could feel the ankle already swelling.  Holy cow, this 



wasn’t good at all. 
 As I lie in pain near our sideline I could see little Jon limping 
along trying to loosen up his ankle and now I was in the identical 
situation. I was assisted to the bench by the trainer and a couple 
teammates.  Paul came running up to find out how badly I was hurt 
and I shook my head not knowing what to say.  About that time our 
guys were jumping up and down following a short  touchdown run by 
Allen.   
 This was a first for me.   I had never been injured before and I 
had no idea how to react.  I listened to our trainer tell me to keep still 
and let him do his magic but I wanted to somehow help.   
 “Damn it big brother stay still,”  hollered Paul as I tried vainly to 
move. 
 Jon had sat down next to me and it must have been a forlorn 
twosome that our teammates tried to console.  About that time I 
heard a roar from the City side of the field and glanced up in time to 
see the man child racing down our sideline for the tying touchdown.  
My heart sank but just as quickly I heard a groan coming from 
across the field.  Looking up I saw one of the referee’s picking up a 
yellow flag and knew instantly that sixty or so yard scamper was 
being nullified.  A break for the Comets. 
 The trainer worked on both Jon and my ankles continuously but 
mine didn’t feel much better and neither did Jon’s as every time he 
tried to jog he quickly came limping back to sit next to me.  I could 
feel the pain and knew it would do me no good to even try.   
 Both of our team doctor’s played for coach Vince in high school 
and they have a great relationship. It’s to our benefit as both Dr. 
Putney and Dr. Soda are really, really good.  Dr. Soda was on duty 
tonight and he took a quick look, did some light pushing and pulling 
and then looked me in the eye.  
 “You’ll need to stay off that the rest of the half and then we’ll 
look again and make some decisions.” 
 At least he didn’t say something like take a permanent seat 
son. 
 Our defense just kept swarming to the ball and holding De Vore 
in check.  The Little Hawks made a lot of yardage between the thirty 
yard lines but were completely stopped in the Red Zone.  We moved 
the ball sporadically but were unable to score another point.  Jon 
and I limped at the back of our group of reserves as we all headed 



into the locker room with a halftime lead of 7-0. 
 Just before I reached the door I heard a voice that I 
recognized.  “Eric, you’re as tough as a Razorback, start acting like 
one.” 
 Oh my God it was Grandpa Ralph.  When Luke and I were just 
toddlers playing in the Alwood back yard he would yell at us all the 
time.  He would say something like if you want to be the best you 
need to be the toughest.   Then he would shake his fist at us and 
shout, “You gotta be Razorback tough.” 
 Dr. Bob, looked at me during half time and I asked, “Can you 
shoot me up?” 
 “I can,”  he said, but I’ll need your parents permission. 
 “That won’t be a problem.  Paul run out and get dad.” 
 
  



 
     “FIRE IN THE NIGHT” 
 

ALABAMA 
 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
I 

 
 Warming up for the second half I felt pretty good.  Actually I 
had almost no feeling in my right ankle but it didn’t seem to hinder 
my stride.  And I was so mad at myself for getting injured I would 
have played even if the ankle was broken. 
 Coach Vince asked me how I felt just before play began and I 
told him, “You’ll need to fight me to keep me out of this game 
coach.” 
 About that time Teddy Bose who had played well during my on 
field absence patted me on the back and sounding like John Wayne 
talking to a horse soldier hollered, “Get it done boy.” 
 Our defense had been spectacular the entire first half and even 
though City made some good yardage gains they didn’t get close to 
scoring.  If we could keep the ‘swarm’ going and maybe add another 
score we could find ourselves in the semi’s.  I kept fighting the urge 
to practice my victory speech.  Play the next down Eric! 
 John’s kickoff went into the end zone as usual and we forced a 
quick three and out.  Their punt was fielded cleanly by Luke and he 
advanced the ball nearly to mid field.  First down Comets.   
 I tried not to race onto the field but it was difficult to hold back 
my pent up energy.  Settle down I said to myself as John called the 
first play with hand signals.  Allen was still playing running back as 
little Jon just couldn’t get his ankle working.  He chose not to take 
the shot because his religion didn’t allow that.  We all understood. 
 The first play was a switch all stop pattern.  The slots would 
break to the outside while the wide receivers slanted inside. All four 
would stop at a ten yard depth, turning back towards the 
quarterback.  John would pick a side to look at first based on what 
kind of an alignment he saw and throw to either the inside or outside 
receiver.  This would be a test, as I would need to plant my right 
foot, stopping my forward momentum, and work back towards the 



