
CLUES ACROSS
1. Type of footwear
5. Studies a lot all at once
10. Adventure story
14. Hundred thousand
15. Former U.S. Vice President
16. Ruler
17. Indian city
18. Similar

19. Ship as cargo
20. Volcanic craters
22. Boxing’s “GOAT”
23. Bullfighting maneuvers
24. London soccer team
27. Score perfectly
30. No (Scottish)
31. SoCal hoops team (abbr.)
32. Woman (French)

35. Unwanted attic “decor”
37. Peter Griffin’s daughter
38. Broad, shallow crater
39. Large instruments
40. Low bank or reef
41. __ and Venzetti
42. Oil group
43. Father
44. Aggressive men
45. Pairs well with green
46. Travelers need it
47. Digital audiotape
48. Midway between northeast
     and east
49. Chemistry descriptor
52. S. China seaport
55. Sound unit
56. Heavy cavalry sword
60. Thick piece of something
61. Spa town in Austria
63. Boyfriend
64. Norse personification of old age
65. Type of box
66. Tie together
67. Fiber from the coconut
68. Chicago mayor
69. Old English letters

CLUES DOWN
1. Type of sauce
2. Pattern of notes
3. Plant with long seedpods
4. Map out
5. Numbers cruncher
6. Make a mental connection
7. Italian tenor

8. N. America’s highest mountain peak
9. Witness
10. Arabic given name
11. Music awards
12. “ The Immoralist” author
13. Area units
21. Units of loudness
23. Political action committee
25. Bar bill
26. Witch
27. A theatrical performer
28. 2-door car
29. __ and flowed
32. Papier-__, art medium
33. City in Georgia
34. Irregular
36. College sports conference
37. Angry
38. Partner to cheese
40. S. American mammal
41. Self-immolation by fire rituals
43. Split pulses
44. Disfigure
46. Cow noise
47. Erase
49. Chadic language
50. Reward for doing well
51. Paid TV
52. Millisecond
53. Other
54. Colombian city
57. Necklace part
58. Every one of two or more people
59. Regrets
61. They come after “A”
62. Horse noise
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SUDOKU

So spoke Tuscola basketballwunderkind, Jalen Quinn, afterTuscola’s heartbreaking loss ina Sectional final game againstMeridian when a desperationmiracle, buzzer-beating 60-foot heave by Meridianswished the net.In his newspaper quote,Jalen also talked of being“super proud of all these guysfor putting all the work in forso long and being such a greatteam. I had so much fun.Thelocker room was really tough[after the loss] …because itmeant something to everyone.I’ll remember this for a longtime.”In this one quote, Jalensummed up his experience ofhigh school sports: hard work;fun; teammate bonding; the joyof victory and the agony of de-feat; and creating memories.With one slight qualifier,this largely squares with myexperience some 60 years ago.The qualifier is “fun.” Honestlyfun is not what first comes tomind. What comes to mind ishard work: all those hall lapscoach Rumley and Arnoldmade us run; all those quarter-mile intervals coach Murrayhad us run in track until ourmuscles cramped and lungsburned—at least for Fortney,

Gipson and me, who doubledup like heaving dogs; and, ofcourse, there was coachButkovich toughening us upmuch like my Army basic train-ing at Ft. Benning—except theArmy let us have water breaks.Fun? Well, now and then,yeah, I had some great times.And one of those “greattimes” was forging life-longfriendships with fellow team-mates—even with competi-tors. Which is importantbecause as we age no onewants to hear our old athletic‘war stories’ except fellow oldathletes.It’s an unwritten codeamong athletes getting olderthat “I’ll listen to your boringold stories if you’ll listen tomine.” At least that’s the ruleEngo and I follow. And theremust be mutual interest—gen-uine or earnestly feigned—with smiles, nods and laughswhere appropriate as the leg-end unfolds.As a side benefit, your recol-lection of feats of glory cangrow like the kudzu on theYazoo, without correction orreproach, as no old sportsstory can ever be tainted by hy-perbole. Of course, there arelimits: no touchdown can ex-ceed 110 yards and no basket-

ball dunk stories can involveone’s feet or shoulders.Years ago, I remember get-ting together with fellow OkawValley athletes from the 60’sera. We met at Ironhorse, andthe nostalgic stories piled upfaster than the empty beer bot-tles on the tables.It was wonderful, a Trip toBountiful, where the memorieswere strong but, sadly, thebuildings, coaches and wit-nesses were mostly long gone.Only once or twice did some-one have to invoke the ruleagainst excessive hyperbole.But, yes, there’s still painfrom those devastating lossesor personal miscues that, dur-ing this impressionable time oflife, is so powerful. And it’slasting—like absorbing thesharp pain of the death of aloved one that, thankfully,abates over time, ripening intomelancholy, but never fullygoing away.I still remember, for exam-ple, losing to Villa Grove in thefirst game of the Regional. Theloss is still a shocker as we hadbeaten them 112-91 the weekbefore and we were rated inthe top 10 in the state backwhen there was only one class,not four as today.But it’s just sports? Right? …

