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Chapter 9

Coaching Fleet Feet

Coaching is like walking in the sand—
you leave impressions.
“Now this is the law of the jungle, as old and as true as the sky,
And the wolf that shall keep it may prosper, but the wolf that shall break it must die.
As the creeper that girdles the tree trunk, the law runneth forward and back,
For the strength of the pack is the wolf, and the strength of the wolf is the pack”
Rudyard Kipling
While I never uttered the above poem to any of my girls in 30 years of coaching, I tried to
instill the team philosophy inherent in Kipling’s poem.
Fleet Feet Track Club is a girls track organization started by Glenn Shaw in Midland, MI, in
the fall of 1967. He had transferred to Midland with Dow Chemical, and his teenage girls had
already been exposed to running opportunities back in California. When Glenn, with his two
girls, linked up with Norm Skelly, who had 6 girls, they had the foundation of a team.
Although Glenn moved on in a couple years, the team flourished with the aid of a dozen families. Skelly, with his background in hockey and speed skating, fulfilled a need of parents and
athletes who sought a summer conditioning sport.
But it was Midland, with its ready pool of athletic experts, fine venues and rich tradition of
hosting athletic events that allowed Fleet Feet to flourish and eventually to host the Midland
Invitational Track Meet on the second Saturday of each June. The Invitational grew to
become arguably the largest girls track and field meet east of the Mississippi by the mid-‘70s.
It was not unusual to have 600 female participants, spread over five age divisions, at the
annual meet held at the Northwood college track.
At this time there still were no sports for girls in high school, although many colleges had girls
teams in track and lacrosse. We regularly saw the University of Michigan coach at the Invitational—ostensibly to recruit. I helped time at the 1973 meet, and the Club offered me a coaching position starting in 1974. Our family was already running 10K road races at the time as
well as being affiliated with the Saginaw Track Club (STC). I became the 9&Under coach, a
group that had not received much attention. The 9&U team went from 10 girls to upwards of
30. They won the National Cross Country Championship that fall in Naperville, IL. But the
word was out: Piper would take any and all young girls, and it was fun to run.
My Club coaching eventually carried over to high school; I became an MHSAA registered official, but rarely worked for money. I helped Midland host a number of high school Class A
track championships at Midland’s stadium. I got involved in Northwood track meets. I even
ran the track portion of the Senior Olympics in 2001 and 2002. I retired from Fleet Feet on
June 8, 2003.
Coaching Fleet Feet
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Wilma Rudolph Comes To Practice
In 1983 Wilma Rudolph came to Midland as part of a
speaker-10K run series that was sponsored by the hospital and Matrix:Midland. We had seen Dr. Ken
Cooper and George Sheehan in the first two years, so
the hospital had brought in the top names in the sport
of running. A 10K run was scheduled for Saturday; the
featured speaker gave a talk on Friday night to a
packed house at the Midland Center For The Arts. In
Wilma’s case, she was brought in a couple days earlier
because every black organization in Saginaw wanted a
piece of her time.
A couple weeks before Wilma’s visit, I get a phone call from Tina Van Dam, coordinator of all the activities surrounding Wilma’s visit. “Would I like to have Wilma come to Fleet Feet practice and talk to the
girls?”, she asks. “Can a frog hop?” This was a once in a lifetime opportunity, and we adjusted our Fleet
Feet schedule to meet Wilma’s itinerary. I said forget about her coming to our practice. Instead we
rented a room at the nearby Community Center, and all the girls (and many of their parents) showed
up. I had them sitting on the floor, patiently waiting for Wilma, who was running about 30 minutes
late.
Tina shows up with Wilma in tow—and amazing enough—no other entourage or press. I stepped outside the room to meet Wilma, and casually asked Tina if she would introduce Wilma to the girls. Tina
said something about me doing the introductions since I was familiar with the girls. At that point I
realized that I had not even thought about any introductory remarks. Wilma is 6’ 1” in her bare feet.
That day she had on 3” heels, so she was a very impressive, almost intimidating, figure. My brain went
blank for a second, but like most coaches, I was able to reach back and pulled out some words.
Then a most remarkable thing happened. Wilma sees all those little girls sitting on the floor, ready to
hang on her every word. She is wearing this beautiful, silken dress. But she just plops down on the tile
floor, and speaks to them for the next 30 minutes. The picture above shows the result. Everyone in
attendance was impressed how this world class athlete was willing to get down on the floor to speak at
the level of her audience.
The girls got a few minutes for Wilma to autograph their T-shirt, and with the exception of one family
who wanted to dominate Wilma’s time for a family photo, we all got the opportunity to see our hero up
close and personal. I put the above picture on the 1983 Fleet Feet Yearbook; Wilma was certainly the
highlight of that season.

Shot Put Roll
One of the top five stories I encountered in 30 years of coaching track involved a little girl without a lot
of talent, but with a great deal of wisdom. As was my custom, I had her competing in the race walk and
shot put where she likely would finish in the top six and win a ribbon. She was prone to coming out
with philosophical comments, so I was accustom to hearing unusual comments from her.
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The scene was our major track meet of the year. School was out,
but families had not yet left for vacations. The girls were in a
relaxed state of mind. We hosted this meet at the local college's
track, and there were 300 to 400 participants. I needed to scheduled almost every parent a job in order to have enough workers.
If you weren't into track, you could always do things like retrieving the javelin, discus or shot. This is exactly what I had done for
one father, who shall remain nameless, who was fairly high up
the ranks at Dow. He also may have begged off spending the
entire day at the meet, so I had him helping out at the shot put.
It was mid-afternoon and the running events were flowing
smoothly. As meet director I needed to wander around to see
how the field events were going. As I wandered up to the shot
put, little Sarah just finished her put. It was hot and the throwing
area was baked hard. Sarah sees me, wipes the sweat off her
brow, and in this matter-of-fact voice says, “Mr Piper, I would do
much better if they counted the roll.” I didn't say anything to her because my eyes were on Mr. “Dow.”
I could see the panic in his eyes, and I walked over to him. In this quacking voice his says to me, “you
don't count the roll, do you?” I hesitated before answering, deciding how much I wanted to let him
squirm. Then I tactfully whispered “no”, and got out of there before I burst out laughing.

Jumping the Finish Line
Early in my track coaching career, I was an active member of the Saginaw Track Club (STC). The Club had a good mix of adults and children.
The adults would volunteer to both hold practices and to host statewide track meets. Roger Hanson, an active member, was currently the
track coach at Eisenhower High School, so we had the use of their facilities.
For a few years the STC hosted the first meet of the season, sometime
in early May. As was the custom, many of the participants were young
and/or had never seen a track meet before. So we accommodated these newcomers by holding a 50
yard dash. This particular year we had a 7 or 8 year old boy who had made the trip up from Detroit to
run in our meet. He was the class of his age group as he finished 10 yards ahead of everyone else. But
then he saw this finish line stretched across his path. So what does he do? Without breaking stride, he
jumps it. Talk about a Kodak moment.
The STC went on to not only provide opportunities for many youngsters to run—my own two included
—but to move into the road racing scene for the adults. The Club partnered with Runners World in
hosting weekly meets for all ages where color certificates were awarded in distances from 100 yards to
1 mile depending upon how you did compared against a national standard. The whole idea of different
standards for different age groups was just germinating within the running community.
The STC soon hosted an even bigger event, known as the Postal Mile or National One Mile. On the first
weekend of each June, designated sites around the country hosted one mile runs, broken down by sex
and age group. The results would be mailed into a national clearing house, and the overall results were
published. Saginaw became the top site in Michigan. I soon took over the administration of this event.
For over 10 years we would have 100 to 250 runners participate. At the time we forced runners to preregister, a herculean task similar to herding ducks. Local runners, both individually and in pseu-
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do-team scores, were ranked in the top 10 places for most age groups. (In 1974 when the 9&U girls
team won the national championship cross country title in November, I could see from the results for
the previous June Postal Mile that we had five of the fastest milers in the country. The victory would
have been a foregone conclusion were it not for the fact that the host city of Naperville, IL, illegally
combined two clubs to challenge our Fleet Fleet Club.)
The STC, with the help of Delta College, began hosting the Mackinaw Trails Marathon around 1980.
This event was held the first weekend in May. I know we always had to fight the local farmers who
were moving their tractors into the fields for spring planting. I was responsible for the entries and the
results. All this was done by hand because personal computers were not yet sufficiently sophisticated
enough. The first year of the event I even went so far as to guarantee each finisher an 8 x 10, B/W
photo of themselves. I was a glutton for punishment.
So each spring I was responsible for: the Mackinaw Marathon, the National One Mile, a Green & Gold
intrasquad track meet, the Polar Ice Cap track meet and the Midland Invitational. A few years later I
included an occasional state high school meet or Saginaw Valley high school championship.

Track Meets
Track meets of the type we watch on TV are a well choreographed ballet. Events are schedule almost to the minute,
everyone shows up at the right time and in the right place,
and results are known and announced almost immediately.
Track meets of school and youth variety are more like the
proverbial “Chinese fire drill”, particularly in the early season and even more when it is the first time for the participants and their families.
I have spent a lifetime working with both high school and
club track meets. Midland is known for its efficiency in
hosting Class A high school regional and finals. The Fleet Feet Track Club for over 40 years has had a
similar reputation with some meets in the mid-'70s reaching 600+ female participants.
On a related note I watched my Dad host and officiate pistol and rifle matches. He could run a 100
shooters through a day-long match with just three workers: Dad to register the entrants and score the
results, someone to start and stop each firing round, and me to retrieve and hang up new targets. He
had everything set up ahead of time and there were zero delays during the match.
I covered some of the details of track meets in the previous story about the Saginaw Track Club. Suffice
it to say, you need to be organized. The list making gene that I allude to in many of my other stories
could also go by the name of organizational gene. Judy has also developed this nose for organization.
She sees others as uncaring or lazy; I see it as a lack of organizational gene. It is like a music or art talent; some have it, most don’t.
Forgive my soapbox comments for a moment, but whenever I hear someone say the answer to a problem is training or education, I just laugh to myself. You must develop a system or a set of rules that,
regardless of the training or sophistication of the participants, the outcome will be forced. If you really
don’t want people to walk on your grass, it is not enough to just put up a sign. You better install a fence
or lay a minefield. “Just say no” is a nice sounding policy, but not a realistic solution. We have a gazil-
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lion laws that suggest what to do or not do, but they hardly guarantee the outcome.
So let’s go to a typical youth track meet. Never mind that you said the meet will start at 10 and you
would like each team to preregister their participants. Kids come piling out of a half dozen cars at
10:30. You don’t want to talk to each kid. You must force the coach to speak for the entire team. But
the coach may not even know every kid’s name. He certainly has no idea how old they are. He isn’t
even sure what events are offered for his kids—young kids don’t throw the discus, but they will do the
mile walk, whereas older girls love to throw the discus, but you will play hell getting them to do anything that involves a mile.
Ultimately, you want to run a series of races, each race for a given age group and sex, i.e., girls 9&U
100, boys 9&U 100, girls 10-11 100, etc. Your age is fixed as of Jan 1 of the year, so while you may be 9
today, you may become 10 tomorrow, making you ineligible to compete as a 9&U today. So it is not
enough to simply ask all 7, 8 and 9 year old girls to line up for this heat. We haven’t even considered
yet the girl’s name or team she runs for. But you say that will all be sorted out at the finish line.
So a half dozen girls run the 100, cross the finish line, and promptly wander off to find their parents.
The finish timers/judges must run down each girl, ask her her name, and try to figure out how to spell
a name that her mother thought was very clever 9 years ago. Some girls come back and want to know
their time, but they ask the wrong timer. You can spend 5-8 minutes at the end of every race following
this procedure. You do the math. You have now spent 2-3 hours at a track meet just to run off the 100
meter dash. This was the norm at the majority of track meets which I attended.
So let’s look at Piper’s system. First, it involves placing a few
really sharp personnel in three key positions: registration,
clerk of the start and clerk of the finish. Next it involves a
paper flow. It also involves some work the night before to get
the paper work in order. (There are many subtle other tricks,
such a running a really long race early in the meet to give
your late arrivals time to register. Also, if someone tells me
they can handle one of these three key positions, I may ask
them to count backwards by 3 from 100. If they hesitate, I
will probably assign them to shot put retriever.)
The picture is the form that I developed to make the paper
work and hence the track meet flow easily and fast. It is a 3part, carbon-less form. This standard from can be used in
any running event, for any age group and any sex. (A similar
one was created for the field events.) The cost was minimal,
particularly when you have them printed in lots of 500. I
also had an accompanying registration form for the coaches
to make their job easy and less prone to mistakes. The personnel both at the start and finish were working from the
same list of participants. Changes could easily be added or
scratched. The awards and results personnel each had their
own copy and well as a permanent copy for the meet director. I modified the form for the Senior Olympics (see upcoming story in this chapter), and the state committee adopted it
as their standard.
I experimented with age-coded, wrist bands for a few years. Everybody in the same race should then
have on the same color wrist bands—if I mixed boys and girls, I assumed the start/finish personnel
could tell the difference. What I was really doing was forcing the coaches and the competitors to
acknowledge which age group they belonged in, regardless of their current age.
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Vienna Boys Choir
A favorite lesson for young people to learn (I used this story for each
year’s Fleet Feet team) is how the Vienna Boys Choir functions.
Young boys, ages 7-11, leave their families to live with the choir. Each
boy continues his schooling, but his main emphasis is the Choir. Ultimately, each boy gets kicked out when their voice changes as they
pass through puberty. It is an honor to be selected for the Choir, and
the boys put their entire life into the training. But the ultimate end is
that each boy will definitely leave the Choir.
I see this story leading to two further ideas. The first is the idea to
always do your best, even if you will never be doing it again—like
learning algebra. The second idea involves the practice in the U.S. where families send off young girls
and boys to train at gymnastics or ice skating or tennis schools. Parents fork over serious money with
some expectation that their children will excel at a particular sport. The boys and girls put their entire
lives into their training, usually at the exclusion of all else. But how long do you hold out hope before
getting on with your life? At least in the case of the Vienna Boys Choir, there is a definite end.

Herb Scogg on Swimming
Coaches are forever swapping stories. Sports is a concentration of life in general, and any coach who has
been around very long is bound to encounter these
happenings. Herb is Mr Swimmer in our town. He has
been a coach, administrator and referee from day one.
This is a story about referees, a favorite subject among
coaches because so many unusual things happen in
the course of an event where a referee's decision is
required. In this case Herb was the referee.
Swimming had progressed in Midland to the stage
where the public school board had decided to buy an
automatic timing system. It was installed at the Dow High School pool, and it had been in trial use
throughout much of the regular swim season. Now it is time for the conference championships to be
held, this year also at the Dow pool. Not all coaches were excited about using an automatic timing, but
at least they had been able to train their team on how it operated.
So it is the morning of the preliminaries. In one particular event a local girl clearly is the class of her
heat as she finishes way ahead of everyone else. Only she does not touch the pad to shut off the clock.
Her teammates are screaming at her while she is still treading water, so she swims back to the finish
end of the pool a second time. But again she never touches the pad. As far as the automatic timer was
concerned, she never finished the race.
Jump ahead to the noon break. Herb is in a poolside office, creating the heats for the finals to be held
that afternoon. In walks the parents of the above girl. They want Herb to reinstate their daughter in
the afternoon finals, and oh-by-the-way, they just happened to bring their pastor who is going to go in
the next office to “pray” that Herb makes the right decision. How's that for pressure?
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I don't need to spell it out for any referees out there that Herb did not change his ruling. In a strange
quirk to this incident, Herb said the girl later told him that her coach had specifically instructed her
NOT to touch the timing pad. He had some beef to make about the new automatic timing, so this girl
suffered the consequences.

22 Blanks
As a track coach for 30 years I frequently needed to buy blanks for my starting
pistols. Blanks come in two sizes: 22 and 32. The 32’s cost 2-3 times a 22, so
you use 22’s whenever possible. However I would frequently find Ace hardware
was out. Finally one day when I was in a store located in the heart of Michigan's hunting area, I asked the salesman why the shortage of 22 blanks. His
answer was simple: the trick shot and fast draw guys were using them.
Now that never crossed my mind. The fast draw guys I could envision but trick shot artists? He went
on to describe how they claim to be great shots. They tape two balloons on either side of an ax blade.
Then they break both balloons with a single shot by claiming they hit the ax blade dead on, the bullet
split in two and broke the each balloon with a single shot. Actually they were firing a blank which has a
short range shotgun effect from the powder, which in turn breaks both balloons.
On my 2-Apr-2009 visit with cousin Virgil Ray Piper, he informed me that he was one of these trick
shot artists—only he used real bullets. He owns an ax which he uses in the exhibition. He went on to
describe how he further refined the trick by sighting through a mirror. I was impressed. Then he blew
me away with his “diamond” comments. It seems that you can substitute a diamond ring for the mirror. He said he used to ask for a diamond ring form the audience. However, all diamonds are not cut
the same, so he ended up providing his own diamond. We did not discuss any specifics, like caliber of
gun or the distance to the ax. Since he has a whole house full of shooting trophies, I have no doubt as
to the veracity of this story. Remember, Dad was instrumental in teaching Ray to shoot.
A coach seems to always carry a clip board. When I needed my hands free, I would lay it down (and
promptly forget where it was). Therefore, I developed the habit of tucking the clipboard into the back
of my shorts or sweat pants. Now the same thing applied to the starting pistol. One day after a practice
I stopped on the way home at a 7-11 store to pick up something. My billfold was in my shorts, but I had
sweats on over the shorts. When I reached for my billfold, I realized I needed to loosen the sweats. But
then I realized I had a starting pistol tucked in the back of my sweats. Now I realized if I pulled out
that pistol all hell would break loose. I think I just walked out rather than explain my problem.

PowerBar
PowerBar is a commercial product that is eaten for energy. Normally they are consumed by athletes
while on the run, bike or other form of extreme energy output.
The PowerBar is just one type of product used by athletes.
These products can be a solid, like the PowerBar, a liquid, like
Gatorade or even a gel, like PowerGu. There are hundreds of
such products on the market. For our purposes I will refer to
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them generically as an ES (energy supplement). Normally, these ESs are used during endurance
events. While coaching, I noticed that well meaning parents would sometimes slip their child a candy
bar before they ran the 100 meter dash. When I saw some parents, who may have been distance runners themselves, slip their child a PowerBar, I felt compelled to comment at the next practice that
these “instant energy” products are not going to be of any physical aid to your body on short events.
Still, as adults we are always looking for that “PowerBar of life”; something to give us an edge or
makeup for some deficiency. Caffeine and then steroids were and are used. The scary thing is that they
do work—but at what price. And that is the trade off we all make in life. Is this or that shortcut or style
of living worth the consequences?

June 4, 1994 – High School Track Finals
I have chosen this story to describe a couple of the most memorable
days in my life. Without any hesitation I would describe June 4, 1994,
as just such a day. Now my three college graduation days, my wedding
day, the birth day of my two children were certainly symbolic, but
hardly difficult to get through. A couple other days that involved physical effort will also be described here.
June 4, 1994, for me, was a date that will live in infamy. I was the chief
timer for the Michigan State High School Class A track finals. While
that meant we were the backup watches for an electronic timer, it did
involve training and organizing 20+ people. My day would be about 8
hours long, and Judy was effectively the assistant head timer. Leading
up to this day, I had been at the peak of my training for a Double Ironman Triathlon. For the previous
2 months I had engaged in a regimen that each day involved: swimming, biking, walking, rowing and
Stair Master. The combined effort was over 60 aerobic points per day—equivalent to two weeks of
exercise every day. So June 4 would be the first day I had missed my training in over two months.
Also, leading up to this date was the placement of my mother-in-law into an adult foster care home.
Things were not going well, and by June 2 it was clear she needed to be moved. On June 3 we effectively heard that she would need moving now. Oh yes, June 4 is also our anniversary.
So it was with much trepidation that we arose on that Saturday morning, June 4, not knowing if we
would have to move Geneva. We get to the the track about 8 am in order to get our timers organized.
As usual I did not have a full 27 compliment of timers—three watches on each of the nine lanes. But I
adjusted personnel, and I was not too concerned since we were backups. However, by 8:30 I had not
seen the electronic timer guy. Finally he shows up and gets ready to time the first event, the 100 meter
dash preliminaries. The first heat is run and I can see there is a timer problem. After the second heat,
the meet director, Roger Hanson of Saginaw Valley State University, walks over and says those memorable words, 'Piper, your watches are official; the electronic timer is malfunctioning.” I quickly recruit
a couple more timers, put my best timers on fourth and fifth place since that will determine which runners advance, and we continue the meet.
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A sidebar to this story occurred at the noon break. Judge Thomas Beale, a running friend of mine,
wanders by. I was describing the hectic events of earlier in the day. Tom comes up with those memorable words, “Piper, I think I would have had to take the matter under advisement back in my office.”
This captured the flavor of the day—you had to think on your feet and act NOW.
A second candidate for “idem mirabilis” would have to be September 4-5, 1994, when I completed the
Double Ironman in 35+ hours. This event deserves the entire Chapter 12 for its telling.
A close third diem would be the weekend of October 6-8, 1980. I combined a paddleball tournament
and a marathon run into one weekend along with two nights of sleeping in the back of my 1973 Vega.
This story is spelled out in Chapter 11-Paddleball. I also did a similar feat in 1975 when I combined a
paddleball tournament with the Professional Engineers Exam in Lansing.
But if you ask me what was the most rewarding of the “diems”, I would wax poetically about my first
crack at the Copper Country 125 mile bike event in September, 1978—see Chapter 11-Biking. The background was that I was trying to finish a bike ride that had literally killed my best biking friend the previous year. I had to drive eight hours the previous day just to reach the event in Houghton, MI. I slept
the night in the back of my yellow Vega (with the bicycle attached to the rear bumper. I had an IBS
attack at 3 am in a strange town with no access to a restroom. The course was known to defeat 50% of
the riders who attempted it. Rumors abounded about wild animals on the course. Brockway Mountain
called out to be challenged. But I did conquer the Brockway and finish the event—even leading all the
30+ entrants briefly after the fourth rest stop.

Senior Olympics
In 2001 and 2002 Midland volunteered to host the Michigan
Senior Olympics. I was put in charge of the track and field
events. These events are staged over a two day period, and we
held them at the local high school the first year and the local
college (Northwood University) the second year. All the usual
track and field events were held with the addition of the race
walk. We hired a couple race walk judges as well as a registered
starter.
The two year commitment was to use the first year for the host
city to iron out any wrinkles, and the second year the participants could quality for the National Senior Olympics, which
were held every other year. Midland had hosted numerous Regional and State Class A High School
track meets, so we had both the facilities, personnel and know how.
I had made up a special three-part carbon-less paper form similar to the one I had developed over the
years for age group track meets. Each form could designate all the participants in an event with check
boxes for male/female, 10 different age groupings and 13 different events. (I actually use one form for
the 8 running events and a second form for the 5 field events.) All participants had to be preregistered,
so the administration of the events looked to be a piece of cake. We had some latitude in the scheduling of events, but we also could see how previous host cities had done their scheduling.
We must have had 150 participants. Each one could be in as many events as they wanted; some were in
8-10 track and field events as well as a few other areas like bowling, bicycling, swimming, etc.
It would be easy to dwell on the bitchiness of seniors. It was apparent that most participants had
money. It was obvious that the Senior Olympics organization was like a Congressman, more interested
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in raising money than in doing their job. However the bulk of the participants were enjoyable to work
with. The competitive aspect was present but not in a nasty way. There are many similarities between
very young and very old track and field competitors.
Perhaps the biggest bone of contention was a handful who felt that, not only should they get their
medals at the end of each race, but that we should stop the meet to hold a public awards ceremony for
each race. Logic didn’t work, as I often explained: we had 2 sex categories times 13 events for each sex
times 10 age groups for a total 260 potential awards ceremonies. They were just selfish, self-centered, I
don’t care about everyone else—a trait that seniors all too often slip into.
It was a lot of work and we had one particularly hot day, but all in all the experience was positive.
Three memories stand out:
1 – About half of my volunteers were not recruited by me, and therefore they had zero knowledge of
track and field. They were looking to build their “volunteer” resume. Most were salvageable, but a few
couldn’t walk and chew gum, physically, mentally or emotionally. I have always prided myself on
quickly sizing up people. It this case I would ask my standard question, “Count backwards by threes
from 100.” Those with the “deer in the headlights” look I tried to trade with someone else or make
them water boys.
2 – The second day we had a lady on a four-posted walker who had entered the mile race walk. I had
notified the officials ahead of time that she could not be in this event, but the paperwork slipped
through the cracks. It just so happened that we had the local newspaper and camera man in attendance at this time. With the support of the race walk judges, I pulled her out of the race walk event and
put her in the mile run. (We would have had to disqualify her as a race walker.) The media raised some
questions, but I smoothed them over. We ran the mile run, and she plods along with her walker. By the
time everyone in her heat has finished, she has finished one of four laps. I move her out to the fourth
or fifth lane and continue with other mile heats. She was just happy to be there—I think she was recovering from some illness or surgery—and she was happy just to be able to make a mile. Then a remarkable thing occurred. One of the guys who had won his age group mile run was so impressed by this
lady’s perseverance, that he gave his gold medal to her. The media leaped on the story, and everyone
went home happy.
3 – The second year that Midland hosted the Senior Olympics it was apparent that one of the 75 and
over women was likely not a woman. Some of the other female contestants in that age group raised the
question with me by the second day. I continued to let her run in her scheduled events, but I threw the
whole mess into the hands of the Senior Olympics Board of Directors. Cheating to win a medal was one
thing, but other contestants might be deprived of a qualification spot in next year’s National Senior
Olympics. The Board ultimately passed what I like to call the “Piper Rule.” In future years each participant will have to show his/her drivers license when picking up their event information. If you are
going to have a sex change operation, you better get it cleared with Uncle Sam.
After the second year, the books were closed and we held a our wrap up committee meeting. The various event coordinators all decided that, yes it was fun hosting the Senior Olympics, but no, we would
never volunteer to do it again. I presented to our head coordinator a urine specimen bottle for possible
use in future track meets (ostensibly for a sex check when the participants register).
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Kayner, Guntsch & Piper
Al Kayner, Gerald Guntsch and Larry Piper
I have started this story before as a possible addition to my pipers-place.net web site. My working title
was The Three Musketeers. Besides being three running coaches, I was under the assumption that all
of us were within a few days of being the same age (Jan, 1939). Then I discovered that Guntsch was a year older. The three of us each contributed
heavily to the running movement in the TriCities area in the ‘70s and
‘80s, although each in a totally different manner.
Al Kayner was a great school teacher in the Bay City, MI, school system.
He also was the track coach at Bay City Central. In his coaching career
that lasted well over 30 years, he convinced over 50 boys a year to take up
running, both in track and cross country. Al’s influence extended to the
Bay Area Running Club (BARC). He was the founder, president and chief
organizer for BARC during its formative years. Al would hold road races
scheduled around each major holiday. He would pull up in his old station
wagon with a handful of Bay City Wolves ribbons. His red headed daughter was usually along to help although she was not a runner. Al would
recruit a couple more helpers, fire the starting gun, time each finisher,
hand out awards, and two days later mail out results.
My own family’s earliest running experiences were a direct result of Al’s efforts. He was easy to work
with and he had a wealth of running knowledge. An interesting event occurred at one of Al’s road races
(around 1971) that blew my novice runner’s mind. Two regulars at Al’s events were clearly the class of
the local runners. So Al sets up this match race for just the two of them. The race was a nominal two
mile distance. Each guy ran over 10 miles to warm up. That was incomprehensible to me.
Al also was a good runner on his own. I remember crossing his path at the Skylon
Marathon in Niagara Falls in 1975. The weather was brutally cold. Al and I were both
wearing sweats to keep warm rather than shedding the extra weight to go for a good
time.
If you enter BARC and Al Kayner into Google, up will pop the St Pats Day Run in Bay
City, MI. I see the 36th version is being held in 2009. It is a major event on the running
calendar, and thousands of runners will pay big bucks to participate. In truth Marlene
and Larry Sundberg should receive much of the credit for the explosive growth of this
event. They took over the leadership of BARC in the ‘80s. Marlene made it her personal
goal to build up the Club membership and the St. Pats day run. Computers were just
coming into the home, and Larry spent big bucks for one (mainly in large hard drives)
just to administering this event. The Club was like a boom town, with all the perks and
problems of too fast a growth. I dropped out of BARC when Marlene wanted to vote herself a $5,000 a year “stipend” for running the Club. Certainly she was putting in a lot of
hours, but it was of her own choosing. I knew many meet directors who gave of their
time freely. It was difficult for me to forget when St. Pats was just another of Kayner’s
holiday running events. No hype in the newspapers. No big entry fee. Just a well run
event with good competition and timely results. I even have a first place trophy in the
basement from the very first official St. Pats run. Of course it belongs to Judy!
Al was also a “string” runner. A runner will try to extend their string of consecutive days
of running. Al reached over 800 straight days one time, a remarkable number for the brutally cold
Michigan winters. Tragically, Al died before reaching 60. He had skin melanoma cancer. His wife said
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Al always had this huge, hairy mole on his back. It seems like someone should have been aggressively
watching and treating it. At Al’s funeral both Judy and I felt that Al’s wife was overly cold when speaking to us as part of Al’s running life. On the other hand the now big red headed daughter was delighted
to see us. You have to wonder if the wife felt left out from from the running portion of Al’s life. Soon
after Al’s death, one of the Michigan State representatives read into the legislative record a fitting tribute to Al and all he had done for running.
Gerald Guntsch was a runner, a gregarious guy and a good promoter. Gerald was blessed with two
daughters whom he trained to become world class runners. The daughters, Stormi-Ann and WendiSue, also inherited a diabetes gene from their mother that would effectively put an end to their running career around the age of 13. All of these facts were known to the entire Guntsch family from the
start. How the Guntsch family played out this scenario is a fascinating story.
I first met Gerald and Stormi-Ann when they both ran in the Postal
Mile around 1978. I was the meet director at the time. Gerald, with
his eye for uncovering every running event within a 1000 mile radius,
drove up from their home in Montrose, MI. Gerald was a 5:45 miler,
good but not great. Stormi-Ann must have been around 8 years old at
that time. Gerald came up to me after the 1 Mile run, and he quickly
signed up Stormi-Ann to run with our Midland Fleet Feet Track Club.
(We had a few girls from around the state whose like-thinking fathers
had similarly used Fleet Feet as a vehicle for their daughter’s athletic
skills. The only other choice for women at the time was speed skating.)
Gerald worked at a car parts plant. His wife was a nurse. They must
have spent every penny of their combined incomes to allow Gerald to
travel around the state and nation to various road runs. Gerald also
recruited a few other young boys whom he trained and chauffeured
to these road runs. If you had a sharp eye, you would already know
about Stormi-Ann. Her picture and latest exploit appeared no less
than three times in Sports Illustrated. The column, Faces In The
Crowd, chronicles extraordinary athletic performances. Of course,
Gerald was all too willing to feed them the necessary facts.
Stormi-Ann, with numerous world records to her credit, eventually became eligible to run for a high
school team. But she (and her Dad) declined. That would have meant she could not run in outside
events during the school’s track season. As predicted, Stormi-Ann’s diabetes kicked in around age 13,
and her running came to a halt. Actually, she began taking insulin injections. Stormi-Ann learned the
parameters of how much insulin to take depending upon the race distance and starting time. (Diabetics and athletics were an unknown area to the medical community 30 years ago. I remember playing a
diabetic in tennis in 1952. His treatment method consisted of sucking on an orange every few games.)
The story, somewhat apocryphal, was that if Stormi-Ann’s race started late or the course distance was
not as advertised, her insulin would give out before she finished the race. Stormi-Ann was both a
remarkable and consistent runner. Her time for a mile might be just under 6:00, two miles at 12:00
and 10K at 37 minutes. Her time at 10 miles and the half marathon were also very close to this straight
line pace.
Just as Stormi-Ann was fading from the running scene, her sister Wendi-Sue came of running age,
about 3 in her case. The diabetes curse loomed in her future. Gerald told me that he made the decision
to go for 1000 races in Wendi-Sue’s running lifetime—likely a 10 year span. Actually, they had some
more specific goals of achieving world records at distances from 100 yards to 13 miles, for ages 3
through 13. I’m not sure what the family actually achieved. I don’t recall that Wendi-Sue ran that much
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for Fleet Feet. What I do know is that Gerald came down with Parkinson Disease. His running times
suffered tremendously, but his running spirit did not. I recall him saying that he would find himself
running at some new event, on a strange course at distance greater than he could handle. His running
and making it to the finish line literally became a matter of life-and-death. Like Stormi-Ann before
him, he learned how much medication to take to allow him to complete a race.
With the backing of the Saginaw Track Club (STC), Gerald was the meet director for an early season
one mile run in Hoyt Park in Saginaw, MI. A series of one mile runs was held for boys and girls in four
different age divisions. In addition to winning truly unique individual awards, one boys and one girls
team trophy was awarded. Gerald had a fairly complicated point system which rewarded a team for the
sheer number of finishers. He then added a bonus point if you finished in less than 9:00 minutes, two
bonus points for less than 8:00 and three bonus points for less than 7:00. He also gave five bonus
points if you won your age division, regardless of your time.
The runners and their families would show up about 10 am at this unheated “warming” shack that was
used by the ice skaters. Although there was no ice, the weather was usually windy and cold. The parents nearly froze, but the kids made out OK. The course was one loop through the park. The parents
could stand at the start-finish line and view their child throughout the entire distance. Still, Gerald’s
concern for kids would have him use an older person as the “pacer” so the new runners would not get
lost. Often this pacer was Stormi-Ann who came along to help her father . (The picture above of
Wendi-Sue was taken at Hoyt Park as she acted as the pacer.) The awards were a one square foot
pieces of slate which had Disney characters painted on them. Gerald had found a woman in midMichigan who created a set for him for about $5 apiece; a good metallic trophy at the time cost $2.
The awards ceremony was also unique. Everyone would gather back in the warming hut. Gerald would
hold court. He was not a smooth or eloquent speaker, but he spoke from the heart. He talked to each
kid by name, and if they had run in his event before, he knew about their past times. He started with
the older age divisions first so they had their choice of the Disney plaques. His carrot was to keep the
younger runners coming back so they eventually could have first choice of the awards. He always
hugged every award winner—an action that is lost in today’s environment.
In March of each year, the Fleet Feet held a combination family pot luck dinner and awards ceremony.
We handed out all the trophies won from the previous year, and we planned the schedule for the
upcoming year. Gerald and his girls were not that well known to the Club families unless they remembered him from the Hoyt Park Mile run. However, Gerald, his wife and his two girls would always
attend the banquet. By 1994, he was into the latter stages of Parkinson. He had trouble walking and
speaking. I was the lead Fleet Feet coach, so I had the responsibility for the banquet agenda. I knew
who was getting each award and who might be getting any special award. Still, I was surprised when
Gerald got up, staggered to the front of the room and took the mike away from me. He braced himself
against the wall so he could stand. His had was shaking so much you could hear it banging against the
wall. It was a struggle for him to speak. For the next five minutes he essentially said “Thank you.” He
thanked the Club for the opportunity it gave for his girls to run. He thanked me for all the work I did
within the Club. He went on to say that running had literally kept him alive in recent years. As I said
above, Gerald was not an eloquent speaker, but he came from the heart. It shook me up.
About a month later the annual Hoyt Park Mile was run. Stormi-Ann showed up with the awards, and
with the usual help of Club president Russ DeBolt and timers Elliot and Peg Deyo, the event went off
without a hitch. After the awards ceremony was over, a couple of us veterans casually inquired about
Gerald. Stormi-Ann calmly stated that her father had died the previous night. He died on the eve of his
signature event.
The STC folded a year later because the DeBolt family moved away. Russ gave me a notebook with all
the Club records and information. All that now exists of the STC is in that notebook. I revived the Hoyt
Park Mile, renamed it in Gerald’s honor and eventually moved it to Stratford Park in Midland. In the
10 years I ran the event I never was able to get the woman to paint anymore Disney awards. The event
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died a year after I left the Club. I think Gerald’s wife remarried. Sandy Miller, a long time friend and
coach with Fleet Feet, said he ran across Stormi-Ann. She was a waitress around Flint, and she had a
family of her own. The Guntsch family has been forgotten except in the running community, but you
have got to believe that somewhere there is one hell of a scrapbook about their running exploits.
Maybe someday a “Rudy” Ruettiger of running will tell the Guntsch story to the world.
As for the third coach in the title to this story, you will have to read the balance of this Chapter to learn
of his contributions.

The Parmele Incident
In the 30 years I was associated with Fleet Feet, we had very few problems.
Injuries were extremely rare compared to other sports. A couple years before I
joined the Club, a girl broke her leg running down the bleacher seats. (Consequently, I never had my girls do this in training, although we would run up the
steps.) About 1972 an out of town club had a girl drown at the local Holiday
Inn pool following the Midland Invitational. Fleet Feet was only remotely
involved—we reserved the Central Park pool for all the guest runners, and this
club declined our offer and chose to go back to their motel’s pool. I had a girl
twist her ankle at practice once. It should have amounted to nothing except for
two facts: (1) I was not at practice that day, one of the few times I missed in 30 years, and (2) the girl’s
mother was going through a divorce with a running friend of mine, and she was a general bitch. Nothing came of it. I had a girl fall off the monkey bars and break her arm. It was unclear to me and her
parents that anything was broken. A couple days later the girl got to the doctor. It turns out this girl
had already had a string of injuries in her life, so the parents thought nothing of it. We frequently had
girls slide off or completely miss the landing mat in high jump. I had to constantly be on guard for this
accident waiting to happen.
Upset parents were also not that much of a problem. I once fired a starting gun too close to two sisters
to get them off their lazy butts. Her mother didn’t appreciate that, and they didn’t come back. I saw
Roy Berry take some flak from a parent in my first year as a coach, but it was clear to me this woman
was a hot-head. (Roy was the lead coach at the time, and he was the most laid back guy you could
imagine. Roy was an outstanding math teacher at Central Middle School, almost a legend in the eyes of
Doug Whittaker who replaced him. Roy had two daughters, one of whom briefly held the U.S. mile
record for her age group. I was amused when he later confided to me that he occasionally used ice
cream cones as a carrot to get his girls to run. It came as a real shock when I learned of Roy’s death.
The cause was an apparent suicide brought on by extreme depression and severe pain. I had more than
a passing interest in Roy’s case, since he died about a year before I made my decision to have back
fusion to relieve my own back pain.
I don’t recall that many phone calls from irate parents. There may have been more cases, but I was not
that sensitive to criticism. I once told a new mother, who was extremely overweight, that I could match
up her up with her new daughter (who was also overweight). So it was a surprise when in 1992 Mrs.
Cathy Parmele decided to file a complaint with the Department of Civil Rights because her son could
not run with Fleet Feet. We had a handful of inquiries over the years about boys running, but once we
asked if they would like to coach a boy’s team, their interest faded. Actually, our meets were open to
boys and girls; we just did not have a boy’s team. The Club started out as a girls club, and we had our
hands full coaching them. We did not have anyone interested in coaching boys nor did we have the
space and time to add boys to our practice schedule. Actually, I never saw the boy in question, who was
about 10 at the time, ever run in any track meet or road race. But that is beside the point in a law suit.
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Midland was familiar with parental lawsuits. Lynn Bond, successfully sued the school system to force
them to allow her daughter, Jody, to play on the boys’ soccer team. Jody was in my daughter Laura’s
class, and I had seen her run for Fleet Feet briefly. She was no great athlete. But that is besides the
point in a law suit. Then the Soccer Club had a full blown suit, also with the Bond Family. Lynn Bond
was a single parent, but again, that is beside the point in a law suit.
The Parmele family was a disaster waiting to happen. Dad made good money at Dow, so Mom was free
to do her thing with her kids. Mom had a few kids of her own (white), but she had decided to adopt a
few more—all black in her case. Mom was a meddling force in the lives of her kids. Once a law suit with
Fleet Feet looked imminent, I began to ask questions about this family. I heard unbelievable stories
from every coach I asked; every one had had at least one encounter with Cathy. I have also heard opinions that Cathy was out to set things right in the world. (I did have a positive experience when talking
with one of the older Parmele (blood) boys at the Community Center.)
Dan Latal was Fleet Feet Club president at that time. After he got some pro bono advice from a lawyer
he worked with at Dow Corning, he and I made a trip to Detroit to talk with a black, female court official. Her name was Ida Hood, and her official title was Conciliator. We explained that there were alternatives available for the Parmele boy—the Saginaw Track Club and Bay Area Runners Club. But it was
the fact that this official’s daughter’s had run in one of our Fleet Feet meets that caused her to dismiss
the Parmele suit. She could see the Club was the good guy in this suit. (I am not sure if law suit is technically correct. Cathy knew from experience what paperwork to submit--at no cost to her--that forced
anyone she had an issue with to legally defend themselves.) When I searched back through the paperwork on this case, it appears the legal opinion revolved around Fleet Feet’s exemption from the ElliotLarson Civil Rights Act because we were a private club with no public funding.
This story ended on a positive note. The unnamed boy in question, whom I assume was Jalen Parmele
because he was the best athlete to come from the Parmele family, went on to have a great football
career at Dow High School. He played four years at Toledo University, during which time Toledo was a
force in the MAC conference. He did earn a spot on at least one NFL roster in the 2008 season. His
current status is that he is on the active roster for the Baltimore Ravens.
The outcome of this incident could have been dramatically different. Ken Stebbins was the other Fleet
Feet coach at the time. Although Ken was an outstanding runner, his own philosophy was very similar
to my own—that Fleet Feet should be a fun experience, almost non-competitive. Ken would have been
happy just to hold practices even if we never competed as a team. We verbalized the feelings to one
another that we would rather disband the Club rather than be forced to accept this boy. That would
have cost hundreds of future girls the opportunity not only to run, but to have the positive experience
of Fleet Feet.

Other Running Clubs
When I took over the Fleet Feet Track Club, Norm Skelly gave me a
recipe box with over a 100 club names and contacts on 3x5 cards. A
couple dozen were Michigan clubs with the rest scattered throughout the Midwest. A sizable portion of these clubs were less than five
runners. Many were like mushrooms: here one year, gone the next.
All but a dozen of the strongest clubs were 100% dependent upon
the efforts of one person, usually a coach. But these were strictly
youth-oriented clubs that existed for the purpose of competing in
track meets. I would like to review some of the local clubs that were
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also interested in hosting all types of running events.
I quickly located the Saginaw Track Club (STC), probably from Runners’ World (RW) magazine. They
were youth oriented, they had the use of Eisenhower High School track and they had a varsity coach,
Roger Hansen, to provide technical help. Those three factors would have been more than enough to
attract and keep new kids. But they were also a strong family club whose parents freely gave of their
time to both coach and host running activities. Some years later, when all their kids had grown up, the
STC morphed into an adult running club.
It was STC’s association with RW that made my family’s early running experiences so positive. RW
made running a rewarding experience. They printed color certificates that represented how well a person did against a standard. The standard was developed for different age groups at varying distances.
Each Saturday morning, STC would hold a mini-track meet. One week the events might be the 100,
400, and mile. The next week might be the 200, 800 and 2 mile. You ran any or all of the distances.
Each person got a time. Then somebody compared your time against the standard, and filled out an
8.5” x 5.5” certificate for you. Good times earned a gold certificate, next came blue, then red, and
finally a gray certificate. I don’t think there was any cost. Unfortunately, I cannot find an example of
these certificates, although at the time we handed them out like candy. I did find an ad in Footnotes,
the publishing arm of RRCA, in which they too offered color certificates. They had a different color
scheme, and it was only for a single distance, the mile.
I have some of my most vivid memories of STC events, I think because I was in such bad running condition. I remember a 10K run one fall where I hacked for a day after finishing. I ran my first real distance race, a 13 miler, as part of the Mackinaw Trails Marathon sponsored by STC. I soon found myself
dead least in a field of 25 runners (although I finished about 18 th ).
BARC, as was written in the Kayner-Guntsch-Piper
story, was really Al Kayner and his holiday runs. Al
provided 5-6 holiday runs each year. Our family made
about half of these events. The cost was low, the run
was fun, and everybody went home with a hokey ribbon. BARC eventually added a run for nearly every
month of the year. Now there was no excuse not to
keep running all winter long.
The next closest club was Flint with the Riverbend
Striders. One of the major shoe shops in the nation
was on Hill Road, just out side of Flint. The store
owner, whose last name was Bauman, was the ramrod
behind the Striders. At the time you could not buy
running shoes by mail, and there were few stores that
carried the Adidas brand. Puma and Converse were the other major brands. Nike and New Balance
were just coming to the market. We made at least one trip a year to Flint to buy shoes for some member of the Piper running family.
The other major club in the state was the Detroit Striders. This adult club, headed by Dr. Ed Kosloff,
was the class of the state. Their showcase run was a fall marathon held on Belle Isle in Detroit. The
published times for the winners were in the 2:15 range, and there were few slow runners who competed in the marathon. This was very discouraging for a new runner, and I am sure it kept me from
serious pursuing the marathon for many years. (I had similar feelings about my early triathlons. I was
looking at extremely long distances which attracted world class competitors.) No wonder I thought I
was in over my head.
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Running by the Numbers
Runners and numbers go together. One of these days I predict we will discover that the genes that give
you a tendency towards running are some of the same genes that help you enjoy math. It may be these
same genes also appear in those people with anal personalities or OCD. Maybe even astrologists fit this
category. Certainly in the early days of running for the masses, many of those with the time to train
were also in the education field.
I want to report in some detail on four instances where running was
reduced to a table of numbers. These all occurred in a brief time span
from late 1968 to 1971. The were, in chronological order: (1) the release
of Dr. Ken Cooper’s book, Aerobics, in late 1968, (2) the release of
Computerized Workouts in 1970, (3) the initiation of running certificates by Runners’ World and RRCA about 1970, and (4) the availability of a computer printout, age-adjusted running standards, some time
in the early ‘70s.
The mother of all these numerical publications was Aerobics. Then
Major Ken Cooper was in the Air Force. He had 15,000 recruits on
which to test his ideas and hone his numbers. His theory: that the
body’s limitation on fitness is its ability to process oxygen. You can
improve a person’s fitness by improving his ability to process oxygen
by a training process. Furthermore, he set a numerical standard, above
which a person should be classified as “sufficiently fit”. This fixed standard is 30 points a week. Technically, he defined one point as the ability to process oxygen at the rate of 7 liters/minute/kilogram of body
weight. He also borrowed from Swedish studies to arrive at the 30 point standard.
Cooper had his recruits running on treadmills while they were attached to a breathing device that
could measure their oxygen intake—not a very comfortable way to exercise. He extended this concept
to stationary bikes. I’m not sure if he ever was able to fit a swimmer with a breathing device; it is for
sure he could not directly monitor a basketball player or a downhill skier. Nevertheless, using both
direct measurements and a lot of interpolation of exercise data, he was able to determine what it took
to achieve one point in a wide variety of sports and daily activities. This point level involved two pieces
of data: distance traveled and time required. For example, you can achieve one point by: running 400
meters in under two minutes, ride one mile on a bike in under four minutes, swim 100 yards in under
70 second, or walk a mile in under 15 minutes.
Now each person can custom tailor his own workout: a little running, some walking, perhaps some
time on a Stairmaster, an hour of basketball, even some time on a rowing machine. I purposely have
been using the male pronoun. By the second or third sequel to Aerobics, Cooper began to include
tables for women. He soon had age-adjusted tables. Cooper now had the entire answer to the four
questions you would ask a doctor. How much exercise should I get? What type exercise. How often?
How hard? Can’t swim, no problem--take up jogging. No place to ride your bike?--join an aerobics
class. Can’t afford a club membership?—you can walk in the mall. Pick what you can afford, be it
money, time or companionship. Work your way up to 30 points a week. That would require you to
either jog 8 miles, or bike 30 miles, or swim 1.5 miles, or row 15,000 yards or walk 30 miles. You can
see there is a direct trade off between effort required and time required.
Of course you need to mix in some lifestyle changes like no smoking and a low calorie diet. Cooper has
recently stressed the need to include weight-bearing exercises. His heart clinic in Dallas,TX, has to be
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one of the finest in the world. His weekly newsletter is full of healthful tips. He advocates a lifestyle
that almost every person could follow without any extremes like the Pritikin Diet.
The second of the running by the numbers books is
Computerized Running Training Programs by
Gardner and Purdy. This 258 page, soft cover book is
designed for use by coaches or self-coached athletes.
In theory Gardner and Purdy have reduced the training process to two tables: (1) what is my best time at
my event, and (2) based upon that best time, select a
table that gives up to 300 personalized workouts.
Let me rephrase how this book works. Gardner and
Purdy have ranked the times for about 50 different
distances (from 100 yards to a marathon). These
times have been given a number ranging from 1000 (for a world record time) down to 0 (for a beginning runner’s time). The 0 to 1000 rankings are broken down 20 units, 0, 20, 40, etc, and this leads to
50 other pages. My own fitness level was 320 (68.8 for the 440 or 6:15.7 for the mile), so I then turned
to the 320 workout page. This table has 20 different distances that I can run at 15 different levels of
effort. If I want to do a medium work out, 77% effort, I would do 10 to 12 440s at 87.1 seconds with 2
minutes rest between runs. If I wanted to do a fairly hard workout, 87% effort, I would do 3 to 4 of the
440s at 77.2 seconds with 4 minutes rest between runs. Hairy but very specific.
I was never able to get the theory behind Computerized into any of the Fleet Feet coaches, but then we
were not training elite athletes. Knowing what effort level on your daily workouts is, of course, the key
to good coaching. No book can figure that out for you. But if you have a team of 10 runners of varying
abilities, you can run a team workout where everyone benefits. You select a distance of something like
300 meters and an effort level that will require 10 repeats. The entire team runs the first 300 and
walks the final 100 for their rest time. The bottom few runners sit out the next 300, and continue to
run every other run. The middle group sits out the third 300 and every third run thereafter. You end
up with everybody running the same distance at the same pace. The better runners run 10 times, the
poorer runs 5 times and the middle runners maybe 7 times. Of course you don’t do these hard runs
every day. The next week you might have another team run, only this time the distance is 600 meters.
The following week you might cut the distance back to 200 meters.
The third of the running number publications came from Runners’ World. They published a series of
8.5” x 5.5” color certificates that could be used for distances from 100 meters to 6 kilometers. A running club could purchase these a nominal cost. We used to do this at the Saginaw Track Club every
Saturday morning. One week the 100, 400 and mile would be scheduled. The next week we might run
the 200, 800 and 2 mile. I think there were different standards for different age groups. We all ran the
day’s distance, everybody got a time, and after some paperwork was done, everyone got a certificate.
Blue was the best, red came next, then there was green and white. I am guessing here because I cannot
find a single one of these certificates. I’ll bet my family brought home 6-8 every Saturday, but none
have survived. I did see a page from RRCA that suggested it also had a similar program.
The fourth running by the numbers was simply a computer printout on 11” x 14” paper. It had to have
come from a main frame computer since that was the only computer available in the early ‘70s. It had
to be created by a graduate student who had computer access and a fair degree of programming experience—you could not buy any programs back then. Whoever cranked out this program would sell you
a printout for a given distance. I bought a printout for the mile. Once I got the printout, I discovered
the times were targeting the better runner. I never did use this data, and I never found any subsequent
offering of similar printouts.
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The Day I Forgot About Judy
Every spring we held the Green and Gold track meet. It was a fun,
intrasquad meet where both the girls and the parents learned about what
goes on at a real track meet. I would schedule the use of the track at Dow
High School, located on the opposite side of town from where we
practiced--Central Middle School. It was held on a weekend, so we started
at 1:00 pm. That gave everyone time to eat first, and me to get the equipment ready.
This one year Judy and I headed out to Dow High School about noon to get
ready for the meet. We found the track was already in use. The Special
Olympics people were running their local meet. They had neglected or forgotten to schedule clearance with the Dow administration. Had they done
so, they would have found that I had the track reserved. But they were well into their event, so I was
screwed. I made a quick decision that we would use the other high school track. It was always open,
and I was pretty sure nothing was scheduled for the day. So I left Judy behind with instructions to
redirect the parents to the new track location. I took off in the car to get things set up at the new location—Midland High School.
Everything goes well. The parents arrive and the girls get warmed up. I have picked out six parents to
act as timers, and we start arranging the girls into heats for the opening 200 dash. Then it hits me—I
have forgotten about Judy. There are no such things as cell phones. By now it is 1:30 or later and she is
four miles away, alone. I commandeered Steve Clark, a new parent but someone I worked with at Dow.
I explained the situation to him, and sent him off in his car to retrieve my wife. Steve didn’t know Judy
and Judy certainly didn’t know Steve.
But Steve was “maze-bright”, and he picks up this woman waiting around Dow High School. Nothing
much came of the incident. Such is the life of a harried coach.

Notable Women
The women mentioned below are a sample of ones whom I would work into the Fleet Feet practice
schedule. I viewed them as possible role models for the young girls. We will hear about two more,
Wilma Rudolph and Babe Didricksen, in 10.

Gloria Lockman
Around 1958 some of the top shows on
TV were quiz shows. The grand daddy of
all was The $64,000 Question. Contestants demonstrated their knowledge in a subject of their own
choosing. There was no competition between individuals.
A number of individuals made their name (Joyce Brothers in boxing), many spin offs were created and
later shows were found to be rigged to keep their ratings high. This story is about one individual, Gloria Lockman 1. Her chosen category was spelling. Now spelling was all the rage in school, and the
1

This story is based upon my memory. I have not been able to uncover any specific evidence of
Gloria. If you find other information, let me know.

Gloria Lockman
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National Spelling Bee was almost as huge as the Soapbox Derby.
So what is so special about Gloria? Well Gloria had three strikes against her: she was young (about 1113), she was female and she was black. Conventional wisdom at the time said that blacks were not so
smart, particularly females and most particularly young females.
Now the rules of this show were that you answered a question each week, and if you got it right, you
came back the next week and the prize money was doubled. I think you started with $1,000 and
worked up to $64,000 in seven possible appearances. But if you missed a question, you lost everything. Since you only answered one question each week, there were 5 to 6 contestants each week to fill
the time. After a few weeks, some of these contestants built up quite a 'cult' following.
So by week three Gloria had won $4,000. The question for week four was to spell the above six words,
“the belligerent …:. She did and then she quit. When asked why, she said $8,000 was enough for her
college education (at the time a good public university cost about $1,200 per year).
I wish I had more information about Gloria, but I cannot find any. My personal opinion is she was like
Rufus Black, the first black person to go over Niagara Falls (and live). When they fished him out, he
was quoted as saying, “well I guess we integrated the falls”, and he was never heard from again.

Hypatia
Hypatia is known, at least to me, as the librarian of the Library of
Alexandria. She lived around 400 AD in Greece. She was an outstanding scholar, speaker and philosopher in a time when women
did not have a role in society. The next paragraph was lifted from
Wikipedia.
There was a woman at Alexandria named Hypatia, daughter of the
philosopher Theon, who made such attainments in literature and
science, as to far surpass all the philosophers of her own time. Having succeeded to the school of Plato and Plotinus, she explained the
principles of philosophy to her auditors, many of whom came from a
distance to receive her instructions. On account of the self-possession and ease of manner, which she
had acquired in consequence of the cultivation of her mind, she not infrequently appeared in public in
presence of the magistrates. Neither did she feel abashed in going to an assembly of men. For all men
on account of her extraordinary dignity and virtue admired her the more.

Sally Ride
Sally Kristen Ride (born May 26, 1951) is an American physicist and a
former NASA astronaut who, in 1983, became the first American woman
and youngest American (at the time) to go into outer space. She was preceded by two Soviet women, Valentina Tereshkova (1963) and Svetlana Savitskaya (1982). The balance of the article is from Wikipedia.
Sally Ride was born in Los Angles in 1951 , and is the oldest child of Carol
Joyce (née Anderson) and Dale Burdell Ride. She is of Norwegian ancestry.
Sally has a sister named Karen "Bearful" Ride, who became a Presbyterian
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minister. Dr. Ride attended Portola Middle School and Westlake School for Girls in Los Angles (now
Harvard-Westlake School) on a scholarship, where she played tennis. In addition to being interested in
science she was a nationally ranked tennis player. She initially attended Swarthmore College but
received her bachelor's degrees (in English and physics) from Stanford University near Palo Alto, California. She then received a master's degree and a Ph.D. in physics at the same institution, while doing
research in astrophysics and free-electron laser physics.
Ride was one of 8,900 people to answer an advertisement in a newspaper seeking applicants for the
space program. As a result, Ride joined NASA in 1978. During her career, Sally was the Capsule Communicator (CapCom) for the second and third Space Shuttle flights (STS-2 and STS-3) and helped
develop the Space Shuttle's robot arm. On June 18, 1983, she became the first American woman in
space as a crew member on Space Shuttle Challenger for STS-7. On STS-7, the five-person crew
deployed two communications satellites, conducted pharmaceutical experiments, and was the first to
use the robot arm in space and the first to use the arm to retrieve a satellite. Her second space flight
was in 1984, also on board the Challenger. She has cumulatively spent more than 343 hours in space.
Ride had completed eight months of training for her third flight when the Space Shuttle Challenger
accident occurred. She was named to the Presidential Commission investigating the accident, and
headed its subcommittee on Operations. After the investigation, Ride was assigned to NASA headquarters in Washington, DC. There she led NASA's first strategic planning effort, authoring a report entitled "Leadership and America's Future in Space", and founded NASA's Office of Exploration.[1] Ride
married fellow NASA astronaut Steve Hawley in 1982, but the two divorced in 1987.

Katherine Switzer
Looking back, the running exploits of Kathy Switzer are
just a footnote on the page of marathoning. Her claim: she
was the first woman to register and run the Boston
Marathon. Everyone 'knew' that women could not run
such distances. Even that venerable scientific journal Playboy had weighed in with evidence. A woman had collapsed
at the finish of the Olympic mile in 1912, and henceforth
women were restricted to races of 800 meters or less. Talk
about a glass ceiling.
The real problem was Jock Semple, the director of the
Boston Marathon, and keeper of the traditions surrounding the event. Somewhat like bobby Riggs a few years
later, he had shot off his mouth about keeping women out
of 'his' race. So in 1969 Kathy filled out her entry form as
'K. Switzer' and had her husband pick up her number. (At
one time you also had to submit a doctor's release stating you were physically able to run a marathon,
but that apparently didn't have to state your sex—or mental capabilities.)
Once Jock discovered a woman running, officially as #261 in the above picture, he tried to bodily force
her off the course. But her husband interceded, and the entire fiasco was captured on film. The rest, as
they say, is history.
Women came out of the woodwork to take a shot the distance running events. Around 1972 to 1974 our
family attended the Marathon Marathon, at Terre Haute, IN. The sponsor, Marathon Oil Company,
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paid to have the top American female marathoner run in the race.

Ada Lovelace
The following article was lifted entirely from Wikipedia.
Augustana Ada Frances Margret Eugenia Isabella Sophie Marie
Helene King, Countess of Lovelace (10 December 1815, London – 27
November 1852, Marylebone, London), born Augusta Ada Byron, was
the only legitimate child of Lord Byron. She is widely known in modern times simply as Ada Lovelace.
She is mainly known for having written a description of Charles Babbage's early mechanical general-purpose computer, the analytical engine. She is today appreciated as the "first programmer" since
she was writing programs—that is, manipulating symbols according to rules—for a machine that Babbage had not yet built. She also foresaw the capability of computers to go beyond mere calculating or
number-crunching while others, including Babbage himself, focused only on these capabilities.

Joan Benoit
This entire article was taken from Wikipedia.
Joan Benoit Samuelson (born May 16, 1957) is an American
marathon runner who won gold at the 1984 Summer Olympics in
Los Angeles, the year that the women's marathon was introduced.
As a result she was the first ever women's Olympic marathon
champion.

Born in Cape Elizabeth, Maine, Benoit took to long-distance
running to help recover from a broken leg suffered while
slaloming. At Bowdoin College she excelled in athletics and
then entered the 1979 Boston Marathon as a relative
unknown. She won the race, wearing a Boston Red Sox cap,
in 2:35:15, knocking eight minutes off the competition
record. She repeated that success with a victory again in
1983 that took more than two minutes off the world's best
time, set by Grete Waitz in the London Marathon just the
day before, despite having had surgery on her Achilles tendons two years earlier. Her Boston
course record of 2:22:43, set in 1983, was not broken for another 11 years.
At the 1984 Summer Olympics she won the first Olympic women's marathon in a time of
2:24.52 in hot and smoggy conditions, more than a minute ahead of her rivals; again despite
surgery, this time arthroscopic surgery on her knee 17 days before the trials earlier that year.
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The athletes behind her were Grete Waitz, Rosa Mota and Ingrid Kristiansen, all marathon
legends in their own right.

Rosie Ruiz
The following article is excerpted from
Wikipedia.
Rosie Ruiz Vivas (born 1953, Havana, Cuba)
is an infamous Cuban American Marathon
runner who on April 21, 1980 ostensibly
came in as the first place female competitor
in the 84th Boston Marathon, but who was
later stripped of her title when it was found
that she had cheated.
There was suspicion from the beginning, as
no one had seen her running earlier in the
race, she did not appear in videotape
footage, and some members of the crowd
reported witnessing her run into the race in
the last mile. In addition, her time of 2:31:56 was an unusual improvement, more than 25 minutes
ahead of her reported time in the New York City Marathon six months earlier. When asked by a
reporter why she didn't seem fatigued after the grueling race, she said, "I got up with a lot of energy
this morning." Soon, race officials learned that Ruiz had possibly cheated in the New York marathon in
order to qualify for the Boston Marathon. Freelance photographer Susan Morrow reported meeting
her on the subway during the New York race and accompanying her from the subway to the race. She
lost touch with Ruiz after that, but came forward when the news of Ruiz's dubious Boston win broke.
According to Morrow, she met Ruiz on the subway and together they walked a distance to the finishing
area, where Ruiz identified herself as an injured runner. She was escorted to a first aid station and volunteers marked her down as having completed the marathon, thus qualifying her for the Boston
Marathon.
Eventually, race officials decided to strip Ruiz of her Boston Marathon title and named Jacqueline
Gareau of Montreal, Canada the women's winner, with a time of 2:34:28. New York Marathon director
Fred Lebow had rescinded Ruiz's 1979 finish earlier that week, determining that Ruiz had not completed her first marathon, either.

1974 Team Picture
The team picture at the start of this chapter is from June, 1974. I was taken by Jack Thompson who
had a daughter on the team as well as working for Dow Chemical. His job that summer involved taking
pictures of strike-related activities (see Chapter 5-Strikes at Dow), so he did a little “government work”
for Fleet Feet.
The girls in the picture were on the 9 & Under Team: (which meant all were 9&U as of Jan 1, 1974).

1974 Team Picture

281

1st Row:
2nd Row:
3rd Row:
Others:

Leslie Fox, Jackie Cudahy, Michelle Collins, Kay Rains, Cathy Berry, Jackie Bush.
Ashley Thompson, Gayle Kinney
Kathleen Mara, Colleen Mara, Laura Piper, Michelle Dittman, Denise Caldwell,
Beth Elzinga, Jill Chittick, Coach Larry Piper
Janice Lehman, Sheila Mara, Jill Thurston, Sue Rhodes, Beth Yesmunt,
Ann Smith, Kathy Shallow, Kim Justus
Lisa Vanderbeck, Samantha Carothers, Lisa Hoyt, Kathy Egnatz, Kelly Cox

In the Fall of 1974, some of these girls went on to win the 9&U National Cross Country Championship
under the coaching of Norm Skelly. They included: Michelle Collins, Cathy Berry, Gayle Kinney,
Kathleen, Colleen and Sheila Mara, Jill Chittick, Jill Thurston and Sue Rhodes.
Over the 30 years I was involved with Fleet Feet, I must have taken hundreds of pictures each year.
The first 20 years were almost exclusively black and white. I still have the negatives from every
picture; it will be a tough day when I finally have to pitch all these pictures and negatives. (A rough
count shows I have around 25,000 B/W negatives along with 3,000 family slides. It is my goal to scan
all these before I die.)

Heart Monitor
A heart rate monitor is a device that allows a user to
measure their heart rate in real time. It usually consists
of two elements: a chest strap transmitter and a wrist
receiver or mobile phone (which usually doubles as a
watch or phone).
When a heart beat is detected, a radio signal is transmitted, which the receiver uses to determine the current heart rate. This signal can be a simple radio pulse
or a unique coded signal from the chest strap (such as
Bluetooth or ANT); the latter prevents one user's
receiver from using signals from other nearby transmitters.
There are a wide number of receiver designs, with all sorts of advanced features. These include average
heart rate over exercise period, time in a specific heart rate zone, calories burned, breathing rate, built
in speed and distance and detailed logging that can be downloaded to a computer. Best Buy sells a
watch-type device which also has built in GPS. When you return from a workout, you can tell not only
what you pulse was at any time, but where you were located at that particular time.
I have owned two heart monitors. In 1993 when I began serious training for the Double Ironman, I
bought a Polar model. It must have cost around $150. I wore it sporadically when swimming, biking
and walking. It had a sealed battery, so when it died, it would have cost too much to fix.
Then in 2010 following pacemaker surgery I bought another one, this time a SportLine for $70. It
worked so well I got a second one for Scot. Its unique feature is that the output will display on exercise
equipment; it even reads out on the equipment on either side of you!
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Chapter 10

Sports Stories & Heroes
When There Were Real Sports Heroes
Jesse Owens
James Fixx
John S. Akwari, ‘68 Oly
Ken Cooper
Jack Twyman
George Sheehan
Peter Strudwick
Bobby Riggs
Dennis Rainear
Wilma Rudolph

Lance Armstrong
Mildred ‘Babe’ Didrickson
Frank Shorter
RAAM
Major Taylor
Sy Mah & Ted Corbitt
Roger Bannister
The Wet Field
Jim Thorpe
Boston Marathon Plus Others
Lou Gehrig & Cal Ripken
Gil Dodds

See Addendum for next 2
Jesse Owens (con't)
Jill Costello
The Day I Held an Olympic Medal
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Chapter 10

Sports Stories and Heroes

When There Were Real Sports Heroes
"The most important thing in the Olympic Games is not
to win but to take part just as the most important thing in
life is not the triumph, but the struggle. The essential thing
is not to have conquered, but to have fought well."

Olympic Creed: Baron de Cobertin , founder of modern Olympics, 1896

Sports were always a major topic of interest in my family. Dad, with his collegiate
sports background and YMCA work, was a walking encyclopedia. My first serious purchase was a radio so I could listen to the AAA Indianapolis Indians baseball club every
night.
Dad watched whatever sports was on TV. First it was Friday night boxing. Next came
the UHF channel out of Indiana University at Bloomington. Jim McKay’s Wide World
of Sports on ABC started the media ball rolling.. Then came Howard Cossell with boxing and Monday Night Football. Bud Greenspan on the Olympics also provided great
stories.
This chapter is really about my sports heroes. Most will be familiar names; I hope to
give my own twist to their story. I did put a few Ironman heroes in Chapter 12.
I own two books, edited by Joe Garner and Bob Costas (see Bibliography) that have
sound tracks of the top 48 and 44, respective, sports events (in their opinion).
If you check out Chapter 14, Memorization, you will find my top 12 sports stories
are:
22Jun38 – Louis KOs Schmeling
06May56 – Bannister breaks 4 minute mile
15Apr47 – Jackie Robinson breaks color
22Feb88 – Miracle on Ice
20Sep73 – Billie Jean King def. Bobby Riggs
04Jul39 – Lou Gehrig ‘Luckiest Man’ Speech

Sports Stories & Heroes

25May35 – Jessie Owens 4 records
25Feb64 – Cassius Clay becomes HW
10Jul99 – US women win soccer cup
17Aug08 – Michael Phelps 8 gold
08Apr74 – Hank Aaron 715 HR
05Sep68 – 11 Israelis killed Olympics
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Jesse Owens
Jesse's stories are legendary. He single handedly turned around
the 1936 Berlin Olympics, winning four gold medals and
putting to rest Hitler's boast of Aryan supremacy.
But my two favorite Jesse Owens stories took place in Ann
Arbor and Charleston, WV. In the five decades I have lived in
Michigan I have had numerous occasions to be in Ann Arbor.
Now there are many awesome, legendary, and inspiring sites at
the home of University of Michigan. But none of the ghosts of
past athletic greats looms larger than the bronze plaque in the
SW corner of Ferry Field.
The date is May 25, 1935. The event is the Big Ten Track Championships, this year held in a two day
meet at Michigan's home track, Ferry Field. Friday's preliminary had seen Jesse, an Ohio State runner,
qualify for the finals in the 100, 220, 180 hurdles and long jump. The story, possibly apocryphal, is
that as Jesse gets off the bus for Saturday’s finals, he tells his coach that he doesn't feel too good today.
The coach tells him to do his best, and the rest has been described as one of the greatest single day performances by an individual.
The official line is that in a space of 45 minutes Jesse wins all four events and in the process sets three
world records and ties a couple more (they gave him credit for the 200 meter in route to the 220 yard
finish). His LJ record of 26' 8.75” lasted for 20+ years. All of these facts are engraved on a 3' x 4'
bronze plaque (see above picture) located just inside the track fence. Stop by sometime and see it.
I have had many opportunities to run at Ferry field, mostly as a coach for an AAU youth track club.
Around 2002 I had a most unusual conversation with my counterpart for the Ann Arbor Track Club.
He was about 65 at the time, so he had been around Ann Arbor for a while. He says that that Owens'
records are all the more remarkable because of bias in the officials at that time. When I asked if it was
due to Jesse being black, he says no, it was because the mostly Michigan officiating crew were against
Ohio State!
In the fall of 1975 I had a chance to see Jesse Owens in person. He was a dignitary at a 15 mile run
sponsored by the Track Hall of Fame at Charleston, WV. Steve Prefontaine was being honored,
posthumously, that year. I had particularly been looking forward to attending this event because I had
missed its inaugural race the previous year because of a strike at Dow Chemical. So the family was
packed up for one of our annual running vacations. I was the only family member to run, the other
three were involved as my crew.
At the pre-race social event I spotted Jesse standing off to the side. And he was smoking! Here was my
hero--smoking. I probably could have forgiven him if he were falling-down drunk or charged with
adultery, but never smoking. My father's stern warnings about smoking reverberates in my soul even
to this day.

Jim Fixx
In 1977 at the height of the running movement, Jim Fixx wrote a book called The Complete Book of
Running. While the book was pretty much a rehash of what was already known to the hard-core running world, it did capture the imagination of the general public. The book shot to the top of the best
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seller list, and Fixx became an instant “millionaire.” That in itself is not so noteworthy, particularly for
new authors. What is worth rehashing here are a couple follow up stories.
The most widely circulated story about Fixx is that he died at age 52 during one of his routine 10 mile
runs. His death was a worst PR nightmare than in 1971 when Jerome Rodale, the consummate health
nut and magazine publisher, died on the Dick Cavett show where he was pushing his lifestyle. Since
the TV show was being taped, the viewing public never saw this show.
It fell to Fixx to become the couch potato's whipping boy.
Fixx's book did have one impressive feature. He managed to finagle his
way into the top human performance testing labs in the U.S. He
described for us in detail all the tests that Olympic-caliber runners
would have performed on their bodies in order to maximize their performance. He also described the background screening tests that
uncover every nuance of your health history. This was great reading for
the weekend athlete. Who hasn't bought a new golf driver in an effort
to get two more feet distance; who hasn't bought the latest Bowflex or
Nordic Track after seeing the TV ads that promise instant six-pack abs;
who hasn't tried the latest supplement in an effort to build a better
body. So here was Fixx describing all these exotic tests. The average
Joe Runner was fascinated by the possibilities.
What is important about all these performance tests is that Fixx was
offered the opportunity to have the tests run on his body. He declined.
We later learned that Fixx knew his father had died at a young age of heart problems, and he was
afraid of what the tests might show. What the tests likely would have shown is that he had the family
gene that gives one a bad heart. I will leave it to the philosophers to debate how he might have handled
such information—sort of like testing for Alzheimer—but it should have not been a shock that he died
early of heart disease. The fact that he was out running only added fuel to the media fire.
The other story about Fixx is his book writing career. He only wrote four books: two about games for
the super intelligent, the third on running and the fourth titled Jackpot, which describes the instant
wealth one achieves when your book hits #1 on the best seller list. It is a fascinating look into the
world of wealth that awaits authors who make it to the top. It is enough to tempt one to find a spouse
to work full time so you have full time to research your favorite topic and write a book. I jest here, but
just a little. There is a disturbing pattern here among authors, entertainers and most very successful
people. You have to devote 100% of your life to reach certain lofty goals.
However, there is a third story about Jim Fixx that is my personal favorite. It carries a lesson that we
all should learn, namely, when to ask for help. While Fixx was hardly in the starving artist category—
he also was a magazine editor—he nevertheless had to watch his spending. The one thing in life that
Jim coveted most was a $1,200 telescope; I recall seeing it advertised in technical magazines like Scientific American. So when he becomes an instant millionaire, that was his first purchase. The telescope
arrives, Jim sets it up and nothing. It doesn't work. He goes over and over the instructions, thinking
that he has somehow missed something. This goes on far longer than it should have. The problem was
that in Jim's mind, this telescope was the ultimate purchase, and therefore the mistake must be his
and not the telescope. As you have already surmised, once he finally contacted the manufacturer, it
turns out the telescope was defective and they replaced it.
Knowing when to ask for help is a balancing act we all must learn. Of course we know people who complain or call tech support for the slightest problem. Consumer help lines exist just for this purpose.
While the apocryphal stories abound of the 'silly' or 'stupid' questions that get asked, the moral of this
story is to know when to ask for help. Ultimately, we all get in over our heads and need to ask for help.

Jim Fixx
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John Stephen Akhwari, ‘68 Olympics
Bud Greenspan is a master story teller, but he has the quadrennial Olympics
as a stage. One of my favorite Greenspan story involves the marathon at the
1968 Olympics in Mexico City. (Bud recently died, and his obit said this was
also Bud's favorite story.)
The Marathon is the final event and it finishes in the stadium. Because of
qualifying standards most contestants finish within a half hour of the winner. The marathon field has finished. The closing ceremonies are over. The
crowd begins to leave as night fall arrives. But the officials have not left
because they know that one more runner is still out on the course.
John Stephen Akhwari from Tanzania, has been hit by a car while on the
Olympic marathon course. (All runners can relate to the hazards of running
with cars present.) He is in pain and over an hour behind the other runners after receiving first aid.
But John does not stop. He hobbles, walks and half-runs the final distance. Very few spectators see
him enter the stadium or cross the finish line, although it was captured on film. Bud Greenspan sees
John and rushes to interview him.
Bud asks that inevitable question: Why did you finish? Why go through the pain? Everybody has gone
home, so there is no glory to be gained. And John says, “My country did not send me 5,000 miles to
start the marathon. My country sent me 5,000 miles to finish the marathon.”
A Utube video link of John's marathon run and finish is given below along with other inspiring stories
about Derek Redmond and Julie Moss.
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Hq3rOMnLGBk Akhwari
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_ReZThBQmAU&feature=related courage
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zyWwSR9xBH0&feature=related Derek Redmond, 400m, 1992
Olympics
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U9Md3Vldcj0&feature=related Dick & Rick Hoyt, Ironman
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tRB1p89k7_I Julie Moss

Dr. Ken Cooper
Aerobics is one of only a handful of books that I read from cover to cover when I first picked it up—one
other was Black Beauty. The book’s influence on my life was more important than any other book I
ever read. Cooper combined technical facts with motivation and quantitative measurements which
allowed me to develop a fitness program, either for myself or for others I coached.
When Kenneth Cooper, M.D., M.P.H., published his first bestseller, Aerobics, in late 1968, he introduced a new word and a new concept to America. Dr. Cooper is now recognized as the leader of the
international physical fitness movement and credited with motivating more people to exercise in pursuit of good health than any other person. In 1968, only 100,000 people were jogging in America.
That number is now more than 30 million strong, thanks to the work and influence of Dr. Cooper.
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Born March 4, 1931, Ken and his three siblings were raised in a small town outside of Oklahoma City.
His father was a successful periodontist who instilled in Ken the idea and desire to practice preventive
medicine and proper supplementation. His mother was a part-time
school teacher and his biggest fan cheering him on at every track meet
and basketball game. Ken was smart and athletic. He was also a
dreamer.
Ken yearned to become an astronaut. He went to the University of Oklahoma for his undergraduate and medical degrees. Then the young Dr.
Cooper entered the military in 1957—first the Army then a transfer to
the Air Force. Since his mind for research and learning was not quite
finished, he went to Harvard University to earn a Master of Public
Health. Dr. Cooper was assigned to work with National Aeronautics
Space Administration (NASA) to help astronauts get into peak performance prior to launch and during space expeditions.
During his 13 years, Dr. Cooper served as a flight surgeon and director
of the Aerospace Medical Laboratory in San Antonio. He also developed
the 12-minute and 1.5-mile fitness tests and the Aerobics Point System,
all used today by military organizations, amateur and professional athletic teams, law enforcement agencies, and many public schools and
universities all over the world.. But during his journey to discovering
how exercise impacts the body and how much exercise the body actually
needs, he discovered something else. He could do much more good on planet Earth than in space.
I have heard Cooper speak live on two occasions, once in Mt. Pleasant and once in Midland. He was
fascinating for me; just the right balance between charts and stories. He knew his stuff and he was as
passionate about his field as any revival minister. My favorite Cooper story was about the body fat test.
You completely submerge the subject in water, measure the volume of water displaced and Eureka!,
you have the percentage body fat. His subject for the day was a woman who did not realize she was
claustrophobic, or did not appreciate the submersion tank. Cooper described the tank as a smooth,
cylindrical vessel that was just wide enough for a human to be lowered into. Apparently there was no
way out of the tank unless you were raised by the operator. Or so he thought. This woman panicked
and Cooper said she shot out the top of the submersion tank like a missile. Cooper swears he doesn’t
know how this woman got out.