line of scrimmage.  I felt no pain as I turned and even though John 
threw to Luke on the other side I knew I could play without 
restriction. 
 We worked down the field toward their goal line and with 
second and one on the twenty one coach called for the post corner 
route away from our trips.  Once again I was the single receiver so it 
was up to me to defeat the defensive corner covering me.  He was a 
tall good looking athlete with excellent cover skills.  I had watched 
him on film during the week and thought he might be vulnerable to 
this route because he was so aggressive. 
 I lined up on our left which meant after my inside post move I 
would need to plant my right ankle to make the cut towards the flag.  
I only hoped it would hold.  It did.  My inside move had drawn close 
coverage and John made a nice pump fake.  I broke back towards 
the corner of the end zone and the corner lost a step, as I broke 
free.  The pass was just slightly overthrown but I managed at the 
last second to reach with my right hand and tip the football into the 
air where I managed to grab it before it hit the turf.  Tumbling into 
the corner of the end zone with both feet inbounds I clutched the ball 
like it was a winning lottery ticket.  Touchdown Comets and a 13-0 
lead.  John’s point after kick made it 14-0 with a little over three 
minutes left in the quarter. 
 As I trotted back towards our bench I could hear Ralph, 
“Razorback tough, Razorback tough,”  he yelled at the top of his 
lungs.  I caught his eye and saw the fire that must have burned 
every time he made a long ago play for his beloved Razorbacks.   
 The rest of the game was in a way anti-climatic.  We continued 
to swarm on defense and they looked like a very frustrated football 
team.  The clock ticked down the last seconds with them 
desperately trying to find a way to score.  The big horse got loose for 
a couple of ten yard gains but the coup-de-grace was just as it 
looked like he might break away, Allen, playing two ways,  lunged 
catching his arm and forcing a fumble.  It seemed like it took forever 
as the ball tumbled to and fro before Allen fell on it to secure our 
huge upset victory. 
 John kneeled down as the clock wound to zero and our entire 
side of the field erupted with the sounds victors make after a great 
fourteen to nothing win.  Paul was first to greet me and jumped up 



into my arms screaming.  Little Danny wasn’t far behind and kept 
dancing like a rabbit out of control.   
 Mom and dad joined in the celebration and it seemed like we 
might just stay the night.  No one wanted to leave the field.  The 
Alwood’s were all there and Ralph just stood back with the biggest 
grin I’ve ever seen on a grown man.  
 I saw Coach Vince in a deep discussion with Coach Bell and 
I’m sure he was congratulating him on his career.  He had been a 
head coach for forty years.  Maybe it was time for some R and R.  
he’s earned it. 
 

II 
 
 About forty-five teenagers didn’t want to leave the shower 
either.  We were literally and figuratively soaking up the raindrops of 
victory. Allen was clutching a wet game ball and enjoying maybe his 
most satisfying moment as a football player. His two-way effort was 
something we’ll all put in our personal highlight reel. Non-athletes 
just don’t have a clue as to what they are missing. Laughing and 
shouting with brothers in arms was just awesome.  A bunch of boys 
had put their heart and sole into this season that began in the heat 
of summer and none of us were going to let go easily.  About that 
time I felt a jab of pain in my ankle and knew the medication was 
beginning to wear off.  At that moment I didn’t care but the buss ride 
home would prove to be uncomfortable and way longer than it 
should have been. 
 Fortunately there was enough room in our bus that I could have 
a seat to myself and prop my leg up so the ankle was elevated.  
Covered with an ice bag that Paul replaced every twenty minutes or 
so the swelling was under control.  But by the time we rolled into the 
school parking lot we had run out of ice and I was not feeling so 
great.   
 I had some fire in the night and I didn’t get much sleep as I 
tossed and turned trying to keep the throbbing in my ankle from 
driving me crazy.   Morning finally arrived, I almost fell out of bed 
and by the time I hobbled into the kitchen mom had breakfast ready.  
I was suddenly  famished and thank God the smells of bacon, eggs 
and hot biscuits momentarily took my mind off of my injured ankle. 



