HOOPS

Initiated to basketball as a spectator at a very early age, I obviously had to take up the sport myself. The relative smallness of our yard and the long Park City winters made that task difficult, however. Until Bob Mawhinney put a basket up on the back of his dad's service station, the only roundball I ever played, except for a little shooting around in the musty old Memorial Building, if I was lucky enough to arrive at the right time, was in my own room where I hooked the portable rim over the top of the door and endlessly shot my lightweight basketball at the netless target situated seven feet or so above the floor. I would assume identities of some of the players I had heard of like Glenn Smith and Carlos Asay of Utah or had seen like Bruce Peterson and Jay Collins of Park City. Sometimes I would also try to imitate that strange looking pair from Heber, the Bond brothers, red-haired Max and baby-faced Joe.

When I tired of playing the game by myself in the narrow confines of my room, I would take the Rook cards and continue my game in a four team tournament. Each color represented a team: red, Mark Reeve's Park City Miners; green, Hue Jewkes's South Summit Wildcats; yellow, the hated Wasatch Wasps of Keith Trane; black, most probably one of the Rich county schools since as far as I was concerned, Bear Lake country was "outer darkness". My game was very simple. I would shuffle the cards several times then draw them one by one, ordering them by color. When all cards were drawn, I would turn the stack over and continue drawing until one of the colors ("teams") made it to fourteen and could, thus, be declared a winner. What a temptation it was to cheat when it became clear that "yellow" was about to win!

Strange, little did I realize the profound effect that the tie-tugging sow sweating, doubly detested Keith Trane would come to play in my life a few short years later as head of the Scera recreation basketball program and Lincoln Junior High physical education teacher.