Wrong. It was and is an experi-ence that “meant something toeveryone” involved.And when I wonder if thehighs of competitive youthsports ever justify the lows, theanswer is always yes. Becausesports, among its many bene-fits, also provides a young per-son with an emotionalmaturity, gained through ad-verse experience, that betterprepares them for the difficultchallenges of tomorrow.I sadly think of certain col-lege students today who seemrisk-averse to any and all neg-ative experiences, studentswho need “safe places” and de-mand shielding from “micro-aggressions” that cause themanxiety, students who are soeasily troubled by the seem-ingly smallest slight. I wonderif any of them were ever en-gaged in the highly competi-

tive, hurly-burly of high schoolsports?What would happen tothem if, God forbid, they expe-rienced a macro-aggression?What if they were thrust intothe middle of the brutalslaughter of innocent civilians,like currently occurring inUkraine, in an unjust invasionby a malign nation that has noregard for their life, let alonetheir pronoun, gender or bath-room preference?I know that football undercoaches Butkovich and Murrayhelped prepare us for the Viet-nam War. There was decoratedsolider Michael Allen, left endon the ’65 team, who, within ayear after graduation, wasfighting major battles in Viet-nam. There was John Beatty,junior fullback on that ’65team, that fought in Vietnamand, upon returning home,

thanked coach Murray formaking him “tough enough” tosurvive bloody conflict.And just last week, Engo in-formed me that one of theVilla Grove players thatplayed a key part in VillaGrove’s upset Regional vic-tory, big John McGrath, hadpassed away. Which helps putthings in perspective.How do we prepare ouryouth to the fact of life that theworld can be a harsh and dan-gerous, often arbitrary and un-fair, place? Is there a way to getfrom youthful innocence towizened maturity withoutpain? I don’t think so, but or-ganized sports seems assmooth a springboard as any-thing else.Losing a hard fought, pas-sionately desired, and well-de-served sports contest is notnecessarily a tragedy, but tothe young heart, it feels like it.It feels like “something younever want to go through.” But,better to go through it early inlife, preferably in safe and or-ganized activities like sports,so as to better develop life’snecessary coping skills. Be-cause the world’s “safe spaces”are becoming as rare as hen’steeth.
mike carroll

I’m just sayin’
By Mike Carroll

mike.carroll@tuscolareview.com

I seldom throw anythingaway. I'm not a hoarder but Iprobably would be if left on myown. Things do get thrownaway in our house; I'm just nottypically the one doing it.The downside to saving toomuch stuff, or maybe I shouldsay another downside, is thatI'm also not a filer. I'm astacker, stuffer and shover.Papers will stack up on mydesk until they essentiallybuild a wall. When one stackstarts to sway, I build anotherstack next to it. Then another.When the stacks become un-tenable, or my wife threatensto take a match to them, then Istuff them. I find a big box andthrow the papers in there andshove it under the desk. This ismy filing system.I know I'm not the onlystacker out there, and I knowmy stacker brethren will attestto this: I can find anything Iwant in my stacks going back 5years or more with a moment'snotice.I don't know how that

works. It doesn't make sense.But as long as nobody elsemoves it, I remember where Iput things the last time I han-dled them. I can't always findmy car keys but if you want theagenda for a school boardmeeting from 2015, I knowwhere to go.My email is in similar disar-ray. I don't delete emails, and Idon't organize them into fold-ers. I've tried. I have some fold-ers set up. It's just too boringand time-consuming to filethem.All the email services have akeyword search function and

automatically sort emails bydate. Why would anyone needanything more than that?I have one email that I useas a spam catcher. A lot oftimes, when you sign up for adiscount or something, youhave to give the other party anemail address. You might evenhave to verify the address byresponding to an email theysend you even though youknow you're never going toread their emails. That's whenI use my spam catcher.I have an old Yahoo accountwith unlimited storage. SoYahoo gets to store tens of

thousands of unread, un-wanted junk messages on mybehalf. Yahoo, indeed.I needed to verify an emailtoday, so I logged into that ac-count. I decided to skimthrough the emails to see whatI've been missing in the lastyear or so.There was a note from apolitician wanting to know if Iwould vote for him again. Inever voted for him the firsttime. It wasn't a survey asmuch as it was a plea formoney.Another politician, who Ihave never met or voted for,sent me a happy birthdaygreeting. I didn't know wewere such close friends. Theemail included a link to aYouTube video, which he saidwas a gift from him to me. Howthoughtful. I didn't click thelink.Another email promised totell me how to regain my im-munity from herpes. I've neverhad herpes. If I ever had immu-nity, I didn't know it. Same for

losing immunity. How I endedup on that list, I have no clue.There was warranty informa-tion for a car I no longer own,coupons for a store that hasn'tbeen in my area for years, andtourism reports for a town Ihaven't lived in for more than 20years. There was an intriguingmessage about a diet supple-ment with the peculiar subjectheading of "Swallow me." That'sa hard pass.There was an ominousemail telling me my accountwas on hold for a service Inever subscribed to, an emailtelling me how I can get out ofa timeshare although I'venever bought into a timeshare,and, of course, countless mes-sages asking for my help intaking hundreds of thousandsof dollars out of a foreign coun-try and telling me that I hadwon a lottery I never signed upfor.My spam catcher has aspam catcher of its own. Allthose earlier messages were inmy inbox. If those don't qualify

as spam, I was curious as towhat does. So I peeked insidethe spam folder. Yikes! Themore perverted unwantedemails were in there alongwith more lottery scams, phar-maceutical offers, credit carddeals and delivery confirma-tions for products I didn'torder.There are so many emailsthat are pure junk, it's a won-der that the relevant messagesbreak through at all.The email that I actually usegets about 300 messages aweek not including the onesthat go directly to the spamfolder. Of the 300 delivered tomy inbox, about 200 are junk.This is why I don't file ortrash anything. If I did, therewould be no time left in theday for the really importantthings in life like playing Wor-dle and arguing on Facebook.
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David Porter who can be
reached at porter@ramblin-
man.us. 110 Wordle rounds
and I haven't lost one yet.

Ramblin’ Man
By David Porter
porter@ramblinman.us

CROSSWORDPUZZLES

Lack of filing creates headaches but saves time

‘It’s something you never want to go through’