 The visit to doctor Soda’s office gave me some relief and 
lessened the anxiety mom was feeling, although mom was 
competitive and would have been right at home with Ralph and the 
Razorbacks. Doctor Bob gave me some medication and after X-
Rays came up negative assured me if I was careful during the 
upcoming week I should be able to play on Friday night.   
 We were in the state semi-final, a school first, and because the 
semi’s were always played at the University of Iowa it would be a 
neutral field.  The game  would be part of a double header on 
Saturday.  Our opponent was Jefferson High of Cedar Rapids, the 
defending state champs and we would play the second of the two 
games. The fact that the school was located a short twenty miles 
north of Iowa City might influence what would normally be a neutral 
site.   South Catholic had also made it through to the semi-final and 
would play  another quality team, Roosevelt out of Des Moines, in 
the first game.   
 Two teams from the CFL in the final four.  I’m quite sure that 
was a first for our league.  Back to Iowa City we would go, only this 
time playing on the artificial turf of Kinnick Stadium home of the Iowa 
Hawkeyes. Built in 1929 the huge facility held over 70,000 seats and 
was named after the only Heisman Trophy winner in UI history, Niles 
Kinnick who won the award in 1939 and died serving his country in 
World War II.   I couldn’t wait. 

  
 



 
“SOME GAVE ALL” 

 
BILLY RAY CYRUS 

 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

 
I 

 
 The build up to the game was almost overwhelming but I’ve 
never seen Crater so pumped.  Everywhere you looked there were 
good luck banners and powder blue images dominated every street 
corner. 
 Concentrating in class was a challenge but I managed to get 
through the week without a major stumble.  It seems every teacher 
was wearing school colors and it wasn’t uncommon for many of 
them to begin the lecture or the lesson with a “Go Comets”.  This 
was fun! 
 The Jefferson J-Hawks school colors were Sky Blue and Navy.  
Once again a dominance of shades of blue would cover the 
grandstands and players on the field of play.  I don’t know the 
difference between Sky Blue and Powder Blue but I know this, at the 
end of the game one team would be celebrating a win and a chance 
at the state title and the other would be cast in a blue pall. 
 The J-Hawks had a great history and last season they won the 
championship in a walk.  They have been tested a number of times 
this year but are still undefeated.  The fact that they’ve been there 
and done that so many times in recent years will certainly be to their 
advantage.  But we’ve proven to be a resilient bunch of Comets and 
we are ready for the challenge. 
 Their coach, Craig Rook, had built the program back up after 
some lean years.  Coach Vince had told us that early in coach 
Rook’s career he was a pass first run second coach.  But his 
success at Jefferson had been built with a solid and impressive 
running game. 
 Coach Vince was his usual self during the week, sometimes 
very serious and sometimes funny.  The rest of the staff seemed to 
me to be a bit up tight but maybe its because I was also and wanted 
some mental companionship. 



 The entire school was supportive all week long.  Even the 
nerds, I hate that term, seemed to come out of their defensive shell 
and join in the fun.  One of my lab partners, a spindly little senior 
heading to Harvard, told me after we finished a pop quiz, “Eric, I 
sure hope you play better on Friday than you did on this quiz,” with a 
big grin on her pretty face. 
 On Thursday morning at basketball practice our two starting 
post players, twins Thomas and Toby Hart-Zoller, asked about my 
injury, “How’s it going Eric, that ankle coming along?” 
 Lofting another free throw through the hoop I replied, “I’ll be top 
speed by Friday guys.” 
 The twin juniors were really good athletes who probably would 
have played football if not for the dismal record that past few 
seasons.  But they are juniors and I’m thinking I can talk them into 
playing next year. 
 “How’s it going without your star players still doing the football 
deal,”  I said with a smile?  And before either of them could respond 
I continued, “Next year you guys will be awesome slots, enough of 
this one sport deal.” 
 Our practice sessions were pretty short this time of year.  
Coach Vince believed in cutting practice down after mid season.  He 
said he learned that from listening to ‘The General’,  coach Bobby 
Knight, the well known hoops coach at Indiana.   
 Coach Knight said by mid season they didn’t need any more 
drills but more importantly needed fresh legs the last half of the 
season.   
 “If it’s good enough for coach Knight it’s good enough for me,”  
said our coach.  And by this time in the year we believed everything 
coach Vince said.  His word was gospel to our team. 
 “Ever wonder where we would be without him running the 
show,”  asked Luke in a calm moment during practice. 
 “I won’t go there Luke and I count my blessings every day that 
I’ve been touched by that man.” 
 Luke nodded in agreement and I continued, “I’d let him preform 
heart surgery on me if I needed it.”  That got an ‘are you serious’ 
look from my wide receiver partner. 
 By Friday we were as ready as we’ve been all season long.  
The defensive looked poised to throw another shutout and 
offensively we had the confidence of champions.  Our final tune up 



went smooth and as we undressed I was confident it wouldn’t be our 
last practice of the season. 

