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. 