Twyman, Stokes & Oscar Robinson
Two notable people graduated from high school in 1956. One you
already know; the other was Oscar Robertson, a four year basketball star at Crispus Attucks in Indianapolis and Mr. Basketball in
Indiana. Our high school had played against Oscar in 1955 in the
second round of the Indiana basketball playoffs. We were all
familiar with his talents, and we wondered if he would exceed his
older brother Bailey who had gone on to play for the Globetrotters. Instead Oscar went to college (some say he was placed by
black interests to integrate the University of Cincinnati). Upon
graduation in 1960 from Cincinnati, Oscar Robertson went into
the NBA with the Cincinnati Royals. The Royals soon became a major force in the NBA.
But the story here is about their power forward, Maurice Stokes and Jack Twyman, who might have
been their 12th man. Jump back to the mid-60s. Segregation was still a fact of life south of Cincinnati.

Twyman, Stokes & Oscar Robinson
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Pay in the NBA was not significantly different than what I was making as a recently graduated engineer. NBA teams were still predominantly white. Maurice Stokes, a giant of a man and power forward
for the Royals, comes down with an unknown ailment. He has become an invalid. Medical bills are piling up. Oh yes, one other very important fact. Stokes and Robinson are the only two black players on
the Royals team. What follows is a story that has been told numerous times by Howard Cossell, and a
movie was made about Stokes' life.
Jack Twyman steps up. He befriends Stokes. He helps him take care of the day-to-day matters. He sets
up fund raisers to pay the medical bills. He gets not only his team mates but other NBA teams
involved. After literally years, an NBA game is played where Twyman is recognized for all his good
work. Stokes is rolled to the center circle in his wheel chair. He stands. The place goes wild.
After the game, a reporter in the Royals locker room asks Oscar for a comment. Oscar has no comment. The reporter persists. Still no comment. The reporter wonders aloud what Oscar thought about
all of Twyman’s efforts. Oscar says he doesn’t think about it. Now the reporter is almost belligerent.
“What do you mean you don’t think about it?”, he says. And Oscar’s answer is a classic. “Because if I
think about it, I would have to ask myself why I didn’t do the same thing.” We all should take stock
once in awhile to ask why we haven’t done more.

George Sheehan, Henderson & Anderson
In conjunction with Bob Henderson, writer, and Bob Anderson, owner and
publisher of Runners World, George was responsible for the running
movement taking off in the late '60s.
Technically, George was an M.D., a cardiologist I believe. I’m not sure how
much medical practice George actually did. Running was his first love.
Actually, writing about running may have been his true love. George had a
way with words. He captured the feelings of runners. He made running
sound like a noble cause. He elevated it to something more than what
seemed a waste of time to outsiders.
I would rate George second only to Ken Cooper in his effect to jump start
the fitness and running movement. I heard George speak live no less than
three times. He was a common guy; he walked around in sweats and running shoes. He would peel off off his shirt at the slightest provocation to
demonstrate something on his scrawny body. He claimed at age 55 he could run at the level of a middle school boys team.
Every month when a new issue of Runners World arrived, most of us hard core runners would turn
first to George’s column. While the balance of the magazine was either about “How to” articles or
reviews of the latest running shoe, George would write about how good it feels to be a runner. He gave
meaning to the idea of a runners high. I worked out a number of life’s problems while out running.
George was at his best talking to small groups of runners. He espoused the theory of three types of
responses to life’s problems: fight, flight or negotiate. I don’t recall whose name was connected with
this theory, but George gave it practical meaning. While the movies would have us believe the noble
ending would be either fight—the fastest gun wins, or negotiate—the suave, diplomatic approach,
George said runners would flee from the problem. He claimed it was in our nature to do so. He defined
runners as ectomorphs—the skinny person, as opposed to the mesomorphs—muscular body, or the
endomorph—overweight bodies.
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Peter Strudwick
I first met Peter around 1972 at the Marathon Marathon which was run at
Indiana Central College in Terre Haute, IN. He was the featured speaker at
the Friday spaghetti dinner before Saturday's race. The Marathon Oil Company was the sponsor, and they put on a great race as well as sponsoring
world class runners as pre-race speakers.
Peter is not what one would normally call world class, at least until you watch
him run. Peter was born without any feet. I recall at this time he was a school
teacher somewhere in California. His best marathon time was around 4:30
which makes him my kind of runner. Peter has wooden blocks fitted on the
bottom of his feet. He also has small bells tied to each block.
The Marathon Marathon was held on the first Saturday in June. The weather
was usually hot, but for Michigan runners, it was the first time we had run in
even warm weather. I remember running at a conservative 9:00 min/mile
pace in the first 10 mines. I was with some high school boys who were apparently some of the worst runners on their school team. That was why they were also running so slow.
Then about 10 miles they passed one of their team mates who apparently was the top runner at their
school. This top athlete had gone out too fast, and he was essentially done for the day. These guys I
was with could not believe they had beaten the school ace. It may have been the best moment of their
high school career.
I faded around 20 miles, mainly from the heat. Water stations were 3-5 miles apart in those days.
When I reached the last water/aid station, I was burning up. I got a drink, told the workers I wanted a
ride to the finish, and laid down in the ditch with my feet facing uphill. I seem to recall there was a 5
hour cutoff time that year, and I didn’t think I could finish in that time.
I remember I had almost dozed off when I heard these bells. I realized it was Strudwick approaching
the aid station with his labored gait. My mind essentially told my body to get up and get going; if Peter
could make it, I didn’t have any excuse for not trying. I did finish the last 4-5 miles without further
problems. I will always remember the sound of bells getting me up and back in the race.

Bobby Riggs
Riggs was always my hero even though I never saw him play in his heyday. He was a tennis player in
the '40s and '50s who won numerous titles, particularly in doubles. His claim to fame, in my book, was
his unconventional style of play. He used the lob and drop shot to throw off the timing of his opponent's game—a style which I frequently used. He also used his mouth to rattle his opponent's—which I
have often been accused of doing—and he loved to bet on the outcome—which I never did. Bobby's big
claim to fame was his challenge and subsequent loss to Billy Jean King, the most recognized female
tennis player—but not the #1 ranking—at the time. When you list the sporting events that have been
most influential in our lives—like Jackie Robinson breaking the color barrier—the King-Riggs (KR)
match ranks near the very top. I watched it live on TV , and I have kept a couple magazine articles,

so I can go beyond the headlines and sound bytes.

Bobby Riggs
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Like the Miracle on Ice hockey win, the KR match was very much a product of its time. The year was
1973. Title IX had just been passed in 1972. While the law had a much 'broader' wider goal, it was
quickly adopted by women to gain “equality” in
sports. Certainly the women's movement was in full
swing. From King's viewpoint she was most interested
in promoting women's tennis, particularly at the professional level. So desperate was King and other organizers to raise the level of prize money that they
accepted as their chief sponsor a cigarette company,
Virginia Slims. Today that would be unthinkable, but
in 1973 smoking was still considered “cool” and Virginia Slims was targeting women.
Well, Riggs could not keep his mouth shut. Although
he was 20-30 years from his last Open competition,
he still played at the Masters level. He issued the challenge: a male at his advanced age could defeat any of
the women's top players. Even though tennis was, is
and always will be a minor sport, this was a sound
byte that warmed the hearts of every media person,
sports or otherwise. So a match was arranged between
Riggs and the #1 women's player, Margaret Court.
Riggs beat her, won bragging rights and you might
think this was the end of the story. Not so. women's
tennis, indeed all of women's sports are being called
into question about their abilities and seriousness.
Into this media frenzy steps Billy Jean King, also not
known for keeping her mouth shut. The pressures
from her fellow players were relentless. King was
forced into a rematch to redeem the good name of
women everywhere. Technically, it was clear to King
that Court's style of tennis—baseline rallies—played right into Riggs' style of disruptive tennis. She
knew an aggressive, rush the net style—which was more her trademark—could defeat Riggs.
The rest you can read about. Under Superbowl-type media pressure, King defeated Riggs in three sets
—a concession she had to make to the male game—and women's sports has forever been the winner.
The conspirators like to suggest that Riggs threw the match to win a side bet—something he was fully
capable of doing. Not a chance in my opinion. Riggs was sounded defeated both in the scorecard and
physically. He jumped the net and graciously congratulated Billie Jean.

Dennis Rainear
Dennis was a running friend who took a bullet in the head while running a marathon near Grand
Rapids, MI. He then got up and finished the run. How’s that for getting your attention!
Dennis was part of group, along with Don Traxler, Ken Mahoney and I, who often took long training
runs together. Dennis was younger and a much better runner than the rest of us. He was also more
ambitious, and he wanted to qualify for the Boston Marathon. Since Boston is held in early spring, the
runners in Michigan have to pick a late summer or fall marathon if they hope to have decent weather
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to make the qualifying time. I think Dennis had to break 3 hours for his age group. I know my age
qualifying time was 3:30, a goal always out of my reach.
The Grand Valley Marathon, held at Grand Rapids, MI, fit the
bill. I have run the event—always the accompanying 10K race-with my family a couple of times. The organizers put on a class
event, and all races end inside the field house. The inside finish
is nice, particularly for the spectators, because the race date is
in early November when the temperatures may be in the low
20s. Also, the reader should be aware that the hunting season
had begun in Michigan.
In 1978, on the Monday after the Grand Valley Marathon had
been held, I called Don Traxler to see how he had done. He had
finished, and in a respectable time. But he wanted to tell me
about what had happened to Dennis. About the 10 mile mark
Dennis had been knocked off his feet when struck in the head
by an object. He said it felt like someone had thrown a brick at
him. He got up a little dazed, but there was no blood. So he continued on; remember he was there to
qualify for Boston.
When Dennis finished, he sought out the medical tent; he complained of a “sore head.” The staff ran
their hands through his hair and felt a bullet in the top of his skull. It had not broken the skin, but a
precautionary x-ray showed the bullet had been somewhat flattened. The caliber was around 22. Dennis came home with the bullet in his pocket, but a reluctance to talk about the incident because he felt
people might make fun of him for continuing to run with a bullet in his head. Of course at the time he
had no idea what had happened.
But someone squealed, probably a race official. The story got printed in the Grand Rapid newspapers,
and within a day the national media picked up on it. The Boston Marathon committee gave him an
entry waiver into next year's event; he had missed the qualifying time by less than 10 minutes. Dennis
was contacted by Good Morning America or one of its competitors and offered a trip to New York to
discuss his incident. Dennis, who was now known as “Bulletman”, saw the opportunity to get some
publicity and to make a few bucks on the side. He did insist that any TV appearances give him the time
to discuss the virtues of running.
I eventually made $25 from Running Times magazine for a photo I took of the x-ray and the bullet (see
the above picture). Dennis made a some money from a couple stories he wrote, but it was tough for
him to come down from the notoriety and return to his chemist’s job at Dow Corning. He did convince
the company to begin some fitness programs and even sponsor a running team. He moved on in a couple years, both from Corning and his family, so I don't have any further details on his life.

Wilma Rudolph
The story is well-known to the most casual sports fan. Wilma, a
teenager who is the product of the Memphis Tigerbelles track team,
wins a gold medal in the 1960 Olympics, then comes back four years
later and wins three more gold medals. She was the 22nd child of a
poor family. She had to have braces on her legs as a child so she could
even walk.

Wilma Rudolph
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In 1982 I learned even more about this remarkable woman. The local hospital had started a 10K run a
few years earlier. Part of their sponsorship included bringing in a nationally known speaker for a
night-before talk. Dr. Ken Cooper and George Sheehan had been here for years one and two. Wilma
was tapped for year four. You can read more about her visit in Chapter 9.

Mildred 'Babe' Didrikson Zaharias
Designated as the greatest female athlete of the first half of the 20th
century, she excelled in every sport she attempted.
Mildred Ella ("Babe") Didrikson Zaharias (June 26, 1911–
September 27, 1956) was an American athlete named by the
Guinness Book of Records, along with Lottie Dod, as the most
versatile female competitor of all time. She achieved outstanding
success in golf, basketball, and track and field.

34-Frank Shorter
Frank Shorter’s rise to fame in running occurred when I was getting serious about running. He was the
#1 name that Americans though of when the word marathoner was mentioned. I was aware that he
frequently gave motivational speeches to corporate clients. Then the seminar would adjourn to the
corporate track where Frank would get in his daily workout. He would allow the corporation to select
their top 10 milers and he would race them at a 10 mile distance. The corporate runners formed a 10
man relay team, but Frank just kept going on his own for the entire 10 mile distance. Since Frank
could routinely crack out 5 minute miles, he always won. The balance of this article was lifted from
wikipedia.
Frank Shorter (born October 31, 1947) is an American distance runner and winner of the marathon
race at the 1972 Summer Olympics. Born in Munich, Germany, where his father, physician Samuel
Shorter, served in the army, Frank Shorter grew up in Middletown, New York and attended and graduated from Northfield Mount Hermon School, Yale University, and the University of Florida Law
School.
He first achieved fame by winning the 1969 NCAA 10,000 m title in his Senior year at Yale. He won his
first U.S. national titles in 1970 in the 5000 m and the 10,000 m. He also was the U.S. national 10,000
m champion in 1971, 1974, 1975 and 1977.
Upon graduation from Yale, Shorter chose to pursue a law degree at the University of Florida in
Gainesville because of the excellence of the environment and the opportunity to train with Jack Bachelor as members of the Florida Track Club (FTC). The FTC's core nucleus of Frank, Jack and Jeff Galloway qualified for the 1972 Olympics and their success made Gainesville, Florida the Mecca of distant
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running on the East Coast in the early 1970s.
His greatest fame came when Shorter won the Gold medal in the
Marathon at the 1972 Munich Olympics. He also finished fifth in the
1972 Olympic 10,000 m final. He was the 1972 recipient of the James
E. Sullivan Award as the top amateur athlete in the United States.
Shorter earned his Jurist Doctor (law) degree in 1975 from the University of Florida. He finished second in the Marathon at the 1976 Summer Olympics in Montreal, Canada, behind surprise winner Waldemar
Cierpinski of East Germany. A light rain fell during much of that
Marathon race and Shorter had a well-known dislike of running in
rain. Evidence has since come to light that many of the East German
athletes in the 1970s and 1980s used anabolic steroids and other performance-enhancing drugs; Shorter, a licensed attorney, has fought a
protracted court battle since the late 1990s to strip Cierpinski of the
unfairly-earned gold medal that was denied Shorter on the Montreal
course.
Shorter decided to retire from athletics after the 1977 season to start his own athletic supply company
but then returned to road racing competition in 1979, with high placings at several competitive races
and wins at the Chicago Classic and the Badgerland 10 miler, setting the American 10 mile Road
record with a time of 47:34. He ended the year ranked #3 in the U.S. at 10,000 meters on the track and
#5 in the North American Road Rankings by Track and Field News magazine. He also has worked in
television as a sports commentator. He is former Chairman of the United States Anti-Doping Agency.
Shorter, along with Charlie Jones, provided the voices of the TV announcers for a fictionalized staging
of the U.S. Olympic Track and Field trials in the 1982 film, Personal Best.
Shorter was also featured as a prominent character, played by Jeremy Sisto, in the 1998 film "Without
Limits". The film follows the life of Shorter's contemporary, Olympic teammate and sometime rival
Steve Prefontaine. Shorter was one of the last people to see Prefontaine alive before he died in a car
wreck.

Frank Shorter was inducted into the U.S. Olympic Hall of Fame in 1984, the National Track
and Field Hall of Fame in 1989, and the National Distance Running Hall of Fame in 1998.

RAAM
RAAM, which stands for Race Across America, was one of those extreme sports
events that made it big time. The concept is simple: ride your bike across America
on a prescribed course. The clock continues to run, so when you snooze, you loose.
(Other bike events like the Tour de France, are staged events; you ride the
prescribed distance for the day, they you get a good night’s sleep.) RAAM was the
beneficiary of Sports Illustrated, which featured an article about the first year’s
event in 1982 when there were four riders, and Jim Lampley and Wild World of
Sports when they followed the second year when the event had 11 riders, including 1
woman. I was fascinated because it occurred during my peak athletic years.
As my hips faded, my endurance efforts switched to bicycling.

Further information can be found at: www.raceacrossamerica.org and www.ultracycling.com .

RAAM
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Major Taylor
At the start of the 20th century, the main “professional” athletes were
boxers, walkers and cyclists. Velodromes were everywhere.
Major Taylor, being black, was not only restricted from competing in
the United States, but also there weren’t that many events held in the
States. So Taylor made his name in Europe. I have never read about any
records or wins that he may have won. His main position in history is
that he was a pioneer.
I admit that my fascination with Major Taylor is that fact that an outdoor velodrome has been named after him in Indianapolis. I have been
there a couple times, but it was always during the winter and hence not
open.

http://www.majortaylorassociation.org/who.htm
http://www.majortaylor.com/

Sy Mah & Ted Corbitt, Marathoners
Sy and Ted are marathoners who between them have completed over 750
runs of 26 miles or more. As I read about them, one common factor is their
occupation—they are both physical therapists. I always figured they knew
something about taking care of their bodies that they rest of us did not.
They both recently died, Ted at 88 and Sy at 62, so they began their running
before it was popular and before running shoes became popular. They had
to be smarter than the average runner to keep from injuring themselves with
their extreme training schedule. I once read that in his first 200 events, Ted
Corbitt never dropped out of a race. Awesome! His obit says he finally
dropped out of a race at age 75. He founded the RRCA in 1957, was it’s president in 1958. He was the driving force behind course measurements and
certification. Upon his death, Fred Lebow, the current president of RRCA of
New York called Ted “the Father of long distance of running.”
I had the opportunity to meet Sy Mal once when he ran in our Delta Marathon in the early-80s. I was
in charge of entries and finish results, and I had to give Sy a number that matched the number of races
he had run. I recall the number was over #350 at that time. His obit says he ran 524 marathons in his
lifetime.

Roger Bannister
As I grew up in the ‘50s there were two indisputable limits to the human body: no one could escape
from Alcatraz (because of the cold water swim) and no one could run a mile is less than four minutes.
Both of these myths have been proven wrong. Bannister, who was a premed student at the time,
showed the world just how far one could push the body in training. Once he broke the mental barrier
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of 4:00 minutes, others soon followed. Roger ran just one more race, a matched event against John
Landry, and then he stopped running forever in order to pursue his medical career. He later became
knighted.
I don’t think a video recording exists of that
fateful day, May 6, 1954, when the announcer
says, “a new British Commonwealth record and
a new world’s record, a time of 3...” and the rest
is lost in the roar of the crowd. His time, 3:59.6,
was hand-timed.
A related story concerns Gil Dodds. Gil was a
world-class runner in the early ‘50s; I think he
held the indoor record for the mile at one time—
around 4:04. Gil was a minister at the time, not
unusual for athletes of the time when the big
bucks of pro sports were not yet available. Dad
had arranged for Gil to speak at the Central
YMCA in Indianapolis. Dad brought me along, so I got to both meet Gil and get an autographed copy
of his book. I must have been 11 or 12 at the time. When Gil Dodds signs his autograph, he always
includes a Bible verse underneath—as you can see in the attached picture.
The opportunities to set a world’s record were limited in the ‘50s. There were just not that many major
races. At the peak of Gil’s career an opportunity did arise. However, the event was to be run on a Sunday, and pastor Dodds had a rule of never competing on Sunday. So here was a guy who gave up a shot
at setting a world record in the mile, and some would argue a shot at being the first to break 4:00 minutes, because of his religious beliefs.

The Wet Field
Note: The wet field is one of my most often
repeated stories when I talk to people about
my growing up. However, I discovered many
of my facts were all wrong, as in the exact
year, the location and the name of one of the
two contestants. I have had not had complete success in rooting out the true facts, at
least from the Danville side of the story2.
Then, in a final blow to truth (justice and
the American way of life), I lost the revised
draft from the summer of 2009 when I talked with the leading player for the opposition. I was not a
player on the football team at that time, so everything I thought I knew about his game I had heard
second and third hand. That should serve as a lesson on repeating gossip.

2 My initial “facts” were that the game was with Brownsburg in 1955, and it was Coach Moe’s final game at
Danville. Repeated email contacts with Red Burrows, Danville’s star player have gone unanswered. In June,
2009, I talked with Plainfield’s star player, Jim Albright, whose Dad was also the coach and who was married
to Karen Laymon, whose class was being honored for their 50th reunion. He gave less credence to the wet field
and 5-4-2 defense and more emphasis on them simply outplaying Danville.

The Wet Field
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In the fall of 1953 our high school football team was undefeated after seven games. The week of our
eighth and final game, one of the Indianapolis newspapers even sent out a reporter to do a story. Our
high scoring offense had ranked us high in the state. I remember the reporter wrote some comments
about dissension on the team, which was completely false. It was my first lesson about not believing
everything you read in the paper.
Coach 'Moe' Moriarty had been at Danville for five years, and he taught hard-nosed football. We ran
the single wing, a rarity even in the '50s for either high school or college teams. The two-on-one blocking schemes would open a hole in the line which meant most running plays were always good for 2-3
yards. Also, the quarterback was usually the lead blocker, so all you had to do was follow the quarterback to tell where the running play was going. Moe felt so strongly about his teams ability to run the
football that he never bother to kick for the extra point. And we had very few pass plays. (I believe current rules against chop blocking would negate the blocking patterns we used back then.) We were
about to get a lesson on why the single wing had been phased out of football. It should be noted that
one other conference team, Brownsburg, also ran the single wing.
Our final game was an away game against conference rival Plainfield. When we showed up that October Friday night, the first thing we noticed was that the playing field was wet. It seems the Plainfield
fire department had spent the afternoon “watering” the field, an obvious attempt to slow down our
running game. But the biggest surprise was when we first went on offense. Plainfield, instead of playing the usual 5-3-2-2 defense, had switched into a 5-4-2 defense, with the four linebackers up tight in
the gaps. We were effectively running against a nine man line.
Now the obvious counter to this defense would have been to pass. If you sent more than two receivers
out, one of them had to be wide open. Only we didn't have many pass plays, and we hadn't practiced
on those enough to be effective. Plainfield also had scouted our defense well, and effectively ran an offtackle play to one side that we never stopped the entire night.
So we lost that last game. The following fall (1954) I did join the football team, but I broke my right
shoulder on the first day of school. Then the next spring Moe announced that he was leaving for a new
coaching job at Manual High School in Indianapolis. His announcement was devastating for the
seniors; I never got to play in a game for Moe. The following fall (my senior year) Bill Gray became our
new football coach. He moved us away from the single wing. We all remember the classic response
when he asked why we liked the single wing. Dick Hunt, our co-captain, said “Brownsburg.”

Jim Thorpe
Jacobus Franciscus "Jim" Thorpe (Sac and Fox) (28 May 1888 – 28 March 1953) was an American
athlete. Considered one of the most versatile athletes in modern sports, he won Olympic gold medals
in the pentathlon and decathlon, played American football at the collegiate and professional levels,
and also played professional baseball and basketball. He lost his Olympic titles after it was found he
was paid for playing two seasons of minor league baseball before competing in the games, thus violating the amateur status rules.
Thorpe was a Native American Indian and European American. Raised in the Sac and Fox nation in
Oklahoma, he was named Wa-Tho-Huk, roughly translated as "Bright Path.” He played on several AllAmerican Indian teams throughout his career, and barnstormed as a professional basketball player
with a team composed entirely of Native Americans.
In 1950 Thorpe was named the greatest athlete of the first half of the twentieth century by the Associated Press (AP). In 1999 he was ranked third on the AP list of top athletes of the 20th century.
His professional sports career ended in the years of the Great Depression, and Thorpe struggled to
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earn a living. He worked several odd jobs, struggled with alcoholism, and lived out the last years of his
life in failing health and poverty. In 1983, thirty years after his death, the International Olympic Commission (IOC) restored his Olympic medals to his name.
For the 1912 Summer Olympics in Stockholm, Sweden, two new multi-event disciplines were on the program, the pentathlon and the
decathlon. A pentathlon based on the ancient Greek event had been organized at the 1906 Summer Olympics. The 1912 edition would consist of the
long jump, the javelin throw, 200-meter dash, the discus throw and the
1500-meter run.
The decathlon was an entirely new event in athletics, although it had been
competed in American track meets since the 1880s and a version had been
featured on the program of the 1904 St. Louis Olympics. The events of the
new decathlon were slightly different from the U.S. version. Both events
seemed a fit for Thorpe, who was so versatile that he alone had formed
Carlisle's team in several track meets. He could run the 100-yard dash in
10 seconds flat, the 220 in 21.8 seconds, the 440 in 51.8 seconds, the 880 in 1:57, the mile in 4:35, the
120-yard high hurdles in 15 seconds, and the 220-yard low hurdles in 24 seconds. He could long jump
23 ft 6 in and high-jump 6 ft 5 in. He could pole vault 11 feet, put the shot 47 ft 9 in, throw the javelin
163 feet, and throw the discus 136 feet.
Thorpe entered the U.S. Olympic trials for both the pentathlon and the decathlon. He easily won the
awards, winning three events, and was named to the pentathlon team, which also included future
International Olympic Committee (IOC) president Avery Brundage. There were only a few candidates
for the decathlon team, and the trials were canceled.
Thorpe would contest his first—and, as it turned out, only—decathlon in the Olympics. Thorpe's
Olympic record of 8,413 points would stand for nearly two decades.
Thorpe's competition schedule for the Olympics was crowded. Along with the decathlon and pentathlon, he entered the long-jump and high-jump competitions. The first event scheduled was the pentathlon. Thorpe was the class of the field, winning four events. He placed only third in the javelin, an
event he had not competed in before 1912. Although the competition was primarily decided on place
points, points were also calculated for the marks achieved in the events. He won the gold medal for the
pentathlon.
The same day, Thorpe qualified for the high-jump final. In that final, he placed fourth and took seventh place in the long jump. Thorpe's final event was the decathlon, where tough competition from
local favorite Hugo Wieslander was expected. Thorpe, however, also easily defeated Wieslander, finishing nearly 700 points ahead of him. He placed in the top four of all ten events. Overall, Thorpe won
eight of the two competitions' 15 individual events.
As was the custom of the day, the medals were presented to the athletes during the closing ceremonies
of the games. Along with the two gold medals, Thorpe also received two challenge prizes, which were
donated by King Gustav V of Sweden for the decathlon and Czar Nicholas II of Russia for the pentathlon. Several sources recount that, when awarding Thorpe his prize, King Gustav said, "You, sir, are
the greatest athlete in the world," to which Thorpe replied, "Thanks, King."
Thorpe's successes had not gone unnoticed at home, and he was honored with a ticker-tape parade on
Broadway. He later remembered: "I heard people yelling my name, and I couldn't realize how one fellow could have so many friends."
Apart from his track and field appearance, Thorpe also played in one of two exhibition baseball
matches held at the 1912 Olympics, which featured two teams made up of U.S. track and field athletes.
It was not Thorpe's first try at baseball, as would soon become known to the rest of the world.

Jim Thorpe
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Marathon Stories
Every walker, jogger and runner knows that the
marathon distance is the ultimate challenge.
Boston is the ultimate marathon event to enter.
Held each Patriot's Day, April 19, since 1910, it
holds the distinction of being the oldest
marathon in both the U.S. and the world. Following 1969 the race was moved to the third
Monday in April. It was shortly after this that
running marathons, specifically the Boston
Marathon, became popular. The B.A.A., Boston
Athletic Association, which oversees Boston
Marathon, was forced to place qualification
times on each entrant to limit the size and quality of the field.
I ran a marathon in 1976 at Ft. Wayne, IN, which I realized would be my last chance to qualify. The
qualifying time for my age was around 3:30, far better than my best of 3:50. I was almost on a 3:30
pace at the half way point, but my over extension caused me to get sick and not even finish. Sure
enough, the next year the B.A.A. dropped the qualifying time to something like 3:15.
I have personally known at least a dozen people who have run the Boston Marathon. I never felt that
more training would ever qualify me, so the Boston Marathon was never on my wish list. (I always had
a gut feeling that something prevented me from running as fast as my friends; the osteoarthritis diagnosis in 1985 confirmed that feeling.)
The 2010 event costs $130 to enter and had reached its 25,000 entry quota by January, 2010. The
actual race used to be carried live on TV, but I have not been able to locate the event on TV in the past
five years.
If you thumb back through the 21 stories in this Chapter, 10 of my sports heroes, you will see that
seven of them are marathon runners. It is clear that marathon runners were at the top of my most
admired list. It would be equally true that my distance running efforts likely contributed to my subsequent arthritic status of my hips and back, and severely hampered my paddleball game. Nevertheless, I
probably would do it again if given the opportunity. What I would change is to seek out better quality
running shoes during my early years of running.

Phidippides & Spiridon Louis
No other sport has such a well-known and well-defined beginning as that of
the marathon run. Only astronomy, with its big bang description, has a better PR agent.
Phidippides was a Greek soldier, specifically a messenger. In 50 B.C., messengers delivered their messages by foot. So it stands to reason they were
the best runner in the outfit.
The traditional story relates that Phidippides (530 BC–490 BC), an Athenian herald, was sent to Sparta to request help when the Persians landed at Marathon, Greece.. He ran
240 km (150 miles) in two days. He then ran the 40 km (26 miles) from the battlefield near the town of
Marathon to Athens to announce the Greek victory over Persia in the Battle of Marathon (490 BC)
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with the words 'We have won') and died on the spot.
Spiridon Louis was a Greek water-carrier who won the inaugural marathon at the 1896 Olympics, held
at Athens, Greece. He became an instant national hero; reportedly the King of Greece offered him any
gift he would like, and he could only think of a donkey-drawn carriage to help him in his water-carrying business.
This first marathon consisted of only 17 runners, 13 of whom were Greek. After the Frenchman and
Australian dropped out, Louis took over the lead. He was followed to the finish line by two other
Greeks; however the third place was DQ'd and the Hungarian runner was declared third place winner.

Lou Gehrig and Cal Ripkin
No list of sports heroes from my generation can exclude Lou
Gehrig. He was perhaps the second most recognized name in
sports, following only Babe Ruth and possibly Joe Louis.
Every coach held up Lou as a role model, not necessarily
because of his records but because of his persistence.
Strangely, I never remember reading a book about Gehrig’s
actual life. Perhaps this was better because Lou’s career was
full of myths like a western dime novel. One story that may
fit in this category was told by Bob Leedy, my 8th grade
teacher and summer baseball coach. Lou was offered a
considerable amount of money to say he smoked Chesterfields, one of the most popular cigarettes of
the time. (One of the popular ads of the era said that more doctors smoked Chesterfields than any
other brand.) Apparently Lou said he would only do the commercial if it read, “if I smoked, I would
smoke Chesterfields.” Needless to say, Chesterfields turned him down.
Lou’s record 2,130 consecutive games was a number that every kid interested in baseball had
memorized. The streak spanned 15 seasons from 1-Jun-1925 to 30-Apr-1939. It was an accepted “fact”
that this record would “never be broken.” If you check the facts, there were at least three occasions on
which Lou was too injured to play. His manager “stretched” the rules by either getting the game
postponed or playing Lou only long enough to get one at-bat. Late in Lou’s career he had the
opportunity to have his hands X-ray’d. The doctors identified 17 previous fracture locations.
Cal Ripkin, on the other hand, was younger than I. Baseball had expanded in the number of teams and
hence number of major league players. I had lost track of individual players, perhaps even lost some of
the respect I had for the Yankee-Dodger-Reds generation. Cal sort of sneaked up on us. There was no
doubt that he was aiming to break Gehrig’s record. Sports Illustrated would run a comment a couple
times each year on how many more games (and years) that Cal would have to play to exceed 2,130
games.
Then on 6-Sep-1995, as the 5th inning concluded, the entire baseball world saw a banner unfurled that
simply said 2,131. Cal’s eventual record would be 2,632 games, spanning from 30-May-1982 to 20Sep-1998. He voluntarily removed himself from Baltimore’s final game of the 1998 season. Cal
Ripken’s biggest impact may not have been his consecutive game record, but when it occurred. A
baseball strike in 1994 that canceled the final half of the season and the world series had turned off a
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great number of baseball fans. When baseball resumed play in the spring of 1995, attendance and TV
ratings were way down. The ONLY thing that captured the interest of baseball fans was Cal’s efforts to
break the 2,130 consecutive game record.

Gil Dodds
When I was about 11 or 12, which would have been 1950 or 1951, Dad took me one evening into the
YMCA for a program where Gil Dodds was the speaker. I met him, got a copy of his book and got his
unique autograph – he always added a bible verse, like Phil 4:13 on the book cover and Heb 12:1-2 in
my case – see the two included pictures. The second signature is from Don Lash, a famous miler from
Indiana University and subsequently an FBI agent who served in Indiana.
Gil Dodds was a famous mile runner. He held the indoor world record at one time. He might have held
the outdoor record or even become the first person to break the 4:00 mile were it not for a personal
quirk. Gil Dodds, who was better known as Pastor Gil Dodds, refused to compete on the sabbath. The
conditions for setting records require a competitive field, a fast track and the right moment in one’s
training schedule. With most major events held over a weekend, Gil effectively eliminated himself
from 50% of the races and chances to set a record.
Gil was not totally unique. In the early ‘50s a great many world-class
athletes were better known as Christians. Rev. Bob Richards, Olympic
pole vault champion, is the best known example. A great many
weight/power lifters also fell into this category. Earning money as a
professional was limited to baseball and boxing. Performance enhancing drugs were virtually unknown except in European bicycling.
I would also add that in the ‘50s most people
were too busy earning a living to be able to
commit the time necessary to achieve worldclass performance levels. Even in the late ‘60s
and early ‘70s when marathon running came
into vogue, a large percentage of runners were
from the education field, i.e., they had the
June, July and August time period available to
train.
Gil Dodds did not inspire me to become a
miler, but he did leave an indelible impression such that I always appreciate
the sacrifices that all top-flight competitors must make in order to achieve their goals.
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I Would Rather Wear Out Than Rust Out
“When that One Great Scorer comes to write against your name,
He marks not if you won or lost, but how you played the game.”
Grantland Rice, sportswriter
Rice's quote is my favorite—one I would love to have people say about me. Although my
childhood involved the usual bickering at our pickup ball games, by the age of 12 I fell under
the guidance of the local tennis program. We always had umpires, so I learned to play by the
rules and to not to argue with the calls. That carried over into my many racquet sports where
you were making your own calls, hence my strong feelings for Rice's quote.
Chapter 11 is a chronological listing of the various sports I played. My age at which I played
each sport is also listed.
While this chapter is one of my favorites, I feel it is one of the poorest written. The stories in
this chapter stand out in my memory more than most others in the book. It is difficult to
write non-emotionally about these experiences. A number of the stories are repeats from
other parts of the book. I felt is was worthwhile to duplicate them here to provide continuity.
My two most influential coaches, besides Dad, Bob Leedy and Rosemary Frazier Helton, are
prominently mentioned. Three of my most memorable opponents, Tommy Carter, Rudy
Hauser and Don Traxler, get their proper mention.
The wide variety of sporting activities has been a double-edged sword for me. Most of my
early activities have been “cut out” of me by various surgeries, so the fact that I can now fall
back on such “minor” and non-competitive activities as swimming and biking affords me with
a lifetime of continuous pleasure.
While I can quote individual games or events from every story in this chapter, it is the overall
effect of certain sports that shaped my future life. In order of importance, I would rate these
as: 1 – the four years of tennis, age 12-15; 2 – the three years of the summer park, age 9-11;
3 – the many running road races, age 21-47; and 4 – the many paddleball matches, age 2268. Ultimately, my nearly 50 years membership at the Midland Community Center has given
me the most pleasure. Somewhat seriously, I have suggested that, upon my death, my cremated ashes should be added to the pool sand filter, which would make me a permanent
addition to this second home.
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YMCA
Any story of my athletic exploits must begin at the YMCA. Dad would
take me along to work where he was the Boys Secretary at the time. I
would play the table games, eat lunch, watch movies of the World Series
and go swimming. I also could watch the adults who came down to play
basketball or work out.
I was about 9 to 11 at the time. I took Bill Bauman or Jim Wynn along
with me a few times. I often felt lost because Dad would turn me loose
for the day. This particular Y was the Downtown Indianapolis branch at
310 N. Illinois. Unfortunately, it was razed to make way for a parking lot.
The first vivid memory about the Y was that it was right next to the Fox Theater, a burlesque house.
Even Janet remembers having to walk past the place with its racy billboards in order to get to the Y.
The other memory is about the post-lunch movies and stories. Dad could always get a copy of the latest
World Series or Indy 500 movie. But it was the speaker who left the biggest memory. He would tell a
story about some monkeys (little boys) who were getting into trouble. The story always ended with a
moral. Then one day, 40 years later, I heard Rabbi Harold Kushner speak in Midland. Suddenly, all
the stories, sans monkeys this time, came rushing back. I now realize that Dad had a Rabbi speaking at
a YMCA, somewhat unorthodox to say the least.

Summer Park Program
Our summer time, indeed all of our non-school time, was unstructured.
There were no sports leagues, day camps, summer schools, or even baby sitting facilities. Mothers were always at home. About this time my Mother
would have been pregnant with my brother as well as having my 5 and 2
year old sisters and me to look after. So I pretty much had the run of the
town.
I started going to the summer park program around 1948 when I was 9
years old. I would ride my bicycle the one mile distance, being careful when
crossed U.S. 36. The Danville Park was in the lowest part of the city, so you
always had to pedal uphill when you returned home. I never knew the
details, but I suspect the summer park program was sponsored by the
school system. It didn’t cost anything, and you did not even need a permission slip from your parents. You just showed up.

I

The program was run by Bob Leedy. There is no doubt that, after my two
parents and my wife, Bob Leedy was the next most important role model in my life—and that includes
all my high school teachers, college teachers, ministers, friends, bosses, you name it. At the time he
was the high school basketball coach as well as a history teacher at the junior high level. He was not
that good with discipline in the classroom, but he had a way with children on the open playground. He
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treated everyone equally, a trait that I always tried to follow in my own coaching. I am going on memory here, but I would say from 9-12 am, 5 days a week, we would play various games. The day would
start with croquet. Then we might cross the swinging bridge and play hide-and-seek. The morning
would always end with a softball game. Over 20 kids would play. Leedy had us choose up sides, being
careful not to allow anybody to get picked last. Girls and boys played together. And Leedy was great
about not letting us get into those interminable arguments over balls, strikes and put outs. He called
them, and that was the end of it.
If there was less than 18 players available or if kids had to leave early, we would play this softball game
called “scrubs.” Three players would constitute a team, and they would play against everyone else.
They would stay at bat until someone made an out. Then that person would move to right field. As further outs were made, you progressed to center, then left field, third, short, second, first, pitcher and
finally catcher. Then you batted again. Everyone got to play every position. A good player or a good
runner could stay up at bat for a long time.
The afternoon park session was usually a hardball game with most of the players being high school
boys. In today’s regulations on sports practice time, such an arrangement would not have been
allowed. I played with the older boys starting about age 11, but I was always afraid of the left handed
pitcher, Jim Burrows, particularly after he hit me once. (Looking back now, I always wondered why I
didn’t bat as a switch-hitter. I could bat almost as good from the right hand side of the plate; I just
swung cross-handed—see that story in Chapter 1. I think I was afraid of the intimidating remarks people always made when they saw me swing cross-handed.) But I soon discovered tennis.
I was either unaware or uninterested in the fact that there was a second activity available. Rosemary
Frazier was supervising a tennis program. Like Bob Leedy she was great with kids and enthusiastic
about her sport. She ultimately became a role model in my life equal to Bob Leedy. I write about her in
my other story on tennis. I do not recall what triggered my tennis interest. I remember finding my
Mother’s old tennis racquet in a catch-all storage closet at the Hollowell house. I was 10 at the time.
The next year I hit the ball against a wall by myself. I never did step on the tennis courts until I was 11.
By then I was like Chris Evert—I could return the ball forever.
The summer I was 12, which would have been 1951, I entered the park tennis tournament that Rosemary ran. I won the 12&Under division, and with it my first trophy. The tennis courts were clay, and I
did not have any smooth-soled tennis shoes which were required on these courts. So I played barefooted. When I came home with a trophy, my parents decided they should buy me some shoes.

Tennis-Life Lessons
“You are what you are, because of where you were, when. When you were
about 12.” These words from the Massey Tapes (Ch 5) came home in
spades with my tennis experience. I have already told in Chapter 1, Tennis, Introduction, how my summers were spent on the tennis courts during this formative period in my life, and how I was fortunate to have
strong role models and excellent opportunities to mold my game. This
story will tell how tennis led to important lessons for the rest of my life.
These lessons include: a history of some of my tennis opportunities, my
thoughts on equipment, the “Tommy Carter lesson”, Moe and football, meeting girls and my approach
to future court sports. (It is not ironic that this particular story is one of the last written for the original
book. The lessons I learned on the tennis court have reverberated throughout my sports and work life
in the form of values, reading people and all the sports I play.)
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By the summer of 1954 I was at the peak of my tennis abilities. I had won the 12&U title in my first
year of playing, had won the 15&U title a couple of times, had won the Webster Cup (see cover, top left
picture) three times, had played in a Louisville, KY, tournament at least twice (Rosemary Frazier drove
a car full of us), had won the Central IN state championship played at the exclusive Woodstock Country Club in Indy, had won the Doubles and finished 2nd in Singles at Elkhart (see next story), had won a
match at the Boys Nationals in Kalamazoo before losing on the center court to the #3 seed, Gerald
Dubie3 and had practiced regularly in Indianapolis with the Junior Davis Cup program.
(this story was rewritten in June, 2012, and has been extended in the Addendum, p. 1087)

State Tennis Champion
In the summer of 1954 the city of Elkhart, IN, decided to hold a state championship tennis tournament. I don't recall any location except the exclusive Woodstock Country Club in Indianapolis ever
holding a state-level tournament. My doubles partner, Don Helton and I decided to go. Our parents
enlisted the aid of John Tom Osborn to drive us. I don't remember where we stayed, but I do recall
eating at the local YMCA.
Elkhart is located in the extreme northern end of Indiana. Their courts were concrete-surfaced, something we had never played on before. They were located in a city park, and there were five or six of
them side-by-side. A 3” lip ran around the outer edge which meant the courts were flooded in the winter and used as an ice skating rink.
If there was any seeding, I would have been #1 and Don would have been #2 based upon our earlier
records in the central Indiana championship—for which I received $25 expense money to attend the
Nationals. However, there was a local boy named Steve Kalabany whom we had never seen before. He
was a very savvy player, and with some help from his coach and probably the concrete surface, he
managed to beat Don in the semis and me in the finals. So Steve won the singles title in 15&U.
Then Don and I played for the doubles title. Steve had a good partner, so the match was close. However, our ace-in-the-hole was Don's serve. He was left handed, which automatically was rarity. When
he was hot, he was very hard to return. The concrete surface may have added to the skip on his serve.
Also, we switched the rotation of our serves at the start of each set so Don always served first.
We took the first set, and Don was serving great. Although this was a state championship tournament,
the were no umpires provided. So we called our own game. Early in the second set when Don was serving, Steve called a foot-fault on him. Now Don never foot-faulted in his life, and it was clearly a ploy to
rattle him. So we continued play. As luck would have it, they popped up a ball while all four of us were
at the net. It was an easy overhead, put-away that one normally slams into an open space or at the
opponent's feet. But not Don. Using that powerful overhead that was the trademark of his serve, he put
this ball right into Steve's groin. We never had any more bad calls. I did see Steve one more time as he
went out for tennis at Purdue in my early years when I chose not to play.

3 Jump ahead to 1960 when I played with the Purdue tennis team. At the Big Ten match in Evanston, IL, the #1
seed, playing for the University of Michigan, was none other than Gerald Dubie.
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Varsity Letters in High School
I was at best an average athlete in high school. My small
size would have been my biggest liability, at least in football
and basketball. I think I was 148 and 5’ 7” when I graduated. My lack of aggressive personality, even a degree of
shyness, held me back in contact sports. Finally, I now
know my bad eyes (I didn’t start wearing glasses until after
high school) were also a factor.
Still I fit in great on the track and baseball teams. I actually
played basketball regularly up through the 6th or 7th grade. I
know I did go out for basketball my freshman year, but I
was cut. I started track my sophomore year and added football and baseball my junior and senior years.
Looking back, it is a mystery why I did not start baseball sooner because I was the best softball player
in the class up through the 6th grade. I suspect it was my baseball playing that suffered when I took up
tennis. I do remember the coach asked me to try pitching, but again my shyness led me to decline.
So I earned three letters in track, two in baseball and two in football, for a total of 7. You could play all
four sports in all four grades of high school. I’d say the top athletes might get 11-14 letters in high
school, with the average guy earning 4-10. About 20% of the boys did not earn any letters. There were
no sports for girls, and even the cheerleaders did not get a letter. I do know of at least two DHS graduates, J. B. Hayes and Dick Burrows, who earned 16 letters in high school. Both were outstanding athletes; I would give J. B. a slight edge as the best overall graduate of DHS. Hayes was a couple grades
ahead of me, which would make him 3-4 years older. He did play on the local tennis club, but I don’t
remember him winning any trophies. Now I understand he is a nationally ranked tennis player for his
age group.
I had won a couple state championships in tennis at 15 when I was between my junior and senior year.
Tennis was a Club sport at that time. I continued to play at the #1 or #2 position in the local Club even
though I broke my shoulder at football practice at the start of my junior year.
High School sports were a great experience for me, and in general, for all those who participated at
Danville High School. We had good coaches, we had good facilities, we won most of the time, and there
was always a camaraderie among the boys that carried over into the classroom.

Softball
My earliest competitive memories are playing softball. Bob Leedy supervised
the Danville summer park program, and softball was second only to croquet in
number of players. This interest in softball carried over to recess at school in
the 2nd through the 6th grades. We played a game called scrubs. No teams. No
choosing up sides. Three people batted. As long as an individual could make it
home, he could remain at bat. If not, or if he made an out, he moved to right
field, then center, then left field, then third base, shortstop, second, first,
pitcher and finally catcher. Everyone got to play every position. I remember very few people had a
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mitt. I learned to catch a softball no matter how hard it was thrown or batted. (And Judy reminds me,
girls were not allowed to play.)
Junior High School and sports are a mystery. We no longer had recess, and I think we had a physical
ed class once a week during which we played some type of organized game. There were no school
sports for Junior High. Once you reached the freshman level, baseball had replaced softball. However,
by my junior year I was playing on a church softball league during the summer. Third base became my
spot. I batted in the first or second slot, and we were competitive with all the teams in our league.
Claude Wolf was our pitcher. Claude was a good pitcher, but he was wild. We never had a catcher good
enough for Claude. Claude also was an FBI agent. He checked me out for TOP SECRET clearance.
By my senior year the church got a new pastor, John Rawlings. John was an excellent ball player, and
he and I became good friends. More importantly Judy liked him. Four years later when we got married, he was our pastor even though he had moved on to Terre Haute—see Chapter 2, Wedding in
Terre Haute. (At my last contact with John in late 2008, he was living in California and playing softball all the time. He was in a number of leagues, some of which paid his airfare to fly to their games.
He implied that some of these games were in Florida. He must be in the 80+ or 85+ bracket, and he
has won the MVP award for his age group—for the entire nation.)
When I went into the Army, the opportunity to play softball again arose. One of my fellow classmates
at the Chemical Officers School, Tom Smegal, was also a great pitcher. I became the manager by drawing the short straw rather than any basic knowledge. When President Kennedy extended us all for
another year, softball became our primary escape. It seemed that every one of the dozen reserve units
who were called up to Ft. McClellan also had a softball team. So we had plenty of competition.
Two stories always come to mind for my military softball experience. First, the School commander,
Col. Parks, played on our team. Since he was also a third baseman, I moved to second. At first I did not
even play, but my teammates insisted I replace someone. The second baseman was a private, so I could
fill in for him without any repercussions. The other story is about playing against a reserve unit that
was arguably the strongest team on the base. Our first game with them was memorable. The reason
this team was so good was their pitcher was good. But he was pitching illegally. When I walked up to
complain to the umpire, all he could see was an officer, so he told me to get back to my coaching box.
Jump ahead a few months when we are down to the championship game. Different (and better)
umpires are involved. Now they finally start calling his pitches illegal; the same pitches that he had
been getting away with all season long. I thought we were going to have a riot by that team.
When I moved to Midland, I noticed that recreational softball was very big. Also, the town had a reasonably good fast pitch team. A little investigation uncovered that Midland had won a national softball
championship in the late ‘40s when the team was called the Dow ACs. There was a great stadium,
called Currie Park, which had been built in 1942 for world class softball. I made some inquiries about
playing through D. Krantz, a coach on the fast pitch team and a fellow worker in Styron. I don’t think
he took me serious, possibly because I was a salary worker and he was an hourly worker. I had previous made inquiries about the local tennis group, and I was not impressed. So I dropped the softball
interest also. Frankly, I was tired of spending the inordinate amount time that softball seemed to
require. Not playing tennis or softball, my two best sports, has been a decision I never regretted with
my move to Midland. Tennis was too snobbish and softball was too time-consuming, played by smokers and drinkers. Neither sport fit my new social and personal mindset.
A footnote to Midland softball should be mentioned. Midland did resurrect fast pitch softball in the
‘60s with a team named Explorers. At first the sponsor was Valley Plaza Construction. In the early ‘70s
Tom McArdle, a local Chrysler dealership owner, took over the team. The city also organized a group
of knowledgeable people under the name of Redcoats, and they bid on and secured numerous softball
tournaments for Midland. In 1979 the Explorers won the national championship and in 1980 they won
the world championship. Both times Midland hosted the tournament. The Explorers continued as a
competitive fast pitch team after McArdle died in the ‘80s, but under new sponsorship. I have always
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been comfortable sitting back and watching others play softball; that was not the case when I gave us
tennis, or running or racquetball.

Squash with Rudy
I learned the game of squash racquets at Purdue. The school always had plenty of courts, and it was
the closest game to my tennis background. A new co-rec gym was completed at the start of my sophomore year. Racquets were free (although that changed after 100 were broken by students in the first
year). Each year there was an all-campus tournament in every sport. In squash, my sophomore year I
lost in the first round. My junior year I lost in the finals. My senior year I won it, beating Rudy Hauser,
my regular opponent and fellow chemical engineer student. I got an ash tray with a racquet player in
the middle. How ironic!
My senior year, Rudy and I played squash almost every Sunday from 1 to 3 pm. We always got the #1 court, and visitors
to the gym would stop by to watch us. Rudy and I were easily
the best players at Purdue. The rules were a little unclear;
some people played a game to 15 points with a point scored
on every serve, whereas some played to 9 points with a point
scored only when you serve. Rudy and I agreed for the finals,
the winner of the previous game would get to choose the
scoring for the next game.
A couple footnotes to my squash playing. When I settled
down in Midland, I immediately started playing squash
again. It had been over 2 years since I had picked up a racquet, so I was a little rusty. My first opponent was Jim Bandeen, owner of the local Chevrolet dealer. Jim beat me the
first time we played. I knew something wasn’t right but I
decided it was my long layoff. Then I noticed that the Midland squash court was ‘not regulation’ in that
it had a very low ceiling. That totally altered the trajectory of my soft, lob serve. Jim also had developed a ‘scrape’ shot where he would slide his racquet along the wall rather than take a full swing and
risk hitting the wall. Jim and I became good friends, not only playing squash but in philosophy discussions in the steam room. I also got him to play paddleball. Jim was about 30 years my senior, and I
considered him the smartest man I knew in Midland.
A second squash story would be the general quality of squash players we had in Midland. There were
three of us, Jake Vitkuske (Notre Dame), Lynn Miller (Univ Penn) and myself (Purdue) that played
even. They had also picked up the game at their respective colleges. We used to play every Sunday
from 12:30 to 2:30. We also made contact with the Detroit Uptown Club, and we managed to schedule
a couple home-and-home matches with them. Dave Russell would open the Community Center early
on Sunday morning so we could play. Since we only had one squash court at the time, I would entice
the other Detroit players to join me in the game of paddleball. Then when they played their squash
match, their timing was all screwed up. I seemed to be unique in that I could move between squash,
paddleball, handball and racquetball without losing my timing or form.
A third story was a chance encounter one time, probably in the city tournament. I beat this guy pretty
bad. He was somewhat surprised at the outcome, and told me so by saying, ‘I was the #2 player at Purdue.’ I couldn’t pass up the chance to tell him I had been #1.
I remember we would have fairly good squash players pass in and out of Midland. One such player was
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Rod Stone. He was a native Aussie, and he had moved to the area to work with his brother who owned
some sort of rack and gravel business around Sanford. Rod hated the snow. Finally, at the end of that
first winter, he announced he was going back to Australia. His excuse: “The snow is so high we can’t
even find the gravel underneath.”

Tennis at Purdue
I played one year for Purdue during my 8th (Jan-May, 1960) semester. I frankly felt that I could finally
spare the time to play tennis and still pass my classes.
I remember very little about any of the matches and not much more about any of the members of the
team. The experience was positive, and I will always have a Purdue varsity letter to show for my
efforts.
We came back to school early during the Christmas break. I think I could sleep in my Cary Hall room,
but I had to eat meals at the Student Union (free, thanks to being a “jock”). We practiced inside somewhere, but not for long. I always remember the cold and windy weather at West Lafayette. I played #5
singles on a team that had six singles and three
doubles. The selection process for our rankings
was somewhat arbitrary. We did play one another
once, and I could beat the #4 player and probably
the #3 player—he wouldn’t play me. The above
picture shows the coach, an aide and seven players. The twins in the front row played only doubles. The guy between the twins, who lived in my
dorm and I called Be-Bop, played #6 singles. The
other four guys must have played the top four singles slots as well as the #1 and #2 doubles. I am
not in the picture because I had to be in Terre
Haute that day for wedding plans.
The coach actually gave me a racquet so I would
have something decent to play with—I was still
using the racquet I bought when I was 14. We traveled to matches in a large van, only staying overnight once when we played in Evanston for the Big Ten
championships. The courts generally were a standard composition type with taped lines, something
entirely different to my clay court experience with painted lines. We played one match at Ball State on
the indoor basketball court. I know we played at Bloomington at their outdoor courts, and that we
played only one set that went to 10 games.
My other memory was that everyone studied every possible moment. I usually had my dynamics text
with me, probably because of the many problems we had to do for homework. I ended up with 3 B’s
and 3 C’s in a 20.7 semester hour load. It was the only semester in which I didn’t make at least one A.
(See further comments about Tennis at Purdue in Chapter 3.)
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SCUBA in Army
The opportunity to learn SCUBA diving fell into my lap while I was stationed at Ft. McClellan. A couple of my fellow workers had been through the class, and they easily talked me into giving it a try.
There was no “field trip” associated with graduation, and I had no future diving aspirations. Frankly,
my main driving force in taking the class was to become a better swimmer.
The class was taught at the local YMCA pool in Anniston by S Sgt Paul Hirshman in the early summer of 1962. I don’t think there was any association
between the class and the military; Paul Hirshman was a certified instructor
who just happen to be stationed on the base. The cost of the classes, which
lasted about 10 weeks, was the price of a new set of fins, a full-face mask, and
maybe $10. Frankly, I was worried about meeting the class requirements—ability to swim 12 lengths of the 25 yard pool. However, I eventually got to the
place where I would swim a mile (in fins) before every class.
Jack Wilson and Ralph Forthman, who had talked me into this class, usually
came as assistant instructors. There was a certain fear factor to be overcome.
We learned to clear our face mask. We studied the Navy Diving Tables. We
learned to buddy-breath. But mostly we just swam in the YMCA pool. Once you
got the weight belt adjusted for your body mass, the effect was almost like floating in a dream.
I always was a little frustrated that I never got a card to show I had completed the course, but Hirshman was more concerned with his impending discharge. I suspect he had been a part of the troops that
President Kennedy had called up for one year during the Berlin Wall crisis. I wasn’t too concerned
about needing the card to do further diving; outfitters would rent anybody some equipment in those
days. Paul had warned us up front that there were some “shoddy” rental places that didn’t pay attention to the quality of the air which they put into their tanks.

Running
Running is a natural thing. Running distances is not. Running for
pleasure is looked upon as weird. In the early ‘60s runners were
almost objects of scorn.
My body, by nature, consists primarily fast twitch fibers. That
means I excel in short and fast events. I am not suppose to be able
to run for any distance. I even refuse to move up to the 440 yard
dash in high school. Big mistake. I would often run a mile on the cinder track, but I never kept track of
any times.
Then the military came along. I noticed I was weak in the obstacle course, a test not only of your agility
but your endurance. The military switched their physical test (PT) from push ups/situps/pull ups to
running a mile—in combat boots. I struggled to keep up. But as is my nature, I practiced. And when I
left the service in 1962, I actually started running a couple miles on the roads behind our house.
Running shoes were not generally available, and I used old tennis shoes. I mean the smooth sole, no
arch support type that I had used to play tennis on a clay court. That was hard on my feet. In fact
almost everything I did in the early days of running was probably wrong.
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I ran in the mid-60s to help my conditioning, but not with any race goal in mind. It wasn’t until I went
on campus at Ann Arbor in the summer of 1969 that I encountered other runners. The turning point
actually came in early 1969 when I picked up Ken Cooper’s book Aerobics. I read it from cover to cover
in a couple days. Here were all the answers to my running questions along with the how to information
that had been reduced to numbers. It was a marriage made in heaven for an engineer.
Meanwhile the running magazines were coming into vogue. Runners World was always the best, especially after they went to color printing. Running Times was high on my list because they did the best
job of publishing the calendars of all the runs. There was also
a third magazine whose name escapes me now. If you were a
runner during this era, you could not help but notice the articles that flat stated that running a marathon would protect
you from heart problems. That is quite a carrot for any athlete, sort of akin to eternal life if you join our church. Now a
days such a boast would be ignored like the late night TV
commercials that promise weight losses or perfectly sculpted
bodies. Dr. Joan Ullyot was the chief proponent of these
promises. (The actual promise was that completing a
marathon gave you an additional year of freedom from heart
problems, and training 6 miles a day gave you eternal protection—as long as you kept up the that training distance.) My
take on Joan’s facts, and she did have the statistics that showed that no marathoner ever died from a
heart attack, is that she was dealing with a selected group of well conditioned athletes. Once the running craze hit the general population, all sorts of people keeled over and died. I remember poor Joan
sliced and diced and the autopsy of the first marathoner to die, hoping to find some cause to preserve
her premise.
My list making kicked into high gear. Duplicating machines began to appear at work, so I could carry
around copies of lists. I discovered a metal holder the size of a legal sheet of paper. I could insert cardboard strips which had a race date, name, location and distance. As I found more races, the strips
could be easily moved, thus giving me a sorting mechanism. I was aware of every major running event
in the country, even though I had no time, money or talent to enter most of them. I remember the joy
it brought me when I finally had a race listed for every state, and ultimately a marathon listed for every
weekend of the year.
Midland was devoid of any early runs. The Saginaw Track Club and the Bay City Runners were both
adult clubs in operation at the time. The River City Striders out of Flint had some big name runners;
the Detroit Club was by far the biggest in the state. They sponsored the one marathon in the state.
Unfortunately, I saw their past marathon results, and the winning times in the 2:30 range put me off
even considering the event.
My first races were in the early ‘70s. I ran an 8 miler in Gladwin, and the we took a family trip to Terre
Haute where I ran the 10K. We returned a number of times to Terre Haute where the kids and Judy
probably ran their first 10Ks. That was the only time Mom and Dad ever saw me run. I ran a 13 mile
event in June, 1972. I remember that by the time we had run 1 mile, I was the absolute last person of
15-20 runners. I eventually passed 5-6. That fall the family drove to Canton, OH, where the city sponsored one of the earlier marathons. I crapped out, literally and figuratively, about the half way point
(I.B.S. again). I returned in 1973, and made it about 16 miles this time. In 1974 I finished my first
marathon at Niagara Falls in a time of 4:11. I returned to Canton a month later, but gave up about 18
miles this time. So I was one for four in marathon attempts.
I started coaching Fleet Feet in the spring of 1974. Dow Chemical had a six month strike that spring
and summer. While both these additional duties cut into my training time, I was able to finish that
first marathon that fall. I also finished up with night school in 1971, and much of the extra time was
now spent on training runs.
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My running soon aggravated my feet and ankles (but not my knees). I began to buy good quality running shoes from Adidas. I even played my championship paddleball matches in my good running
shoes. We bought the kids good shoes from Adidas and New Balance, although the selections were
very limited, especially for women.
A funny story happened about this time with Laura. She must have been 6-7 and in the 2nd or 3rd
grade. Her running background has spread among her classmates, probably because she would wear
these T-shirts we gathered at each race. So this macho kid, Danny Griggs who later would go on to be
quarterback of the high school team, was belittling her running abilities. The teacher got wind of these
boastings, and she proposed a matched race to settle the issue. So the big day arrives. The race is to be
held during recess, and all the class will watch. Only Laura brings her running shoes to school that day.
As she calmly changes into her running shoes, the Griggs boy is psyched out. He has never seen anyone with special shoes just for running. The race was over before the teacher even said, “Ready, Set,
Go.”
I went on to run many races, most of the time with the family also participating. I tried to recreate a
list of all the runs in Appendix H. I was at best a middle of the pack runner. As such, one of my favorite
awards was in the early ‘80s when I won a plaque at the Auburn Cornfest 10K that was awarded to the
exact middle of the pack finisher. Unfortunately, I was not able to publicly savor the award because I
heard my name being paged as I crossed the finish line. It seems my fellow Fleet Coach, Rod Quick,
had collapsed near the finish line, and I needed to ride with him in the ambulance to the hospital.

Paddleball
Whenever anyone describes me at the Midland Community Center, the
first word out of their mouth is paddleball. I am known as a paddleball
player. That is fine with me. The game is ideal for me. It requires a
combination of athletic and mental skills that my DNA was designed to
play. I have found others with similar feelings. The secretary of our
National Paddleball Association, Lou Giampetroni, feels the same way.
He is a former sports writer for the Flint papers, and he often waxes
eloquently about how he and the game were meant for each another.
I have two T-shirts that pretty much say it all. The first says,” Some
people give their bodies to science, I gave mine to paddleball.” The
other says, “I’ll give you 20 and the serve.” The game, and particularly
the people who play it, fit my personality and lifestyle. There is no premium placed upon equipment, a topic I have repeatedly mentioned in
other stories. The court is the standard 20 x 20 x 40 “handball” court.
There is not much home court advantage because of the standardization in size and construction. The University of Michigan courts, where the game originated by Earl
Risky in 1930, have a little give in their wooden walls, placing a premium on hard hitting play. The
newer clubs have some courts with glass, which takes some adjustments in your eyes.
I first saw the game in 1954 when Dad took me to the YMCA courts. I would have been 15 so he was 45.
Even with his knee bothering him, he was the #1 player at the Y (Dad said he could beat the state
handball champ when they played paddleball. I was impressed, but later came to realize I could easily
do the same.) I could play with Dad about evenly until he started serving angle shots off the side walls.
I also had trouble playing the ball off the back wall. I never played the game again until 1962. I had
played the game of squash racquets at Purdue. Handball was the major court game; racquetball had
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not yet been invented and paddleball was not played this far south.
When I returned to Dow in the fall of 1962, I jumped into the paddleball leagues. I promptly beat Ed
Bradford, a former city champion. My strategy was simple: watch him hit the ball and take advantage
of the fact that he was afraid of getting hit. I did so well that I played in the A division of the city tournament that first year. I lost to Earl Ebach, the other top player in town—he had recently completed
his doctorate at Ann Arbor, so he was well schooled in not only chemical engineering but in the subtleties of paddleball. He beat me primarily because I had not yet mastered hitting the ball when it came
off the back wall. George Killmaster, a local insurance agent and a giant of a man, was one of the other
top paddleball players in 1962. His game was all serve, so when the pinky ball went out, so did George.
George was not in good condition, and he played during the noon hour. The Community Center was
not air conditioned then, and there were a few times when I thought we were going to have to carry
George out—figuratively that is; it would have been impossible to do literally.
Then a remarkable change occurred that made the game of paddleball what it is today. The original
game was ‘invented’ by Earl Riskey, intramural director at the University of Michigan during the ‘30s.
Many WW II veterans stationed near Ann Arbor picked up the game. Dad had always told me that the
professionals who came down to the YMCA preferred to play paddleball because handball was too hard
on their hands—you can imagine how a surgeon would feel. Apparently Earl had the same idea. He
“found” the ball to be used in paddleball by the simple expedient of using gasoline to soak the fuzz off a
tennis ball. The resulting ball, called a pinky for obvious reasons, was born. The paddles were ½ “
hardwood (plywood in my case) that you could cut out in a wood shop. Some people drilled holes in
the paddle to reduce its weight and allow you to swing faster. But the pinky was a lively ball, placing a
premium on a hard server. Since you seldom had referees, the game could degenerate into a constant
argument of whether the serve was in or out. So somebody got the brilliant idea to drill a pin hole in
the pinky. Now when the ball struck the paddle or the wall, it lost some of its energy (velocity). The
serve became much less of a factor; maneuvering the opponent around the court and the necessary
stamina became the leading attributes.
The above paragraph was written before I contacted Lou Giampetroni,
long time secretary of the NPA. He provided some additional details on
the history of the game with the caveat that no one really knows for
sure. The NPA uses 1930 as the date of the first paddleball game—
probably a little early. There is no doubt that Earl Riskey should get the
credit for inventing the game. The feeling is that Earl was trying to
make better use of the 14 new courts that were not in much use by
handball players. Dale A. Riker, a retired Flint judge says he played the
game while stationed near Ann Arbor in 1943. They played with
rejected tennis ball cores, but the quality and bounce was all over the
map. Riker wrote to Penn Athletics as ask them to produce a standard
ball for paddleball—which they did. These balls were punctured with a
hot needle. In the mid-’70s the game almost disappeared because of
the lack of a ball. Tom Ballantyne of Flint made two trips to Penn to
convince them to continue to make the balls. It is my recollection that
Penn made one production run a year. Later, I thought that one of the Michigan paddleball players
started making the balls on his own. The NPA was founded in 1952, and the rules were codified.
The first tournament match I played was at the Flint YMCA around 1966 where I saw Chuck Lambert
play. He was ambidextrous and did not use a strap on the paddle. Since I was also somewhat ambidextrous, I thought about changing my play. But shortly thereafter the NPA passed a rule that you had to
use a strap around your wrist. That eliminated any two-handed play.
I won the 1969 consolation division in the State singles at Ann Arbor. That meant I was the best of the
first round losers (there was only one division at the time). I had trouble getting the trophy, reminisce
of my first 12&U tennis trophy. Since I was at summer school in Ann Arbor that year, I eventually con-
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tacted the right person. For the next 10 years I played each year in a State Singles and Doubles tournament, usually held in either Ann Arbor or East Lansing, as well as satellite tournaments in Port Huron,
Flint and Bay City. We played only a single age/class division, and we played singles and doubles on
the same weekend. That made for some extremely grueling weekends.
If I were to rank my most memorable paddleball matches, they would have to be: (1) winning the Fred
Taylor in 1980, (2) winning a Bay City singles around 1977 and (3) playing for third place numerous
times at the National Singles. My long time doubles partner, Don Traxler, and I won many plaques at
many levels. We were never a dominant force but we were always competitive. The best doubles match
may have been in 1990 when I first returned to the game after two total hip replacements. Don was the
better player then, and we switched him to the backhand side. But my reputation proceeded me, and
our opponents did not realize I was somewhat slowed in my movements. So they are playing Don all
the time and he is killing them. Finally, we hear one of them say to the other, “I thought Piper was supposed to be the better player.”
I have saved all the league match schedules over the years, and I hope to summarize many of the local
players. Midland, through the efforts of Traxler and I, eventually became a dominant force in paddleball players in the state. We never had the #1 player in the State, but we had the numbers and the court
availability for tournaments.
In the mid-’70s my local game was such that I seldom played a single match at one time. I could easily
handle two or three consecutive opponents, partially because of my skill, but mostly because of my
superior conditioning. The popularity of the game made court scheduling a real hassle. (About this
time it became easier to get into the Midland Country Club that it was to get a locker at the Community
Center.)
One of my favorite stories about paddleball comes from Ron Pudduck, a long-time rival who lived in
nearby Dexter, MI. Even at age 40 he still had access to the University of Michigan courts, and by
default, all the student players. Now you must realize that at any one moment, there are numerous All
Americans on the University of Michigan campus. And there is a very good chance you will meet one of
them at the Intramural Building. So Ron loved to lure one of these 20 year old studs down to the paddleball courts and then proceed to stomp the crap out of them.

Handball
There is a saying to the effect, “never challenge an old handball player
to a game ... any game.” I can attest to the veracity of this statement, as
I have been on both sides of the challenge. While The Sport of Kings is
generally attributed to horse racing, I have seen articles that claimed
that handball originally had this title.
In my mind, handball is the truest measure of one’s athletic abilities. It
combines the requirements of the other court games with the need to
be ambidextrous. (The 1912 Olympics held in Sweden actually required
the competitors in the throwing events to use both hands.) It has the
other factor that I speak about in other stories—no fancy or high priced
equipment. In fact a pair of gloves is the only requirement. In my more
macho days I also figured the game would never be invaded by women.
But the ball changed slightly, and the last time I watched a tournament there was a women’s division.
For me whether I had a paddle or a racquet in my hand, it was easy (natural) to adjust to the ball’s
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bounce. Handball has the additional feature that even an average player can put a spin or ‘hop’ on the
ball, which is like hitting a knuckle ball in baseball.
The legend of handball began at an early age. I knew Dad was a good paddleball player. I also knew he
could beat the Indiana State Handball champ if they played paddleball. I was impressed at the time; I
now know this is no big deal because of the subtle differences in the two games. However, those
feelings persisted at the highest levels. In the late ‘70s racquetball entered the sports scene. Sports
Illustrated ran an article between a mano-a-mano match between the best handball player, Paul
Haber, and Bud Muelheisen, a top level racquetball player.
The handball was used; otherwise the two game’s rules are nearly identical. Haber had a checkered
history, on and off the court. Technically he won the match, but he had to resort to stretching the time
out rules to the limit. The net result was of this match was that racquetball was now on the map.
A 20 x 20 x 40 room is your office—although the east coast guys play a mean game of 1 wall due to the
limited space they have available for building courts. The more lively ball bounce allows for ceiling
shots and some different strategy. My handball game was never that good. Midland had Perry Gehring
and Bill McGuff who dominated the city tournaments for the 10-12 years I played. I did win in 1971,
but neither of the above two guys played that year.
At the peak of my paddleball game, I would take on all comers with no problems. However, I had an
experience that forever set me straight that my handball game would never reach the highest levels. A
new guy came to town (John Fradette was his name) and he challenged me. He had obviously heard
about me, because he brought his wife to watch, and the atmosphere was electric. He cleaned my
clock, but it was his manor of play—mostly defensive if he didn’t have a kill shot—that showed me
where I stood on the handball pecking order. The guy did not hang around town long enough for a
rematch, so I never got another ‘lesson.’ (I recall that many of the good handball players had bad personalities or couldn’t hold a job for long.) On another occasion I played a Dow employee from the Louisiana Division. He was also a great player; he had to drive an hour each way, twice a week, to find a
match in his area of the world. By Chanter was another legend in the Midland court scene. Although I
could play him about even in handball and could easily handle him in paddleball, he still earned my
respect every time we stepped into the court.
Looking back some 30 years after literally hanging up the gloves, these names go through my mind
almost like ghosts. Probably the biggest effect the game of handball had upon me was that I teamed up
with Don Traxler as a doubles partner. We later went on to become lifelong doubles partners in the
game of paddleball.
In 1972 a classic match was played—see http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bud_Muehleisen (and reported
in Sports Illustrated) between then handball champion Paul Haber and racquetball champion Bud
Muelheisen. Paul played with his hands, Bud with his racquet and they used a handball.

YOGA
Zenith Manwell is a consummate yoga practitioner and instructor. When
I first met her, she was making biennial trips to study with her master, B.
K. S. Iyengar. She was about 30, married and had a couple children. She
and her husband had modified their farm home to include a yoga studio.
Most importantly to me, she was only 10 miles away.
I had read Ian Jackson’s book on Yoga For Runners, but I thought he was
a nut, with too much time on his hands and too few responsibilities. Then
around 1980 our local running club, the Saginaw Track Club, sponsored a
marathon. We brought in speakers, and Zenith, along with Walt Kanicki,
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were captivating. Zenith was just getting her name known in our TriCity area. She was teaching yoga at
Delta College, but it wasn’t until she came up with a course titled Yoga For Athletes that I became
interested. Randy Hoyle, another great paddleball player in Midland, signed up along with me. She
killed us!
I took one or two other classes from her, and she was always very demanding. She reminded you of
your first piano teacher—my way or the highway. The stretching was good for my running; I only wish
I had discovered Zenith earlier. I took at least a couple more yoga classes from the Midland Community Center, Christine Handler in particular. Their fees were lower, and the quality of the class was
good enough for me.
Then I had the two hip and one shoulder replacements, and that prevented my body from achieving a
“normal” pose. I did take one final course from Zenith at her home studio, but by then she had literally
gotten religion.
My main memory from yoga was the cool down period (call savasana) at the end of each session. I
learned to relax so well that I would normally fall asleep every time.
I do continue to use yoga stretches in my daily exercise routine. I firmly believe that stretching has
prolonged my athletic career as well as prevented many muscle and tendon injuries. I would place
yoga up their with good manners and good communication skills as a third item that should be in
everyone’s tool bag.