 
II 

 
 The next thing I knew we were on the sideline listening to the 
national anthem.   I looked down at coach Vince and the thought 
crossed my mind, how many anthems has he heard in his coaching 
career?   
 There was the obvious tension in the air but along with it a 
confidence that winning ten games will give a team.  We had lost the 
toss and would be kicking to begin the game.  The huge crowd was 
on its feet and the noise level was deafening as John approached 
the football.  Game on. 
 It’s funny how things can come down to the end so many times 
in a season.  This game was a back and fourth classic.  Both team 
scored on their first possession and both kicked field goals on their 
second.  It was a ten to ten ball game as we exchanged ends of the 
field to begin the second quarter. 
 Luke was off to a great start having caught the touchdown pass 
and four other balls in the quarter.  It looked to me like the J-Hawks 
had decided to double me every time we were in the trips formation.  
That, of course, left Luke one on one and that was advantage 
Comets. 
 They were really good, but so were we and both teams 
defense stepped up the pressure during the second period.  Neither 
team scored and at the half it was anyone’s game.  I had caught two 
passes for short gains but how many balls I caught never mattered 
to me.  Little Jon had regained his health and had some nifty runs to 
balance our attack. 
 We were calm and under control as the staff huddled together 
making second half adjustments and plans.  The receiving corps 
surrounded John and quarterback coach Edwards. 
 Coach Vince joined us and mentioned that if they continued to 
double our single receiver in trips we would set up a deep crossing 
route over the top of an out route by the single receiver.  Coach 
thought that could end up being a big play.  It was a play we had 
worked on a lot but only run it a time or two in game situations. 



 We knew what we needed to do to advance and dethrone the 
defenders, now it was all about execution.  We stormed out of the 
visitors tunnel with nothing but positive thoughts in our heads.    
 I glanced at their players as they went through the easy warm 
ups to begin the half and they looked like a confident group as well.  
It was to be our football to begin the quarter and I had a feeling we 
would put up the first score and amp up the pressure on the J-
Hawks. 
 The kick was short and Trevor ran it back to the thirty- nine 
yard line.  We would begin with excellent field position and that 
simply buoyed our confidence level.   
 Coach Vince had done his usual job of mixing up the plays, 
often running on passing downs and passing on running downs.  He 
just had a knack, a feel for making the right call.  I’d heard reporters 
ask about why he made this call or that and his usual answer was, 
“It felt like a good idea at the time.” 
 Our go ahead score came on a simple outside zone read play.  
Boom-Boom and Blinkey nullified the defensive penetration and Jon 
squirted through a nice hole.  Breaking to the outside he cut towards 
me and Justin.  We both had our defenders pinned to the inside and 
when Jon hit the sideline he was smoking.  No one had a chance to 
catch him after he turned the corner and he breezed across the goal 
line.  With the kick after we held a seven point lead.  There were six 
minutes left in the third quarter. 
 The J-Hawks made a couple first downs and then we forced a 
punt.  We made one before we returned the favor but it was the last 
play of the quarter.  Our fans were loud and our cheerleaders were 
doing cartwheels.  The only concern was a sudden wind that came 
at us from the north bringing the chance of rain in the quarter.  We 
didn’t care. 
 The battle at the line of scrimmage continued with some give 
and take in momentum as the clock ticked slowly towards the end.  
Finally with just under five minutes to play the J-Hawks mounted a 
do or die drive.  The wind was at their back, an advantage. 
 Two hard earned first downs put them on our nineteen and you 
could cut the tension in the air with a blunt knife.  There were two 
minutes and a few seconds left on the clock when they snapped the 
ball.  The power dive picked up only three.  Second and seven, 
clock ticking. 



 A counter action play netted another three and inside one 
minute to play it was third and four on our thirteen yard line.  Still 
they didn’t call timeout. 
 The play action pass on third down was very well executed but 
Trevor stuck with their tight end and at the last second wrestled the 
ball to the ground.  Incomplete stopping the clock with nine seconds 
left.  It had come down to their last chance play.  They needed either 
a first down or a touchdown or their reign was over. 
 During the timeout it was total focus by our guys on the 
defensive side as coach Nichols went over possibilities.  The offense 
was crowding the sideline giving support.  Both sets of rooters were 
eerily quiet as the time out came to an end.  Here we go. 
 The play call was a surprise and maybe that’s why it worked.  
The ran a simple fullback dive with their elusive quarterback riding 
him with a long fake.  Pulling the football he turned the corner and 
when Trevor came up for the tackle pitched to the tailback cleanly 
and sidestepping a tackle attempt he high stepped into the end 
zone.  The clock read 0:00. 
 What came next would be a blur in my mind for a long, long 
time.  Instead of going for the tie with a kick they had decided to go 
for the win.  Another time out. 
 My heart was beating so fast I thought I might pass out and 
everyone on our sideline was screaming at the top of their lungs. 
 Here we go, make or break, win or lose.  One play I almost 
didn’t want to look. 
 It was another good call, faking to the tailback their quarterback 
booted away from the run action and looked for his wide receiver in 
the corner of the end zone.  The guy was at least six foot six and 
would have had the advantage on our corner for sure.  But coach 
had assigned Trevor to guard him anticipating they might go in that 
direction.  Trevor was our best defensive back and only gave up a 
few inches. 
 The throw was high as it should have been and their guy, 
blanked by Trevor, had no choice but to leave his feet.  The rule in 
high school football is one foot needed to be inbounds for a 
completion.  There would be speculation for years about the play but 
the long and short of it was the referee on top of the play signaled a 
completion.   



