Jim Ball

Our team produced two big upset wins under adverse, inclement conditions. In the Rock Bowl, the foe was Great Lakes, a much bigger, veteran team with many former college stars. The team was a United States Navy base team. This was the Mud Bowl game! In the sea of mud, the Duhawks upset the Sailors, 20-12. 


On the road, in a televised game (only popular about ten years earlier) with St. Thomas College in Minnesota, the game was played in the snow and ten-degree temperature. The winning score came in the second quarter on a pass that was touched by at least four players. Our defense took over from there and the Duhawks won, 13-7.
Deacon Bob Braken
“Out of Gas”


As a third string quarterback my freshman year, I didn’t see any action during games, however, I dressed for them.

I remember one game with St. Ambrose. They were our greatest archrival. Bob Hannan was our fullback. He broke away up the middle and had clear sailing from about the ten yard line. At approximately the 35 yard line of St. Ambrose, he stopped, threw the ball to the official closest to him and walked off the field and sat down on the bench. HE WAS OUT OF GAS. Fortunately, we didn’t need the score. We won 20-6.

“Keep Feet on Ground”


One incident that happened to me as a quarterback, I had called a play that required a quick pass over the center of the line. During releasing of the ball, I had to make a jump to see better and the opposing line made mince meat out of me because I left the ground, a “no-no” for a quarterback. I ended up with a broken nose. It was the last time I left my feet passing!!  


In addition to my previous comments as quarterback at Loras, I would like to recall a strange sight on the sidelines at every game during the 1947 championship year. There was a seven-foot male cheerleader on the sidelines!! I remember thinking to myself as a six-foot player, why was he on the sidelines and I was out on the field?? HE WOULD HAVE MADE A HECK OF AN END! His name was Dick George. As a matter of fact, he and I ended up at the same parish here in Rockford, “Holy Family,” years later. We had many good conversations about the ’47 season, Hall of Fame, and all. Dick has since died. 
Robert Buenker

The rivalry with St. Ambrose was intense in all sports. Compare it today to Loras and the University of Dubuque, the Packers and the Bears, Sox/Cubs, or Cubs/Cardinals. This story has root beer in it which would equate to Gatorade today.


As a freshman, I played Gene McCabe of St. Ambrose in Davenport. I was ahead in the third set 5-2 when Gene suggested we stop playing and have a drink of root beer.  Afterwards, McCabe won the match. Gene invited me to his car afterwards and told me that St. Ambrose had eight full scholarships for tennis (Loras had none at that time). I was somewhat annoyed when Gene told me he didn’t think I would have been able to get one. Three years later McCabe was undefeated in 28 singles matches when we played again in Davenport. I beat him 6-3, 6-3, in front of a hostile crowd, breaking Gene’s streak and preserving my own. I still have one of the balls from that match.
James C. Carr, M.D.

“Memories”
1. “Doc” Kammer – his mannerisms and best wishes for me.

2. Being able to be involved and help with the coaching—neither Johnny Meyers (ex‑professional boxer) nor George Kress (ex-football coach) were acquainted much at all with amateur wrestling. They were both wonderful gentlemen. I remember, on one road trip, getting down on my knees and saying night prayers, with Coach Johnny Meyer next to me saying his prayers. 

3. The smell and feel of the old canvas practice mats in old St. Joe’s Hall gym.

4. Wrestling dual meets only – no tournaments.

5. Wrestling two meets on my first day of Loras competition, and losing my second match that day to an NAIA national champion from Northern Illinois. I wrestled the rest of freshman, sophomore, and junior years. Mid to late senior year I went up a weight for a meet with Augustana. We were attempting to get a win for the team and I lost for my second defeat to an opponent who later became a member of Augustana College’s Hall of Fame. 

6. Helping convince a lot of fellow students to go out for wrestling and some of those were really quite good.

7. Lots of friendships developed, and overall good times.

Michael Cassaday

“Only win over a middle distance icon”
In February of 1971, the Loras track team made a trip to Champaign, Illinois, to compete at an open indoor track meet at their new indoor fieldhouse. At that time, it was one of the largest indoor ovals in the U.S. at 264 yards, which translated to a fast track.. I was competing in the open two mile event. This was open to all athletes. Unknown to me was a 16 year old high school student from Illinois by the name of Craig Virgin. Having no indoor facilities at Loras, this was an opportunity to run in optimal conditions in the middle of the winter and indoor season. 

The race went out fast and I was alternating leads throughout. We passed the halfway in around 4:26, which was my fastest pace ever. I hung in there and was able to win in a time of 8:56.4 which still stands as a Loras record. Later on I was told that the second place runner by the name of Craig Virgin had set a world age group record for a 16 year old at that distance in just under nine minutes. Later on he competed at world class levels in all distance races including the Olympics.

“Best days as a Duhawk”

In April of 1973, my senior year, we went to Eastern Illinois University for one of our first indoor meets of the year. The track was new tartan, but the day was cold with snow still on the ground! 

My first race was the mile and I had been running well indoors prior to this meet. My splits were on and I went out in 2:05 for the first half and I finished well! I won in 4:11.3! This was a personal record. Despite the time, I had to stay focused as I was to anchor the distance medley in just 80 minutes. 

We had a great team that year, and the relay went out fast. I was to anchor. When I got the baton, I sensed they knew “I was coming” at some point. Remarkably, the splits were almost identical to my prior open mile and we won again. This time my split was 4:10.9. Two nearly identical times, and both personal records. Later that year at the nationals in Arkadelphia, Arkansas, I ran my personal best at 4:08, but the “back to backs” truly was my best day on the track as a Duhawk. 

“The ultimate workout!”

When I was a sophomore at Loras, Coach Dan McClimon had a way of keeping our interest in workouts, and did a marvelous job in providing variety. But for one fall afternoon this was the ultimate. By the middle of the week we were normally doing “interval” workouts, or repeats of quarters, half-mile runs, or other. But this was over the top.

At that time in the fall of 1970, Track and Field News was the “Bible” of track and field, well before Runner’s World or other publications. That fall they were having a “postal competition” where collegiate teams could send in results of a “two-man ten mile relay” competition. This was a timed relay, where two runners exchanged a baton every 440 yards, for a total of 40 quarter mile laps, or 20 laps apiece. The “rest period” for each runner was the relay time of their team-mate. Total distance was ten miles. This obviously was on the honor system, but Dan McClimon was truly credible.

My teammate was Will Chatham. Will was a senior that year, and obviously as an upperclassman was driven, as I was, to be our number one middle distance runner. Our teammates sensed the impending competition between us. 

The day was overcast and I remember the track, which was cinder at that time, was not in the best shape and it was cold. We began the relay with several clocks on each of us. Each split was accurately and individually recorded. We heard our splits, and it seemed Will and I continually focused on the other’s split. Around and around we went for 20 laps each. The differences in our splits were indecipherable during the running. Each time it seemed around 63 or 65 seconds. Finally we finished! Our average was around 64 seconds for 40 laps. Our individual splits were within tenths of a second despite all that distance. We both were totally spent! This was not even an official meet but a workout!

Later that year we heard that we had placed second in the postal competition. The winner was none other than a Jim Ryan and a teammate from Kansas University. I believe it was the only time I had my name in Track and Field News. Out total time was around 42 minutes and 30 seconds for ten miles, or we each ran five miles in around 21 minutes and change!
That workout was a “breakout” event for my career. Early in 1971 I ran personal bests indoors. Likewise, I think it was a milestone for Dan McClimon, in that he knew he had quality runners and a tremendous team. Workouts like this solidified his confidence to instill challenges and achievement in his runners. In the summer of 1971, he was selected as the coach of the University of Wisconsin track team.

Tom Conners
Wally Fromhart. He was a very great person in my mind. He was also the only football coach I ever had and that includes Mt. Carmel in Chicago. The last meeting I had with him was outside a men’s room at a Notre Dame game. Our younger son was a freshman at Notre Dame in 1986 and it was parents’ weekend. A few weeks later in Chicago, there was a party to honor Wally. Unfortunately, he was not able to attend. 

Father William Rowan. He had a nickname of “Shakes” because of a medical condition. One day I was late for my English class and Father said to me before I was seated, “How are you, Mr. Connors?” My reply was that I was good. For what seemed like the duration of the period, Father told me I wasn’t good but that I was fine, well or even very well. A lesson well learned.


My granddaughter, one day responded the same and I told her she wasn’t good. I received that look and I know she thought this guy is losing it. 


Jimmy Arneberg was the best player and the most likeable. He wasn’t big, but was built as solid as a rock and gave 100%. He was a WWII vet, always smiling, except in a game. He sort of had a letdown at St. Thomas when the ref kept penalizing us for the verbiage and we were retreating toward our goal line. Arne called us together and he said “We’ve got to stop this.” And we did prevail.


Jerry Devine lifted our spirits during football camp prior to the 1947 season. With the drinking water on the field loaded with oatmeal and very warm, you could count on Jerry to crack a joke. 

A couple of others always had a smile on their faces and they are Ralph Peterson and Mike Elliot.

Mike Delaney (’80)

In 1979 we beat the Iowa Hawkeyes in the second game of a double-header. At one point Hayden Fry brought the football team over in practice uniforms to watch one of their players who was also a pitcher for the baseball team. Ten minutes later, Hayden had his guys get out of there after the Duhawks pounded the pitcher for several runs. After the game, we enjoyed the salty bologna sandwiches from the Loras cafeteria while watching the Hawkeye baseball team get chewed out by their head coach. Back at Loras that night, someone made a sign out of a sheet and attached it to the left field fence of the baseball field. The sign said: HOME OF THE REAL HAWKS!