Great Escape: Jackson Prison Run
In the winter of 1979 an article appeared that the Jackson
prison in Jackson, MI, would be holding a 10K run inside the
prison walls. The article went on to describe how the previous
year one of the prisoners took it upon himself to measure a
one mile loop inside the walls and then, with some timing
help from a fellow inmate, proceeded to run a marathon. The
prison officials then decided to host a 10K run.
Jackson prison was known for holding baseball games inside
its walls; the story is that Billy Martin signed Ron LaFlore
after seeing him on the prisoner baseball team. The prison is
supposed to have the largest walled-in area of any prison, so
marking off a one mile loop was no problem.
In the spring of 1980 I begin talking about entering the event
with my fellow workers at Dow, and to the man, they suggested I was crazy. About March, 1980, a newspaper article
reports that one prisoner has killed another prisoner in a knife fight. Now they know I am crazy.
The entry rules said that only 40 “outside” runners would be allowed to run. These outside runners
would be restricted to adult males. The 40 outside runners would race against 40 ‘inside’ runners.
Also, each of us outside runners would be matched with an insider to act as spotter or lap counter, so
at least we had one person cheering for us in this prison population of 5,700.
So bright and early on Sunday, 24Aug80, I hop in my yellow 1973 Vega and drive to Jackson. I stopped
at a convenience store to buy a money order for my $7.00 entry fee (no money could be taken into the
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prison). About 8 am the 40 of us go into the prison as a group (no spectators were allowed either). It
must have taken two hours to process us for IDs, searches and marking with invisible ink. Those two
hours could have been accomplished in 15 minutes in the outside world, but now we were being introduced to how things are done inside a prison.
Eventually we are led into the prison yard. Gradually the 40 inside runners show up along with 40 to
50 others. It is obvious that whatever possessions the prisoners have, they are either wearing and/or
carrying them. The tension is high. I was 41 at the time, and most of the other outside runners were
younger and leaner. But there is this one outside runner who is 64. One of the inside runners spots
him and yells out, “there’s one I can beat.” Instantly the ice is broken. I meet my inside contact, a white
guy about 22.
After some brief socializing, the head guard assembles us, and we get our instructions. It will be six
laps round this makeshift path. The inside spotters are to help us count our six laps, and ostensibly
cheer for us individually. When there are no more questions, the guard says it will be the usual commands, “On your mark, set and the gun.” With that he says “On your mark … set ...” and this gun goes
off that startles us all. Another guard, who was standing on top of the 30’ wall fires his shotgun. He
was not using blanks!
The inmates go wild. They want to see their fellow inmates stomp our ass. By the end of the first lap it
is apparent that the outside runners and the inside runners are about evenly matched. But then
another magic moment occurs. The inmates began to cheer for the outside runners, sort of like Rocky
in the movie where he fights Drago in the Soviet Union.
After everyone finishes, all the runners go to an auditorium. We are each called up on stage to receive
our free T-shirt (one of my most prized shirts) and get our times. Then we retrace our procedures to
get out of the prison. I later received a certificate in the mail along with a copy of the prison newsletter
that described the run.
I went back the next year, and I think I took along my paddleball doubles partner, Don Traxler. I went
back a third year when I took `. The rules had been relaxed so younger runners could participate—Scot
was 17. I later read that the rules were relaxed even further so that women could come in and run.
A couple comments about Jackson prison. A guard mentioned to us that we were never out of sight of
a guard (with a gun). It was obvious that the prisoners were never out of sight because none of the toilets had doors. Our casual conversations were just that—casual. You did not ask what they were in
prison for. What we did ask was what is his name. The answer was inevitably, “I don’t know, we go by
numbers in here.” I can attest to this fact because my certificate is signed by “Alfred Fox 115170.”

Biking
The first horse I saw was pulling the hay baler. Grampa Piper had me
holding the reins while he and Dad handled the bales. A horse was a
work animal, not something you rode or, God forbid, kept as a pet.
Bicycles were in the same class for me. My bike was my meal ticket. It
always had a big basket in the front for carrying my newspapers. It had
fenders on both the front and back tires, both for rain protection and to
drape paper bags over them. The bike was not designed for comfort
much less speed.

320

Athletic Endeavors

Then there is the Piper mantra that athletic skill should not depend upon the cost of your equipment. I
learned at a young age that no matter how much my opponents spent on their tennis racquet, the racquet was not the determining factor in the outcome. So my first adult bike was bought at K-Mart for
less than $100. It wasn’t very fast, but I also wasn’t racing anyone.
Then various biking events began creeping into the athletic schedule in mid-Michigan. Also Scot was
old enough to have his own bike, so I was riding more with him. I think the Delta Dozen, a 12 hour ride
each spring, was my first realization that my bike was a “piece of junk.” About that time I had a conversation with Bill Blassy at his local bike shop. Bill was a near-Olympic caliber speed skater with a strong
background in bicycle training. I noted the new bicycles he had for sale, but then I posited my theory
on equipment versus talent. I flat out challenged him to switch bikes with me before we raced. He
admitted that he would still win riding my “beater bike” because of his superior conditioning.
Despite Bill’s observations, I did have to admit my bike equipment could stand an upgrade. Scot and I
both acquired new bikes from the Bike Village, a real bicycle haven in our area. I still wasn’t riding that
much or that fast, but my appetite had been whetted. Scot and I did a couple more Delta Dozens, but
we were still way off the lead group.
Then a turning point came in my biking experience. I had become friends at Dow with Earl Reed. Earl,
through his son, had become involved with the local bike group—I don’t think there was any official
Club. He put me on to a 60 mile, one way ride from Bay City to West Branch. You needed a support
crew to get you back home, so I teamed up with Charlie Fahlgren. I knew Charlie from years of paddleball play as well as a fellow employee at Dow. (Charlie also raced Formula F cars.) One Saturday morning a group of 20-30 riders left Bay City and headed north. Charlie and most of the field were much
faster than I, so I quickly lost contact with them. Earl, who was about 10 years older than I, was back
with the stragglers at the end. I ended up riding the distance by myself, with two visits from Charlie’s
wife who was bouncing back and forth between Charlie and I, giving us water to drink. 4
That experience taught me at least three lessons: I was clearly outclassed in both bike equipment and
conditioning, I was woefully ignorant of eating and drinking while bike riding, and I enjoyed the experience. I had finished one marathons at this point in my life, so I was aware of the need for fluid
replacement. Running and competing in paddleball were still my top two sports. Squash racquets and
handball were also high on my agenda. Swimming was not yet a regular thing for me.
Then an even bigger turning point occurred in my bicycling life. It is Monday morning, and Earl Reed
has not shown up for work. Then about noon we learn that Earl has died over the weekend at a bike
ride at Michigan Tech University (MTC), the school where his son had enrolled that fall. MTU has this
annual ride, which coincides with the fall color change in the upper peninsula of Michigan. It is known
as the CC125, named after Copper Country and the 125 miles distance of the bike ride.5
I recall that very shortly after Earl’s death, I made the internal decision to ride the CC125 the following
year, with the outward reason being to finish the ride that Earl started. I always felt that Earl was the
main reason for Scot and I getting into bike riding.
The CC125 is a formidable challenge for even the most seasoned cyclists with the finest equipment. It
was psychologically the toughest athletic test I had faced. The legends surrounding the event were
legion: less than half the starters would finish, no one over 30 could finish, no woman had ever finished, wild animals were a hazard, etc. The terrain is extremely hilly—one of the tallest ski jumps in
North America is less than 50 miles away. The fall weather is very unpredictable—the event has been
canceled more than once by a snow storm. I had found a new bike mentor in Dave Peck, and he also
warned me of the difficulties of this event.
I don’t recall any special training routine. I was running 25-40 miles a week, which allowed me to
enter a couple marathons and two to four 10K runs each year. My paddleball game was at its peak, and
4 A breakfast interview with Charlie on 22-Oct-2010, confirmed that this event took place on 3-Aug-1975.
5 The exact date of Earl’s death was September 16, 1978, based upon his wife Priscilla's obit on 2-9-14.
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I was playing in 5-6 tournaments each year. So when the school year began in the fall of 1983, I found
out the date for the CC125 event—generally the last weekend in September. That Friday I took off work
and with my bicycle on a carrier that was attached to the rear bumper of my 1973 Vega Wagon, I
started the eight hour car trip to Houghton, MI. Three hours puts you at the Mackinaw Bridge. Then
there is five more hours of lonely, two lane roads. I stopped for a rest just before Marquette, and it was
apparent the temperature was dropping. I rolled into Houghton about twilight. The headquarters for
the event were in Wadsworth Hall, and I dropped in to pay my money and get some details on the
event. (I did meet Earl Reed’s son at this time.) A quick trip around town got my compass oriented,
and I decided the best place to park and sleep was at the southern end of a massive parking lot across
from Wads.
Everything went well until 3 am. I was suffering from the “Piper Curse”, better known as IBS. I needed
to find a bathroom. I was not that familiar with Wads, and the student union was closed. As luck
would have it, I found the Burger King downtown, while closed for business, was open for the night
janitor. I slipped in and did my thing. I am now OK, but I have qualms about my sensitive butt surviving 10 hours in the saddle.
The event, I hesitate to call it a race, began at 7 am in those days. It was still dark, and we had a police
escort through Houghton and across the lift bridge. I remember having to stop briefly to adjust the
derailleur (that’s French for “don’t mess with it”), but I did not loose contact with everyone. I would
say there were 30 entrants that year, including at least one gal who was on an athletic team.
We soon reached Linden, the first of five rest stops. I grabbed a quick cookie and banana, and kept up
what for me was a fast pace. Within five minutes of the Linden stop we hit the first of five killer hills.
(Years later I learned that this was the hill where Earl Reed died.) I rode up this first hill, but my legs
would pay for the effort expended on subsequent hills. The next 20 miles is flat but desolate. I had a
partner to ride with, and I recall some of his stories of previous rides where bears were encountered.
We passed through the notorious town of Gay, MI—really just a crossroads and a bar. Another 15
miles and you reach the second rest stop at Brunette Park. We are now on the coast of Lake Superior,
and the winds are wicked. I eat a peanut butter sandwich and hop back on the bike. One of my overall
bike strategies has always been to minimize time in the rest areas to make up for my relative lack of
speed.
Another 15 miles puts me at the foot of Lac La Belle. This has got to be the toughest hill on the course.
If you shift into your lowest gear (bikes were 10 speed back then), stand up on the pedals to gain
strength, and weave from side to side on the road, you can slowly make your way up this five mile hill.
I now usually walk up a major part of this hill, but that first time I rode most of the way. Once you
crest Lac La Belle, you are back on U.S. 26, a two lane, 15 mile winding and hilly road that leads to
Copper Harbor. This stretch is also heavy with traffic, much of it wide RVs. It is also a test on how
much strength is left in your legs. I have ridden this part of the course in as little as 15 minutes and as
long as 30 minutes. Once you reach Copper Harbor, you clearly see it as an oasis. There is a gas station, a couple places to eat, a few motels, a state park, a grocery store and 20 to 30 craft stores. You can
also catch a boat or plane to Beaver Island from here. For the cyclists it was the well needed rest stop.
You are now about 75 miles into the event. That first year I do not recall any sweep car, nor did any of
the contestants have an aid car with them. Therefore, you had to press on regardless of your feelings;
there were no other alternatives. I put away a hot dog and was feeling pretty good. Unfortunately, this
caused me to take the fork that went up Brockway Mountain. Now the course map says the distance is
the same, about 10 miles, whether you go over the mountain or around it. That’s a joke—it is 5 miles
straight up and 5 miles straight down. It was the challenge that made me try it. Remember I said there
was one gal in the ride? We were together when we both started up Brockway. Only her chain was slipping on her derailleur. I heard more continuous swear words come out of her mouth than I can
remember ever hearing before or since.
But eventually I got to the top, coasted down the far side, and there was the fourth rest stop. I had
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another two hot dogs and got going again right away. It was my understanding, based upon the guy
that was manning this station, that no one was in front of me. Three guys eventually did pass me,
about an hour later. The route has changed now, but that year we came straight into Hancock and
Houghton on U. S. 26. The heavy afternoon traffic plus my overall tiredness made the last 20 miles
very dicey. The official at Wads confirmed that two guys had come in ahead of me (the third one had
crashed). He gave me a patch for going over Brockway, and that was it. No well wishers, no bands, not
even a handshake or job well done comment. I did ferret out a restroom that had a shower. By 5:30 pm
I was somewhat back to normal.
But instead of heading home, I pointed the car north and drove back up to Copper Harbor. It was
about 7 pm by the time I arrived and bought something to eat at the one grocery store. I called Judy
from a pay booth located at the town’s main intersection. I was really, really proud of myself. Then I
drove the five miles to McClain State Park, and I slept another night in the back of my trusty yellow
Vega. The weather quickly turned cool once the sun went down, but I nevertheless cracked the rear
hatch so I could see the stars and enjoy the moment.
The next morning, Sunday, I got up in time to watch the start of the Michigan 50. This was a sanctioned, well advertised 50 mile run, contested by 15-20 of the lunatic fringe of the running world. The
average age had to be 40, and most had some sort of support vehicle with them. I was feeling so good
by now that I even entertained the thought of trying this 50 mile next year after doing the CC125.
Unfortunately, the Michigan 50 faded from the scene.
I returned the next couple years, once with Scot, to complete the CC125. Scot eventually went to school
at MTU, but he got more interested in driving his truck over Brockway rather than riding a bike. Judy
and I have returned for an additional 8 to 10 rides, although my completion percentage has dropped to
50%. Once she physically dragged me off a rainy course at the 80 mile mark when the logging trucks
were brushing me back. The scenery in this part of the state is spectacular and U. S. 2 that traverses
the U.P. has been vastly improved. We actually drove up one year just to watch the event. I last rode
the event, now named the CC 200K, in 2007. I finished the event, and in a symbolic last gasp effort,
went over Brockway again. It took nearly an hour this time because of the rain and how much I had to
walk. (See Appendix H for a list of all my bicycling events.)
A second biking event entered my life in 1994. It is called the
National 24 Hour Challenge. The format is simple: see how
far you can ride your bike in 24 hours. The idea is similar to a
running event in the ‘70s sponsored by Runners World magazine wherein you assembled a team of 10 people who took
turns running a mile on a track. The team with the most miles
won. If one of your teammates missed his turn, then your
team continued on with only 9 participants. Teams were
formed by age, by sex and even by K-12 grade level. Results
were tabulated on a national basis. I seriously gave thought to
entering a 5th grade team of Fleet Feet runners around 1975.
The idea of one person running continually for 24 hours
eventually did catch hold in the ‘90s, and I know at least one
person, Wayne Byersdorf, who has competed in such an event
at Toledo, OH. (Don Kasper organized his own 24 hour run in
1994 to celebrate some personal goal. Wayne also ran with
Don, but when his knee gave out, I walked with him a good portion of the night.)
I was introduced to the 24Hr, The National 24 Hour Challenge, by Dave Buck in 1993. Dave was a
good bike rider who also happened to be a member of the Saginaw Computer Club. When I let it be
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know to the Computer Club that I wanted to be relieved of my duties for a year while I was training for
the Ironman Triathlon (actually a Double), Dave stepped forward to help with his expertise. He had
ridden in the 24Hr a few times, so he had valuable information about what to expect during this event.
Michigan is fortunate that such an event is available each Father’s Day in the Grand Rapids area. In
1994 I was aware of two such events in New York, the one in Michigan, one in Iowa and possibly three
or four more on the West Coast. The logistics necessary to host such an event are staggering. But even
more critical is the event director and a group of volunteers. Dianne Obermeyer and her husband are
the ramrods behind the Grand Rapids event. Dianne participated in a similar event about 25 years ago,
and she decided to give back to the sport of biking by hosting a 24 hour event in Michigan.
In the 16 years since my first 24Hr, the Grand Rapid’s event has change the course four or five times—
local residents are always complaining, and the bikers are worried about safety. The two New York
events have both been canceled when two bikers were killed in the same year. The Iowa event, hosted
by David Holmes, a true biker-bum, also had to be canceled after David was run over and killed by a
construction truck. Judy and I drove to the Quad City area of Iowa about 1998 to participate in Dave’s
event. He had about 25-30 elite bikers, a poorly marked route, very foggy weather for the start, and a
constant stench of pig farms along the route. Like a lot of things in your life, it was a great experience
that you wouldn’t take money for, but you would not want to repeat again.
As stated above, my interest in an ultra cycling event in 1994 was the necessity of qualifying for the
Double Ironman. I needed documented proof that I could make either bike 224 miles, or run 56 miles
or swim 4.8 miles—the rules said any one was enough. (I actually sent in two proofs: a 228 mile bike
ride in the Grand Rapid’s event and a 5 mile swim, witnessed by a Community Center life guard.)
But in 1994 the longest I had ever ridden a bike was a half dozen century rides and a couple 125 mile
events at Houghton, MI, for the Copper Country 125. Dave Buck had warned me that all his 24Hr rides
had experienced rotten weather—mostly rain and wind. So Judy and I showed up in Byron, MI, on Friday afternoon. The sooner you arrive, the better location you could get to pitch your tent. The camping
area was a park, located on the edge of Byron in an industrial area. The official timing station was
located at the entrance to this park. We commandeered a tent location about 100 yards into the park
and hopefully, not near any rowdy spectators. (The 24Hr requires each person to ride one loop of 120
miles, one loop of 24 miles, and as many as possible loops of 6 miles. All loops begin and end at the
timing station at the park. All participants bring one or more people to crew for them, and some of
these crew members can get noisy.)
The number of entrants has been capped between 400 and 500 each year, depending upon the course.
All entries have to be in a week before the actual event to allow the paperwork to be completed. Each
entrant wears a highly visible number as well as a cardboard form pinned to their back. The officials
both record your number and punch your form at each checkpoint and at the finish of each loop. (In
recent years the event coordinators have experimented with a bar code reading device which scans
each participant’s number attached to their rear frame. The reader has a voice converter, so an official
can hear the numbers spoken by this robotic voice. But the voice cannot keep up with the pace of the
officials who are punching your form—bikers tend to ride in packs. So picture this typical scenario. It is
2:30 in the morning. Everything is quite. No music. No PA system. Suddenly a pack of 10-12 riders
approach in timing station, which looks like a toll booth with three lanes. The rider’s come to a COMPLETE halt, have their forms punched, and take off into the night. But the voice hasn’t kept up, so with
nothing in sight you hear … 86,... 109,... 29,... 353,... 25,... Spooky!)
The 24Hr brings in an elite and eclectic group of bikers. There are divisions for male and female riders
in five year increments from 20 to 80. There are tandem divisions, both regular and recumbent, for
males, females and mixed. I have written about the 1999 event in Chapter 15-Bypass Surgery. I mentioned the Scot and I entered the Father-Son Division. There are many other similar divisions like
Mother-Daughter, Husband-Wife, Brother-Sister. There are entrants from at least 20 different states
and there are always two or three national anthems played before the race start. A bagpiper group is
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always present. The event is held at a school, so cafeteria facilities are available. There are vendors and
chiropractors and massage therapists. But mostly there are some really cool bicycles.
We lucked out on the weather in 1994. No rain. No wind. But it was hot, especially after you have been
on the bike for 8-9 hours. One other rule is in effect. There are time limits under which you must finish
the first loop, and after which you are not allowed to start the second loop. If you can average slightly
over 12 mph, you will be OK. That doesn’t leave much rest time for an average rider like me. Any
mechanical problem, which I had twice in subsequent years, will likely disqualify you for exceeding the
time cutoffs. I finished the first loop in 9 hours, took a half hour break, struggled through the second
loop in a little over 2 hours, took another half hour break, attached my front lights, and took off on the
6 mile night loop. By now we have separated the men from the boys, so to speak. Maybe 10% of he
entrants don’t plan on any night riding—they sleep in their tents. Another 15-20% call it quits because
they are exhausted. So now the remaining field is the more elite riders. They have been averaging 1618 mph for the first 12-13 hours of daylight. Most riders have formed into packs of varying speeds.
Based upon my triathlon background—no drafting—I tend to ride alone. My slower speed of 15 mph
makes me a potential hazard to the pack riders.
The 6 mile loop is rectangular, is fairly flat, has few pot holes and has sheriff monitors at the four corners. But since we are using public streets there is some minimal car traffic. Sharing the road with a
car, particularly after dark on Saturday night, always has its risks. I never owned a high-powered front
beam, so night riding is doubly tricky for me. I recall I rode until around midnight, slept in the tent
with Judy until around 5 am, and then rode until the 8 am finish time. I completed 228 miles, a distance that I have only exceeded one time in 5-6 subsequent trials. Scot has earned one of their coveted
1000 mile T-shirts. The winners of most divisions cover 350-400 miles. The overall winner will be
over 450 miles.

Multi-Sports
At the turn of the 19th century, the world’s greatest athletes where either professional boxers or walkers. Bicyclists would come in third. The traditional sports of
hockey, basketball, and football were hardly ever
played. Baseball, while in existence, was a white man’s
club, confined to a few games played in the afternoons.
Perhaps because of the endurance aspect of boxing (there
were no limit to the number of rounds), walking and bicycling took on these distance aspects. Velodromes were built,
manly for cycling, but the walkers also used them. Even the
dancers got into the act with marathon dances as portrayed
by Jane Fonda in They Shoot Horses, Don’t They?
I am having to write this chapter from memory, but I do remember the story about Payson, UT. This
town is named after Edward Payson, the world renown walker, who was walking (racing?) from coast
to coast. When he came through Payson around 1910, neither the president nor ET could not have
received a bigger welcome.
The multi-sport events have popped up all over the country. While the traditional swim-bike-run format has been the overwhelming favorite, other sports have sneaked into the mix. Swimming is the first
to be dropped, primarily because the elite runner with 5% body fat, either can’t swim or suffers from
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hypothermia. The triathlon either becomes a biathlon or a run-bike-run triathlon. The western states
often slip in a canoe or rowing stage. One competition changed the sport to a 3, 4 or even 5 day staged
events. You biked a century the first day, and then got a good nights sleep. The second day might be a
long swim, followed by another night of sleep. The winner was the person with the lowest overall total
time.
Some event directors have fiddled with the distances, coming up with these formulas that purport to
make the swim-bike-run splits “more equitable.” Certainly the Olympic event is such a compromise. I
would even place the ride-and-tie (one horse, two men) into the multi-sport category. The pentathlon
and decathlon Olympic events and the corresponding heptathlon women’s event are other popular
multi-events.

Racquetball
Racquetball has always been an enigma in my sports life. It is a great game,
but it attracts some of the worse sportsmen. Anyone can rapidly learn to play
a decent game and get a good workout. Yet it places a premium on owning an
expensive racquet. And the strategy places undue emphasis on the serve, sort
of like playing tennis on a gym court.
The game experienced a meteoric rise in popularity. It came into vogue
shortly before the space industry went into a nose dive. The original racquets
were wooden; they looked like a cutoff tennis racquet. The ball was more
lively than either a handball or paddleball, so the game was faster. The rules
were in a constant state of flux. Ektelon moved into racquet manufacture when their space business
folded, and the game jumped up another notch in speed. The ball manufacturers started making their
own ball standards—sort of like Microsoft does in the computer arena. Then money got involved in the
game.
The handball game is controlled by a single organization, almost by a single individual. The paddleball
game was a regional phenomena, with few players outside a 100 mile radius of Ann Arbor. The rules
were codified and seldom changed. Racquetball was the new kid on the block, and it suffered all the
growing pains of a teenage progeny. There were more organizations involved that professional
wrestling, and the results were similarly hilarious.
I played the game for 8-10 years, won most of the local tournaments as well as a half dozen state tournaments. But I was approaching 40 when racquetball really came into its own. I was offered a sponsorship once, but since it was only for clothes, I turned it down (Judy made most of my clothes at the
time).
If you were to ask me what was my greatest court match, I would unhesitatingly answer a racquetball
match at Davison, MI. I had played and lost to the #1 seed in a match where the rules almost went out
the window. Randy Hoyle, a Midlander and newcomer to the game was the referee. I recall the game as
my introduction to the big time world of racquetball. My opponent was a sponsored player, full of self
confidence, and willing to do anything to win. But that is not the match I alluded to. Having lost to the
#1 seed, I now had to come back on Sunday and play for third place. Trophies were awarded to the top
three, so the loser of this match would go home empty handed. Whereas the match with the #1 seed
had been in the all-glass, center court, I was now playing in a remote court, with a teenage girl siting
outside a door with a small glass window, recording the game scores. I’m not even sure the court was
open at the top for visitors to watch. So I am at the mercy of my opponent to call a good game. But I
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am playing what I knew at the time to be a big cheater. Over the years the story has developed in my
mind such that there is no doubt he was the worst cheater I ever played.
At this time the rules were such that you played a game to 21 points. If you split the first two games,
the third game was played to 11. But the key to this story and to any playoff game is who serves first in
the third game. I remember that all four court sports (squash, handball, paddleball and racquetball)
had slightly different rules. At the time, the racquetball rules called for the person who has the most
points to start the serve in the third game.
So Mr. Cheat wins the first game, something like 21-13. But he is tired. I blow him away in the second
game. But part of my strategy, regardless of the court game, is to use my conditioning edge. So I start
stringing him along in the second game, even giving up points in order to run him more and more. But
I am aware of the rules, so when he gets into double figures, I run out the game, something like 21-11.
We take a break between the second and third games, which he extends as long as he can—the gal who
was keeping score is not even trying to enforce any rules. When we finally go back in the court, he
picks up the ball to serve. I said it was my serve because I had the most points. He suddenly remembers the scores differently. Now the issue should have been easy to resolve. I appeal to the gal keeping
score. It turns out she doesn’t have any record of the first two games—I’m not sure how this could
occur, but I lose the argument. Scoring 11 points is not that difficult if you suck it up and slip in a few
serves. He does just that and is leading something like 4-0. He is gaining confidence. I am pissed,
knowing that he has cheated to get this early scoring lead. He drives the next point past me on my left,
and I swear he had already started to move back to the serving box for the next serve. I left my feet as I
dove at the ball. While horizontal in the air, I smacked it with my forehand off the back wall. It reaches
the front wall, so the ball is still in play. He is so startled that he may have actually given up on the
point. I win the point and the serve. The rest, as they say, is history. I won the match. The tournament
committee actually had an engraver on hand, so it is the only trophy in my collection that has my name
on it. (I remember there was a long wait to get to the engraver; again we had inconsiderate players who
insisted they had to be first in line.)
My other racquetball story would have to be my cousin Toby and his Dad Frank, my brother-in-law.
They came up to Midland once, and we had an opportunity to play. Toby was in the top eight of the
Junior players in the country. I remember he used a slow, lob serve at the time. He was way out of my
league. (Unfortunately, he has lost his racquetball ability as he grew up, gained weight, started smoking and began working full time.) But it is the other matches played that day that I want to report on.
Scot was with me, and he and Frank could play about even. But Frank wanted to play me. His wife
Carol, my sister, had warned him that I used to be a big time tennis player. It’s hard to tell if Frank was
serious, but he gave the impression he could beat me. So in the chance of a lifetime, I played him. The
score was 21-0, a favorite tactic of mine when I wanted to send a message.
Fortunately that day Mike Cabala was at the courts. Mike was also young, maybe 18, and he was one of
the top three paddleball players in the nation. I got Mike and Toby to play a couple games. Mike could
easily handle Toby in paddleball, but he lost in racquetball. Over the years we have often seen racquetball players play in the national tournaments. They do quite well. The transition from racquetball to
paddleball seems to be easier than the reverse.

Swimming
Swimming has been the nemesis of my sporting life. No where are the demons of old wives tales, misinformation and locker room falsehoods been more prevalent. My biggest bugaboo was the comments
I kept hearing over and over: “Swimming and tennis don’t mix. Swimming is bad for your tennis mus-
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cles.” Then there was the swimming instructors mantra: “Anybody can float.” This latter statement
was usually made by females with their normal 25% body fat. Then there was the feeling that black
men can’t swim, which was really another body fat issue.
The physics of the matter usually came down to black men
with less than 10% body fat have no buoyancy, and hence
must work that much harder to stay on top of the water.
When I speak of swimming, I don’t mean the ability to get
from one side of the pool to the other. I also don’t mean it in
the singing category: “Can you swim?” Oh, yes.”; “Can you
sing?” “Oh, yes, Happy birthday to you, happy …” My
favorite description of swimming is that it is like sex: “anyone can do it but a little coaching and practice will do wonders for you.”
I would have to say that my opportunities to learn to swim
were way above the normal for a kid raised in the ‘40s and
‘50s. My access to the pool at the YMCA and again at summer camps was far more than the average kid
had. I can only think of two public pools within a 30 mile radius of Danville. These two pools were just
for splashing around and cooling off. No one had a private pool or access to length swimming in regular pools. Swimming was only offered as a high school sport in very large schools. Still, I could get from
point A to B in the water. I had no fear of the water. But apparently, like algebra, I had no further use
for swimming.
Something must have told me that I wanted more. The second semester at Purdue I took a one hour
swimming class. We didn’t learn much and you got an automatic A. But it kept that pilot light burning.
The next year Purdue opened a new Co-Rec athletic facility. My loner personality convinced me to
swim a couple times a month in this largely unused pool. It was apparent I needed more work. Then
during my year of extension in the army, another door opened on my swimming life. The opportunity
to take a SCUBA course presented itself—see the previous story in this chapter on SCUBA. That gave
me more water time, and my swimming improved dramatically. The final card was played when the
Midland Community Center started a program to earn a Red Cross certificate which said you had
swum 50 miles. You got credit for each ¼ mile increment (18 lengths of the pool). It took me over two
years, but in 1969 I got my card. I was as proud of that achievement as Judy was her minnow badge.
I continued on with my sporadic ¼ mile swims, gaining credit for another 50 miles every couple years.
Various triathlons were springing up all over the country, but the 1 to 2 mile swim distances always put
me off. Wet suits were not yet in use.
As stated in the next story, Scot and I eventually entered our first triathlon in 1976. It required a one
mile swim. I survived this swim, and that caused me to get a little more serious about my swim training. I used this training as an excuse to avoid the drinking routine. I developed a habit that on most
Fridays after work, I would swim a mile “test.” Now I never went out drinking after work, but this gave
me a legitimate excuse for declining the offers.
My swimming times did not improve much, but my confidence improved by leaps and bounds. I continued to enter at least one triathlon a year, almost always finishing last in the swim. In 1984 I entered
an Ironman distance triathlon with Paul Watson at Austin, MN. I finished the swim, but my bike and
body failed at the 100 mile mark.
A couple years later two significant milestone occurred. I discovered I had degenerative arthritis in my
hips, so my running came to a screeching halt. Swimming now took on a larger role in my overall fitness program. Then I finally found a source of prescription swim goggles. That made all the difference
in the world. Now I actually enjoyed my routine swims. I remember my surprise when I discovered the
pool actually consisted of 1” ceramic tiles all over the bottom.
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In 1993 I made the decision to take another crack at the Ironman. Since running was out, I would have
to walk the entire 26 miles. That would put me outside both the qualifying and upper limit of finishing
times. So I doubled my bet and started training for a Double Ironman. That meant the swim distance
is now 4.8 miles. Whereas swimming one mile used to scare me off, I was now contemplating nearly
five times that distance. But another milestone occurred. I discovered that, with enough practice, the
body adapts to being able to swim almost forever. I’m sure that sounds ridiculous, particularly to a
non-swimmer. But I have experienced this phenomena at least twice in my training.
So now I have reached that stage in my life where swimming has gone from my most hated exercise to
my most favorite. Had I kissed off swimming earlier, I would now be left with no other alternatives

as arthritis and bad weather close my other options.
Swimming is arguably the finest of all exercises. It is non-weight bearing, which allows you to continue
for as long as you can move. If you can find a pool, at a reasonable cost, and if you can deal with the
chlorine, there is no better exercise.

Triathlons
For me triathlons started on June 12, 1979. On that day Scot and I
entered what was called the Michigan Triathlon. It was held near Traverse City, and the distances were something like 1 mile swim, 30 miles
bike and 10K run. My memories of that date: I had to leave Judy in
charge of the 9&U Fleet Feet team at the Midland Invitational, the event
was held around Crescent Lake, the water was so cold that I developed
leg cramps and Scot finished second in the 16 and U division although
he was only 14.
I went on to compete in at least one triathlon around Michigan for the
next 5-6 years. I was usually the last one out of the water, and my running times were not good.
I had been following the major triathlons around the country for years.
The Ironman in Hawaii was out, but a class event in Oxford, MD, had
caught my eye. The two mile swim always kept me from entering; looking back I wish I had made the additional effort in my swimming schedule. What I thought was impossible turned out to be quite doable.
Triathletes were traditionally fanatics, willing to do anything or spend any amount to shave a few seconds off their overall time. My best example of this fanaticism occurred in one of my early triathlons in
Michigan. It was a typical triathlon, held near a lake with a 30 mile bike ride. These rides typically consisted of three circuits of a 10 mile loop. I am at my traditional spot, way back at the start of the biking.
I see this money clip laying on the road, clearly holding over $20. We are on a lonely stretch of road; I
don’t think the road was actually blocked to car traffic. I come around for the second loop and the
money clip is still there. On my third loop the money is still laying there. No one in the field, likely 60100 entrants, would take the time to stop and pick up this found money.
It is my intention to create a list of all the triathlons I entered in Appendix H.
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Race Walking
Few people ever see race walking outside of the Olympics. However, it
is also an AAU track event, so I taught it to hundreds of little girls
who ran with Fleet Feet. We even contested the event in the Senior
Olympics, which I help organize and run in 2002 and 2003 in Midland. I always figured if a person set a life goal of qualifying for the
Olympics, you would have the best odds in the race walk.
In 1994 I had planned to do the Double Ironman Triathlon. I could
not run with my hip replacements, so I had to learn the race walk if I
expected to finish within the time limits. I knew the race walk rules
and the technique; I just never seriously trained for the event.
But I had an ace in the hole. I was aware of a famous race walk event in Detroit. It was called the
Alongi Event, named after a couple brothers. I also had seen Jeanne Bocci and her husband, two
national caliber race walkers from Detroit, when she came up to Midland during the 1980-1984 period
when the Midland Hospital sponsored the Heart of Michigan 10K run. Somehow I discovered that a
race walk group trained every Tuesday and Thursday evening in Dearborn.
So I drove down one evening to participate. Dearborn is like entering a new world. Every third store
has their sign in Arabic. It has the largest Muslim population in the U.S., which by default makes the
area “safe.” The city park is a great place, and it has a paved walking loop exactly one kilometer long.
Soon 8 to 10 adults straggle in and this old guy who looks more suited to chess than race walking takes
charge. He was an Alongi. Not a word was said. He clapped his hands, leaned on a nearby tree, and
started swinging his leg. We all followed suit. Soon another clap of the hands, followed by another
exercise. After 10 minutes of these really weird exercises that had me thoroughly warmed up in the hip
area, we did have some verbal instruction on race walking techniques. The balance of the hour was
spent circling the 1K path.
Alongi’s “clap-coaching” technique might not work in most athletic environments or age groups, but
for this dedicated bunch of race walkers, it was ideal. I took Judy along a few times just to take notes
on his type and sequence of warm up exercises. I would like to say I became a great race walker; what I
did do is strengthen and stretch my hips so I could complete the 52 mile run/walk portion of the Double Ironman. (During the actual Double Ironman event, I noticed a few other competitors trying to
emulate my race walking technique once they had been reduced to walking.) My other memory of race
walking in Dearborn was an I.B.S. attack. Fortunately, the Dearborn park also had good restroom
facilities, so I spent the entire hour on the john.
Race walking was a very useful event in my youth track coaching experiences. It provided the opportunity for some girls to compete and win awards that they otherwise would have been denied for the
usual running and field events. The term “can’t walk and chew gum” does apply for some very young
girls, so race walking became their thing. But race walking has an entirely different lesson to teach. In
all other sports, if you screw up, you suffer a penalty, for example, a free throw, a penalty kick, go to
the penalty box, charged with an error, forfeit a point. In race walking, after one warning, if you do not
walk correctly, you are KICKED OUT. There was many a time when I took away a first place finish
award from a girl who was running instead of walking. Often, other girls would see the first place girl
gaining an advantage, and they too would begin to run. This lesson driven home in the first track meet
of the year, so in subsequent meets the girls realized that (1) rules must be followed and (2) there are
penalties for not following the rules.
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Midland Community Center
I first arrived in Midland in the fall of 1960.
I had driven through a blizzard for the last
two hours. It was twilight, maybe 5:30.
Nobody was on the street. I turned right off
M20 onto Main Street, and I saw a Cunningham drug store open in the second block. I
stopped in to ask directions to the Country
Club where I had a reservation for the night.
I learned the was behind me, but I decided
to drive the remaining 5-6 blocks of Main
Street. Suddenly I saw a cross street sign
that said George Street. I had devoured
every piece of literature about Dow Chemical at Purdue’s interviewing department, so
I knew the Midland Community Center (MCC) was located on George. I hung a left to search out the
place. While the town was nearly dead with the snow storm, the MCC had some activity. I got a 30
minute tour, saw the one squash court and said to myself, “this is the place I want to work.”
The next day my sponsor, Dennis Gibson, chauffeured me around Dow and Midland. His first stop was
the MCC. The MCC was the social, educational and fitness hub of the area. There were no other athletic facilities. There were no colleges or junior colleges in the area.
This present version of the MCC had moved from downtown in 1955. The original MCC started in 1919
according to historical records.

Greatest Sports Day of My Life
This story would vary all over the map for a roomful
of people. For many it might be a running event that
ranges from 10K up to a marathon. For some it
might be a long walk or hike, a bike event or even a
swim event. Many people would rate a team victory
or even a one-on-one competition. My greatest days
would have to be my competition against myself.
I have always felt my greatest day was actually three
consecutive days during which I won a two day paddleball tournament followed by running a marathon
the next day. The two intervening nights I slept in
the back of my 1973 Vega Wagon. I was 41 at the
time.
By most people's standards my completion of the Double Ironman Triathlon would be their #1 choice.
Also, my first 125 mile bike ride at Houghton will always stand out.
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Personal Health at Dow
In the mid-80s I put together a one hour talk on Personal Health which I gave as a Safety Meeting. I
was way ahead of everyone else on the subject of fitness, exercise, diet and general medical knowledge.
The word spread, and I ended up with a formal slide presentation that I gave to a half dozen other
departments.
As I look back now, the slides are amateurish by today’s standards, but the information is still relevant.
The talk allowed me to retain some pictures that otherwise might have gotten pitched. It also got me
some name recognition, so when Dow finally created a fitness program, I was automatically included
among the plant committee. The original fitness logo is shown below.
Getting a fitness program started within the Michigan Division of
Dow Chemical was an uphill battle. The general manager was
Robert Caldwell, a no-nonsense import from Texas who ran a
tight ship. He was quoted as saying, “If you want a fitness program, start jogging down the street. Turn left at the plant gate and
just keep on going.” As fate would have it, Bob drowned while
boating at a nearby facility that Dow had built to show the Tittabawassee River was safe and useful as a recreation spot. The
boat launch is now named after him. Bob’s wife was in the boat at
the time of his drowning, and more than one employee has suggested that she may have been the one to push him overboard.
A similar reluctance on the part of Dow was exhibited when
employees wanted to ride their bicycles to work. The initial rejection carried wording that worried about someone riding their bike
through a puddle of chemicals and then their child would gnaw on
the tires when they came home. After reconsidering how silly that
sounded, the Division staff relented; they did require people to take a bicycle training course before
being allowed to ride in the plant. Ultimately the hazards of riding a bike in a chemical plant were the
same as riding a bike on the road—the car drivers. Dow Corning bought a dozen bikes for use inside
their plant (Scot made the purchases for them). They served as do-it-yourself taxi’s.
A side benefit of Dow’s health program is that my daughter Laura met her future husband, Kent
Greenfelder, at this facility. Kent worked as a contractor with a company who ran fitness facilities. I
had some discussions with Kent about fitness in general, and I happened to mention I had a daughter
who had just graduated from I.U. with a degree in sports management. The rest, as they say, is history.

Aerobic Diary
OK, I will admit it—I keep a daily diary. My sister Janet’s has written nightly in her diary since age 14. I
find that very impressive.
My own diary is in the form of an exercise log. I first read about such logs in the early ‘70s. Runners
used these logs as training tools. (Some really anal runners have use the same model of notebook for
their entire lifetime, so their bookshelf looks uniform and neat.)
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My own exercise logs started in 1963 when I left the military. I used a
Lefax® notebook originally, but I later went to single pages that contained a week’s worth of information. (The Lefax still exists, and it contains my body measurements since 1961.) Cooper’s Aerobics book
changed me from writing comments to writing numbers in my log
books. Once computers became available in the mid-80s, I briefly tried
to combine exercise logs with daily stuff like: birthdays, quotes, inspirational messages, and to-do lists. I faithfully used The Franklin Planner while at Dow. (Daily planners became the rage in the ‘80s with one
version actually called the Runners’ Daily Planner.) Then in the early
‘90s I moved permanently to spreadsheets. Family calendars, hung on
the refrigerator or by the phone, also become diaries. Fortunately we
have saved these calendars for the past 20 years.
We all know that logs can be invaluable is two areas of your life: dieting—write down everything that
goes into your mouth, and financial—write down every penny you spend. I do the same thing for exercise. The aerobic point system (which I described in Chapter 9, Running By The Numbers) gives me an
exact measure of how much I am doing. Let’s review three things that make the system work: (1) how
aerobic points are calculated, (2) how my technical background makes numbers work for me and (3)
some foolish assumptions I have made about the whole process.
Aerobic points convert exercise into a hard number, based upon effort and total duration. All, and I
mean all, forms of exercise can be reduced to a single number. The details of the exercise-to-number
conversion need not be understood. You look them up in a table. It is similar to a diet log. You eat a
serving of low fat yogurt: 120 calories, 0 fat calories, 5 mg cholesterol, 160 mg sodium, 0 g fiber. Add
up everything you eat for the day and you have your total calories, your total cholesterol and your total
sodium. Now I love numbers. Some people see music notes; some people see colors; I see numbers. It
isn’t blue or navy or aqua, it is RGB [0,0,255]. And I love to manipulate numbers. Ask most people
about their exercise and they will mention they ran six miles this past weekend. Ask me and I will
spout some comment about a 30-day trailing average of 22 aerobic points per day. This leads to my
foolish assumptions: that a 20 minute, half mile swim is equivalent to a nine mile bike ride with my
wife or a two hour walk in the park. Or that 30 points a week will protect one from strokes or heart
attacks. Yes, you can argue with me about the efficacy of specific exercises, but you cannot deny the
validity of my overall exercise recordings. For example, the doctor might get excited about a 160/90
BP in my annual office visit, but when I pull out a history of BP measurements that max out at 130/60,
he backs off.
So this is the drill. Around noon I head for the Community Center. It is only two miles away, so I don’t
feel too bad when I drive; the weather lets me ride my bike about 80 days of the year. I mostly swim,
but I spend some time in the Nautilus room or on the Stairmaster or hitting the paddleball. I also talk
with a few friends and catch up on the latest news in the steam room or sauna. About two hours later I
return home, eat an oatmeal lunch and fill out my exercise log. If I bike later in the day, I update my
exercise log as soon as I get home.6
My Community Center membership runs about $550 a year. It started out in 1964 at $50 to $100 a
year donation to the Community Fund, but now membership has been made mandatory and the locker
rental cost has skyrocketed. Still, this cost is in line with local YMCA memberships or the cost of a
summer golf pass. The local country club is $450 a month just for schmoozing privileges. The Dow fitness center is a slightly cheaper alternative, but you only see Dow people and the two facilities have no
swimming options. Two local colleges have swimming pools, but I would pay $5 per visit and have to
drive 10 miles each way.
6 While training for the Double Ironman Triathlon, I included how much I was sleeping and some comments
about how much food was going in and out of me. You can get further information about such matters in Ron
Sleamaker’s book, Serious Training for Serious Athletes.
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The above table, taken from my exercise log called dailylog.xls, has the following columns of information: calendar and day date, am weight, whether or not I walked/stretched, noon exercise, noon
weight, pm exercise, comments for the day, aerobic points, 7-day trailing average aerobic points, 10day trailing average aerobic points, 30-day trailing average aerobic points, BP and time taken, swim
lengths, 10-day trailing average swim lengths, 7-day trailing average swim lengths and 30-day trailing
average of swim lengths. I DON’T fill in every column every day, but if you look back at any date, you
can get a very good quantitative reading of my weight, exercise level, or BP for that time period. I also
try to add important family information, in red, in the Comments column.
So the above table “controls” my life. If I miss a few days of exercise, the 7-day trailing average quickly
reflects that fact. On the other hand a long bike ride will spike my 7-day trailing average. In both cases
though, the 30-day trailing average will hardly show a ripple. So this 30-day trailing average is a
steadying force in my outlook on exercise and life in general.
There are other exercise options. The medical field uses a term called METS to describe exercise levels.
It is another way of measuring calories burned, a term most people prefer. Also, the effort level is
somewhat subjective. You can see an endless variety of mechanical devices on late night TV designed
to sculpt your body into that of a Greek god. I hope to one day complete a section on my web site in
which I list my options to the questions of “What does it mean to be in shape?” and “How do you get in
shape?” For now the reader will have to accept that I have settled on aerobics as my route to eternal
youth.
A final comment about my fetish with aerobic points. I treat exercise and aerobic points as interchangeable, much like dollars in a net worth statement. Except a thousand dollars in a CD account is
not exactly the equivalent of a thousand dollars in the bank or a thousand dollars in a stock account or
a thousand dollars in real estate. However, for comparison purposes, it makes it easier to consider all
these dollars equivalent. So it is with keeping a tally on exercise levels. I know there are differences.
My body can feel the differences. But it simplifies my life to treat them all the same—kind of like we
should treat all people the same.
I have attached some aerobic charts in Appendix L. The include (1) a current exercise log, (2) a maximum effort chart, and (3) a chart of my records in exercise.
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Chapter 12

Double Ironman Triathlon

A Once In A Life Time Opportunity
“John, you always said there are only two creatures of value on this earth;
those with a commitment and those who acquire a commitment from others.”
Abigail Adams, 1776

“Our 36th and final finisher, in a time of 35 hours, 38 minutes and 17 seconds, competing
with two artificial hip joints, Larry Piper of Midland, Michigan.”
These words from race director Ray Sheppard climaxed my 18 month quest to complete a
Double Ironman Triathlon.
Although this description is being written with the perspective of 13 years after the event, the
specifics of that period of my life are seared into my memory such that it seems like only
yesterday. Hardly a day goes by that I do not reflect on what was achieved. I have replayed
over and over in my mind the details almost like tales of old were transmitted by word of
mouth from generation to generation.
It all started the day I left Dow Chemical. All of a sudden I had all this time. I even started
reading a book on Assembly Language, something I always wanted to learn. That lasted all of
three days. Deep inside of me was a feeling that I had one more goal in life.. I had always had
my eye on the multi-sport events I described in Chapter 11. The two Ironman triathlons that I
failed to finish in 1982 had left a bad taste in my mouth. Since I could no longer run, I knew I
would have real problems making the cutoff times for a “regular” Ironman.
So I puttered around the house and began to spend longer hours at the Community Center.
Judy even asked me when I was going to “do something.” Little did she know that I was
scheming and planning. I had one more goal in life. I wanted to set the bar really high for
other athletes in Midland.
After six weeks of training and planning I took Judy on a 10K walk. I explained my goal of
trying to qualify for the Double Ironman Triathlon, held each year at Huntsville, AL, over the
Labor Day weekend. She agreed, with the stipulation that this would be a one-time shot.
Since I was only 54, and thus not eligible to withdraw any IRA savings for four more years, we
needed to make sure our finances were in order. Around May 1, 1993, with our future
finances in order, I made the commitment to train for a qualifying spot for the 1994 Double
Ironman event.
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Origin of the Triathlon

In 1977 some guys made a bar bet about who was the better athlete: a runner, a biker or a swimmer.
They decided to resolve the issue by combining three existing events that were already being held: the
Honolulu Marathon, a 2.4 mile open water swim and a 112 mile bike event (there is some question
about whether all 112 miles of the bike event were conducted on one or two days). Organized by Navy
Commander John Collins, he and 14 other men competed in the first-ever “gruelathon” on Hawaii in
18-Feb-1978. I believe there was an article in Sports Illustrated about this initial event. In 1979 the
event was again held with about twice the original number of entrants. One woman also entered. In
1980 the event attracted 108 entrants and a national TV audience—most likely Wide World of Sports.
In 1981 362 entrants showed up; the triathlon was the hottest new sport. The event moved from the
island of Oahu to Kona Coast in 1982. It also picked up Bud Light as a sponsor. The organizers realized that the traditional February race date severely penalized much of the continental U.S. Because
they could not adequately train over the winter. So 1982 saw two Ironman events, one in February
and the other in October. All subsequent Iron events were held in October. After some normal growing pains of sponsorship and who owns what rights, the Ironman Triathlon became a legitimate event.
I uncovered a promo brochure dated 1983 that succinctly describes the swim portion of the event.
“It is generally accepted that the novice biker can survive a 112-mile bicycle race, and a
middle-of-the-pack marathon runner can make it to the finish line with some rest stops
along the way. But cold-water distance swimming gives no quarter. You finish or you
don’t. Donning orange swim caps and covering their bodies with grease to prevent
hypothermia, most triathletes also remove all body hair to cut down on drag in the salt
water. Water temperatures around 68 degrees and one-to-two foot waves can combine
to make the shortest leg of the triathlon the most difficult.”
Marathon running was beginning to be passe, and the macho factor of a triathlon, regardless of the
distance, was a powerful magnet. After one year when a Japanese guy taped a shaving mirror on his
chest and floated the 2.4 mile swim on his back in 4.5 hours, the race director saw the need for tighter
controls. Qualifying times were established as well as cut off times for each of the three segments.
Soon the number of entries was capped. I knew a couple of Midlanders who made the event in the
early ‘80s. I could see there was no way I could meet the new qualification standards, much less afford
the money and time to travel to Hawaii.
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History of My Triathlons
I came into the triathlon world almost by accident. In the late ‘70s I believe there was only a single
triathlon held in Michigan. It called itself the Michigan Championship—since there were no other
events, and it was held near Traverse City. The hangup for me was that it was held on the second Saturday in June, the same date as the Midland Invitational Track Meet. I was committed to coaching a
team of 25+ girls at this all day event still held at Northwood’s track. We were getting 300+ other
entrants from Michigan and a few of the nearby states. Fortunately, the Club still had a couple other
veteran coaches and a designated person as the Meet Director. So I decided I could miss this meet if I
could get Judy to fill in for me, something that would have been impossible in the subsequent 22
years.
I am guessing the year was 1979. Scot went along, and that would make him just under 15 years old.
The swim was held at Silver Lake (I think), and the water was really cold at this time of the year. The
bottom line is that we both finished—I think Scot was second or third in the 16 and Under division. I
was hooked on triathlons.
This first triathlon had three other memories associated with it. The first memory involves Ross Shingledecker. When I returned to Fleet Feet practice the following Monday, a story unfolded about the
previous Saturday’s meet. Ross was the Meet Director Although this was his first attempt at running
the entire meet, he had been with the Club for two years. A Meet Director is truly where the “buck
stops.” He (and in later years, she) must make a number of decisions to keep the meet going. These
decisions can come at you fast and furious, and this is what happened to Ross. He candidly admitted
that his brain literally shut down. He froze for a moment and could not deal with anything.
The second memory also involves freezing, only this time it was the competitors. Swimming the one
mile course in Crystal lake meant you were in the water 30-40 minutes. Many of the thinner athletes
suffered from hypothermia, and I always had leg cramps. Both times I swam in this event I hugged the
shoreline. The one mile course was measured straight across the lake, so those of us who were closer
to shore probably went 1.1 miles. There were times when both legs had a cramp, so it was critical that I
be able to get my feet on the bottom to work out the cramps. Also, there was at best only a couple
boats on the entire swim course which could have come to your rescue. So when I eventually do reach
the end of the swim, there strewn in front of me is a body about every 10 feet, shaking from hypothermia. Meet officials, mostly women, were trying to cover them with blankets. This continues right into
the tent set up for changing from your swimming suit to your biking clothes. Modesty went out the
window as those of us who were still able-bodied changed clothes in front of all the women aid workers.
The third story captures the fanaticism of a triathlete. First some facts. A typical triathlon would consist of lake swim between one half and one mile in length, followed by a bike ride of 30 to 35 miles,
followed by a 10K run. The bike course was often a 10 mile loop which you traversed three times. This
was the case in my first triathlon. Since I was always one of the last athletes out of the water, that put
me behind all the bike riders. As I pulled onto the bike course, I saw what looked like a money clip
lying in the middle of the road. I kept on going. As I came around for the second loop, the money clip
was still there. I could see this time that there was a wad of bills. Similarly, on the third loop, the
money clip still laid in the middle of the road. Everyone was in too much of a hurry to stop and pick
up “free” money.
As I look back today, all these “short course” triathlons blur into one another. Between 1980 and 1986
I would say that I participated in 7 to 8 of these short distance triathlons in Michigan. I went to Traverse City at least twice, to the Mark Mellon event at least twice, and to a local Sanford Lake
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event at least twice. I swam in Lake Ostego a couple of times, but this may have been where Mark
Mellon was contested. (Appendix H is an attempt to chronologically list all the running, biking,
triathlon, paddleball and racquetball events I entered. I would take these listings with a grain of salt,
particularly the date.) There are at least five other triathlons that I know I entered. I call them Glass
City, Sylvania, Land-o-Lakes, Davidson, and Purdue. Let me say a little about each.
The Glass City triathlon was held in Greenville, IN, near Fort Wayne. I took Laura along with me, and
I remember she was about 15. That would have made it 1982. I had the yellow Vega car that had a
habit of sticking in reverse. I remember nothing else about the event; I do have a nice plaque that says
I finished 92nd in 4:31:10. I know Laura had to drive the Vega to meet me a couple times during the
event.
Sylvania was held at Sylvania, OH. This was a class event with a generous sponsorship by Nautilus or
one of the other body building equipment manufacturers. I drove down on Friday for the pre-event
activities. I slept in the back of the yellow Vega, but I remembered I had trouble finding a safe place to
park. The swim was a short 800 yard affair. I would like to tell you more, but I picked up a tack in my
tire about two miles into the biking event. I was not carrying any spare tube or pump, so I learned a
valuable lesson.
The Land-o-Lakes was a half distance Ironman event. It was an official Ironman qualifying event, so
the field was reasonably high class. It was sponsored by Bud Lite and Nautilus which also guaranteed a
class event. Scot and I participated; the exact year was likely 1984 or 1985 because my hips were giving
out. I walked about 30% of every one of the 13 miles. The actual location was in north-west Kentucky.
It was a fishing haven, and it was very quiet and serene. The turn-around point for the 56 mile bike
event was a place called Golden Pond. I still have a nice medal I received as an official finisher. A number of years later I stayed there overnight with Judy. I had been telling her how quiet this place was.
Little did I know we would be the ONLY people staying at this hotel that had over 100 rooms. Creepy.
The Davidson event was memorable for two reasons: Laura competed and because it was different.
Davidson, MI, in the’70s and ‘80s had a group of sports-minded citizens that supported all sorts of
activities. Their triathlon was an example of the lengths that a committee will go to overcome logistical
problems. I believe the committee had two restrictions: the swim portion had to be held in a pool and
the city could not block off streets for the bike route for long periods of time. Davidson’s solution was
to (1) reduce the duration of the event to something like 300 yards swim, 10 mile bike and 4 mile run,
(2) hold the bike event first so the bikers were relatively bunched up, and (3) split the field as they finished the biking—half would do the swim next and the run last, and the other half would do the run
next and the swim last. The pool was a local, outdoor pool of 25 yards length. They had counters in
each of the 6-8 lanes. You likely swam only 4 or 6 laps. I remember some young guys just walked on
the bottom of the pool because they could not swim. I suspect some people had to wait their turn to get
into the pool, and they lost time accordingly. I wish I could find the T-shirt from this event.
Purdue was a about a one-third Ironman distance. The swim was held at French Lick, a summer
amusement park that was closed for the year. The biking was a non-descriptive course and the 9 mile
run finished on campus at one of the frat houses. I remember my hips were starting to hurt. I remember that Mark and Marty and Judy were trying to figure out who would do which part of the triathlon if
they entered as a team. Finally, I had a watch that I set to ring every 10 minutes, and it was going off
all the time during the swim. This was my last triathlon in which I could run.
Paul Watson and I participated in an Ironman clone in Austin, MN, in August, 1982. He finished, but I
stopped near the end of the bike event with a flat tire. I also went to another similar event a couple
weeks later in Iowa. I failed to even finish the swim. These two attempts at the full Ironman distance
left a bad taste in my mouth. As I look back, I was severely handicapping myself by not having a support crew and using a so-so bicycle. After 1986, my hips were shot, and I could no longer run. I decided
to add the details of these two Ironman attempts with the next story.
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My Two Ironman Triathlon Attempts
I realized late in writing this book that I had left out the details of my two experiences at the traditional
Ironman distance. Both of these attempts were failures. However, I would agree with the saying that
we (can) learn more from our failures than our successes. I know this was true for me, both in the first
two marathons which I failed to finish in Canton, OH, in 1972 and 1973, and the two Ironman’s in
which I entered.
I’m not sure of the exact moment in which I made the decision to do an Ironman. I am sure that I had
surveyed all the possible locations. Besides Hawaii, the only two other Ironman events were held in
Austin, MN, and Iowa. There might have been one later in FL and possibly one in CA. What I am sure
of is that (1) I was in excellent physical condition and (2) the decision was a joint one with Paul Watson.
Paul was very close to my age, and he also was a Dow employee. We had struck up a casual acquaintance at various biking events. I always felt that he was the stronger competitor, particularly in swimming and running, but I was the brains and organizer behind the effort. It was early in 1982 when we
identified the Ironman event in Austin, MN, officially known as the Midwest Triathlon Classic, to be
held on 28-Aug-1982, as our goal. I do not recall us ever working out together; we each seem to know
how to prepare for such a grandiose event.
Both of us had Team Fuji bikes, circa 1980 models. I had
an odometer/speedometer/cadence meter mounted on the
handlebars that must have been 5”x3”, which was the current size for its time. I know it was very impressive to the
other competitors; I don’t think anyone else had anything
other than a small gear that counted wheel revolutions and
gave a total mileage readout. Both of us had a few
marathons under our belt; both of us had done a few century bike events; neither of us had ever swum more than a
mile at other triathlons.
Paul’s actual job was a pilot. He, and always a second pilot,
flew Dow executives to meetings. Once they discharged
their passengers, they had the rest of the day to kill. Paul
said most pilots hung around the airport bar. Paul would
take his running clothes and get in a good workout. He
expressed some guilt at working out on company time, but
also admitted that the senior pilot once told him that, had
he used his waiting time to study instead of lounging
around airports, he would have become a rocket scientist.
We traveled to Austin in Paul’s VW micro-bus. We were not
that well organized, and I think we camped out in route. I
always thought I was cheap, but Paul put me to shame.
Judy’s main memory of what I told her was I couldn’t
believe how cheap Paul was. But that fact did not hurt or
help my chances of finishing. Looking back, it was egotistical and optimistic on my part to attempt
such an event without Judy’s support. (I had completed at least one marathon and all of my century
bike events without any family support.) The Austin event was maybe in its second or third year of
being held. It was fairly well staffed and run, but the course layout was difficult for the competitors.
The swim start was on a little used lake about 80 miles north of race headquarters, which was a school
in downtown Austin. I think we had to take our bikes up to the lake the day before, and then we
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returned to the school to sleep overnight in Paul’s van in the parking lot.
The entry board showed 55 competitors but I later wrote there were only 45 who participated. There
was one other guy from MI who was slightly older than Paul and I. None of the remaining competitors
stand out in my mind. Most were local, and their bikes were not that unusual. I do remember making a
phone call to Judy about 7 pm after all the race preliminaries had been completed. I was excited, and I
told Judy that for the first time I thought I could make it.
When we awoke in the morning (Saturday), the weather had turned nasty. It was overcast and windy. I
don’t remember what we ate in the morning, but we had to ride a bus the 80 miles to the start. The
swim is always the toughest for me; I usually am the last to finish. The course was triangular in shape;
the lake was so small that each leg went from one shore line to another. But for me the real problem is
not so much that I can’t swim very well as is the fact that I can’t see at all without my glasses. (It
took another 5 years before I eventually found prescription goggles.)
So the gun goes off, the field rapidly disappears from view, and I don’t have a clue as to my direction –
there was no accompanying boat. I remember when I rounded the buoy after the second leg, I got a leg
cramp. Fortunately, the water at that particular point was shallow enough that I could put a foot down. I struggled to the finish line. I remember it was one of the happiest times in my life – I had finished a 2.4 mile, open-water swim. There were still a half dozen guys (I don’t recall any women starting this event) hanging around at the finish line, eating a sandwich or waiting to use the one portajohn. I felt I needed to take a dump, but after 5 minutes of waiting, I hopped on the bike and headed
south.
I was really pumped from finishing
the swim, and my initial biking was
likely too fast. I do remember I felt so
good that I skipped the first aid station at 25 miles. That was a big mistake. The rest of the bike event is a
blur. I do know that a head wind
picked up for those of us at the back
of the pack. I also know I rode the
entire event alone; I did pass a few
people whom I could have rode with,
so that was my second mistake. I also
remember I had to stop beside the
road to take a dump about the half
way point. I was wearing old, smooth
soled tennis shoes, and the wet conditions made it difficult for me to climb
out of the ditch where I crapped. Then at 90 miles I really began to struggle. We were in a rolling hill
terrain, and I often had to get off my bike to walk on the uphill portions. My body and mind were falling apart, and I stopped around the 105 mile point. A sag wagon picked me up and took me back to the
school headquarters. I was wasted. A doctor examined me and said it was good that I had stopped – I
think my heart was racing. The meet director got me a chocolate shake to drink and I slowly recovered.
I went out to Paul’s van and slept for 3-4 hours. I did get up to see Paul finish, but I missed most of the
other finishers.
The next morning (Sunday) when I went to retrieve my bike, it had a flat tire. I am convinced that by
the 90 mile mark I was so far out of it, both mentally and physically, that I did not notice that my tire
was getting flat. Maybe if I had ridden with someone else, they would have noticed. Paul ended up winning the 40+ age division. The other MI entrant quit at the end of the bike portion. A local church held
a corn-on-the-cob luncheon, and that is where we met some of the other competitors.
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There must have been a brief awards ceremony. I know we left right away and drove straight home.
We arrived back in Midland about 9 AM on Monday. I know Paul and I wrote a short article and took it
down to the Midland Daily News in time for Monday’s paper.
I was happy for Paul, but I was extremely frustrated, mostly because I felt my bike had betrayed me. I
now knew that I could make a 2.4 mile open water swim; I thought I had a good chance of finishing an
Ironman. It turns out that the second Ironman I mentioned above was only two or three weeks away.
So I made one of those wild decisions to try it. As I stated earlier, I was in superb condition; I didn’t
feel any need to give my body an extended rest period. Unfortunately, I have no dates, pictures or
entry blanks to jog my memory of this second Ironman. Everything I write from here on is based upon
memory.
I was driving a yellow, 1973 Vega wagon at this time. It was ideal to sleep in the back; I could attach
the bike to the rear bumper and not disturb my sleeping area. I had finished my first Copper Country
125 mile bike ride at Michigan Tech with this vehicle. I later drove it to Flint, won the Walter Taylor
Paddleball tournament, slept in the Vega two nights, and ran the Detroit Free Press marathon – see
Chapter 11, Greatest Sport Day of My Life. So I felt I could jump into my Vega and take off for anywhere at very little cost to me.
The Iowa triathlon, which I will call IT, will remain nameless. I have no records or memory of its location. I had read results from the previous year which told me the swim portion was 72 lengths of a 50
yard pool. A pool would have been ideal to calm my open water swimming fears; however, I knew the
current year’s event would be outside. There was day-of-event entry allowed, so my last minute plans
were OK. In retrospect this loose entry rule should have raised a red flag. When I was the event director for the National One Mile and the Delta Marathon, I noticed that last second entrants were the
ones that gave me and the entire event the most problems.
So I loaded the Vega and took off. The word half-cocked comes to mind. The distance to Iowa required
an overnight stay, but it was likely in the back of the Vega. What I do remember is that the car battery
gave out somewhere on the interstate about 11 pm at a rest area. I waited until a “suitable” guy stopped
to give me a jump start. I stopped at the next open gas station and bought a new battery. I remember
that I drove around looking for a camp ground – that was my first exposure to how expensive the
Jellystone campgrounds are. The next day I drove on to what I thought was the triathlon’s location.
Somehow I had gotten the wrong town in my brain. By the time I got to the real town (about 15 miles
away) the pre-race meeting has just ended. I gave the meet director my entry fee, got a T-shirt and
some maps, and headed for the lake where the swim would be held.
Then the fun really began. My battery died again. Since this was a new battery, it had to be the generator. Somehow I found a small service station, got a new generator installed in a couple hours, and continued on to the lake where the IT was to start. This had to be on a Friday, with the actual event taking
place the next day. By the time I arrived it was twilight. The other entrants were there, camped out in
their tents. The meet director cooked some hot dogs over an open fire. It was a festive but relaxed
atmosphere, more reminiscence of my Y-camp days as opposed to the normal, hectic pre-race atmosphere. Oh yes, the lake was calm with only a hint of small waves rolling in.
The total number of entrants was only 12-15. It was truly an eclectic bunch. They were mostly young,
no permanent job and only one besides me that was married. We took a group picture and I recall
there was a debate whether it should appear in a triathlon magazine or in Field and Stream.
When we arose Saturday morning, the conditions on the lake had drastically changed. Waves over a
foot in height were rolling in. The swim course consisted of starting on the beach, swimming out
through these crashing waves to about 100 yards off shore, then swimming about a mile parallel to the
beach, turning around, and swimming a mile back. Even a 100 yards off shore the waves were still significant. Since I can breath only on my right side, every time I took a breath, I swallowed part of the
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lake. My breathing on the return loop would have been away from the waves, but I never made it that
far. My overall mental state was one of frustration from having to fight the car for the past 24 hours. I
also knew that if I made it to be finish, I would have to hitch a ride, with my bike, back to the lake to
pick up my car. So it was easy for me to quit, which is what I did about 20 minutes after the swim
started.
The meet director was disappointed that I had to quit; I was not too upset, although in retrospect, this
event was the poorest managed of any triathlon I ever entered. I drove straight home and arrived
about 2 AM on Sunday morning. Judy remembers she was surprised to see me so soon. I never once
made any calls home during this entire episode. A couple weeks later on 7-Nov-82, Scot and I ran the
Marine Corps Marathon, an indication of how good my physical condition was at this time of my life.
This was the last marathon I did; my time was over 5 hours – see Appendix H for all my events. If you
check out the details of the 24 Hr bike event I did in Dave Holmes’ event, also held in Iowa, you will
see that Iowa has been my Waterloo.
I had an extensive calendars of other multi-sport events, but my body seemed to be telling me I would
not be doing any more running or triathlon events. Still, a voice inside of me said I had one more event
left in my body. I could not run, but I could race walk. I knew there was a 16 hour total time limit for
the Ironman; this translated into a 14 minute/mile race walking pace. That was not possible for me. So
I started thinking about longer events.

The Decision
The Double Ironman has a 36 hour time limit, a real possibility for me at 17 minute/mile race walk
pace and a 17 mph bicycle pace. Swimming 4.8 miles would be another matter. The 224 mile bike part
would be the focus of my training. If I was to make the 36 hour cutoff in the Double Ironman, it would
depend upon my bike time.
So when I left Dow in March, 1993, the idea of a doing a Double Ironman came rushing back into my
plans. I soon made the decision to try it. Actually, my brain and my body were doing a feasibility study.
I could see no obstacles which could not be overcome by my 55 year old body with two total hip
replacements. After a family meeting (described in the next story), I made the commitment to go for it.

The Commitment
After a couple months of accelerated training, I finally admitted to Judy
that I would like to try to qualify for the Double Ironman Triathlon in
Huntsville, AL. She had been wondering what the hell I was going to do
with my retirement. We took a 10K walk (on a course which I had already
marked out for the 52.4 mile run/walk part). I explained the event, the fact
that it would take me over a year to train for it, and that I needed to put the
rest of my life on hold. Judy essentially said “Go for it”; maybe is was a
relief to finally hear what I was up to. We told no one else about my plans—
a personality trait of mine. Neither Judy or I feel the necessity to announce to the world our personal
plans. But the COMMITMENT had been made.
I made training my full time job. I trained seven days a week, slowly increasing the time each day from
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2-3 hours up to 6-8 hours. The details of my training were complicated and involved. 7 I did keep extensive records, but they would be of interest only to another triathlete. Essentially I just did more and
more of swimming and biking, all at a low intensity effort.
In August I tried a maximum effort day. After swimming for a couple hours, I took off on what I hoped
would be an all day bike ride. I blew a tire at 10 miles. That taught me a valuable lesson about carrying
spare tubes—cell phones were not in my life at that time.

1993 – Seeing The Real Thing
My most important lesson was going to Huntsville in September, 1993, to see the actual event. Judy
went off to Anniston to visit with her Army friend, Ann Davis Koonce. I kept the car and talked my way
onto Stephen Johnson’s crew. Stephen was a first time participant from Canada. His only crew member was his wife, so I was very a valuable addition. I saw the preparation that various participants and
crews were using. I got a feeling for the international flavor of the event. I saw the effects first hand of
the heat on Labor Day in Huntsville. I found that I was able to stay awake for much longer periods of
time than I thought possible. Most importantly, I fully appreciated the fact that I was less than half the
way to the necessary training to complete a Double.
About two weeks prior to this visit to Huntsville, I decided to take a reading on my fitness level. I
planned to go as far as I could in one day. So I got up early in the morning and swam 2+ hours at the
Community Center pool. I probably made a little over three miles before the swim period was over at 8
am. Then I drove home and climbed on my bicycle. I was planning on a minimum of 100 miles on the
bike before switching to walking. Unfortunately, I blew a tire at 10 miles, and my experiment came to
an end. (The tire incident was a valuable lesson, because I was not even carrying a spare tube and
pump at the time. After that flat, I always do. Cell phones were not in my life as yet. It turns out that
thee is still no cell phone coverage even today in this particular area where I had the flat.)
Many memories stand out from seeing the event first hand. The first memory was watching a German
hyperventilate at the start. He just plain got over excited. Here was a guy who had invested a year of
his life in training, spent the money to travel from Germany, and then blew it all in the first 20 minutes
of the event. A second memory was the bicycle finish. I was standing at the finish line about 2 am, and
the first three places had finished the bike part. Ray Shepard, race director, made a call to his bicycle
lieutenant, who was still out on the course. He wanted to congratulate him on his course measurement. Although two of the first three guys had their bike odometer calibrated for kilometers, when you
made the conversion, the first three finishers had odometer readings of 224.0, 224.2 and 224.2 miles.
The response was something like, “Am I good or what.” But the real story here is that these finishers
had their equipment so finely calibrated. Such is the story of the Double Ironman. No detail is too
small to take into consideration.
I soaked up the atmosphere of the event. I could clearly see that most competitors had two bikes. They
not only had multiple spare tires and tubes, but spare wheels. Almost all had a van as a support vehicle; some had two support vehicles. Over half of the support vehicles were jury-rigged with boom
boxes that could play motivational music as they followed their rider. (This was the one rule modification that is different from a regular Ironman. Since we were on a deserted military installation, and
there were less than 40 cyclists spread out over a 20 mile loop, support traffic was not a problem.)
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Each crew was organized as to duties. They had a tent set
up out on the bicycle course so their rider could stop for
refreshments on any of the eleven 20-mile bike loops.
Some even had a crew member who would ride along
with their man to keep him company—I don’t think there
were any women in the 1993 event. The crew also
manned a second tent area for the run segment which
consisted of eight loops of a 10K course. Sleeping and
eating needs of the crew had to be subordinated to the
needs of the competitor. The importance of having good
crew members was the major lesson I learned in 1993.
The environmental factors of competing in a Double
Ironman in September in Alabama on a deserted military installation were also valuable lessons that I
learned. It was hotter than normal in 1993, a factor that always bothered me on long bike rides. The
open water swim in the Tennessee River was going to be new for me. I saw that each competitor was
assigned an “escort canoe” by the local Boy Scouts. I quickly formulated plans that I would place Scot
in my escort canoe, and we would work on pre-arranged signals for navigation and feeding times. We
rehearsed our plans near the Edenville Dam in the summer of 1994.
I returned home after this eye-opening experience and redoubled my training efforts.

Hard Core Training
By the fall of 1993 I had been training almost every day for the past five months. I was probably in the
best shape of my life. Still, I was not even ready for the normal Ironman distances. I was still involved
with my normal family activities. I was still playing paddleball at least twice a week and entering tournaments every month. I also had a major time commitment to the Saginaw Computer Club.
So the first decision I made was to cut out all outside activities. I enjoyed the paddleball, but I was
afraid of an injury. I know I didn’t completely shut off paddleball, but I backed way off. It was the computer club activities that I really shut off. I talked with Lynn Kauer, then President, and begged to be
released from all my responsibilities as both a Club and Board member. I was not that big a factor in
the operation of the Club, but just hearing Lynn tell me to go do my thing took a load off my mind. I
am sure that Judy quit bugging me about anything on her to do lists. Essentially I existed solely to
train for the Double Ironman. (This status is like many professional and Olympic athletes.)
Next I made plans and lists. I was already keeping detailed records of what I planned to do each day as
well as what I actually did each day. I expanded upon these plans to include everything that went in
and out of me, how much I slept, and how I felt. If I wasn’t training, I was either sleeping, eating or
writing in my exercise diary.
But it is not like I was training a lot or covering long distances. I continued what had been my running
philosophy—long, slow distance. My major focus was on swimming, but I was biking and doing the
Stairmaster every day. I discovered rowing, and I soon added that to my daily schedule. Judy walked
with me nearly every day, but I knew we were not putting in nearly enough miles. I used one other
technique in my training, what I have always called “maximum effort” days. Since I never used my
Dow vacation days for actual vacations, I had developed a habit of taking off a day every couple
months when I would do nothing but train. This training was usually for long runs or bike rides, but I
might add swimming or walking. So now that I was training full time, these maximum effort days were
like an exam to see what progress I was making.
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One essential training tool is “sprints” or more correctly “intervals 8.” There is no training technique
that will improve your conditioning faster than doing intervals. However, intervals are the quickest
way to injury or overuse problems. So I seldom used interval workouts. Running intervals were out
since I could no longer run with the hip replacements. Biking intervals were rare, at most once per
month. Maybe I did a 20 mile time trial once a month. Swimming intervals were done more frequently, maybe every couple of weeks. I seldom scheduled an interval workout; they usually occurred
spontaneously when I felt good.
Two of my routine workouts, Stairmaster and rowing, occurred in the Exercise Room at the Community Center. In 1994 Todd Hunt was a personal trainer who regularly worked there. We became good
friends and swapped training tips. Todd’s specialties were biking and climbing. He was my chief supporter and PR agent. The Community Center had begun changing their employee policies soon after,
and Todd left to start his own fitness center.
The swimming was always uppermost in my mind. It was always my weakest event of the triathlon. I
had developed the habit of swimming with Zoomer flippers. They are shortened flippers which allow
you to maintain a 6-beat kick, but gave you additional thrust. Each Sunday I would swim with the fullsize, scuba flippers to get even more power. I had determined that my swim times with Zoomers was
equivalent to wearing a wet suit without any flippers—which would be the mode of swimming the the
Double Ironman. (As my back has gotten progressively worse, I switched from the Zoomers to the full
size flippers. Now I find that my leg and back muscles are so weak that I can barely swim with the
Zoomers. Without any flippers, I would be lucky to make one length of the pool.)
Swimming at the Community Center in the summer of 1994 was an enjoyable experience. There were
three times each day in which one could swim for two hours straight, and none of the sessions were
particularly crowded. For the first time in my life I achieved what might be called a “swimmer’s nirvana.” You feel like you could swim forever. I define this as a condition where your cardio-pulmonary
capacity is strong enough to overcome your drag in the water. I was averaging around 1.5 miles every
time I swam, which tended to be every day. My speed was about 40 minutes a mile, not particularly
fast, but quick enough such that I could finish the 4.8 mile swim portion in 3:12, well under the 4.5
hour cutoff time.
One day I decided I would swim at all three sessions. I believe the actual swim times would have
totaled 7.5 hours if you swam the entire time. I made 10 miles that day, a PR that few non-team swimmers will ever exceed.
On June 30, 1994, I had the pool to myself most of the time. I convinced the lifeguard to stay open a
little longer so that I had a continuous, three hour swim. I had the lifeguard sign a piece of paper that
she had witnessed me swim 3.75 miles in 2:54, and I sent it in with my entry blank as required proof
that I could handle one of the three events. (This is a 48 minute mile; I had planned on 40 minutes.)
I eventually purchased two wet suits. I practiced in them maybe 4 or 5 times to allay any fears that I
could swim in them. By July, 1994, the outside pool at Plymouth Park had opened. There was a noon
swim period each day, although it only lasted for one hour. This outside pool was 50 yards in length,
and it was much colder than the indoor pool. I got to swim with Charlie Moss, Midland’s premier Masters swimmer during these noon sessions. His one piece of advice: “don’t start out too fast.”
I remember now that the outdoor pool was still open in Central Park next to the Community Center.
While used primarily for family and children swimming, it did have a 50 meter lane open for length
swimming. This pool was very shallow and with its large surface area, the sun warmed the water too
8 An interval is a short burst of all out effort, followed by an “interval” of rest. The process is then repeated from
10 to 20 times. The longer the rest interval, the faster you become; the shorter the rest interval, the better
conditioned you become. I typically would do twenty 50 yard swims in 75 seconds, i.e., swim 50 yards as fast
as you can and then rest until a total of 75 seconds has elapsed. Repeat! As I go stronger, I might lower the
time to 70 seconds.
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much. Al Gooch, who was then aquatics director at the Community Center, told me they had to bring
in cold water from Lake Huron each night to offset the heat generated by the sun each day. So this pool
looked like a spot where I could length swim for 3 to 4 hours straight. Unfortunately, the day I picked
to make my long swim, some kid crapped in the pool, and we all had to get out. I think we were able to
get back in in 30 minutes but the “mood was gone.” I never returned to try again.
I was still coaching in Fleet Feet in the spring of 1994. I had to be careful that I didn’t run too much
with the girls. Other than that, I don’t recall any time conflicts with my training. As yet, I had not made
any general announcement of what I was training for.
Before we leave this section on hard core training, I need to revisit the concept of how I measure my
training efforts. The unit of currency is aerobic points. I have previously mentioned this idea in Chapter 9—Running By The Numbers and in Chapter 11—Aerobic Diary and Greatest Sports Day. Aerobic
point charts have been established based upon three things: (1) which activity you are doing, (2) how
long you do the activity, and (3) hard intense you do the activity. Dr. Ken Cooper, who is one of my
heroes in Chapter 10, has done all the math for you. He has published a number of books with aerobics
in the title that categorize all manner of exercise by age, by sex and even by altitude. 9 Dr. Cooper then
set a standard for what he considered an optimum number of points one should achieve to be considered fit. This standard is 30 aerobic points per week. All the rest is nitpicking: can I get my points all at
once or should they be spread out over 7 days? Over 4 days (it doesn’t matter, but you should spread
them out to maintain your motivation); it is too hard for me to jog to get my points (then swim or
bike); one point swimming is much harder for me to achieve than one point walking (it won’t be when
you learn to swim); why do heavier people earn points faster than us skinny people (they have more
mass to move).
While Dr. Cooper said that 30 points a week are sufficient, historically I had a pilot light that told my
body to achieve a minimum of 60 points per week. When I was into any sort of a training mode, I tried
to maintain an average of 100 points per week. If I were training for a marathon, I felt I should be getting 200 to 250 points per week, at least for the final month before the marathon. A little math says
that 210 points per week is equivalent to 30 points per day, i.e., getting an entire week’s worth of exercise every day. By the spring of 1994 I was well beyond even this 30 point level. As the weather
warmed up, I added longer and longer bike rides into my schedule. Then Easter arrived and I missed a
day at the Community Center—because it was closed.
If you were to look at my exercise log following this Easter Sunday, three prominent items would jump
out at you: (1) I never missed a day of exercise until June 4, (2) every day consisted of five different
exercises: swim, bike, Stairmaster, row and walk, and (3) the AVERAGE aerobic points for each day
was about 60. I was getting two weeks worth of exercise crammed into every single day.
Needless to say, I was sleeping well. My weight had come down only slightly, to about 170. And as we
used to say back in my construction days, “I had muscles in my shit.” So what happened on June 4 to
cause me to break this string? Read on.