 18-17 blinked the scoreboard as their entire team stormed the 
field and swamped the tall receiver.  For the second time this 
season we had lost on the last play of the game.  We were 
devastated once again. 
 The controversial ending had everyone voicing opinions as we 
trooped into the locker room.   
 “Damn it, how can my career end like that,”  said Marshall as 
he chucked his helmet into a corner. 
 “I just can’t believe that guy could make that call in that 
situation,” voiced Boom-Boom, just before the tears began 
streaming down his cherubic cheeks.  And Trevor was disconsolate 
as he mumbled, “My fault, my fault.” 
 Coach Vince stood in the middle of the room and one by one 
we sat to listen, once again focused on his every word. 
 “Boys, remember the story I told you about most people not 
enjoying the high’s or the low’s we have on a regular basis.  Let’s 
not forget the lesson there.  In the end it’s not weather you win or 
lose, but how you play the game.  And guy’s you have done that the 
right way the entire season.” 
 He continued, “I know how bad you are hurting right at this 
moment and let me assure you the pain touches coaches in the 
same way.  We’re all going to need to put this one behind us and 
move on to whatever is next in our lives.  We’ve got so much to be 
thankful for and so many people to thank.  Keep that in mind.” 
 The silence in the room was deafening and I could hear my 
own heart beat as coach continued. 
  “Never forget the pleasure you received from doing this hard 
job. And you did it well.    Yes we fell a step short but most people 
never even get the chance.  There is no blame.  No one lost this 
game.  They won it like champions do, by making a great play at the 
end.  It doesn’t matter if that foot was in bounds or out, it was the 
call made on the field, so it was the right one.” 
 He moved around the room shaking hands and finally gave us 
one more piece of wisdom. 
 “Don’t forget to thank your family for their support and maybe 
you’ll need to be the strength now.  If that is true stand tall, look your 
friends in the eye and tell them you did your best.” 



 Coach always seemed to come up with the right words, of 
course he’s had thirty or so years of practice.  I overheard him 
speaking with coach Rook as we headed for the bus. 
 “Coach Vince”, said the Jay Hawk mentor, “The job you’ve 
done in a short time at Crater is awesome.  I know we’ll need to get 
past you somehow again next season.” 
 They had a bit of a history and had played a number of times 
over the years. 
 “Next time my friend let’s get this darn thing settled before the 
last play of the game.  I’m not sure my heart can take another one of 
those.  Now good luck next week.  You might as well win another 
one.” 
 The ride back home was a somber one for sure but by the time 
we got off the bus we had accepted our fate.  The mass of people 
waiting in the parking lot was overwhelming and the cheers didn’t 
stop until we got into the locker room. 
 My teammates were still chatting quietly to each other about 
the game and it was at that moment I felt like I need to say 
something. 
 I stood on a bench and called for everyone’s attention.  It took 
a moment before everyone stopped and looked up at me.  Coach 
Vince was focused eye to eye on me as were his assistant’s located 
around the room.  I was emotional but totally under control and it 
was time for me to show some leadership.  Luke and Cesar stood 
together biting back the tears. 
 Sounds of weeping could be heard as the noise abated and 
after a short pause I began, “We all need to remember what coach 
always says, ‘Winners Win, Losers Bitch’.  It’s never easy to lose but 
it’s another experience to look back on and be thankful.  We should 
remember the great season and the good times we had building the 
best football team Crater High has ever had.  I’ve heard people say 
that some gave all, but in this case guys we all did.” 
 One last pause and then I finished with, “Never forget the 
reason we all play, it’s For the Love of the Game.” 
 