Doc Lehner was my favorite professor. He was a tough dog, but we got along. Here’s proof:  One time Doc asked a student why he had missed the previous class. The student told him that he had to study for another class. Wrong answer. Doc spent the next several minutes explaining with Lehner passion how no one should dare skip one of his classes for any reason outside of extreme illness. 


That spring I had the nerve to skip one of Doc’s classes, yet play baseball that afternoon. I got a few hits and was mentioned in the newspaper. The next class Doc asked me in front of everyone whether there was another Mike Delaney playing baseball for Loras. It couldn’t possibly be me, he told me, because I wasn’t well enough to go to his class, so I certainly couldn’t have been well enough to play ball. That’s all he said. I thought of how he had treated the other student. I felt lucky and grateful, and I never missed another class.
David Dietz

An interesting story occurred in the Luther game my senior year. Late in the fourth quarter, Loras trailed 10-6. I threw a touchdown pass to take the lead. However, a flag on the play for pass interference nullified the touchdown and it happened again on the next play, another TD called back by a flag! Well, the logic was if they couldn’t stop us on those two plays, we may as well do it again! And that we did, for a 43-yard touchdown pass to Jim Glunz which led to the 13-10 victory!

Beth (Knapp) Duccini
“The True Loras Experience”

(Cross Country/Track and Field ’84-’88)


My first year at Loras (’84-’85) could be considered a “groundbreaking” year for the women’s track and field and cross country programs. One half of the ten-member cross country team consisted of freshman recruits. Three of us helped lead the way as the women’s squad captured a first place trophy early in the season at the Lamb Kohawk Invitational (Coe College), the first in the history of women’s cross country at Loras. After a few more victories, we gained the recognition and respect of the men’s program. Mentoring us became part of the men’s and coaches’ mission. Their mission always included trying to show us the “True Loras Experience.” Although this “True Loras Experience” phrase was constantly mentioned, we weren’t quite sure of its meaning. Now, if I had to pick a few Duhawk experiences that help define this motto, they would have to include the following:


The first would have to be when my 1985 cross country team finished second in the college division of the prestigious National Catholic Cross Country meet held at Notre Dame. For me, a small farm girl from Bernard, Iowa, (pop. 600) just competing there was quite a thrill.


The second defining moment came from the “spirit of camaraderie and competition” instilled by head track coach Bob Tucker. Returning to Dubuque from a National Track Championship in Arkansas during my sophomore year (’86), Coach Tucker lead the caravan up a mountainside in the Ozarks; and as I remember it, it was close to 12:30 a.m. The spirit of camaraderie and competition never ended in the “True Loras Experience.” Coach Tucker seized the moment to take the team racing on a different kind of track, a go-cart track!


These experiences along with a trip to Nassau, Bahamas, for international competition, small college and conferences championships, and individual and team national competitions, certainly came to define the “Loras Experience” for me. The “True Loras Experience” was a four-year experience of athletics and academics that always supported the spirit of camaraderie, competition, and excellence. And this four-year “True Loras Experience” will be remembered for 40 years or more!

Pat Flanagan
COACHING PHILOSOPHY


My philosophy developed into recruiting the PERSON-STUDENT-ATHLETE in that order.  I want chemistry with the person first.  We need to be on the same page as we work with each other.  The student is what college is all about.  I want the student to be motivated to be successful in the classroom and have a goal of graduation in four years.  Yes, despite the sport being the reason for my initial contact with the person, the athlete comes third.  I am more interested in what the athlete wants to accomplish more than what the athlete has done in the past.  


I coach with a middle school philosophy: IMPROVEMENT.  I have coached high school state qualifiers and players who never competed on a high school team.  All I expect from everyone is to work hard to improve his or her abilities to the highest level possible.

HISTORY-NAIA National Wrestling Tournament


The first wrestlers to qualify competed in Omaha, Nebraska in 1968.  They were JIM FIGGINS, BILL HUERTER, and PAUL MEINTZER.  Jim declined the invitation to concentrate on his grades; Bill competed, but lost his first match and was eliminated when his opponent failed to reach the semi-finals.  I still treated Bill to an interesting evening of entertainment!  Paul won the first match ever for a Duhawk.  At the end of the three-day tourney, Meintzer placed seventh!  Unfortunately at that time only the top six grapplers were All-Americans.  Hard luck later happened in the 70’s when Mark Bertsch, a senior, also placed seventh.  The following year the top eight finishers became All-Americans!!


There is no better joy than seeing a wrestler place in a national tourney.  I had the privilege of seeing it with JOHN DUFFY, twice with KEN BEYER and SAM FIORELLA.  Sam was the only national champion that I coached.  His opponent from Whitewater had an effective Russian arm bar, which he used for many of his takedowns.  A difficult move to counter, but Sam found a way by going against a cardinal rule: turning your back to your opponent!  Sam did so with such quickness that he gained the takedown and the national championship.

THE LONGEST WRESTLING APPLAUSE

I coached KEITH COLSCH and he qualified for nationals as a freshman.  Keith’s weakness was being on his feet.  Tongue-in-cheek says Keith should shake hands with his opponent, drop down to his knees, and let the opponent jump on top of him for the takedown because he usually got it anyhow.  Now Keith was where he wanted to be to do HIS wrestling-down on the mat.


Keith’s first match at nationals was like I just described.  After the first period the score was about 10-5.  His opponent took him down and simply let him escape so he could take him down again.  Keith was in the down position for the second period and his opponent immediately let him up so the score after two periods was about 20-10.  A freshman nightmare, but not for Keith.  He loved to be on top, which is where he started in the third period.  He turned his opponent once for back points, but the second time was a charm as he pinned his opponent.  I stood and applauded Keith for so long that I think the next match was going on before I finally stopped.  I probably looked foolish, but I would gladly do it again.  Keith lost his second match but he later did become a national champion with Coach Mike Early.

WRESTLING SEEDING MEETINGS


Most of our tournaments were with eight teams.  If appropriate, each coach would tell the credentials of his wrestler, e.g., record, common opponents he beat, etc.  You “usually” wanted the top three seeds as #4 “usually” meant meeting the #1 seed in the semi-finals and that “usually” resulted in a loss.  After all is said, the coaches normally vote for the top four wrestlers.


I am a quiet person, however, I will speak up for our wrestlers.  Twice I was quiet though.    PAT TOBIN at the Carthage Tourney was only 1-0 so I remained silent.  I failed to mention that his only win was the previous night over an excellent Lewis College wrestler.  Pat was the surprise of everyone at the Tourney.


The Wheaton Tourney was our largest regular season competition with about 25 teams.  There were at least seven wrestlers with better records than TOM KETTMAN so I was silent.  He wrestled a seeded wrestler in his first match.  As Tom was easily winning his match, one of our wrestlers told me the opposing coach was yelling--at me.  The polite terms were that I was a “sandbagger” for not speaking for Tom at the seeding meeting.  Remember, there were seven wrestlers already with better records going for the top four seeds.  Speaking up would have gotten Tom noticed, but never seeded.  Tom made it to the finals…


Side note about the Wheaton Tourney was that Drake U. always won it and we usually placed ahead of Notre Dame.  

HISTORY-WOMEN’S TENNIS


The longest point belongs to SUSAN ANDRUKAITIS, more than 100 hits between her and a Simpson opponent in a conference tourney match.  

The longest interrupted match (due to rain) was with MARTHA O’CONNOR playing at North Park College.  The match was interrupted by rain a couple times.  The actual playing time was in excess of three hours!  The uninterrupted record (without rain) belongs to MARIA HERBIK, also played in excess of three hours.

I believe we won all three matches.

I ONLY KISSED TWO TENNIS PLAYERS


Integrity in tennis says your #1 player plays the opponent’s # 1 player, #2 with #2, etc.  Only once did I see that rule blatantly violated and the opponent was Knox College.


Knox’s #1 and #2 players, were junior varsity players-if they were that good!!  Once we won those matches easily, they disappeared.  Top notch players always play doubles-they went to dinner instead!


This means our #3 player is actually playing Knox’s #1 player.  A great disadvantage for her and the rest of our line-up.  


By the way, the varsity head coach was not there and his assistant coach was in charge. When I questioned him about the line-up, he said the varsity head coach said this was a non-conference match so it was okay to switch the line-up: bull crap!!!


We played well in doubles and the score was tied at 4-4.  AIMEE BOHRER and JOELLE ROPARS won a very tough match and we won the match 5-4.  I was so happy that I kissed them both on the forehead instead of the usual handshake!

HISTORY-MEN’S TENNIS


Burnout from coaching the men and women tennis team and intramurals resulted in coaching the men for only three years.  Like my first year with women’s tennis, I inherited a strong team.  Women with student-athletes like KATHY DIRKSEN, LINDA HOPPMANN, KATHY SCHREIBER, JILL PALM, JOYCE GEARY, JAN HANTEN, etc.  Men with student-athletes like SCOTT WELU, KEVIN WOODS, MIKE BECKMAN, JIM POMMERICH, CHUCK LAMPE, RAVI SHANKAR, etc.  Both teams rank among the best at Loras!!