The Most Memorable Day of My Life
My body is now so finely trained that if you fired a starting pistol, I would go 20 miles before my body
would respond to a second false start shot. I didn't feel like a needed a day of rest; still I knew for some
9 One aerobic point is defined as the body’s ability to process 7 liters of oxygen/min/kg of body weight. Aren’t
you glad that you let Cooper do the math?
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time that I would essentially miss all training on this date. What follows is an excerpt from the same
story in Chapter 9.
June 4, 1994, for me, was a date that will live in infamy. I was the chief timer for the Michigan State
High School Class A track finals. While that meant we were the backup watches for an electronic timer,
it did involve training and organizing 20+ people. My day would be about 8 hours long, and Judy was
the assistant head timer. Leading up to this day, I had been at the peak of my training for a Double
Ironman Triathlon. For the previous 2 months I had engaged in a regimen that each day involved:
swimming, biking, walking, rowing and Stair Master. The combined effort was over 60 aerobic points
per day—equivalent to two weeks of exercise every day. So June 4 would be the first day I had missed
my training in over two months.
Also, leading up to this date was the placement of my mother-in-law into an adult foster care home.
Things were not going well, and by June 2 it was clear she needed to be moved. On June 3 we heard
that she would need moving now. Oh yes, June 4 is our 34th wedding anniversary.
So it was with much trepidation that we arose on that Saturday morning, June 4, not knowing if we
would have to move Geneva. We get to the the track about 8 am in order to get our timers organized.
As usual I did not have a full 27 compliment of timers—three watches on each of the nine lanes. But I
adjusted personnel, and I was not too concerned since we were backups. However, by 8:30 I had not
seen the electronic timer guy. Finally he shows up and gets ready to time the first event, the 100 meter
dash preliminaries. The first heat is run and I can see there is a timer problem. After the second heat,
the meet director, Roger Hansen of Saginaw Valley State University, walks over and says those
memorable words, 'Piper, your watches are official; the electronic timer is malfunctioning”. I quickly
recruit a couple more timers, put my best timers on fourth and fifth place since that will determine
which runners advance, and we continue the meet.
A sidebar to this story occurred at the noon break. Judge Thomas Beale, a running friend of mine,
wanders by. I was describing the hectic events of earlier in the day. Tom comes up with those
memorable words, “Piper, I think I would have had to take the matter under advisement back in my
chambers.” This captured the flavor of the day—you had to think on your feet and act NOW.
So we got past June 4, 1994, without any further problems from Geneva. It should be noted again here
that is was during the first half of 1994, when I was ramping up my serious training for the Double
Ironman, that Judy and I had the full responsibility of Geneva Officer’s care. The details have already
been spelled out in Chapter 8—Commitment Process for Geneva. Judy scrambled on the following
Monday and found a great place for Geneva to stay (K & K) We moved her on June 7. Now we had
Geneva under 24 hour care, and a tremendous mental load was removed from Judy’s shoulders.
I think that Judy may still have had her Alterations And More business going, but she folded it soon
afterwards.
One other factor arose in my plans. I had always assumed I would take Laura along as part of my crew,
primarily because of her athletic background. But now we found out that she was pregnant. So Scot
and Robyn became my choice for the crew.

The Questions We All Have
It isn’t too long before you have to answer the obvious question: “Can you make it?” This question
from others may take the form of “How can you make it that far?” The answer I always give is, “You
break the event up into manageable pieces.”
For me the real question was really a series of questions.
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1 – Can I ride the bike 224 miles?
2 – Can I ride the bike 224 miles after swimming 4.8 miles?
3 – Can I ride the bike 224 miles after swimming 4.8 miles in the Alabama heat?
4 – Can I ride the bike 224 miles after swimming 4.8 miles, in the heat, and finish within the time limits?
5 – Can I ride the bike 224 miles after
swimming 4.8 miles, in the heat, finish
within the time limits, and not get sick?
6 – Can I ride the bike 224 miles after
swimming 4.8 miles, in the heat, finish
within the time limits, not get sick, and
still keep eating and drinking and keep
my bodily functions working (as well as
keeping my weight loss under 3%)?
Interestingly enough, so well conditioned were all 39 starters, that one
additional factor raised its head: Can I
ride the bike 224 miles … without going
out too fast? As stated earlier, one German in 1993 hyperventilated during the
start of the swim and had to drop out. All of us had to keep repeating “slow down, pace yourself.”
Personally, I was most worried about the swim. I was prepared for the swim to take up to 3.5 hours,
but that would put my total swim + bike time near the disqualification time limit. Next, I was really
concerned about the heat—my ultimate nemesis on distance events. For me, heat problems equal
stomach sickness and inability to eat and drink. That is exactly what did happen at 80 miles into the
bike ride—as you will read about later.
So my answer to the above questions took the form of the following strategy: (1) Finish the swim. (2)
Keep going on the bike as long as I was under the cutoff time. (3) See how far I can go on the walk. If
my walk times exceeded the cutoff times, I was prepared to continue on and be an unofficial finisher—
something that the race director had allowed in past years.

The Announcement
The State Finals track meet is out of the way. I go back to my heavy training. The next item on my
agenda was to qualify for the Double Ironman by riding over 200 miles in the National 24 Hour Challenge. I have previously described that event in Chapter 11—Biking. Once I had rode 228 miles in the
24Hr, my confidence was high that I could actually make the Double Ironman.
I still had not made any general announcement that I was training for a Double Ironman Triathlon.
Frankly, I am not sure exactly when that was. I do know that Todd Hunt, the personal trainer at the
Community Center, went to bat for me. He put up posters announcing my efforts. He invited people to
sign the posters with their well wishes. More than a few of my “friends” questioned my sanity. The
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poster has signatures of three friends who are now dead. Priceless!
But it was the two newspaper articles that really got the ball rolling. I am pretty sure that I instigated
both articles. I probably talked with my contact of the past 15 years at the Midland Daily News, Don
Winger, Sports Editor. He sent out Jon McQuinn, one of his assistants to interview me at my home.
Although he didn’t include any pictures, Jon did write a “fair and balanced” article of what I told him.
Jon’s favorite quote of me was
when I said something about
Eisenhower didn’t have as
detailed plans for D-Day as I
had prepared to the Ironman.
I also contacted Bill Laitner at
the Free Press. We were still
taking the Freep at the time, so
I was familiar with Bill’s column. Bill was not part of the
Sports Dept. He wrote human
interest stories under the title of
Body and Mind. My competing
in a Double Ironman with two
artificial hips was too much for
him to resist. An interesting
spin-off came from Bill’s article.
About a month after I completed the Double Ironman, I received a phone call and letter from one of the officers at the Milan
State Prison. It seems that some of the prisoners had seen Laitner’s article, and they wanted me to
come speak to them. It was early in December before we scheduled a date. The Milan prison and its
inmates were entirely different from my experience at the Jackson prison—see Chapter 11-Great
Escape Run. I got so much interest in my talk that I almost didn’t get out before the next head count. I
remember I used one of Hyrum Smith’s techniques as a speaker: greet everyone with a handshake at
the door when they first arrive.
I still had not received any notification if I would be accepted into the event. Not knowing if I was to be
an official entrant helped to keep the lid on my emotions.

The Qualifiers: 41 In The World
The entry blank for the Double Ironman was very detailed and very specific. The cost was $300, but
there was no guarantee at all that you would be excepted. I continued to train as if I would be an
entrant. I was even considering at what point I should start tapering. Then in the last week in July, I
received a phone call. It was from the race director’s daughter. She wanted to know some more specific
details about my personal life. When I said something about not being an official entrant, she matter-of-factually said, “Oh, yes, you have been accepted.” The next day the official letter arrived in the
mail. I probably slept that night with the letter under my pillow!
A list of 26 entrants was included with the acceptance letter. (Appendix T contains full size copies of
the entry blank, acceptance letter, three lists of entrants, newspaper articles, letters I sent, and some
photographs.) It turns out Ray Sheppard was still juggling entrants. The final entry list as of Sep 1 has
39 names, one of the larger fields for this event. I am aware of two others who qualified, Ted Epstein
and Mr. Flake, but both were injured and could not start. Also, one relay team was accepted; they finished 4th overall.
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If you examine all the entry and finish lists, you will find the
following breakdown among the 41 qualifiers: 39 started, 2
were injured and could not start; there were 2 female, 39
male qualifiers; there were 14 foreign, 27 USA qualifiers;
there were 20 veterans, 21 first timers; there were approximately 9 blue collar, 32 white collar qualifiers.
The numbers, 1 to 42, were assigned in an organized fashion.
Number 13 was not used (it had been Epstein’s number). The
first 14 numbers were given to the veterans, arranged alphabetically. The remaining numbers were given to the first
timers, also arranged alphabetically. My number was 40,
which meant there was only two newbies with a last name
beyond Piper.
I would like to make a brief comment about some of the
memorable qualifiers. My comments are in the order of the
impression they made on me.
John Quinn: John was the overall winner in 19:36, a world
record. He was awesome. The #1 cyclists from the local bicycle club was assigned to accompany John. John blew the guy
away. At the awards ceremony John admitted that he sat
down on the curb during the second marathon and was ready
to quit. Can you imagine that? He was leading the event, in world record time, and even he felt like
quitting. The best triathlete out there had serious doubts about finishing. (I later read that John had
competed, and won, a Triple Ironman just one month earlier.
Tina Bischoff: She finished third overall. Tina owned her own cable company in Florida. In 1980, at
the age of 22, she was an Olympic qualifier. But Jimmy Carter pulled the USA out of the Moscow
Olympics. So Tina looked around at an alternative swimming event. She decides to swim the English
Channel. She completes the swim and sets a record. Not the women’s record but the OVERALL world’s
record for fastest swim time. Tina, it turns out, had recently competed in a Triple Ironman along with
Quinn. Only Tina fell asleep on the 336 mile bike ride and crashed.
Doty Burkey: She ran a nutrition store. Doty was 50 but she looked 30.
Martin Feijen: Martin was seeded #2 based upon past performances, but he failed to finish. Martin
had won this event a couple years earlier. At the awards dinner he said he was the director of a similar
triathlon in the Netherlands. He praised Ray and Nancy Sheppard for their excellent event.
C. J. Ong: C.J. Claimed to be a philosopher. He walked around in a T-shirt that said, “That which
does not kill me makes be stronger.” Nietzsche He also had three beautiful bicycles.
Steve Bozeman: Steve had finished 6 of the 8 previous Double Ironman's. More importantly, he is a
Marine. And he brings his marine buddies to run with him. Steve gave me the highest praise I have
ever receive after I finished. “God, you’ve got guts.”
Peter Dannenberg: Peter was the German who had hyperventilated during the swim in 1993. He
came back in 1994 to finish in 31:30.
Robert Abate: Richard was a fireman, and he recruited the nearby Huntsville fire station to give him
a fire engine escort during his final run to the finish line.
Stephen Johnson: I crewed for Stephen in 1993. He returned for his second Double Ironman and
cut over 5 hours off his 1993 finish time. I noticed that Stephen won the event in 1996 with a time
about 3 hours faster than his 1994 finish.
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Jimmy Brazil: Jimmy was a personal trainer, with a lot of emphasis on the “personal.” He developed
this huge blister on his toe during the running segment. I noticed he began to emulate my race walk
style in order to finish.
Herbert Lang: Herbert was a minister. He started out the event at age 58 and finished at 59. Herbert
was standing next to me when he gave the opening prayer that I mention in the next section.
Will Shipley: Will had done 6 previous Double Ironman and had finished 4, but only barely. He was
behind me for most of the event, but passed me about 5 miles from the finish. He actually challenged
me to race to the finish line, but Judy kept me under a tight leash.
Rick Fitzgerald: Rick was the youngest finisher, and his marathon times were actually slower than
mine. The next year Shepherd lowered the finish cutoff time for entrants Rick’s age. I figured that
could be called Rick’s Rule. There was one other entrant who was also Rick’s age who had finished he
previous two Double Ironman's. I saw him when he had to drop out, and he was really pissed.
Ted Epstein: Ted is a well known biker who had competed in RAAM. He was struck by a car just
weeks before the Huntsville event, so he could not compete. I was disappointed because I had heard of
Ted, and I wanted to ask him questions about his RAAM experience. It turned out that Ted’s absence
allowed me to claim Ted’s bike accompanist, Don Wallace, to ride with me. Don had a PhD in Civil
Engineering, and he taught at the University of Alabama at Huntsville. We had a lot in common to talk
about during the 224 mile ride. (Don’t tell Don I said this but I decided my Masters in Chemical Engineering from the University of Michigan plus my years of experience at Dow Chemical gave me an
edge over his PhD in Civil Engineering from the University of Michigan.)
The Flake: I never was able to determine this guy’s actual name, so I will call him Flake. He also had
been severely injured by a car accident a few weeks before the event. Only Flake made a showing at
Huntsville, albeit on crutches. Flake had this story about his bike accident which had occurred in
Europe. He called it an International Accident: I was an American riding a French bike who was struck
by a German driving a Swedish car in Belgium. Flake told another story about one of his experiences at
another triathlon. He arrived with no crew, so he “acquired” this doubly flake guy to help him. He
gives the guy $100 to buy supplies for the event. The guy is gone for the longest time, and when he did
return he had bought chips, pretzels, pizza and beer plus some Playboy magazines.
Judy was the crew chief. We all agreed I would stop only
when she said so. This is tacit acknowledgment that I
would not be in any shape to make rational decisions.
Robyn would be the official timer and photographer. Scot
would be the gofer. We had two vehicles, my van and
Scot’s car. The van would follow me during the entire bike
event. Usually Judy would drive the van.
Judy and I made the trip to Huntsville on Friday. We took
in the sights and sounds of the pre-event festivities. I was
interviewed on the local TV station, and we attended a
pre-event party at some mansion. We had scouted out the
swim starting area on the Tennessee River, and we had driven the bike course on the Huntsville Arsenal. Scot and Robyn did not arrive until Saturday. We all slept in our motel room on Saturday night.
Sunday night we had no motel room because we were planning on being out on the course. We got
another room for Monday night to crash in.
Our van was a 1993 Lumina. It was packed to the gills. I had placed my stuff in alphabetically coded
bags depending upon what part of the event it would be needed. I think I went from A up to Q. I
neglected to provide a key to the rest of the crew as to what was in each bag. I think we took all the
seats out except for the driver’s and front passenger. I had two bikes, at least two coolers, many bags of
food, a tent, a cot, and a boom box fastened on the front bumper.
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Don Wallace, pictured on the left, became one of he Piper crew under
mysterious circumstances. As I stated above, Don was scheduled to
crew of Ted Epstein, but Ted dropped out after a serious bike injury.
Don was a finisher in 1993—although I don’t recall seeing him at the
time. Although the race organizers clearly state on the entry blank that
they will not provide any crew support, they do get locals like Don who
want to volunteer. Following my acceptance letter from Sheppard, I
had received a second letter from Candy, who said she was in charge of
crews. I must have given her some indication that I would like to have
a person to ride with me. Scot was available to ride, but I wanted to
hold him in reserve.
Mentally and physically, I was ready to go on Sunday at 7:00 am.

The Event
4.8 Mi. Swim, 224 Mi. Bike, 52.4 Mi. Walk
Huntsville was on different time schedule (like Indiana); the 7 am starting time was more like 8 am for
the rest of the Eastern Time Zone. We, of course, were up much earlier to get some breakfast and handle the myriad of details on race day morning.
I remembered Peter’s hyperventilation problems at the start of 1993, so I was trying to keep calm as
race director Ray Sheppard marks #40 on my arm and thigh—that is to help identify the body! It
helped me that there were no crowds, no music playing and no hubbub around the starting location.
My crew was in fine working order. They hardly complained
at all at having to sort through 16+ bags of clothing, food
and bicycle parts in order to find some last minute item
which I requested. The other crews were also models of efficiency.
What was somewhat disorganized were the Boy Scouts.
There was one canoe assigned to each of the 39 competitors, with two 14 year old Scouts for each canoe. My
assigned canoe was damaged, so Scot took charge and commandeered a new canoe. Scot also rode in the canoe—something we had planned on all along. It turns out the other
half of my canoe crew was the scout leader, so I ended up
with the best canoe crew of the lot.
As the starting time approached the canoes all formed up
out in the river—as you can see from the accompanying
photo. The rest of us had a moment of quiet to contemplate
the start. Then Herb Lang, who was standing next to me,
offered a prayer. It was from Isiah 40:13, often used in connection with sporting events. Only this time
the words would come back to haunt me:
“They that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength,
they shall mount up with wings as eagles,
they shall run and not be weary,
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they shall walk and not faint.”
Check back with me around mile 45 of the run/walk for the significance of the last line.
A word of background information is in order here. One of Judy’s last words to me was the question,
“Seriously, when do you think you will finish the swim?” I answered that three hours was my best estimate, and that was what I expected based upon my pool swim times. If she said anything else, I don’t
remember.
Some of the eager-beavers swam out to the middle of the Tennessee River to tread water behind an
imaginary starting line. I stood in the water near the shore to save my energy. I don’t remember what
kind of starting device was used, and apparently neither did Robyn. She forgot to start
her stopwatch! The field quickly separated into
their own pace, and each canoe found their
swimmer. Strangely, I was not the last swimmer, and I could always see a couple other
swimmers. (I am now using prescription lens
goggles.) I had a pre-arranged signal with Scot
to blow a whistle every 20 minutes and I
would swim over to the canoe to get something
to eat from him. I swam strong and the time
passed quickly. The balloon tied to my canoe
made it easy for me to keep track of Scot. I
wore a yellow swim cap on purpose so I stood
out from the other competitors who had on red
swim caps.
By the second whistle stop (40 minutes) we were exactly under a bridge. I had figured it would take me
60 minutes to reach this spot, so I was swimming 50% faster than planned. What apparently was happening was that the river current was much faster than I planned. By the fourth whistle stop Scot
offered me some chocolate chip cookies, something my brain had completely forgotten about. While
most of the swimmers clung near the shore—the Tennessee River was over a quarter mile wide—I wandered all over the place. Scot said later that when he realized I was out in mid-stream he left me alone
because I was doing so well. Besides feedback from Scot, I could tell I was getting near the finish line
when I started tasting gasoline in the water from the boat dock. I don’t remember being particularly
tired, but that may have just been the adrenalin flowing in my body.
The picture on the left shows me coming out of the
water with a swim time of 1:57:53. This is almost one
hour, or 50% faster than I planned—exactly what I
had noticed at the second check point. I recall making
a comment to Ray Sheppard that, if I finished in two
hours, there would be a world’s record set today.
The swim finish was the highlight of the Double Ironman for Judy. She has always been worried about my
swimming, or lack of swimming, abilities. At every
previous triathlon I had entered, when Judy saw me
come out of the water, the event was over in her mind.
My crew was able to follow my progress during the
swim because a road ran near the river. Once she
could see I was rolling in the swim, she drove on to
the swim-bike transition area. The lead swimmer came in after one hour—everyone was making great
time in the swim. Another finisher exited the water every 4 to 5 minutes. By 1:50 much of the field had
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finished. Judy was getting worried, knowing that I had told her three hours. About that time Robyn
said she thought she saw me. Judy said no way. But Robyn said she could see the balloon on Scot’s
canoe. Judy has the biggest emotional high of the entire event when she saw I was finishing the swim.
Apparently many other guys had not planned on finishing the swim so fast. At least two other crews
were not even present in the transition area when their man finished. So, even though I was the last
one out of the water, I was not the last one to ride out of the transition area. Don Wallace met up with
me and we began the bike event together, a partnership that would last 224 miles and over 17 hours.
You can see from the picture on the right, I rode near the right side of the road with Don in the middle.
Don gave up trying to get me to ride in the middle of the road; I told him that was where I was used to
riding on Michigan roads.
The bike course was a 20 mile loop which we traversed 10 times. There was a check point on the
loop where event officials monitored our progress.
There also was a shady area where most entrants
had set up a crew tent. The course was just like the
photo: no traffic, flat and no shade. The loop did
have one steep hill of about a quarter of a mile. I
rode up this hill on the first and last loop, but I
walked part way up on the other 8 loops. That was
based upon my previous rides at the Copper Country 125—see Chapter 11-Biking. I knew that my legs
would eventually pay the price if I pushed it on the
hills.
The biking is the make-or-break event. One of the
three dropouts, #12, did so on the bike portion. The heat was relentless. Too fast a pace can catch up
with you on the run segment. The wind was significant, but not a game-changer. When I look back
after the event, I wish I had owned a better bicycle. (I did buy a 1994 model Trek a month after the
Double Ironman. It was a symbolic present to myself for finishing.) A better bike might have cut an
hour off my total bike time. But that is just speculation. I did switch to my lighter bicycle after the sun
went down and the wind had died down. That bike switch seemed to make a significant difference.
But I almost didn’t make it that far. About 120 miles into the bike event I was sick. I stopped at the
crew tent and laid down. My problem was the Piper version of heat exhaustion. I told Judy I wasn’t
sure if I could go on. However, both Judy and I had seen me in this state before. While I looked and
felt terrible, I knew what was my problem was. I sent out for a chocolate shake, but it was a simple butterscotch pudding that revived my system. I know Don Wallace thought I was done for, and he said as
much later. Judy earned her pay as crew chief. She told me we had not come this far to quit now; she
willed me to continue on. I was cold now, and I put on my Gortex sweat outfit. I think I made the bike
switch shortly after my illness bout.
Riding at night on the Redstone Arsenal can best be described as surreal—whatever that means. I had
the van behind me to help light the road. There was very little traffic after 1 am because all but two or
three other competitors had finished the bike portion. I was still ahead of Will Shipley. There were
cows in the field, so their mooing added to the night time sounds. Fog was present on much of the
course, further adding to this crazy scene. I had shut off the music from the boom box. The final check
point on the course loop was a welcome sight, but it turns out I still had seven miles to ride into
Huntsville proper and Grissom High School. Now I had real traffic to content with. About a half mile
from the finish I stopped and had Judy turn on our boom box to play the University of Michigan fight
song. My bike helmet had been specially painted to replicate the U/M football helmets. The race officials appreciated this gesture.
The time was about 4 am when I finished the bike, then in 35th place out of 36 left in the field from the
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39 starters. I took a quick shower while Judy straightened up the van. Scot and Robyn slept in their
sleeping bag, and Don Wallace went home. The run/walk course had been changed from 8 loops of a
10K distance in 1993 to 26 loops of a 2 mile loop for the 1994 event. I made a couple loops on my own
while Judy was resting . I was remarkably alert and flexible at the time, and I was moving at better
than my planned 17 min/mile race walk pace. I adopted a stretching routine wherein I touched my
toes for 10 seconds at each turn around point. This would pay dividends later.
The run/walk portion of the event was
traversing a two mile loop 26 times. You
turned in a numbered card with each loop
so race officials could monitor your
progress. I remember very little details of
the walk. Judy covered at least 32 miles
with me and maybe as much as 42. Our
walking practice paid off in her walking
abilities. Robyn walked a couple loops to
give Judy a break. Heat was always a problem for me, so we made use of a cold towel
around my neck. Don Wallace came back
to walk with me for the second marathon.
By mile 45 my body’s gyroscope was about
gone, so each time I bent over to touch my
toes, he had to hold on the the back of my
shorts to keep me from falling over. Herb Lang’s words of ‘they shall walk and not faint’ came back to
me, in spades. I remember Don describing his second marathon from the previous year. He said his
digestive system had completely shut down, and he could take in nothing to eat or drink for the last 7
to 8 hours.
Every 2 mile loop I passed all the other competitors going in the opposite direction—with the exception of the top three who had already finished. There was much camaraderie among the runners and
their crew. Most of the competitors were still running, albeit at a 9 to 10 min/mile pace. Each runner
had at least one crew member with them, and some had 3 or 4. The actual running course was on the
sidewalk along one of the main thoroughfares. You had to watch out for cars at each intersection, but
that was your crew’s function. The traffic was light this Labor Day morning.
I remember only a couple specifics from the walk. Shortly after finishing the first marathon, I decided
to lay down to rest. I actually fell asleep for a few minutes. When I awoke, I almost didn’t get up. I was
stiff and, of course, very tired. Judy and I quickly made a decision that I could not afford to lay down
again. Then around 29 hours into the event, which would make it noon on Labor Day, many of the
competitors were finishing. The noise and the enthusiasm on the course notable picked up. Everyone
was high-fiving everyone else, at least figuratively. Abate even had the local fire department follow him
to the finish line, siren blaring. Needless to say, I also got swept up in the celebrations. But then these
guys all finished and I was left nearly alone with six more hours of walking to go. I was sapped of
energy that I couldn’t afford to loose. Director Sheppard asked me around this time if and when I
thought I was going to finish. I was still feeling pretty good, and I told him yes I was going to finish in
another 5 hours. That would have made by total time 34.5 hours. In reality I was fading fast. Judy and
I decided to slow down—but not stop—so as to assure that I would finish period. Will Shipley passed
me in the last hour, something I normally would resist happening. But my crew chief kept my emotions in check. (As I have reflected back in later years, the question naturally arises on whether I could
have made it under the 36 hour cutoff time if I had had to swim the additional hour that I projected?
Judy says that I WOULD NOT have made it. I think it would have been close. I would have been
tireder from the swim, but I did purposely slow down by at least a half an hour in the final marathon.
Also, when you subtract the time saved by not having to do 336 turnarounds in the pool, I might have
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gained another 15 minutes.)
My actual finish time was 35 hours, 38 min and 17 seconds, 35:38:17. Director Ray Sheppard met me
as I finished, shook my hand and uttered those memorable words, “do your orthopedic surgeons know
what you are up to?” The answer is yes, and you can see Dr Brems’ letter in Appendix T.
The official cutoff time was 25 minutes after I finished, 7 pm on Labor Day, also the time the awards
ceremony was to start. In previous years Sheppard had allowed people to remain on the course after
the cutoff time. I don’t think Sheppard was going to do that in 1994. In the next year Sheppard lowered
the official finish time for some of the younger participants. When I finished at 6:38 pm, I had a couple
decisions to make. The first one was how bad I wanted to make the start of the awards ceremony. I felt
good, but I did want to take a shower. Of more immediate concern was the option of taking one or two
liters of replacement fluid. I had noticed that many of the earlier finishers were in the hospital area
getting an IV. I declined to do this, not because of the time crunch, but because I did not want to overly
upset Judy and the rest of my crew. Officially, I only lost two pounds in body weight.

Post Event
Although my body was cold, I was able to walk around, speak and generally enjoy the awards ceremony. Director Ray Sheppard announced each finisher, in reverse order, presented us with a trophy
(all the trophies were the same size), and said a few words about each of us. That is when I heard the
words mentioned at the start of this chapter: “Our 36th and final finisher, in a time of 35 hours, 38
minutes and 17 seconds, competing with three artificial joints, Larry Piper of Midland, Michigan.” I
received a hearty but sincere round of applause. We lined up for a group photo of the finishers. The #2
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guy—who had dropped out—praised Sheppard for a fine event. The #1 finisher, John Quinn, told of
how the spectators were so helpful in getting him going again after he effectively had said “I quit”
about the 45 mile mark in the run segment. In a follow-up newspaper article, Tina Bischoff was quoted
as saying she was sick to her stomach and had to stop for 20 minutes. It helped me to hear that even
the #1 , #2 and #3 competitors struggled just like I did to finished the event. (The newspaper also said
that Quinn had promised Nancy Sheppard a world’s record, so the thought of him stopping was doubly
hard for him. Nancy was quoted as saying that historically, 20 to 40% of the entrants dropped out.)
All 36 finishers received the
identical award, a nice 34” trophy that had our name on it. I
spent $88 on merchandise as
well as four free T-shirts we
received. I ordered a video tape
(VHS) of the event for about
$20; I have not watched it in 10
years.
After the awards ceremony, I
got some advice from Don Wallace on what is was like when
your friends know you are a
Double Ironman finisher. I
thanked Don again for all his
support, and I promised to
write. Scot, Robyn, Judy and I
returned to our motel room for
some shuteye. Judy and I had
been up for 41 hours straight with a couple 10 minute naps. Scot and Robyn did get a four hour snooze
early on Monday morning. I was not overly tired, but I also did not have any trouble getting to sleep.
After four hours of sleeping, I awoke. My mind was wired, so I went down to the hotel lobby and wrote
my memories of the event for the next three hours. (I have not found these notes as I write this page.)
By then some of the competitors who had an early flight out of Huntsville were stirring. It was about 6
am when I met the marine, Steve Bozeman, as he checked out. He uttered the ultimate compliment to
me: “God, you’ve got guts.” I did get to talk briefly with a couple other competitors; we generally spent
the time congratulating one another.
Scot and Robyn needed to get back to Michigan, so they left soon after they woke up. Judy and I, on
the other hand were not in any hurry to rush home. I got on a phone in the lobby and called Don
Winger, Sports Editor at the Midland Daily News. He was expecting some follow-up from me if I finished the event. Don was a little hesitant when I told him who I was. The reason I found out later was
that Don knew I had just been inducted into the 1994 class of the Midland County Sports Hall of Fame.
When I got home, Jon McQuinn came out to my home to write a follow-up article in the sports page.
Before we left Huntsville, I went down to the local newspaper office and bought a copy of the paper for
the next couple days and had them shipped to Midland.
I sent off a letter to two of my past ministers, Ralph Steele and John Rawlings, as well as three of my
orthopedic doctors, Dr. Douglas McKeag, Dr. Les Borden and Dr. John Brems. The biggest change in
my life when I got home was the notification that I had been inducted into the Midland County Sports
Hall of Fame. While technically the nomination had been submitted by Dan Latal for my work with
Fleet Feet, my court championships at the Community Center and now my Double Ironman finish
were also mentioned. I had about a month to prepare an acceptance speech and find someone to intro-
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duce me. Since Dan Latal was not available, I quickly selected Don Kasper. We had a close relationship
that had developed over 10+ years of working with Fleet Feet as well as both being regulars at the
Community Center. He made another of the famous quotes of congratulations, “Piper, I knew if it
came down to heart and determination for you to finish, you would be OK.”
Then from left field I got a phone call from Debra Henning, a worker at the Milan prison. They had a
personal motivation class that used one of Og Mandino’s books as a text. The prisoners had read Bill
Laitner’s article in the Freep about me, and they wanted to hear more. That was a positive experience
for me, particularly when contrasted to the times I ran a 10K inside the Jackson prison.
One of my swimming friends was Bud Carpenter. I knew him when we both worked at Dow, but now
his job was the PR person for the Chamber of Commerce. Bud became my unofficial PR agent. He
never tired of telling people what I had done. I appreciated his enthusiasm, but he never could get the
details straight as to the distances. Bud was an example of the saying that there is no such thing as bad
publicity.
The Double Ironman in Huntsville continued on for three more years. Stephen Johnson actually won
the event in 1996. Following the 1997 event, the Redstone Arsenal declined to let Sheppard use their
base for the bike event. I got a letter from Sheppard that said besides the Arsenal change, no sponsors
were forthcoming. I think Ray and Nancy were also worn out after hosting the Huntsville event for 13
years. To my understanding there has never been another Double run within the United States.
The final post event comment would be what you are reading right now. I had all these notes, photographs, and memories of the event, but I never could seem to get a complete description on paper. I
have found the notes which I put together for the Dec 7, 1994, talk at Milan prison. That was the most
complete compilation of facts surrounding the Double Ironman which I ever did. I did write some cursory notes on my web site about 10 years ago, but there was more missing than what was written. I
also put together a 56 item slide show about three years ago.

Power Point Slide Show
If you want to see my slide show, you will have to visit my web site and download a copy. It is located
at: http://www.pipers-place.net/Ironman/Ironman.ppt .
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Chapter 13

Stories: My Schooling, Fleet Feet and Adult

Everyone Should Know These Stories
“You're traveling through another dimension, a dimension not only of sight and
sound but of mind. A journey into a wondrous land whose boundaries are that of
imagination. That's the signpost up ahead - your next stop, the Twilight Zone! “
Rod Serling, The Twilight Zone
An editor would cut this chapter out of the book. But I am a collector, and stories are
at the top of my collection list. If you hold a conversation with me, I would bet that in
the first minute you will say a word that will trigger a story from my collection.
If you say these stories are common knowledge, I would tend to agree with you. But
then you watch Jay Leno interview college age revelers and some don’t know the most
basic facts. Polls show that history has taken the biggest hit in today’s school graduates. Certainly today’s youth obtain their information in much different ways than I
did.
So I have divided my stories into 3 categories: My School, Fleet Feet, & Adult
School

what I heard, and then the rest of the story

Fleet Feet - some interesting facts that I added to track practices
Adult

some REALY interesting facts everyone should know about

Stories: Youth, FF & Adult
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Stories from My Schooling
Titanic
The story has been often told in print and movies. Blame has been assigned to
numerous individuals, construction techniques, lack of lifeboats and general operating procedures in effect at the time. My personal twist on this tragic sinking is a
comment I once read to the effect that the Titanic received no less than eight separate iceberg warnings over its wireless. However, because so many other messages
were sent to passengers on this maiden voyage, the warning messages got lost in the din. This is somewhat similar to Pearl Harbor. A second factor was the wireless technology at the time. Only one signal
could be sent or received at a time. The Titanic actually told the USS California to get off the air so the
Titanic could use the transmission channel exclusively. So the wireless operator on the California quit
sending iceberg warnings and went to bed.
It makes one wonder if we are able to filter the really important stuff from our own daily background
chatter in our personal lives. After watching the evening news on TV, can we separate out the really
important stories from the fluff stories and from the advertisements that accompanied the news?

Alcatraz
This federal prison was in operation from 1934 through 1963. Its
image, both real and imagined, was one of being inescapable. I remember my middle school teachers parroting this image. The story was that
no one could swim the 1.5 miles in the cold, choppy waters of San Francisco Bay.
Current lore has many speculations on how someone might have
escaped. But always there is the problem of navigating the water, usually by a makeshift raft. The water is purportedly 50 F, which everyone
“knows” will kill a swimmer in minutes, it is 300' deep and there are
sharks.
Fast forward to June, 1981, when the first Escape from Alcatraz triathlon was held. The course was a
1.5 mile swim from Alcatraz, a 1.0 mile run, an 18 mile bike and an 8 mile run. Now the “impossible”
swim was being made by dozens of people. Certainly in the ensuing years, hundreds of competitors
have made this swim.
So once again we see an instance of being told on the one hand what cannot be done, and then later
seeing numerous examples of somebody doing it. I have finished a number of triathlons, but swimming was always my weakest sport. With the advent of wet suits, even I might have been ambitious
enough to tackle this event had I lived closer to the West Coast.
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Wrong Way Corrigan
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ttIEtl7j7k0
One of Dad's favorite sayings was to refer to someone as “wrong
way Corrigan.” He meant it to denote someone who had done
something stupid and/or backwards.
Douglas Corrigan was a pilot who wanted to emulate Lindbergh's
Atlantic flight. He spent $325 in 1933 to buy an airplane, but he
was repeatedly denied authorization to cross the Atlantic. In mid1938 he flew to New York from California. On his scheduled return
flight he was directed to fly east during takeoff to avoid buildings.
Although the tower expected him to do a 180 and fly west to return
to California, he just kept on flying east. Some 28:13 later he
landed in Dublin, Ireland on July 17, 1938.
One newspaper announced his feat by printing their headline in
reverse (see above picture), and Corrigan stuck to his story that he
didn't realize he was flying in the wrong direction. When he
returned to New York, he got a ticker-tape parade with 1 million
fans—bigger than Lindberghs. He later wrote a book, That's My
Story, and made a movie, The Flying Irishman.

Paul Revere
“Listen my children and you shall hear, the midnight
ride of Paul Revere.” We should all be so lucky to have a
PR agent like Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. It makes
for a great poem, but if we were counting on Paul, we
might all have a distinctly British accent in our speech
today. The true story, as now reported in history books,
is that Dawson and Prescott should receive the bulk of
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the credit. 10 But that is the way life and history works. We now know that Mrs. O'Leary's cow did not
start the Chicago fire, and that the Battleship Maine's sinking, that started the Spanish-American War
in 1898, was caused by an accident and not the Cubans. But the truth doesn't sell as many newspapers. Stalin literally rewrote the Russian history texts, and there are many so-called world leaders who
would write off the Holocaust. The list goes on and on. Conspiracy theorists have so much fertile
ground to plow.

Brinks Robbery
I mention this story because of its notoriety
during my youth. The public fascination with
this crime only grew as more details were
revealed. I would say that only the Lindburgh
kidnapping and the St. Valentines Day Massacre had been bigger news stories. Ultimately
all eleven participants were caught, indicted,
tried and convicted, but not because of mistakes
they had made. Greed, stupidity and bickering
among themselves led to their downfall; that is
the moral of this story. (As with most of my stories from the '50s, an inflation factor of 10X to 20X
should be applied to monetary sums.)
The “crime of the century” was committed on Jan 17, 1950. Eleven men robbed the Brinks Building in
Boston, MA, of $1,218,211 in cash plus an additional $1.5 million in paper securities. The thieves filled
14 bags with cash, coins, checks and money orders which had a total weight of over 1,000 pounds.
They were in and out in about 30 minutes. Authorities were unable to crack the case, but eventually
one of the gang members squealed just days before the six year statue of limitations would have run
out. Only $58,000 of the money was ever recovered; the remainder is reported to be hidden in the hills
somewhere north of Grand Rapids, MN.
The story of this crime captivated a nation. Never before had such a bold and brazen robbery taken
place. The robbers knew exactly what they were doing, they said nothing and in 35 minutes walked out
with their loot. The only clues left behind were the rope used to tie up the guards and one cap. The
Brinks company offered a $100,000 reward for information about the crime. (As a backdrop to this
crime, the FBI, under the leadership of J. Edgar Hoover, had recently raised the public awareness of
their crime fighting efforts by creating the Top 10 list of most sought after criminals.)
The Brinks Building was a money counting location that serviced the Brinks armored trucks. It was not
manned 24 hours a day, although it had an elaborate security system. The media had a field day with
the police efforts to solve this crime. Every known criminal in Boston was interrogated, as were many
prison inmates. Numerous leads came from this criminal element, but all were false and dead end.
The plans for the heist included not spending the money for six years after which the statute of limitations would have run out. However, within five months two of the principle members of the gang,
O'Keefe and Gusciora, were arrested and sent to prison for another robbery. Rumors among other
prison inmates indicated that these two men were pressuring certain people for money to fight their
conviction. Meanwhile the police had uncovered the suspected getaway truck, cut to pieces in a junk
yard near the home of O'Keefe. O'Keefe became the target of intense interrogation by the authorities.
After his release from prison, he was put on the witness stand about other robberies. The head of the
10 Actually, Israel Bissel rode 345 miles in 4 days, 6 hours to warn the bulk of the colonists. Robert Wuhl has a
comic routine called Assume The Position, in which he debunks Paul Revere and dozens of other history
myths. The language is a X rated, but the “facts” are set straight.
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gang, Anthony 'Fats' Pino then put out a contract on O'Keefe. On January 6, 1956, after numerous
attempts on his life, O'Keefe finally turned states evidence on the other gang members, literally days
before the statute of limitations would have run out. His testimony earned him a four year prison sentence whereas the remaining eight who were still alive all received life sentences.
The ultimate details of the robbery were beyond comprehension. The gang had spent two years in
preparation for the actual robbery. Members had previously entered the building during times it was
empty for the purpose of removing lock cylinders. These were taken to a local key shop for making
keys. They also managed to steal the plans for the security system. On no less that six previous occasions they put their burglary plans in operation, only to abort at the last minute because “things were
not right.” Fascinating.

Fleet Feet Track Club
FAQ and RTFM
Frequently Asked Questions, FAQs, have sprung up with the computer age.
Many sites include this sub-directory; it is another way of saying “read this
fine manual” (RTFM) before calling tech support for help.

Rosetta Stone
In July, 1799, one of Napoleon's soldiers uncovered this granite stone
with inscriptions.
The Rosetta Stone is an Ancient Egyptian artifact which was instrumental in advancing modern understanding of hieroglyphic writing. The
stone is a Ptolemaic era stele with carved text made up of three translations of a single passage: two in Egyptian language scripts (hieroglyphic
and Demotic) and one in classical Greek. It was created in 196 BC, discovered by the French in 1799 at Rashid (a harbor on the Mediterranean
coast in Egypt which the French referred to as Rosetta during Napoleon
Bonaparte's campaign in Egypt), and contributed greatly to the deciphering of the principles of hieroglyph writing in 1822 by the British scientist Thomas Young and the French scholar Jean-François
Champollion. Comparative translation of the stone assisted in understanding many previously undecipherable examples of hieroglyphic
writing. The text of the Rosetta Stone is a decree from Ptolmey V
describing the repealing of various taxes and instructions to erect statues in temples.
The stone is 114.4 centimeters (45 in) high at its highest point, 72.3 centimeters (28.5 in) wide, and
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27.9 centimeters (11 in) thick. Weighing approximately 760 kilograms (1,676 lb), it was originally
thought to be granite or basalt but is currently described as granodiorite of a dark pinkish-grey color.
The stone has been on public display at The British Museum since 1802.
The term is used to day to describe anything that can translate or make sense of a complicated subject.

Dan Henry
Dan Henry (born 1913) is a bicycling legend and
inventor of directional pavement markings commonly used to guide participants along the route
of organized bicycling events. The markers themselves are usually called "Dan Henry’s".
An example "Dan Henry’s" for six different routes.
All indicate the same direction of travel.
Originally, the markings consisted of a circle with
a vertical line from the edge of the circle pointing
in the direction of travel (up, left, right). Other
common markings are a circle X to denote wrong
way, and a circled horizontal line to denote caution.
Variations on the circle pattern developed to differentiate between different rides as more and more rides began to use the same roads. Variations
include color, triangles, squares, letters, etc.

eTicket
Disneyland and Disney world did
not start off with a one price admission ticket. You had the option of
buying a wide range of tickets when
you entered the park. These ticket
books actually consisted of a
“menu” of tickets to the various
rides. The rides were classified by
“thrill” or “excitement” or desirability factors, with the merry-go-round set at 'A', the medium
rides at 'B', 'C' and 'D', and the high
powered ones at 'E'. You could, of
course, buy more tickets once you
were inside, but you usually had unused tickets left over.
This ticket stratification procedure gave rise to the term eticket to mean anything that was a rush or
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thrill. Now today e-{anything} has been made into a word. The above picture is from an actual ticket
which I saved from one of our early trips to Disney World.

Rubicon
"Crossing the Rubicon" is a popular idiom meaning to pass a point
of no return. This phrase is often used by journalists in newspapers. It refers to Caesar’s 49 BC crossing of the river, which was
considered an act of war.
Since the river has changed its course many times through the
years, it is impossible to confirm exactly where the original Rubicon flowed when Julius Caesar crossed it. However, it is common
to identify those historical waters to be the current Pisciatello
River.
The river is notable as Roman law prohibited the Rubicon from
being crossed by any Roman Army legion. The river was considered to mark the boundary between a Roman province of to the north and Italy proper to the south;
the law thus protected the republic from internal military threat. When Caesar crossed the Rubicon
with his army in 49 BC, supposedly on January 10 of the Roman calendar, to make his way to Rome,
he broke that law and made armed conflict inevitable. According to historian Suetonius, Caesar
uttered the famous phrase "the die is cast.” (from Wikipedia)

Orange

Orange
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In my youth the fact that orange rhymed with no other word was an obscure fact, sort of like the cost of
an airline ticket or the actual sale price of real estate is today. So I used to ask the young girls that I
coached to complete the rhyme, “Roses are red, oranges are orange, ...”
My answer was that nothing rhymes with orange; “orange is a unique work, just like each of you.”
Other words like silver have even crept into this uniqueness. Now there is even a regular cartoon called
“Rhymes With Orange.”

Winchester Mystery House
San Jose, CA, is the location
of a house constructed by
Sarah Winchester, widow of
Oliver Winchester, who was
inventor of the Winchester
rifle.
Following the death of her
daughter Annie a few weeks
after birth, Sarah went into
depression and vowed to have
no more children. When her
husband died at a relative
young age followed closely by
the death of his brother
William, Sarah inherited 50%
of the Winchester Company.
She also received an income
of $1,000 a day, equivalent to $22,000 in 2008 terms. None of this was taxable until 1913.
Sarah fell under the influence of various spiritualists and psychics, one of whom convinced her to
move west and build a house to hold the spirits of all the people killed by the Winchester rifle. They
also said that if construction every stopped, Sarah would die. So Sarah acquired 161 acres of open land
on what would later become part of San Jose, and under her personal supervision, construction continued 24/7, 365 days a year for the next 38 years! Sarah’s personal fortune was estimated to have
been $20 million, of which $5.5 million went into this house.
The house had no master plan, likely from Sarah’s lack of any architectural background, so there are
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numerous doors and stairways that lead to nowhere. The number 13 is often repeated within the
house. The construction became so convoluted that even the servants had maps to find their way
around. The 1906 San Francisco earthquake damage part of the house. Sarah felt the earthquake was
cause by angry spirits, and she boarded up that part of the house which was damaged to keep the spirits confined. When Sarah died intestate, a cousin took what she wanted and turned the house over to
local authorities. It took movers at the rate of eight truck loads a day over six weeks to cart away all the
furniture. The house today is a National Historic Monument, with some guidance from the Winchester
Company. Guided tours are available daily, with special events planned for each Halloween and Friday
the 13th.
(I originally called his story the Winchester Cathedral, but that term refers to a church in England. The
popular song of the same name from 1966 also seems to refer to the church.)

Yes Virginia
It is September 21, 1897 when the most reprinted editorial was published
in the New York Sun. The topic: Is their a Santa Claus? What are the
facts?
Thirty-six years after her letter was printed, Virginia O’Hanlon recalled
the events that prompted her letter:
“Quite naturally I believed in Santa Claus, for he had never disappointed
me. But when less fortunate little boys and girls said there wasn’t any
Santa Claus, I was filled with doubts. I asked my father, and he was a little evasive on the subject.”
“It was a habit in our family that whenever any doubts came up as to how
to pronounce a word or some question of historical fact was in doubt, we wrote to the Question and
Answer column in The Sun. Father would always say, ‘If you see it in the The Sun, it’s so,’ and that settled the matter.”
“ ‘Well, I’m just going to write The Sun and find out the real truth,’ I said to father. “He said, ‘Go
ahead, Virginia. I’m sure The Sun will give you the right answer, as it always does.’” And so Virginia sat
down and wrote her parents’ favorite newspaper.
Her letter found its way into the hands of a veteran editor, Francis P. Church. The son of a Baptist
minister, Church had covered the Civil War for The New York Times and had worked on the The New
York Sun for 20 years, more recently as an anonymous editorial writer. Church, a sardonic man, had
for his personal motto, “Endeavor to clear your mind of can't.” When controversial subjects had to be
tackled on the editorial page, especially those dealing with theology, the assignments were usually
given to Church. Now, he had in his hands a little girl’s letter on a most controversial matter, and he
was burdened with the responsibility of answering it.
“Is there a Santa Claus?” the childish scrawl in the letter asked. At once, Church knew that there was
no avoiding the question. He must answer, and he must answer truthfully. And so he turned to his
desk, and he began his reply which was to become one of the most memorable editorials in newspaper
history.
Church married shortly after the editorial appeared. He died in April, 1906, leaving no children. Virginia O’Hanlon went on to graduate from Hunter College with a Bachelor of Arts degree at age 21. The
following year she received her Master’s from Columbia, and in 1912 she began teaching in the New
York City school system, later becoming a principal. After 47 years, she retired as an educator.
Throughout her life she received a steady stream of mail about her Santa Claus letter, and to each reply
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she attached an attractive printed copy of the Church editorial. Virginia O’Hanlon Douglas (she was
married briefly in the 1910s, but her husband walked out on her just prior to the birth of her child)
died on May 13, 1971, at the age of 81, in a nursing home in Valatie, N.Y. The Sun went out of business
in 1950 when it merged with the New York World-Telegram. Here is the letter and the reply.
I am 8 years old. Some of my little friends say there is no Santa Claus. Papa says, “If you see it
in The Sun, it’s so.” Please tell me the truth, is there a Santa Claus?

Virginia O’Hanlon
Virginia, your little friends are wrong. They have been affected by the skepticism of a skeptical age.
They do not believe except they see. They think that nothing can be which is not comprehensible by
their little minds. All minds, Virginia, whether they be men’s or children’s, are little. In this great universe of ours, man is a mere insect, an ant, in his intellect as compared with the boundless world about
him, as measured by the intelligence capable of grasping the whole of truth and knowledge.
Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus. He exists as certainly as love and generosity and devotion exist,
and you know that they abound and give to your life its highest beauty and joy. Alas! how dreary would
be the world if there were no Santa Claus! It would be as dreary as if there were no Virginias. There
would be no childlike faith then, no poetry, no romance to make tolerable this existence. We should
have no enjoyment, except in sense and sight. The eternal light with which childhood fills the world
would be extinguished.
Not believe in Santa Claus! You might as well not believe in fairies. You might get your papa to hire
men to watch in all the chimneys on Christmas eve to catch Santa Claus, but even if you did not see
Santa Claus coming down, what would that prove? Nobody sees Santa Claus, but that is no sign that
there is no Santa Claus. The most real things in the world are those that neither children nor men can
see. Did you ever see fairies dancing on the lawn? Of course not, but that’s no proof that they are not
there. Nobody can conceive or imagine all the wonders there are unseen and unforeseeable in the
world.
You tear apart the baby’s rattle and see what makes the noise inside, but there is a veil covering the
unseen world which not the strongest man, nor even the united strength of all the strongest men that
ever lived could tear apart. Only faith, poetry, love, romance, can push aside that curtain and view and
picture the supernal beauty and glory beyond. Is it all real? Ah, Virginia, in all this world there is nothing else real and abiding.
No Santa Claus! Thank God! he lives and lives forever. A thousand years from now, Virginia, nay 10
times 10,000 years from now, he will continue to make glad the heart of childhood.

Zone 5 Planting Season
North America is divided into something
like nine planting zones, which are parallel
bands across the continent that represent
expected equal low temperatures. Zone 5
ranges on the southern end from my home
town of Danville, Indiana, to middle Michi-
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gan where I now live. The vertical distance is 350 to 450 miles, and the expected lows are -10 to -20F.
As we travel back home, particularly in the spring, we see two to three weeks difference in the plants
which are in bloom. The dates of the last hard freeze (important for spring planting) are also a couple
weeks apart.
Our Michigan area weather is moderated by the Great Lakes. If we were 100 miles to the west, we
would be in Zone 6. Also, for the next 1000 miles to the west, Zone 4 rules. Now that people no longer
depend upon the land to grow their substance, awareness of Planting Zones is not that critical. Still, if
you enjoy planting things outside, particularly annuals and vegetables, you would be wise to buy plants
from a local nursery and heed the Planting Zone guidelines.

Lightning – Thunder
By counting the seconds between a lightning flash and the subsequent clap of thunder, one can estimate how far away the lightning
occurred. Three scientific facts are involved in the calculation: (1)
the speed of sound at sea level is 768 miles/hour or 1,125 feet/second, (2) a mile is 5,280 feet and (3) the speed of light (hence lightning) is nearly instantaneous at sea level. Dividing 5,280 feet by
1,125 feet/second means that sound takes about 5 seconds to travel 1
mile. So, when you see a bolt of lightning, you start counting...one
thousand one, one thousand two, etc. If you get to 10 about the time
you hear the thunder, then the storm is 2 miles away.
Now logic says if a storm is 2 miles away, you are not likely to get hit
by lightning. But if you take further measurements, and the storm is getting closer, then you might
want to get in a lightning-safe place. However, if you are responsible for other people, then logic goes
out the window in favor of being super cautious. When I left coaching and officiating in 2003, the rules
said that any outdoor contest must be suspended with the appearance of lightning, and it cannot be
resumed until 30 minutes after seeing the last lightning flash.
What would usually happen would be strong winds accompanied by varying amounts of rain. The
playing conditions would be miserable, but since no lightning had been observed, technically, you did
not have to suspend play. At this stage some practicality needs to assert itself. With young children, we
tended to take shelter. However, with high school, college and the pros, I have seen some contests continued under miserable conditions, with a lot of sick kids the next day.

Dead Cat Bounce
A dead cat bounce is a figurative term used by traders in the
finance industry to describe a pattern wherein a spectacular
decline in the price of a stock is immediately followed by a moderate and temporary rise before resuming its downward movement, with the connotation that the rise was not an indication of
improving circumstances in the fundamentals of the stock. It is
derived from the notion that "even a dead cat will bounce if it
falls from a great height". It has also been used in reference to political polling numbers.
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Harmonic Convergence
The Harmonic Convergence is the name given to a worldwide esotericreligious event which took place on August 16-17, 1987. The event was
centered on a number of "sacred" places throughout the world from
Stonehenge to the Golden Gate Bridge where individuals, many referring to themselves as "light beings", gathered to usher in a new era.
The date of the Harmonic Convergence was based to some extent on the Mayan Calendar with some
consideration also given to European and Asian astrological traditions. The chosen dates have the distinction of marking an alignment of the planets of the solar system.
The name, along with other terms like “cosmic tumblers”, has taken on a meaning of fortuitous conditions for a person, a nation or an event. Sailors might call it favorable winds.

Adult Stories
John Scarne
I read a book by John Scarne about 40 years ago. It left a lasting
impression on me, and I suspect it would do the same for you. His
book taught me things I could never learn from others. That concept
led to the idea for me to divide this book into different chapters based
upon things I learned from others versus things I learned on my own.
Scarne is a magician and card shark. His story, when merged with the
information about my Uncle's carnival experience (Chapter 7, Shorty),
provides a graduate level study in how various swindle schemes work.
Scarne grew up in the '30s around New York. He developed an interest in magic and cards. He ultimately practiced 12 to 18 hours a day
during his teenage years. By the time he was about 20 he had perfect the art of cutting the four aces
out of a deck of cards. This “trick” brought him under the scrutiny of big-time gamblers, who would
pay him $200 for a two hour command performance. They never could figure out how he did his
tricks.
I will leave it to the reader to pick up one of Scarne's books to pursue the details of his life. I did see
him perform, one-on-one, with Jack Paar in the spring of 1961. The camera was nearly on top of his
hands as he shuffled a deck of cards, let Jack cut the deck and then proceeded to deal Jack four of a
kind while he dealt himself a royal flush.
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Scarne's “secret” is that he would rifle the deck before cutting out the aces. During the rifle, he would
count the position of the four aces in the deck. He estimated that if you practice eight hours a day you
could master the trick in 10 years. When asked how that could be since he was only 24, his answer was
“I practiced 18 hours a day”.
I have a footnote to this story about the ability to “rifle count” a deck of cards or other similar items. I
saw a clerk in the office of the Indianapolis Indians rifle count a stack of 20-25 tickets around 1953, so
I know it can be done. Office workers were considerably more skilled back then.

Isaac Asimov
Isaac Asimov (c. January 2, 1920 – April 6, 1992), was a Russian-born American author and professor of biochemistry, a highly successful writer, best known for his works of science fiction and for his
popular science books. Most of Asimov's popularized science books explain scientific concepts in a historical way, going as far back as possible to a time when the science in question was at its simplest
stage. He often provides nationalities, birth dates, and death dates for the scientists he mentions, as
well as etymologies and pronunciation guides for technical terms. Examples include his Guide to Science, the three volume set Understanding Physics, and Asimov's Chronology of Science and Discovery.
Asimov was one of the most prolific writers of all time, having written or
edited more than 500 books and an estimated 9,000 letters and postcards. His works have been published in nine of the ten major categories
of the Dewey Decimal System (the sole exception being the 100s; philosophy and psychology).
Asimov is widely considered a master of the science-fiction genre and,
along with Robert A. Heinlein and Arthur C. Clarke, was considered one
of the "Big Three" science-fiction writers during his lifetime. Asimov's
most famous work is the Foundation Series; his other major series are
the Galactic Empire series and the Robot series, both of which he later
tied into the same fictional universe as the Foundation Series to create a
unified "future history" for his stories much like those pioneered by
Robert A. Heinlein. He also penned numerous short stories as well as
hundreds of raunchy 5-line limericks.

Kobayashi Maru
Kobayashi Maru is the name of a spaceship in a training exercise in the
Star Trek fictional universe. In the exercise, the "Kobayashi Maru" is the
precipitating element in a simulated no-win scenario The ship's name is
occasionally used among Star Trek fans or those familiar with the series to
describe such situations. The Kobayashi Maru test was first depicted in the
opening scene of the film Star Trek II: The Wrath of Kahn, in which command division cadets at Starfleet Academy are presented with a no-win sce-
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nario as a test of character. This provided context for how the main character, Admiral James T. Kirk,
deals with the possibility of no-win situations, and death in particular. Trek fans like the way Kirk
defeated this no-win test: he reprogrammed the computer simulator!

Head & Shoulders
I heard the following story in my first week at Dow Chemical, January, 1961. I was visiting the marketing department for an orientation for new employees. The speaker told about a recently developed
product, Head and Shoulders. I suspect that his point was that this product DID NOT come out of the
lab, as we would do at Dow, but rather it was created by Proctor and Gambles's marketing department.
Only after the ads were created was a product sought that ostensibly met the expectations of the ads. Totally backwards!
The idea might have come from the 1959 movie Pillow Talk, in which Rock Hudson as
an ad executive created a market for the imaginary product VIP. When he was forced
to come up with a tangible product, he created a candy.
I guess the moral of this story is that our expectations can exceed our grasp or reality,
or as one of my sayings, 'Perception is Reality.'

Win-Win, No-Win & Zero Sum Games
Don’t let the word “games” in the title fool you. Life can be thought of
in terms of various types of games. One of my favorite sayings (Chapter 17, Piper’s Maxims), is “you can never win, but you can affect the
rate at which you loose.” I guess life is a No-Win game, but you could
get plenty of religious and philosophical arguments on that point.
Most of the true games we play are of the Zero Sum type, i.e., whatever I win comes at your expense. Poker is an example, and it technically is known as a Two Person, Zero Sum game. When you extend
the concept to an N-Person, Zero Sum game, as in your work environment, this translates to my promotion coming at the expense of everyone else. Try to argue that idea sometime.
The Win-Win concept gives rise to the team building concept: if we each do our part, we all will win,
as in a team championship. I am sure volumes have been written about this idea.

Perfection
There is story among quilters, particularly the Amish variety, that they
intentionally put a small mistake into every quilt because only God can be
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perfect. My wife, the quilter, has often told this story, so I know it must be true. While I cannot attest
to the veracity of this next story, I do remember a similar comment in high school.
Now Danville High School students had the fortune or misfortune, depending upon your point of view,
to have great English teachers. None was better than KLA. If you didn't get the grammar right as a
freshman, she had three more chances to pour it in your head as a sophomore, junior and senior. She
also taught Latin, so that made six times she had her way with my English.
So it is somewhat understandable that I cannot remember the verse and chapter of exactly when she
related the following story. It seems that at one time the editor of one of the major magazines, like
Atlantic Monthly or Harper's Bazaar, decided he was going to have zero typographical or grammatical
errors in his magazine. And to back that up, he offered to pay something like a quarter or fifty cents for
every error that someone found. Apparently, this only lasted for one month, because the magazine
would have gone into financial ruin with all the typos. So perhaps the Amish quilters do have a point.
I have a tendency to remember quirky stories like this, and upon reflection, it is surprising Mrs. Armstrong volunteered such information to us novices when it was her prime directive to make us perfectionists. Amazingly enough, a couple years later I had a freshman English instructor who also tolerated
zero errors. And then my chemical engineering department put an English professor on their staff to
check our reports. And damn if the chemistry department didn't do the same with our lab books. My
wife also graduated under the same tyrannical English teachers at Danville. So it is understandable
that today, with all the spell checkers and grammar checkers, we are both staggered by the blatant disregard for “rules” by everyone from our local newspaper editor to the local TV anchors to the merchant’s signs. Now I am not proposing a return to Amish values, but couldn't we retain a little
grammatical civility in our English language?
One other tale of perfection that I remember was reported in Chapter 2, Perfection vs. Work.

The G.C.G.G. Flying Machine Company
Specifically, this story is known as The Great Canadian Gray Goose Flying Machine Company, hereafter known as 'The Company'. It appears
in the book “Gaining Control” by Robert F. Bennett, 1987. Bennett was
the President/CEO of The Franklin Institute, which I have mentioned
in Chapter 2, “Crossing The I-Beam”.
The Company was formed in the '60s in Denver, CO. The facts of this
story are: (1) The Company was formed by Fred, an out-of-work minister, (2) his product was to be an airplane, which he referred to as a 'flying machine', (3) he believed that God was the Greatest Engineer of All,
specifically the greatest aeronautical engineer, (4) if we wanted to build
a flying machine, we should follow God's examples, (5) The great Canadian gray goose was the finest of God's flying creatures, and (6) Fred
raised money by personally selling $10 stock certificates, but only one
to a customer because of inherent risk involved in a new adventure. He
also claimed he had discovered the 'secret' to the goose's amazing flying
ability, viz., on the upstroke the wing feathers are spread apart, allowing air to pass, but on the down stroke the feathers are closed, creating
a lift force.
This story was reported by Bob Mullen, then a reporter for the Denver newspaper. Mullen was present
at Denver's Stapleton Airport when Fred's prototype collapsed while attempting takeoff. Fred was sub-
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sequently indicted for stock fraud.
Gaining Control is about your own set of personal beliefs and how you can 'test' these beliefs to see if
they give you control of your life and lead to greater productivity. So where did Fred go wrong? Taken
individually the 'principles' or 'beliefs' mentioned above were correct. But it was those beliefs which he
ignored, like the principles of aerodynamics, that led to Fred's failure. The moral, described by Bennett, is that an impressive set of moral principles is not enough to protect us from the problems of
ordinary living.
You can read the details of Bennett's 'control model' in his 100+ page book; unfortunately the details
do not spring off the page quite like hearing them live by Bennett or his boss, Hyrum Smith.

Cold Readings
Cold reading is a technique used by mentalists and fortune tellers,
psychics, and mediums to determine details about another person in order
to convince them that the reader knows much more about a subject than he
or she actually does. Even without prior knowledge of a person, a practiced
cold reader can still quickly obtain a great deal of information about the
subject by carefully analyzing the person's body language, clothing or
fashion, hairstyle, gender, sexual orientation, religion, race or ethnicity,
level of education, manner of speech, place of origin, etc. Cold readers commonly employ high probability guesses about the subject, quickly picking
up on signals from their subjects as to whether their guesses are in the right
direction or not, and then emphasizing and reinforcing any chance connections the subjects acknowledge while quickly moving on from missed
guesses.

Tomb of The Unknowns
“Here Rests In Honored Glory An American Soldier Known Only To God.”
So reads the inscription etched into the white granite tomb that marks the resting place of America’s
official unknown soldiers. The Tomb of the Unknowns is arguably the United States’ most revered site.
We have all read and seen the details. The Tomb is guarded 24/7 by men who have committed two
years of their life for this honor. Their spit and polish is unequaled in any other branch of the military.
A story was picked up by the AP wire
services on 19 August 2003. Hurricane Isabel was to cross directly over
D.C. It was a Friday, and the Capitol
shut down. For the first time ever the
sentries were given permission to
abandon their post in deference to
their personal safety. The sentries
declined.
The details vary with who reported
the story, but suffice it to say that the
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sentries walked their post all night long while trees crashed around them in Arlington Cemetery.

Jump The Shark
This is an easy one, but the ramifications are huge. Late in the life of the TV series Happy Days there
was an episode in which Fonzie jumped over a water ski ramp while a shark swam underneath his
jump. It was a spectacular scene, and no subsequent show could match this stunt. The 'jump the
shark', JTS, episode was seen as the turning point of the TV series because no subsequent show could
match the JTS episode.
This phrase became synonymous with peaking, not only in a TV series,
but in ones personal life. While the original concept was like Evel
Knievel no longer being able to exceed his last motorcycle jump, it also
carried the connotation that you were past your prime or over the hill.
We all reach this jump the shark moment in our lives, whether it be
athletically, mentally or within our working career. How we acknowledge it and deal with it is something else.
The athletic side of life is the most apparent. If you are a gymnast, you
JTS at 20; if you are a swimmer it might be 25; a pro athlete is lucky to
make it to 35. The running and cycling endurance events allow one to
compete into your 40s because endurance is “lost” slower than other
physical attributes. I have had the privilege to living in a era when it
was normal to extend our physical abilities far beyond the social age limits set on our parents.
I remember the moments when I could first defeat my own father in tennis and running and then similar moments when my own son could defeat me in running and cycling. It is almost a rite of passage
for the younger rather than an admission of decline for the elder.
The career moment when you see all the younger workers pass you by is perhaps tougher to acknowledge. Some guys go out and buy a hot convertible. Some even add a young female passenger and get
rid of the older model, both car and wife. Of course these guys have JTS in the emotional and/or sexual arena as well.
The final shark to jump is the mental decline. As I have passed 70 this thought is always on my mind.
Current thinking is that, should we be able to discover a gene in our DNA strand that predicts
Alzheimers, most of us would not want to know this JTS “fact”.

Traveling Salesman Problem
This is not a joke. It is a real mathematical problem,
known to college level math students as well as Fermat's Last Theorem. Simply stated, it seeks the shortest distance required to visit a number of cities and
return to the starting point.

Traveling Salesman Problem
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That's not tough you say. No, not if the number of cities is small. But, as mathematicians are fond of
saying, give me a solution for 'n' cities. The number of possible solutions increases factorially. This
means that to visit the 48 state capitals, as the problem was originally stated, there are 48! solutions,
or something like 1.2413 x 1061, a really, really big number.
I was told by my college math professor that this problem first appeared on the back of a cereal box,
sometime prior to WW II. I don't remember who the sponsoring company was, but it is fair to say that
no one got the answer.
Why do I mention the problem here? Because today, with our powerful computers, it is possible to
solve such a problem (with some help from a technique called ‘branch and bound.’ The details are
irrelevant here, but the story on Rainbow Ta. suggests how far our computational prowess has come.

Ventromedial Prefontal Cortex
If you look up these words, you will find it is an area of the brain located
right behind the nose. It's function is not entirely clear, but it does have
something to do with decision making.
Malcolm Gladwell in his book Blink reports an extraordinary story about
research done with this area of the brain. The bottom line is that people
with damage to this particular area, sometimes abbreviated as VMPFC,
exhibit normal intelligence and articulation but lack the ability to carry
though on their thoughts and words. Gladwell likens such people to drug
addicts in that they know they are harming themselves, they know what to
do to escape this pattern but they are unable to carry out the decision to
help themselves.
We all know people who repeatedly carry out destructive behavior in their lives. Our response is usually, “what were they thinking.” Hopefully, we will strive to avoid such behaviors in our own lives.

Rainbow Tables
Rainbow Tables are a term used to describe a method for “cracking” passwords.
The idea is to methodically try every possible solution, something a computer is
very good at doing.
Let's say you have a combination lock with 40 numbers. Now the number of total
possible combinations is 40 x 40 x 40 = 403 = 64,000. If you could try one combination every minute, it would take at least 64,000 minutes or 1,066+ hours or
44.4 days (assuming you could find a team to work around the clock). One could
argue that if you had a number of locks to crack, on the average it would only
take 22.2 days per lock. So the solution is possible but hardly practical.
Now let's switch to a 3 character password. My keyboard would allow me to select for each character:
26 small letters + 26 capital letters + 10 numbers + 10 'capital' numbers + 11 special characters + 11
capital special letters = 94 possibilities. So a 3 character password might have 94 3 = 830,584 possibilities. If you figure that even a desktop can reach 1 megaflop (million floating point operations per second), you could crack this password in seconds — allowing for some additional calculations required
for each trial.
Move up to an eight character password and the possibilities are 94 8 = 6.095 x 1015 possibilities. Now
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we need a faster computer, say 10 megaflops/sec. Our crack time has increased to 6.095 x 10 8 minutes,
or ~1 x 107 minutes or ~1,000 years. However, current computers are moving into the teraflop range,
or 1012. Now we are looking at 6,000 seconds, or 100 minutes or 1:40 hours.
Check out books by Ray Kurzweil. Born in 1948 he is an inventor who has founded and sold numerous
high tech companies. With his financial future secure, he has become a futurist. His ideas are far out,
but his scientific facts cannot be disputed. The growth of computation power lies at the heart of
Kurzweil’s predictions – things like computers directly interacting with the human brain and even
replacing the human brain. My descendants likely will see many of Kurzweil’s predictions come true.

Reverse Engineering
Reverse engineering is the process of discovering or determining the
underlying principles of a device, be it mechanical, electrical, or software by the process of taking it apart. The best example is a child taking apart a watch to see what makes it tick.
The Japanese were masters of this process in the early ‘50s when they
cloned all sorts of American products. Unfortunately, their workmanship was shoddy, and Japanese-made became a synonym for cheap
stuff. In recent years the Chinese have adopted similar tactics, although
they are known for taking shortcuts in the quality control area.
Reverse engineering may or may not involve the side-stepping of
patents. Hacking is a current term used to describe the reverse engineering process. Our current legal
status of reverse engineering is in limbo. The entertainment industry goes to extraordinary lengths to
prevent media duplication, and they have lobbied vigorously to get laws passed that prohibit reverse
engineering. The merits of their case run counter to the spirit of initial software development, and
even good old American ingenuity. One of the stories I left out of this section is that of the Luddites.
The Luddites were a social movement in the early 1800s in Britain. They wanted to ban weaving looms
in the textile industry because of job security.
As you can tell, I am not a fan of restrictive patents.

Patient Zero
Patient Zero is a term that arose with the discovery of AIDS, and an attempt
to discover the earliest transmission of HIV virus. With the help of Randy
Shilts’ best seller And The Band Played On, a sexually promiscuous Canadian
flight attendant, Gaetan Dugas, was found to be responsible for much of the
early infections.
Now days the term applies to the outbreak of any infectious disease, a new
computer virus or even an idea or action with far reaching consequences. The
term has historic significance with Typhoid Mary. She was a short-order cook
who was a typhoid carrier, and who worked in a climate conducive to spreading the disease.

Patient Zero
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Prime Directive
The term Prime Directive refers to the Star Trek series in which General Order
#1 says that there can be no interference with the internal affairs of other civilizations. By implication there are further General Orders (as there are 11 for
the U.S. military), but none were spelled out in subsequent episodes.
It is an easy jump to transfer this Star Trek mandate into a general philosophy
of ones own life. Robert Fulghum's list in Everything I Need To Know I
Learned In Kindergarten is one such list. Roy Rogers had 10 simple items that
were easily understood by young buckaroos. The Boy Scouts have a more
grownup list. The military has 11 General Orders which cover every contingency
for a soldier on guard duty. (See Appendix L for more on Rules and Orders.)

Ben Carson
The book Gifted Hands tells a story of Ben Carson’s meteoric rise in the medical community and his
brilliant surgical career. My reason for including Ben Carson in this book is the story of his youth. It is
a story that is played out daily in raising children in the inner city with a broken home thrown in for
good measure.
Ben was born in Detroit, Michigan. His mother, Sonya, had dropped out
of school in the third grade and married when she was only 13. When
Ben was was only eight, his parents divorced, and Sonya was left to
raise Ben and his older brother Curtis on her own. She worked at two
and sometimes three jobs to provide for her boys.
Ben and Curtis fell farther and farther behind in school. In the fifth
grade Ben was at the bottom of his class. His classmates called him
“dummy” and he developed a violent, uncontrollable temper.
Mrs. Carson was determined to turn her sons’ lives around. She sharply
curtailed the boys’ television watching and she refused to let them go
outside to play until they had finished their homework each day. But it
was their introduction to the library that lit the spark of learning. Here
they boys found free access to as many books as they desired. Mrs. Carson required them to read and write a report on at least two books a
week. The irony of the whole affair was that Mrs. Carson could barely
read their reports because of her own limited education.
Within a few weeks Ben astonished his classmates by identifying some rock samples that his teacher
had brought to class. He had read about them in a book at the library. “It was at that moment I realized that I wasn’t stupid,” he recalls later. Ben continue to amaze his classmates with his new found
knowledge, and within a year he was at the top of his class. A hunger for knowledge had taken hold of
him, and he began to read voraciously on all subjects. He decided to become a physician, and he
learned to control his violent temper that still threatened his future. After graduating with honors from
high school, he attended Yale University where he earned a degree in Psychology.
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From Yale he went to medical school and the University of Michigan, where his interest shifted from
psychiatry to neurosurgery. His excellent hand-eye coordination and three-dimensional reasoning
skills made him a superior surgeon. After medical school he became a neurosurgery resident at the
world-famous Johns Hopkins Hospital. At age 32 he became the hospital’s youngest Director of Pediatric Neurosurgery.
In 1987 Carson made medical history with an operation to separate a pair of Siamese twins. The
Binder twins were joined at the back of the head. Such operations and always failed before, resulting in
the death of one or both twins. A 70-member surgical team worked for 22 hours to complete the successful surgery. On another occasion he performed a “chandelier” surgery, where the entire face is
lifted away in order to gain access to the brain.
Ben’s brother Curtis meanwhile became a successful mechanical engineer. The circle in Ben’s life
closed when, after marriage and two children, his mother came to live with them and to help raise
their children. Once again, she required the children to read and report on two books a week. In February, 2009, a made for TV movie about his life was shown.