  
 
  
 



  
EPILOGUE 

 
 I would like to thank my friends and colleagues who read my 
manuscript and offered their opinion’s.  Most of them I took seriously 
and often made some changes based on those comments. 
 Many of the names I have used in the book were close to 
actual players, coaches and friends I’ve met over my long coaching 
and playing career.  I chose to do that to honor them. Those not 
finding a close relationship, name wise, in the book  need not worry, 
there is a good chance most will find their character showing up in 
future Eric Lewis books. 
 If you enjoyed Eric’s story I’m sure you also enjoy the next 
book.  Look for “Hoops”, the story of Eric’s sophomore basketball 
season, in your favorite book store soon or you’ll be able to find it 
online. 



CAST, SOPHOMORE 
 

 There are so many of my ex-players, coaching friends and 
teaching colleagues that I want to pay tribute to I can’t list them all.  But, 
many of them are present in my stories.  I know I’ve forgotten some but 
fortunately I’ve got eight more books to find a ‘role’ for everyone. 
 
MAIN CHARACTER: ERIC LEWIS;  
        I was a three sport athlete in high school and as a freshman at the 
University of Oregon. I was a QB in both high school and college so 
having a three sport athlete and a QB as the main character made 
good sense.  I’ve had the great fortune to coach many great kids, but 
probably because of my background I’ve established a close coach/QB 
relationship with every one.  Most, like me, were multi-sport athletes 
and of course so is Eric. From Bob Sotta, the first QB, to Eric Dungey, 
the last, they are all part of my lead character.  Bits and pieces of each 
one show up in his personality, his humbleness, his intelligence, his 
talent and his character. Thanks boys, you made writing about Eric 
Lewis a joy. 
 
CRATER PLAYERS: 

LUKE ATWOOD, Mc Nary High & Vienna: LUKE ALWOOD 
 BRYCE BOHLANDER, Mc Nary High:  BEAU LANDER 
 MARSHALL CROMER, Lakeridge High:  MARSHALL ROMER 
 TREVOR CROSS, Mc Nary High: DEVIN CROSS 

TREVOR DAVENPORT, Mc Nary High & Vienna:  TREVOR PORT 
 MIKE HELFRICH, Lake Oswego High: MIKE FRITCH 
 THOMAS HERZ, Vienna Vikings: THOMAS HART-ZOLLER 
 BIM KEENAN, Lakeridge High: BIM KEEN 
 JUSTIN KENT, Mc Nary High: JUSTIN KENN 
 SHAWN KINTNER, Mc Nary High: SEAN KITTER 
 JOHN LEAHY, Lakeridge High: JOHN FAHEY 
 JON MARKEE, Mc Nary High: JON MARKET 
 TOBY OBERZELLER, Vienna Vikings:  TOBY HART-ZOLLER 
 ADAM OLSEN, Mc Nary High:  ALLEN OLSEN 
 TED ROSE, Lakeridge High & Lewis & Clark; TEDDY BOSE 

ROB VIAN, Mc Nary High: ROB WIEN 
 DAN WITHERS, Lakeridge High:  DAN WINTERS 
 JOSH WORKS, Mc Nary High:  JOSH WORK 



 
OPPOSING PLAYERS: 
 TED De VORE, Lakeridge High HUGH De VORE 
 BILL FELLOWS,  Barlow High School, BILL FELL 

 
CRATER COACHES: 
 VINCE DULCICH, Lake Oswego High:  COACH BART VINSETTI 
 BOB EDWARDS, Lake Oswego High:  COACH EDWARDS 
 CLIFF GIFFIN, Lake Oswego High:  COACH GIFFIN 
 GREG MARKS, Mc Nary High:  COACH MARK 
 ROYCE MC DANIEL, Lakeridge High:  COACH MACK 

ED Mc QUARY, Lakeridge High: CARTER MC QUEEN 
CRAIG NICHOLAS, Mc Nary & Lakeridge High:  COACH NICHOLS 

 
OPPOSING COACHES: 

  GARY BECK, Corvallis High:  COACH GARY BOEK 
  THURMAN BELL, Roseburg High:  COACH HERMAN BELL 

 BOYD CRAWFORD, Lake Oswego High:  COACH BOYD FORD 
 JERRY HACKENBRUCK, Summit HighD:  COACH BRUCK 
 CRAIG HASTIN, Tigard High:  COACH HASTY 
 JAY LOCEY, Oregon State University: COACH LOCE 
 GREG LORD, Oregon City High:  COACH GREG LOUD 
 CRAIG RUECKER, Tigard & Glencoe High:  COACH CRAIG ROOK 
 GARY STAUTZ, Gresham High:  COACH STAUT 
 
 
TEACHERS & ADMINISTRATORS: 
 MISS MURTY, Lake Oswego High:  MISS MURTRY 
 DON KIELING, Lake Oswego School District:  DON KLING 
 JACK BECK, Lake Oswego High:  JACK BEECH 
  