Jim Garvey
“Someone Must Sit On the Bench”


Memories of four years of Loras College varsity basketball remain vivid and happy ones: making the varsity team as a “walk-on” freshman; sinking your first field goal (that 20 footer from the corner) on your first shot taken in a varsity game in the Duhawk 1947-48 season opener (vs. Platteville Teachers College, now UW-Platteville); taking the season’s first road trip (St. Mary’s, St. Thomas); a surprise “half” tuition scholarship, worth $500 in those days, which made me a hero with my tuition-paying father; just watching, and playing against in daily practice, the legendary basketball magician, Merlin “Mickey” Marty; playing and practicing as part of a successful basketball program, with a varsity season record of 21-8 and “B” Squad record of 13-4. All that made for an eventful start in Duhawk athletics. 


Memories. Four yearly seasons of intensive, competitive daily practice with classmates Jim McCabe, Jack Rohan, Ted Moskal, Gene Ternes, Ernie Skraby, Marv Nemmers, Bob Voorhees, Ray Vega, and later Joe McCauley. A right shoulder, dislocated 35 times, proving more than an annoyance, especially when interrupting a game or practice and your ability to perform. But team trainer, John “Doc” Kammer, knew more how to “reduce” a dislocation, and with less pain, than any M.D. we knew, even when under pressure, at center court in full view of “thousands” (it seemed) and two always impatient referees.


Memories. Train rides—especially those on Christmas night, from Eau Claire to St. Paul to East Dubuque—for team practice the next day and a holiday tournament. Memorable but lonely moonlit trips down the Mississippi River valley. Next day malts at Falkenhainer’s Drug Store helped to make up for the season’s solitude. 


More train rides—to Denver or Albany for National Catholic Invitational Basketball tournaments. Games played on courts which lacked oxygen (blamed on altitude in Denver) or which used basketballs with “laces” (blamed on tradition out east in Albany and elsewhere). Side excursions by limousine (courtesy of Loras alumni, usually local bankers) up to the Rockies, to Central City, over Loveland Pass, or to Saratoga and Revolutionary War battlefield sites in upstate New York (wunderbar for a history major!). Another train ride, down the Hudson River with a stop in the “Big Apple” on the way home, created an opportunity to visit with Manhattan uncles and aunts.


Memories. The first glass backboard we encountered, at Kirksville Teachers College (now Northeast Missouri State University), took some getting used to. As did the smell of sulfur (in the water) in hotel rooms in Rensselaer, Indiana (St. Joseph’s) and the taste of home court advantage of Siena College at Albany. A personal “best” (or “worst”) is sometimes in the eye of the beholder, like four personal fouls in one overtime period at the Loras Fieldhouse (Ithaca of New York).


A good, not great, varsity year landed us in the historic Brown Palace Hotel in Denver in 1949, with our sun-drenched warm-ups on the hotel’s front sidewalk. A one point loss in the first tournament round to Dayton University on a last second basket took us out of the tourney and sent us home early with a season record of 14-12.


An improved 1950 varsity season of 22-9 (not to overlook an undefeated “B” squad year of 8-0), and championships of both the Iowa Conference and Midlands Conference, produced lodging at the comfortable Ten Ecyk Hotel in Albany and another visit to the National Catholic Invitational Tournament. Loras beat both St. Francis of Pennsylvania and Iona of New York, losing to host Siena, taking third place in the national tourney. 


An even better 1951 varsity year provided a 23-7 season record, and included repeat championships of both the Iowa Conference and Midland Conference and a third consecutive trip to the National Catholic Invitational Tournament, again at Albany. A two point loss to St. Francis in the first round closed a most successful multi-year Duhawk basketball run.


But someone must sit on the bench. And idle time allows thoughts to wander to different and sometimes playful application of basketball skills. As another fine season was nearing a close, as junior year varsity reserves and “B” squad regulars, fellow guard Joe McCauley and I felt somewhat “slighted” when our “B” squad was again assigned to play the frosh in a prelim game. We allowed our thoughts to wander. 


In the closing minutes of that game, which was being successfully concluded by the “B” team, I was on the floor, Joe was on the sidelines. He nodded to me. I nodded in return. Joe quickly reached under the bench and produced a practice basketball, and with an accurate (while seated) chest pass, entered this second ball into the game! As I dribbled that ball at the defensive end of the court, a flurry of action at the offensive end broke free. The fast-breaking freshman, fast dribbling the game ball, spotted my second ball possession and active dribble in this intended path. He was understandably surprised and promptly double-dribbled off his own knee. Further chaos was averted by the sound of the buzzer ending the game. The freshman coach was quite peeved. Varsity coach Vince Dowd never said a word. McCauley and I both enjoyed the varsity’s ensuing trip to Albany and participation in the national tourney.


[Note: Joe McCauley was an outstanding high school athlete from Mason City, Iowa. He was an army paratrooper veteran from WWII before playing at Loras, and was recalled to duty as a paratrooper in the Korean War in 1950 after his junior year, seeing military action but missing his 1951 senior year at Loras. Joe would not travel by commercial airline unless he could carry  his own reliable parachute.  The Loras team traveled by train. Joe died on August 13, 2002.]


Someone must sit on the bench. But that need not prevent nor dull the memorable experiences and just plain fun of being part of a truly great team, under the tutelage of a fine coach, playing for an outstanding college, at a time of life when one has athletic ability to offer, and while your school is enjoying a “golden age” of basketball success.
Joseph J. Hajec
My athletic experience at Loras has served me well over my entire life and I am very grateful for having had that opportunity. I want to thank all of my teammates, coaches, fellow students, and everyone who supported me during my four years at Loras College.

James J. “Jim” Hogan
Jim “Hurricane” Hogan

A most memorable and, possibly a personal best, football game for me at Loras occurred in 1955 when the Duhawks, a decided underdog facing a strong Great Lakes Naval Station team, broke an 11-game losing streak and defeated Great Lakes 20-12 in a sea of mud and rain. This was a game in which my teammates gave me the support to excel under adverse circumstances. I was a 147-pound 17 year old freshman halfback for whom Coach Charlie Toole initially felt sorry when I showed up at the first practice of the year.  I was dubbed “Hurricane” Hogan for my role in our battle against the elements that day, which included scoring one touchdown, passing for another, accounting for 10 of Loras’ 13 first downs, rushing for 78 yards, picking off the only intercepted pass of the game, returning three kicks for 50 yards, and recovering a late Great Lakes fumble which wrapped up an unexpected victory for Loras. Afterwards, the United Press bureau in Chicago called the Telegraph Herald to verify the outcome of the game, incredulous that the undersized Duhawks with a long losing streak had prevailed against a beefy Great Lakes team.

John “Doc” Kammer

The most colorful and hard-working person I met at Loras was the long-time athletic trainer, John “Doc” Kammer, the bulwark of the sports program, who epitomized the best of Loras athletics. Everyone who crossed his path came to appreciate his dedication to the school, and, in particular, to athletics. As a trainer his approach to treating injuries was often unique and unorthodox. Once when I had a severe headache I asked Doc for an aspirin. “Aspirin! You don’t need aspirin!” he barked. His remedy for my headache was to soak in the whirlpool. It worked. Another of Doc’s miraculous solutions was the purple liquid concoction that he whipped up to treat athlete’s foot. There really ought to be a statue on campus commemorating Doc’s contribution to athletics at Loras.

Father J. R. McDonald

Loras is a special college, and so was the man who was most responsible for providing me the opportunity to play football there. It was the encouragement and guidance of Father John R. McDonald, the parish priest at St. Benedict’s Church in my hometown, Decorah, Iowa, that propelled me to Loras. His concern continued throughout my tenure at the school. Every so often Father would journey to Dubuque to watch practice and take me out to dinner at the old Page Hotel. Over steak, mashed potatoes, and green beans, we’d discuss my courses, football, Decorah, and even, on occasion (as he dry-smoked an after dinner cigar), the Luther College football team! It was a thrill and honor to reward Father McDonald’s faith in me by playing in every game throughout my years at Loras, a total of 33 games, and by being named recipient of the annual Sportsmanship Award granted by the Dubuque Kiwanis Club. Father John McDonald was instrumental  in steering me (a boy who had lost his father prior to high school) to Loras, and so he retains a special place in my heart’s Hall of Fame induction.
Sheryl (Vrba) Holien
The 1983 Loras College Women’s Softball Team:


The Loras College Women’s Softball Team battled its way to the NAIA National Softball Tournament from May 24-26 in Kearney, Nebraska. The Lady Duhawks earned the trip by taking the best-of-three playoff with Quincy College. It took just two games:  6-2 and 1-0. Coach King put it very well; “This team plays together and everybody has confidence in each other. If somebody is down, somebody else picks them up.” The Loras College women’s softball team took a 28-8 record to the tournament.


Ann (Huinker) Tressel, Sheryl (Vrba) Holien and Joyce Bonifas were named to the NAIA All-District Team. 


In Kearney, the competition was fierce. On Tuesday, May 24, the Loras women won their first game 6-1, defeating Bloomfield, New Jersey. The Duhawks then had to face Emporia, Kansas, and lost 3-0. The loss put Loras in the loser’s bracket. On Wednesday Loras defeated Winona State 2-0. Loras then played Pacific University of Portland, Oregon, and won 5-4. The third game of the day featured Loras against St. Mary’s of San Antonio, Texas. Loras won 2-0. Thursday, Loras opened the day with Winthrop, South Carolina, and won 4-1. The Duhawks then played Kearney, Nebraska, and lost 1-0 on a no-hit decision in eight innings. Loras didn’t have much time between games, so had Loras been fresh like Kearney, it may have been a different outcome. Emporia, Kansas, went on to win the tournament and remain undefeated.