Bouncing Betty
You can read for yourself the details on the link below about this
particularly insidious form of a land mine used by the Germans
in WW II. We have seen recently how many amputees there are
in third world countries where land mines seem to be the poormans weapon of choice.
The bouncing Betty, so named by American GIs, was about the
size of a can of pop. When you stepped on it, rather than just detonating and blowing off your foot, it ‘jumped’ into the air about
30 inches before detonating. The outer layer was steel balls that
rained a lethal force into not only your midsection, but that of
your buddies with a 25 yard radius.

http://encyclopedia.thefreedictionary.com/S-mine

Waiting In Line
Elizabeth Taylor has had many husbands, but none quite like her
second husband, Michael Todd. Michael was a genius in the movie
business. But like everyone who is just starting, he needed to get
recognized. Michael had come up with a new procedure to project a
movie across a wide screen. He modestly called it Todd-AO. Now he
needed to get people into the specially outfitted theater to see it.
So Michael replaced the usual ticket seller with a little, old lady. She
was so slow at selling tickets that long lines would form. The movie critics, seeing these long lines,
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wondered what the attraction was. When they checked out Michael’s movie, they liked it — as Michael
was sure they would. So the critics wrote, “people are standing in line to see Todd’s new movie.”
Unfortunately, Michael Todd was killed at a very young age in an airplane crash, Liz went on to collect
an entire stable of husbands. So the next time you are attracted by a crowd, make sure the crowd has
not been artificially generated.

Lottery Winners
At least 25 years ago, when lottery jackpots were lower by a
factor of 10, the jackpot in Ohio had grown to about $30
million. A group of auto workers realized on Saturday night
that they held the winning number. What follows is my recollection from a newspaper article on their experience.
First, I think most if not all quit their jobs on the spot. They
were making around $40K straight time, even more when
overtime was figured in, and easily $70-80K when benefits
were added in. The group consisted of 10 men. Now you can
do the math; each man figured he had won $3 million.
But as we all now know, there are taxes. I also believe the option for payout was limited to spreading
the payments over 20 years. But still that would be $150,000 per man per year before taxes, nearly
three times what had been appearing on their W2 statements. But one other fact needs to be thrown
into this story. The tracking of winning tickets was not nearly as sophisticated as now, or at least was
not as widely publicized. As the following week progressed a 2 nd, 3rd, 4th, 5th and eventually a 6th winning ticket surfaced. Now these 10 auto workers were faced with an annual check of only $25,000 and
they had no job.
I am reminded of this story each time the lottery jackpot goes over a dozen weeks without being won.
The media go berserk and start interviewing people on what they would do with the money and how
they would tell their boss to “take this job and shove it.” If those being interviewed are actually standing in line to buy a lottery ticket, their body language screams that they don't have a clue what to do. I
did see one interview with a past winner who seemed to have his head on straight. His advice: don't do
anything for a month and talk to a financial planner. He also implied you should select your friends
very carefully.
The final twist on lottery winners has been to compare them with recent quadriplegics. There are some
examples that compared the life of lottery winners to quadriplegics, one year after the event. Because
the money caused so much problems with the lottery winner's family and friends, the quadriplegics
actually felt better about their life. The people selected and their answers might not pass rigorous statistical analysis, but there are plenty of facts that money does not automatically bring happiness.

Royal Society
In 1660 a group of 12 men, after hearing a particularly exciting presentation about astronomy from a
young Christopher Wren, decided to create a group “to assist and promote the accumulation of useful
information.” Thus was born the Royal Society (of London) It celebrated its 350 th anniversary in 2010
with the publication of Seeing Further by Bill Bryson.
It would behoove any educated person to peruse this book to more fully appreciate the influence this
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Society has been on Western scientific thinking. For example, the Society’s Librarian has an inventory
that reminds one of the closing scene of Raiders of The Lost Ark.
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Memorization Projects
The Capital of South Carolina is … ?

Utterback & Onnen
PI
V-E Day and Other Top 100 dates
366 Days of Memories
CPE1704TKS and Passwords
How I Did It

http://www.pipers-place.net/larry/quizes2.htm
Larry Piper’s Quizzes
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The Capital of South Carolina is …?
“If a man does not keep pace with his companions,
perhaps it is because he hears a different drummer.
Let him step to the music he hears,
however measured or far away.”
Henry David Thoreau
I have always had this thing about memorization. I’m not aware of how it started, but it
probably has to do with my keeping of lists (see Chapter 17).

Certainly in K-12 school, the ability to remember “facts” was an asset. However, I
would say that my interest in memorization was more related to my interest in
learning. Also, I have a stronger need than most to organize my learned facts into lists,
and hence this facilitates my memorization abilities.
I should state up front that I have no special memorization powers or techniques. I
simply use the brute force repetition method. I do seem to be able to recall past details
of my life; this book would not be possible without that ability. But my memory tends
to be “selective” rather than comprehensive. My daughter-in-law Robyn is much
better than I am in remembering what she has read. Certainly, if you asked me to
memorize a sequence of cards or numbers, or remember items in a list or people’s
names or faces, I would do no better than the next guy.
This chapter, you could say, goes down “memory” lane. The two Jims from high
school, my encounter with the John Davidson TV show, my abnormal interest in PI,
my innate interest in computers, my good fortune to get in on the ground floor with
computers at Dow have all provided a direct path to my present day mission –
memorizing an event for each of the 366 days of the year. (If you were to swim in my
lane each noon hour, you would find I was counting the laps by reciting the event for a
given day within a given month – 72 lengths equals two months plus 12 more days.)
The previous page is from my web site where I organized all the lists, poems and
sayings which I had memorized. My idea was to have a place where I could quiz myself
from time to time on my lists.
A funny thing happened during my second cardioversion, Aug 18, 2010. I had
correctly identified the event which occurred on the birthday of all three nurses. One
nurse blurted out, “are you an idiot savant?”
Memorization Projects
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Utterback + Onnen (the 2 Jim’s)
Sometime around 1950 when I was in the 7th
or 8th grade, I saw an upperclassman (Jim
Utterback) rattle off the 48 states in under
60 seconds. That chance encounter so
impressed me that I decided to duplicate
the 'trick'. Then around 1952 we had Jim
Onnen join our freshman class. One day he
rattles off the Declaration of Independence.
When I asked him how he did it, he said his
former school required all students to memorize the Declaration.
It took me 20+ years to get back to these memorization examples but when I did, I did so with a
vengeance. I must have over 50 lists that I have mastered, and another 50 lists that I keep for reference.11

PI
Hey, I'm an engineer. The mathematical constant Π, PI, has been with me
since freshman algebra in high school. I was fortunate to have Mr. Kirtley to
not only guide me through this class but to inspire me to go on to greater
math classes.
By my junior year I bought a slide rule and a table of math functions. I was
hooked. Sometime about then I started memorizing the values of PI, maybe
just the first 10 places. But PI kept calling to me. By the end of college I had
not progressed much, but soon after I got serious. I worked my way up to 40
places and plateaued out at 50 places.
My system was to memorize PI in groups of five digits. Once the Internet
sprung to life, one could find all sorts of PI fanatics. Eventually I earned my
certificate for knowing PI to 100 places.
I own and have read a number of books devoted to PI. Three stories jump out in all these books. The
first is the mandatory explanation of how PI is an irrational number—it cannot be expressed by the
ratio of two integers. The other two stories involve calculating a value for PI, which could be classified
as BC, before computers, and AC, after computers.
The best story of the BC era was a guy named Shanks who spent something like 20 years of his life
advancing the accuracy of PI from 100 places to 500 places. Unfortunately, he made a mistake around
the 200th digit, so about 10-15 years of his life was wasted. A good story, but apparently Shanks was in
the slammer at the time. So what else did he have to do with his time?
I wrote a thesis paper in 1968 on Monte Carlo Simulation (see Chapter 6-CMU). One of my simulations was an estimate for the value of PI by throwing random darts at a square with a circle inscribed.
11 In 2011 I read a book, Moonwalking With Einstein: The Art and Science of Remembering Everything,
Joshua Foer, 2011, Penguin Press. I mention it in the Bibliography; you will find it fascinating.
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The value of PI/4 could be estimated by the number of darts inside the circle divided by the total number of darts thrown. Two of the fastest main frame computers of the time gave me an estimate to three
place accuracy with about a minute of computer time. Computer time was very expensive at that time;
today any PC could do a comparable job to at least 10 place accuracy in a few seconds.
My final story on PI involves the Double Ironman described in Chapter 12. Late in the event when my
body’s gyroscope was not functioning very well, and I was being driven on by sheer will power, Judy
needed a way to determine my true physical and mental status. So out of the blue she asked me to
recite the value of PI. When I could and did, she knew I was still rational. So I challenge you to sneak
up on me sometime and ask me to name the first 30 to 40 digits of PI. If I cannot, something is wrong,
and it may be time to start on Aricept.

Top 100 Dates

What are the most important dates in history? What are the most important day(s) in your life? Put
them all in one spot, in a list, not just on current calendar.
Play this game with me. I have asked this question to a number of my friends who can look back over
the years with some perspective. Played with a a younger audience, who has neither the perspective
nor the history learning (as JayWalkers amply shows), the question “does not compute.”
Write down the top 10 events in history. (Try to put a date on each.) Use your own definition of Top 10.
Then add in your own personal Top 10 events, interspersing the two lists by rank. Now step back and
examine the time period to include your parents lifespans. Then expand your thinking to include
importance to the United States. Your list should have doubled in size by now. If you reach back to the
start of the 20th century or even the Civil War, you should begin to see a pattern.
Does your list include mostly events or mostly people? Have you focused on entertainment, or sports
or inventors? Is the first occurrence of something more important than the current fad or technology?
My own list is based upon the most significant or most important events that influenced my life today,
and they are listed on the following page.

Top 100 Dates
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366 Days of Memorization
This story is about my quest to memorize a memorable fact about
every day of the year. That would be 366 different facts, for which
I would know: the month, the day, the year, and what happened,
for example, April 18, 1775, the ride of Paul Revere.
Now why would anybody do something like that? First, I have
always been impressed by people who have memorized things.
Consequently, I have worked since high school on my own lists:
presidents, states, capitals, PI, and some miscellaneous poems.
I once saw John Davidson on TV do his routine. He was a singer,
and he would work the room, asking for couples who were celebrating their anniversary. When they told him their wedding date,
he would sing a song that was #1 for that year. When you did the
math, he really only needed to memorize about 25 song-date combinations. The song’s lyrics were
undoubtedly already in his repertoire.
Then computers came along. In the late ‘70s I had control of one at Dow (see Chapter 5--SyFA), and in
my spare time I began keeping birthday lists. I would print a crude calendar for people on their birthday. At first my list was modest. It included my immediate workers. Then I added the girls I was
coaching. Then famous names that appeared in the newspaper were included. Pretty soon pro athletes
were added. By then I could print out a calendar for any date in a year and guarantee the recipient
would have at least 20 other names who were born on the same date.
Technical limitations and efficiency considerations forced me to go with a 50 character field. This
meant I could have five birthday items in a 256 character word size—with mandatory end-of-line and
end-of-word characters. The 50 character limitation was parsed out as: 10-first name, 17-last name, 8date codes, 10-comments and 5-character codes to designate source, class and death. I scoured the
library reference books until ultimately I reached nearly 100,000 names and dates.
Then I realized all my data was trapped in a Dow computer and one day I would be leaving. Fortunately, the IBM PC was emerging, and someone created a conversion program. I left the job with five
1.2M, 5.25” floppies that had all my birthday data. Soon many web sites popped up with birthday data
similar to mine. I lost my interest in compiling a massive birthday database, and instead focused on
the events that occurred on various days.
Somewhere around 1999 I switched my goal to memorizing a specific event for each of the 366 days in
a year. My intention was to “impress” anyone I met by telling them what had happened on the day they
were born. I have previously mentioned how I was impressed with the two Jims in high school and
John Davidson on TV. Hyrum Smith of Franklin Planner fame also impressed me with his
memorization efforts. But it was the Harlem Globetrotters that convinced me to go for it. Say what?
Logic says one cannot memorize four facts for every 366 days of the year. That would be 1464 facts.
Logic also says that Globetrotters will not make all the “trick” shots they use. But that does not prevent
them from attempting the shots. And when the ball goes in, people remember the shot. Similarly, I
hoped people would remember the times I was correct, and forget about my “misses.” For awhile I
even settled for the idea of “coming close” - like the guy at the carnival that bets he can guess your age
within two years or your weight within three pounds. I went so far as to concentrate on every fifth day,
which means memorizing only 84 dates. Although I abandoned this partial solution, it did give me 84
fixed points from which I could reference other dates.
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So how does one accomplish the goal of memorizing 1464 facts? First you have to gather the “facts”,
which means you have to come up with 366 verifiable, legitimate events. Once you start your quest for
dates, it becomes obvious that all sorts of publications have their own lists. Birthdays are a favorite
item, but I chose not to go that route. Rather, I wanted to collect the most significant event, from my
point of view, which occurred on each date. A side effect to this approach is that you become a real
history buff.
The process becomes ridiculously simple: find a publication that prints one or more events for each
day and select the one you like. Write it down on some master list or calendar. Repeat the next day.
At some point you have to start doing the memory work. But don’t get too excited about the
memorization part; you will soon find out that the dates you have collected need to be “revised.”
Revision consists of two efforts: 1-using a different event, or 2-correcting an event’s true date. Also,
you soon find that some lists are better quality than others, both in their subject selection and their
accuracy.
The following is a list of the various sources which I used, somewhat by order that I tried each one.
1 – www.scopesys.com
2 – www.history.com
3 – www.wikipedia.org
4 – http://news.bbc.co.uk/onthisday/
5 - news.yahoo.com/s/ap/history
6 - http://lcweb2.loc.gov/ammem/today/today.html
7 - http://www.nytimes.com/learning/general/onthisday/index.html
I purchased the book Today in History by the History Channel. My copy says 2003 so that must have
been about the time I got serious about recording events. Other similar books include:
The Teacher’s Calendar, apparently published each year, $20, 2007
On This Day, Over 2000 Years of Front Page History, an oversize book by Random House, 2004
On This Day in History, Leonard & Thelma Spinrad, $16, 1999
On This Day, Carl Windsor, $16, 2006
On This Day in America, John Wagman, 1990

CPE1704TKS and Passwords
War Games, a 1984 movie about computer control of our national defense system, became a classic.
The graphics set the standard for years to come. A sequel was produced 25 years later that also used
cutting edge technology effects. War Games still ranks in the top 25 list of my all-time favorite movies.
The Geeks quickly picked up on the 10 characters CPE1704TKS,
which was the code to launch the computer-controlled missiles.
When I first heard a new employee rattle off those 10 characters, it
served to reinforce my own memorization repertoire. So that is my
second lesson: pay attention to numbers in your life. Set your brain
on RECORD mode occasionally. Memorize a few useless strings of
characters. I realize now that I “see” numbers the way some people
“see” colors or “see” faces or “hear” notes.
But it also triggered an idea for computer passwords. At the time
passwords for home computers were not that prevalent, mainly
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because the Internet had “not yet been invented.” But at Dow we were up to our ears in passwords, and
the need to make them a certain length and to change them frequently.
So what makes for a good password? Let’s talk about some history. My first encounter with computers
dictated I use as an ID my last name, stripped of any vowels plus the initials of my first and middle
names, i.e., pprll. (One wonders what would happen in today’s world of hyphenated names. Even then,
an oriental name like Loo or Lei or Oh became a three character ID like ‘lll’ or ‘oll’, which was not permitted.)
Next came the six character minimum passwords. This isn’t too hard to find. But once the requirement
was added to change it every 30 days, now you had to get creative. This was soon followed by no repeat
or similar passwords, so some of us had a list like: topgun, bigboy, hitman, aceone, and we cycled
through these four continuously. This also passed the test of no repeat letters.
The most elaborate password scheme I ever saw was devised by Sandy Currie, an IT specialists at Dow.
Those of us on support frequently had to enter passwords while the customer was watching us. We
also had to do this at 20+ sites, so there was a need to make each site unique, yet still be able to easily
remember each site. Fortunately, each location had a unique building number.
The password consisted of the building number plus the current hour. Only the building number, such
as “438”was typed on the next row down on the keyboard, as “rei”. The current hour was an letter
obtained from a clock-character conversion table. The conversion table was the 24 hours a day in a
string of characters, as in 00 01 02, etc, with the alphabet, written in reverse order underneath each
hour, centered with 12 (noon) on N. So the password at 438 Bd at 1:15 in the afternoon was ‘reim’ and
at 1305 Bd at 08:15 am was ‘qeptr’.
The computer clocks had to be correct, but that is no problem in a 24/7 operation. Memorizing the
clock conversion table was easy since most of our work was between 08:00 and 16:30. A support guy
would show up, look at his watch, think about 2 seconds, and then type in the password!
Here is my own list of potential passwords, ranked by number of characters required:
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11

7 (favorite number)
42 (answer to everything)
ily or llp (obvious)
1816 (house number)
31-5-15 (locker comb.) or 57736 (man #)
008268 (lib #)
21jan61 (important date) or rosebud (memorable word)
05513068 (serial #) or larryp56 (common ID)
any social security number
CPE1704TKS (from War Games)
37OH55V-0773H (figure this one out)

Finally, an iron clad password should be 16 or more characters long, should contain upper and lower
characters, should contain one or more numbers and should contain one or more punctuation characters. It should not contain family names or even any word in the dictionary. Such a password can be
obtained in one of two ways: (1) combine two or more from the above table, like Rozebud + 008628 +
lib#, Rozebud008628lib#, or (2) Use a sentence or as it is known as a “pass phrase.” Consider the sentence, “It is too damn cold in Michigan.” Now let’s convert that to our 16 password, “It’s2#$%coldinMI”.
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How I Did It
Thoughts on memorizing 366 dates
Goal 1:
Goal 2:

Goal5:

Have one event for every day
Achieve 90% recall on all 366 days (this allows missing only 3 days/month)
Achieve 80% recall initially – Globetrotters mentality
Have a second event for every family date; many other dates also (1word-alt.xls)
Exclude family events as 2nd daily event.
Learn a number of multi-event days:
Apr 18:
Revere, Doolittle, Sumpter Apr 12:
Apr 15: Titanic, Kroc, Apple II
Aug 14:
Dec 26: tsunami, Kwanzaa
Feb 23:
Constantly update: DELL:C:\MyDocs\MyExcel\events-12mo-1word-alt.xls

Idea 0:
Idea 1:
Idea 2:
Idea 3:
Idea 4:
Idea 5:
Idea 6:
Idea 7:
Idea 8:
Idea 9:
Idea10:
Idea11:

Go thru year, day-by-day, as it occurs: email: History & Jest, History book, Wikipedia,
Learn 1st day of each month for 12 months; then 15th day, 30th,, 20th, 5th, 10th, 25th ;1,2,3
Learn top 30, 40, 50, 60, 70, 80, 90, 100 days in history
Order of months memorized: Nov, Dec, Jan, Jul, Apr, May, Feb, Jun, Mar, Aug, Sep, Oct
Use of flash cards as an aid with 12 chapters for each year.
Need to review: daily, weekly, biweekly, monthly until learned
Color code at least one list by 12 classifications
Rank, 1-366, of all 366 dates
Add duplicate dates to 1-word spreadsheet
Memorize in swimming pool: 90 – 120 date 2nd 3rd 4th
6th
7th
21st 26th
Start adding single day to basic 7 days (90): 102 – 114 – 126 – 138 – 150 – 162 – 174
Work on 12 of same date; work on 2nd event as each day occurs. (4-20-10)

Goal 3:
Goal 3a:
Goal 4:

Rule 1:
Rule 2:
Rule 3:
Jest
Rule 4:

Confine dates to last ~150 years and somewhat U.S. related (1215, 1492, 1455, )
Cross-check a number of sources
References (by importance): Today in History (book),History Channel, Wiki,1-Click,Scopes,
Other references: my top 100+ days in history, my top sporting events, 2 calendars

Sequence of creating 366 dates:
1 - Family dates – 3% - orange
2 - Larry events – 3% - orange
3 – Top 100 Events in US – 35% - red
4 - SporTing events – 2% - green
5 – Disasters – 5% - yellow
6 – Holidays – 3% - black
Larry L. Piper
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7 – Wars and military – 10% - magenta
8 – Presidents – 4% - teal
9 – Supreme Court decisions – 2% - silver
10 – Scientific & Medical – 3% - brown
11 – caUses – 2% - purple
12 - Individual achievements – 2% - blue

DELL:I:\MyDocs\Events-rules.rtf; rev: Jan 22, 08; Feb 16, 2007; init 11-02-06; 4-21-10
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Chapter 15

Medical History
Cardiovascular Wonder, Orthopedic Nightmare
In military terms, I qualify for 14 purple hearts

I.B.S.
Blood Poisoning
Penicillin Allergy
Injuries
Surgeries
D.I.S.H.
Cleveland Clinic
Urticaria
Mayo Clinic
Bronchial Infection
Heart Bypass Surgery
University of Michigan Hospital
Atrial Fibrillation & Hernia
Beaumont Hospital
Health Care Professionals
Right Shoulder Surgery
U/M Heart Clinic

Mind & Body Tests
Ran Out of Gas
Autologus Blood Donations
Sanding off the 'S'
Pacemaker + Followup
Left Hip Redo
You Were Never Alone
Purple Hearts
Cardiac Checkup at C.C.
B.P.H.
Colonoscopy
See Addendum for next 8:
Atrial Ablation, MAZE
Cataract Surgery
Pneumonia
Cellulitis
Dowling Surgery
Lab Test Results

Two total hip replacements (1989) plus left hip redo (2010),
by-pass scar (1999), urticaria on back (2000), back fusion (2008)
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I Calculated That My Surgical Scars Cost About $2500 An Inch
Cardiovascular Wonder, Orthopedic Nightmare
“When I get older losing my hair, Many years from now,
Will you still be sending me a valentine. Birthday greetings bottle of wine? …
If I'd been out till quarter to three. Would you lock the door,
Will you still need me, will you still feed me, When I'm sixty-four?
The Beatles
After you read this entire chapter, you may find it hard to believe that I never missed a day of
work at Dow in my first 27 years. I was rarely sick. I was injured from time to time, but my
strong work ethic told me to use my vacation time instead of calling in sick. I have at least
half of my Dow time-calendars, so I can look back at this record.
My organization in this chapter varies. I have written about specific treatments in some cases,
but about hospitals for other incidents. Appendix D has a chronological listing of all my
medical events. It also has a number of time lines—one for my major medical events, one for
my back surgery/recovery, one for my hip redo and recovery, one for the prescription drugs I
have taken, and one for my heart. Finally, Appendix D has two lists of all my doctors. The first
is for reference, but the second is my ranking of how good they were for me.
My early life had only two scars: a cut above my right eye at age 4 and a 1” lance in my right
palm for blood poisoning at age 14. I added a small scar on my right shoulder in 1986 (Ivan),
a 10” scar on my right hip in 1988 (Borden), a 10” scar on my left hip in 1989 (Borden), a 4”
scar on my right shoulder in 1989 (Brems), a 10” chest by-pass in 1999 (Baumgartner), 3
arthroscopic scars for a hernia in 2005 (Wolfe), the mother of all scars a 10” back fusion in
2008 (Roth), a 1” slit for my pacemaker in 2010 (Islam) and a left hip redo in '10 (Muschler).
My surgeries (where anesthesia was used) consisted of: tonsillectomy (1944), blood poisoning
(1953), right foot (1984), right shoulder (1986), right hip & left hips (88 and 89), right
shoulder ('89), by-pass ('99), hernia ('05), back fusion ('08) and hip redo ('10). Two
cardioversions (2005 & 2010) and pacemaker/ablation (2010) were under local anesthesia.
However, it has been the ongoing issues that affect my day-to-day lifestyle the most. These
issues include: IBS, penicillin allergy, BPH, urticaria, and AF. I will elaborate on each of these
with a separate story. I take prescription drugs for: blood pressure, cholesterol and prostate
as well as Coumadin for blood thinning. Coreg was substituted for Atenolol in 2010. I have a
fairly complete chronological listing of over 50 drugs that I have taken at one time or another.
But it is the items I DO NOT check on my medical records that perhaps give me the most
comfort: cancer, diabetes, neurological issues, smoking, asthma, COPD, and obesity.
Medical History
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I.B.S.
I first recall laying on the bathroom floor all night when I was a freshman in high school. I would wake up with these terrible gas pains. I
eventually would have a bowel movement, but not before having these
excruciating constipation pains. I don’t recall anyone showing any concern or having any reasons for these incidents. I’m not sure if IBS (Irritable Bowel Syndrome) was on anybody’s radar at that time, medical or
otherwise.
Once I got married, Judy started linking my previous actions to these
bowel pains—a trait at which she excels. Stress seemed to be at the top
of the list, but eating was a close second. Eating was not so much a matter of what but more of when and how much.
By age 30 the attacks were occurring once or twice a year. The severity
was getting worse, to the extent that I would turn white and appeared to
go into shock. The shock factor was somewhat mental, as I could tell
what was coming, and my body was preparing for the worst. Fleet’s enema became my constant travel
companion. Judy and I developed our own treatment routine, but I cringed to think how the medical
community would react if Judy was not around to explain what was happening.
With Dad’s death in 1977, I lost all his history. The siblings started comparing notes, and it was discovered that Carol definitely was having IBS. Janet had some problems, but had not yet made the link to
IBS—she was married to a doctor, so why would you expect them to figure it out. Bob had other problems, like sleep apnea. Since he always lived alone, he had no one to help him sort out life’s aches and
pains. Also, Laura was beginning to exhibit the IBS symptoms. So now we definitely have three individuals, Larry, Carol and Laura with IBS symptoms. All are Type A personalities, strong in athletics. A
personal note should be injected here. Carol stated that the pains of childbirth were nothing compared
to her IBS pains. It is too bad that Janet and Laura could not add to this single data point.
The Jollief side of my family DID NOT seem to have IBS symptoms—this is a subjective opinion since
you don’t go around broadcasting your bowel habits, even to your closest relatives. Judy and her relatives also seemed to be IBS-free. So by the time I was 40, Judy and I had the routine down pat. We recognized the symptoms and we knew how to deal with it. I introduced our family doctor, Gary Smith, to
the idea, but I don’t think he was convinced. At the age of 50 I had the two hip replacement surgeries.
Afterward, the IBS attacks seemed to be much less frequent (although the night before the first hip
surgery I had an attack at the Cleveland Clinic).
Then at age 60 when I went to the doctor complaining of chess pains, the resultant triple by-pass
surgery guaranteed the medical community would forever be looking at my heart whenever any mention of chest pain was given. With the complications of urticaria that followed by-pass surgery, I was
convinced the medical community would dismiss IBS as “being in my head”. (I would concede that
many a doctor would lump urticaria and IBS as two different sides of a psychosomatic coin.) I myself
over compensated for such feelings when I had a kidney stone on April 21, 2001. I was convinced it
was “merely another IBS attack”, and I sent Judy away to attend Jessica’s christening. After three enemas, no pain relief and being alone, I was really worried. I was never so happy in my life to hear the
emergency room doctor finally conclude I had a kidney stone. So I would add my own data point to
Carol’s: passing a kidney stone is no worst pain than IBS.
I did make a lasting impression on Dr Gary Smith that IBS was real. I passed out in his office right in
front of him while complaining of IBS pains. He brought me around with an ammonium ampule,
something I immediately added to my Fleet’s enema travel bag. I had passed out on a couple of previ-
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ous occasions, once in Ann Davis’ bathroom, striking my head on the tub on the way down.
My personal recollections are that the IBS attacks have been reduced in severity in recent years, and I
have not had to resort to the enema in over five years. But who keeps track of such matters.

Blood Poisoning
My first encounter with a hospital occurred in the
early spring of 1954. I have no records of the hospital
stay, and my memory tells me it happened much earlier, but I also remember I wanted to see the movie
The Moon is Blue when I got out of the hospital. That movie wasn't released until July 8, 1953. I also
remember that March Madness was in full force, so that put the incident in early spring.
Sonny Watson, of friend fame (Chapter 1—Who Were My Friends), had goosed me with a sliver from
his desktop—I was sitting immediately in front of him. When I reached back to grab it, he yanked it
back and a splinter got in my right hand. I later tried to dig out the splinter with my X-acto knife, and
that must have caused it to become infected. I remember playing basketball in a physical education
class late one Friday. I wasn't feeling good, and the teacher looked at my arm. There was a red streak
running from my hand about half way up my arm (see the above photo).
Someone took me into the Methodist Hospital where they lanced the original splinter location. I had a
1” cut which was kept open to allow the infection to drain. I stayed in the hospital a full week and never
left my bed except to use the bathroom. I remember I was so relaxed that I set an all time PR for holding my breath of two full minutes.
The following Friday the nurse said something about going home, and she suggested I get up and walk
around a little. Dad showed up shortly afterward, complained that he had bought the entire wing to
spring me (I recall the bill was just over $100), and he took me down to the bus station. I rode the 2
pm bus to Danville by myself. I had to stand most of the trip because the bus was packed. It is a wonder I didn't pass out. There was never any after effects of the blood poisoning or the hospital stay
except a neat 1” scar in the palm of my right hand. It never affected my ability to grip a racquet.

Penicillin Allergy
For most of my life I have had a penicillin allergy. It was uncovered in
the fall of 1958 during my 5th semester at Purdue. I was taking two
classes that wore me down mentally: differential equations and my first
chemical engineering class, ChE 203. I also was taking two classes that
wore me down physically: swimming and geology (lots of outside field
trips). Somewhere late in that semester I caught a cold. I must have had
some penicillin tablets that I took on my own, because I soon came
down with a rash.
When I finally went to the Purdue infirmary, the nurse had a cow. She
identified it as an allergic reaction to penicillin. I don’t remember any
specific treatment I received, but I was pretty sick the rest of the semes-
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ter. I ended up with a D in diffy-q and an F in ChE 203. (I did get an A in swimming and a B in geology. I had to repeat ChE 203, but I couldn’t squeeze it into my schedule until my 7 th semester. I aced it
with an A this time.)
I have later decided that it was my grandmother’s fault. She worked at a doctor’s office in the ‘50s, and
she was forever feeding us penicillin, almost like candy. My next encounter with penicillin was in 1988
and 1989 when I had the two hip and one shoulder surgeries at the Cleveland Clinic. I wore the red
wrist band that told everyone I had the allergy. The third surgery on my shoulder was tougher than my
surgeon, Dr. John Brems, had figured. I lost a lot of blood. My blood pressure dropped very low. I even
woke up before surgery was over because it lasted longer than he and the anesthesiologist had
planned. Brems needed to hit me hard with antibiotics, so he gave me penicillin. He figured if I was
going to have a reaction, what better place to treat it than the operating table. I had no reaction.
I need to take an antibiotic for prophylaxis before any dental treatments, and I discovered that any of
the penicillin family of drugs makes me sick at my stomach. On a related note, I noticed that my history with poison ivy has been up and down. As a kid I could handle it without any effect. Later in life it
was a different story. Then there was the four year bout with urticaria—see a later story in this Chapter. My body’s sensitivity has drastically changed as I have aged.

Injuries
I have amassed more than my share of injuries, which I define as
self-inflicted injuries or accidents. I have not been in a serious car
accident, natural disaster or personal attack. I list all those injuries
which I could recall, along with any details
My first injury was about age 5 when we lived at Five Points. I was
playing cowboy on the lower rungs of a wooden clothes dryer. I
slipped off the bottom dowel rod, fell forward and cut my head just
above my right eye. I seem to remember a lot of blood. What I don’t
remember is how my Mother got medical care for me since Dad was
gone to the Army and she also had a 1 year old daughter. The scar
was prominent until I started wearing glasses. I could have lost an
eye on this accident.
My second injury occurred around age 11 when I developed blood poisoning in my right palm. I lodged
a large splinter in my hand when Sonny Watson goosed me with a piece of wood from his desk. I later
tried to dig it out with my trusty X-acto knife, and it got infected. That cost me a week in the Methodist
Hospital; my Dad said he thought he bought a wing of the hospital to spring me. I suspect the cost was
a couple hundred bucks, a lot for his probably salary of around $3,000 a year. The memories are: a 1”
scar that is still prominent, a week spent on my back in the hospital while the wound was kept open to
allow the infection to drain, a PR of holding my breath for 120 seconds, a one hour ride home where I
had to stand all the way on a crowded bus, and my Mother’s refusal to let me see the latest movie, The
Moon is Blue.
An injury I had almost forgotten occurred on a Jr High School party at the local roller skating area in
Hazelwood, IN. I got on the end of a whip and slammed into the concrete wall. It really rung my bell
and I’m sure I cried. But there were no lasting scars.
I acquired a scar on my right, lower back while pushing a wheel barrow under a barb wire fence. The
wheel barrow tipped over, dragging my back across the barb wire. The scar is no longer visible.
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My final injury in high school was a broken shoulder in football practice on August 30, 1954. I was less
than 145 pounds at the time and Keith Lilly, a 210 pound tackle fell on me, somewhat on purpose as I
look back. The injury dislocated my right shoulder and broke the clavicle bone. I spent six weeks in a
full body cast during a hot Indiana September. I could not take a shower. I lost a girl friend about this
time, partially due to my smell. It halted all my tennis playing, when I was just getting recognition for
being the state champ. The football coach (Moe) must have felt sorry for me because he gave me a
letter even though I was not able to play any that season. This shoulder injury has dogged me my
entire life, and today severely limits my range of motion.
In college I jammed a piece of glass rod in my hand in chemistry lab, but there was no lasting scars.
In another lab accident, Al Bauman goosed me when I was titrating bromine. I spilled it all over my
hands. That could have been very damaging, but I got it flushed off very quickly.
I remember only one accident in the three years I worked on my summer construction job. A sharp
piece of concrete cut the top of my head—we didn’t wear hard hats back then. I bled a lot, but I was
back at work the same day.
My 18 months in the military went without incident, which is good since we were handling live chemical agents like nerve gas, mustard gas and chlorine.
Once I reached Midland and Dow Chemical, I do not remember a single incident at work. Dow was
very strict on their safety policies, and I was quickly indoctrinated. I don’t recall ever getting in the
shower or eye wash to rinse off some contamination.
What I do remember is overuse problems in my ankles
from running and my elbow from paddleball. I did make
a trip to the Chicago Institute of Podiatry around 1974 or
1975. I got fitted for orthotics which helped my pronation problem. At one time I had Dr. Smith cast one of
my feet to keep me from running on it. Also, I discovered Zenith Manwell and yoga about this time. The
additional stretching also helped relive tightness in my
legs. The elbow problem went away with time.
My biking efforts caused me much grief. I got a foot
caught in the spokes while giving Laura a ride around
1977. That caused me to cancel a major marathon run.
My next bike crash was really serious—see picture at
right. It occurred on Sep 4, 1995, on the rail trail. A temporary earth berm had been placed across the trail so
trucks could drive across. Only I never saw it as people
were standing in front of it. I bent the frame on my carbon fiber bike as well as multiple contusions to the chest
when I went over the handlebars. This incident caused
me to always carry a cell phone.
Then on June 7, 2003, I again went over the handlebars
on the rail trail when two women blocked my path. This
crash severely bruised my left shoulder. I was in a sling
for a couple months. Finally in the summer of 2005, I “acquired” a double hernia. I attributed this to
another bike ride when my wheel slipped off the road into the sandy berm. I yanked the bike back on
the road, and likely damaged the family jewels in the process.

Injuries
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It is remarkable with all the court sports I played for 30+ years that I was never injured with a ball or
racquet, or I never turned an ankle or knee. There were times when an opponent was playing so wild
that I simply walked off the court.

Surgeries
Having one’s body put under anesthesia and sliced open is totally different from the routine strains
and sprains. I have had more than my share of various surgeries. (See story on Purple hearts.)
It all started when I was about 5. I had a combination of a tonsillectomy and circumcision in the doctor’s office in North
Manchester, IN. I remember the vision of sailing off in a sailboat as the ether took effect.
Then in 1953 I had my right hand lanced to drain out blood
poisoning—see an earlier article. Again I remember the sailboat; there were no lasting consequences from this surgery.
Twenty-six years elapsed before I saw an operating room again.
This time Dr. Dowling, a podiatrist, cut the second toe on my
right foot to straighten it out. I had been having problems with
my hammertoes rubbing my running shoes. The surgery, while
not effective one way or another, did move me into orthotics
which did drastically improve my running. What the surgery
did do was cause me to miss the National Paddleball tournament where I was the favorite to win the 40+ division.
Then in 1986 Dr. Nick Ivan, on the referral of a sports medicine
clinic in Grand Rapids, worked on my right shoulder. This operation was a mistake, and nothing good
came from it. Ivan later got out of the medical business.
Then I discovered the Cleveland Clinic. Dr. Les Borden gave me a total right hip replacement in the
summer of 1988 and a total left hip in early 1989. Dr. John Brems did a total right shoulder replacement in the summer of 1989, fixing much of the problems caused by the original broken shoulder in
1954 and the botched surgery by Ivan in 1986. I recovered nicely from these three surgeries, so much
so that I won the state paddleball doubles tournament within 18 months.
In July, 1999, I had a triple bypass; I came back quickly from this surgery, although the ensuing
urticaria was a drain on my energy plus constant doctor visits for the next four years.
The hernia surgery in 2005 was one major hassle after another. Although the surgery came off without
a hitch, it did take me a month of delays to finally get it scheduled; AF first surfaced during the wait.
Finally, the back fusion in Oct, 2008, was a major commitment on my part. Again the operation went
off without a hitch, but the long recovery time severely weakened my back, lung and heart muscles. (I
later learned there is no rehab for back fusion.) As I write this story in early 2010, my feelings are that
I will never play paddleball again and will not return to anything like my previous swimming and biking exercise levels.
The pacemaker insertion in April, 2010, was day surgery, but problems with the pacemaker settings
severely curtailed my exercise for 18 months. A left hip redo by Muschler at Cleveland in Nov, 2012,
plus a second heart ablation in Jul, 2011, made three 6+ hours surgeries in 30 months—something my
body never recovered from.

404

Medical History

D.I.S.H.
Diffuse Idiopathic Skeletal Hyperostosis, is a particularly virulent form of osteoarthritis. I first received this diagnosis in a
round-about way, and I now realize I was extremely fortunate to
meet the right doctors who could make this diagnosis.
In the summer of 1985 I jogged the half mile to my neighborhood middle school track. It was a cinder track, 440 yards in
length, and rarely had any traffic. For some reason I decided to
time myself for the quarter mile. The results were shocking to
me. I could not break 90 seconds. Now I did not regularly run
timed quarters, but I knew I should be closer to 80 seconds than
90. At that time my anal side was still recording workouts, so I have the above facts documented in a
notebook. These notes turned out to be prophetic.
Past injuries had allowed me to become familiar with Walk Kanicki—see the later article on Health
Care Professionals. This Bay City resident was a physical therapist who specialized in detecting and
fixing muscle imbalances. He ran me through his range-of-motion and strength tests and in 15 minutes gave me his diagnosis: “Piper, you have either got deep-seated scar tissue or arthritis.” I then went
to my family physician, Dr. Smith, who ran the x-rays that would confirm which I had.
When I came back a week later, Dr. Smith greeted me with a long face. You have degenerative arthritis,
he said, also known as osteoarthritis. He explained how it would only get worse with age, and he sympathized with me because he was fully aware of my high level of exercise and athletic endeavors.
I'm not sure I started taking any NSAIDs nor did I immediately stop running. I do know that Dr. Smith
had a contact in Lansing. He sent me to see Dr. Douglas McKeag, an orthopedic surgeon with Michigan State University who also was team physician for some of the athletic teams and who also played
paddleball—my #1 sport. McKeag ran his tests, which also included an MRI, and I walked out of his
office with a preliminary diagnosis of ankylosing spondylitis. That scared the hell out of me because I
had recently read Norman Cousin's Anatomy of an Illness in which he described his personal fight
with just such a condition.
I came back for a second appointment and McKeag revised his diagnosis to DISH, a rarer form of
osteoarthritis, but a rapidly progressing form. He put me on three pills a day of Dolobid, which was the
equivalent of 18 aspirin a day. I also was instructed to give up running. By this time my hips hurt so
bad that his no running request was a reprieve rather than an order.
By my third visit Dr. Douglas McKeag suggested I would need a hip replacement. He had someone
picked out at the Cleveland Clinic who could do it, and we left it that I would call him when I was
ready. He later asked me to come back for a “complimentary” MRI, not on my hips but on my knees. I
think he wanted to see why my knees were so strong while my hips were so damaged. Or maybe he just
wanted to submit a paper to some journal.
I got a second opinion from Dr. Rush in Midland, and he concurred that I was ready for a hip replacement. My main reason for seeing Rush was to query him about Bill McGuff, the only person I knew
who had had a hip replacement. Bill was a handball competitor, and I was only able to beat him one
time—about a month before he had hip surgery. Bill died within a couple weeks following surgery, so I
was most curious as to the reason. Rush claimed he was not involved, and I don't recall ever getting a
definitive answer. I did have some discussions with a Dow physician. He was a runner, and he felt
everyone should be on the low side of the body mass index. He did have some good advice on when to
have the hip surgery—when you can no longer sit on the toilet!
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Cleveland Clinic
I became a regular patient at the Cleveland
Clinic when I had both hips and a right
shoulder replacement surgery done there. As
described in the above story about DISH, Dr.
McKeag was monitoring the degeneration of
my hips. He had some connections with the
Cleveland Clinic, and he gave me the name of
the surgeon who would be performing the
surgery. Fortunately for me, that name
changed over the three years I was awaiting
surgery.
By the spring of 1988 I told McKeag I was
ready for surgery. He made a call, and I got
into see Dr. Les Borden in about a month. The visit with Borden was a conflict of our two wills—I told
Judy as we left his office that the score was Borden 1, Piper 1—but he got me into surgery in six weeks.
He concurred on the DISH diagnosis, and he scheduled me to receive 200 RADs radiation dosage on
each of three days following surgery (600 RADs whole body radiation is 50% lethal and 1000 RADs is
100% lethal).
Six months later when I had the second (right) hip done, he did not radiate that side. Dr. Brems who
replaced my right shoulder six months after that, and who was a co-worker with Borden, did not feel
radiation was necessary. I last saw Dr. Borden in the September, 2007, shortly before he retired. He
again pointed out to his assistant about my DISH, only this time he commented about the link of DISH
to type A personalities. He clarified this by saying that not all type A personalities who have
osteoarthritis have DISH, but nearly all DISH patients turn out to be type A personalities. Dr. Borden
all along has referred to me as “triple A”, a trait he attributes to anyone who keeps lists and charts of
their life.
Cleveland Clinic is a wonderful place. It is the finest hospital I have ever been in. The trip was five
hours by car from Midland. It was freeway all the way. By our second trip, Judy found that the Guest
House was a convenient, safe and affordable place to stay. Cleveland Clinic has a strong link with the
middle East. At least three of the TV channels at the Guest House are Arabic. An observation I soon
made about the Cleveland Clinic is that many of the patients who arrive for treatment will not be going
home. Cleveland takes the worse cases; this is particularly disheartening when the patient is a child.
The picture was selected to reflect the constant construction (and improvement) at Cleveland Clinic.

Urticaria
Two months after the triple bypass heart surgery I was feeling great. (I had ridden a century on my
bike just a week before surgery.) I had returned to the Community Center to begin rehab on my own. I
was trying to duplicate one of the stress test protocols on a treadmill. But I caught a cold. It must have
been pretty severe because I went to my family doctor (Smith). He gave me Zithromax; the next day I
broke out with a rash. I came back to the doctor’s office but my regular doc was not in. His partner (Dr.
Holland, who later got shipped out) gave me Prednisone. The rash got worse. A day later I was into
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the ER because I couldn’t breath. (My notes say I was on 18 pills a day at the time.)
Looking back, I would say this rash had the most deleterious effect
upon my lifestyle as anything that ever happened to me: worse than
any other illness or surgery I had. Judy and I began a quest to track
down the cause of this rash. We wondered about the stainless steel
wire used to wire my sternum back together; we tried to find out all
the drugs given to me during surgery; we wondered about any allergies I might have developed. A three month heart follow-up visit
with Dr. Maresca was fruitless. Maresca was the fifth member of the
heart surgical team that operated out of Saginaw. He had developed
some type of arthritis, so he could no longer perform surgeries. He
was of no help, either in rehab suggestions or the more immediate
problem of my rash.
Today the exact trail we followed is a blur to both Judy and I. Fortunately, I kept a log of both medical visits and drugs I was taking following bypass surgery. For the next month I could only eat Ensure.
Gaviscon was my drug of choice. An initial appointment with my
new cardiologist, Diehl, was fortuitous. When I asked the nurse
what the doc wrote n my record, she said, “possible urticaria.” That
was the first time I had ever heard the word. Smith then suggested I
see a dermatologist. Midland only had two at the time, and I chose the wrong one in Dr. Lang. I let him
be my drug supplier for about a month with no discernible change. (Interestingly, my good friend
Wickam Allen thought Lang was good.)
Over 70 days have now passed. My body has rash everywhere. I am taking all sorts of antihistamines. I
am not sleeping. I have lost 5-6 pounds. I am only eating yogurt and Ensure. I have read of numerous
accounts on the Internet of cases of urticaria. I distill the following facts: Urticaria has a number of
causes, like heat, cold, friction, or possible allergy. Some doctors think it is all in your head. It’s treatment is normally with antihistamines and/or Prednisone. The cure make take up to five years. Smith
recommends I see Dr. Raana Akbar, an allergist in Saginaw. This recommendation it turns out was the
key to my eventually beating urticaria.
Akbar gets me going on Zyrtec and Prednisone. She refers me to Dr. O'Donnell, a crackerjack dermatologist (that also just happens to be a University of Michigan graduate). He runs a biopsy to rule out
vasculitis. I see Dr. Arbabi, a gastroenterologist, who shoves this camera down my throat to check for
stomach problems. Nothing. By now a couple more months have passed. Akbar starts me on Atarax. In
a couple more months I am up to 16 Atarax a day—enough to put a horse out. I am lucky to be sleeping
four hours a night. Meanwhile, I have a 10 year hip checkup at Cleveland Clinic. While I’m there, I see
Camisa, one of their dermatologists. No answers.
A full year has now passed. There is little change in my status. Judy started taking pictures of my rash
almost from day one, so we have quite an album by now. Akbar herself is now being treated for some
form of cancer; Prednisone is her doctor’s drug of choice. Akbar suggests Ann Arbor or Mayo Clinic.
On Good Friday of 2001, we see Dr. Hand, one of 20+ dermatologists on their staff. She may have
been able to help me, but not on this particular day. Judy felt she just wanted to go home for the holidays. We both could tell that my being an engineer upset her because her dad was an engineer, and she
did not get along with her dad. Hand wanted us to stay over the weekend so she could continue her
tests the following Monday. We could not stay.
My calendar shows that during this spring of 2001 I won a National Paddleball Doubles trophy, I
began my 28th year of coaching Fleet Feet, I maxed out a thallium stress test with Diehl and I passed a
kidney stone at the ER. Akbar then got me into Ann Arbor. I saw Dr. Rasmussen, or Ras as he was
called. This guy was good. He put me on Doxepin (which he said, I swear, is 800 time stronger than
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Benadryl). He also weaned me off Prednisone. I continued this regimen for the next year. The rash was
going away. In the fall of 2002 I saw Kazmers, a rheumatology doctor at Ann Arbor. She was extremely
thorough. Nothing came directly from her, but I know she passed along her findings to Akbar and Ras.
On Sep. 11, 2004, I saw Akbar for the last time. I was almost totally off all antihistamines, and I told
her, “You have cured me.” This was almost five years from my initial rash outbreak. A sidebar to this
entire urticaria mess was the comment made by Dr. O’Donnell on my initial visit to him. “This will all
be just a bad dream in six months,” he said as he gave me some ointment. I no longer bug him about
that statement because Judy and I see him once or twice a year for a skin cancer checkup. He is great
in that capacity, as you can see by my rating of him in Appendix D. Akbar died in 2008.

Mayo Clinic
Mayo Clinic was a desperation move. I had been fighting urticaria for over 18 months with little
improvement. We had read the promos: “Just show up and Mayo will admit the first 100 patients.”
Now Judy and I were not that naive or desperate. We did finagle an appointment. It was for Good Friday in 2001.
Mayo Clinic presented two distinctly different faces to me. Without a doubt
it is a fine facility. The Clinic is in downtown Minneapolis. There is little
room for parking or expansion. The winters are brutal. So everything is
underground. You leave your motel and take the elevator to the ground
floor. You enter an entire subterranean world. You had to walk, but there
were friendly old codgers at every intersection making sure you did not get
lost. The waiting rooms were spacious, efficient and friendly.
Mayo had something like 26 dermatologists on their staff. I drew Dr. Jennifer Hand. She was young but competent. She ran a bunch of tests, and she
may have been onto something. However, she wanted us to stay over Easter
to do a follow up the next Monday. We were not prepared to spend that
much time on a possible answer. Judy remembers Jennifer as being somewhat flippant. She did not
pay that much attention to what I was saying. She was looking at arthritis rather an my rash. Judy felt
that I was her last case of the week, and she was anxious to leave work. What we both agree is that Jennifer had a problem with engineers. When I mentioned I was an engineer, she said her father was an
engineer, and as much as admitted they did not get along. (I am now somewhat cautious about making
this admission to subsequent doctors. I have heard it from many older nurses that they do NOT tell the
doctor they are a nurse because it biases the doctor.)
We had some time to kill before our appointment at Mayo, so I spent time with their Personnel
Department. They gave me $5 for taking one of their surveys. As a final test to see how smart each survey taker was, the gal asked me that famous question: “ Count backwards from 99 by threes.” I have
subsequently used that exact question to test people—although they are usually not aware of my purposes. If you get the “deer in the headlights” look, you can cross off that person.

Bronchial Infection
Around the Ides of March, 2006, I developed a sore throat that wouldn’t go away. The scenario was
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one of seeing Dr. Smith, getting some new medicine, making no progress, and going back to Smith to
try something new. This process was repeated over a 40 day period three times.
I was hacking and coughing like I never did before or
since. I literally could not stop coughing unless I relaxed
by either (1) playing a computer game or (2) practicing on
the piano. My piano was actually a digital keyboard, and
the music was a simplified version for “dummies.” I
developed the joke that I was so sick that I almost learned
to play the piano.
I was totally inactive for 32 of the 40 days, and even after
60 days I was still coughing whenever I laughed. I was
aware that my body was taking a severe beating during this time period. Diehl casually mentioned that
it would take me 90 more days to get my breathing back to normal, and I know he was right. Lora
Tower mentioned to Judy what I probably had. I can’t remember what she called it, but I think she was
right even though she never saw me and she is a vet!
The hacking started about two month after I had a vitreous hemorrhage in my left eye. I don’t see any
connection between the two, but there is no doubt that my immune system was at a low from two
months on my back to let my eye heal. But it was what followed the infection that has always kept me
wondering. My back took its first really bad hit at the 24 hour bike event in June. I was at the chiropractor, Dr Dense, for three times a week for a month. By August I rode my bike the 24 hours to his
office, and I pronounced my back cured. But the next morning I awoke with chest pains. Two weeks
later I fail Diehl’s stress test; he said I had PVCs along with couplets and triplets. He had me take
another heart catheter—which showed my arteries were still clean seven years after bypass surgery.
I did see Akbar one last time in the fall of 2006. She told me to come see her first if I ever got another
bronchial infection. Diehl sent me to see Dr. Usims, who might install any future defibrillator that I
might need. Usims said I was not a candidate, but be careful about doing a lot of lifting.
I already stated above that I felt the #1 adverse health issue in my life was the nearly five year battle
with urticaria. I would put this 40 day battle with a bronchial infection as #2. For the record, the 40
days before and two months after my hernia surgery would rank at #3. Why, you ask, would you place
these three issues ahead of two hip surgeries, or back fusion or heart bypass? None of the three were
anywhere near life threatening. My answer would be the unknown nature of these three events. I had
serious doubts that I would ever get any of them resolved. Dealing with the unknown or with matters
over which you have no control is the bane of Type A personalities like me.
A flip side to this unknown coin would be the term “idiopathic”, as in the D.I.S.H. story above. I have
come to appreciate and even understand the usefulness of such a term in the medical world.

Heart Bypass Surgery
It was the spring of 1999, and I was in better than normal physical condition. Scot and I both entered
the National 24 Hour Challenge (see Chapter 11, Biking), held annually on Fathers Day. I seriously
thought that we had a chance at one of the top three places in the Father-Son category. We were about
105 miles into the initial 125 mile loop when I felt seriously tired. We stopped for a minute or so before
resuming the ride. A couple miles down the road I blew a tire—not the tube but the actual tire. The
small pump I was carrying just for emergency purposes did not work. I told Scot to ride the final 20
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miles and send Mom back in the car. By the time Judy found me over an hour had elapsed. It took
another hour and a half to put on a new tire and tube and then finish the 125 mile loop. I was barely
under the time cut-off I would have to really scramble to complete the next 24 mile loop before its cutoff time. It was very hot and I was tired and frustrated by then. So I stopped. That decision might have
saved my life; certainly it prevented a likely heart attack. But I am getting ahead of my story.
At the time I didn’t give too much thought as to what had happened
— except to begin carrying a much better pump and checking my tire
tread more closely. As for the possibility of winning a trophy, I was
devastated when I saw the results a couple weeks later. Scot and I
might have finished 11th in a field of 12 Father-Son entries. That was
based upon my estimate that I would ride about 220 miles and he
might make 250 miles. This speaks to the level of competition as this
event. My 220 miles would not have placed me in the top half of the
60+ male entrants.
I remember that 1999 was a particularly hot year. My long Sunday
bike rides (80 to 100 miles) seemed tougher than usual. I remember
having to stop to rest on two occasions when I was less than five miles
from home. But it was the Wednesday night time trial that provided
the most definitive evidence that something was awry. The drill is
simple: you leave at one minute intervals, riding straight out a fairly deserted country road to a 5 mile
turn around and then ride straight back. The slower riders go early because the faster riders will overtake them. The 10 miles, covered at 20 mph, takes 30 minutes, my usual speed. In fact the first trial, in
late June, was almost exactly 30 minutes. A couple weeks later I returned for a second trial. Only this
time I rode my better bike, a change that should have lowered my time to 29 minutes or less. Only my
time was again 30 minutes. The other riders dismissed this time duplication to different course conditions. Only I knew that was not the case. But I did not tumble to the fact that I could have been riding
Lance Armstrong’s bike and my heart’s limited output would still equal 30 minutes.
What I did notice was that I was having some chest pains when I played paddleball. The first time I
merely made a note of that fact. The following weekend I went off for another six hour bike ride with
no unusual effect. The following week I again encountered chest pains during paddleball, and this time
some of the guys asked if I was OK. I knew enough to stop, but declined their offer for further assistance. I remember we had some family affair going on in our back yard while I laid on our bed until the
pains subsided. But again the Sunday long bike ride did not cause any further pains.
What I did know for sure was that Judy and I had plane tickets to a deaf conference in California next
Thursday. So Tuesday night I scheduled a racquetball match with a player I should have been able to
easily defeat. But I noticed the chest pains coming back after five minutes, and I quit. The next day,
July 21, 1999, I went in to see Dr. Smith. This was almost six months to the day since he had given me
a complete physical following my 60th birth date. At that time we had discussed that, yes my cholesterol was a little high at 200 and my BP was a little high, but neither of us wanted to start me on any
kind of lifetime medication, yet. But my current EKG showed a shift from six months earlier. Smith
was concerned and was ready to call the ambulance to take me to intensive care. I assured him I would
head out there on my own after stopping by home to pick up a few things. Two interesting comments
were made at that time. The first comment was by me when I told Judy to go ahead and fly out to California. I said I would stay behind and get this heart thing taken care of. That didn’t go over well at all,
either with Judy or Dr. Smith. The second comment was made by Dr. Smith in his written report of the
event: “Larry scheduled his own stress test, and he failed it.”
A series of somewhat comic events then took over. It started when I walked into the IC unit, carrying
my gym bag. As I approached the nurse’s station, I could sense something was wrong with them. I
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blurted out, “You have never seen anyone walk into IC before, have you?” They had not, and I don’t
think they believed anything was wrong with me. That made two of us. Then I had to change into the
mandatory hospital uniform, which in this case included a monitor to not only broadcast my heart
function but also prevented me from leaving that floor. At some point a blood sample revealed I had
“traces” of enzymes in my system that were supposedly indicators of a heart attack. So the medical
staff had some evidence to be concerned about me. I, on the other hand, felt great.
Ostensibly, my primary purpose for reporting to the IC unit was to have a heart catheter. Only nobody
was available that Wednesday to do it. Same for Thursday. Now I am getting cranky. Finally about
5:00 pm on Friday Dr. Diehl runs the probe up my thigh vein. The whole procedure was still from the
middle ages: pump you full of blood thinners, make this large hole in your thigh and force you to lie
still afterward for eight hours so you don’t bleed to death. The results showed three plugged heart
arteries; the numbers were something like 85%, 80% and 70%. The location of the plugs prevented the
use of stents. I asked Diehl when he could operate and he says he doesn’t do that operation.
So about 7:00 pm on Friday evening, Dr. Jones appears. He explains everything. I am not too worried,
and I asked when can you do it? He also informs me he won’t be available to do the surgery. Now I am
getting a little frustrated. But he quickly assures me that his partner, Dr. Baumgartner, is quite capable
—I would trust him to operate on my mother is the way he put it. I sign some papers that drive home
the gravity of the operation I am about to have.12
The following morning, Saturday, was perhaps the most memorable of
the entire affair. An ambulance showed up about 6:30 am and the driver
told Judy, “just follow us over.” These guys only have one speed--about
80 mph. We get to St. Marys right at 7:00 am on Saturday. I remember
it well because the first thing I heard on the PA system as I was rolled
into the hospital was the morning prayer—appropriate for my situation.
But the PA speaker rapidly followed the prayer with an announcement
of yesterday’s winning lottery numbers! Baumgartner was there to meet
me and talk over what was going to happen. After maybe four minutes
of conversation, he left to prepare for surgery. I liked him and he must have quickly understood me.
How do I know this? Because around 7:07 the nurse took my vitals one more time. She called Baumgartner and said, “Mr Piper’s temperature has gone up to 101”. He replied, “don’t worry, that is just
Mr. Piper’s way of preparing his body for surgery.”
I don’t remember much from here on. I awoke in the IC recovery room. Judy had “talked” her way in
by explaining to the nurse how my father had fought the restraints after his heart surgery in 1977. So
the nurse felt Judy would be an asset to have near by. I still had a ventilator down my throat when I
awoke, so I couldn’t talk. But I did know sign language. Once when the nurse wiped away my drooling,
I made a sign and the nurse asked my wife what I said. It was ‘thank you’. I am told I was in this IC
recovery room for a number of hours. Scot and Robyn visited me briefly followed by Laura and Kent.
When Kent, standing quietly in the back of the IC room, made an off-hand remark that “it looks like I
am now the top athlete in the family”, I gave a sign that was unmistakable to everyone in the room. It
sent a clear message that not only was I awake and alert but that I was going to be OK.
I spent three more days in St. Marys Hospital. I don’t recall any problems except the usual one of having to take a crap before they will release you—I never did. I did have three memorable roommates; it
seems to be my curse because I had weird roommates at Cleveland Clinic three times and more
recently at Beaumont. The first two roommates were each there only for one night. Both were drunks—
they admitted to drinking a case of beer every day, but neither thought they had an alcohol problem.
They were in the heart ward simply because they showed up with a “chest pain” complaint. The third
roommate had mild dementia, had only visitors from his Jehovah’s Witnesses church, and ultimately
12 The July calendar graphic is from 1999. This is a reminder of what happened from Jul 21 to Jul 27. When you
read the reports in App S, the dates are wrong on most of the reports.
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he pulled out his IV. There was a pool of blood on the floor when I called the nurses. I later saw his obit
in the Saginaw paper.
Nancy was a memorable nurse at St. Marys. She had worked at one time in Dr. Smith’s office, and she
told the story of Mrs. Smith posing as a very shy patient (head covered) who needed a pelvic exam.
Priceless. For the majority of heart bypass patients, the real scaring is in the legs—because a vein is
removed to use as the bypass section. My legs were very strong, and Nancy commented that she had
never seen a bypass patient able to hold his legs out straight as they wheeled me out to my car. Nancy
and the rest of the staff were overjoyed when Judy and I gave them a dozen roses upon my release.
The other hospital story is the removal of the drainage tubes—one for each bypass. It is done like
removing arrows from a target. The PA puts one hand on your chest, tells you to take a deep breath
and then quickly pulls all the tubes out in one smooth motion. It helps if you don’t know what is about
to happen.
My recovery at home was “unremarkable” as the medical community would say. I had no soreness or
side effects until the urticaria hit a couple months later. Fortunately, I began a log of all the medications which had been prescribed. I continue to update this log whenever I have a medical visit or
change. Without this medical log along with my exercise log, much of the details of this book would be
lost. I read every heart bypass book I could find. Judy revised our diet—not that it was particularly bad
before surgery. I did attend a few heart support meetings at both the Saginaw and Midland hospitals,
but they were a joke. I think I found only one person out of 50 whom I spoke with who was at my level
of understanding of what had happened to our hearts and who had the desire to work on rehab.
As an epilogue to the bypass surgery, my thoughts turn to how this could happen to me, a person who
has exercised vigorously nearly every day of my life since leaving college. I never smoked, drank alcohol or used any form of drugs. My answer is two part: genetic and lifestyle.
The genetic part involves first my material grandfather, a college professor. From my earliest memories I recall Mother say that her father could have never held a job that involved any manual labor. He
died at age 57.7. It turns out my brother Bob seemed to have received Grampa’s bad genes. On the
other hand we always viewed my father as having favorable genes based upon Dad’s rich athletic history. But it was Dad’s bad heart genes, also passed down to two of his siblings, that likely got me in the
end. But Dad gave me a double whammy: bad heart genes and the unwillingness to seek medical aid
for his condition. Because of my knowledge of these two close relatives with bad genes, I have had this
little “caduceus” bird sitting on my shoulder my entire life, whispering in my ear to constantly drive
my body in an effort to offset my bad luck of the genetic lottery.
The lifestyle part involves the complete lack of any alcohol in my system and an over reliance upon
milk as the drink of choice. For the first half of my life it was whole milk, loaded with fat. Also, my diet
always consisted of high energy, high fat foods to fuel my athletic endeavors. My many tooth cavities
have got to be a testament to poor eating habits. My Type A personality would also contribute to my
health issues, acting like a catalyst to exacerbate certain genetic traits. Note: The following comments
are my personal opinions, formed around 1999. Conditions may have since changed.
Bypass surgery has a number of dark issues: (1) it is a very profitable operation for doctors and hospitals;
(2) the number of bypass surgeries performed has been under scrutiny vis-a-vis alternatives; (3) follow up
by the surgeon is almost nonexistent and the rehab personnel are not much better; (4) in my personal case
the gal running the rehab was old, unfriendly, and non-professional; (5) the 5 year survival rate following
surgery is not that impressive, mainly because people do not change their bad habits.

Finally, to end this section on a positive note, I should report on the most famous urban myth surrounding heart surgery: the resumption of sex. You can read the heart rehab books for yourself. There
is always a chapter on resuming sex: how soon, dangers, and all sorts of old wife’s tales. The short
answer is yes, it is OK, and likely no harm will come from sex. However, it is also clear that a certain
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number of men did die when they had sex for the first time following heart bypass. The number was
found to be between 5 and 10 out of 5000 studied, if I remember my facts. These odds aren’t too bad,
but in our litigious and over-communicative society, even one death can get blown way out of proportion. (Think how many people pass up vaccinations for reasons with far longer odds.) But if you read a
little deeper you find that most of these 5 to 10 deaths happened to men who were in bed with someone who was NOT their regular partner. So we see there was something going on that was outside the
limits of medical advice. (This 2012 link says more: http://www.scientificamerican.com/ article.cfm?
id=why-extramarital-sex-can-kill&WT.mc_id=SA_DD_20120702 )

University of Michigan Hospital
I had two occasions to visit U/M hospital: the first was
for the twins cochlear implants in 1996 and the second
for urticaria in 2001. If you can get in, it is a fabulous
place. They use a blue ID card that will open all sorts of
doors, figuratively and literally, for you. All the doctors
I met were first class. I have heard a story that some
people, in a last ditch effort to get admitted to the U/M
Hospital, will drive themselves to the U/M emergency
room. If they can get the emergency room to admit
them to the hospital, they have effectively bypassed the
normal admission procedure.
I think it was Dr. Raana Akbar who arranged for me to see the dermatology department of U/M. We
were at our wits end after a year of treating my urticaria. I met Dr. Rasmussen, Ras he was known. He
always had a couple residents who wrote the actual prescriptions. Ras was insistent upon first, getting
me off Prednisone, and secondly doubling the amount of antihistamine-type drugs I was taking. With
Akbar’s follow ups, this higher dosage level seems to be the straw that broke the back of urticaria.
Judy and I distinctly remember one of Ras's response when I asked him how my medication compared
to Benadryl. He said, and I quote, “it is 800X more powerful than Benadryl.”
My other experience with U/M hospital was when the twins had simultaneous surgeries: Ali had a tonsillectomy and Mac had a cochlear implant. Laura was with Ali and Kent was with Mac, and each were
in different parts of the hospital. Judy and I manned a third room where the adults could stay. We
bought a Polaroid camera so that Laura and Kent could swap photos of what was happening in their
respective surgery. The stay was only a day or two, but the action was frantic and continuous.
Two other stories remain seared in my memory from that experience. The cafeteria area at the hospital
also has a fast food place, Burger King I believe. The workers at this Burger King are the best I have
ever seen. They are efficient and unbelievably fast. The difference between these workers and any
other fast food place is about the same as the difference between the U/M medical personnel and a
country doctor’s office.
The other story was a chance encounter in the elevator. We needed to find some salt for one of the girls
— I’m not sure exactly why. A lady in the elevator said she had some, and if I accompanied her to her
room, she would give me some. So I did. The first thing you noticed is this lady, about 50, had no hair.
I would conclude she was there for serious cancer treatment. Her room looked like an annex to hospital pharmacy. She had medical bottles all over the place. She appeared to be staying there alone. She
also appeared to have been there for a month or more. Her stay at the U/M hospital was probably
more typical than the twins. She was there for “serious” health reasons. Like the Cleveland Clinic, U/M
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hospital sees the worse cases, and many of these patients will not be going home.

Atrial Fibrillation & Hernia
Clint Eastwood as Sgt. Highway in the movie Heartbreak Ridge came up with the term “cluster-fuck”-a real screwup by the higher brass. This story has a similar ending. But first we need to cover some
background information.
The doctors think I have atrial fibrillation (AF). AF is a description that
covers a broad category of irregular
heart beats in the upper (atria)
chambers. Ventricular fibrillation
involves the lower heart chambers,
and it can be fatal. The whole fibrillation thing has to do with fouled up
electrical wiring as opposed to defective heart valves or weakened heart
muscles. My family doctor, Smith,
claims something like 10% of the
adult population have AF, and they
“live with it.”
AF falls under a general category of cardiac arrhythmia's. Some doctors distinguish between atrial fibrillation and atrial flutter. For many people with AF the term asymptomatic applies (personally I think
they are not pushing their heart). The medical community seems to regard AF itself not that dangerous; it is AF’s potential to cause strokes that gets doctors excited. The thinking here is that irregular
heart beats tend to cause blood clots to be ejected from the heart, which, if logged in the brain, cause a
stroke. So the standard treatment for AF is anticoagulants and medication to slow down the heart.
Warfarin (Coumadin is the drug name) or heparin in extreme cases is used to thin the blood.
Tenormin (Atenolol is a drug name) is used to slow down the heart beat. I am on Coumadin and
Atenolol.
Surgical treatments for AF include cardioversion, catheter ablation and maze treatment. I had a cardioversion in December, 2005, and it seems to have prevented a return to any rapid heart beats—if I
ever had them. Cardioversion has a mixed efficacy. For some patients they slip back into fibrillation
within a week, a month or a year. If a second cardioversion fails, then the doctor will move on to ablation.
The standard medical treatment for patients following bypass surgery also seems to be Coumadin.
While Coumadin does have some benefits for some high risk heart patients, the side effects are staggering. Any subsequent surgery causes the patient to jump through all sorts of pre-surgery hoops. The
cost of the drug is not too bad, but each patient is required to be monitored every 4-6 weeks—a significant cost. Everything you eat has an effect on your blood thinning number, and Coumadin seems to
have an effect on any other drug, particularly antibiotic, that you take.
When I came out of bypass surgery in July, 1999, I was NOT on any blood thinner, blood pressure or
heart regulation medicine. It was only in August, 2005, when I was preparing for a hernia operation,
that AF appeared. While my family doctor, Smith, had previously hinted that I had some arrhythmia,
we saw no reason to treat it with drugs. I had one other “message” in 1993. Dow gave me an exit physical in June, 1993. One day in July I received a phone call from a doctor at the Dow Medical Department. He wanted to talk with me right away. I was out on a bike ride, and Judy told him so. He was
insistent that Judy find me. When I came home later, I called him back. I had just completed a 10 mile
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test ride at maximum effort to gauge my current level of fitness. I was dripping sweat all over the floor.
The doctor was purposely vague about what he had found other than it was with my heart. I laughed at
him, and never gave it another thought. He likely was seeing some arrhythmia back then.
The first mention of AF in my life did not occur until late August, 2005. The locker rooms at the Community Center were undergoing renovation. Our shower routine was disrupted. I noticed I had a lingering rash (jock itch), but other guys at the Center reported they were having the same rash. We
attributed it to the warm weather and the change in our showing routine. Finally, in late late July, I
went to Midland’s Urgent Care. It is a hospital-run facility that ranks somewhere between an emergency room and a private, RediMed facility. It is particularly good for injuries that require stitches,
something my grandson Mitchell and I have frequently made use of. I saw Dr. Mikols, and he gave me
a steroid cream that would clear up my rash. Then he said those immortal words, “Oh, by the way, did
you know you have a hernia?” (That was the second time in my life when I had wandered into a doctor’s office for one thing and found out I had something else.) With some doctor recommendations
from Mikols, I began an journey that took 40 days to resolve.
The first question that comes to mind is how or where did I get the hernia. I didn’t loose much sleep
over that question—I decided it was when I had yanked the bike back on the road when I got into some
loose sand. (A couple years later when talking with Mike Matthews, a skydiving friend, about his hernia operation, he also had no idea when it occurred.) Next, I compared notes with John Geminder, the
local bike shop owner. For his double hernia he had one side done with laproscopy and the other done
with a normal incision. The laproscopy definitely seemed to be the way to go.
So I’m ready. Only the doctors are not. It’s summer, and everyone has gone on vacation. I think I
started with the family doctor, Smith. There is a week delay until he returns from vacation. Then I
went with Dr. Ludwig, the local general surgeon. Another week wait until he returns from vacation.
Then I find he only cuts; at least he has the balls to admit that he is too old to learn the new laproscopic method. So now I fall back to Dr. Wolfe in Saginaw. Yes he can do it, and he tells me how great a
surgeon he is. Wolfe insisted I be off Plavix for 10 days (the normal time is 5 days by all other doctors I
have asked). He is upset that I challenge him on this point, but I am wondering how many other “mistakes” he has in his medical knowledge.
Wolfe operates out of St. Mary's in Saginaw, so I start through their process of clearances. I talk with
an admission nurse over the phone, and I think I have answered all her questions. When I come in for
a pre-surgery physical, her whole attitude has changed. Suddenly this admission nurse has the power
of life-and-death over my medical future. Now a chest X-ray requirement comes up. I have the X-ray.
Then somebody sees something on the X-ray, and further clarification is requested. Judy recalls that
we made a special trip to Saginaw to pick up the X-ray so it could be read by our own doctor. Only the
X-ray was “lost” when we got to the hospital. Meanwhile, I am in tremendous pain. I can’t walk more
than five minutes without laying down and “pushing everything back in place.” We made two family
decisions that only exacerbate my condition. We attend our cousin’s wedding in Indianapolis. The six
hour car trip each was tough, the motel stay was hard to relax and the wedding was a joke. About a
week later we went to a college football game with the Millers at Central Michigan University. I had to
lay down every 15 minutes and Sandy Miller had to stand up every 15 minutes. We were quite a couple.
Then the hospital wanted an EKG. It showed some sort of arrhythmia, likely AF, and the hospital
wanted a clearance letter from Diehl, my heart doctor. He must have told them go ahead and cut on
me; he would take care of my heart later. I was frankly concerned that I would not be able to have the
hernia surgery. I was in a lot of constant pain. I was seriously considering going back to Ludwig and
having the surgery done in Midland. Wolfe’s scheduler called me and said they had clearance to schedule my surgery. I asked her when the next available date was. She gave me a date about a week away,
but asked if I had been off Plavix or 10 days. I lied. It would be nine, and I knew Wolfe was hedging his
bet with the 10 day requirement.
The surgery came off without a hitch. I went home that same day; I had a catheter to allow me to uri-
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nate. My instructions were to show up the next day in Dr. Stephen Jensen’s office to have the catheter
removed. So 24 hours after surgery I show up in Jensen’s office. Jensen is a great urologist, but he has
never figured out how to manage his office. No one ever gets to see him without a two hour wait. But I
survived the pain and screaming kids, and Kelly, his nurse, removed the catheter. Jensen, who is a little quick with a pill or the knife, wrote me a prescription for Flomax. He could see from my annual
prostate exam history that I definitely had BPH. In less than a week I was urinating normally; I faxed
him back a note that Flomax was a miracle drug. I signed it Superman, aka Piper.
The laproscopic surgery seemed to take longer to recover from than Wolfe promised. I did break out
with a rash around the poke hole areas. When I returned to Wolfe for a checkup, he accused me of
putting something on the area that caused the rash. He lost my respect with that comment. I did see
both Akbar and O’Donnell to verify I was not starting down the urticaria road again—Dr. O'Donnell
thought it might be some kind of fungus. Some steroid cream cleared me up in a few days.
The bottom line following hernia surgery was that I had AF. Diehl ran a TEE and cardioversion on me
in December, 2005. It worked, but now I am stuck with Coumadin and Atenolol for life. Diehl also had
me remain on Plavix, which other doctors questioned. He even got me into Norvasc, which the Aetna
drug supplier raised a red flag. Diehl left for a year’s sabbatical in 2007, and I saw his replacement,
Dr. Pellizzon. Pellizzon got me off Plavix and Norvasc and raised the Atenolol to an effective level. I
delayed my subsequent back surgery until Diehl returned in June, 2008. I am not happy with Diehl’s
present drug choices. I used my various medical contacts during back surgery to get second opinions. I
anticipate a total rethinking of my heart medications on my next visit to Diehl.
As I update to this story in 2010, it turns out that my heartbeat slowed down to a 35 range about six
months after back surgery. I was thinking pacemaker. When I met with Diehl, he was amenable to the
idea, but wanted me to have a heart ultrasound. After waiting for over 10 days for the result, I showed
up one day at his office. Reanne, his nurse, pulled out a form letter from him saying everything was
normal, and to continue with my medications. My body is not ready for another surgery, but I have
many lingering doubts.