FRIENDS: 
 CEZAR SIMION, Romania:  CEZAR SIMION 
 VALRIE DAVIDSON, Lake Oswego High:  VAL DAVID 
 KAREN KISKEY, Lake Oswego High:  KAREN LISKEY 
 JACKIE WEST, Lake Oswego High:  JACKIE NORTH 
 MARSHA GAGNON, Lake Oswego HS:  MARSHA GOODING 

 
 



YETI’S: 
 TIM HAROLD, Lake Oswego High:  TIM HEROD 
 BILL FAHEY, Lake Oswego High:  BILL FAY 
 DOUG COLLINS, Lake Oswego High:  DOUG ROLLINS 
 
 
OTHERS: 
 BOB SOTTA, Lake Oswego High:  DR. SODA 

JIM PUTNAM, Lake Oswego & Lakeridge High:  DR. PUTNEY 
 
 

THANK YOU 
 
     A special thanks to Gary Stautz and his wife Sonny who 
offered very constructive criticism for parts of the book that needed 
a clear mind doing the writing. 
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  “HOOPS” 
 

Book Two in the 
 

ERIC LEWIS SPORTS SERIES 
 

by the coach 
 

Thomas Smythe 
 
                          

 

ONE  
 

“I AM A ROCK” 
 

SIMON & GARFUNKEL 
 
I 

 
I slept later than usual not waking until after eight. As I 

climbed out of bed I could feel the physical toll the game 
took on my sixteen year old body.  I hurt more mentally 
though and the sting of the tough loss in the state semi-final 
to the Jefferson J-Hawks would linger for a long time. I am a 
rock about handling disappointment in athletics most of the 
time but it’ll take me awhile to get over this one. 

 It was mid November of 1981, it should be a festive 
time the holidays were fast approaching.  But it was 
unusually quiet in our home in Crater, Iowa.   I entered the 
kitchen area expecting at least to see mom beginning the 
Saturday morning breakfast routine.  I guess the late arrival 



home and the emotions of the evening got to her as well.  
Even the boys, Paul and Danny were no shows.   

I opened the front door and picked up the morning 
newspaper, although I didn’t really want to read about the 
loss.  I poured myself a glass of orange juice and quickly 
scanned the sports page.  We were all over the front page 
and there were some great pictures as well.  

The stories were pretty positive; nearly everyone 
mentioned how hard we played and how unlucky we were.  
A couple of them questioned the end zone call but I didn’t 
want to dwell on that.  Coach Vincetti was right, the call on 
the field stands and we’ll not waste time bitching about it. 

About that time mom shuffled into the room looking 
perky as usual.   

“Good morning Eric, I thought you might sleep all day 
today.” 

I nodded like I could have but then shrugging said, “I 
slept like a rock but when I woke up it didn’t take long to 
realize it was time to move on.” 

“Well my boy I’m glad to hear that.  What’s on the 
agenda?” 

I wanted to say I’m just going to sit here and cry but 
thought better of it. 

“I’ll probably see if the hoops team is practicing this 
morning and if they are shoot a bit.” 

Mom looked at me and winked before saying, “Eric for 
you son, there are no breaks. And I love you for that.” 

I knew they weren’t practicing but I also knew I might as 
well get started on the next season by getting in some 
weekend rat ball at the ‘open’ gym always held on Saturday 
morning. 

About that time dad came in and I heard my brothers 
stirring in their room.  Mom was already busy cooking and I 
could smell the delightful aroma of bacon broiling.  We’d 
have bacon and eggs and the sweet rolls mom always had 
on hand from the local bakery, nice. 

Dad looked my direction, smiled and said, “Son that 
was one of the most exciting games I’ve ever watched.  I 
sure hope coach told you how good you guys were.” 



“He said all the right things as usual and I managed to 
voice my opinion as well.” 

“Really?  What did you say?” 
“I just reminded everyone that we play football for the 

Love of the Game.  Championships will come or not but we 
play for each other and we did a hard job well.”  Echoing one 
of coach Vince’s lines. 

Dad just grinned and nodded his approval just as Paul 
and Danny burst into the room. 

“We got robbed,”  yelled Paul while Danny just headed 
for the breakfast table, not wanting to miss anything to eat. 

I offered no comment to Paul but thought to myself I’ll 
need to enlighten him on how to handle adversity sooner 
rather than later. 

We enjoy our family breakfast and I was starved so I 
talked mom into another helping of the scrambled eggs and 
a couple more pieces of bacon.  The pastry was mouth 
watering as usual so by the time I left the table I felt like I 
needed a nap. 