How does one put into words the amount of teamwork, cooperation and determination that was displayed during the 1983 Loras College women’s softball season? It truly was a team effort in every respect. Yes, we can look to Sheryl Vrba and Ann Huinker because they received NAIA All-Tournament and NAIA All-American Honors, but it wouldn’t be right to give them all the credit. Every coach, player, trainer and fan played a part in the success this team experienced. 


Sheryl Vrba ended the season with a 26-5 personal record, and had a .043 earned run average that remains one of the best performances every delivered in NAIA tournament play. Sheryl pitched seven games in three days with a sore back. Sheryl is a team player. She is the first one to give the team credit for all of her success. It takes the whole team, not just one or two stars to make it happen. Ann Huinker’s batting average was .423, and she also had the most runs scored (28) for the season.

“Together everyone achieves more.”

1983 Loras Women’s Softball

Elaine (Curran) Houser
Fondest sports memory… the best game…


It was sometime around the holidays, I believe Thanksgiving. The Loras women’s volleyball team had just returned from Missouri from an eight-hour tournament and the coach announced that Creighton’s volleyball team would be coming through town in the morning and asked for a game with us as they traveled to St. Mary’s. Although many of the players were taped up from injuries, and wear and tear, we all decided to take them on, even though they had an undefeated season with some of the best players around… perhaps it was our “fighting Irish spirit.” The next morning we awoke to their traveling bus arriving in the parking lot with newspaper reporters wanting to cover the match, as there were several ladies from Dubuque on Creighton’s team.


The matching shoes, traveling gym bags, and fancy bus were too much for me. After I got taped up by the trainer, I knew that it was a mind over matter kind of situation, and that heart and spirit would overcome the skill level that both teams already had in place. I went out on the floor and fired up the team and the avid fans who continued to support us. Needless to say, we won the match and did a number on their record.  We held our heads up high as the reporters were in awe at the endless “heart” our team showed. It was the same heart and spirit that won state championships and took us to levels on “long road trips” that we came back to town with pride in representing such a great school—Loras College.

Other fond memories…

· “Boomer” (Connie Bandy)… “Spaz” (Cathy Gales)… (great athletes/great friends)

· Animal House and beach parties in the dead of winter

· Disco dancing

· Woodsey’s 

· Slip and slides on the floor

· Fun times at the Pub on campus, Gomer’s Bar, and the Avenue

· The crazy guys in St. Joe’s Hall (The Bat Cave)

· The Zoo (third floor Beckman)

· Coach Flanagan…Vince (in PR)… Al Schramm—his classes and intramurals

· Winter fest softball games

· Mixing jungle juice in the washing machine

· The great education…did I say that?

· Surviving and living to tell about it!

Joe Lahart
I believe it was my senior year at Loras in the conference track meet in 1951. We had won two or three Iowa conference championships.

Al Schramm, our coach, and one of the finest people I have ever met, called me into his office to discuss our chances for another title.

At that time I participated in the high hurdles, low hurdles, pole vault and the 880-yard relay.

As you may recall, Al was a pretty imposing figure at the time and suggested to me that in order to win this very closely contested conference title, some of our athletes would have to double up to win. He indicated the final score would be within two or three points.

I told Al I thought it would be a good idea. 

He then said he wanted me to also run the 100 and 400.

I told Al I didn’t think I could do it but agreed to run the 100.

The preliminaries and semifinals of all events were on the same day with the finals being the following week.

The prelims and semifinals for the 100 and high hurdles were four races back to back. I ran the first four races of the event while they were calling me to pole vault. Later I ran the preliminaries and semifinals in the 440 yard hurdles plus qualified with the 880 yard relay team, a total of eight events for the day.

Needless to say, I was pretty tired by the end of the day. 

Ed Lang

During the 1954-1955 basketball season, the doctors were the real key players in my season—both Doc Kammer, Loras’ legendary trainer, as well as Dubuque’s Dr. Greteman. Doc Kammer’s “sure cure” for every ache and pain was the whirlpool with its hot swirling waters and his entertaining tales told in “Kammer-esque” style.


I was plagued off and on with lower back pain which Doc’s whirlpool was not fixing on one occasion, and I was off to Dr. Greteman for a shot of cortisone. Our game with Upper Iowa was scheduled to be played at Fayette on Friday evening and I saw no way that I would be able to play, but decided to accompany the team, duffle bag in tow. I did not dress for warm-ups but watched from the bench as the time clock ticked away the minutes. At half-time I felt good enough to ask Coach Vince Dowd whether or not I could dress and make an appearance in the second half. This met with his approval and during that half the basket seemed huge as almost every shot I took found its mark to the tune of some 35 points and a Loras victory. Teammates and foes thought I’d been faking the pain, but the “Docs” had performed their magic, much to my delight. 


In the good old days the coaches piled the Loras players into their private family vehicles and drove to out-of-town games. During one memorable venture when four other players and I were riding with Coach Vince Dowd to Lewis College, we encountered some snow and ice covered roads. We were doing okay until we skidded on a curve and overturned. We landed back on our wheels on a driveway leading into a farm field, but we were stuck in deep snow. After some “@&*#%^,” sighs and gasps and realizing that we were evidently all alive and hopefully well, Coach Dowd in his droll, unassuming manner queried, “Would you boys try pushing us out of here?” This bought some welcome laughter to our frightened minds and bodies and out we scrambled.


Whether or not we won or lost that game I do not recall but we lived to show up to play it.
Bob Lutgen

MISS AMERICA

  

As freshmen on the varsity basketball team, Les Teeling and I, while traveling by train to Albany, New York, to play in the National Catholic Invitational Tournament, had lunch in the diner car with the 1951 Miss America, Yolande Betbeze.  Some of the senior players were jealous of our good fortune.  At our request, she sent both Les and me an autographed photo of herself which we proudly shared with our friends on campus.  I still have the photo 50 years later.

 

For the next three years, I shared this story with whoever would listen.  As a practical joke during my senior year, a close friend arranged to have a postcard sent from New York City, which was supposedly signed by Yolande.  She sent her good wishes.  I bragged to many after getting the postcard and I was the only one who was unaware of the joke.  Many were getting a good laugh at my expense.  After several weeks, when I was becoming perturbed with the doubters, my friend told me the truth and we all had a good laugh.

 

SMALL ACCIDENT

  

As was our custom, we travelled in two coaches' cars to play basketball games against Quincy College.  One car was driven by Coach Vince Dowd and the other by assistant Coach Gene Schneider.  The roads were icy and we got separated. Along the way, Coach Schneider took a wrong turn.

 

We arrived at Quincy College at the same time and we noticed that Coach Schneider's car was dented and showed considerable damage.  We found out that his car rolled over and ended upright.  When Coach Schneider determined that no one was injured and the car was drivable, he immediately proceeded to Quincy and arrived at the same time as the first car.  The varsity players in Coach Dowd's car couldn't believe their eyes about the damage to the car.  Coach Schneider proved his imperturbability by not letting a "small" accident stand in the way getting to a basketball game.
Mickey Marty
I was discharged from the United States Marine Corps on Christmas Day 1945 and returned to Dubuque on December 30. At that time I had no idea that I might be going back to college, much less playing basketball. The Reverend Daniel B. Coyne, athletic director, and Coach Vince Dowd, along with numerous other sports enthusiasts, talked me into registering for the second semester and joining the basketball team.

When I returned to Dubuque in 1945, I had two children, one I saw for the first time. He was 10 ½ months old. When I agreed to go back to college I would not accept an athletic scholarship or help of any kind from Loras. I did not want to be obligated in any way, so I enrolled on the G.I. Bill, which underwrote all my educational expenses. My family was compensated in the amount of $125 per month and I was able to get a job as athletic director at the Dubuque Boys Club, which paid me $100 per month. That’s the total amount of money my wife and I and two children had to live on until I graduated in January 1949.

I was never really a “normal” student. What with working 25-30 hours per week and playing basketball, about the only people at Loras that I got to know were my professors and the students sitting next to me in class. During the basketball season I worked evenings 6:00-10:00 at the Boys Club and 4:00-7:00 on game days. Study time became quite a challenge.

We were scheduled to play St. Mary’s of California, a team that had lost only by a point  to the Iowa Hawkeyes the previous night. I was working my regular game day shift at the Dubuque Boys Club, 4:00-7:00 p.m. on that day. I did not own an automobile at the time so when I closed up the gym where I worked, I ran from Ninth and Iowa Streets up to the Loras Fieldhouse. This was my regular routine on days that we had a game.

When I got to the Fieldhouse, I went to the back door that opened up into the bowling alley area and to the locker rooms where my uniform would be all laid out for me by Doc Kammer, the long-time trainer/handyman and a very special friend of mine, who took a personal interest in me and made my life at Loras so much easier. This back door entry let me get to the locker room without having to fight the crowds that usually congregated at the front entrance to the Fieldhouse.

But, for some reason, Doc forgot to unlock the back door and I had no alternative but to run around to the front entrance where people were lined up two and three abreast all the way back up to Alta Vista Street and south toward Keane Hall. There was a police officer at the door doing his level best to keep people in line and from sneaking around him at the slightest opportunity. I pushed my way through the crowd up to the police officer and told him that I had to get in the building right away, that I was already late and that the teams would be on the floor warming up for the game. I told him I was a member of the Loras team and that my name was Mickey Marty.