Beaumont Hospital
This story is really about my back fusion on Oct 27, 2008, and
Dr. Herbert Roth, Jr, who performed the surgery at Beaumont.
I always felt my back was relatively strong and flexible, mainly
from my tennis serve. Also, I don’t recall doing anything to
damage my back. However, years of running (before there were
good running shoes) and countless hours in the paddleball/racquetball courts took its toll. Still, the X-rays at my main chiropractor continued to show good pad spacing and little scoliosis.
Then at the 2004 National 24 Hour Challenge (bicycling) I had
to pull my son Scot off the course because of heat exhaustion. (I
was also competing, but I took myself out after the first 126
miles.) Scot was wasted, so I had to move all our equipment
back to the car by myself. I really stressed my back. That was
the first incident where I was literally incapacitated. I did manage to talk with Dr. Griswold, the chiropractor on call at this event, from whom I first heard how bad
my back likely was. He referred me to another chiropractor, Dr. Michael Dense in Carrollton.
After a couple months of chiropractor treatments, I worked my way back to normal biking and swim-
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ming. Then the following spring I was the Clerk of Course at the Swayze Track & Field Relays. That
event almost finished off my back. For a couple days I could not move. We are talking a pain level of 9
out of 10. So we got into the car with the intention of going to the emergency room. But we both knew
that would be a frustrating experience with my history of heart bypass. After driving around Midland
for 15 minutes, we stopped a second time at our family doctor’s office. Dr. Gary Smith had nothing
specific to offer, but he offhandedly mentioned a group of three doctors that were in the pain management field. I went over to 555 Building that day and talked my way into an appointment.
This is when another of those critical moments in my life took place. I chose Dr. Leslie Schutz from a
list of three possible doctors. She turned out to be ideal for me, and ultimately her recommendations
led to Dr. Roth’s surgery. (In a way she performed the same function as did Dr. Douglas McKeag when
he led me to the Cleveland Clinic and Dr. Les Borden.) What actually happened was the office receptionist asked me which doctor I wanted to see. I asked if any of them had an athletic background.
When she replied that Schutz had gone to college on a full ride volleyball scholarship, I said, “I’ll take
her.”
Schutz had the eye, the tests and the technique to deal with me. Her eye spotted my broken knee cap
(even though I had not said anything about it). Her tests included needles, tuning forks and MRIs. Her
background allowed her to understand where I was coming from as an athlete.
After a couple office visits, I remember getting that fateful phone call from Schutz. No, my knee was
not actually broken, but yes, my back needed surgery, likely fusion in the L-2, L-3 and L-4 areas. She
recommended Dr. Herbert Roth, Jr. of Troy, MI. I was a little upset at first that we had not talked face
to face—it was like getting a cancer diagnosis over the phone. But I came to realized she was trying to
get the information to me quickly, and that she knew I had the medical smarts to act on the facts .
Besides, I think I have only received one other unsolicited call at home from one of my doctors. I made
the call to Roth. When the receptionist asked if I had a referral, Leslie Schutz’s name was like magic. I
found out later that Schutz had recommended numerous patients (including her own mother) to Roth.
Roth was already in my database. Judy’s quilting friend, Judy Smith, had broken her neck in a freak
accident when she fell down her basement stairs. The local spine surgeon had the smarts to refer her to
Roth, and he operated on her in the middle of the night as she was losing feeling in her limbs. So we
had the preconceived notion that Roth was a genius surgeon.
My initial visit to Roth was in September, 2007. He is a neat dresser, has a conservative approach to
his profession and does not project an ego. We generally agreed that I would eventually need surgery,
but neither of us were pushing for it. I recall that the question of “to fuse or not to fuse” was still open.
I had a second opinion going, and I told him so. I had scheduled a final visit with Les Borden at the
Cleveland Clinic. Borden was near retirement, and I wanted him to have one final shot at me. While
Borden and I didn’t talk about my hips much—there was no change—I did get his opinion on Beaumont Hospital. He had lectured at Beaumont, and he flatly said it was the only hospital he would recommend in Michigan. I love Borden and his openness.
While at Cleveland Clinic, I also met with Dr. Gordon Bell. He was one of a half dozen surgeons who
could have performed my spinal surgery. Bell was open in his comments. He said the surgery would
take almost seven hours. His answer to my fusion question was a classic: “Piper, your back is so bad
that it is already fused.” I had no problems with Bell or Cleveland Clinic, but Judy and I decided we did
not want to make the five hour, one way trip for the routine checkups.
With my past hip surgeries, the word was always, “you will know when it is time for surgery.” Although
this was never voiced by Roth or I, by the summer of 2008 I knew it was time. I was losing feeling in
one or both legs in the middle of my daily mile swims. I continued to take a single Tylenol in the am
and a second Tylenol in the pm. Pain was not an issue in my lifestyle. My walking looked OK, but I
couldn’t go over 10 minutes. I could swim as always, but my biking was limited to 30-40 miles versus
twice that in the previous years.
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In June, 2008, we returned to Roth. He wanted to see another MRI. I was by now almost comfortable
with this tiny torture chamber. We returned to see Roth in September, and a surgery date was set for
Oct 27, 2008. I went into a six week countdown. The time line of this six weeks in shown in detail in
Appendix D. I went into my game face. Nothing was going to interfere with my Oct 27 surgery date. I
passed on my dental visit when a power outage closed their office. I put off the follow up on a suspicious prostate exam. I was taking iron to build up my blood. I set aside a pint of blood for possible
future use. We made a motel choice that was both nearby, safe and cheap for Judy’s anticipated four
day stay.
My surgery was decompressive laminectomy for spinal stenosis. Specifically, the appointment letter
stated: “L2-S1 DECOMPRESSION FUSION WITH INSTRUMENTATION AND ILIAC CREST BONE
GRAFT ALLOGRAFT POSSIBLE INCLUSION OF L-1”. The surgery came off without any surprises—
although there was no metal (instrumentality) used, ostensibly because of my hard bones. Scot and
Laura drove down to stay with Judy in the waiting room. I got lost in post-op, and that delayed Scot
and Laura from seeing me, and hence getting home before dark. By now Judy and I have the routine
down pat, so we both kept voluminous notes. I had set up a blog to report on my pre-surgery and postsurgery progress. You can read our ramblings at http://larrypipersprogress.blogspot.com .
One final comment about Roth. You never see him in scrubs. He shows up at 7 am with his brown bag
lunch in hand. He checks in with his patient and tells the anesthesiologist to get started. I am, of
course, knocked out when Roth enters surgery. Following surgery, Roth changes back into his casual,
turtle neck outfit before reporting the results to the family. If Roth has a second patient, he then
changes back into scrubs before the next surgery. Maybe Roth never does surgeries and he is just the
front man for another brilliant surgeon?

Health Care Professionals
Medical doctors are not the end all and be all when it comes to living a healthful life. I have used the
services of a number of individuals whom I lumped under the category of health care professionals. I
have listed them somewhat in order of the time they spent in the classroom although that is not necessarily the order of their usefulness. Specifically, I want to address my association with chiropractors,
physical therapists, massage therapists, yoga practitioners and pressure point enthusiasts.
This might be a good time to expound on the term “doctor” and
what it means to me. In the education field, any degree beyond a
masters is referred to as a doctor of philosophy—be it physics,
literature, chemistry or physical education. During the Manhattan Project in Los Alamos, there were so many doctors of chemistry and physics that a rule was made that you called someone a
doctor only if he or she was a medical doctor. While working at
Dow, I encountered an unusually large number of people with
doctorates in chemistry and chemical engineering. Since we
tended to go by first names, the constant reminder of an
advanced degree was somewhat lost. While there were initially
tremendous differences in pay scales, ultimately ones usefulness
and promotions clouded the degree holders. My personal experiences are that smartest person in the room is not necessarily the
most educated, anymore than one’s value is determined by ones
looks. In summary, I am not overly impressed with a person just
because he has “doctor” connected with his name or profession.
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On the other hand, I do respect the effort or the office, much as one does with a boss you can’t stand.
Dad was a fan of chiropractors; I always felt it was his alternative to doctors. Certainly they could do
more for his every day aches and pains. I located Dr. Bob Smith of Sanford as a regular chiropractor,
somewhat for the same reasons as Dad. Smith is a low key, small town practitioner who sells some
supplements and religion on the side. He uses the “pop gun” or gentle pressure for adjustments rather
than quick snaps of the neck or back. We could mutually watch the gradual deterioration of my back in
his X-rays. Smith told me to come in the week of my paddleball tournaments, and he would get me
ready to play. I did this a couple of times, and it did help.
Around 2004 my back got really bad. At the annual 24 Hour Challenge bike event, I met Jim Griswold
of Spring Lake, MI, at the event , and he spelled out the technical details of my spine. More importantly, he referred me to Rodney Nagel of Preferred Chiropractic in the Saginaw area. While Nagel was
a pain to deal with, his assistant, Michael Dennis, was extremely helpful. For the next three years he
kept me mobile and almost pain free. I dealt with a couple other chiropractors from Preferred’s, but
none were that helpful. Now that I have had spinal fusion, by definition I will never need another chiropractor back “adjustment”.
Next would come physical therapists, specifically to treat an injury. I have dealt with two individuals in this category. The first was Walt Kanicki of Bay City. The TriCity running community was first
introduced to Walt when the officials of the initial Saginaw Bay-Delta Marathon invited him to speak. I
was one of those officials, although my job was to take care of entries and results. I was at Delta College’s gym that Friday night when Walt spoke to an audience of 100 runners. He was an immediate hit.
This guy could watch a runner walk across the gym floor and diagnose what his problem was. I subsequently was treated by him on a couple occasions—you needed a referral from a doctor to see him.
Walt could be best be described as treating muscle imbalance; usually this was a result of a muscle
weakness on one side of your body. He would put you through a series of tests, and it was obvious to
both of us where you were weak. Then Walt was start rummaging through this filing cabinets. He
would pull out 8 to 12 pieces of paper that showed stick figures doing some exotic exercise. Walt would
assemble these exercises in some order, and then he would write up a master schedule for you to follow. In general you would repeat the series of exercises twice a day for about a month. When you came
back for a recheck, your problem was generally fixed.
It was amazing how your body could get so weak in a specific area, how Walt could discover that weakness, and finally, how he could come up with the right set of exercises to strengthen the affected muscles. Laura went to see him at least once. Walt was about 55 when I saw him. He had a son who played
for the Cleveland Browns.
My final visit to Walt was in 1985 when I could no longer run a quarter mile in less than 90 seconds.
The family doctor was out of his element on this one, but he did get me into see Kanicki. Walt runs me
through his tests and then says those magic words: “Piper you you have either deep-seated muscle scar
tissue or arthritis (in my legs).” Armed with this information, Smith, my family doctor scheduled Xrays. That confirmed osteoarthritis. The rest is continued in the D.I.S.H. Story.
My other therapist was Craig Rickman. I had a severe weakness in my right shoulder following a bike
crash in 1995. Craig helped me 2x/week for 10 weeks. This is nice to do, but the expense is terrific.
Early in my running career I came across two massage therapists: Sy Mah and Ted Corbitt. Both
were also marathon runners. Sy eventually ran 524 marathons (a Guinness record) and Ted had a reputation of never having failed to finish any of the 199 marathons and ultra marathons that he ran. Both
lived to a ripe old age, and I always thought their training taught them something that the rest of us
should know. Then when I watched the professional bicyclists travel with a team masseuse, I was convinced of the benefits of massage. I have utilized 4-5 Midland area women over the past 20 years to
loosen up my body, maybe once a year; school teachers have the best medical plan for massages.
I would place yoga enthusiasts next on my list. My reasons are due to Zenith. I first met Zenith at
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the same function I described above about Walt Kanicki. Zenith Manwell was the second speaker,
although many missed her significance because they had already gone off with Kanicki when he finished the formal part of his presentation. Zenith was about 30 at the time, and she had already made
at least one trip to India to train with her master, B.K. S. Iyengar. Her husband was a school teacher at
Bay City Western High School, and I think she had a couple of children.
Zenith was in the process of building her reputation and getting her name known in the TriCity area.
She taught yoga at Delta College and also from her home—which had been modified to include an
exercise studio that could accommodate about 20 students. She had some literature already printed,
and she had made at least one tape—for savasana. Once you took a class from Zenith, it was apparent
that she knew her stuff. She had a good balance of technical know how, motivation, Nazi discipline and
not too heavy on the religious ramifications. Her only weakness was that her classes tended to be
mostly women, and non-athletic.
In a brilliant move on her part, Zenith offered a class called Yoga for Athletes. That criteria eliminated
my two biggest objections, so I signed up. Randy Hoyle, another top paddleball player in Midland,
came along. We figured how tough could this be. Boy, were we wrong. Zenith killed us. We had little
flexibility. We had muscle weaknesses all over the place. But we made rapid improvement. I was
hooked, and I started incorporating more yoga stretching exercises into my daily routine.
I probably took a class a year from Zenith. Once I had my hip and shoulder surgeries, my flexibility
suffered, so yoga classes were not that much fun. My right shoulder was permanently deformed, and
so it gave me the most trouble. I did take a few classes from Christine Handler, a local Midland
instructor. She was OK, and I learned a lot about candle meditation from Christine and her husband. I
took a couple more classes from whoever was the Community Center’s current instructor, but they
were run of the mill. Runners were discovering yoga, so I read everything I could get my hands on.
I concluded that yoga needs to be part of everyone’s “tool bag of life”: good eating habits, moderation
in food and drink, good grooming, develop a good vocabulary and speaking skills, and a thirst for
knowledge.
Finally, I became a trigger point fan. I found out about Bonnie Prudden and bought her book in
198513. She was an early advocate of physical fitness, but it was her hip transplants that caught my
attention. I even went to one of her seminars in Detroit (she did not have nearly the flexibility I had).
She developed the trigger point therapy technique, wherein you locate bumps under your skin that
represent previously damaged areas. By applying pressure to these bumps you make the pain go away.
At least that is the theory. As my back got worse, Judy and I used the trigger point techniques to
relieve the pain. We would take short walks around the block, and the pain would get so bad that I
couldn’t move. I would lean against a fence, and Judy would use her thumbs to apply pressure for five
seconds on a couple nodules around my belt line. It worked, and I could continue walking. The neighbors must have thought we were crazy.
Bonnie’s best description of her technique involved long johns. She had a client that was moving to
England. Where would this woman find someone who knew where to apply pressure to relieve her
pains? So Bonnie has the woman wear white long johns to her last therapy session. Bonnie marks on
the long johns with an indelible pen. Now the woman could wear the long johns when she needed a
treatment in England. She would tell the therapist, “press on the ink marks.”
Then in 2003 I purchased Clair Davies’ book The Trigger Point Therapy Workbook. He covered the
same material as Prudden, only in more detail and with emphasis on self treatment. Trigger point
therapy gets a little fuzzy when you start asking how these trigger points got there in the first place;
about the bodies meridians and chakras. Just press with your thumbs and don’t ask why it works.

13 Pain Erasure, The Bonnie Prudden Way, 1980, 273 pages.
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I would be remiss if I didn’t mention nurses. They are the ones that make your hospital stay bearable.
Their names have been lost, but I’ll bet some of them remember me. I tried to go out of my way to
praise them, even to the extent that I would have Judy bring in a dozen roses when I checked out. Dottie Powers was the most exception nurse I ever encountered. She was Dr. Les Borden’s surgical nurse
as well as top dog in his office. Borden worked out of The Cleveland Clinic, and he always had one or
more residents in training. Dottie was intimidating even to these residents as well as the floor nurses
and administrators. But Dottie and I got along fine because we were so alike.

Body and Mind Tests
Why did I have hip surgery at age 49? Why did I have heart by-pass surgery at age 60? My answer:
because I was constantly testing my body. Other people’s answers: I was living in the “red zone.” I
could be all wet here, but I have always felt that I uncovered problems at a much earlier stage than
most people because I have been running tests on my body. Bear with me while I explain.
Story 1. On August 13, 1985, there is a note in my exercise log book that says, “could not break 90 seconds in a 440 run.” For half the population that statement would mean nothing. For the other half who
understood its meaning, they would not give a rat’s ass. But I sensed something had changed. Long story short: I had early stage osteoarthritis, and it
lead to two total hip transplants three years later.
Story 2. On Fathers Day, 1999, I was really tired on a bike ride. I stopped
just briefly to rest. We resumed riding in a couple minutes (Scot and I were
at the 105 mark in the National 24 Hour Challenge.) Five miles later I blew
a tire—not the tube but the tire. Scot rode on with instructions to send Judy
back to rescue me. By the time Judy reached me and I rode the last 15
miles, the clock had expired for continuing. I wasn’t too disappointed
because I was really tired. Over the next month I alternated between riding
my bike 80 miles on the weekend and playing paddleball. No problems on the 6 hour bike ride, but
each paddleball session resulted in chest pains. After the third episode of chest pain I saw Dr. Gary
Smith. He was excited. I had a baseline shift in my EEG (I had just had a 60 year physical 6 months
earlier). Go straight to the IC unit. Do not pass Go. Three days later I had a triple by-pass.
Here are two cases that resulted in surgery, both of which were the direct result of my detecting pain
while exercising at a high level.
Potential Story 3: Because I am into memorization projects (see Chapter 14), I should be able to tell
when I am losing my marbles. What if everyone was given an annual memory test along with an
annual physical test? I put forth the premise that society could detect early onset dementia. Now what
we do about this information would bring the health care system to its knees. But for the individual, I
leave it to the reader to decide if such a test would be useful.

Ran Out of Gas
The first hip replacement at Cleveland Clinic was tough. It amounted
to a 10 day stay, not only for me in the hospital but for Judy at a local
motel. While the surgery went well, the techniques of the day required
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bigger incisions, hence more pain medicine, more rehab and more hospital time. I also was zapped on
three consecutive days with a high dosage of radiation in an attempt to prevent my form of arthritis
from reoccurring. I checked out of the hospital with quite a bit of swelling in my legs, some pain and
not a lot of mobility.
Judy had a five hour, 300 mile car trip to get me back to Midland. The route would take us over the
Ohio Turnpike and U.S. 75, so we had freeway all the way home. For all practical purposes, I might as
well been riding in an ambulance because I could not get out and walk around. I do recall we pulled
into a rest area once on the Ohio Turnpike, and Judy stopped by a dumpster. I slid out of the seat,
braced my self against the side of the car, and took a leak.
The rest of the trip was a daze to me; I was hurting, I was sleepy and I was drugged. Judy was stressed
by her mission of getting me home. I awoke when we turned off the cloverleaf from U.S. 75 to get on
U.S. 10 for the last 15 miles. What woke me was the car misfiring. We were about out of gas. In her
concentration to get me home, Judy had not stopped for gas. We were still on a limited-access freeway.
There were no cell phones. There were no towns. Judy nursed the car for another five miles to the next
off ramp near Auburn, MI. The car coasted to a halt about half way down the ramp, and Judy got out
to go for gas. She was reluctant to leave me, but the clock was ticking for me to get to a bed.
Within five minutes a state police car pulled up and I explained our predicament. By the time he found
Judy, she had already found a gas station operator who would give her a lift back with some gas. We
probably lost 20 minutes in the whole ordeal, plus some very stressful “what if” moments.
We look back now and laugh at how we could have let this happen. At the time it wasn't very funny. I
also remember the first night home some kids pulled into our driveway at two am. I was sleeping in
the living room on the davenport, and the front door was open. Knowing that we had left the house
unprotected for over a week, I suspected the worse. The next thing I remember is that I was standing
by the front door; how I got there is a mystery since I could not walk without crutches.

Autologous Blood Donation
Autologous blood donation is when you pre-donate your own blood prior to a surgical procedure.
Ostensibly, this is done for surgeries which might subsequently require you to have a blood donation.
However, it also can be used to give your body a boost to aid in recovery.
I have had the “opportunity” to donate my own blood on two different
occasions. The first blood donation involved my first hip replacement. Borden had me put away two pints. It turns out both got lost in transit. I don’t
think Borden had me donate any blood for the second hip replacement. Dr.
Brems did not ask for blood for my shoulder replacement, but that was the
one surgery where I could have used it. The operation took longer than
expected (I actually work up before he was done). My BP dropped to
100/60. Fortunately Brems knew of my fitness background, so he forged
ahead. Back to the first blood donation. When I showed up for the second
of two pints donation at Midland’s Wallace Blood bank, I asked the natural
question of how could this be good for my body to cough up two pints of
blood so close to major surgery. The answer was a classic. The nurse
informed me that following blood donation, the body responds by producing extra blood. She said some people feel a boost in their system.
What she told me next was priceless. It seems that certain regular blood donors to the blood bank
(every 57 days) also play in the summer golf league. These regular blood donors actually schedule a
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donation a couple days before a big golf match, counting on the body’s recuperative powers to give
them a little “boost” in their golf game.
My second blood donation was in October, 2008, just before back surgery. Roth wanted a pint set
aside as “routine” procedures. Roth led me to believe the blood might be used in surgery. What he
really intended to do was re-inject my own blood into me following surgery. When he sprung this idea
on me the second day after surgery, I bet him it wouldn’t do any good. I lost. I was a first hand experiment on the effects of “blood doping.” It works. I really came back that second day in the hospital, and
Roth released me the next day. Lesson learned: never bet with doctors who control your medications.

Sanding the ‘S’
Here is a little game I play with people who quiz me about my scars
and past surgeries. It helps if they are jocks or medical personnel.
So, which was the most painful?
1 - Hip surgery with two days on the morphine pain pump?
2 - Shoulder surgery?
3 - Double hernia surgery?
4 - Triple bypass surgery?
5 - Back laminectomy with fusion?
6 - Passing a kidney stone?
Answer: None of the above.
It was the day they sanded the ‘S’ off my chest!

Pacemaker + Followup
On 27-April-2010 I had a pacemaker installed
in conjunction with a catheter ablation procedure to clear up my atrial flutter. How the doctors and I arrived at these procedures is the
subject of this story. (This is one of the final
stories written for this book, so much of the
background information is a repeat from other
stories in this book. Many charts are given in
Appendix D which list the specific dates and
data.)
I should mention here the difference between a
pacemaker and a defibrillator. The pacemaker
controls the rate of the heart beat. A defibrillator shocks the heart back into sinus rhythm
when it gets going too fast (or presumably too slow). I would say the pacemaker works more with the
upper two chambers (atrial) and the defibrillator works with the lower two chambers (ventrical) of the
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heart.
For years I have had a slow heart beat and in the last 10 years an irregular heart beat. Arrhythmia is an
all-encompassing medical term to describe both of these conditions. As I look back over my life, I can
recall about 13 heart-related incidents that led to pacemaker surgery. The first of these incidents was
around 1950. I remember my sister Janet was diagnosed with a heart ‘murmur’, likely by the family
doctor. Nothing ever became of this condition, and I do not recall any other member of my family having any similar problems. The second incident occurred when my maternal grandfather, John Jollief,
died in 1946 at the age of 57 of what likely was congestive heart failure. Mother always said I would get
his genes, which in turn prompted me to exercise doubly hard in later life. It turns out that my brother
Bob got his genes. The third heart data point was around 1960. After an average athletic participation
in high school and college, I found myself near the top of both of my military classes at basic training
in 1959 and officer’s school in 1961 when it came to physical fitness. Three years of construction work
had filled out my body to 5’ 9” in height and a weight of 160. I consider this to be the equivalent of my
high school graduation size. I was still faster than everyone else at the 100 yard dash, but I was only
average at the mile run.
I began to pursue longer runs when I came to Dow in 1962; unfortunately these runs were usually in
combat boots or even worse, old smooth-soled tennis shoes. The net effect was my feet got cut up. I
remember in 1965 my pulse was a steady 60 beats per minute, so I could use my pulse to accurately
time when a minute had passed (data point four). I am not aware of any previous pulse or blood pressure records, although some were undoubtedly taken in the military and my pre-employment physical
at Dow.
As I progressed from one athletic endeavor to another (see Chapter 11) my fitness continued to
improve and my weight remained constant. My total cholesterol was a little high (180-220) but not by
the standards of that time (data point five). I know I was in high stress jobs, but my blood pressure was
still not too bad (see time line chart in Appendix D).
Then in 1977 when Dad died from heart surgery complications brought on by his unwillingness to seek
medical treatment earlier, it struck home that I might one day be in a similar situation. Based upon
numerous conversations with Dad, these are the “facts.” Dad had been diagnosed with an enlarged
heart. The doc’s opinion was that this was a sign of heart problems; Dad’s opinion was that he was a
(former) athlete, many of whom had larger hearts. (Dad was called the “Big Valve” in college.) In my
opinion, both were right, only Dad refused to follow up with more tests. So I tucked away in my brain
the possibility of a future disagreement with the doctors over my physical condition, particularly a low
pulse rate (data point six). I always thought the low pulse rate was a measure of my excellent physical
condition.
Hip replacements in 1988 had eliminated all distance running as early as 1985. But I took up the slack
with century bike rides and triathlons plus my usual court sports.
The seventh incident occurred out four months after I left Dow in 1993. I got an urgent call from Dow
medical. They were concerned about something they had seen on an exit physical done a month earlier. I don’t remember any specifics, but I am sure it involved my heart. Since I had just returned from
a 10 mile bike “stress test”, and I was dripping sweat all over the floor, it was obvious that my heart
was working extremely well. I dismissed their concerns and never went back for a followup. (You have
to appreciate that the Michigan Division of Dow and Dow Medical was in a turmoil at the time from
the number of people leaving Dow.) Besides, I was starting to train for a Double Ironman Triathlon.
Following completing of the Triathlon in September, 1994, I was in the best condition of my life. My
weight was 168 and my cholesterol was under 150.
My eighth wake up call was a triple by-pass in July, 1999. Fortunately, I recognized the symptoms and
went to the doctor before any damage to my heart occurred. I never had a heart attack.
Now the medical community put me on blood thinners (Plavix) as well as a cholesterol lowering drug

424

Medical History

(Zocor and later Vytorin). Blood pressure and pulse rate were NOT an issue. What did become an issue
was Urticaria (see Chapter 12—Urticaria). The four years I fought Urticaria, along with the numerous
drugs, in particular prednisone, had to have an extremely deleterious effect on my entire body (data
point nine).
The tenth data point was in August, 2005, before hernia surgery. While the doctors and Saginaw hospital fiddled, my body went into atrial fibrillation. Then in December, 2005, cardioversion put my
heart back into sinus rhythm (data point 11). Diehl doubled up on my blood thinner with the addition
of coumadin. Also, Atenolol was added, a drug that is expressly designed to LOWER one’s heart beat.
(Surveys have estimated as high as one-third of music performers take Atenolol to lower their heart
beat and hence their anxiety before a performance.) From this point on my heart beat went from
around 45 to less than 40. However, I was still able to perform at an aerobics level of 25 points (one
mile swimming and 4-8 miles of biking every day). More significantly, I could still handle the exertion
of weight training and Stairmaster workouts.
My deteriorating back made it mandatory that I take care of it before I did anything else for my heart.
However, I did use the nearly 2.5 years spent getting ready for and recovery from back fusion to get
second and third opinions. Dr. Leslie Schutz pointed out I was on way too much blood thinner; Dr.
Pellizon pointedly changed three medications which Dr. Diehl had prescribed; Dr. James Little at
Beaumont confirmed a number of my suspicions about getting off blood thinners (data point 12).
After a mandatory recovery period of 6 months passed following back fusion, I began unrestricted
activity (June, 2009), I initially began to return to previous levels of condition. But by the summer of
2009, I could no longer ride a bike more than 3-4 miles at a time. My visits to the nautilus room at the
Community Center had ceased. What was most noticeable to Judy was that I could not walk around
the block with her and carry on a normal conversation (data point 13). This is a standard criteria to tell
if you are running too fast on a training run. In summary, I never came back following back fusion.
On 16-Sep-2009 I visited Diehl’s office, loaded with charts and intent upon selling Diehl on a pacemaker implant. He and I seemed to agree that this was a good idea, and he even talked about Dr. Nilofar Islam and the new type pacemakers available. He wanted me to have an echo cardiogram. After 10
days of waiting for the results of the echo cardiogram, I marched into his office looking for results. His
nurse Raeann gave me a ‘form’ letter that said everything was OK and to continue taking my medications. It was like Diehl had forgotten what we talked about. (Diehl was going through a divorce, so I
wonder if this was a distraction to his practice.) I had even run my own experiment of dropping
Atenolol for the month of August, 2009, but I could see no chance in my BP nor did I feel any different.
Judy and I were not happy with the form letter, but we seemed to get distracted with my election as
president of the Midland Computer Club plus I had a cold and/or allergy that seemed to be a factor in
my poor breathing. Also, we knew that Islam was going to talk at Towsley Auditorium at MidMichigan
Medical Center on heart arrhythmia in early 2010. So on 11-Feb-2010 we heard Islam’s talk. The next
day I once again took the initiative and called for an appointment (see Chapter 15 on Cleveland Clinic
and By-Pass to review how I initiative to resolve these two major surgeries in my life.) MCVI, which is
a group of cardiologists in the Tri-Cities area, was going through a reorganization and expansion, but
eventually I found I could not see Islam until I wore the Holter Monitor (again). This took three weeks
to schedule. Then, after another three weeks wait, Judy and I saw Islam on 24-Mar-2010. Her nurse,
Kim, ran an EKG, which showed high BP and low pulse. It also showed atrial flutter (as opposed to
atrial fibrillation previously). Although we had been insistent that all my previous records were transferred to Islam’s office, she never explained how she reached her conclusions. My guess it was solely
based upon the EKG that Kim ran. Islam’s asked why I was on Atenolol and Coumadin. She said I
could drop Atenolol right now, and implied that I would stay off Coumadin after surgery.
I did slip in two stories for Islam’s benefit: the first was how I instigated both the hip surgery and the
by-pass surgery, and now I was doing the same thing with a pacemaker. The second story was Vishu
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Dosaj’s advice on three prayers for her. Islam countered with a proposed fourth prayer, namely, that I
pray for a good looking doctor.
The next four weeks before surgery were filled with no less than seven conversations with various
medical personnel concerning when I should stop Coumadin prior to surgery. I must have received
four different answers, and in the end made my own decision. I decided to error on the side of too little
Coumadin, because if someone wanted my blood to be thinner, they could always give me a shot of
Heparin at the last moment.
I uncovered a couple very informative web sites. One was a pacemaker support group, and the other
was a cardiologist’s quiz column in the magazine Cardiology News. I never passed up a chance to
gather input from other people’s experiences with pacemakers. Besides the casual comments on how
great a family member felt after pacemaker implantation, I pursued in-depth discussions with Bob
Rhodes (a fellow coach who is the same age as me), Anne Trimble Teders (a high school classmate),
and my neighbor, Larry Crook. My personal search for information was infinitely more useful than
anything the doctor, or her staff or the hospital said to me.
I continued to swim 73 lengths (one mile) each and every day prior to surgery. There were many days
when I could easily have stayed home, but that feeling was offset by the need to socialize with a dozen
or so people I see at the Midland Community Center (MCC). (In the six months prior to surgery, two
swimmers were taken from the pool to the emergency room to subsequently have stents installed. A
third person died in the parking lot following an intense pick-up basketball game. The MCC did install
three A.E.D. devices in the building during that time period.)
This story was continued after surgery in the form of a daily diary. It is reproduced in Appendix Z.

I uncovered the term chronotopic incompetence. It means the inability of the heart to increase its rate
commensurate with increased activity. See the August 5 date in the diary for more on this subject – no
one turned on this feature on my pacemaker.
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Left Hip Redo
This surgery caught me by surprise. Dr. Borden never once mentioned that I might have to get either
hip redone, although he did quote the latest statistics of 1988 that total hip replacements lasted about
15 years. When I last saw him in the fall of 2007, which was 19 years, he commented that he saw ‘some
loosening’; he did not mention any date by which I might need more surgery. His main comment was,
“if you have it redone, be sure
they irradiate you for D.I.S.H.”
Borden retired within 3-4 months
of this final visit.
Once I started to write the story
of this surgery, it became apparent that, like Gaul, it should be
divided into three parts: Preliminaries, Surgery and Rehabilitation. The preliminaries are really
about what was going on in my
life that effectively masked the
symptoms of a bad hip. This
involved a back fusion followed
by a pacemaker implantation and
the confusion about getting it to
work correctly. A number of mistakes and oversights were made
along the way, some of them medical, so I wanted to document exactly what happened and when. This
resulted in a long-winded version that does not make for good reading.
The reader should probably start with the three timelines in Appendix D to get an overall picture of
what was going on in my life. Then maybe the first paragraph of the Preliminaries story could be
scanned. The Surgery part reads more like a diary, but it was a very stressful period, particularly on
Judy, the caregiver. The Rehab part is the most interesting, and as many doctors have pointed out, is
ultimately the most important in the success of any surgery. Two detailed diaries are available in
Appendix Z. The first daily log covers post-pacemaker time from Aug 27, 2010 to Nov 22, 2010, and
the second covers post-hip redo from Nov 23, 2010, to April, 2011.

Preliminaries
How I came to have the redo surgery of my left hip was a long and convoluted process. (It is only
because I kept detailed records of all my doctor appointments that I can sort out what happened and
in what order. Judy has confirmed all the details that follow.) As I look back after 29 months--this
story is being written in April, 2011--the individual decisions are clear, but the facts necessary to reach
these decisions were very elusive. I can identify at least 10 steps/decisions which were taken: (1) I was
not coming back from the back surgery, primarily in terms of aerobic capacity, (2) at my prompting I
had a preliminary conversation with my cardiologist, Dr. Diehl, that a pacemaker might be in my
future, but the followup got 'misplaced', (3) I got sidetracked with taking on the duties of president of
the local computer club, (4) a new electrophysiologist came to town, and I had to jump through
numerous hoops before she saw me and subsequently installed a pacemaker, (5) it was clear (to me)
that I was not seeing any improvement from the pacemaker, (6) a series of three doctor's appointments, again at my instigation, had to be scheduled to find the problem, (7) two fortuitous events: a
chiropractic appointment that pointed to a bad left hip, and chance comment by my son at a soccer
match resulted in a fix for my pacemaker, (8) conflicts with my prostate, heart, dentist and
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colonoscopy had to be resolved—I skipped them all, (9) a search had to be made to find a hip surgeon
and (10) numerous hoops again had to be jumped through to schedule and qualify for this surgery. I
want to cover each of these 10 steps, somewhat in boring detail, to document what transpired. I am
satisfied with all the decisions I made; I am frustrated at some of the mistakes made by doctors and
their staff during this 10 step process.
Let's begin the odyssey with my back surgery in 2008. My back fusion surgery, as described earlier in
this chapter under the title of Beaumont Hospital, was a necessary but very difficult period in my medical history. The restrictions of the recovery period were very severe—no twisting or bending for six
months, and almost zero aerobic activity. The fusion of most of the lumbar vertebrae, is by definition,
going to severely limit ones future range of motion. The weight restrictions, about 30 to 40 pounds,
were similar to what I was observing following the initial two hip replacements. So the question
becomes, at age 69, what sort of recovery is expected? Step 1. It was clear that most of Dr. Roth's
other patients were happy to be pain-free and to be able to hit a golf ball. For a competitive paddleball
player like myself, that is a joke. Fortunately, I keep a log of my daily activities, and these activities can
be quantified—see Chapter 11, Aerobic Diary. I did give up paddleball, but I continued to swim, bike
and walk. It was clear that I could once again swim at my previous level, but the biking and walking
were not returning to pre-surgery levels. In a nutshell, I was not able to do as much total work as
before.
Also, it didn't take a rocket scientist to see that my resting pulse rate had dropped from the mid-40s to
the mid-30s. My maximum pulse was rarely over 80. (One of my all-time favorite stories occurred one
day in the pool. A fellow swimmer, Dennis, was pointing out all my technique problems. For each
problem I showed him a scar that was, ostensibly, limiting my form. He complimented us both on our
persistence, regardless of our efficiency at swimming. But then I told him my biggest problem was my
inability to get my pulse above 75 to 80. He said, 'You mean 175.' I said no, I mean 75. He looked at me
like I was crazy, and left to take a shower. I swam four more hard lengths, and measured my pulse at
80. When I saw Dennis in the show, I told him I had just maxed out at 80. He is quiet for a minute,
and then he utters those immortal words, 'Piper, I know your problem. You are 140 years old.' Many
medical and athletic personnel have gotten a big laugh at this impromptu comment.) So here I am,
somewhat stiff from the back fusion, unable to physically do as much as before and living with a very
low pulse rate (although not experiencing any light headedness or fainting. Don't tell me it is because I
am 69 years old; we are not talking about the average 69 year old, but rather what I could do before
and after surgery.
That leads us to Step 2: a consultation with Dr. Diehl, my cardiologist. I should point out that much of
my life was anticipating how I would react when a doctor told me I had heart problems. This was based
upon my Dad's refusal to believe the doctor when he told Dad that he had 'an enlarged' heart. Dad
said, of course I do, I was an athlete. (Dad was known as the Big Valve on his football team, because he
had another gear that allowed him to outrun others.) So it was time for my annual fall visit when
Diehl renews my Vytorin and Coumadin prescriptions. I update all my logs and charts and I literally
paper his examination room walls with them before he arrives. We have a pleasant conversation about
me being a candidate for a pacemaker—he even told me about some of the new ones that can track you
like a GPS. He hints that a new female cardiologist is available to do the pacemaker surgery. He wants
me to have another echo cardiogram and Judy and I leave. A week goes by and I hear nothing. After 10
days I show up at Diehl's office looking for results. His nurse, Reanne, takes me back and pulls out a
form letter that says, literally, everything is OK and continue to take your meds.
No mention of the pacemaker. Someone had dropped the ball. Judy and I were not happy; looking
back I probably should have demanded another appointment with Diehl. Judy now recalls that she
almost stormed Diehl's office to raise cane about my potential pacemaker surgery. However, in hind
sight that likely would have gotten me the pacemaker, but with Dr. Genovese. He is the oldest member
of the Midland cardiologist staff, and he installed my neighbor Larry Crook's pacemaker about one
year before mine. My gut feeling is that I would not have been as satisfied with Genovese. By now it is
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late October, 2009, and I am wrapped up in taking over the presidency of the local computer club—
Step 3 in my odyssey. I had originally said no, but it looked like the club might fold if someone didn't
step up. My back was fully recovered, which had been my previous excuse for declining the presidency.
Besides I had lost confidence that Diehl was the correct way for me to proceed. I was aware of the new
cardiologist was in town, Dr. Nilofar Islam. The Midland Hospital had built her a multimillion dollar
operating room for her specialty; she was an electrophysiologist. Islam had a lecture scheduled for the
following February, so I redirected my efforts towards her.
Judy and I attended Islam's lecture, and I called her the next day for an appointment. Islam is obviously very sharp, but she talks way too fast and too technical, and she is new at everything she is doing.
I am now into Step 4, and I learn the hard way that the cardiology community is changing in Midland.
From the time of my heart bypass in July, 1999, until the present, all of the cardiologists in the TriCity
area worked under the same umbrella, MCVI, Michigan Cardiovascular Institute. But the Midland
Hospital was trying to build a reputation as a heart treatment center. They had hired Dr. Robert Jones
away from his practice at St. Mary's in Saginaw. The office in 301 Bd. that housed Diehl and Genovese
had hired a couple new doctors and a physicians assistant. And Islam had come on board, only her
office was in Freeland. Another key player in this Chinese fire drill was Peggy Beck, the device nurse
who monitors how your pacemaker is doing. I saw Peggy as my main future contact. But Peggy readily
admitted the second time I saw her that she did not know where her next paycheck was coming from.
It took 4 to 5 weeks to see Islam because her nurse insisted I run a couple tests which I had recently
done for Diehl. This was another instance of the left hand not knowing what the right had was doing.
Islam's office staff was also newly hired. I called them the J-K-L team for Jill, Kim and Lori. I was not
too impressed with any of them, but it turns out they would be gone a month later. Islam and I hit it
off well, and Judy also liked her. Yes, she said I definitely needed a pacemaker. She also wanted to do
some ablation to minimize or eliminate the atrial fibrillation (AF) causes. The surgery was set for April
27, 2010.
Islam almost promised me I could get off Coumadin following her ablation and pacemaker surgery.
However, when I should stop Coumadin prior to surgery was up for grabs. I got no less than seven different answers from Islam's nurses, the hospital pre-admission personnel and other patient's comments. Coumadin, the blood thinner of choice for almost everyone who has AF or heart valve work, is a
cheap insurance policy for cardiologists, but it reeks havoc with both its patient side effects and hospital routine side effects. I think it is way over proscribed; I cannot get a consistent set of statistics for
what the risks are if you do or don't take Coumadin. Diehl quoted me 1 in 1000; Islam claims it is more
like 5% or 5 in 1000 who would have a blood clot in the brain if they were not on Coumadin. I would
accept either risk rather than the hassle and side effects of Coumadin.
About this time I was getting a major input from Bob Rhodes. We coached together for about five years
with Fleet Feet, and I worked with him at track meets as he coached at the middle and high school
level. He is about my age, a continuing athlete and a patient of Islam with AF. Bob had a couple ablations, the first one lasting a few weeks, but the second one was good for over a year. He called his AF a
'flutter' vs. the fibrillation term. He seemed to be avoiding the pacemaker surgery. And like me, he DID
NOT have any heart problems that involved the valves. I mentioned my neighbor Larry Crook had a
pacemaker, but only after having some valve work done. His surgery was done on a emergency basis
whereas mine was almost optional. Finally, I had a couple email exchanges with Anne Trimble Teders,
a high school classmate who now lives in Florida. Her pacemaker experiences were very positive,
although she also had some 'plumbing' work done. The fact that she is a nurse also raised the level of
her opinions.
So on April 27, 2010, I check into Midland Hospital about 06:15 am. Something like 10 to 11 hours
later we are back home after I have two procedures. One was the implantation of a pacemaker and the
other was a catheter ablation. The ablation recovery time was zero; the pacemaker had a restriction of
not raising the left arm for 4 to 6 weeks in order to give the leads time to heal. Unfortunately, Islam
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uses a very powerful anesthesia cocktail, so my mind was in a fog when I left the hospital. I have written about this surgery in Chapter 15, Pacemaker.
Now we move to Step 5, the realization that the pacemaker is doing nothing for me. I started a diary
on April 27, 2010, the day of pacemaker surgery. I continued this diary for 208 days when I began a
second diary on my hip surgery—see Appendix Z. When I combine this diary with my usual exercise
log, I have a clear picture of what was happening in my life each and every day. Physically I was feeling
fine. I was a little scared about the possible consequences of doing something that would affect the
recovery of the leads on my pacemaker, so once again I found myself floating on my back in the pool,
not using my left arm. Of course the lifeguards were terrified when they saw that bulge under my skin.
Betsy Palmer, the assistant aquatic director at the Community Center even suggested I play a prank on
one young female lifeguard, feinting a pacemaker malfunction. I didn't, and later I heard how such a
prank backfired in a local restaurant. The weather outside was above 50, so we walked occasionally.
But I noticed I did not have enough strength in my back to walk very far. When I got on the bike, the
vibration bothered the surgical area in my left shoulder, so biking went very slowly. In a month my
swimming was back up to one mile a day; the bicycling, however, was limited to a maximum of 4 to 8
miles when it should have been 20+. As I moved into August, 2010, it felt like I had COPD.
I was in a dilemma. My energy level was low, and this bothered me since Anne had emphasized how
much more energy she had after her pacemaker implantation. I could not walk or ride the bike much.
My circulation seemed poor because my hands and feet are always cold. My swimming was the only
think keeping my life 'afloat.' But breathing in the steam room is very difficult, and I am wondering if I
should stop this lifelong ritual.
Once again I took the bull by the horn and tried to force some answers to my medical problems. On
August 8, 2010, I saw Dr. Diehl. I wasn't even sure if he knew I had a pacemaker. The issue of the doctors switching from MCVI to Midland Cardiology was still in progress, so we still had the 'left hand not
knowing what the right hand was doing.' I flat stated that, as far as I was concerned, the pacemaker
had done nothing for me. He scheduled some tests for me: a lung test, a stress test and an echo cardiogram. The lung test was given two days later at the Midland Hospital. It consists of confinement in this
plastic booth while the technician runs the tests. I did not do well on the tests; in my mind I flunked it.
I hit it off well with the young female technician, probably because she also was a swimmer. She gave
me her 'unofficial' opinion that I should probably stay out of the steam room and even give up swimming. I was devastated. Monday I returned to the lung testing office. I talked to another woman, who
sensed my urgency. She said she would give me the preliminary results and I could hand carry them to
Dr. Yadam's office. He is the (only) pulmonologist in town. His nurse calls me back the next day to
schedule my appointment; it was 10 weeks down the road. I exploded and asked her if she was talking
2010 or 2011.
So begins Step 6, finding my problem by scheduling a series of appointments. I am frustrated. I
developed the idea that my medical problems were like the shell game where the magician hides the
pea under one of three shells. Only I felt I was dealing with three, four or even five possible shells, i.e.
doctors. My back was sore and weak; could the surgery have caused this? My hip was getting sore; was
this a reflection from my back problems, or was the hip going bad? Why did I fail the lung test? What
was going on with my pacemaker, and which of my two cardiologists had the answers? So I went to see
my three closest medical consultants: Gary Smith, my family doctor, Michael Dense, my chiropractor
and Scot, my son. I call this Step 7. The results were amazing. I saw Smith on August 12 for about 40
minutes. He clarified two issues in my mind: any hip surgery should be done back at Cleveland Clinic
and my lung problems would preclude any future surgeries. I saw Dense the next day. He had not seen
me since the back surgery, and he did some minor adjustments. More importantly, he took a couple Xrays. When I returned the following Tuesday, he pointed out that one X-ray showed that my left hip
had 'moved.' He recommended a local orthopedic surgeon. But it was the third contact with Scot that
paid the most dividends. In the ultimate networking move he was explaining the problems his father
was having with his recently installed pacemaker. The conversation took place at my granddaughter's
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soccer game 50 miles south of Midland on a Saturday. One of the other parents, Dawn, spoke up and
said she was in the operating room with me. She made a cell phone call to Islam, and 10 minutes later
Islam called her back with instructions for me to call the office the next Monday for an appointment.
I saw Islam the following Wednesday. She had the lung test results and she didn't think they were that
bad. But when Peggy ran the pacemaker tests, it was discovered that the exercise response feature had
never been turned on. Peggy made a call to the Boston Scientific tech rep and in 10 minutes I was good
to go. I went directly to the community center and swam my usual mile. The results were immediately
apparent. I think I even took a dozen roses to Peggy. (Six months later while recovering from hip
surgery at Cleveland Clinic I found out from one of their device nurses that it is not that unusual to not
turn on this feature. But at the time I was pissed that no one thought I needed an exercise response.)
So now I know I need a new hip. I make a call to Roth to get moved up for my final two year checkup
around Labor Day. He confirms that my back is fully healed and that it could not be causing any hip or
back pains. He also gives me the names of four orthopedic surgeons at Beaumont who could do my
hip. I eventually took Smith's advice and decided I wanted to have the surgery done at Cleveland. I
make the call and I am assigned Dr. Muschler. I later learn he is not the surgeon who normally handles
Borden's old patients.

Surgery + Hospital Stay
I had almost given up walking anywhere in the last couple months before surgery. I was still taking
only a single Tylenol each morning, but my posture and gait were noticeably bad. (This raises a question I have when I notice a significant percentage of the older population who walk with very bad
limps. While it is hard for me to tell whether it is a bad knee, back or hip, I always wonder why they
don't get it fixed. Many of these 'limpers' are over weight, so there is one reason. I figure most can't
afford the cost, although that should not be a major factor for those over 65. Then I figure they are
afraid of the pain of surgery. Next I have to give them a pass on the basis that the hospital might have
turned them down because they are a high risk patient. Lately, I figure they may not have anyone to
help them through the recovery period.)
Our first visit to Muschler on Oct 4, 2010, went well. He
will do the surgery and his forecast was 3-4 day stay in
the hospital and about 6-12 week rehab. He quoted me
some hip life expectancy statistics: whereas my original
hip implant showed a 30% failure at 15 years with a
rapid drop off after that, the new implants showed only
a 5% failure rate at 15 years. He also signed me up as a
volunteer in one of his DOD studies on tissue and bone
regeneration from returning veterans.
The only bad thing was the scheduled surgery date of
Feb 1, 2011, the first date available. Judy was most concerned about driving into Cleveland in the dead of winter, an experience we had on my second hip implant in
1989. Also, Muschler said that D.I.S.H. was an over diagnosed condition, so he did not plan any radiation treatments. I was not upset one way or the other.
As a sidelight, I really impressed Muschler's PA, Bridgette. She liked all my charts—a couple members
of her family were engineers—and she also was a swimmer. But Bridgette was no Dottie Powers.
Muschler runs his 'office' different than Borden did, so I never saw Bridgette again in the examining
room. Finally, Muschler said he had once been to Midland, MI, to visit a guy named Gibbs. (I noticed
in the Clinic's computerized questionnaire a question that asked if my BP was <135/85 when on medication. That number tells me this is a red flag level for Cleveland Clinic.
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Two weeks later I saw Yadam about my lungs. He was not concerned about the test results, and he
made a notation that I was OK for surgery. He said my lung capacity might be down 10%; he offered an
inhaler, but said I really didn't need it. I agreed.
A week later I saw Islam for a four week checkup following cardioversion. She said AF was still present
and she wanted to do some further ablation. I declined, citing hip surgery She agreed the surgery
would remove a lot of stress in my life. Islam did restart me on Coumadin, doubled my Coreg from 10
to 20 mg and added 5 mg of Lisinopril. She is determined to get my BP lower.
Then in late October we got a call from the Clinic telling us to come in next Monday to see Dr. Faulx
for heart clearance prior to surgery. We made the trip down and back in under 13 hours. Michael Faulx
was a delight to see, even though his job was to find some reason to rule me out of surgery. Except for
the usual office elevated blood pressure, he could find no reason to exclude me. He wrote a four page
report that I convinced him to also send to Islam; I figured she would both be impressed and appreciate having a contact at Cleveland Clinic.
Two days latter I get a phone call from Bridgette. She had been trying to reach me, but Midland had
just gone through a 3-4 day power outage. I had left messages on her cell phone's voice mail, but she
admitted she had never learned to use that feature. Her message was mostly negative. The rules
seemed to have changed. I had to go to Detroit or Lansing to donate blood. It didn't look like I could do
the blood work in Midland, and I still had to go to Cleveland to get other clearances. I was ticked. I told
her I was in pain and wanted to move up the surgery date. She did say hip implants weigh less than
one pound.
The following day, Nov 5, I got a second phone call from Bridgette. A surgery date had 'opened up' on
Nov 23, 2010. (Judy and I have this 'conspiracy' theory that Muschler purposely moved up the surgery
by three months because (1) he saw from the second set of X-rays after the Oct 4 appointment that my
hip was in much worse condition, (2) I complained of pain on the Nov 4 phone call and (3) they had
screwed up in communicating to me.) We would skip any autologous blood donations, and I was to
make another trip to Cleveland in a week for final clearance and admission work. The November 23,
2010, surgery date was a godsend for me.
I attended a luncheon at the Community Center on Nov 10 to recognize all of us who have more than
1000 miles in lap swimming. I am now 11th in the city at 2100 miles; #9 and #10 are only 300 miles
ahead of me, and I have a good chance of catching one or both of them in 12 to 18 months! Marilyn at
#6 can't count, so I figure I am in the top 10 swimmers in Midland.
We made a trip to Cleveland on Sunday, Nov 14. The next day, I had eight appointments to get every
department ready to handle my surgery. It was the greatest medical information exchange in my life.
No one could find any reason to rule out surgery. My notes say everyone was planning on a three night
stay. Also, I will return for checkups at 6 weeks, 12 weeks, 6 months, 1 year, 5 years, 10 years, etc. Both
the hospital stay and return for checkups turned out to be very wrong.
We had our annual family Thanksgiving dinner at Laura's on Nov 20. Jill Jollief was able to come as
well as Mark & Kelly, although they brought their grandkids. I created a blog for Judy to record the
surgery at http://cc-hip-redo.blogspot.com . Jack Mohler called wishing me well; a final swim on Sunday, Now 21, and I was good to go.
We drove to Cleveland on Monday, Nov 22. The weather was rainy and our windshield wipers gave out
two times. We and stayed for what I hope is our last time in the Guesthouse. (The place is great, but I
am ready to end my surgeries.) I had trouble finding out my report-for-surgery time; it turns out that
Joyce had left the information with the only phone number she had—our home phone. Someday I
need to learn what a cell phone is for.
(The next 16 days are notes that Judy kept, with some additions by me.)
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The surgery patient load seem to be light; however, some nurses claimed that many people scheduled
their surgeries over the holidays to miss the minimum amount of work. I was Muschler's second
surgery of the morning. I reported at 10:00, left for surgery at 11:30, surgery started at 13:15, finished
closing about 19:00, moved to PACU at 19:27, was stable at 20:47 and Judy was able to see me at
21:45. Muschler talked with Judy at 21:25. Judy's main comment to me was that I seemed much more
lucid following this surgery than with any other surgeries. I appreciated that Cleveland was using a
more sensible anesthesia plan. (They were planning on a spinal, but I convinced them on my Nov 15
visit that my back fusion would make that difficult. They agreed and went to a 'drip.' Judy also thought
I was in less pain that other surgeries; she went back to Guest House at 23:15.
One more factoid before I revert to Judy's notes. Cleveland Clinic has adopted a 'team meeting' or
'time out huddle' concept prior to every surgery. Everyone in the operating room gets together outside
the operating room to make sure they are all on the same page. The horror stories about amputations
of the wrong leg, etc, make this procedure a logical step. (Based upon a number of stories I have heard
from nurses, it also gives anyone an opportunity to question what the doctor is about to do.) These
huddles also have the effect of a coaches final words before the team takes the field. I was still awake
for my team meeting; indeed I participated. And do you know what they were most concerned about?
It was my Coumadin level. They did not have a current number. I finally spoke up and convinced them
I had been off Coumadin for the required time—over five days. Case closed. Now you know why I think
Coumadin is a P.I.A.
I am going to reproduce verbatim what Judy heard Muschler say.
“Was a normal process and removal. Bone lodged around cut. Took out cup and cleaned out. Accessing
pelvis—no jumbo cup because of shape of hole—bone around it was paper thin and set deeper into
pelvis. Went to Plan B—bone graft and cement. Used 9 screws ligature cage with 300 cc bone graft;
very good prognosis. Will take longer to heal, and will be on walker for 3 months.”
“Tedious surgery; bone had pulled away from femur but was not loose. Cleaned out around femur, but
was not necessary to remove and replace which reduced bone loss. Lengthened leg so it is now normal.
Will need to stretch ligaments 3-6 months plus additional 3 month healing.”
“Got 1 unit of blood, and may need 2 units more. Figured 3 days in hospital, rehab for 5-10 days; 25%
chance to go directly home on Saturday.”
The next day, Wednesday, Nov 24, was a beehive of activity. When Judy arrived at 9:15, the second
blood transfusion had started. Muschler raised my left leg to 45°. Wow! Segon, the PT guy from Nigeria, was in early, but said he would come back after the transfusions. He did give us our marching
orders for the next 3 months. 1-no weight on left leg, 2-no twisting or internal rotation, 3-no more than
90° bend in left knee, 4-no leg crossing, 5-no more than 45 minute sitting at a time, 6-do 10-2oX/hr of
ankle pumps, knee squeezes and butt squeezes and 7- raise left knee 10X/hour. Segon returned and set
me up on the side of the bed. Segon had been witnessing my surgery; he said Muschler was 'meticulous'. Janet reset my pacemaker to pre-surgery conditions—they had canceled the exercise response.
Judy left at 23:30.
But if I thought Wednesday was busy, Thursday was even worse. It started about 02:00 when my
roommate had troubles. I was in a lot of pain, partially because I had not taken enough pain medications. I got two oxycodone in me at 02:30. By 04:00 I called Judy and she came over and settled me
down. I was upset that my roommate was confused as to his status. At the time I wondered why his
wife and son, who were there earlier, had abandoned him. He finally mentioned he was having chest
pains, and then all hell broke loose. The room was immediately full of nurses and portable equipment.
He was moved out the next day. The funny thing about this whole incident is that Nora, a Polish nurse
with limited English who was working in the U.S. on a green card, came in the next morning to take
her daily blood draw. Her opening comment was, “Mr. Piper. I heard you had a perfect night.” She was
trying to be funny, but what made her comment even more appropriate is that she had trouble understanding the subtitles of English. I did take the occasion 24 hours later to explain the joke to her about,
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“Mrs. Lincoln, other than that, how did you like the play?”
A postscript to this whole incident is that this roommate, who was a chemical engineer, had come to
Cleveland Clinic for cancer treatment. While having an MRI, he fell off the table and broke his hip. So
he had to have an emergency hip replacement, hence him being in with me on the orthopedic ward.
Then this particular night he did suffer a heart attack, and they moved him to a cardiac ward. Judy met
his wife a day later and learned all this history. At the time the hospital was looking for a nursing home
for him to stay while recovering from both his hip surgery and heart attack. Then he would have to
come back again for his original cancer treatment.
This was, of course, Thanksgiving. Much of the
hospital services were shut down, so the meal
crew brought Judy an extra tray and we had a
turkey dinner together. Both physical therapy
(PT) and occupational therapy (OT) did come
buy to see me. I was still very weak and pale
when I stood up; a cold washcloth on my forehead from Judy saved me from passing out.
There was considerable swelling in my left
thigh area, and this condition would get worse
in the next 2-3 days.
On Friday, Nov 26, Dr. Nick Ting, the resident
on the orthopedic floor, stopped in at 7:30. I
had bonded with him on Wednesday, but he
worked a trade on Thursday so he could be
with family. He flat out said I could go home today, but I declined. He said all my vitals looked good;
he was not worried that I had not yet had a BM—an definite change of attitude in hospitals. Muschler
was in an hour later and repeated it was OK to go home—as far as the surgery was concerned. He reiterated he wanted to see me at 6 and 12 weeks to take X-rays, and no weight on left leg until 12 weeks.
My nurse Cindy came in with three prescriptions--Lovanox, Percoset and a stool softener—to be filled
by us at the Clinic pharmacy.
And so began the checkout dance—the band director (insurance company) was playing the only song
in their repertoire, 'Checkout after 3 nights for hip surgery', the musicians (doctors) were following the
director's cues, the stage manager (hospital) was trying to continue the music by finding another stage
(bed) and the only voice of dissent, besides mine, was the lowest band member, Segon of the PT
department, who knew I could barely walk to the bathroom six feet away.
But you had to listen close to hear the real 'music' being played. Hospitals have a way around the
insurance company's '3-and-out' stay policy; they transfer the patient to an 'in-patient rehab' which is
essentially a hospital setting with emphasis on rehabilitation rather than surgical recovery. It is an
intermediate stop between the hospital and your home. Financially, it operates like a nursing home
where the government will pay for up to 30 days stay with one condition—you must be making
progress. So Wanda, whose sole job on the orthopedic wing of Cleveland Clinic was to find patients
who need more rehab a bed at one of the Clinic's satellite hospitals, started to do her magic. But it was
the day after Thanksgiving and the insurance companies were all on vacation. Wanda's heart was not
in her work that day. She likely wanted to go home for the weekend. Her people skills were just above
that of a mushroom, so while Judy and I are awaiting word of where both of us will be sleeping that
night, Wanda gives up and goes home—without informing us we would be staying for the weekend.
Terrific! Segon came back and we made some progress walking about 10-15 feet. He said I would be
having more PT on Saturday and Sunday.
At 15:15 I got 1000 cc of saline solution, ostensibly to help me pee more; in effect is likely contributed
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to the considerable swelling in my left leg and scrotum. At 18:30 the night nurse Debbie came in and
said she had 'claimed' me for the night. I felt it was an honor that she went out of her way to have me
as a patient. We had previously bonded, and she freely talked about problems with her ex-husbands. I
was informed by another nurse, Becky, that I might expect to get even more blood because my HGH
was at 11.3—below the normal range of something like 13.5-17.0. Judy caught the final shuttle bus at
22:00 to go back to the Guesthouse. But she couldn't sleep so she sneaked back into my room at 04:00
the next morning.
Saturday is a mixed day. Muschler is not around, but his wing man Ting is on the job. Ting really
notices for the first time the extreme bruising and blood pooling on the back of my left leg. You had to
completely roll me over in the bed, which up till now had not been accomplished. He wraps me with a
compression bandage, which is tough to do in this area. Anita changes the bandage over my scar and
pulls part of my skin off because the bandage had not been changed yesterday. A 4 th and 5th unit of
blood are given to me because they got 6.5 on my HGH. Ting later asks if the blood sample was taken
from my IV arm, and Judy confirms to him that it was—a mistake on the hospital's part. The highlight
of the day was Marta from PT. Marta only works weekends so she can take care of her kids during the
week when her husband works. As she was supporting my body as I struggled to walk, I came out with
the all time appropriate joke, “are you glad to see me or is that just a goniometer in your pocket.” Her
eyes rolled back and we were bonded for life. Marta did get me to do all the prescribed exercises and
she changed me over to getting out of bed on my surgical side—something that made a big difference. I
ended the day with my first BM, always a post-surgical milestone for every patient. Ling took me off
both Lovanox and Coumadin, a strange and interesting call.
Sunday was more PT. Another milestone occurred when I skipped my Oxycontin pain pill. I got a new
roommate, but we never had any conversations. Judy was now at the end of her stick, and she had
both Scot and Laura drive over. They stay overnight and help both of us move the next day.
Early Monday Ting shows up. He wants me to put
my compression boots back on—a bad decision that
I had made. My hemoglobin level is good. He puts
me back on Coumadin and wonders out loud who
took me off. I must have my 'facts' wrong from Sunday. The gears have started turning again to find
me a bed; we had previously been offered the
choice of Lakewood and Euclid, and we chose Lakewood. Muschler comes in about 10:00 for his last
visit. I roll over and he sees the extreme swelling
and black-and-blue area for the first time. Silence
for about one minute. You can see his brain mulling
over various options. He finally says, according to
my notes, there is no blood pooling in the area.
This is weird because there is obviously something
collecting there. (A technical surgical issue had previously been raised by Muschler when he told us he
no longer uses drains from the surgical area. His reasoning was that any blood transfusions drained
right back out. This is something I would like to raise again with him on a subsequent visit if time
allows.) Bridgette informs us that I will be going to Lakewood.
I had one last PT session. Its significance was that, for the first time, I was able to ride in a wheel chair
down to the PT room. Now I new I could sit up for about 45 minutes at a time. That newly acquired
capability was soon put to the test as I was transferred in a wheelchair by a specially outfitted van to
Lakewood Hospital.14 The 30 minute ride shook the hell out of my back and hip. The driver got lost
14 It is worthwhile pointing out that the first medical bill we received was for $82 from this transportation
outfit. Their services are outside the scope of both the Cleveland Clinic and Medicare. Also, theirs is the only
bill that clearly states what services were rendered.
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moving me around Lakewood, so by the time I hit my new bed I was wiped out. Judy had a similarly
tough time: check out of the Guesthouse, find Lakewood Hospital, find a new motel in the area and fill
a prescription for her. Scot and Laura were invaluable for this trip. Even more important they brought
Judy some fresh clothes and some money. We were way beyond our anticipated stay time. They
headed back to Michigan once I was settled.
Tuesday was literally what the military calls R&R—rest and recovery. I was anxious to get back to PT
but Lakewood's schedule was to 'evaluate' me. So once again I saw all sorts of admission personnel. I
got the distinct impression that the average stay here was 6-10 days. The big event of the day was seeing Dr. Govani. I quickly surmised that he was the person who ultimately would sign me out; he confirmed that was true. He was of Indian background, so when I showed him Islam's picture, we bonded.
I raised some issue with Coumadin/Lovanox and this prompted him to tell me about a new blood thinner drug. Our 15 minute visit would pay dividends two days later.
I also met Amy, a social worker, who explained that
Medicare would pay 100% of my first 20 days at Lakewood. I saw Tim who evaluated me for PT purposes and
even walked me to the hallway and back. Ice packs continue to be a regular treatment now for my swollen leg.
The level of 'service' at Lakewood was understandably
less than a regular hospital, but it did not prevent me
from getting to know the staff. One of my biggest finds
was Jen. I saw her on Monday and I introduced her to
Laura. It was apparent from her speech that Jen had a
cochlear implant.
Lakewood was a true hospital, one of a half dozen satellite hospitals around Cleveland. It was about half the size of Midland Hospital. They had a maternity
ward and some surgical areas, plus all the amenities like cafeteria and gift shops. Everyone got lost
because of its layout. You had to pay $7 to park because Lakewood was located in a residential area. I
mention these things because the rehab wing where I was located seem to operate separately in terms
of financial and level of care. I looked at it like a short term nursing home.
One more issue was now rearing its ugly head--renewing our two prepaid cell phones. We had figured
on being home by now. The process was complicated by the fact that our credit card had been compromised, so we had a new number. The number on file at the phone company would NOT work. Then
there was the fact that cell phones were not supposed to be used within the hospital, and the reception
was remarkably spotty. Because a new credit card was being used, Alltel insisted upon talking with me.
I was, of course, flat on my back in a bad reception area. Then this ditzy girl wanted to phone me a
confirmation number which I was suppose to read back to her. My cheap phone, like all prepaid
phones, cannot handle two calls simultaneously. Fortunately, Judy went down to the lobby and got a
different ditz on the line and resolved our problem. But this was just half of the problem. I thought
that I needed to renew my annual domain storage fee at Powweb. The automatic renewal was NOT
going to work. I had never had any success reaching them on the phone, so I wanted to do the renewal
online. I wasn't sure of my password. So I called Robyn, told her were the passwords were located and
asked her to call me back. The next day we logged on from my room and resolved this problem. I was
amazed that my brain was functioning that well.
Wednesday was the big day at Lakewood, and really the only day that counted in my recovery. I rode
the wheelchair to PT two times. I was very successful in doing the exercises, and I was in good spirits
as I told lots of jokes. Why so few blind bungee-cord jumpers? It scares the hell out of their dogs!
I must have had a premonition, because in the afternoon PT session, I had them show me how to climb
stairs on crutches. I did it OK, although I didn't realize how important it was to have the crutches set to
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the correct height. Now that I was moving around, I suddenly realized how sore my IT bands were.
That was caused my Muschler lengthening my leg.
After Judy went home I read an SI article about Jill Costello. This was
an emotion, highly motivating article about how this coxswain on the
Sanford rowing team battled with cancer. I had had a great day in PT,
and now my mind started thinking about going home. I knew that
Judy was reaching her limit. I was beginning to worry about catching
something at the hospital. But my ace in the hole was Govani. I felt I
had good rapport with him on our initial meeting, and I could persuade him to release me.
I asked the night nurse for a clipboard, and I begin hatching my
escape plans. My BP was up at the 11 pm vital collection, so I knew I
was getting excited about the prospect of going home. I slept very little that night. I wrote 11 positive reasons and four negative reasons for
me to go home. I intended to tack them on my door like Martin
Luther did with his Theses. I had met both a case worker and an
ombudsman on Tuesday, so I was prepared to use them as a backup
to force the issue, if necessary.
Thursday I called Judy at 06:00 to tell her we were going home today. I could almost feel her eyes roll
back in her head from five miles away. When she arrived, her words were one of consolation that I
might not make it out today, but it could happen tomorrow. When the day nurse Sally came in I told
her I was going home today so she should contact Govani. She was incredulous at my statement, but
she did start the ball rolling. Later when she got a 101.5 temp and noticed some drainage from my
surgery scar, she insisted I should not go home. But that is what nurses are supposed to do—notice and
record the patient's vitals and conditions.
Judy made some not so subtle inquiries with the nurses and staff as they reported for work. Judy and I
proceeded on the assumption I was going home; the hospital staff was working on the assumption I
was NOT going home. I went to PT at 09:00 while Judy manned the room in case any paperwork came
in. No paperwork and no doctor. We ate lunch, but when 13:00 PT came, I refused. Dr. Govani finally
showed up about 14:00. He had gotten a flat tire. He agreed with my reasons to go home, particularly
#3 which talked about keeping Medicare costs down. He said it would take 20 minutes to complete the
paperwork. Judy headed for the motel and I got Jen to help be round up all my belongings.
By 15:00 I was rolling out of my room in a wheelchair. I got some dirty looks from the nurses but some
hi-fives from the other patients. After a brief mixup on where Judy was waiting, I gingerly eased into
the front seat of our Town and Country van. A light dusting of snow was falling; the afternoon traffic
rush had not yet begun. Judy missed the first opportunity to get on I9o West, but no matter. We were
headed home.
We stopped once at a toll road rest area (so I could pee) and a second time at Maumee to have a
McDonalds. I slept the remaining 2.5 hours. We arrived home at 20:40 where Laura and Kent helped
me into the house. I was very sore from struggling up the front steps, but I sure slept well that night.
From here on I shift to rehabilitation.

Rehabilitation
Technically rehab started the minute I awoke from surgery--I was suppose to be doing 10 ankle pumps
about 10X each hour. For my purposes I am starting this chapter with what I was doing at home, at
first under the direction of HHC nurses and Judy, but mostly at my own volition.
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Whereas Roth picked out the HHC outfit which
he wanted us to use, Dr. Muschler had no
knowledge of what was available in Midland. (I
think there are a half dozen HHC outfits in the
area. I know both said they were constantly hiring new people.) Judy told him the name of our
hospital and that is who we got: MidMichigan
Home Care (MMHC). We made the call the next
day after arriving back in Midland, December 3,
and Ashley showed up a couple hours later.
Ashley was my case worker in charge of me. I
only saw her one more time—that was when
Judy and I thought I might have dislocated my
hip. All the rest of my visits (14) were by physical therapists. I liked MMHC. They went about
their job in the usual efficient and professional manner. But more important to me was their varied
backgrounds from working for the hospital. All were willing to share their stories with me.
The bulk of my PT visits were by Laura Drlik. She not only was a very good therapist but she quickly
understood my high motivation level. The fact that she was a University of Michigan grad, a sports nut
and her husband was a doctor was icing on the cake. It is hard now, just three months after coming
home, to appreciate how weak I was. The above picture shows me on the sofa with my walker, my 'Blue
Max' device for moving my left leg and my urinal. That was my world. I might make it to the bathroom
once a day, but never at night. The rest of the time the world came to me.
Therapy is repetition, pure and simple. It can be boring as well as painful. Do your exercises and you
get better. Presumably, if you don't do your therapy, your abilities plateau and you never walk again
without a limp. (A story surfaced a few weeks after I was home about another patient, John Quast, who
had a knee replacement locally about the same time I had the hip redo. The specifics are hazy, but he
was known by all to be an irascible character, and that likely translated into not doing his therapy. The
end result was a blood clot, followed by a stroke and, at present, confinement to a nursing home—
where his progress is reported to be minimal.) So Laura was good about seeing that I completed the
requisite number of repetitions. But where she was very good was at coming up with something new
for me to do at each visit. She was always one step ahead of me, and she pushed me. I know her suggestion about making more than one lap on my walker around the kitchen-dining room seemed unrealistic to me, but my endurance was my weakest area at the time. The picture on the next page shows
me exercising at our kitchen counter. I would say this exercise set and the effort it took me to reach the
kitchen were key in my strength returning to the left leg. Of course all this time I was not suppose to be
putting any weight on the left foot.
I averaged two therapy visits a week until I returned to Cleveland on January 3, 2001, for my six week
checkup. I can truthfully say that at each visit I was stronger than the previous. I had no set backs like
falls, colds or worsening of the swelling in my left leg and foot. We screen out visits by family and
friends, and we DID NOT go out. The slippery winter weather was an accident waiting to happen. Two
medical items dominated the nurse's thinking: swelling in my left foot and my I.N.R. The swelling was
a natural progression following surgery and the five units of blood I received. The swelling looked
worse than it was. However, any cut or injury to the foot would have been very slow to heal. The return
to my previous Coumadin level (I.N.R.) was a mental thing for me. I have mixed feelings about taking
blood thinners. I feel it is overused by cardiologists; it does provide some measure of protection
against blood clots. But the risk/reward ratio is questionable. While my Coumadin dose remained constant, the I.N.R. values were all over the map. They also were always low. In the end I concluded that
each nurse with her own measuring device was getting a different number. Once I could make it out to
the Coumadin Clinic, my numbers leveled out.
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The only spike in my rehab occurred on December 23, two days before Christmas. When I got out of
the shower, we noticed a large lump on my left hip. Since part of my record keeping was to take daily
photos, this seemed to be something new. This was my second trip into the shower, and it was a real
struggle both times. I was in enough pain to resume taking Tylenol. The natural question arose: Had I
been pushing too hard in my rehab? Had I dislocated my hip, the #1 precaution that Cleveland had
drilled into me? I made three preliminary calls to the Cleveland Clinic, but I reached no one. We were
reluctant to go out, particularly to the Emergency Room. But as the weekend progressed, it was apparent than only an X-ray would confirm a possible dislocation.
Come Monday I did have Ashley make an unscheduled visit. She was stumped, but she did write 'possible dislocation' in her log. With her help I got an appointment with Dr. Smith. His X-ray technician
was off for the holidays, but his trained eye (he had a hip replacement in the previous year) said we
were looking at an edema or sarcoma as he called it (a blood pooling). He had been getting reports
about my surgery and progress, so he was never out of the loop. Judy, who
recently had dropped Smith in favor of MacKinnon, was impressed by the
give-and-take rapport between Smith and I. She had never been that successful in getting him to talk with her.
The six week checkup on January 3, 2011, was all positive. Scot drove us to
Cleveland, and we made the round trip in 13 hours. I discovered how easy it
was to get a copy of your X-rays; a CD arrived two days later. Muschler said I
could now put 40# on the left leg. I also convinced him to allow me to start
aqua therapy. I did fall—more like crumpling to the ground--at the rest stop
near Brighton on the return home. Laura taught me how to gauge how much
was 40# on my walker. She also taught me to go up and down the back stairs
on my crutches. Now I was free to come and go! By January 6 I was discharged from MMHC.
We acquired a light-weight wheel chair on loan from the Sanford American Legion, so now I could go
places in the car. We made trips to the mall at least once per week, and I could roll myself around the
food court and Barnes & Noble. (A couple months later when I was walking around on my own, one of
the staff at the Community Center told me 'they hated to see me in a wheelchair.')
About this time I began to ride my exercise bike. I literally started at 2 minutes, then 7 minutes and
after a week I was up to 20 minutes. Over the next month I worked my way up to a full hour. It was
mostly my butt that needed conditioning. It was another step on my road back.
On January 10 I went to the Midland Community Center to begin the next phase of my therapy. I met
Lisha Berry and she did her measurements. She was another therapist who was a delight to work with;
for example, 'What is the difference between a physical therapist and a terrorist? You can negotiate
with a terrorist.” A couple days later I began working with Lisa Siater in the leisure pool. She would
roll me into the water, as shown in the photo on the next page. Once I was in water up to my waist, my
weight was cut in half—about 85 pounds. So you figure the weight on each leg was near 40 pounds.
Theoretically, over time, one could walk in shallower and shallower water until the leg could support
your full weight. Returning to the water was another 'giant leap' in
my recovery. I had to go into the Community Center, my second
home, to get to the pool. In the process I met all my friends and
heard their encouragements.
The aqua therapy worked great for me, but it is way under utilized.
First, most doctors don't have experience with recommending this
therapy. Secondly, few places have a pool—although Midland had
three possible pools. Finally, and most surprising, was that Lisa told
me that 50% of her patients are afraid of the water. Anyway, we continued the pool therapy a couple times a week for about three weeks.
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I was sore after every session, so I knew I was doing some good.
On February 7 I went back to Cleveland for my 12 week checkup a week early. Scot drove us again. The
X-rays were so good that Muschler said I didn't have to come back until one year. He dropped all
restrictions about crossing my legs. His prescription was: can put up to 80# on the left leg for two
weeks, then use a cane until 'limp disposed.' Judy and I were so delighted that we had the ultimate celebration—a marshmallow shake. A had a couple more therapy sessions with Lisa in the leisure pool,
but secretly I was sneaking into the lap pool on my walker. The Community Center has a hydraulically
operated chair that lowers and raises a person into the water. I kicked eight lengths the first time, but
after one week I was kicking and swimming 36 lengths—one
half a mile. The trick was to walk over the slippery pool
deck, first with the walker and later with the crutches and
eventually a cane.
I had two more weeks of land and aqua therapy with Lisa.
She had me walking on the treadmill, something I would
have not thought I was capable of on my own. These therapists are wonderful creatures. They seem to know exactly
how much their patients can handle. Lisa also introduced
me to a BOSU device,
which is hemispherical
and you stand on it to
improve your balance and strength. I was so impressed by it that
we bought one. By the first of March my swimming was back up to
a mile. I told Lisa and Lisha that I was done with them. I smoothed
my leaving with the usual dozen roses.15
By now it is March 7, 2011. I am able to walk around without any
assistance. I am up to a mile every time I swim. My big problem: it
is still way too cold to go for walks outside. I am too cheap to drive
to the mall just to walk five minutes. So my rehab hits a plateau. I
don't seem to be improving in cardio-vascular conditioning. The breathing seems to be my limiting
factor. My pulse never gets above 80 in the pool. Stay tuned. 16
The picture on the right is about a month after surgery. The steri-strips have dropped off, and most of
the swelling has gone.