Shortly after nine Luke called and wanted to know if I 
was heading to the gym.  We chatted for a bit and decided to 
meet around ten.  We knew someone would be around to 
open it for what they call “Open Gym”, which only means its 
open for the basketball team.  I often wondered why coach 
Vince didn’t offer “Open Field” or coach Mack “Open 
Diamond”.  But we could get in some shooting and hang 
around with the hoops guys who didn’t play football. 
 

II 
 
 Sure enough the entire basketball squad were running 
up and down the court by the time Luke and I arrived.  There 
were some fathers playing as well and coach Edwards was 
also on one of the teams.  The drill was five on five full-court 
and first team to ten stays on the court while the losing team 
moves off and the next in line takes their place. 

Our best two post players, Thomas and Toby Hart-
Zoller, were on different teams and they battled tooth and 
nail the entire time.  They were closing in on six five and 



both of them could shoot, rebound and play defense.  When 
the two juniors played, even on a Saturday morning “Open 
Gym”, they played with a competitive spirit that showed how 
seriously they took the game.  Toby’s team won on a 
rebound hoop he put back much to the disgust of his brother 
who had failed to box out. But they loved each other, as 
twins often do, and as Thomas left the floor he turned 
towards Toby and said, “That’s the last time that happens 
buddy.”   

He said it with a big grin on his face and of course Toby 
just put out his arms in a ‘yeah sure’ gesture also with a big 
smile.  With those two guys in our lineup we would be a 
tough matchup for our opponents for sure. 

Luke and I shot around at side baskets and watched 
coach Edwards team dethrone Toby’s and the pattern just 
kept on as the hour edged towards the noon stop time.   

Finally we talked  our way onto a team with two fathers 
and a junior varsity player, Robby Cowan a string bean 
sophomore who everyone thought would be a pretty good 
player once he grew into his size fourteen shoes.  His father 
was one of the dad’s and I didn’t know the other one but he 
was a pretty good player, for a forty plus year old man. 

Luke was a point guard so he handled the ball most of 
the time and even though I’m sure he, like me, hadn’t 
touched a basketball much since summer league ended, he 
looked in mid season form.  Luke was an assist machine but 
could hit the three-pointer now and then as well.   

We had a competitive game against coach Edwards 
group and it came down to the last possession.  They 
missed; I snared the rebound and fired a long outlet pass to 
Luke who raced ahead of the pack of players chasing him to 
lay in the winner. 

We had worked up a pretty good sweat and the 
competition took out the frustration left over from last night.   
Coach Edwards said to both of us as we walked off the 
court, “Nice job guys, but I’m wondering why you’re here 
instead of lying in bed.” 



Luke and I looked at each other and in unison smiled 
and I said, “Its hoops now Coach, just give us a ball and lets 
go.   

Crater had been a state power in basketball and in 
baseball for a long time.  The football success simply made it 
a clean sweep of the big three sports here in Iowa. 

Last year the hoops squad made it into the second 
round of the state sub tournament and the baseball team to 
the quarter-final round.  With the football teams season 
ending by a whisker in the semi final we had established our 
boys sports teams as statewide contenders and everyone 
would need to understand we weren’t going away anytime 
soon. 
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       After a long and distinguished coaching career coach 
Smythe turned to writing. You can find all of his books on his 
web site www.smythe-books.com. He is semi-retired and 
lives in Vienna, Austria. 



BACK COVER 
 

 Eric Lewis is entering his sophomore year at Crater High 
where the high football season is about to begin. Summer is 
over and as usual the excitement of a new school year 
surrounds the town of Crater, located in southwest Iowa.   
There is a new football coach and anticipation is high as Eric 
and his teammates eagerly begin their preparation.  
 Eric is a multi-talented three-sport athlete but there are 
questions in his mind about where he’ll fit.  He is a 
quarterback but there is a senior to battle for the spot.  There 
are many questions to be answered and Eric is eagerly 
anticipating the outcome.  He is first of all a team player and 
his main goal for this season is to fit in somewhere and be a 
part of a turn around in the Crater Comet football program. 
 The first book, “Sophomore”, in a nine book series, 
follows the fortunes of Eric and his friends through the football 
season. High school can be a trying time as young people 
grow and battle life’s ever-multiplying challenges.  Sports 
gives Eric an opportunity to experience, with his friends, those 
ups and downs through team competition. Participating in 
sport only adds fuel to the fire but the rewards are  well worth 
the challenge.  The Sophomore year awaits. 
 
 
 

 