That excuse for getting in ahead of everyone else was probably not what he wanted to hear just then and he said very gruffly, “Yeah, and my name’s Santa Claus.” Some of those in line were making their objections known.  One gentleman, whose name I never found out, came up to the officer and said, “I really think you should let this young man in because we all want to see him play tonight, and yes, I can vouch for the fact that he is Mickey Marty. “The officer then let me squeeze by him and, as he patted me on the back, he said “Get a bucket for me tonight.”

The back door to the Fieldhouse was unlocked from that day forward.


I also worked 12:00-6:00 p.m. on Saturdays. If it hadn’t been for my wife, I never would have made it to graduation. She was s fantastic home manager and was constantly encouraging me when things got a little hectic. I took summer school classes each summer that I was in college and there was very little time for recreation of any kind.

I had decided that I wanted to be a coach and teacher so I pursued that course of study. I played the second semester of the 1945-1946 season and the next two full seasons. With my graduation coming up in January 1949, I decided not to play the first half of the 1948-1949 season because I didn’t feel that it was fair to be a part of the team for half the season and then drop out half way through. Incidentally, I got a lot of flack for that decision. I graduated cum laude with a degree in economics; and my family and I headed for Mason City, Iowa, to my first teaching/coaching assignment at St. Joseph’s High School. We had four children by now.

There was an awful lot said and written about me during my playing days and it has continued even up to now. But there is something I want to say in all sincerity and humility. I honestly never felt that I was anything more than an average small college player who was fortunate to have returned to college at a time when there were some really outstanding players at Loras. Several of these players, like Looper Lynch, Dave Wareham, George McNally, Paul Proctor, Jack Joyce, and Don Sullivan, were all ex-servicemen like myself. I feel that the maturity of these fellows contributed to putting together a pretty cohesive unit that had a fair amount of success. We each had a job to do and we did it pretty well most of the time. 
John R. Mulholland
When I came to Loras in1958, I was a freshman with only two years of track experience, no cross country experience and some real reservations about college life. I was only at school a few days when I ran across John “Doc” Kammer. Doc was the athletic trainer and seemed a rather odd character to me at the time. Our first real conversation came the first night of basketball practice my freshman year. 
On a whim, I decided to try out for the basketball team even though I wasn’t very good. After the first practice, Doc took me aside and told me to forget about basketball and concentrate on running. He said the big men in basketball would kill me. I took his advice and that was my one and only night of college basketball. 
As time went on, Doc and I became good friends. I don’t know how much education he had but, to me, he was one of the wisest men I knew. He gave me practical advice you don’t find in a book and, as a result, I never missed a practice or a meet. He supplied me with vitamins, extra workout clothes, and his own brand of liniment that could take the knots out of a rope. I spent a lot of time around the Fieldhouse and so did he and I’ll never forget our conversations.
I give a lot of credit for my success at Loras to Doc and I still miss him to this day.

One of my fondest memories of my running career at Loras came at the end of my freshman season. My dad had graduated from Notre Dame and I was strongly considering going there. Notre Dame said they wanted me but wouldn’t offer me a scholarship.
My last meet of that season was the Central Collegiate Meet in Chicago. Notre Dame was one of the teams at the meet. I beat all their runners and not only got a lot of satisfaction out of it, but it also helped build my confidence to a new level. 

Joe Ottavi

During my sophomore year, one of our best victories of that 1954-55 season was over Creighton, 86-85. Creighton’s program was not of the stature then that it is now, but they still had an excellent team. Their team was led by none other than Bob Gibson (a great basketball player, but apparently an even greater baseball player as he went on to have a Hall of Fame career with the St. Louis Cardinals). We played Creighton the next year at their gym and they defeated us quite handily, however, in that particular game Bob Gibson was ejected for fighting with a Loras player (not me). Eight years later in 1964, a year in which the Cardinals won the World Series and Gibson was voted Series MVP, our paths crossed again. I was coaching basketball at Marquette High School in Ottawa, Illinois, at the time. Gibson was in demand as a speaker at various sports banquets due to his World Series fame. I happened to attend a banquet in Joliet, Illinois, where he spoke.  I went up to meet him after his speech. I asked him whether he recalled a basketball game during his days at Creighton when he had been ejected. If you have ever seen Bob Gibson glare at a hitter during his pitching career, you know what kind of look he gave me. I thought it best to right then tell him how much I had enjoyed his speech and say goodbye.


I was a second baseman on some excellent baseball teams at Loras from 1954 through 1957. In the 1956 season I “led” the team in home runs with two, Yes, that is the correct number. We were a good hitting team, but obviously without a lot of power that spring. In fact, my two home runs came in a double-header victory over Iowa State Teachers College (UNI today) 8-1 and 14-1. They were hit in consecutive times at bat, with at least a 30 mile an hour wind blowing out and no fence, so I had to run hard all the way. Incidentally, they were the only home runs I hit in my collegiate baseball career.


When I entered Loras in 1953, Loras was part of the Iowa Conference. The 1953-54 season would be Loras’ last season in the conference for a number of years. Not being in a conference allowed Loras to play a number of new opponents, however, our main rivalry would still be with the St. Ambrose Bees. We played St. Ambrose in our final game in 1955, ’56, and ’57 coming out on top each time. It was a most satisfying way to end each season and finally my basketball career. 
Gene Potts
It was a very cold spring day and we were having a baseball scrimmage on Keane Field. Coach Vince Dowd was pitching for both sides. Thus the pitches were equally terrible for both sides. No matter, the competitive spirit was obvious. I was playing short, 22.5 feet behind the sidewalk. I swear to God, there was a sidewalk that ran right through our field. 

There were men on first and second. The batter’s box was close to the bottom of the hill of Keane Hall, towards Loras Boulevard. One of my teammates on the other side hit a monster of a drive to left that I thought would land in the Rock Bowl. There was a hill in left as well. Dick Wright looked up and ran over the hill and disappeared. But to everyone’s amazement he quickly reappeared and fired a strike to second. “Out! Holy Cow!” said Vince, who couldn’t see from the mound to home, let alone way out to left field; there was a heated argument but the Coach’s call held up. Chewing tobacco and batting gloves are not the only things put in the back pockets of baseball pants. Sometimes an extra baseball fits and works out very well. Ask Dick Wright!

We were playing a big game at St. Norbert’s. We both had very good records. Doc Kammer always traveled with the team when we played at St. Norbert’s. I really don’t know why. At the time I really didn’t care. However, on this trip I was really glad he was along. My shin splints were killing me. Of course, the answer was a “Doc” tape job. I played about ten minutes and Coach Dowd said to me, “You look like you’re in pain.” “Damn right I am. Look at my legs. They’re purple all the way to my crotch.”  Doc said,  “Gee, Tiny, maybe it’s a little too tight”. To make a long story short, I had Doc cut off the tape job. We went on to win the game and I scored 28 points, the most in any college game in my career. The story doesn’t end there; Doc wanted to tape my shin splint before every game thereafter. “Gee, Tiny, you play a hell of a lot better when you got purple legs. Get your butt up here; I’m taping you.”

I was approaching the batter’s box and first base coach Frank Noonan called me toward him. I met him about halfway between home and first. “I got the signals; if I do this, it’s a fastball; if I do this, it’s a curveball,” he proudly whispered in my ear. What a confidence booster. What an advantage because on the mound was a 6’5” fireballer with an equally wicked curve. I stepped into the box and looked to first. Frank signaled curve, I was ready. The pitcher delivered the pitch and I stepped towards first to go with the pitch but Holy #@^#*, it was a fastball. The ball hit the bill of my hat and it took off like a helicopter blade. When it landed, it was still spinning like a top on a marble floor. Funny Huh?!! When I reached first base I was as white as a ghost. I looked at my friend, my coach, my signal stealer. By God, he was grinning from ear to ear. It sure as hell wasn’t funny. But before I could say, “Please don’t do me anymore favors,” Frank leaned over and whispered in my ear, “I can’t help it if he crossed up his catcher.” As I look back on this incident, I think of the trust I had in Frank and the lifelong friendship as a result of this trust. Frank, when I get up there with you, I’m going to really tell you what I was thinking when I reached first.
Rev. Msgr. Wayne A. Ressler
“Loras College Baseball, 1957-59”

My first two years (frosh-soph) at Loras I played under head coach Vince Dowd. In those days we traveled by station wagon to the out-of-town games. Vince always drove one wagon and either the assistant coaches or older players like Dick Mescher and Bob Meyer drove the other vehicles. Dick was from Dyersville and Bob was from Balltown. It was a three-ring circus deciding who rode where! No one wanted to ride with Coach Dowd since his eyesight wasn’t so good and his driving skills needed much improvement. Since I was one of the younger players, I was forced to ride with Coach Dowd.  There was a definite pecking order established. I can’t tell you how many “Acts of Contrition” I said during those first two years of varsity baseball. Vince retired in 1959 and the new coach, James Smarjesse, arrived. He was much younger and more adept at the wheel. During my last two years (1960-61), the traveling was much more pleasant and I slacked off on the “Acts of Contrition.”  However, the trips were certainly memorable.

“Loras College Baseball (1957-1961)”

During my four years of Loras varsity baseball, we traveled to many different fields, parks, and stadiums to play ball. Our home field was Petrakis Park on Fourth Street near the historic Dubuque monument, “The Shot Tower.” At one time it was a minor league park and an above-average facility for our college games. 