You Were Never Alone
In the summer of 2004 my daughter-in-law Robyn was at her wit's end with a medical problem. For nearly 18 months she had sought treatment for a 'sore neck', and
now she was losing feeling in her extremities. An MRI had identified a growth in her
neck. The local doctor admitted it was probably beyond his abilities; however, he did
not seem to have a good grasp of who else to recommend. Robyn took the initiative
15 Therapy costs almost $200 for a one hour session, of which I had to pay about $10. Lisa once wondered why
more people don't use therapy. I pointed out to her that the cost of two therapy sessions would pay for a year's
annual membership at the Community Center.
16 On May 16, 2011, I 'forced' a reprogramming meeting with the Boston Scientific tech rep because I was not
able to breath. The rep, Carmen, found out that my pacemaker HAD NOT been returned to the same setting
after hip surgery by the CC device nurse. We moved the breathing response factor from 2 back to its original 4
setting, and I saw an immediate improvement. I see this reprogramming as an ongoing issue in my life.
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and sent her records to Cleveland Clinic (based upon the success I had had with my three operations).
The Clinic got back to her quickly and within a week she and Scot had an appointment. Dr. Bingaman,
whom she seemed to draw at random, told her he could do the surgery. With 14 years of Piper influence now in her veins, she asked Bingaman that now famous question, “Why should I let you do this
surgery?” His answer was a classic: “Because I am the best!” (Six years later when I faced a left hip
redo, I repeated Robyn's question to Dr. Muschler, and I received the same reassuring answer.) Note:
See Chapter 8, Scot for another writeup.
The surgery is set for the following week. But a couple big problems still existed. Surgery will be in the
first week of September when school is starting. Also, Scot will likely need some help during the 6-7
days he will be in Cleveland. So Team Piper springs into action.
Judy moved to Freeland and saw that Jessica and Mitch got fed, got to school and did their homework,
i.e., she assured that the grand kids had a 'normal' home life. Laura and I drove Laura's car to Cleveland, with a Monday night stop around Maumee, OH. We arrived on Tuesday around 10:00 am. By
this time Robyn had been taken into surgery, so we spent the time with Scot in the waiting room.
This waiting room had large TV screens that showed the progress of each patient. A screen could show
18 patients, and it continuously scrolled through eight screens in order to report on the 144 patients in
surgery that day. This was just one of many operating areas at Cleveland Clinic. I don't think we had
WiFi available in 2004, but we did have an ethernet connection — which I don't think I ever got working. I also don't think the Clinic was using pagers at the time. A highlight of our wait was Dr. Les Borden passing through. (He did my two hips in 1988 and 1989.) I yelled at him and he stopped briefly to
chat. Scot and Laura got to meet him, and he assured us that Bingaman was a great doctor. (Borden
was wearing scrubs, having just finished an emergency hip 'redo'. That is the beauty of Cleveland
Clinic; if you need an expert, he or she is only a phone call away.) My final memory of the waiting
room was that TV screen as the 144 patients worked their way through the stages of surgery. Once they
were in recovery and their family had been called, each patient was erased from the TV screen. So 144
became 100 which became 50 which eventually became less than 18 so they could all be displayed on a
single screen. Only the longest surgeries remained. And then one entry appeared which indicated that
particular patient had been taken back to surgery. That had to be tough on the family involved, but out
of 144 serious surgeries, it was a pretty good batting average.
Scot got to visit with Robyn after surgery and Laura and I returned to our room at the guest house.
That was when the fun began. We had to grab any food from the cafeteria or fast food places within the
hospital. There was always something available from vending machines when the food places were
closed. Getting food for Scot and Laura was my function. So every morning about 6:30 am Laura
would arrive at Robyn's room to help her get the day started. Scot would show up about an hour later
and then I would arrive about 9 am. Scot and Laura alternated staying with Robyn, and I was the
gofer, mostly for food. About 8 pm we reversed the procedure with Scot usually being the last to leave.
When Scot, Laura and I reached our room, we crashed and repeated the process again the next day.
That led to the expression that our room looked like the second week of deer camp!
By Friday Robyn was ready to come home. I drove Laura's car separately and left early Friday. Laura,
Scot and Robyn followed me a few hours later, and Scot made it in record time as he put the pedal to
the metal. Mitch and Jessica were excited to see their Mother, even though they did not fully grasp the
gravity of the surgery she had undergone. One final detail had to be dealt with. Robyn had purposely
NOT told her own Mother that she was having surgery. The reason was one of practicality. Her
Mother, Sharon, simply did not handle critical situations at all. So now someone had to inform
Sharon, and the odds-on bet was that she would descend upon Robyn's house and cause all sorts of
set-backs in Robyn's recovery.
My worse fears concerning Sharon never came to past. But two stories linger on until today. First,
Sharon and Robyn continue to have their routine arguments, and Sharon always brings up the Cleveland surgery to have the final word in any argument. But the second story occurred a couple years ago
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when one of Robyn's half-brothers had to take his wife in for serious surgery. Scot was valuable in providing supportive details on what to expect and what they should do. As the in-laws were headed for
the hospital, Scot received one final call seeking reassurance. And then as he was about to hang up, the
brother-in-law asked that famous question: “When do we tell Sharon?”
So back to title about being alone. A couple years later I tried to explain to Robyn about the title. The
second Star Trek movie had a sub-plot about Captain Kirk having to deal with his mortality. He confided in Spock that his primal fear was that he would die alone. Later in the movie Kirk did narrowly
escape death, and he said to Spock that he thought he was going to die. Spock uttered those classic
words, “...not possible, you were never alone.” This was exactly the situation which we tried to create
for Robyn during her surgery. I think we succeeded.

My Medical History in Military Terms
If my surgeries could be viewed as military service, I would have 13 purple hearts and 9
campaign ribbons — as of July 30, 2011.17 This is how I arrived at those numbers.
A purple heart would require more than just a scar or wound; it would necessitate some
sort of anesthesia. I figure a campaign ribbon would be awarded for each different hospital I was in plus the three doctor’s office that anesthetized me (see P1 and endoscopy
in 2000 at Dr. Arbabi) plus a colonoscopy in 2010.
P1 -

1944

tonsillectomy, North Manchester, IN, done in doctor’s office

P2 -

1954

blood poisoning, right hand, Methodist Hospital, Indianapolis

P3 -

1982

right shoulder, exploratory surgery, Dr. Ivan, Midland Hospital

P4 -

1984

2nd toe, right foot, straightened, Dr. Dowling, Bay City, MI

P5 -

1988

left hip, Dr. Borden, Cleveland Clinic

P6 -

1989

right hip, Dr. Borden, Cleveland Clinic

P7 -

1989

right shoulder, Dr. Brems, Cleveland Clinic

P8 -

1999

triple by-pass, Dr. Baumgartner, St. Mary’s, Saginaw

P9 -

2005 double hernia, Dr. Wolfe, St. Mary's, Saginaw

P10 - 2008 back fusion, Dr. Roth, Beaumont, Detroit
P11 -

2010

pacemaker, Dr. Islam, Midland Hospital

P12 -

2010

left hip redo, Dr. Muschler, Cleveland Clinic

P13 -

2011

atrial ablation catheterization, Dr. Islam, Midland Hospital

I subsequently received a clarification from Jack Stephenson, a high school classmate who spent 20+
years in the Air Force. His take was that I would have only one purple heart with 12 clusters. As for
campaign ribbons, you can get multiple ribbons for being deployed to the same area if the deployments are far enough apart. Since I have been to both Cleveland Clinic and Midland Hospital 5X and
Saginaw St Mary's 2X, that would make 16 campaign ribbons. (The additional two visits to Midland
Hospital were for cardioversions in 2005 and 2010.)
The above hospitalizations do not include some 'life-long' conditions that potentially affect me each
17 See the Addendum section, Purple Hearts, for the latest count.
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and every day, such as: 1 – right shoulder separation in 1954 that ultimately limited my range of
motion, 2 – penicillin allergy that limits other drugs I can take, 3 – I.B.S. , the 'Piper curse' which
'rears' its ugly head in times of stress, 4 – BPH, an enlarged prostate, which keeps you close to a bathroom and prevents sleeping all night long and 5 – AF, atrial fibrillation, that gives my heart doctors
reasons to worry. I also have had two heart catheterizations, in 1999 and 2006, to check for plugged
arteries, and one heart ablation that technically might qualify for three more purple hearts because of
the anesthesia and temporary scars. I did have two cataract surgeries (see Addendum) that earns me
another two campaign ribbons, but probably not two more purple hearts. Finally, an eye hemorrhage
and a 40 day bronchial infection in 2005 (along with the hernias) caused me to rank that year as
'annus miserables' in my life.

Cardiac Checkup at C.C.
On Dec 3, 2010 I received information from the Cleveland Clinic
records department about a missing piece of my medical history. Judy
and I knew we had seen a cardiologist at C.C. in conjunction with one
of the hip follow up appointments, but neither of us had any idea when
it occurred. We both agreed that the appointment was a disaster. I was
upset at the incompetence of the patient waiting area, and Judy
remembers the doctor as a fat slob. The feedback we did receive while
at C.C. was non-existent; I did get a phone call at home later from the
doctor. So negative were my feelings about the visit that I put the
entire experience out of my memory. (When you read my story in Chapter 15 – Pacemaker, you will
see that my 11 warning signs do not include this visit.)
But as I was wrapping up this book, I went on a ‘fishing expedition.’ I contacted the Records Department at C.C. and requested a list of the dates of ALL my previous appointments. I was told that they
could not give out that type of information. So I mailed in a request for ‘all cardiac visits between 1993
and 1999. A month went by and I heard nothing. Two pre-op visits to the C.C. Campus netted no further information. I had given up on this cardiac request, but I did figure I would seek Borden’s notes
for the two times for which I had specific dates.
Then upon returning home from the left hip redo, I found a package from HealthPort of Atlanta, Ga. It
contained a 10 page report of the ‘forgotten’ cardiac appointment.
So these are the facts. On Aug 16, 1993, we saw Dr. R. G. Trohman of the Cardiac Department. I carried with me the the results of an echo cardiogram done on Jul 21, 1993 and a Holter monitor done on
Jul 22, 1993, both likely ordered by Gary Smith, the referring physician. (One should remember that at
this particular time in my life, I was three months into a 16 month training program in preparation for
the Double Ironman Triathlon. So I was in great physical condition.) The results of Trohman's findings
are in App S, p.788 and pp. 799-805.

B.P.H.18
Benign Prostatic Hyperplasia, or an enlarge prostate gland, is
18 See Addendum (B.P.H.) for more details.
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common in men, particularly in older age. Of all the surgeries and injuries I have had, none have had
the reduction in quality of life like the effects of BPH. My annual prostate check-up showed BPH since
the early 2000s. Following my hernia surgery in September, 2005, I was sent to Dr. Steve Jensen, a
urologist, to remove the urinary catheter. He is a great doctor, but a little aggressive in treatment, and
hopelessly confused on patient scheduling. He put me on Flomax. Just like the commercial says,
within a week I noticed a big difference. I even sent him a note to that effect, and I signed it ‘Superman.’
A couple years later Jensen wanted to do the TURP procedure, trans-urethral resection of the prostate,
which I declined. After one final two hour office wait, I switched to Dr. Bulusu of the same group, but
who was located in Midland. He subsequently switched me to Uroxatral.
Then in August, 2010, Dr. Islam said my AF had returned after her ablation to my left atrium. She put
me on Medtaq, a powerful anti-arrhythmia drug. Judy did some sleuthing and found it had side effects
with Uroxatral. Islam would not budge on taking Medtaq, so I talked Bulusu into switching me back to
Flomax.

Colonoscopy
After putting off this procedure for a couple of years, I finally worked it into my
schedule. Judy had her third one a couple days after her 71st birthday. We went
to a new Endoscopy Center in Midland that had opened just a month earlier,
and we both like the place. I got some encouragement from two male friends,
got a lucky break on the schedule and in less than a week I was ready to go.
As everyone knows, the prep is the worst part. Judy had a morning appointment, so her prep required her to drink the entire 64 oz of Gatorade/Miralax
mix the night before. My afternoon appointment let me drink half the night
before and half the morning of the procedure. Dr. Ernest Ofari-Darko who came to the U.S. 23 years
ago from Ghana, has the ideal personality to do this procedure. You are in and out in 15 minutes, and
Darko can do a patient every 30 minutes when you add in the paperwork and patient consultations.
The Center uses 180 ml of Propofol, the Michael Jackson drug, and one is back awake in 20 minutes.
Also, there are no after effects of drowsiness or memory confusion.
Darko found nothing and told me I did not have to come back for 10 years, which to me means never.
As always there are stories. My nurse had heard all the colonoscopy jokes; she liked the Dave Barry
story the best. The nurse told us about a 60+ woman some years ago, when Polaroid pictures were
given to the patient, sent them out as Christmas cards to her siblings. She included a note that said,
'you always said I was an asshole, so here is the proof.' This same nurse had worked for Arbabi—small
world. Finally, the nurse said the 'probe' used by the doctor went to the intersection between the large
and small intestine—about 5 to 7 feet. Enough said.
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One of the twin bridges, Danville, IN
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Chapter 16

Misc: Pets, Hobbies, Religion & Vacations

Where We Spend Our Spare Time
“If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you
But make allowance for their doubting too,
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or being lied about, don't deal in lies,
Or being hated, don't give way to hating,
And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise:
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with kings--nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you;
If all men count with you, but none too much,
If you can fill the unforgiving minute
With sixty seconds' worth of distance run,
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,
And--which is more--you'll be a Man, my son!

Rudyard Kipling

This chapter is Miscellaneous. I stuck in many stories at the end that came up after
the book was nearly finished. For many people, each of the topics above could be an
entire chapter. For me they were there but not an obsession.
We always had a cat. Less than a month after our marriage, we got this black cat
from Judy’s neighbor on 10th street. Then in Anniston we got Sassy. Most of our
subsequent pets were lost in our memory.
It is not like Judy and I didn’t have any hobbies—we did. Judy in her needle crafts
and I in my woodworking, photography, gardening and home repair.
The religion thing was like vaccines: you get them as a child and they last throughout your life.
Vacations were few and far between—if you want something to write home about.
We integrated family runs with family vacations. Track meets consumed much of
our vacation time.
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Dogs were the pet of choice for the Piper family. I had Skippy at
Five Points—the one that I accidentally whacked in the head with
the ball bat. Then we skipped any dogs until we moved to 660 E.
Broadway. We got another dog, but it was always an outside dog.
My sister Carol was the animal lover, so from 1951 on she saw to
it that we had a dog around. These dogs were not like family
members. We did not walk them or take them to a vet—I don’t
even think Danville had a vet. Judy’s family had similar feelings,
only their dogs were beagles which could go hunting on occasion.
Within a month of our marriage, Judy somehow acquired a cat
from Moneys, her family’s closest neighbor on 10th street. He
lived with us in Lebanon, although I don’t think Mrs. Winborough, our landlord, was too fond of him. With me studying so much and latter working in Midland, I
think the cat slept with Judy more than I did in the first year of our marriage. Names were never a big
deal either with our cats. This first one had a habit of sleeping at the foot of the bed, only under the
covers.
Cat #1 went back to Moneys when we left for military service in Alabama. After the army extended my
service for one more year in September, 1961, we moved from Wilmer to Margarite Street in Anniston.
The apartment had a little more room. For some reason we ordered this dog through the mail. One day
this eight week old puppy arrived in a crate. He was supposed to be a Sheltie, but we had our doubts
about his ancestry. The dog quickly acquired the name Sassy because of his attitude. He barked too
much if we left him behind, but otherwise Sassy was a good companion.
The best story about Sassy was his first swim. Judy was taking these swimming lessons at the local
YMCA — see her story on the minnow badge in Chapter 8. She was rightly proud of herself for learning
the basics of swimming. So this one Sunday we had Sassy with us when we visited a recreation area
that had a pond. Sassy saw something in the water, and he jumped right in and swam out to this
object. Since we had raised Sassy from a pup, we knew he had never even seen water before. Judy was
surprised the dog instinctively could swim, and then she was a little ticked that what had been so
tough for her just came natural to a dog. We brought Sassy back to Midland, and he lived with us for
about six months at our Quincy home. He was quite protective of Judy. If I would wrestle with her on
the floor, Sassy would come after me. One day the meter reader came around. He knocked once on the
back screen door, stepped in and said “meter man.” Sassy was on him like white on rice.
Judy soon got a job at Dow, so Sassy had to stay home along. He chewed on furniture a lot, so ultimately we had to give him up to a friend who lived in the country. I think we never spent enough time
taking Sassy out for exercise. I was not doing much running in 1963, and I remember some years later
commenting that Sassy would have been an ideal companion when I was running 4-6 miles every
morning. That story was confirmed when I heard some details about a hermit lady that lives in our
neighborhood. The only reason you would know she is alive is that her trash cans magically appear and
disappear each Wednesday. It seems that some years ago she bought a Sheltie to keep her company.
But the dog literally died of boredom because he never got out of the house.
The above picture shows Sassy, a cat and I in our “relaxation” mode. Cats came back into our life soon
after our move to Midland. I would say that we had a cat in the house constantly from 1963 until 2001.
The cats never went to the vet, and they never went outside — except for one who would escape whenever he could. We have some pictures with two cats at once, but that was the exception. I cannot
remember a single cat’s name.
Scot and Laura both loved our cats. We have some great pictures of Scot carrying around a cat that was
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almost as big as he was. Later, Scot later would teach one of our cats to jump about 4’ high. After Scot
started his own family, it was strictly dogs. Laura’s family has had a combination of cats and dogs, but
Kent’s allergies have been a factor.
The best cat story occurred when Scot was a baby. When Dad first visits us in Midland, he is really concerned about the presence of a cat near a baby. I think he really believed the old wives tale about a cat
sucking the breath away from a baby. We knew about his general mistrust of cats—see the punting the
cat story in Chapter 7. Ultimately, Dad came around on our cats. We took them home with us on our
annual Thanksgiving and Christmas trips. They stayed in his basement and some sort of cat detente
was reached.
Our last cat was about 13-14 years old, and it was time to put her to sleep. I had been fighting urticaria
for a couple years, so that was enough to convince us to get rid of the cat as well as pull all the carpet
out of the house. We were going to have the underlying hardwood floors sanded and varnished. All
pets and food needed to be removed from the house for 2-3 days, so I was scheduled to take the cat
out to animal control. I actually started to take the cat out a week earlier, but he scratched me when I
tried to put him in a box. I decided to watch the scratch for a week to make sure the cat had not given
me some disease. Then the fateful day arrived. We had cleared out the house and moved the furniture
to the garage. My last chore before turning the house over to the refinisher was to take the cat to the
pound. The day will always be in my memory—9-11-2001.

Hobbies
My feelings about hobbies are somewhat perfunctory—sort of like filling
out a doctor’s office--’What are you hobbies?’ The other side of my feelings
is represented by the saying, “There is a fine line between a hobby and a
fanaticism.” My final quote on the subject is, “avoid any hobby that
requires you to buy a new set of clothes.”
I have always been interested in gardening. I learned first hand when
Mom and Dad put in the landscaping at 660 E. Broadway. We had a big
garden, lots of roses and, of course, mom’s coleus plants. I once even sent
away for flowers, using money I had earned on the paper route (they were
not as advertised, so I learned a valuable lesson on mail order merchandise). I think we even owned a book or two about plants. I have always admired those who earned a
Master Gardener certificate, but I never could get the motivation to do it myself.
The Pipers are, at best, rough carpenters. So when I put down woodworking, I really mean the ability
to saw wood and hammer nails. I have acquired an extensive tool collection, more to repair things
rather than build new stuff. I did build 24’x32’ (1979) garage as well as a 14’x20’ solar porch (1978).
We refinished the basement when the kids were in high school. I always felt comfortable doing wiring
and plumbing jobs as well as carpentry. This situation will be tough to handle when I have to start paying someone to do these menial but expensive tasks. I have belonged to the Midland Woodworkers
Club for the past 8-10 years, but that has served only to highlight the fact that I am way out of their
league.
Photography comes closest to a true hobby. I built a darkroom and furnished it with a Besseler 23C
enlarger. I took a few classes, joined the Midland Camera Club and read countless books. I also
haunted the camera swap meets in Flint and Detroit for deals. And I bought mail order cameras from
the New York shops. I have six 35 mm cameras, now virtually useless and worthless. My general
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cheapness kept me from buying the Canon and Nikon brands, so my camera hobby involved hundreds
instead of thousands of dollars.
The photography hobby led me to make what I consider three mistakes: Polaroid, slides, and small format negatives. Mistakes is a relative term. We have come to realize that Judy’s family did not take any
pictures, so it comes down to “any picture” is better than “no picture.” We have a number of B/W
Polaroids in our photo albums; we have very few color Polaroids—simply because the cost was so high.
The problem is that no negatives are available for any Polaroid picture.
The slide mistake is one of preference. The camera club convinced me that slides were the way to go.
The reasoning is that publishing houses only accepted slides, so that is what the professionals take.
There are also technical and archival issues, but in the end it is a personal preference matter for us
amateur shutterbugs. The end result is that between 1965 and 1975, the prime years my children were
going up, I shot a great deal of slides. They are neatly stored away (in cigar boxes), and are labeled by
year. I know I have 5,000 slides; I might have as many as 10,000. Now that slide scanners have come
down from a couple thousand to a couple hundred dollars, it makes more sense to start converting the
slides to a digital image. Also the prevalence of Photoshop-type software makes it easier to do the necessary color corrections.
The final mistake was small format negatives. This is called 126 which stands for 26mm (vs. 35mm)
regular negatives. There was also a circular format camera, but I don’t think I used this, at least not for
very long. These small negatives are useless for reprints or scanning.
If you refer to Larry as “doing his thing”, that would either be computers, which I covered in Chapter
17 under Computers I Have Owned, or the Midland Community Center, which I covered in Chapter 11.
I need to admit that I have no interest in hunting, fishing, boating or snowmobiles. That is almost sacrilegious to say for a 40+ year resident of Michigan.

Religion
Religion and politics are two subjects never to be discussed in polite
company. So it is with some trepidation that I include this story. My
two dominant thoughts on the subject are: (1) I don’t feel you need to
wear your religious feelings on your sleeve, and (2) religion is like vaccines—you get what you need as a child and that will set your moral
compass and last you the rest of your life.
I think Mom was living the old joke, “I am determined to raise my
children in their father’s religion, if I could only figure out what it is.”
The family did start out attending The Church of the Brethren in Indianapolis when I was about five. But once Dad left for the war and we
moved to Danville, we became Methodists. Mom’s organ playing ability resulted in her attendance for 35 years straight (Janet has the plaque attesting to this fact). The rest
of the family was not far behind. Gramma J was the church secretary, so we knew everything about
everybody in Danville.
A typical Sunday for me growing up would start at 5:30 am when I arose to deliver my 100+ Indianapolis Star papers. Dad might come along about once a month to help out. Then Mom was off to
church, usually with the rest of the family in the same car. That meant we were never late for service.
We each had our own Sunday school class, a particularly galling experience for Dad since Mrs. Armstrong, my obnoxious English teacher, was now his teacher. He could see right through her pompous
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orations, and he was not beneath voicing his displeasure when we got home. I never heard him swear,
but Mrs. Armstrong drove him to say worse things. Dad and us four kids walked the block from the
Methodist Church to Gramma J’s house after services were over. We waited for Mom and Gramma J
to close up the church and join us. Gramma J. had one of the first TVs—black and white—so Dad was
eager to watch some of the pro football game. At that time there was only one game on TV, narrated by
Red Grange. We stayed for the noon meal about once a month.
We had two good ministers and one dud while I was in my formative years. We had church potluck
dinners about once a month, and everyone seem to get along. The Christian Church seemed to be the
most popular church in town, but maybe I felt that way because they had a gymnasium and ping pong
table as well as sponsoring the Scouting troop. The Quakers were a little “weird” and the Catholics
were very few in number. We had a Presbyterian church, but it burnt down. Strangely enough, we did
not have a Baptist congregation.
Religious services were a natural part of school activities, and it was deeply ingrained in my classmates. Of the 28 boys (and 27 girls) in my graduation class, four of the boys are now ministers. When I
receive the usual forwarded email from my high school classmates, the only topic more popular that
religion is military service—of which 20 guys served.
Judy’s family were Jehovah's Witnesses, a bone of contention when we first started dating. Once my
Mother and Gramma J. got their noses back in shape, I could handle the rest. Once you throw out
some of the idiosyncratic ideas and practices, we both pretty much were following the same moral
compass. But then we discovered that we could do without regular church attendance. We never formally joined any church, and we seemingly violated the first rule of raising children: we did not regularly attend any services. But the results have turned out splendidly.
I read the Bible cover to cover my senior year at Purdue, I took a course on philosophy of religion and
spent some time attending different churches in Midland. I found few preachers I wanted to hear.

Donations and Money
Donating money has never been very high in my priorities. This feeling is a reflection of my attitude towards money in general—money is
not a motivating force in my life. On the other hand time and knowledge are much more valuable quantities (to me), and I will donate
them freely to others. The other negative factor at work on monetary
donations is the element of salesmanship. I made it clear in Chapter 1—Sales Meetings that I was
turned off for life by my early exposure to high pressure sales techniques.
I became aware of money donations at the end of WW II. I remember each person in my first grade
class was expected to bring a quarter to school each Friday to buy another stamp in their War Bond
book. Eventually, you would get $18.75 worth of stamps in your book which could be redeemed for
$25.00 in 10 years. The same thing was going on in the work force. Workers were expected to contribute a significant portion of their paycheck to war bonds. These contributions, under the guise of patriotism, were social strong-armed tactics, with lists published of who bought the most bonds, and who
might not be buying any bonds. (The wise worker would fork over the money on Friday and then cash
in the bond on Monday at the local Post Office.)
At some point the local fund raising groups got together and combined their efforts into a single organization. This was known as the Community Fund or the United Fund. It made economic and political
sense to combine fund raising efforts as well as have a central board to oversee where the money was
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being allocated and spent. I never had any problems with this arrangement, and I gladly ponied up my
share. (Of course there were always those who had an issue with one agency, and hence would not give
anything to the entire Fund. The Red Cross was particularly hated by older workers because of its perceived misuse of funds for the soldiers in WW II.) However, the local Fund soon got its hooks into
every workplace. Overzealous campaign chairmen would literally twist arms until your contribution
met their expectations. Stories abound at Dow Chemical of bosses signing their pledge cards in front of
their employees, and then waiting for them to do likewise, with the amount suggested by the boss.
(Again, a wise employee might sign for one amount under pressure, but then change his pledge later
much like you could do for income tax withholding.)
More insidious at my workplace, Dow Chemical, was the constant attempt by your fellow workers to
collect for their current cause. It was usually something that involved their kids, but it could be their
favorite Club’s fund raising or even their church bazaar. Of course, each person’s appeal was that his
or her cause was “so worthwhile”--on occasion I might ask them to name me one fund raising cause
than wasn’t worthwhile. If you gave to one fund, you had to give to them all. So I adopted the policy of
politely saying no to all solicitations. The word got out that Piper was not an easy mark. I think the
worst offender was Randy Croyle, the last of five bosses I had in the Methocel Plant. He had a number
of strange tactics—including holding a staff meeting at 7:00 am every day which effectively squeezed
another hour’s work out of everyone from the normal 8 to 5 workday. Since something like 11 of the 15
people at this staff meeting smoked, I was very unhappy with this arrangement. But Randy was known
for closing his staff meeting with his latest attempt to raise money for his kids. This happened about
once a month. He was blatant in his approach. I’m sure my refusal hurt my career, but I was 25 years
into my 32 years at Dow, so I wasn’t going anywhere.
The door-to-door salesmen are also not very successful at my home. The magazine, yard work and new
windows salesmen get dismissed out of hand. The children, for the most part, also are sent packing,
usually with a standard excuse. About one in ten will touch my heart, and I will succumb to their sales
pitch.
Phone salesmen are dead meat. If they get out more than 3-4 words, I am falling down on the job.
With phone ID, many of the unsolicited calls can be ignored. I have yet to utter these words to phone
solicitors, but I so want to: “I see you did not pay much attention in your high school classes”, the
implication being that marginal high school graduates can’t find any other job than flipping burgers or
telephone sales.
Twice in my life I have intentionally let a salesmen give me his spiel. I did this for the educational
value. This first time was around 1975 when we were on a vacation to Florida. We were staying right
across from Busch Gardens at a Days Inn. The weather was pouring down rain, and we were ‘t going to
be able to go anywhere that day. Suddenly we receive this call of a “free” offer to check out vacation
and/or retirement property. Since the day was shot, I thought why not. (It was apparent that Days Inn
had sold our registration name/profile to this land developer, an arrangement that was illegal in my
mind.) So the four of us got on this tour bus along with 15-20 other families and rode an hour to the
development site. While someone looked after our kids, Judy and I were subjected to intense sales
pressure that included a tour and a couple slick salesmen. I wasn’t interested in property in Florida,
and had I been, I would have bought a lot from someone who was already an owner, but trying to get
out of his contract. When I said this to the chief sales closer, he couldn’t usher us out of the room fast
enough. On the bus ride back, we all laughed and joked about the sales techniques. However, one older
couple had actually signed up. I think we made them feel bad, and I suspect they backed out at their
first opportunity. A footnote to this story is that about 10 years earlier I had accepted a free dinner in
return for a pitch to buy vacation land in Land of the Lakes, Mecosta, MI. The deal wasn’t too bad, but
I just was not interested in property, either for vacation or resale. The fact that I don’t play golf is
another turnoff for me.
My second educational encounter with a salesmen involved a blatant pyramid scheme. My former boss
in Styron, Jim Hyde, invited me to another of these “free” dinners. He would not tell me what it was
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about, but he said was making extra money on the side. The outfit’s name is lost in my memory,
Reynolds comes to mind. Their business model was selling cleaning supplies door-to-door. They gave
away a quart sample on the first visit, with the premise they would return for an actual sale. I actually
went back for a second sales pitch the next day. But I had other things going in my life: night school,
coaching, paddleball tournaments and road racing. And as I said at the start, making more money has
never been a strong motivating factor in my life. For the head salesman at Reynolds, money was the
ONLY thing in his life. It was interesting to hear his story about how he researched, and sometimes
invested in, various business opportunities until he found Reynolds. He had gotten in on the ground
floor of a pyramid scheme, so a part of every subsequent sales person’s profits funneled into his pockets.
The final story under “there are no free lunches” category involves retirement. Once I left Dow, I was
flooded with free dinner offers from various banks, stock brokers and investment counselors. Again, I
was curious where they got my name. I made some inquiries on my own and discovered: the stock brokers were going to take about 10% for their advice, the banks wanted about 6% up front and every year
thereafter and the investment counselors were in the 5 to 10% just for their advice. I did have a couple
conversations with a bond salesman whose sales fee were 1.0 to 1.5%. So I passed on all the free dinners and their subsequent high investment fees. My retirement investments were all done by me—after
all what is a MBA degree good for?
The final category of donations would be for a fund raiser where tickets are sold, or a 50-50 drawing
that many groups hold to raise money, or even the state run lottery. While I often state that state lotteries are for people who flunked math, I would have to say that the 50-50 drawings offer some of the
best odds for wining. In general I avoid all these ticket drawings. However, if you are pressed for a last
minute gift, buying someone $5 to $20 worth of lottery tickets can be a solution. Who knows, they
might win a million!

Vacations
I remember very few family vacations as a kid. My sister Janet
agrees. We went to Wyandotte Cave in southern Indiana once and
to the Cinerama in Cincinnati a couple times. When there was only
Janet and I, the family took an overnight camping trip in southern
IN. We slept in a mountain tent (which I still have). I recall this trip
because we camped in the front of a gas station. Dad was upset that
the guy wanted 50c for us to stay there. Once Dad became YMCA
camp director in 1951, summers were out for vacations. I did attend
the YMCA camp in 1950, 1951 and 1952, and the Methodist Church camp in Lafayette, IN, in 1951 and
1952. The school system did not have “spring breaks”. Families just did not have the time, money or
inclination to take vacations.
Judy remembers the same was true with her family. They might attend a religious assembly once a
year, but that was about it for any out of state travel. Cameras were both rare and expensive, so most of
the documentation of these trips was never made. Both Judy and Janet recall their dads taking the
family to a Danville restaurant to have a “basket” meal. This was a rare treat, maybe a couple times a
year.
The irony of the vacation question is that Dow had a very generous vacation policy. I started off with 14
days a year, and that became 20+ days within five years. So here I am with all these vacation days and
no where to go. (The military had a 30 day per year vacation policy, and I ended up taking pay for 41
days after my 18 month tour of duty is up.) My recollection is that much of my vacation time was spent
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either studying for night school classes or doing “maximum workout” training days. Our getaways
were family runs on the weekend, for which no vacation days were used. I frequently took pay in lieu of
vacation each year for as much as 5 to 10 days.
Judy and I have had three legitimate vacations: a week in the Smoky Mountains for our honeymoon,
3-4 days in Florida in October, 1962, between my separation from the military and going back to work
at Dow, and a week at the Worlds Fair in NYC in 1964.
The four Pipers have taken numerous trips, mostly of the 2-3 day variety. I made up a list off the top
of my head—see Appendix L. I have counted three trips to Disney World, three trips to Anniston, AL,
at least three times to Cedar Point twice to Chicago Museum, and once to Murtle Beach, St Louis Cardinals and Kings Island. Almost every Thanksgiving and Christmas the family made the trip from Midland to Danville to see our parents—a serious time commitment as well as dangerous weather
traveling.
After we got rid of the kids, Judy and I went on a few other places: Henry Ford & Greenfield Museum,
many times to Cedar Point, Dayton Air Force Museum, Algoma RR, a few quilt shows and many bike
rides. My favorite bike ride has been the Copper Country ride each fall at Houghton Lake, MI. It
started out called a 125 mile, but later became a 200K ride. The trip is an eight hour trip from Midland, so it ends up being a three day trip.
I have chosen to write about five of these: the Worlds Fair, Sanibel Island, the bike trips that Scot and I
took, and two particularly harrowing experiences on our holiday trips to Danville.

1964 Worlds Fair in NYC
It all started for me in 1956. My summer boss, Wayne Foster,
was a Purdue graduate who ran his father's construction company in Indianapolis. The Brussels World fair was underway.
Wayne suggested to me that young as I was, I could hop a ship
and work my way overseas, and take in the fair. I should do
this while I still could. I knew he was right, but I didn't have
the same risk-taking outlook on life that he had. Hell, very few
people had.
So when the New York World's Fair became a reality after
years of political bickering, I began thinking about attending
it. After the usual politics, Moses created a Worlds Fair, to run
in the summers of 1964 and 1965. Located in Queens, some of the structures were to remain. Then I
had a change in jobs and the guy next to me was a trainee from Spain. Spain had one of the premier
pavilions at the Fair, so every day I am hearing how great it was. We made plans to attend in the fall of
1964.
We made contact with Marty Jacobs, my college roommate, and he invited us to drop by and he would
show us New York city. So we made plans to attend. Our strategy was to stay out in NJ where we could
leave the car at the motel, ride the bus each day to the Port Authority building, and then ride the subway out to Queens to the Fair. I recall our motel room was $12 a day and we paid a little under a dollar
apiece to ride the bus and the subway each day. Judy thinks it cost about $5-6/day to get into the Fair.
We drove through Canada to get to upper New York. We went through Newburgh, where Marty lived,
and I remember it as an older city. We actually drove the car part way into New York City just to get a
“feel” of what it was like. Marty met us the first night and we went to a Yankee baseball game. Looking
back we should have used Marty as a guide and seen more of the city. But Judy had been to NYC twice
before, and we weren't interesting in eating out.
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My one word memories of the Fair would be: routine, tired, cold, camera, Pieta, El Cid, no fear. Our
plans were great. The NJ motel was an ideal home base. A small neighborhood grocery store was close
by where we could buy food for our morning and evening meals which we ate in our motel room. The
bus stop was a block away. The city was well prepared with clean subway cars to handle Fair traffic at
the Port Authority. I would estimate we spent an hour or less each day on our trip from the motel
room to the Fair entrance.
The weather was somewhat cool, so we wore a windbreaker most days. I know the 7Up pavilion gave
out free drinks, but it was too cool much of the time for soda. We had a new camera and took a lots of
pictures. Unfortunately, they were all slides, so we cannot pull out an album to view our experiences.
I was fascinated by the Mexican display which featured these four guys who dove off this tower, and
descended to the ground while their bungee-cord type ropes slowly unwound. They performed a half
dozen times each day, so it was hard to miss their show. The theme piece of the Fair was a large steel
globe, but once you had taken a few dozen pictures, you ignored it. The most photogenic pavilion was
one from RCA. It had various color plastic panels in the ceiling. I remember taking a flash photo
directly into their color camera and it was 'blinded' for a minute or two. The must-see pavilion was
from Italy. They had the Pieta, a Michaelangelo statue, on display. It took an hours wait, and you were
whisked by on a moving platform in 30 seconds, but even this crusty old guy was impressed.
The moving walkway was employed by all the displays. This virtually eliminated any people bottlenecks. The GM pavilion was the largest. It had the most futuristic displays, mainly of miniature freeways where cars traveled automatically by sensors in the road. The other big display was El Cid's
sword in the Spanish pavilion. I was surprised at how thin it was.
As I write this story from memory, it is clear to me that I need to dig out the slides and relive our trip.
(I was active in the Midland Camera Club during this period of my life, and slides were supposedly the
way to go. All the pros shot slides. Of course the pros were interested in getting their photos published,
which required a slide. But this format doesn't work for personal and family photos. I have thousands
of slides of this 3-5 year slice of my life that are buried in some box.)
The international pavilions were all wonderful, but now they are just a blur. Another memorable experience was this guy playing an organ. But that is like saying the Pieta was just another statue. The
guidebook said Mighty Wurlitzer. It was a tricked-out, six keyboard, neon lighted, electronically amplified, organ with this maniac at the controls. He was money well spent by the organizers.
I don't remember any rides of the Six Flags variety. Pavilions were more educational than propaganda.
We lost our camera after five days, but we had pretty much shot everything by then. In retrospect I
think NYC was the last of the World Fairs. I am glad we invested the time, money and effort into this
adventure.

Sanibel Island
After leaving the Army on 9 Oct 1962, we spent a few days in Florida. Our moving van was going to
take a week to reach Michigan, either at Selfridge A.F. base or a base in Detroit. We drove into Florida
and stayed around Clearwater and Ft. Myers. (Disney World was not yet build.) I think we may have
driven into Miami, but I don’t recall spending any time at Cape Canaveral. We did spend one day at
Sanibel Island, the sea shell hunters paradise. You still had to take a ferry to reach the island, a fact
that was about to change with the coming of a bridge. (We went back some 20 years later, and the
place had changed from an isolated paradise to an overrun tourist trap.)
Looking back in history, we spent a few days in Florida, out of touch with the world, while 50 miles
away the U.S. almost went to war in Cuba. It was fortuitous that we spent this time, because the opportunity would not come around for another 10 years. We did bring home a couple sea shells, but noth-
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ing we could not have bought for a couple bucks at any tourist shop.

Scot + I Bike Trips
The original reason for taking a long bike
trip has been lost. Certainly Scot and I were
in good condition, both from running and
bike riding. He had a 24” bike and I had a
26” bike, both of the K-Mart variety. I don’t
recall ever taking so much as an overnight
bike trip before. We outfitted both bikes
with a rear carrier over which we fasten a
rear pannier. We had a 5’ flexible flag
attached to the rear wheel to improve our
visibility. I had three maps from the U. S.
Geological Department that showed the
one mile road increments about 1/8” apart.
But we had no specific route or time schedule. The idea was to be in Ft Wayne to run a
marathon the following Sunday. So the second Monday in July, 1976, Scot and I left Midland about 9 am. I remember we had a flat tire before
even getting out of the city limits. But we pressed on, and by the first night we were at the fairgrounds
in Ithaca, a 60-70 mile trip. We were not carrying any sleeping bags or tent. We had a couple blankets
and, as a last second addition, a bug screen blanket. The weather was much cooler at night than one
might expect, but it was the bug screen that saved us.
We had room in our panniers to carry enough food so that we did not have to worry about where to
eat. We would rise early, eat a good, commercial breakfast, bike till about noon, find a shady spot to
eat lunch and rest, bike another 3-4 hours, eat supper, and find some place to sleep for the night. The
second night we stayed in a graveyard near Potterville. The weather had warmed up somewhat because
we were a 100 miles further south.
The third day we found ourselves in southern MI as the day wound down. I could see the skies were
looking bad. So we pulled into a private campground. We may have gotten a little rain that night, and I
was glad we were in a relatively safe spot.
The fourth day found us on familiar roads that had now been bypassed by U. S. 69. We stopped at a
couple mom and pop stores that I had blown past many times on our car trips. We were feeling good,
but the weather was getting hot. By the end of the fourth day we needed some rest. We pulled into the
Pokagon State Park in northern IN, and went for a short swim. I can’t remember what we paid, but it
was peanuts at Pokagon and not much more for the private camp ground on the third night.
Pokagon was memorable. I was tired, and I crawled into our makeshift sleeping area. We put our blankets under a picnic table with the bug netting draped over the whole table. I fell asleep early, but Scot
stayed up talking to the people in the next camp site and, as I found out later, feeding a stray raccoon.
About two in the morning, I hear something munching. I started to sit up and promptly banged my
head on the underneath side of the picnic table. Only later did I find out that Scot had been feeding
him earlier, so he had come back for another meal.
The next day was the toughest part of the ride. The wind picked up, and we had to ride into the teeth of
a 15-20 mile per hour wind as we rode due west on U.S. 6 into Kendallville. Scot was getting tired by
then, so he needed to draft me all the way. We stopped at the saw mill to rest for a half an hour. We
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stayed that night at my Uncle Wendell’s home. We slept on his back porch.
We bailed out early the next day, but Uncle Wendell did come out on his bike to see us off. The sixth
day on the road would not be possible today because this particular area north of Ft. Wayne is built up.
We did have to negotiate some limited access cloverleafs because there was no other way for bicycles
to get into Ft. Wayne. We met Judy and Laura, who had driven down that day from Midland, at a prearranged motel. Our bike trip had covered about 300 miles in 6 days of riding.
The next day I ran the Ft. Wayne marathon. I can’t remember how I did; I think I had to quit at the
halfway mark because my leg was sore.
A couple years later I made this bet with Scot that if he could ride his bike 100 miles a day for seven
straight days, I would buy him a motorcycle. He made it and we had this 75 cc cycle around the yard.
When Scot was 15 in 1980 we decided to take another bike trip. Our planning again was minimal, but
our goals were well defined. We wanted to ride the car ferry across Lake Michigan and back. Our bikes
were the same as before, and again we only took a couple blankets each plus the mosquito netting. Our
timing was a little later in the summer because the weather would be cooler going north.
So again we took off on a Monday. The first day we rode a little later into the evening, and I remember
a couple passing cars throwing stuff at us. That told me to quit for the evening. We stayed at a KOA
camp ground just south of Cadillac. The next morning we had a big meal just north of Cadillac, and
then we rode to Interlocken State Park. Even though the park was full, they will always make room for
bikers. Interlocken is a destination in itself; we wandered around for a couple hours to see some of the
student practices. I was impressed with the music library. They had sheet music for every possible
instrument for a gazillion songs.
We checked on directions with the park ranger before leaving the next morning. That turned out to be
a mistake. He said something like 10-12 miles when it was more like 15-20 miles. And it was hilly. And
it was hot. That was the worst day of our trip. We pulled into the little town of Benzonia shortly after
noon. We wandered into the public library—which was air conditioned. After 30 minutes of cooling,
we found something to eat. We then headed off for Frankfort.
The second half of the day was not too bad. We rolled into Frankfort, MI, about 4 pm and went
straight to the ferry dock. The next ferry was due in about 6 pm with a scheduled departure of 7 pm. So
we went back into town and got something to eat. We were watching the local sports team practice
while eating our supper. I hear a boat whistle, but I don’t think much about it. We get back to the ferry
dock about 6:30 and are told that the captain decided to leave early. At that moment I understood the
saying that the captain of a ship is God. So we are stuck for nearly six hours until the next ferry leaves
at midnight. The waiting room at Frankfort is not a place to relax. Every time I would doze off, somebody would bang the screen door. About 11 pm the next ferry comes in. It was designed to haul railroad cars and trucks. We watched them load the rail cars, and I would say that was the most dangerous
job I have ever seen.
Finally, when the last two trucks are loaded, we are allowed to push our bikes in next to the trucks.
This ferry was not designed to carry passengers. There were a few staterooms, but we had paid the
minimum to ride—about $5 apiece. So we spent the 4-5 hour trip in the dark, walking around the deck
or siting inside on some hard benches. It is light when we reach Kewaunee, and we had lost an hour to
CDT. Nothing is open yet, so we start down the road to Manitowoc. No one is moving at this hour
except one Wisconsin police car who pulls us over and warns us not to ride our bikes down the middle
of the highway.
We get to the ferry before noon, and this time we have a real passenger ship. It is an experience to
watch the workers load the cars, backing them up these long, flimsy ramps. We are again the last to
load. This time we have an inside area to ride, and there are drinks and sandwiches for sale. I never
spend money on such occasions, but at least it was nice to know we could have gotten something to
eat. We arrive in Ludington about 7 pm. After some chow, we head east on U.S. 10. Just outside of
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town we pass this large cemetery. Since it is approaching 8 pm, we decide to spend the night there.
We hit the road early the next morning, and ended up making the entire 115 miles home in a single
day. I am pretty sure we came all the way on U.S. 10; normally I would not be riding on a major highway. In this case I don’t think we had any other choice. I don’t remember the traffic being particularly
hazardous. The last 20-30 miles we rode in the rain, the only bad weather we had encountered in
either of the two bike trips. I don’t think we had planned on being home quite as soon, because I
stopped at North Bradley, which is 20 miles from home, and called Judy. Without the luxury of cell
phones at this time, we had been out of contact with home base for the entire trip. Reminiscence of my
1960 experience in Florida around the Cuban Crisis, I did carry a small radio on both of these bike
trips.
A few years later the ferry quit running out of Frankfort, and the prices went way up on the Ludington
ferry. One of the ferry boats named Midland was retired from service. So Scot and I were fortunate to
catch the end of an era.
The following year Laura and I made an overnight bike trip to the Bay City State Park. We camped in a
tent and rode home the next day. That was a 38 mile round trip, about Laura’s limit for bike riding. I
never have gotten Judy to make a bike camping trip, and now my sleeping on the ground days are
about over.

Leaking Fuel Pump
One of our Christmas trips home we had car trouble. The trip is memorable, both from what happened and because we had never had car problems before nor since.
The kids were about six and eight. The routine was the same: get out of
work early and leave Midland about noon, drive straight through, and
reach my parents house after dark on Christmas eve. It was stupid to push
so hard with little time leeway, but we were young. This particular trip put us at the edge of Indianapolis about 5:45 pm. I noticed something was funny with the car, and I pulled into a service station at the
corner of I-465 and U.S. 36. He was just turning out the lights, ready to go home to his own Christmas.
We raised the hood, and you could see gas spurting from the fuel pump area. In those days the fuel
pump was located on the side of the engine block rather than inside the gas tank as it is now. The
weather was cold, there would be no other service stations open, and I didn't see much of a fire potential. What I did see was the possibility of losing all my gas before the final 20 miles to Danville. We still
had a quarter of a tank. I bought a pack of gum, handed everyone a stick, and then made a “field”
repair by packing the gum around the leaking fuel gasket.
We made it OK, parked the car inside Dad's garage and the day after Christmas bought and installed a
replacement gas pump and gasket from the local auto parts store.
A couple years later we did have another “incident” with the car. It was on the return trip from
Danville to Midland. The weather was brutally cold. We were driving a 1969 Chevy that had been a
fleet car for Dow Chemical. I later had Coles of Sanford do some major engine work on it.
We were about 85% of the way home. It was very late Sunday night and we had reached Breckenridge.
The bank temperature sign said zero. The heater was not putting out much heat. The engine was not
running smoothly, and there was some concern that I could keep it running. At this time there were no
open gas stations north of Lansing after 10 pm on Sundays. The final 40 miles home would all be on
county, wind-swept roads. Our motto was always “press on regardless”, so Judy and the kids wrapped
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up in blankets, and I nursed the car home.

Slippery Hill Climb
Perhaps our scariest trip home for the holidays occurred in an ice storm. We
made it past Fort Wayne before driving conditions seriously deteriorated.
One time later, when Judy was taking Laura back to college, they were
forced to hole up in a motel about here. There was not that much snow, but
the road was slippery. By the time we reached the I-465 off ramp from I-69,
conditions were really bad. I drove about 10 mph, mainly to keep lots of distance between me and the few other cars on this ramp. We made it the next
10 miles to the U.S. 36 cutoff without further problems. As we eased through
this exit ramp, I figured we were out of danger. The traffic was almost
nonexistent. I rolled into the town of Avon, and I could almost smell my
Mother's home cooking.
Then we saw the hill just outside Avon. It is steep, but I probably could have made it if I was the only
car on the road. But the scene ahead will stay with me forever. Cars were sliding all over the road as
they tried to climb this hill. It reminded me of a Dodge-Em ride at the carnival. We took one look and
decided to go back and take the next east-west road. This was known as 10 th street, and Judy had lived
there all her days as a kid. We were therefore very familiar with the back roads. Brilliant idea. God
knows what those other cars ended up doing that night.
But 10th street also has a steep hill, it is late at night and we can see at least one car ahead of us cannot
make it up this hill. Now what do we do. Well Judy remembers that there is another easy-west road
north of us. Her brother had lived in this area for a time after he was first married. We are talking
about an unpaved, gravel road. But we take it, there is little or no hill, and we arrived home without
losing more than 10 minutes to the whole ordeal.
As a footnote to this hill incident, a few years later the media ran an expose' about one of the GM cars
being a fire hazard. Only they had “staged” the alleged fire scene. The location was near one of these
back roads we took to get home that night. The cars were obtained from an Avon junk yard. I have
always felt the entire plot was uncovered by a GM VP who just happened to grow up in this area, and
recognized the terrain from the TV expose’. You never know when knowledge of the back roads is
going to come in handy.

Cedar Point
From the time the kids were 8 to 10 the family made an annual trip to Sandusky, OH. It was a one
night stay plus a full day of riding and shows. We never spent much on food, and the water park was
not yet a feature for the kids. Good entertainment for a good price. What I liked most was the thrill of
the rides. We went on everything. From day one there was the Blue Streak, The Gemini, The
Corkscrew and a couple wooden coasters. Since then, Cedar Point has added a major coaster about
every other year. I was always amazed when other guys would say that they could not handle roller
coasters.
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After the children were gone, Judy and I continued to visit Cedar
Point about every other year. When a new roller coaster was added,
we looked forward to riding it. Fortunately, we got nearly as much
enjoyment from the half dozen stage shows. As we got older, the rides
got more scary, and our bodies less tolerant of the beating you took
on most rides. By 1999 with my by-pass surgery we had to forgo most
of the rides.
Then the back problems followed by back fusion surgery followed by
pacemaker surgery essentially put an end to the chance to even go to
Cedar Point. Still the idea was in the back of my head that once I
recovered, I could do the rides once again. But that fateful Sunday I
heard Dr. Isadore Rosenfeld on Fox Sunday House Call say that not
only should older people should stay away from coasters, but especially those with any sort of heart problems. Those on blood thinner
or implanted devices are definitely out.
So it seems that my Cedar Point days have passed. A number of years
ago the Senior ticket prices were lowered to children’s prices. The last time I checked, Seniors had to
pay the full Adult price. If that remains in effect, that makes the shows about $9 apiece for us.

Dayton Air Force Museum
I cannot remember who put us on to
the Dayton Air Force Museum, DAFM.
The first time we visited, the kids had
moved out, so we could linger on the
exhibits we liked best. And who with a
military background could not fall in
love with the DAFM. There was a plane
from every era starting with a Wright
flyer up to a Blackbird and a U2. The
Museum is not only free to attend, but
it is staffed by volunteer personnel with
WW II experience. I estimate we have
been there four or more times.
We must have taken 100 film pictures the first time we visited, and closer to 300 digital pictures on
subsequent trips. The museum consists of two (now three) humungous hangers that house the bulk of
their collection. Another 30-40 planes are parked outside on a runway next to a reconstructed WW II
control tower. The final part of the museum is a five acre memorial park with stone monuments to
every Air Force unit from WW II. The only downside of the museum is that they do not have any Army
or Navy planes.
The Museum is actually on the site of the Wright-Patterson Air Force base. The SR-80 Blackbird was
flown into the base when it was donated to the Museum. Over 20,000 people showed up just to see
this phenomenal plane land in 1990. The above picture is from April 18, 2010, when the 68 th anniversary of the Doolittle Raid was celebrated by eight B-25s.
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Okefenokee Swamp
In the spring of 1962 I had an opportunity to visit the Okefenokee Swamp. Lyon Gardner, who was a
fellow worker at my military job in the Chemical Corps School, was likely the instigator of this adventure. Lyon, who had a degree in zoology with a special interest in birding, was the ideal companion. It
was like having your own personal National Park Ranger as a guide. Lyon and I wrangled a three day
pass from our boss, Major Jansen. That effectively meant we could venture beyond our normal 25 mile
range restriction that applied even though we were both 2nd Lts. Except for returning to Danville for
five days after I was extended in October, 1961, I never left my military station in 18 months.
We traveled in Lyon’s Volkswagen. We each took our standard military issue canteen, blanket and
half-tent. I don’t think either of us had a camera or even sun glasses. The Swamp area was still in a
very primitive state with no tourist amenities whatsoever. I cannot even remember the closest city – it
may have been Waycross, GA. I have no tangible evidence of this adventure, so everything I write is
from memory.
The Swamp was only used by fishermen. Anyone who went into the Swamp had to come out each
night. There was literally no solid ground within the Swamp. Boat paths about 10 feet wide had been
cut in the grass so that boats could get in and out and presumably not get lost. We were told that only
the Boy Scouts were ever given permission to stay in the Swamp overnight. There was very little shade
because most trees were not that tall.
The Swamp entrance point consisted of a boat livery, a crude camping area (at no cost) and a shower
area. I would say maybe 10 boats went into the Swamp the day we were there. All had motors – so they
could quickly get deeper into the Swamp where the fishing, presumably, was better. Lyon and I rented
a canoe (our only expense) without a motor. We were both young and strong, familiar with canoe handling, and did not want to scare the game. We each took a sack lunch. I think we were also carrying a
snake-bike kit.
What we saw, in order of numbers, were birds, turtles, gators and snakes. (Don’t ask me whether they
were alligators or crocodiles or both.) The day was sunny and hot, so we both got sunburned. I remember at noon we moved our canoe to one side of the water path to take advantage of some shade. For
some reason we soon decided to move because we had seen a gator in the area. Sure enough, once we
moved, a gator surfaced; he had been right underneath us! I would say the water was 4 to 6 feet deep,
everywhere. We never saw any solid ground. Okefenokee means “land of quaking ground.” We did no
fishing nor did we try to capture any “specimens.”
After 6 to 8 hours we returned to our camp ground. We were both fried from the sun. I took what was
the worst shower experience in my life. The water was cold and it smelled like sulfur, but in my burnt
condition it was a relief. We ate some food that we had brought along, and I crawled into our pup tent
and fell asleep. Lyon said later that night a deer came up and nosed my head, but I never stirred.
What I missed was the opportunity to talk with a fellow camper. He seemed to be traveling around the
country in his RV. There was no electricity in this camping area, but that was no problem since his RV
appliances ran on propane. When I got up at dawn on the next morning, he was gone. I have often
thought about this guy and his RV, and how it might be nice to travel around the U.S. on your own. Of
course, gas was still $0.31 a gallon. Many years later we went through Waycross, GA, to check out the
Swamp. Everything was built up and converted to state and national wild life areas. I recognized nothing. This was similar to my experience when we went back to Sanibel Island.
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Chess at Purdue
My freshman year I struck up a friendship with Tom. He lived on the first floor of
Cary West, but our paths likely would never have crossed because we were just two
of over 200 residents. Our common link was tennis--both of us had listed tennis in
our background profile for Cary Hall freshman. Tom contacted me and asked if I
wanted to play. We only played once; Tom later admitted when he saw how I
threw up the ball for my first serve, he knew he was in trouble.
Tom was the classic nerd. He was going to major in physics, so he had the same
tough courses that engineer's took—although probably not the course load. He was
a good looking kid with some athletic talents, but he organized his life to a fault.
The Sunday noon meal was a formal affair in Cary West—suit and tie—so it was a
change of pace in college life. Tom had set aside one hour following the meal for
“recreation.” We started playing a game of chess on most Sundays. I never thought of myself as a good
chess player, but we played about even.
These games went on for a month or so, but we drifted apart. Then one Sunday I was walking through
the student union when I discovered a major chess match underway. Samuel Reshevsky was playing
all comers, simultaneously. There were 20 to 30 players sitting on the outside of tables arranged in a
square. Inside the square was Sammy, walking around making his move as he advanced from player to
player. Then I spotted Tom who was one of a dozen “survivors.” I sat down with Tom and we played
until we were the next to last to be defeated.
Reshevsky, age 45 in the fall of 1956, was still the U.S. Chess champion. It wasn't until 1958 that he lost
this title to Bobby Fischer. Sammy had been a true child chess prodigy from about age 8 on. At age 11
he defeated 19 of 20 players at West Point—he tied the 20th. The emotion of watching (and playing) in
a simultaneous chess exhibition is almost beyond comprehension.
But the best story about Tom was yet to come. Later that fall I asked Tom why he was not available to
play chess on Sunday. He had pledged a fraternity. Tom was the last person you would figure to go that
route. But Tom explained to me that he saw himself going down a career path that scared him. In
Tom's own words he saw the world, at least the technical one he was studying, as being a series of
questions. Someone would formulate the question and then write it down on a piece of paper. The
paper would be slid under the door of a room that contained the “expert” on the subject. Pretty soon
another paper would be slid back out the door, ostensibly with the answer. Tom viewed himself as
becoming the person behind that door. I'm not sure whatever happened to Tom, but I suspect that is
because he left Cary West.
I myself also pledged a fraternity later that fall—Acacia was the name, I think.
Tom's voice may have had something to do with that decision. But I felt the social
and financial benefits were not sufficient to offset my costs in time and hassle, so I
quit after two days. It was a decision that I never regretted.

Meals On Wheels
The summer of 2004 I decided to ride my bicycle to every senior center within a 35
to 45 mile radius of Midland. I would eat the noon meal at the center, visit with
some of the patrons, if possible, and then ride back home. I described my efforts on
my website: http://www.pipers-place.net/meals.htm .
The end result was that I managed to visit over 30 senior centers. The entire affair turned out to be one
big social experiment, although that was not the reason I did it. The fact that I had turned 65 may have
been a driving force. I had no preset goals or agenda, just a desire to visit as many centers as possible.
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(I have seen PhD reports that were written with far less data and time spent collecting the data.)
First the rules. In my region of Michigan the senior centers serve one meal a day, the noon meal. If you
are over 60, you could eat for $2.00 that summer. Younger people, of which I never saw any, were
charged $5.00. Each center require 24 hours notice that you would be eating on any given day, so that
forced you to watch the weather very carefully. (Of course, the true meaning of Meals on Wheels were
the meals that volunteer drivers took to individual’s homes.)
The unwritten rules would include the following. First, you needed to be a strong rider who could ride
2-3 hours, eat a full meal and then ride another 2-3 hours home. Secondly, and probably the most
important factor, would be the necessity of safe roads to ride on. In this regard, I think Michigan is
unique among the states. We have a multitude of roads running both east-west and north -south that
are safe. Next, you need a good map, primarily to measure an exact distance. I was able to consistently
average 13.5 mph so as to arrive within 10 minutes of the start of a meal. Finally, you needed to be
organized and have a detailed plan. Some centers skip a day each week; some centers ate at 11:30 am
and others at 12:00 noon; you don’t want to take two long trips back-to-back.
The experience was, for the most part, positive. I got lost three times, but it caused me to miss the
meal only once. I got wet only once. I had no close encounters with a car, but I did skip at least one
center in Saginaw where I felt I would not be safe riding a bicycle (Buena Vista). On a couple occasions
there was only two others to eat with. Most of the time there was a dozen and at a couple of places
there was 25-30. The reception I received and indeed the entire tone of how the center was run, was
100% dependent upon the local director.
The senior citizens that ate regularly at each center were not too friendly. I also could have done a better job of introducing myself. Still, most of the seniors were used to eating with their own group. Also,
I arrived in bicycle gear (tight biking shorts and a weird looking jersey), often sweating profusely. Any
person who actually saw my bicycle with the aero-bars was completely baffled by it. So I must have
looked like I had just arrived from Mars.
I did have a series of routine questions I would use as conversation starters, like what were the condition of the local roads, how was the farming in the area and specifically, what was land selling for an
acre. I did develop the habit of trying to meet with or sit with whomever I considered to be the
smartest person in the room. Let me say that another way: I would seek out the person who could
teach me the most. I have subsequently refined this habit in my daily social encounters by seeking out
the person who can answer my specific questions.
The most vivid memories I had of the entire event was the consistent problems getting directions over
the phone. I would call the director the day before, tell them to reserve a meal for me, confirm the time
they started eating and remind them I was riding a bicycle. Most interpreted the word bicycle to mean
motorcycle since I was coming more than 30 miles. Even though I had an address, I would, as an after
thought, ask them what part of town the center was located. The conversation would go something
like, “you know where Jerry’s restaurant is located?”, or “we are right across from the red house, you
can’t miss us.” Never once was a street name or address mentioned, much less a direction for coming
into town.
These directional challenges were exacerbated by the fact that GPS was not available. I had an analog,
brick-type cell phone, but I never used it. Consequently, Judy seldom new where I was until I got back
home. Towards the end of summer when I was out there 40 miles from home, I got into the habit of
calling home after I finished eating the meal. My other technical failing was the lack of a good camera.
I did take a disposable camera, but I never seem to get very good shots.
I ate at two centers which served the Indian populations in our area. I ate at a predominantly Mexican
center in Bay City which I had been told two days earlier to steer clear of by a bigoted director in
another part of town. A guy at a very friendly center in an older residential section of Saginaw asked
me if I wore a sweater when I visited the main Saginaw center. I picked up on his drift, and said, yes, I
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expected the cool reception when I noticed a half dozen Cadillacs in the parking lot. Two of the
youngest directors, one in Oakley and the other in Winn made the entire summer’s effort worth while
when they expressed their enthusiasm both to me and their “flock” with what I was doing. A couple
directors took my picture and it appeared in the next monthly senior’s newsletter for their area.
I have often thought about repeating some of these trips; I know that Judy could tag along to the nearest three which are all less than 10 miles.

John Wooden
It would be easy for a young boy to overlook Coach Wooden. He was a
West Coast coach who teams seldom played in the Midwest. He was quiet
and definitely never controversial. But throw John Piper into the equation, and John Wooden became a person you could look up to. The similarities between Dad and Wooden were striking. They were only one year
apart in age. Both were born and grew up in a small town in Indiana.
Both became teachers and basketball coaches. Both were Lts. in the Navy
in the later stages of WW II. Both had the first name of John. And both
were sticklers for following the rules, particularly those set forth by the
coach himself.
Wooden led his Martinsville, IN, high school team to one state championship and did the same for
Purdue in 1932 where he was a consensus All American for three years. He played pro basketball for a
few years, followed by 11 years coaching high school basketball. The records show Coach Wooden’s
first year record at Dayton High, KY, was 6-11, the only losing season he every had. After three years in
the Navy, he became the AD and head coach at Indiana State College. After one year his team received
a bid to play in the NAIB national tournament. Wooden refused because of their ban on black ball
players. The NAIB changed their policy, and Wooden’s team played the following year. He lost to
Louisville in the final, the only time a Wooden team every lost in the championship game.
Wooden then went to UCLA, although he
preferred Minnesota. A storm prevented the
offer from reaching Wooden until after he
had accepted with UCLA. Wooden, always a
man of his word, had to decline the Minnesota offer.
Wooden stayed at UCLA for 25 years, 19 of
which he won the PAC 10 Conference title
and 10 times his teams won the national title,
including seven in a row. His record will
never be equaled. Also, two changes also
work against any aspiring coach: (1) the
NCAA draw has increased from 32 to 64
teams, and (2) there is much better parity
between athletes and coaches.
John Wooden was always the teacher. From his earliest high school teaching days, he honed his Pyramid of Success (POS) to motivate others to do their best. A more flamboyant person would have taken
his POS on the road, and sold it as a magic elixir.
Finally, all his past players will tell you that the most profane words to come from Wooden’s mouth
were, “Goodness Gracious Sakes Alive.” He died in 2010 at 99, but we will always remember him as
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the unflappable coach with a rolled up program in his hand.

Bounty
From the time I had my first bicycle, I remember it had one or more fox
tails hanging from the end of the handlebars. There was a $2 bounty on
fox in Hendricks County—probably because of the threat of rabies. So
Dad would occasionally shoot a fox, cut off its ears and take it to the court
house for his $2 “rebate.” He would also cut off the tail, dip it in salt for
preservation and we would fasten it to the knob at the end of the handlebars.
I'm not sure what other animals had a bounty, if any. I have the memory
that crows had a one cent bounty, but the logistics of that arrangement doesn't make any sense. I also
suspect that the fox bounty ended in the late '50s. In a related matter, it was almost a summer ritual
for Sheriff Bayliss to kill blackbirds and starlings within the town of Danville. In the early '50s the
streets were lined with these huge trees, and the birds would make a mess on the streets. So about
7:00 pm on a hot, mid-August evening, a few deputies with shotguns would “thin the herd.” This was
happening right in front of the city library where I lived. Think about how that would go over today.

Epilog
I decided to add this story on Sep 25, 2010, with 99% of the book completed. I had just printed an
entire copy of the book in black and white, (506 pages for the 19 chapters and 284 pages for the 20
Appendices). I would now allow anyone to read it without any apologies for either grammatical or historical content. But it has become apparent that the book will never be finished, at least in my mind.
One of my sayings in Appendix K is “Don’t let the perfect be the enemy of the good,” which means to
me that I should publish something even though I know there are still errors. Actually my enemy is
change. I keep thinking of further stories. When I insert them into my book, the effect reverberates
throughout the book. Page numbers change; picture locations change; the Table of Contents is wrong.
Any change requires two minutes to save the file and another five minutes to convert it to PDF, and
there are four files needed for the entire book. I have not yet figured out how to keep a log of these
changes. Still, looking back I would not do things differently. The ability to keep adding material to
this book is critical.
I started this book in the fall of 2008 to keep from going nuts while I was recovering from back
surgery. After my back got better, the book took on a life of its own. I gave a copy to Scot and Laura for
Christmas, 2009, of the first seven chapters. My intention was to finish the book in six more months.
But then I began to pursue my slow heart beat issue (bradycardia), and that led to an implantation of a
pacemaker. Some foul ups on the pacemaker settings and the return of heart fibrillation’s resulted in a
lack of energy on my part. Also, the need to replace at least one hip implant has significantly reduced
my mobility and increased my pain levels. Both conditions have drastically curtailed my bike riding,
something I really miss. (Just yesterday I made the mental goal of riding the 50K at next year’s Copper
Country bike ride.) You might think that all these negative health changes would have instilled a sense
of urgency in my writings. They probably have because I work on the book for 1-2 hours every day.
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Still, like the government who continue projects after they have run out of money, I continue to piddle
along adding more stories and lists.
It is clear that the balance of what I want to write is more for my own edification. I have collected or
saved a lot of information that is likely only of interest to me. This book seems to be an ideal repository
to keep this information in one place.
The significant parts to complete include (1) the lists in Chapter 17 and Appendix L, and which lists
should appear in each part, (2) the details of all my cars in Appendix C, (3) the details of all my runs
and court sports in Appendix H, (4) the genealogy stuff in Chapter 18 and Appendix G need to be coordinated, and (5) a summary of the stories of my favorite authors needs to be completed in Appendix N.
The completed 19 chapters will be published for the 2010 Christmas season; also they will be extracted
to my web site: http:/www.pipers-place.net/thebook/. Then I can fiddle around with the Appendices
as long as my heart desires.
In late 2010 I lost my domain name. I replaced it with a similar name, replacing the .com with .net. I
tried to update all the domain name references in this book.
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Chapter 17
Lists: Bucket, Book,
Music, Movie, etc
List Making Is In My DNA
Bucket List, Resolutions and Goals
My Values
Addendum:
Describe Yourself
My Best Book List
Best Advice
My Best Music List (see App. L)
Time Top 100 People
My Best Movie List
Top 101 Gadgets
My Best Movie Lines
Life's Lessons
My Top Motivational Speakers
Family Dates
Bracketology
Calendar of My Life
What Indianapolis Was Like In 1963
Interviewing Questions To Ask
Tombstone Inscriptions
Computers I Have Owned
What Has Changed The Most In My Lifetime
If I Were King For A Day (what I would change)
What Happen In (references)
On This Day (my sources)
Piper’s Maxims
Gibbs' and Piper’s Rules
Other Rules: Fulghum, Roy Rogers, Military
Special Days on My Calendar
Timeline of Larry Piper’s Life
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Chapter 17

Lists

List Making Is In My DNA
“It’s not what you don’t know that hurts you;
it’s what you know that isn’t so.
Will Rogers
This chapter is for my Mother, the consummate list keeper.
I decided to lump many of my lists here, as much for me as the dear reader.
List creating & keeping is in my DNA.
The full lists are in Appendix L.
These are summaries here.
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Bucket List, Resolutions and Goals
After seeing this movie (2007), one cannot be help thinking about and
even committing to paper one's own bucket list—things you would
like to do before you kick the bucket.
If you are looking for ideas or motivation, it is almost useless to
search the Internet for what others have written for their bucket list—
lose weight, quit smoking, get a job. These are all items that people on
a lower rung of Maslow's motivational ladder might generate. On the
other hand money has to figure into the average Joe's Bucket list.
I went back into my Franklin Planner and found a “things to do before
I die”, dated 12-31-1996. I have reproduced this list, along with
completion dates for some.
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20

Complete the Iron Man Triathlon
Learn a foreign language (sign, Spanish)
Develop a birthday file with 100,000 names,
Bike-motorcycle-drive car across U.S.
Make a 3D chess set and play
Acquire a 10' satellite dish
Build and/or renovate a house
Travel the major sports circuit for one year
Make the Carson Show or Guinness book
Read and report a book per week
Learn to play a musical instrument; illness
Learn a birth date for each day of the year
Learn an historic event for each day of year
Write a book on the Piper family
Write a book on Midland Comm. Center
Make a photo quilt: run, PB, triathlon
Make a T-shirt quilt: run, PB, triathlon
Write a book on stories in general
Develop personal distro of Linux
Drive U.S. 30 from coast to coast

09-05-94
~Nov, 2002
quit ~80K
(see #21)
made a 3 x 8 x 8
outdated technology
dropped
01-01-87
04-15-05 piano
05-11-09
09-01-08
11-15-08
(Amy Crook)
???
05-10-09
01-02-09
may skip
set on 05-12-09

Some resolutions I wrote in 1986, 1987, 1988, 1989 and 1992 when I worked at Dow. They were made
while I was still working. They are not listed in any particular order.
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
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Maintain Franklin Planner
Read and write report on one book/week
Visit all churches on Midland
saw about 20
Learn a language
Develop an annual calendar of sporting activities and events.
Learn a birthday for every day
Start sending birthday and calendar to people
Learn cooking
Develop a list of top 50, 100, 200 & 500 words in use
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10
11
12
13
14
15
16

Learn Morse code and naval pennant code
Learn 3 new words/day
Swim 1 mile regular workout; reached in 2006
View all the top (classic) movies
Read Cliffs Notes on the classics
Complete operations on hip & shoulder, get healed
Maintain 30 aerobics points/day

The last list of Goals I have is from 1991. It is representative of the Goals I set, at least each year I was
working. They were written on a computer—which in itself is interesting, it was my computer and the
file type was WRI, an early text format that is unreadable by most current day computers.
My categories includes: Family, Career, Health, Education, Self-Actualization, Finance and Community. My goals represented what was going on in my family life in 1991. Laura was done with college
and we were working on her wedding. The care of Judy's mother was already a concern even though
she was still living at home. I even set a goal of starting on our family history! My career goals are just
a footnote now. My health goals concerned continuing rehab from hip and shoulder surgery. My Community goals were heavily oriented to my new role as an officer in the local computer club, as well as
my continuing role as head coach for Fleet Feet.
Some specific goals indicated I was already thinking about an Ironman Triathlon, writing a high school
reunion book, supporting Judy's home job, learning to use my home PC (a 386 SX Gateway), and trying to learn about computer databases.

My Values
Whether you call it New Year’s resolutions or setting annual goals or setting personal values, this is a
process which we all should periodically undertake.
The impetus for this story comes from Hyrum Smith and his Franklin Planner – see Chapter 5,
Franklin Planner. Although he is ostensibly selling a “to do” list, Hyrum says to make sure the things
you are doing match with your life’s goals, and the best way to set one’s goals is to first determine your
personal values. Hyrum developed the fictional story of the I-beam – see Chapter 2, Crossing The IBeam – to help you make your value selections. Read these two stories before you read this story.
1 – health and physical fitness
2 – coaching and teaching
3 – organization and orderliness
4 – temperance in drink, food and habits
5 – education of myself
6 – family
7 – fiscal responsibility in lifestyle and retirement
8 – freedom to spend my time as I like
What is NOT on this initial list is: money, friendships, finer
things in life, saving the world or people, travel, social climbing, religion, justice, charity or power.
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A few years later, with help from a Franklin Planner Values program, my list looked like:
1 – Be Healthy
2 – Be Happy/Joyful
3 – Love My Family
4 – Seek Excellence
5 – Grow Intellectually
6 – Have Integrity
7 – Be Honest/Truthful
8 – To Be OK Financially
What is NOT on this list is: Be Innovative, Be Productive, Be Competent, Serve Others, Practice Thrift,
Be Clean, Be Spontaneous, Love God, Seek the Truth, Be Generous, Encourage Justice, Be a Leader, Be
Unique/Beautiful, and Be Self-Sufficient.
Another example of setting values is given in Chapter 2, 13 Virtues of Ben Franklin. One would be hard
pressed to find a better list in your own personal life. Nicole Fox in a 13-Feb-1989 article in Newsweek
titled What Are Our Real Values? argues that what we say we value are not American’s real values.
Instead Fox says to look at what we do, where we spend our free time, who are are heroes, and where
do we spend our money. In short she says we do know right from wrong, but we have lost our moral
compass to do the right thing.
But my favorite values argument was written by Bob Talbert in his Detroit Free Press column on 4Jan-1975. He describes a game called Values Clarification in which a group of people each assign part
of their pool of $1,000 play money to each of 19 value questions. Then an auction ensues in which the
person who has assigned the most to a given question is awarded that value. Your value system is
assigned vis-a-vis other’s choices. Talbert’s column is not available on the Internet, but the idea has
been picked up by numerous self-help gurus. Unfortunately, the concept has been perverted into a
game wherein one decides who lives and who dies in a Kobayashi Maru type scenario. The Catholic
church has called this a “negative moral indoctrination.”
So if you want to create your own values list, you can get some help and example ideas from the Internet; just don’t fall for some of the bullshit games that claim to uncover your true values.

Describe Yourself
I included this story as a way to further explain myself. Unfortunately, this is the #1 question in all job
interviews, so the answer has been perverted into creating the perfect image for oneself. While I admit
that I probably have done more harm than good in some of my job interviews, I still believe that honesty is the best policy. So this story is not about getting some hypothetical job, but rather in giving my
honest opinion.
My records show I wrote down the following qualities on 14-Jan-1986. At this time I was near the end
of my running career because of arthritis in my hips. I was still working in the Methocel Plant, but I
was in transition between computer work and going back to plant engineering. In was about the time
when Hyrum Smith started presenting his ideas to Dow (and me) on the Franklin Planner. The following list is only somewhat in my order of importance.
1 – I am into something for the long term payoff rather than short term flash-in-the-pan results.
2 – I look at myself as a role model.
3 – I am reliable and respected.
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4 – I want to be the best at what I do.
5 – I tend to see things in black and white, even in people.
6 – I like (and need) to be challenged.
7 – I am very objective and fair (as in truth and beauty).
8 – I am consistent.
9 – I am information hungry.
10 – I am constantly in the self-improvement mode.
11 – I like to overcome handicaps.
12 – I have an eclectic philosophy.
13 – I would like to project an easy going personality, but in reality I am Type A.
14 – I am not a big risk taker.
15 – I am truthful to a fault (thanks to my Mother).

