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the shoulders, but we ripped all this
out before a big game, spectacularly
and melodramatically. Helmets were
still a novelty; for the protection of our
recious heads we relied on our hair.

e wore it very long, a bit in the style
of the defunct Cleo de Merode. I have
a picture of my last eleven before me
at this very moment. It looks like a
picture of eleven Paderewskis—except
that it also looks like a picture of eleven
timberwolves, gaunt, desperate and
baleful-eyed.

Outside of the daily massacre on the
field, we lived rather monastic lives.
We dwelt together at training quarters
and ate together at the training table.
The training-table diet was based on a
simple idea, which was to make tigers
out of us. A tiger, it was argued, if he
played football, would make an excel-
lent football player. Therefore were we
fed raw meat in the form of raw beef-
steak.

I fail to remember ever seeing at
the training table any of that green
stuff that vitamin fanatics are so wild
about these days. Sweets, of course,
were taboo— pies, puddings, fruit. Wa-
ter was viewed with suspicion; we were
allowed it only in the form of a thin and
particularly loathsome gruel called oat-
meal water. Except that, secretly
every evening after practice, standing
under our showers, we opened our
mouths wide and let good old H.,O
pour in.

Now and then, the coaches might
decide that we were going stale; we'd
then get each a bottle of ale at the eve-
ning table. It had to be ale; it couldn’t
be beer. There were always men in the
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squad who had brought sad prejudices
from a rustic home, they’d turn away
from their pints, and we'd seize them,
and for an hour or two the somber
training quarters would brighten with
raucous laughter and loud shouts.
There was another custom, also founded
upon rock. If the head coach decided
that his pet star had gone stale, he
took him to the Palace Hotel, and
dined him on oysters, lobster, par-
tridge, guinea hen, crépes suzette and
champagne. This was supposed to fx
him up for the rest of the season.

We had no doctor. Physicians were
feared. They might overcoddle us or
turn us into hypochondriacs. Our
physical welfare was in the care of the
trainer. He was usually an ex-pro
wrestler who had turned masseur. He
usually treasured ideas all his own on
physiology and hygiene. I remember
one well, and, strange as it may seem,
with affection. His name was Al. He
was the idol of the campus and of the
grandstands because he could turn
back flips.

At the daily scrimmage, at big games,
sooner or later the rooters—now called
the cheering section, I believe—would
start a chant. ""Turn a flip, Al; turn
a flip,” they chanted, insistently, till
finally in front of the grandstand,
Al turned a back flip to thunderous
applause.

He liked me, did Al. Every now and
then, instead of the conventional witch-
hazel rubdown, he gave me an oil rub,
which was his subtle way of expressing
esteem of the athlete stretched on his
table. But he had moments of regret-
table inspiration. One afternoon after

practice, contemplating my right knee,
which was swollen with what, in those
days, we airily called water-on-the-
knee, he said suddenly and resolutely:
“1 know! We'll roast the water out!™

He picked up a bandage, doused it
with something out of a bottle, and
wrapped it tight around the knee
whose water was to be roasted out. I
went away, and after a while the knee
began to burn. It burned more and
more as I stood it stoically, because
stoics we were supposed to be. By
nighttime, I managed to get to sleep,
hlé;dtjlring the night 1 woke up crying

It wasn’t, as I had been dreaming, the
training house that was on fire; it was
my knee. Gritting my teeth, I man-
aged to last an hour longer, then,
utterly unmanned, tore off the band-
age, watching curiously the skin peel
off with it.

When I saw Al in the morning, and
showed him the knee, jeering a bit be-
cause the water was still in it, still un-
roasted, 1 asked him curiously what it
was that he had put on it. He passed
me the bottle so that I might see for
myself. What I saw was that he had
used turpentine. " Pure and unadulter-
ated,” the label assured me. He gave
me an oil rub.

I remembered how I protected that
roasted knee in the game that came a
few days later. I did it with an elastic
bandage. But the bandage wasn’t on
the knee that you think—oh, no! It
was on the good knee. And it was so
placed that, while it pretended to try to
hide itself, it stuck out a few inches, a
bait for hostile eyes.
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It is extraordinary how often that
dishonestly bandaged knee was hit in
that game. There wasn’t a play when
some hostile shoulder didn’t come
crashing into it. While the other, the
really vulnerable one, remained un-
molested as I chuckled secretly. Ah,
those were great old days!

And thus, through such little adven-
tures, but mostly through a sea of
somber toil and moil and trouble, we
came to the climax of the season, the
Big Game, against our specialest and
legendary E emy.

We came to it, a team that would
be considered today shockingly over-
trained. Well, we had lost a good deal
of our sprightliness along the way,
but—gee—we could last forever! Spir-
itually we were loaded up to the hilt.
And finally, there we were in the dress-
ing rooms beneath the grandstands
which creaked and groaned with the
weight above us of the multitudes
come to watch us, and we were listen-
ing to our coach’s last solemn harangue.

I still remember the best part of it.
It was that passage in which he begged
us not to let his mother down. It
seems that the little old lady was sit-
ting in a rocking chair, many miles
away, waiting for news of our victory,
and that she wouldn’t be able to bear
it if we got licked. .

We didn’t let her down. Onto the
field we surged, hands clenched, teeth
grinding, eyelashes beaded with manly
tears, determined to shred the foe.

Yes, we were pretty good boys in
those days. Perhaps a bit naive, but
certainly consecrate. And they now
call it the Gay Nineties!
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