Two of our opponents had very interesting facilities:

a) The University of Wisconsin at Platteville: They used the county park in Platteville near the fairgrounds as their home field. They had a snow fence enclosing the outfield boundary. While playing centerfield, I remember chasing a long fly ball into left center field, crashing into the snow fence and the entire left field fence fell down. It all collapsed! I’m not sure if the hitter was awarded a homer, a double, or if I actually caught the ball. I received only minor abrasions from the incident.

b) Quincy College, Quincy, Illinois: In 1957-58 I played right field for Loras. The baseball diamond at Quincy College was a small park sandwiched between two dormitories right in the middle of the campus. Right field was a short distance with a dorm actually acting as the boundary (reminded me of the Green Monster at Fenway Park in Boston). In right field about where the right fielder positioned himself, was a huge LIGHT POLE! You actually shared the field with this monster pole. Wouldn’t you know, in the second inning I was tested!!! A line drive came my way, aimed right at the light pole. I went left, then circled the pole, and made a lucky grab almost maiming myself in the process. The members of our team had a great laugh at my expense. I was used to playing in Eastern Iowa’s best ballpark, the American Legion Post 528 ballpark in Cascade, Iowa. This park was named after Hall of Famer in Cooperstown, New York, and Loras College, Urban “Red” Faber.
Thomas Schneider
BASEBALL
During a double-header at Decorah, Iowa, in mid-May, versus Luther College, our last conference game with no chance of a makeup, the temperature was about 50 degrees at the start of the first game. It got progressively colder and cloudy, and, about midway through the second game, it began snowing. I was playing center field, and it snowed so hard at one point I couldn’t see either our pitcher or their batter. I told the infielders to let me know if the ball was hit toward me. Fortunately it wasn’t, the snow eventually stopped, and we finished the game. I believe we won both ends of the doubleheader.

______________________
In my third and last year, we had a trip to Buena Vista and Westmar in late May. We finished our last game on Saturday afternoon; and the team, which had traveled in several cars on this trip, planned to return to Dubuque on Sunday after Mass. I had work remaining on my thesis for my biology major; the project needed to be finished and on Father Warren Nye’s desk by Monday morning. I knew I would never complete it on time if we waited until Sunday to return. I asked Don Kaliban, our team catcher in whose car I was riding, to drive back to Loras Saturday night. I didn’t ask Coach Dowd’s permission as I thought he would say no. We got back safely late Saturday night; I completed my thesis project on Sunday, and gave it to Father Nye on Monday. The following day I was called into the dean’s office, and he read me the riot act for what I had done. I apologized but told him I was worried Father Nye would not accept a late thesis and that might prevent me from going to medical school the following fall. 

About a week after the above episode, Coach Dowd called me into his office. I was afraid I was going to get another lecture about what had happened. However, he didn’t mention that episode but instead told me he had been contacted by scouts from the New York Yankees and Chicago White Sox who wanted to talk to me about a possible contract. He told them no, that I was committed to attending medical school. I thanked him for the information and told him he was correct, that I wanted my career to be in medicine, not in baseball.

FOOTBALL

I finished high school at Loras Academy in three years so I was 16 years old as a college freshman. Somehow I made the varsity football team and played defensive end. This was in 1951, just after the Korean War, and there were many veterans on the Loras team as well as on our opponents’ teams. Many of these veterans were in their early to mid twenties, heavily bearded, and quite husky. I remember playing against some of these older veterans in a game at Lewis College and was quite intimidated by the rough looking, mostly Chicago, guys on the Lewis team, as I was a puny 180-pound 16-year-old freshman.

My brother, Vince, played right tackle, and in my second and third years I played right end on offense and defense. It was policy for the tackle to call the blocks for the tackle and end if the running play involved an off-tackle or end run. There were times, if we were winning easily, that Vince would intentionally call for me to make the toughest block on either the tackle, linebacker, or end and then would chuckle if I had trouble making the block.

We played an away game at Buena vista in my last year, and I was clipped by one of their players while I was playing defensive end. My knee was injured, I was carried off the field, and couldn’t finish the game. Vince came over to me on the sidelines and said he saw the “dirty so-and-so” who had clipped me, and he would take care of him. I watched as he repeatedly knocked that player around for the rest of the game. He said he told the player it served him right for clipping his brother. 

Randy Skemp

It is refreshing to know that a team knew the Loras Fight Song. Often the college van was the means of transportation. The vans were usually 15 passenger vans, so with the coaches, trainers, manager, and players, there were usually 15 people in these vans, along with all of the equipment, duffel bags, books, etc. It was always hilarious to watch everyone back into the van each trip. One particular trip was in the middle of January. Now in this van, the manager had to sit in the back on a card table chair with all of the equipment packed around him. Of course, the only way out was through the back door or to climb all the way over everyone. As we were driving, the manager had to go to the restroom. Now, we are in the middle of nowhere, it is snowing and we are driving slowly. So almost everyone else had to go to the restroom as well. So on a lonely highway in Illinois, the basketball team piles out of the van to take care of Mother Nature, and someone starts singing the Loras College Fight Song. So all the players are standing in the cold singing their hearts out, in the freezing temperatures. And all because of their manager, Chuck Reilly!
Tom Stubing

Many of the things that happened during the 1947 football season are a blur to me due to the years that have passed. However, an incident that happened on November 2, 1947, remains vivid in my memory. Our train arrived in Dubuque bringing us home after a victory over St. Thomas in St. Paul. Crowds of people were at the station as we exited the train and the Loras band was there playing the Loras Varsity song. 


The coaches were paraded in open convertibles and the team bus followed down Main Street to cheering crowds along the curbs as we made our way back to the college. It seemed to us the entire town and student body came out to welcome us home. The spirit and support shown that day was something I never expected to witness in my life. It was very special to me and I’m sure to the entire team. 
Laddie Sula

One story of note relates to my experience with Doc Kammer, the trainer. Doc did just about everything at the college except teach in a regular classroom and officiate intramurals! I frequently had tightness in my back during the early weeks of basketball practice. Doc would work his wonders on me with his new ultrasound machine. One day Doc casually mentioned that he had to be careful how he used it so he wouldn’t destroy my spine! Needless to say, that was my last therapy with Doc on that machine. 
Les Teeling

I remember the basketball team traveling by car to a game in Illinois under weather conditions less than favorable. In fact, the roads were starting to freeze over and those of us riding with Father Coyne (then AD.) kept asking him to slow down because we could feel the vehicle fishtailing. He brought the car to a sudden stop in the middle of the road, got out of the car, put his hand down on the road, got back into the car and said “Yep, it is icy, fellas!” 


Speaking of Father Coyne leads me to conjure up another moment when I was standing in the Fieldhouse with “Doc” when a sales person approached and asked if Doc had anything to do with ordering equipment. Doc’s reply, “Oh no! You’ll have to go upstairs and ‘insult’ (consult) Father Coyne about that.”


Again, many of my stories seem to involve Doc in one way or another. As Coach Dowd was instructing us in the locker room at half-time of one of our games, Doc came in laughing heartily and said, “You should have seen that girl from Clarke trying to cross the gym floor in her high heels. She slipped and fell ‘prostitute’ (prostrate) on the floor.”


I believe it was during my senior year that the “powers-that-be” decided athletes needed to do some work to “earn our keep” so to speak. I was to check in with Doc periodically to work in the equipment room. After the best-two-out-of-three games of cribbage, Doc signed my work sheet and I was on my way (of course, I let him win so I wouldn’t place my good deal in jeopardy!). 


Bob Levington and I shared some club car moments with Miss America (Yolanda Batheze, Miss Alabama 1951) on our train ride to Albany, New York, for the NCIT. Obviously as freshmen, Bob and I put up with considerable guff from several of the seniors: Jim McCabe, Gene “Buck” Ternes, Ted Mostal, Jack Roban, Ernie Skraby, etc… This story we thought ended within several months after our return to school. Bob and I were called to the registrar’s office. By this time we had given up on receiving the autographed picture of Miss America which she had promised us, and we were thinking we were in some sort of trouble; however, the picture had arrived. 


Still later Bob received a postcard signed “Yolanda Betheze” saying she was going to be in Iowa and would like to stop at Loras for a visit and hoped she would have a chance to visit with us. End of story. The postcard was a hoax, sent to Bob by some of his college friends.
Patrick Tierney

In the second semester of my freshman year at St. Lawrence High School, I was not what you would call a model student-athlete. That fall I finished 21st out of 22 freshman cross country runners on the depth chart; I was not far from failing many of my classes; and, through some rebellious streak in me, my name was well known by one or two of the Cook County sheriffs. 

However, through all the turmoil of that first year, there is one moment that defined the rest of my life. At a parent-teacher meeting that winter, the issue of my participation in track and field and how it might be affecting my studies was raised. My history teacher suggested that taking track away from me might not be the answer and that my parents should consider stricter study habits first. They conceded. I don’t think that it was until I was well out of high school that I heard that story from my parents. One can only speculate the direction my life might have taken if, in that brief moment, the alternative decision had been made.

For the Hall of Fame to honor me for my running career at Loras College, the honor would be incomplete without my long-time teammate and friend Chris O’Donnell at my side. To talk about my career as an individual is contrary to how things really were. In that first horrible year of running in high school, I first ran to catch Chris. Later the goal was to beat him. Then came the realization of what we could accomplish together. We eventually built one of those rare unspoken relationships. Our race tactics were never discussed, only understood. We fed off each other. Flat and fast courses favored Chris. Slow, hilly course favored me. Together, we carried each other through. We were always there for each other.

There were more headlines about O’Donnell and Tierney than there were about us as individuals. Our record through high school and college shows what we were able to accomplish together. We finished first and second overall in four conference cross country championships, won individual conference titles in numerous track and field events from 800 to 10,000 meters, helping four teams to Conference titles. We received MVP honors five times, not as individuals, but shared the honor as co-recipients.