My Best Book List
I do have some favorites:
1 Aerobics
2 30 Days To A More Powerful Vocabulary
3 Please Understand Me, I & II
4 How To Win Friends and Influence People, Andrew Carnegie
5 What Matters Most, Hyrum Smith
6 Malcolm Gladwell: Blink, Tipping Point, Outliers
7 Speed Reading
8 Gaining Control, Robert Bennett
9 Financial

My Best Movies
Here is my list. It's different than your list. Everybody's list is different. But if you are in my home and I have the TV remote, these
are the movies you WILL watch. Yes, I watch the same movies
more than once, a lot more than once!
If you go to Appendix L, there are is a ranking of my favorite
movies, grouped by sports, action, comedy, cowboy, musical, miscellaneous and love stories. You will see a lot of John Wayne, Paul
Newman, Kevin Costner and Clint Eastwood in these movies.
Also, I have listed the top 38 movies as rated by AFI in the categories of Top, Thrillers, Love Stories and Funniest.
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No.

Movie

Type

Year

1

Rudy

Sports

1993

2

Field of Dreams

Sports

1989

3

Breaking Away

Sports

1979

4

Mr. Roberts

Comedy

1955

5

Magnificent Seven

Cowboy

1960

6

Rio Bravo

Cowboy

1959

7

1776

Miscellaneous

1972

8

Casablanca

Chic Flick

1942

9

Top Gun

Action

1986

10

Midway

Action

1976

11

Bull Durham

Sports

1988

12

Hoosiers

Sports

1986

13

Operation Petticoat

Comedy

1959

14

Gunfight at OK Corral

Cowboy

1957

15

Long Hot Summer

Miscellaneous

1958

16

Cat on a Hot Tin Roof

Miscellaneous

1958

17

American President

Chic Flick

1995

18

War Games

Miscellaneous

1983

19

Cool Hand Luke

Miscellaneous

1967

20

Day The Earth Stood Still

Miscellaneous

1951

21

Fighter Squadron

War

1948

22

Sleepless in Seattle

Chick Flick

1993

23

Flight of the Phoenix

Action

1965
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Best Movie Lines
First, there is my favorite list, shown below.
Then there are numerous other compilations:
AFI’s 100 Years...100 Quotes
today.msnbc.msn.com/id/8304725/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/AFI
%27s_100_Years%E2%80%A6100_Movies
Movie One Liners:
http://amog.com/entertainment/movie-one-liners/
Best Famous Movie Quotes:
www.franksreelreviews.com/shorttakes/reelrant/rantquote.htm

No. Line

Character Actor
Actress

Film

Year

1

Kicked Out

Captain

James Cagney

Mr. Roberts

1955

2

What we have here is a failure
to communicate

Warden

Strother Martin Cool Hand Luke 1967

3

Nobody knows (referring to the Daughter
price of an airline ticket)

?

4

I'll be back.

The
Terminator

Arnold
The Terminator 1984
Schwarzenegge
r

5

Monsters from the id.

Doctor

Warren
Stevens

6

Go ahead, make my day

Harry
Callahan

Clint Eastwood Sudden Impact 1983

7

If you build it, he will come.

Shoeless Joe Ray Liotta
Jackson

8

We have a system and it works. Klatu

Michael Riene

The Day The
Earth Stood
Still

1951

9

Mama always said life was like
a box of chocolates. You never
know what you're gonna get

Tom Hanks

Forrest Gump

1994

Best Movie Lines

Forrest
Gump

Sleepless in
Seattle

Forbidden
Planet

1993

1956

Field of Dreams 1989
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10
11

Have I done everything I could Rudy

Sean

Rudy

1993

12

Toto, I've a feeling we're not in Dorothy
Kansas anymore

Judy Garland

The Wizard of
Oz

1939

13

Frankly my dear, I don't give a
damn

Rhett Butler Clark Gable

Gone With The 1939
Wind

14

Here's looking at you, kid

Rick Blaine

Humphrey
Bogart

Casablanca

1942

15

May the force be with you

Han Solo

Harrison Ford

Star Wars

1977

16

When I'm good, I'm very good, Tira
but when I'm bad, I'm better

Mae West

I'm No Angel

1933

17

Houston, we have a problem

James
Lovell

Tom Hanks

Apollo 13

1995

18

Bond, James Bond

James Bond Sean Connery

Dr. No.

1962

19

It's Alive! It's Alive

Colin Clive

Frankenstein

Frankenstein

1931

20

Elementary my dear Watson

Sherlock
Holmes

Basil Rathbone The Adventures 1939
of Sherlock
Holmes

21

Play it again, Sam

Ilsa

Ingrid
Bergman

Casablanca

1942

22

Do you feel lucky? Well, do ya,
punk?

Harry
Callahan

Clint Eastwood Dirty Harry

1971

23

I'll make him an offer he can't
refuse.

Michael
Corleone

Al Pacino

Godfather

1972

24

Wax on, wax off

Mr. Miyagi

Pat Morita

Karate Kid

1984

25

Your ego is writing checks your Capt. Tom
body can't cash
Stinger
Jordan

James Tolkan

Top Gun

1986

26

Ditto

Sam

Patrick Swayze Ghost

1990

27

There's no crying in baseball

Jimmy
Dugan

Tom Hanks

A League of
Their Own

1992

28

E.T. Phone home

E.T.

E.T.

E.T.

1982

29

Today I consider myself the
luckiest man on the face of the
earth.

Lou Gehrig

Gary Cooper

Pride of the
Yankees

1942

30

Tell 'em to go out there with all Knute
they got and win just one for
Rockne
the Gipper

Pat O'Brien

Knute Rockne
All American

1940

31

Carpe Diem. Seize the day.

Robin Williams Dead Poets
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Make your lives extraordinary. Keating

Society

My Top Motivational Speakers & Writers
Motivational speakers are an interesting bunch. Many corporations use these speakers to inspire their workers, particularly the sales force. Sunday preachers could be included in
this category, although their results may be negative. I had
an occasion in 1985 to acquire a booklet which advertised
motivational speakers, and it listed over 200 names and
their speaking costs. Serious big bucks are involved if you
want a named speaker.
The best I have personally heard are:
1-

Wayne Dyer

Author motivational

2-

Bernie Seagel

Cancer doctor

3-

Hyrum Smith

CEO Franklin Planner

4-

Ken Cooper, M.D.

Originator of Aerobics

5-

George Sheehan, M.D.

Running Guru

6-

Robert Fulghum

Author, Everything I Learned in Kindergarten

7-

Charlie Garfield

Olympic weightlifter, speaker

8-

Joe Arends

Detroit running guru

9-

Paul Pearsall

Family author

10 -

Tom Peters

Author of business books

11 -

Billy Graham

Religious icon

12 -

Lou Holtz and others.

College Football Coach

13 -

David Massey

Massey Tapes

14 -

Malcolm Gladwell

Author

Bracketology
In 2007 a book was published called The Enlightened
Bracketologist: The Final Four of Everything. The con-

Bracketology
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cept is simple: use the idea of basketball’s March Madness to write your selections into a 32-draw
bracket. Then by whatever means, work your way down to a winner. The authors 19 call it ‘turning
opinion into a sport.’ What they also imply is that you will turn your brackets into a lively discussion.
So what topics do you use? Anything. In the 2007 book, obvious things like favorite flower, bird,
movie, song, or even roller coaster were used. The included graphic is ‘favorite year.’ A second book
was published in 2009 by the same authors with 150 additional brackets, many of which were submitted by readers of the first book. These selections were a little more esoteric — movies by Paul Neuman
and Clint Eastwood, best Marys, Bills, Toms, Dicks, and Davids, American History, and Pop Culture.
I really liked the bracketology idea, partially because I am a list-keeper, but also because it forces one
to choose among equally good options (see Chapter 3-OD). Think of the teaching possibilities. Different opinions will surface, and you will be forced to defend your choices. Procrastinators will face a
whole new world of making forced choices. If a time limit is set on filling out the bracket, like playing
speed chess, perhaps it can teach people to make their daily selections a little faster and quit holding
up the rest of the world.

What Indianapolis Was Like in 1953
I forgot the original reason that I wanted to write this story. I think it was
to contrast how things have changed in Indianapolis (Indy), the nearest
“big city” where I grew up. Dad always worked in Indy, and it was easily
accessible either by car or bus for shopping or entertainment. As a kid
when someone asked me where I was from, I always said Danville. But
when I moved to Michigan, my reply was more often Indianapolis. I looked
upon Indy as my second home.
I would refer the reader to Appendix L to the story titled “Do You Remember.” It will contrast changes in time and mood from today. Jack Mohler
gave me a book, Indianapolis Now And Then, which has 144 pages of historical pictures.20 Also, Judy purchased a DVD from an Indy PBS station which outlines the details of
how the high schools of Indy grew following WW II.
Indy was maybe the 20th largest city in the U.S. in the ‘50s. My view of Indy was initially formed by the
40 minute bus ride on U.S. 36 from Danville, which was about 20 miles from the heart of the city.
Once you reached the Marion County border (wherein Indy was located), there was a traffic signal
about every mile. The terrain was a combination of nice homes plus farmland. The actual city limits
were another 5-6 miles into Marion County. The other notable landmark would will be Westlake Road,
the location of Westlake drive in where we all attended as soon as we were old enough to drive. Finally,
at the intersection of U.S 36 and U.S. 40, the city proper began. This was Washington Street in Indy. A
few land marks stood out: the Rainbow drive in restaurant, the home for mental patients (LarueCarter may have been its official name), Washington High School, the John Deere sales room, White
River, the Kingan’s meat plant and its sickening smell, the Indiana Theater and a final turn into the
bus station.
There were four major stores in downtown Indy: Blocks, Ayres, Wassons and Strauss, none of which
were national chains. I think there was a J.C. Pennys store downtown; certainly there was a Woolworths . The other national chain store, Sears, while located in Indianapolis, was some distance from
the downtown area. The main symbol of Indianapolis, after the Indy 500 track, would be Monument
19 Mark Reiter, Richard Sandomir, and Nigel Holmes
20 Nelson Price, Indianapolis Now And Then, 2004, 144 pages.
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Circle – see above picture. Also known as the Soldiers and Sailors Monument, it is at the exact center
of the city. In 1953 the above mentioned four major stores were all within a block of the circle (now
they are all gone). Jim Shelton ran a daily quiz show on WIBC from the circle; I learned a big lesson on
test taking from him – see Chapter 6, Test Taking.
My other view of Indy was when I rode with Dad. Once he reached the city limits, he tended to veer
North and take various other routes into the city. He would end up on Michigan Street before turning
East to eventually arrive at 310 N. Illinois, the location of his job at the YMCA. Once my classmates
could drive, four of us would venture into Indy to the bowling alleys. One was on Michigan, one was on
Illinois (where I actually saw duck pins) and our favorite was on 10 th street in Speedway. The city of
Speedway is a western suburb of Indy, and beside being the home of the Indy 500, contained the biggest manufacturing plant in Indy, the Allison Division of General Motors. Speedway was also in our
athletic conference, so I ventured in at couple times to athletic events.
I seldom got on the south side of Indy. I remember it as mostly industrial plants with a creosote plant
that smelled worse than Kingans. Indiana Avenue ran NW from Monument Circle (I am told that Indy
and Washington D.C. streets were laid out by the same developer). It was almost 100% black population, many of whom literally lived in their Cadillac cars in the mid-’50s.
When I was about 21, I applied for a job as a taxi driver in Indianapolis. But I could not pass the test
because I knew the location of less than 10% of the potential destinations in the city. So really I did not
know my way around Indy that well. Then once I moved away, Indy and the surrounding areas really
went into a building spree. I was doomed to a lifetime of ignorance on how to find my way around this
wonderful city.
Finally, a footnote on racial relations within Indianapolis. I felt they were good. I do not recall ever
seeing any segregation signs or dual facilities. There were some stories about limiting blacks in the
Riverside Park and Riverside golf areas, but these were “peacefully” resolved. Indy’s shining moment
came on April 4, 1968, when Martin Luther King was assassinated. While other cities erupted in violence, with the help of Bobby Kennedy being in town, Indianapolis remained calm. Also, in the years
1957, 1958 and 1959, I worked on a construction crew as the only white among dozens of blacks – see
Chapter 2, Foster Construction. This gave me a unique view of the black community and their feelings.

Interview Questions to Ask
This story involves picking the minds of some of the best interviewers. What questions should you ask
someone to elicit some meaningful answers. These questions are not necessarily meant to solicit material for a book but rather to simply be sociable. After I put this story together, I realized I should
answer the questions if I am going to talk about my life.
First, there is the 1976 book The Craft of Interviewing, by John Brady. He suggests the following:
1 – If you will be recovering for three months, who do you want in the hospital
bed next to you?
2 – Tell me about your first job.
3 – Tell me about your second job.
4 – When was the last time you cried?
5 – What was your most pleasurable moment last year?
6 – What person or book influenced you the most?
7 – What do you do for relaxation?
8 – What was your greatest opportunity?
9 – Do you believe people can be changed, for better or for worse?
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11 – If you were fired from your present job, where would you work?
12 – If you could live at any time in history, which one would you choose?
13 – If you could be anybody, who and why would you choose?
14 – If you received a 1 million gift, what would you spend it on?
15 – If your house was on fire, what would you grab?
Next there are the Barbra Walters questions (eliminating duplicates from above:
1 – Whom do you like to sit next to at a dinner party?
2 – If you could live anywhere in the world, where would that be?
3 – Who would you like to be frozen with?
4 – If you were not doing your present job, what would you be doing?
5 – If you could be any person, whom would that be?
6 – Who was the first girl (or boy) you were in love with?
7 – For what act or achievement would you most want to be remembered?
8 – What are your favorite books? Movies? Music?
9 – Who are your heroes?
10 – What philosopher appeals to you?
Bob Talbert, for Detroit Free Press columnist
1 – What is the single best thing you buy routinely?
2 – What is something you would pay twice the price for?
3 – Wen is the last time you got more than your money's worth?
Larry Piper's questions I frequently ask.
1 – What do you think about {some current event}?
2 – What would you put on your tombstone?
3 – What about some local, state or national sports team and their record?
4 – If you need three people for a general quiz panel, who would you pick?
5 – (A trick of mine is to pick out the smartest person in the room when I want information.)
Prior to WW II and a mobile society, people could be identified by their regional dialect. I have used
the following phrase to identify me.
“Please wash your hands in the creek before supper.”
The key words are:

please wash creek supper -

a politeness characteristic of my area
pronounced funny by Hoosiers
pronounced to rhyme with tick
a mid-west term for the evening meal

My Tombstone Inscriptions
Two of my favorite are:
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“I would rather wear out than rust out.”
“You can never win, but you can affect the rate at which you lose.”
Recently, after failing a pulmonary test, I added a third:
“I told you I couldn’t breathe.”

Computers I Have Owned
The enclosed list is an attempt to document not only all the computers I have purchased but also to
record the cost and type. Based upon other geeks I have talked with, we all paid through the nose in
the early days of computers.
This is just my opinion, but I wonder if I had only spent a little more time and money at the right time,
I could be one of the pioneering geeks. When I look back at the history of some of today’s computer
pioneers, I see they read the same magazines (Popular Electronics), only they went ahead and spent
ungodly sums of money to build the early model computers that were lucky to be able to add 2 + 2.
In the early '80s there were four varieties of “personal computers”, and
each had its own advertising personality. There were four computer clubs
in Midland, and I remember visiting each club. The differences were like a
bar scene from Star Wars. First there was the IBM club which met in Saginaw. They were corporate types, spent lots of money on their equipment
and were not well organized. Then there was the Apple club. They met in
the basement of the Grace Dow library, and while they were well organized, the members sat on their hands and effectively said, “entertain
me.” The third club was the Radio Shack group. They were CBers and
ham radio operators. They met at the Dow High School cafeteria, and I
swear, brought soldering irons to every club meeting. The fourth, and perhaps the biggest, was the Commodore Club. Commodore computers were
in use at the Midland High School (called PETs, I think). They sat around
and traded 5.25” floppies on which they copied games from one another.
Texas Instruments also had an early model computer plus a national
spokesperson, but I never saw one in use.
I initially bought a Leading Edge (made by Daewo) for about $2,000 in 1984. It was rated #1 of the
IBM clones by Consumers Magazine. I next bought a Gateway SX386 in 1988 for around $2,500.
From there I still have good records for all the rest of my PC purchases. Somewhere around 1985 I
purchased an IBM 386 model for the Methocel at Dow. The cost was $4,500.

Date

Name

Cost

Speed

RAM

OS

Status

1984

Leading Edge

~$2,000

~50

~16

DOS

Junked

1988

Gateway

~$2,500

~100,
SX386

?

Win or DOS

Junked

08/24/95

Dell 120

$3,530.00 120

80

Win 3.1

Junked 2008
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17/Feb/98

Dell 266

$2,829.00 266

64/384

Win 95

Junked 2010

1/Dec/99

Compaq

$1,050.00 500

64/256

Win 95

Gave Away

31/Oct/2001

Dell Dim 8200

$1,500.00 1800

256/756

Win Me/XP

My Main PC

28/Jun/2002 Toshiba laptop

$1,200.00 1200

256/512

Win XP

Judy’s laptop

28/Oct/2003 E2865

$720.00

512/2G

Win XP

Judy’s desktop

24/Aug/2005 ABL

$420.00

512

Win XP Pro

Gave to Laura

5/Jun/2007

Dell Optiplex

Free

400

128

Win Me

Ferguson-junk

3/Mar/2007

Dell 8200-CITY $132.00

2200

256

Win XP Pro

Gave Away

2200

10/Mar/2007 Acer laptop

$599.00

1800

1G / 2G

Vista Home

Larry’s laptop

3/Mar/2008

HP1

$50.00

2167

512/2G

Win XP Pro

Still Have

3/Mar/2008

HP2

$50.00

2167

512/2G

Win XP Pro

Still Have

2/Feb/2010

Asus

$419.00

2300

4G

Win 7 64

Larry's PC

10/Oct/2010

Asus eee

$300.00

1G

Win 7 Start

Still Have

15/Jan/2011

HP laptop

$500.00

6G

Win 7

Main Laptop

15/Nov/2011

Velocity Cruz

$100

1G

Win Starter

Still Have

15/Dec/2011

Lenovo

$379

6G

Win 7

Judy's PC

15/Jan/2013

Dell Optiplex

$105 refur

Win 7

Traded w/Cheryl

28/Mar/2013 Samsung Tab

$300

Android

20/Apr/2013 HP-d8770

$119 refur

Win 7

10/Oct/2007

Dell Insp. 530S

~$500

Vista

Cheryl's original

12/Oct/2013

HPa250n-A

$5

256M

none

Linux test

12/Oct/2013

HP-a250n-B

$5

256M

none

Linux test

27/Feb/2014

Dell 3847

$400

8G

Win 7 Home P Replace HP-1

What Has Changed In My Lifetime
I have listed, by magnitude of change, those things that have
changed the most since I was a little boy of about 10. I added a ‘+’ or
a ‘-’ at the end of each item, which denotes whether I think the
change was positive or negative.
1 – The proliferation of lawyers and litigation. Our nation has
turned into a sue-happy mode with a corresponding decline in taking personal responsibility. I attribute much of this change to the
27-Jun-1977, ruling that allows lawyers to advertise. 2 – Consumption, not only by the rich but by the average Joe. Easy
credit and TV advertising are causes plus cheap energy and a gen-
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eral disregard for the environment. The flip side of this coin is the number of choices, as in a supermarket, where one can buy watermelons 12 months of the year. +
3 – technology (take your pick of the latest gadget) +
4 – decline of moral standards within society: (nothing is wrong, divorce, sin definitions, social welfare, unwed mothers) 5 – decline of education: (no respect for teachers, quality declining, teacher’s unions) 6 – highway improvements. The Highway Act of 29-Jun-1956 has given our nation unprecedented
travel opportunities. It has also drastically reduced the death toll from auto accidents. +
7 – health care system: Now the hospitals & insurance companies call the shots rather than doctors.
The cost and how we pay for it continue to be unsolvable. The U.S. Drug companies continue to crank
out miracle drugs, although the cost again are not contained. +
8 – decline of public transportation: We have essentially lost our local bus and train travel options; the
national system is piecemeal at best. We have put our subsidies into the airlines and trucking industries. 9 – rise of pro sports: When I graduated from college in 1960, I made as much as many pro athletes.
But the rise of TV coverage, foolish owners who wanted to win at any cost and the rise of sport’s agents
has put even the average pro athlete into seven-figure annual salaries. 10 – rise of women power: Long overdue, instead of the nurse or teacher option, today’s female college
graduates can be whatever they choose. Even unions have had to accept females. +
11 – rise of opportunities for blacks: The racial biases have all but evaporated, if not in fact, then definitely in the law. Unfortunately, the responsibility that comes with this new power has not kept pace.+
12 – availability of easy money: The appearance of credit cards in the mid-’60s opened up a whole new
world of buying things. Unfortunately, pay for them was still as hard as ever. No longer did one have to
wait until you could afford something; buy it now and have instant satisfaction. You deserve it! I do
not attribute this easy money to any government policy. Rather it was a product of the advertising
world. Loan restrictions were relaxed or thrown out the window. When I bought a house in 1963, the
wife’s income could not be counted. Now I’m not sure if income even has a bearing on the amount of a
loan you can qualify for. The Great Recession of 2008-2010 (so far) was caused in no small part by
over extension of credit, particularly in the housing and building industry. 13 – the focus on children: become center of family activity; not allowed to roam free 14 – house as investment, not making anymore land, location 15 – amount of free time to pursue other activities +
16 – decline of military quality 17 – rise of protests ?
18 – fast food +
19 – gov. restrictions: land use, toilets, unelected officials 20 – inflation – inevitable, but see #4 below on costs 21 – loss of dominance and respect for U.S. In the world 22 – 500 cable channels (well almost) +
23 – a complete switch in the way we take photographs. It used to be that only a few people owned a
camera, and they shot black-and-white photos on rare occasions. Then color film came along, but photos were still rarely taken. While 35mm film always dominated home cameras, a half dozen other for-
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mats were in vogue briefly. Then digital photography came along. For a few years the quality was terrible. But then 1 megapixel and 2 megapixel capabilities became available at the same cost as a medium
priced SLR. Suddenly the Kodak film developing market went away along with the high quality negatives. Now everyone has a pocket digital camera that can shoot 6-8 megapixel shots; they also have a
cell phone that will shoot acceptable quality photos as well as movies. We no longer have shoe boxes
full of photos and negatives; we don’t even have photo albums anymore. (Photo albums used to be the
answer to the question ‘What would you grab if you had a fire?’) I have thousands of 35mm negatives
that I am pitching out; all my photographic training told me to NEVER get rid of negatives. +
24 – time pieces have also changed like cameras. A fine gold watch used to be the ultimate gift for a
lifetime of work. Then in 1960 the digital watch came along. Once Casio and Timex entered the market, the price dropped from $300 to $30. Watch repair shops went out of business; you simply buy a
new digital watch rather than repair the old one – see the story on My First Watch, Chapter 1. +
25 But there have been a number of things which have not changed.
1 – personal values
2 - family
3 - choices to be made
4 - cost of big ticket items relative to cost of living (airline flights, TV, expensive restaurant)
5 - wars – or at least international bullies
6 - ivory tower attitude of colleges
7 - businesses remain unregulated
8 - popularity of movies
9 – stupidity

If I Were King For a Day
(what would I change)
In the ‘50s Queen for a Day was a popular afternoon radio show; it later
moved to TV. The premise of the show was to give some downtrodden
woman all kinds gifts. The audience chose the winner by an applause
meter, so the more heart-wrenching the story, the better to win.
That is NOT what I have in mind. Often a writer will use the term “in

my world” or “if I were King”, and then spouts off his personal beliefs on how life should be.
The song from Camelot is an idealized example:
The rain may never fall till after sundown.
By eight, the morning fog must disappear.
In short, there's simply not
A more congenial spot
For happily-ever-after than here
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In Camelot.
One has to wonder what you would do if you could control things, if only for a day. Would you be like
Bruce Almighty and “right a few personal wrongs?” Would you be like Miss America and seek “world
peace?” Would your changes be positive or negative? Or would you adhere to the old story about
everyone piling their problems into one big heap and each could withdraw ones of their own choosing?
The conventional wisdom answer to this story is that most of us would keep the problems, illnesses,
whatever that we currently have as opposed to taking on other’s problems. So here are a few of
my pet peeves and personal biases.
First, as I have told my grandchildren about education, things would definitely change.
1 – the school year would be longer, with possibly July and August off
2 – the school day would be longer, to coincide with parents work hours
3 – there would be fewer vacation days
4 – schools would be utilized more, like on the weekends for baby sitting or senior care
5 – teachers and schools would be accountable.
6 – schools would be in competition for students, be they public, private or church
7 – teachers would have to drastically change.
8 – teachers would come from the top one-third of their college graduation classes (as they used to)
instead of he bottom one-third (as they now do)
9 – teachers would be subject to firing, just as the rest of society can be fired
Next, what about so called personal freedom issues. I would come down hard on the live-and-let-live
crowd. My ideas would approach those of Dr. Cocteau in Demolition Man where undesirable life styles
would be outlawed.
10 – there would be no smoking anywhere, anytime
11 – liquor and its consumption would be made less glamorous though not necessarily a return to
prohibition.
12 – recreation drugs, like marijuana, do not give me a problem; anything harder I would come down
on with the full force of the military, up to and including the invasion of Mexico, Columbia and any
other drug producing nation.
13 – gambling would be removed as state and Indian sponsored activities.
On the religious front:
14 - all tax exempt status of any religious groups would be revoked, no exceptions.
15 – the same would apply to 501c3 organizations.
On technology, I would be a fanatic:
16 – I would commission a new nuclear power plant every week for the foreseeable future, to be
located anywhere, without environmental impact requirements, until our dependence upon foreign oil
was zero.
17 – gas would go immediately to $5 a gallon with scheduled increases of 1$ per gallon every year until
the price reached $20 per gallon (see Christopher Steiner’s book on $20 per Gallon Gas).
18– stem cell research and the development of new drugs would be accelerated at an exponential pace.
19 – patent and copyright laws would be revised. The Patent Office staff would be increased to tighten
up requirements on obtaining a patent and preventing conflicting patent claims. The length of a patent
would be reduced, from 17 years down to something like 10 years. Copyrights would be drastically
relaxed. The electronic duplications of material would be allowed and even encouraged. The use of
copyrights in the entertainment field would be drastically curtailed. The length of copyrights would be
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severely reduced from the present lifetime + 75 years to something like 10 years.
In the medical field, all hell would break loose:
20 – people would be chipped, like pets, maybe even at birth. (One of the Scandinavian countries
started this three years ago, at least with a unique ID number for identification purposes.)
21 – all medical records would be electronic, like the VA has done for years. The only medical records
that survived Katrina were those of the VA.
22 – self-destructive lifestyles would disqualify you from medical treatment; you smoke and no lung
specialists will see you; your obese, forget about any surgery. You get the idea.
23 – on a personal note, the use of “amnesiac” drugs during any procedure would be dropped. The use
of pain relievers is OK, but to simply remove “bad” memories is a joke.
How would I answer the “hot button” issues like abortion, “mixed” marriages, illegal aliens, welfare
and civil rights vs. states rights? I am not so fanatical on these major issues, primarily because it is
tough to legislate morals. What I would seek to redress is the inbalance of lawyers and our litigious
system. We would “beat our lawyers into teachers and doctors.” As to the expansion of government
into our lives, I am definitely against it – just not to the extent of the Tea Party movement.

What Happened In ?
http://www.spiritus-temporis.com/1939/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1939
http://www.thepeoplehistory.com/1939.html
http://www.multiminds.org/masters2006/black2.html
http://www.time.com/time/coversearch/

sound

Time Covers

http://mmhs1957.blogspot.com/2007/11/what-happened-in-1939.html
http://wiki.answers.com/Q/What_important_things_happened_in_the_year_1939
http://alum.mit.edu/networks/docs/ItHappenedIn1939.pdf

not that good

http://www.archive.org/details/Belgium.TheOfficialAccountOfWhatHappened1939-1940 no good

On This Day – My Sources
http://www.history.com/this-day-in-history.do?category=leadstory very good
http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Special%3ASearch&search=Jan+1&fulltext=Search
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http://www.nytimes.com/learning/general/onthisday/index.html
http://www.reference.com/thisday/
http://www.scopesys.com/anyday/
http://news.bbc.co.uk/onthisday/default.stm
http://dmarie.com/timecap/

best to print out 1 page

http://www.infoplease.com/dayinhistory
http://www.biography.com/search/botd.do
http://features.yahoo.com/history/

biography channel

yahoo

http://www.archive.org/details/Belgium.TheOfficialAccountOfWhatHappened1939-1940

Piper’s Maxims

(somewhat by favorite order)

Maxim: a pithy expression of wisdom or truth. An apothegm, aphorism, adage, cliche’,
epigram, epithet, gnome, idiom, mantra, motto, platitude, proverb, quip, saw, witticism.
1-

Can a frog hop?

2-

I would rather wear out than rust out. (considering this one for my tombstone)

3-

You can never win; but you can affect the rate at which you lose.

4-

It’s not what you don’t know that hurts you; it’s what you know that ain’t so. (thanks to Mark
Twain for this one, and to Bill Kirtley for pointing it out in my sophomore geometry class.)

5-

What knows he of England who only England knows? (thanks to Rudyard Kipling for this one;
ask this to the next salesman who is giving you his pitch.)

6-

Avoid not only all improprieties but the appearance of all improprieties, Perception is Reality,
or You are known by the friends you keep. (thanks to my ROTC counselor and my Mother)

7-

Life mimics chemistry. Stupidity and stupid people are like hydrogen—evenly distributed
though out the universe. (this one helps me to deal with life) Converse: The #1 element in the
universe is Hydrogen; the #2 element is Stupidity.

8-

The one-eyed are Kings in the land of the blind. (for those who regard me as a computer guru)

9.

You are what you are because of where you were when; when you were about 12. (D. Massey)

10 -

An idiot in motion tends to remain in motion. (with apologies to Sir Isaac Newton)

11 -

The difference between genius and stupidity is that genius has a limit. (thanks Albert E.)

12 -

I have many faults, but being wrong is not one of them. (thanks Dad for this one)

13 -

It’s better to seek forgiveness than ask permission.

14 -

For most sports you need a ball; for a triathlon you need two.

15 -

Bend over, take you left ear in your right hand and your right ear in your left hand and pull
your head out of your ass. (thanks to Schultz at Ft. Riley basic training for this one)
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16 Me and {whatever} are like NITRO and GLYCERINE – OK when we are alone but dynamite
when you put us together.

Gibbs' and Piper's Rules
The current popularity of the TV series NCIS has prompted a number of fan web
sites to list what are known as “Gibbs' Rules.” Based upon seven year's of shows,
only two facts about the Rules have emerged: (1) there are 50 rules, and (2) less
than half have ever been mentioned. One episode of NCIS showed that Gibbs learned the concept of
Rules from a young girl he met on the train who was also leaving his home town following graduation
from high school. Below are some of Gibbs’ Rules.

Gibbs’ Rules 21
1 – Never let suspects stay together.
1 - Never screw over your partner.
2 – Always wear gloves at a crime scene.
3 – Don’t believe what you’re told. Double check.
3 – Never be unreachable.
4 – The best way to keep a secret? Keep it to yourself. Second best? Tell one other person – if you
must. There is no third best.
7 – Always be specific when you lie.
8 – Never take anything for granted.
9 – Never go anywhere without a knife.
11 – When the job is done, walk away.
12 – Never date a coworker.
13 – Never, ever involve a lawyer.
15 – Always work as a team.
18 – It’s better to seek forgiveness than ask permission.
22 – Never, ever bother Gibbs in interrogation.
23 – Never mess with a Marine’s coffee if you want to live.
38 – Your case, your lead.
39 – There is no such thing as coincidence.
40 – If it seems like someone is out to get you, they are.
51 – Sometimes you’re wrong. (appeared at end of 2009 season)
?? - Never apologize – it is a sign of weakness.
Like the movie Bucket List, one cannot watch NCIS without thinking about making your own list of
Rules. Once I started thinking about making my own list, I quickly found that I too had my own Rules.
While Gibbs' Rules pertain mostly to work, mine were more for life in general. Some of my Rules
might be described as prejudices; most would be described as experiences. (The web site titled CBS
21 Taken from www.angelfire.com/folk/gibbsrules/ , www.mikeweatherly.com & personal observations.

486

Lists: Bucket, Book, Music, Movie, etc

NCIS invited viewers to submit possible future Gibbs Rules; the ideas submitted were of little use in
compiling my own list.)
It is clear that one's Life Rules are really a compilation of thoughts expressed earlier by some of the
great writers and thinkers. Few of us have anything original to say. Still, I would like to offer my
collection, with an occasional note as to its source. The numerical ranking is more of the order in
which I 'discovered' them rather than their ranking of importance. (There is some overlap between
Piper’s Rules and Piper’s Maxims.)

Piper’s Rules
1 2 34 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 12 13 14 15 16 17 18 19 20 21 22 23 24 25 26 27 28 29 30 31 32 33 34 35 36 37 38 39 40
41

Never follow a Cadillac. (they drive like a student driver, or worse)
Look around. (be aware of your surroundings).
Don't believe what you are told; always double-check your facts with another source. (G-#3)
Very few experts, particularly doctors, walk on water.
Answer test questions fast. (it intimidates your classmates; in IQ tests it's mandatory)
Don't copy test answers; your smarter than the person next to you.
Trust your gut feelings. (your background has prepared you for these decisions)
Be prepared (food, tools, first aid, warm clothing)
The boss is always right; if not, refer back to the start of this rule. (learn this one early in life)
No one shoots a free throw or serves a tennis ball in the same way. (as well as other matters)
Your vocabulary should be better than anyone else, but you don’t have to flaunt it.
Reach your own balance between dealing with people and dealing with facts.
Can a frog hop? (some matters are so obvious that they don't require your further comment).
If you think you might have screwed up, you probably did.
You can never win; but you can affect the rate at which you lose. (also a Maxim & tombstone)
Develop a firm handshake.
Look people in the eye when you want to make a point.
It's easier to seek forgiveness than ask for permission. (Gibbs #18, as well other peoples)
Talk fast; its the listener's problem to pay attention.
Don't dumb-down what you say for the benefit of the 'slowest' person in the room.
Read fast, particularly when reading aloud. (same as #19, to make up for grade school readers)
Talk to children on their level, at both a physical and mental level.
Team playing or team building is an oversold concept; individuals get the job done.
One hour’s sleep before midnight is equal to two hour’s sleep after midnight. (Dad’s favorite)
Apologize when you screw up, but never as an excuse. (I'll bet Gibbs apologized as a QB)
When you raid the cat house, you take the piano player too. (Thanks to Smokey from Bandit 2)
Do the little jobs to keep the boss happy, but remember it is the big jobs that earn promotions.
Be as comfortable talking with the janitor as you are with the boss. (thanks Dad)
Leave a dozen roses with the office staff of any professional who has helped or treated you.
Write personal thank you notes. (I fall down here, but Judy helps)
When you take a day off, your next opponent is out there training.
There is no chance, no destiny, no fate, that … or control a determined soul. b Ella W. Wilcox
What you don't say can be as important as what you do say. (remember other people's feelings)
Follow the 10 Paradoxical Commandments
see KentmKeith.com
It's better to wear out than rust out.
Perception is reality, i.e., you are judged by your actions and the friends you keep. (see #26)
A character weakness in one area inevitably leads to problems in other areas. (politicians)
When the student is ready, the teacher will appear. (an oldie, but appropriate for me)
Never bother me when I am busy.
Never buy flowers at a flower shop. (specialty shops are outrageously priced)
Don’t ask your barber if you need a haircut.
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42
43
44
45
46
47
48
49
50
51
52
53
54
55

Never go to a doctor whose office plants are dead.
Never be specific when you decline an offer; you don’t want others judging your value system.
There are consequences to everything you do or don’t do.
If you can’t be right, be wrong at the top of your voice. (thanks Lucy, from Peanuts)
For most sports you need a ball; for a triathlon you need two.
Coaches tend to be uncoachable.
You can only successfully work on two projects at a time. (learned this to get through Purdue)
Know when to ask for help; not too fast and definitely don’t wait too long. (Jim Fixx)
Look at yourself in the mirror once in awhile. (thanks Judy)
When dealing with heating/cooling and most other matters, someone is always dissatisfied.
Talk to people when your back is turned to see if they are listening to you.
Make snap decisions. (see Tipping Point by Malcolm Gladwell)
The last rep, length or any effort is the one that improves you the most. (2-27-12)
A good big man will always beat a good small man. (Dad/Leedy: tough to ignore)

Other Rules:
I have seen many other lists on what to do, what not to do and what is best to do, often couched in
graduation speeches. I have picked out my three favorites: Robert Fulghum’s All I Need To Know I
Learned In Kindergarten, Roy Roger’s 10 Rider’s Rules and the military’s 11 general orders.

All I Really Need To Know I Learned In Kindergarten
ALL I REALLY NEED TO KNOW about how to live and what to do
and how to be I learned in kindergarten. Wisdom was not
at the top of the graduate-school mountain, but there in the
sand pile at Sunday School. These are the things I learned:
Share everything.
Play fair.
Don't hit people.
Put things back where you found them.
Clean up your own mess.
Don't take things that aren't yours.
Say you're sorry when you hurt somebody.
Wash your hands before you eat.
Flush.
Warm cookies and cold milk are good for you.
Live a balanced life - learn some and think some
and draw and paint and sing and dance and play
and work every day some.
Take a nap every afternoon.
When you go out into the world, watch out for traffic,
hold hands, and stick together.
Be aware of wonder.
Remember the little seed in the Styrofoam cup:
The roots go down and the plant goes up and nobody
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really knows how or why, but we are all like that.
Goldfish and hamsters and white mice and even
the little seed in the Styrofoam cup - they all die.
So do we.
And then remember the Dick-and-Jane books
and the first word you learned - the biggest
word of all - LOOK.

Roy Roger’s Rider Rules
1. Be neat and clean.
2. Be courteous and polite.
3. Always obey your parents.
4. Protect the weak and help them.
5. Be brave but never take chances.
6. Study hard and learn all you can.
7. Be kind to animals and take care of them.
8. Eat all your food and never waste any.
9. Love God and go to Sunday school regularly.
10. Always respect our flag and our country.

Military 11 General Orders
1. To take charge of this post and all government property in view.
2. To walk my post in a military manner, keeping always on the alert, and observing everything
that takes place within sight or hearing.
3. To report all violations of orders I am instructed to enforce.
4. To repeat all calls from posts more distant from the guard house than my own.
5. To quit my post only when properly relieved.
6. To receive, obey, and pass on to the sentry who relieves me all orders from the commanding
officer, field officer of the day, officer of the day, and officers and petty officers of the watch.
7. To talk to no one except in line of duty.
8. To give the alarm in case of fire or disorder.
9. To call the petty officer of the watch in any case not covered by instructions.
10. To salute all officers and all colors and standards not cased.
11. To be especially watchful at night, and during the time for challenging, to challenge all persons on or near my post, and to allow no one to pass without proper authority.

Wolf Credo
Respect the elders
Teach the young
Cooperate with the pack

Wolf Credo
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Play when you can
Hunt when you must
Rest in between
Share your affections
Voice your feelings
Leave your mark

Special Days in my Calendar
My life was planned and predictable, perhaps way too regimented. Every
Jan 1 I would mark next year's calendar with my “special” days. We all do
this to some extent. The birth dates, anniversaries and certain holidays are
fixed. The other holidays are established by the closest weekend. The other
events on my calendar were time-sensitive—as in 2nd weekend in June. The
start and finish, plus the 5-6 meets, for Fleet Feet were penciled in.
Paddleball tournaments took 4 to 6 weekends. The half dozen most favorite
running events were added; the same for a half dozen biking events. Even a
couple triathlons could be regularly found on the calendar.
Judy had a few seminars and retreats that she normally attended. Any unscheduled time was available
for home projects, family visits, or one day get-aways to Cedar Point. We never scheduled family
vacation time.

Timeline of Larry Piper’s Life
The chronological sequencing of events, which I call a timeline, is a way for me to put events into perspective. I have found very few examples of software that address this issue. I finally broke down a few
years ago and dropped $40 on Timeline Maker. I never did much with it until 2008, and by then the
updates were over $100. As I prepared for both back fusion and pacemaker surgery, the timelines were
an excellent way to summarize my medical history. (Too bad I couldn’t get the doctors to pay much
attention to them.)
In one of the final stories written for this book, I decided to place all the significant events in my life on
one chart. (I have always felt it would be useful to have similar charts for your father and your children
so comparisons could be made, i.e., age at marriage, age at first child, age at first million, etc.) Details
of a timeline chart can only be read if it is printed on large paper, something I likely cannot do with my
limited software version.
This timeline is also shown in the front of this book, along with a text explanation of each event. One
should find other timelines in this book: major medical procedures and drug history in App D and cars
in App C.
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Chapter 18

Genealogy

What People Expect In Genealogy
“I cannot believe that out of 100,000 sperm, you were the fastest”
Stephen Pearl

As I searched for examples of books which others in Midland had written, all I found
were books of the genealogy type. Each book was a major effort on someone’s part,
particularly those which had to be hand-typed before the advent of word processors or
computers. I have a couple such books and pamphlets for my relatives. One of my
early contacts was Dona McArdle who was creating a family book, only she was writing a story about each person. She intended to have a couple dozen copies printed
locally. Unfortunately, we lost touch with each other, and I never saw the results of her
work.
I was fortunate to get the complete genealogical record of the Jollief side of my family
from my Aunt Maryjane Jollief. She lived in Kendallville, IN, which is an hour's drive
from Ft. Wayne, IN. The Allen County Library, located in Ft. Wayne, is second only to
Salt Lake City in genealogy information. My cousin Jill now has all her mother’s data.
I spent considerable time with my earliest computers working with genealogy programs. I started a SIG with the SVCA. 22 We spent considerable time looking at various
software alternatives; most had a steep learning curve and/or cost. Fortunately, I did
not waste time typing and retyping data into multiple programs. I settled on Family
Tree Maker (FTM) back when it was a DOS program. Fortunately, through all of
FTM’s revisions, I did not loose any data; the same can be said for all my computer
upgrades. The example on the facing page as well as the Ancestors and Descendants
pages all come from FTM.
The ‘Birth Date’ and ‘Who Was Born Near Me’ pages came from my early computer
efforts at Dow (see Ch. 5, SyFA) and my subsequent memorization efforts (see Ch. 14,
366 Days of Memorization).

22 Saginaw Valley Computer Association, an IBM computer club of which I was a member and officer from
about 1990 until it folded in Nov, 2006.
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22 Addresses Where I Have Lived
If one counts mailing addresses, I have lived at 22 different locations. This includes four separate
addresses for the four years at Purdue, the six weeks at ROTC training at Ft. Riley, KS, in 1959 and the
eight weeks summer school at Ann Arbor to complete my M.S.E. degree in 1969. If you exclude these
six 'temp' addresses, that still leaves 16 actual homes.
The first six homes are based upon pictures in my Mother's photo album, which was confirmed by a
list of addresses in my baby book, that covers my age from birth to five.*
1 – Cline residence, Van Scoyoc St Avilla, IN

1/39 - 8/39 born here

2 – Risser residence

Petroleum IN

8/39 - 5/40

3 – Allen cottage

Pretty Lake, IN

5/40 - 8/40

4 – 729 N. Bancroft

Indianapolis, IN

8/40 - 9/41

5 – 713 Atwater Ave

Bloomington, IN

6/11/41 8/6/41 Dad masters

6 – Payne residence, RR#5, Box 462 Five Points, IN
nd

10/1/41 8/44 Dad military
1st grade

7 – 304 W. 2 Ave

North Manchester, IN

9/44 - 6/45

8 – 94 East Broadway

Danville, IN

6/45 - 3/47 Grampa died

9 – 165 S. Washington

Danville, IN

3/47 - 6/49

10- 223 S. Washington

Danville, IN

6/49 - 9/51

11- 660 E. Broadway

Danville, IN

6/51 - 9/56

12- Purdue Freshman

W.Lafayette, IN

9/56 - 5/57

13- Purdue Sophomore

W.Lafayette, IN

9/57 - 5/58

14- Purdue Junior

W.Lafayette, IN

9/58 - 5/59

15- ROTC Summer Training

Ft. Riley, KS

6/59 - 7/59

16- Purdue Senior

W.Lafayette, IN

8/59 - 5/60

17- 1001 ½ N. Meridian

Lebanon, IN

6/60 - 4/61

18- 320 Porter St.

Saginaw, MI

1/61 - 4/61

19- 729 Wilmer

Anniston, AL

4/61 - 10/61

20- 1419 Margarite

Anniston, AL

10/61 - 10/62

21- 4500 Quincy

Midland, MI

10/62 - 10/63

22- 1816 Bauss Court

Midland, MI

10/63 - Present

(this story is a duplicate Ch 1—22 Addresses)
* Pictures of the first 11 homes can be seen at:

http://www.pipers-place.net/JRP/homes.htm
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What Happened On My Birth Date?
Much of the information below came from a book which you can buy at Bob Evans or Cracker Barrel
for about $5 (while you are waiting to be seated). 23 How I acquired the other events and dates is
described in Chapter 14,
I ran across this tidbit of information. Many immigrants are now given a Jan 1 birth date if they have
no other proof of birth.
The first part of the table below consists of events, in chronological order. The bottom part are other
people who have January 1 birth dates.

EVENTS
1531
1547
1673
1801
1816
1818
1840
1863
1876
1881
1886
1898
1901
1907
1907
1917
1920
1929
1929
1933
1935
1932
1938
1939
1946
1959
1959
1975
1977
1979

Portuguese explorers discover river and name it for the month, Rio de Janeiro
Pope Paul III appoints Michelangelo as chief architect of St. Peter’s
Regular mail delivery commences between New York City and Boston. Takes three weeks.
1st asteroid Ceres is discovered by Italian astronomer Giuseppe Piazzi
The national debt is measured for 1st time. It was $127 million, or about $15 per person.
White House reopens after being restored from 1814 fire.
First 10-pin bowling match at Knickerbocker Alleys in NYC.
Emancipation Proclamation becomes law.
New Year’s Day in Egypt (adopts Gregorian calendar); Japan in 1860
Bell Telephone, organized previous year, pays 1st quarterly dividend of $3.00 per share.
First Rose Parade held by The Valley Hunt Club
New York is now one city rather than five boroughs.
The Commonwealth of Australia is founded.
Pure Food & Drug Act passed, based on Upton Sinclair’s The Jungle, about slaughterhouses.
Lowest temperature in S.A. Recorded in Argentina at -27F; Argentina also has highest temp.
Col. T. E. Lawrence (of Arabia) joins Arab forces in revolt against Ottoman Turks.
Boston Red Sox sell Babe Ruth to NY Yankees for $125,000 (to finance a Broadway play)
Army Fokker, using air refueling, remains aloft for 150 hours; pilots Spaatz and Eaker
Roy Riegel runs wrong direction in Rose Bowl for California.
Miami defeats Manhattan, 7-0, in first Orange Bowl.
Tulane defeats Temple in 1st Sugar Bowl.
USGA’s official ball now weighs 1.62 ounces and measures 1.68” in diameter.
U.S. Census reveals 8 million are out of work; 36 million are collection Social Security benefits.
The 1st flea laboratory opens at the University of California.
Japan’s Emperor Hirohito disavows imperial divinity.
Dictator Batista is replaced by Fidel Castro in Cuba.
European Economic Community (EEC) begins operation; comprised of six nations.
Mitchell, Haldeman & Erlichman are convicted of conspiracy in Watergate break-in
First woman priest ordained in Episcopal Church of America.
U.S. opens diplomatic relations with China while breaking with Taiwan.
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BIRTHDAYS
1449
1618
1735
1745
1752
1862
1864
1879
1879
1895
1900
1909
1909
1911
1912
1918
1919
1923
1927
1957
1958

Lorenzo de Medici – poet and prince, Florence, Italy, patron of the arts
Bartolome Murillo – painter, first Spanish artist to become famous outside Spain.
Paul Revere – Revolutionary War patriot, silversmith, warned colonists with Dawes &Prescott
Anthony Wayne – Revolutionary general, spent winter of 1777 at Valley Forge, Stoney Forge
Betsy Ross – patriot, made the first American flag in 1776
Baron Pierre de Coubertin – revived the modern Olympics
Alfred Stieglitz - father of modern photography
Albert Taylor – physicist, engineer, developed radar
E. M. Forster – author, A Room With a View, Passage to India
J. Edgar Hoover – director of FBI from 1924 to 1972
Xavier Cugat – band leader, Rumba King
Barry Goldwater – politician, senator from AZ, ran for president in 1964
Dana Andrews – actor, The Oxbow Incident, The Purple Heart, Laura; also a drunk
Hank Greenberg – baseball, Detroit Tigers, Hall of Fame
Kim Philby – British spy in 1933 who defected to Soviet Union in 1963 (I Led Three Lives)
Stubby Kaye – rotund comedian and actor, Lil Abner, Cat Ballou,and Guys and Dolls.
J. D. Salinger – author, Catcher in the Rye
Milton Jackson – jazz musician, developed progressive jazz
Doak Walker – football at SMU, Heisman winner, Detroit Lions
Nancy Lopez – golfer, rookie and player of the year in 1978, when she earned $j153,336
Dave Silk – hockey player on 1980 Olympic team that defeated USSR

Biography (How I Would Introduce Myself)
Appendix J is a complete listing of all the jobs I have ever held. It is
not a resume’ and I have not seriously written such a document since
1960. However, a couple people asked for some background facts
about my life on the occasion of me giving a speech to their clubs. So I
wrote my own introduction.

Grew up in Danville, IN, which is 20 miles west of
Indianapolis. Won state tennis championships in the 15
& Under division. Won 7 letters and was a class officer
all 4 years of high school.
Graduated from Purdue in Jan, 1961, with a B.S. in
chemical engineering plus an ROTC commission as a
2nd Lt. in the U. S. Army Chemical Corps
Went to work for Dow Chemical in Jan, 1961, as one of first hirees following
their 1958 “purge”
Entered military in April, 1961, with a 6 month commitment which was subsequently extended to 18 months with the Berlin Wall crisis in August, 1961. Served
as an instructor at the U. S. Army Chemical Corps School at Ft. McClellan, Annis502
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ton, AL, teaching the field use of nerve and mustard agents. Anniston was near
the center of the civil rights movement at that time.
Worked for Dow Chemical for 32 years, all at the Midland Location, in production facilities in various technical and quality supervisory jobs. Last 10 years
involved computer related jobs in a support function for Digital mini-computers.
Earned night school degrees in M.S.E. from University of Michigan in 1969
and M.B.A. from Central Michigan University in 1971.
Married, two children, Scot in Freeland who works for Dow Corning (wife
Robyn works for Dow Chemical) and Laura in Chesaning who runs a women’s
quilting/scrapbook retreat (husband Kent is a lawyer in Chesaning).
Spends retirement in (1) care and feeding of five home computers, (2) daily
workouts at the Midland Community Center to include swimming, bicycling,
paddleball and Nautilus and (3) help in raising four grandchildren, Alexandra,
Mackenzie, Mitchell and Jessica.
Registered Professional Engineer in Michigan
Registered Track Official for Michigan High School Athletic Association

Egg Croquettes and Plucketts
It is a standing joke in our 50 year marriage that my
favorite dish is egg croquettes. Mother fixed these all
the time. Judy has never fixed them. They are mixture
of hard-boiled eggs, mashed up and mixed with a very
rich white sauce. This mixture is then rolled into golfball size, allowed to dry, and then rolled in cracker
crumbs. These balls were deep fat fried into croquettes
(very unhealthy, expensive to cook, and even somewhat
dangerous to cook). So they will have to remain on my
wish list.
When I look back at my Mother’s cooking recipes, plus
my Father’s bad eating habits, I can see how the combination seriously affected his life expectancy.
The plucketts were also a family tradition. My Gramma Jollief used to host Thanksgiving dinner at her
apartment every year. Her two children, Mother and Uncle Wendell, would bring their families and
some additional food, but Gramma J. would fix the turkey, dressing (two kinds) and the plucketts.
Plucketts are a typical yeast bread. It requires one to allow the mixture to rise three times at one hour
intervals, so Gramma J. had to get up very early to begin the process. Then the dough was ‘plucked’
into bite-size portions, rolled in butter and then rolled into a cinnamon-sugar mix. The plucketts were
then packed into a cake pan and allow to rise a fourth time. They were delicious. With the passing of
Gramma J. other members of the Piper family have taken turns in carrying on the pluckett tradition. It
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is one of the feature recipes in Carol’s cookbook.

Who Was Born Near Jan 1, 1939
When I ran a computer in the Methocel Plant in the early '80s, I got the idea
of recording the birth dates for a few family and friends. Soon this expanded
to the girls on the track team I was coaching.
I soon created a birthday program that allowed me to give a printout to anyone on their birth day, whether they were in my database of birthdays or not.
From here my database was expanded to include professional ball players
and other notables whose names would appear in the print media. Soon I
was including dates of important events like V-J Day and some not so important dates like the first ice cream cone. I even began hanging out at the
library, reading various sources to expand my database.
My heart was not fully into this project because all my data was on a mini
computer, controlled by my employer – see Chapter 5, SyFA. If I changed
jobs, the only thing I would have to show for all my work would be a long print out. But then in the
mid-'80s the PC was beginning to be recognized as a “real” computer. I purchased one for our plant in
1985—it was an IBM 386 with a speed of 200 MHz, maybe 64M or 128M of RAM, a couple 5.25”
floppy drives and maybe 10M of hard drive capacity. The cost was $4,500. The software was very basic
and very expensive at that time.
Then I stumbled onto a conversion program that would allow me to convert my birthday file from the
mini-computer to comma separated variable (CSV) form that the PC could read. At the time PCs were
not powerful enough to process this data. They could, however, write out the data to floppies. I think it
took six 1,400K, 5.25” floppies to hold all the data. I put them away until the day I had my own PC.
My birthday project was put on hold even though the local librarian encouraged me to publish it. Sure
enough, 10-15 years later my information began to appear in print as PC software made self-publishing
a reality. Once the Internet sprung to life in the early '90s, famous birthdays were a staple on many
web sites. I eventually acquired an affordable database program. I imported the data on the six floppies into my PC’s database program. Now I could sort by name or date. It was a simple chore to create
lists in chronological order. The next page is one such list. It shows people born within six months of
my birth date. (Show this list to an astrologist sometime to see if all these Capricorns are similar!)
My birthday file was eventually supplemented by an EVENTS file, which in turn led to my memorization of at least one important event for each day of the year—see Chapter 14 – 366 Days of Memories.
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Family Rituals
There was a consistency in my early years that I came to accept as “normal.” We always ate Thanksgiving dinner at my Gramma J’s house. We always opened presents on Christmas day and ate our main
meal at noon at my parent’s house. We always went to Grampa Piper’s house on the last Sunday of the
year to visit with that side of the family and watch the pro football championships. We always ate the
Easter meal at noon at my Gramma J’s house and the kids received Easter baskets. My Mother and
Grandmother J. kept up with the comings and goings of all our relatives. (Since there were no computers back then, they did this in their heads, and so the dates and names had to be constantly repeated at
family gatherings – a ritual that drove me nuts.) There were undoubtedly many more “constants” in
my early life. Since Mother played the organ at church for 35 years, it was a given that the family went
to the Methodist Church each Sunday. My five years with an Indianapolis Star paper route locked me
into an early morning routine that follows me to this day.
After Judy and I married and settled in Midland, we drove the seven plus hours each Thanksgiving
and Christmas to be at my parent’s house to continue these traditions. Mother, with her naive ways
and teaching background, could never understand that some people had to work on the holidays.
These drives, with small children, were often made under terrible weather conditions. I mention a couple in Chapter 16 – Vacations.
Judy, after 20 years of never celebrating a single birthday or major holiday, picked up the spirit of the
Piper traditions in the 20 years before Mother passed away. Now a birthday of any of our immediate
10 family members does not pass without some cake, ice cream and a token present. We may not make
it on the exact birth date, but we always find a date. My sisters Janet and Carol have also made strong
efforts to continue various Piper family traditions although their blended families have made the job
more difficult.
So it was my Mother who stoked the flames of the Piper traditions. Her Mother, Gramma J., also had
to be given a lion’s share of the credit. I thought it was this way for everyone. Then Joanie King Kisner
from my high school class sent me the article below. Gulley captures the idea of family traditions in his
own unique style. But he did effectively slap me up the side of my head and make me realize how
important my Mother and my family were in shaping my life.

New Age 24
These old folks today. They drive fast cars, dispense with tradition, and want to have holiday dinners
at Cracker Barrel.
By Philip Gulley
When I was in fourth grade, my music teacher, Mrs. Piper,
taught our class “Over the River and Through the Woods,” a
song about traveling to grandmother’s house in a horse-drawn
sleigh. It was written by Lydia Maria Child in 1844 as a
Thanksgiving song, but Mrs. Piper changed the line from
“Hurrah for Thanksgiving Day” to “Hurrah for Christmas Day”
and we sang it at our school’s Christmas program. There is an
24 http://www.indianapolismonthly.com/2008/December-2008/Columns/New-Age.aspx
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abundance of Christmas songs, and scarcely any Thanksgiving songs. Why Mrs. Piper stole from the
poor to give to the rich puzzled me, but I was a conformist and goose-stepped right along.
As a child, I didn’t understand Mrs. Piper’s attraction to the song. She was up in years, but not old
enough to have relied on horses for transportation. The only horse-drawn sleigh in our town belonged
to Mike Glover, who never carried anyone to grandmother’s house—his or theirs—but did give rides in
the park when snow was on the ground. The trips my family made to my grandmother’s house, 120
miles away, were in a 1970 Ford Country Squire station wagon with plastic wood grain siding. The only
similarity between the song and real life was the pumpkin pie. In the song, Grandma baked her own
pumpkin pies. My grandmother purchased hers at Harold’s Market in Vincennes. Pumpkin pie might
be the only food that’s just as good store-bought as it is homemade.
Mrs. Piper was my music teacher for three years, and by the end of our association I despised “Over
the River and Through the Woods.” Mostly because I was desperate to be hip, which is hard to pull off
when singing, “the horse knows the way to carry the sleigh through the white and drifted sno-ho.” In
the song, one gets the impression Lydia Maria Child’s grandmother lived in a charming cottage nestled
in the woods. She actually resided at 114 South Street in Medford, Massachusetts, which, when Miss
Child wrote the song, was practically a mansion, with four Ionic columns, a half-dozen bedrooms, and
servants’ quarters. It turns out servants baked the pumpkin pie, not Grandma. Interestingly, the house
still stands and is now owned by Tufts University.
Because of that song and the nostalgia it engendered, I spent every Christmas of my youth in the back
end of our station wagon, riding to Grandma’s, two hours each way, where I was presented with the
same gift each year—a pair of white tube socks, for which I was to appear profoundly grateful.
“What do you say to Grandma?” my mother would prompt.
“Thank you for the white socks,” I would say. “They’re my favorite color.”
I now realize Mrs. Piper and my parents were trying to instill a sense of tradition in me, which I didn’t
appreciate at the time. Now I’m older, have children of my own, and know the value of such things.
Unfortunately, when my grandmother passed away in 1989, my parent’s yen for nostalgia likewise
expired. Tradition was cast aside like old skivvies. My parents ditched their live Christmas tree, bought
a fake one from Target, and mused aloud about spending the holidays in Florida.
Which brings me to my topic—the wholesale abandonment of traditional values by today’s elders. In
short, the old folks are letting us down.
I was speaking with a friend who had recently returned to her hometown to visit her 75 year-old
mother. When it came time for supper, her mother fed her frozen lasagna from Kroger.
“Can you believe that?” my friend said. “Frozen lasagna! My grandmother would be spinning in her
grave if she knew her daughter fed her family frozen food. Then, get this, I see my mother maybe four
times a year, so I wanted to sit and visit, but she wanted to go shopping. She’s always shopping.”
“It’s this older generation,” I told her. “They think money grows on trees. If they’re not shopping,
they’re at the casinos. I don’t know what they’re thinking, but I’ve just about had it.”
Ah, Mrs. Piper. I miss that woman more each year. And given today’s crop of elders, I see nothing but
clouds on the horizon.
I am acquainted with a school music teacher in her 60s. I phoned to ask if they still taught the children
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“Over the River and Through the Woods.” Just as I suspected, it’s been deep-sixed.
“We canned that old chestnut years ago,” she said.
It gets worse.

Where To Live
The web site http://www.findyourspot.com/ lets the user take a quiz about alternative cities to live in.
You must make some choices like geographical area of U.S., size of city, weather, arts, schools, medical
and outside activities. Judy and I each took the quiz in Feb, 2007, and we came up with the following:

12345678910 11 12 13 14 15 16 17 18 -

Larry

Judy

Evansville, IN
Mansfield, OH
Muncie, IN
Rochester, MN
Springfield, MO
Kalamazoo, MI
Bloomington, IN
Battle Creek, MI
Topeka, KS
Lincoln, NE
Grand Rapids, MI
Sioux Falls, SD
Lansing, MI
Fort Wayne, IN
Joplin, MO
Cedar Rapids, IO
Cincinnati, OH
Elkhart-Goshen, IN

Evansville, IN
Joplin, MO
Wichita, KS
Topeka, KS
Springfield, MO
Dayton, OH
Salina, KS
Lincoln, NE
Lawrence, KS
Lansing, MI
Colombia, MO
Muncie, IN
Cincinnati, OH
Bloomington, IN
Enid, OK
Amarillo, TX
Lubbock, TX
Terre Haute, IN

I have enjoyed the storm-free environment of Michigan, but I would like to be a little further South
without going West. So my top choices from the above two lists would be: Dayton, Muncie, Ft. Wayne,
Lansing and Cincinnati.
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Chapter 19

Family Photos
Where Everybody Knows Your Name

Baby Pictures
Other Baby Pictures
4 Piper Children
High School
Whatever
High School With Judy
Wedding
Military
Individual
More Pictures With Family
Recovery Back Surgery
Double Ironman
Grandchildren
Biking
Judy and I
Family Pictures
Miscellaneous Pictures

510

Family Photos

Chapter 19

Family Photos

Where Everybody Knows Your Name
“Never argue with people who buy ink by the gallon.”
Tommy Lasorda
I originally hoped that this section might be a series of electronic links which
would give me virtually unlimited photo capabilities. I also have at least two
genealogy-type books, one on the Winger family and the other from Max Piper,
that I want to reference. I am also aware of a Tressel book on my mother’s side of
the family. It seems these ideas will have to wait.
I have decided that all pictures in this chapter will contain pictures of me—as
opposed to old grandparents shots.
I soon discovered that: (1) I have nothing from Purdue, (2) I have nothing
from Dow (but that was because of security restrictions), and (3) I have very few
pictures of my cars.
Baby Pictures
Other Baby Pictures
4 Piper Children
High School
Miscellaneous
High School With Judy
Wedding
Military
Individual
More Pictures With Family
Recovery Back Surgery
Double Ironman
Grandchildren
Biking
Judy and I
Family Pictures
Thanksgiving, 1968
Wrap up
Picture Descriptions

Family Photos

19-1
19-2
19-3
19-4
19-5
19-6
19-7
19-8
19-9
19-10
19-11
19-12
19-13
19-14
19-15
19-16
19-17
19-18
19-19
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Page 19-1 - Baby Pictures
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Family Photos

Page 19-2 - Other Baby Pictures

Family Photos
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Page 19-3 - 4 Piper Children
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Family Photos

Page 19-4 - High school pictures

Family Photos
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Page 19-5 - Miscellaneous

Prom date, circa 1958

at Kalamazoo Nat'ls, Aug, 1954

1st grade, N. Manchester, circa 1944; me front & center
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Page 19-6 - Pictures With Judy

Family Photos
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Page 19-7 - Wedding Pictures
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Family Photos

Page 19-8

Family Photos

- Military

519

I

520

Page 19-9

- Individual Pictures of Me

Family Photos

Page 9-10 - More Pictures with Family

Family Photos

521

Page 19-11 - Recovering Back Surgery

522

Family Photos

Page 19-12

Family Photos

- Double Ironman Triathlon Sep 4-5, 1994

523

Page 19-13 - Grandchildren and I

524

Family Photos

Page 19-14

Family Photos

- Biking

525

Page 19-15 - Judy and I
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Family Photos

Page 19-16

Family Photos

- Family Pictures

527

Page 19-17 - Thanksgiving, 1968

528

Family Photos

Page 19-18 - to be continued

. . . to be continued, by:
Scot (and Robyn),
Laura (and Kent),
Alexandra,

Mackenzie,

Mitchell, and

Jessica

Family Photos
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Page 19-19 - Some comments about the pictures
Page 1 – Baby Pictures

?, ?, Wolf ~fall 1945, Easter may have been 94 E. Broadway

Page 2 – Other Baby Pictures

Five Points, Y Camp, Jollief’s ?, N. Manchester ~1944-45

4 Piper Children

first two taken at Hollowell house, second two taken at Broadway

Page 4 – High School Pictures

Easter 1956, tennis ~1953 (? ,? ,Helton ,Piper ,Osborn,
Wilson, Watts, ?), double quartet, tennis team

Page 5 – Miscellaneous
Page 6 – Pictures With Judy

1956 prom, 1955 Webster Cup, HS football, 1956 dance

Page 7 - Wedding Picturestaken 4-Jun-1960 at Montrose Church, Terre Haute, IN
Page 8 – Military

commissioning day at Purdue, ready ~4/1962, COOC4a class on 6/61

Individual Pictures of Me

in front of Community Center, hips X-ray, with Ironman
trophy, finish Paavo Nurmi Marathon ~1976

Page 10 – More Pics w/Family

at Dad’s house ~1967, Easter at Gramma J’s, reunion at Ft.
Wayne ~2000 (last picture of Bob alive)

Recovering Back Surgery

Larry with back brace in basement, at Anniston, upstairs

Page 12 – Double Ironman

swim finish, early biking, late in run, afterwards

Grandchildren and I

Xmas ?, Chesaning 2008, ?, our front yard 2007

Page 14 – Biking

24 Hr ~2005, Tiger stadium, 24 Hr ~2006

Page 15 - Judy and I
Page 16 – Family Pictures
Page 17 - Thanksgiving 1968 Jan, Janet, Carol, Jill, Jack, Larry, Bob at Gramma J’s house
Carol, Dad, Mom, Janet, Bob, Larry at Gramma J’s house
Page 18 – to be continued
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I decided to insert additional pictures, articles, etc here—but not renumber pages. (Aug, 2014)
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Purdue tennis schedule, spring 1960 when I played
532
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1 Pictures
This is a description of the picture collages' that appear at the start of each chapter and on the front
and back cover. Descriptions start in upper, left corner and proceed clockwise, ending in the center.
Front Cover

Webster Cup, 1954; H.S. Graduation, 1956; Ironman, 1984; Bike, 2004;
Ironman, 1984; 5 Points, 1943; Military, 1961; Retirement, 1995

Ch 1 – Growing Up

CNC college, Indy 5600, Glasses & Watch, Age 4, Indy Princesses, 1st grade report card,
1956 Dance, Danville Court House, Roy Rogers, Double Quartet, Nash car circa. 1953,
Indy, Birth Hospital 1939, Pool Table, Rubber Gun, Indy Star 1956, Superman comic,
Poplar Trees, Tennis 1954, Football 1955, 7 H.S. Letters and home on 660 E. Broadway

Ch 2 – Maturing

Freedom Riders 1961, Aerobics 1969, Chemical Corps 1961, Hyrum Smith, Darwin
Awards book, Annus Mirabilis book, Judy at Allison's Powerama, Danville School
1944-1956, Graduation 1956, Dow, ROTC Graduation 1961, Court House, 1955 Chevy,
Military induction 1961 and Wedding Picture 1960

Ch 3 – Purdue

Purdue Pete, Bumper Sticker, Admin. Bldg, Campus Overhead, Purdue Drum, Bobble
Head, Typical Room, Locomotive, Pole Vaulter Johnson, Tennis Team 1960, Power
Plant, Union, Sticker, Molecule, Fountain, P, John Purdue, Grand Prix, Misc, Cary Hall

Ch 4 – Military

Anniston, Insignia, COOC Class 1961, Misc, Chemical Corps Insignia, Escape & Evasion, Fort
McClellan Book, Ft. Riley Sign, Freedom Riders 1961, ROTC Purdue, Napalm Poster, Home 729
Wilmer Anniston, LSD Book, Field Exercise Nerve Agent, Atropine, Letter of Appreciation

Ch 5 – Dow Chem.

Napalm Poster, Hyrum Smith, People Types, Computer Room, H.H. Dow, Misc Book,
Franklin Planner, Interviewing, Typical Plant, Engineering and Dow Logo

Ch 6 – Education

Nuclear Plant Cooling Tower, Exam Sign, EIT Book, CMU Sticker, PE Certificate,
Picture of Room in Ann Arbor-Finished M.S.E, Needlepoint of M.S.E.

Ch 7 – John Piper

Victory Field, Solitaire, Carnival, Loading Shells, Pistol Match, Manchester Letter, Dad
Skeet Shooting, Danville Park Bridge, Wrestling, Dad's Dog Tag, Football Records, See
Yourself, Punting (Cat), House Dad Built

Ch 8 – Family

Judy & Geneva in AZ, Prom Pic, Janet, Danville Tornado, Judy Silhouette, Dad, Green
Stamps, Mom,Geneva & Joe, Toy?, Allisons, Judy's Box Car, Gamma J, Indy 500 1960,
Princesses, Prom Pic, Princesses, Bakery, Homecoming Candidates, Hubers, Pipers at
Easter, D. Tornado, Word Puzzle, Grampa Jollief, Geneva, Judy at Anniston and Judy

Ch 9 – Fleet Feet

1974 Fleet Feet Girls Track Club, 9 & Under (my 1st year coaching); see page 281

Ch 10 – Sport Heroes Billy Jean King-Bobby Riggs Tennis Match, Lou Gehrig & Cal Ripken, Wilma, Jim
Thorpe, Geo Sheehan and One of His Books, Peter Strudwick Book, Roger Bannister,
Marathon, Jim Fixx Book, Frank Shorter, Jesse Owens, RAAM Book and Aerobics Book

Ch 11 – Athletics

Desk Thing, Triathlon Book, Bike, Bob Leedy, Danville Tennis Club Logo, YMCA, Race
Walkers, Squash, SCUBA, Swim Logo, Yoga, Handball, 7 H.S. Letters, Racquetballs,
Larry Paddleball Pic in Front of Midland Community Center and Triathlon Saying.

Ch 12 – Ironman

Finish (35:38:17), 10th Year Logo and Trophy – Sept 5, 1994

Ch 13 – Stories

Head & Shoulders, MI Map, Tomb Unknowns, Rosetta Stone, Thinker, Alcatraz, Map,
Juno Shark, Reverse Engineering Book, War Games Movie, Lightning, Questions,
Prime Directive and Douglas Corrigan 'Wrong Way' Newspaper
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Ch 14 – Memory

Copy of Quiz Page from Pipers-Place.net

Ch 15 – Medical

X-ray showing left hip revision in 2010 and original right hip replacement 1989,
heart bypass scar 7-31-1999, Urticaria, about 5 months into a 4 year struggle; Back
fusion, Nov 2008.

Ch 16 – Misc.

One of two twin bridges in Danville (will replace this pic later)

Ch 17 – Lists

A couple library shots (will also replace these pics later)

Ch 18 – Genealogy

My page from Family Tree Maker, the Genealogy Program I use

Ch 19 – Photos

Judy's H.S. Graduation Photo and 'touched up' photo of Albert Einstein

I used Picasa to create these collages'. With the exception of the center picture, I seemed to have no
control over which pictures were used, where they were placed and what size they were.
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Epilogue
I decided to add this story on Sep 25, 2010, with 99% of the book completed. I had just printed an
entire copy of the book in black and white, (506 pages for the 19 chapters and 284 pages for the 20
Appendices). I would now allow anyone to read it without any apologies for either grammatical or historical content. But it has become apparent that the book will never be finished, at least in my mind.
One of my sayings in Appendix K is “Don’t let the perfect be the enemy of the good,” which means to
me that I should publish something even though I know there are still errors. Actually my enemy is
change. I keep thinking of further stories. When I insert them into my book, the effect reverberates
throughout the book. Page numbers change; picture locations change; the Table of Contents is wrong.
Any change requires two minutes to save the file and another five minutes to convert it to PDF, and
there are four files needed for the entire book. I have not yet figured out how to keep a log of these
changes. Still, looking back I would not do things differently. The ability to keep adding material to
this book is critical.
I started this book in the fall of 2008 to keep from going nuts while I was recovering from back
surgery. After my back got better, the book took on a life of its own. I gave a copy to Scot and Laura for
Christmas, 2009, of the first seven chapters. My intention was to finish the book in six more months.
But then I began to pursue my slow heart beat issue (bradycardia), and that led to an implantation of a
pacemaker. Some foul ups on the pacemaker settings and the return of heart fibrillation’s resulted in a
lack of energy on my part. Also, the need to replace at least one hip implant has significantly reduced
my mobility and increased my pain levels. Both conditions have drastically curtailed my bike riding,
something I really miss. (Just yesterday I made the mental goal of riding the 50K at next year’s Copper
Country bike ride.) You might think that all these negative health changes would have instilled a sense
of urgency in my writings. They probably have because I work on the book for 1-2 hours every day.
Still, like the government who continue projects after they have run out of money, I continue to piddle
along adding more stories and lists.
It is clear that the balance of what I want to write is more for my own edification. I have collected or
saved a lot of information that is likely only of interest to me. This book seems to be an ideal repository
to keep this information in one place.
The significant parts to complete include (1) the lists in Chapter 17 and Appendix L, and which lists
should appear in each part, (2) the details of all my cars in Appendix C, (3) the details of all my runs
and court sports in Appendix H, (4) the genealogy stuff in Chapter 18 and Appendix G need to be coordinated, and (5) a summary of the stories of my favorite authors needs to be completed in Appendix N.
The completed 19 chapters will be published for the 2010 Christmas season; also they will be extracted
to my web site: http:/www.pipers-place.net/thebook/. Then I can fiddle around with the Appendices
as long as my heart desires.
In late 2010 I lost my domain name. I replaced it with a similar name, replacing the .com with .net. I
tried to update all the domain name references in this book.
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This book was self-published. An Acer Aspire 5100-3357 laptop computer running
Vista and OpenOffice.org software 3.0 was used to create the text and spreadsheet
files as well as to convert them to PDF. (My writing started on Dec, 2008.)
The font is Georgia 12 point for the text, 13 point for chapter narratives and 18 point
for the headers.
Graphics were obtained by either scanning (Epson 3170 Photo) or photographing
(Kodak Z712 IS) personal items and documents. Some generic sources from the
Internet were also used. Photoshop Elements 5 or Irfan software was used to
manipulate the graphic files.
Pages were printed from PDF files on an HP Color LaserJet 3600N printer using 24
and 28 pound HP paper.
Binding was done with a Docubind P100 spline binder with 1½” to 2” splines.
A web site, http://www.pipers-place.net/thebook , also holds much of the original
material that was ultimately combined into this book. An errata page, an update page,
a FAQ page as well as much other information will provide one further background
information on this book. You can actually download the entire book in PDF format and
read it on a computer or ebook device. This will allow you to easily check all the links.
The thought process was to generate three separate files. A spreadsheet file (file1)
was used to collect my thoughts. Approximately 425 different story ideas as well as
possible chapter locations were identified. Then a text file (file2) was created to flesh
out the details of these 425 stores in numerical order. Both file1 and file2 could be
edited independently of one another as new ideas were generated.
Finally, a second text file (file3) was created to hold the actual book content. The
specific stories were copied and pasted from file2 into the book file3. A Table of
Contents was created to organize all my stories into logical and easily read chapters.
The book files had to be split in half because their size caused frequent crashes.
All formatting was handled by style sheets. Each of the text files were then converted
into PDF format with OpenOffice.org. The various PDF files were then merged into
one giant PDF file with Adobe Acrobat Pro from which the entire book was printed.
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