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. 