The 1987 NCAA Central Region Championship for cross country is by far the most memorable race in my career, even over two All-American finishes in track and field. In that race, Chris and I ran side-by-side for most of the race. As each mile clicked by, we increased the pace with the ease of a Sunday afternoon run. With one runner left in front of us, we began to discuss when to go around him, still surprised at how comfortable the pace felt. I think the fact that the runner ahead of us was constantly turning his head back made me realize that he was just as surprised as we were that our conversation carried on without losing a breath. We finished first and second that day to go on to the National Championship. Chris finished an All-American that year, but I wasn’t so fortunate. I barely finished in the top 50, never able to recover from a knockdown at the start of the race. Even though we gained many victories and honors in track and field, our first love was cross country. Though disappointed with my finish, I was happy to see that one of us gained All-American honors in what was our passion.

This Hall of Fame nomination is not for me alone. In cross country and track, winning a race is about benefiting the team. To the casual observer, it seems a selfish sport where athletes run for individual honors in every event. I would share this honor with the coaches, teammates, friends, and family who supported me. In a sport a bit shy on spectators on cold, rainy autumn and spring days, the value of their support was immeasurable. I share this honor with Chris O’Donnell for being by my side for eight years and literally thousands of miles. But most of all, I would ask that Loras College honor my mother and father for that one decision that sent me in a direction full of wonderful and unforgettable experiences. Their caring, love, patience, and understanding are truly a Hall of Fame accomplishment.

In closing, I would like to send a message to parents, coaches, and administrators in high schools and colleges everywhere. It is very hard to see the true value of athletics today in a world of multimillion dollar endorsements and skyrocketing salaries. Role models come along in diminishing number in the likes of Michael Jordan, Chris Zorich and Tiger Woods to name a few. But for every athlete competing for the big contract, there are thousands of kids accomplishing things that last a lifetime and touch so many lives. Those accomplishments have nothing to do with money or fame. To those skeptics of athletics, the value for those kids is immeasurable. Don’t ever give up on them. To reach one kid in hundreds is a wonderful accomplishment.
Gene Ternes
The 1949-50 and 1950-51 Duhawk Basketball Teams

“Let’s Give a Cheer for the Varsity”


“Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord”—well, maybe it wasn’t quite that big a thing to beat St. Ambrose in our time, but almost—and the 1949-50 and 1950-51 Duhawk basketball teams, the “McCabe Era,” beat St. Ambrose five times in five tries!! But they beat a lot of teams as they compiled records of 22-9 and 23-7, the fifth-best two year winning percentage in Loras history. They won two Iowa Conference titles, two Midlands Conference titles and earned two invitations to the National Catholic Invitational Tournament (NCIT) at Albany, New York. But how did this team evolve? Let’s go back.

Our freshman year, 1947-48, was the last year of the “Mickey Marty Era” and the starting five included Mickey, Dave Wareham, Steve Slattery and “Rocky” Sullivan from the great 1946-47 team, with only “Looper” Lynch, a ’47 grad missing; our Jim McCabe filled the fifth spot. This team produced an excellent 21-8 record. We practiced, watched, and learned from that famous group (and collected many bench splinters); and who could forget the titanic battles with Mickey pairing off against Luther legend, “Judge” Veghlan.


Our sophomore year, 1948-49, was simply a transition year from the “Marty Era” to the “McCabe Era”; Steve Slattery and Rocky Sullivan remained from the Marty team but the new Duhawks had growing pains—the result was a 14-10 record—but we did get an invitation to the NCIT in Denver, Colorado. I think the singular most important event was the game when “Judge” Veghlan and his Luther teammates came to the Loras Fieldhouse late in the season; they were Iowa Conference champs and “riding high” but the Loras Duhawks laid a 67-62 defeat on them. That, I believe, was the “jelling point” for the McCabe-era group.


And so came the great 1949-50 and 1950-51 seasons. Credit should go first and foremost to Vince Dowd, the greatest of all Loras College basketball coaches, who compiled a 284-168 record over an 18-year period, winning five Iowa Conference titles. He was not only a great coach but, more importantly, he was a true gentleman—just a super, super person. Basketball was at its peak in Dubuque during these years, a continuation of the Marty era and the Loras Fieldhouse was packed to the rafters; if you weren’t in a seat by half-time of the preliminary game, you probably wouldn’t get in for the varsity game. On the local scene, Hy Zimmerman and Harley Key, Telegraph Herald sportswriters, had no trouble filling the sports pages and did a superb job of supporting us as did Red “McGregor” McAleece with his KDTH radio broadcasts. And the people of Dubuque –WOW! 

Wins are memorable, some more than others, like the 93-68 win over Parsons College in the 1950 Iowa Conference title game and the 71-49 win over St. Ambrose in the 1951 title game. We won’t forget the wins over St. Francis (Pennsylvania) and Iona (New York) in the 1950 NCIT, nor the great victory at Western Illinois when we ended their long-time home winning streak.


Losses aren’t memorable but unpleasant, but not as much when they are against high caliber teams such as the University of Houston and West Virginia State, led by their future NBA star, Earl Lloyd, of Brooklyn, New York, in the 1951 NCIT. The above names bring out the diversity of our schedule. 


But in the end, the joy of it all is the team—the group of guys you practiced with and played the games with. Nothing topped the “all for one’ attitude of this team. Everyone on this squad played a part in our success, so as you hear their names—McCabe, Moskal, Skraby, Rohan, Ternes, Garvey, Nemmers, Voorhees, McCauley, Rogan, Enderlin, Vega, Diaz, Teeling, Lutgen, Stankewitz, Ganshirt, Fromnecht, Phelan—“Let’s give a cheer for the varsity!  Long may they reign supreme.”
Bob Tucker

During the spring of 1985 the track and field team took a trip to Nassau, Bahamas, for training and a chance to enjoy the warm weather and the sights of Nassau. One of the stories I would like to share with you involved what we ate on our trip.

It was a very exciting and interesting trip – one which I will never forget. A group of 48 individuals left Dubuque early on a Monday morning on a Tri-State Tours bus and drove straight through to Miami Beach, Florida. On the way down, in order to save money, we brought food which included bologna sandwiches. We had bologna sandwiches all the way down to Florida and had them for a meal in Florida as well. Once we arrived in Nassau, we were picked up by Charley Tinker, who was the president of the Nassau Track and Field Club and the contact person who helped make arrangements for our stay in Nassau. 

In order for us to afford to make the trip we were not able to stay in any of the expensive hotels on the island. Instead, Charley set us up in a Catholic monastery that had several rooms with beds that we could sleep in. The building was supposed to have a full kitchen but instead had only one hot plate and a few plates and utensils. Not enough to feed a team of 40-plus athletes. We arrived in Nassau on Wednesday morning and did not have a kitchen in which to prepare meals. The only thing we had to feed the group was bologna sandwiches. So, for the next day and a half we continued to eat bologna sandwiches. Eventually we were allowed to use the kitchen in the monastery next to where we were staying. By Thursday afternoon we were able to prepare actual meals. Needless to say, I have never eaten another bologna sandwich since that time. And I don’t believe anyone else who was on that trip has either!


Barry Harris, a sprinter for the Duhawks from 1985-1989, developed into a national champion his senior year in the Indoor 55 meter dash and the outdoor 100 and 200 meter dashes—quite an accomplishment for a young man who never ran track until he was in college!

During Barry’s sophomore year, he began a tradition which would continue until he stopped competing in track and graduated from college. It began during one of our trips to a qualifying meet at North Central College. We were having breakfast at a Bob Evans Restaurant in Naperville, Illinois, and Barry ordered bacon and eggs which came with a bowl of grits. He had never had grits before, but he thought they were pretty good. That afternoon Barry won the 100 meter dash; and, from that day on, Barry had to have grits for breakfast before every competition. He never missed a day and we had some pretty interesting excursions looking for restaurants that served grits!

Chuck Von Feldt

As I was growing up in Austin, Minnesota, and learning the game of basketball, I was destined to be tutored by a coach (Don Carlson) who was a former Marine drill instructor who displayed a hard-nosed style of play as well as a very disciplined training program. I was taught that you played the game with “toughness” and you were expected to “be on the floor after all the loose balls.”

I brought this style of play to Loras. Early in freshman year, we were engaged in a Saturday morning scrimmage with the alumni led by Dick Wright and “the Potts brothers.” A shot was taken but missed. The rebound was careening over the floor and instinctively I dove for the loose ball. To be expected, Tiny Potts was also rushing to recover the ball. As we met, my right shoulder rammed into Tiny’s right knee. I lost the battle and immediately felt pain. I couldn’t lift my arm; the right shoulder was separated. After practice, Father Hayek drove me over to the hospital where they confirmed the injury. Despite the “remedies” applied by Doc Kammer, I was to be held out of practice for two weeks. During this time, I recalled my “drill instructor mentality” and practiced my shots using my left hand and going to my left. Progress was made, both with my injury and my game.

Loras traveled to Winona, Minnesota, to play St. Mary’s College. I was allowed to make the trip. Doc Kammer taped my shoulder up with some Rube Goldberg style pad which gained me more sympathy from the crowd than protection for my shoulder, but I didn’t care since I was on the bench, suited up, and ready to play. With five minutes left in the game, Charlie Riney fouled out. Coach Zahren looked down the bench and called my name. The score went back and forth during the closing minutes. With under a minute left, I was fed the ball and I made a move to the basket. With my left hand, I made a shot that gave us the win. 

As I look back on my career at Loras, I attribute my success to the fact that my pivot moves consisted of being able to go to both my right and left with equal ability. The adversity of an injury early in my career definitely created an opportunity for me. Tiny Potts probably never realized it, but he played a major role in my career at Loras College. 

Charles E. Ward

The four years at Loras were, in my honest feelings, the best years for growth, persistence, and determination. What I learned in my four years on the football team from the coaches and the priests helped me in Korea during the war, in business and in the operation of my own corporation. 

What was it like being a member of the greatest team Loras ever put on the field?  Coach Wally Fromhart came from Mt. Carmel in Chicago where I played for him. When he left and came to Loras, he offered me a chance to join the group to form the best football team Loras ever had. What an honor. 

We came to Loras in early August 1947 to 95-degree temperatures each day. They had 120 fellows out for football. The town people came daily to watch what was happening up on the Loras campus. Each day, for both the morning and afternoon practices, there were over 100-150 people watching the show by the new coach, Wally Fromhart, and also watching the blood and sweat and fights on the field during the daily combat.  Fellows like Bob Zarltom, Bob Hanlon, Ed Murphy, Bob Joyce, Dicky Mares, and so many more. 

We had ex-GI fellows who were married, fellows who had played service ball, men from all walks of life, but we all worked hard together. What a thrill to be able to play in Loras’ Rock Bowl on Sunday before large crowds every game. It was awesome! Coach Fromhart always stressed the object was to win—beat the other guy. He always said “Dig deep down in your heart.” There was no man worth his salt who didn’t appreciate the grind and discipline.


All the players bonded. We traveled all over. On the road we all dressed with coat and tie. We stayed together and played together (and partied once in a while).

It should be noted that each year, after each season, several members of the team got various pro offers. 

In my senior year, Jerry Wittly and I were selected as “Little All-Americans” by the United Press Association. Jerry went with Dallas in July and Howie Rietz went with Green Bay. I had contact with the Chicago Bears which lasted till Coach Halas found out I was drafted in the army. I went to Korea as tank commander for the 73rd Tank Battalion, 14 months in combat, never to return to football after that. 

The experience of the 1947 championship team and fellowship was beyond words. We all still keep in touch as much as possible.

But you know, if it wasn’t for Coach Fromhart and his strength, wisdom, and demanding way, none of us would have ever made the grade.


I always loved the man and I was honored to say goodbye to him when he passed away in Michigan. 

Mike Weeber

When I was a senior at Dubuque Senior High School, I severely sprained my ankle in a pickup basketball game. This was just prior to our high school season so I had to miss the first few games because of a cast on my foot. 

When I had the cast removed, the doctor recommended therapy for me at Finley Hospital. I attended regular therapy sessions for a week or so. When the therapist asked me if I ever had my ankle taped when I played, I told him no. So he took me to Loras College and good old Doc Kammer who he said was the best at taping ankles. After talking to Doc Kammer about my ankle, he agreed to allow me to come there every day after school and he would tape my ankle. Doc would always ask me how my high school team was and what my plans were for college. When I told him I really had no plans, he started his plan on making me a Duhawk. Doc would introduce me to all the players at Loras as they were getting taped and, most importantly, Doc would “make up stories” about me scoring points and rebounding for Loras with Coach Jim Berry.  Coach was always very kind and talked to me about my season.


Because of Doc’s persistence with Coach Berry, he asked me if I would consider Loras College. I was one of the few students from Dubuque Senior High School who played at Loras College. Thanks to Doc Kammer and Coach Berry, I became a Duhawk. 


In junior high school, my friend had a Telegraph Herald paper route that went all around Loras, including the priests who lived in Rohlman, Hennessy, and Keane Halls. As his #1 assistant, I was around Loras every night. We always knew when there was a home basketball game and were the first ones in the gym. Many times the priests we delivered papers to would give us passes for the games. We would always take our positions sitting on the edge of the balcony to the side of the east basket at the grand old Fieldhouse. Soon after the Duhawks would begin warming up the place, we would become blazing hot and very loud. And when the game became close, the crowd became even louder cheering for a Duhawk victory. 


It is still hard for me to believe that I not only had the opportunity to play for Loras College but am now also a member of its Hall of Fame. 


When I was a freshman and had just completed my first basketball season, the baseball team had already been working out for awhile in preparation for the spring trip to Texas (Dallas/Fort Worth). I had talked to Coach John Coe about what my playing situation would be, as the team that year was very strong with upperclassman who were very good baseball players. Coach told me that there was a good possibility I would get a chance to pitch some in relief so he could see what I had. 

I had about two weeks to get ready for baseball before we left and the weather wasn’t very good here in Dubuque so we had to work out indoors only. I went through my standard spring workout getting my arm and the rest of my body ready to pitch. But a week before we left for Texas my back spasmed and I couldn’t stand up straight. I spent hours in the training room with heat and whirlpool trying to loosen it up. But progress was slow. About two days before the trip, Coach called me into his office and said “I have to know now if you will be able to pitch on the trip. If not, another freshman pitcher would go.” All my friends and teammates reassured me that I would be ok, only I didn’t know for sure. The trainer said he thought with the heat in Texas I would be ok. So I went.


I still was unsure if or when I would pitch as we had five games on the schedule and five pitchers ahead of me with experience. 

On the third day in Texas, Coach Coe came to me and said he had set up another game not originally on the schedule. This would be my first college start if I was ready to go.


We didn’t even know who the game was against until we arrived at the park the next day. We were playing Creighton University, the Division I school from Omaha, Nebraska, where Bob Gibson went to school and, more importantly to me, my basketball coach at Loras, Jim Berry had also gone there.

I was so nervous in my first college start. Our team played unbelievable defense behind me. Whenever I would get in a jam, someone would make a great defensive play to end an inning or get that big out. The game was scoreless late in the game. We had Dominic Ciao on third with one out and Judd Driscoll pulled off the squeeze play scoring Dom from third. Judd beat out the bunt for a hit. We won the game, 1-0. With the help of my teammates, my college career started with a dramatic shutout! To make things even better, on our way home from Texas we ran into Carthage College from Wisconsin and found a field where we could play a game. I started that game also; and, again with great play and support from my teammates, we shut out Carthage 3-0. 


My college pitching career was off to a great start thanks to my teammates’ great play and support.

Matthew A. Wolniewicz
In October 1959, St. Ambrose was leading Loras 28-16 in the closing minutes in the Rock Bowl, when a number of St. Ambrose fans came around the track carrying the “Victory Bell,” the traditional prize which would be the possession of the winning team. 

They stood on the running track behind the Loras team bench and in front of the Loras fans seated in the stands, adding insult to injury.

Two Loras students (Ed Clark and Ron Amache) went down to the track, took the “Victory Bell,” went up the hill out of the Rock Bowl, and, for their efforts, received a vacation from Loras but with the appreciation of a lot of Loras people. 

In the 1956 season, as the Loras team bus was pulling into the Luther College campus area, a few of the Luther fans were tossing objects against the side of the Loras team bus. When we realized these objects were “dead fish,” it created quite a stir on our team bus. 

The Loras team went into the locker room with a real game-face mood and upset/beat an undefeated Luther College football team as Tom Vlaszek (Leo High School) returned a punt and kickoff for touchdowns.

The last game in the ’59 season was played in the Rock Bowl against Whitewater (Wisconsin). 

As I was leaving the field after the game with my teammates, a number of Loras students came up behind me and lifted me up and carried me off the field on their shoulders (Tom Cashman was in this group). It was a total surprise but, after a few moments, I got them to put me down.

I appreciated what they did and took pride in the respect of these Loras students.

Richard J. Wright
“Coach Dowd’s Sense of Humor or Just Plain Good Sense!”

Basketball at Loras (1953-57).

In those days we traveled by car and stayed at one to two star motels/hotels. Inexpensive, dingy, small (tiny) and semi-clean rooms seemed to be the norm, although most of us were not too particular, as I recall. In 1956, we were playing a game at Western Illinois, in Macomb, and as usual, staying at a small hotel where Coach Vince Dowd was a friend of the owners. As players, we used to joke that we only stayed at hotels where the Catholic owners had demonstrated they had made the “nine First Fridays.” On this particular night in Macomb, we were assigned to our very small rooms (two to a room). As Ed McMahon was checking the mattress in his tiny room, he discovered a large cockroach! Ed informed the rest of the team, and we as a group decided now was the time to confront Coach Dowd and Assistant Coach Jean Schneider with the “proof” as to why we should not be staying in these “second rate” hotels anymore. We would now, with the evidence in hand, get relief from the treatment we were being subjected to on road trips. The team (ten of us) crowded into McMahon’s room with the evidence. one large live cockroach, under an upside down water glass. I was instructed to call the coaches for a meeting in the room, the purpose being to get redress from the “foreign invader.” We were all crowded around the table in anticipation, as Coaches Dowd and Schneider entered the room. We explained our dilemma and dismay at having roaches in our beds, as we knew roaches didn’t travel alone. After reviewing and listening to our complaints for some time, the team was silent and shoulder to shoulder in anticipation waiting for Coach’s response. The time had come for Coach Dowd to speak. He looked at us and then at Coach Schneider and then said in a quiet voice “… IF WE had TWO (roaches), WE COULD RACE THEM!” That was it. Game over! We knew, immediately, that our effort for change was in vain as Coach Dowd’s sense of humor once again won that day.
