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			To my dear friend and first mate on my boat, John Kuzmick, read several of the early posts in this book and gave it the title, You Can’t Make This Stuff Up. Sadly, John is no longer with us to see its completion. However, I can see him smiling and hear him saying, “Well, you finally finished the project.”

			Also, to my wife, Ruth. We have been married for over sixty-five years. Throughout that time, she has always been my solid rock.
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			About a Meeting Where No Agreement Can Be Made!

			Have a meeting room with a bathroom and lock everyone into the meeting room. Then place just one roll of toilet paper in the bathroom! As the roll comes close to being empty, a solution will be found!

		

	
		
			Every Day is a Good Day!

			Don’t permit a bad day. Maybe you’ll have a bad hour or two, but don’t allow anyone to ruin your entire day!

		

	
		
			A Meaningful Birthday to Remember
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			Over one hundred years ago, on June 11, 1900, my dad, Edward R. MacDowell, Sr., was born. He exemplified the American dream, rising from just a third-grade formal education to eventually found the Camden County Fire School to provide the proper training for all the County Volunteer Fire Departments. Along the way, he held several prestigious positions, including the Chief of the Camden Fire Department, Chairman of the Camden County Fire Chief’s Association, president of the New Jersey Fire Chief’s Association, vice president of the International Fire Chief’s Association, and board director of the State of New Jersey Electric Fire Safety under three different Governors.

			Dad was a very busy person, but always ready with a loving hug. He so much enjoyed being with his family. He made meaningful time for his kids and grandkids, and came to as many baseball and football games as his busy schedule would permit. He would say, “Let’s play catch.” Then, at the ballpark behind our Fairview home, he would play catch with a ball and glove and hit fly balls to us kids. Yes, he brought me up as a Detroit Tigers fan. We saw games together in Philadelphia against the A’s, in New York against the Yankees, and at Baltimore against the Orioles, where we met Hall of Fame Tiger Al Kaline, his dad, uncle, and future wife. 

			I saw my first major league baseball game at the Philadelphia A’s game in Philadelphia’s Shibe Park. It was in the fall of 1945, and star first-baseman, Hank Greenberg, of the Detroit Tigers, had just come from serving in the army. In that game, future Hall of Famer Hank Greenberg not only hit a home run, but hit it over the left field roof and out of Shibe Park. I was hooked, and I’ve followed the Detroit Tigers every game ever since!

			Through his work on behalf of County Volunteer Fire Fighters, he was invited to the viewing stand of many Holiday Parades, and I loved tagging along. I saw first-hand the affection that they had for my dad! At his retirement banquet, held at Camden’s Walt Whitman Hotel, over 350 attended, including a US Senator, two former Governors, and an old friend, Chief Hink of the Philadelphia Fire Department, who made a speech on behalf of their relationship. My dad and Chief Hink had a special relationship that included reciprocal fire department help if needed. 

			During World War II, while at that time having the rank of Captain in Camden’s Fire Department, Dad also on his off time, was in the US Coast Guard Reserve. He was one of the individuals guarding the ships that were coming and going via the Port of Philadelphia, always looking out for those from the enemy trying to infiltrate and do harm or spy.

			Well, one night, a fellow Coast Guardsman and Dad DID capture a spy trying to hide out after stowing aboard a Portuguese cargo ship and with their 45-revolvers at hand. They held the individual until the Philadelphia Police came and took him away! Afterward, the other Coast Guardsman said to Dad, “Sure wish that they would give us bullets for these guns!” 

			The individual I call Dad made me proud. He was quite the man!

		

	
		
			Gene Autry had it Figured Out in 1942

			During WWII, Gene Autry was a C-47 pilot who flew over the “Hump”. He was a flying sergeant and ended the war as a Warrant Officer. Interestingly, being born in 1907, Gene was in his mid-thirties when he volunteered for the service. Roy Rogers did not serve and Republic Pictures featured him (Leonard Sly from Ohio) while Gene Autry was away serving his country. While Roy Rogers had ole Trigger stuffed and on display . . . when Champion Sr. died at twenty-three, Gene said, when asked if he wanted his horse stuffed, “That horse made millionaires for a lot of us—we’ll bury him at Melody Ranch and place a monument to him.”

			Gene Autry was a great hero to countless kids. I loved his movies and later his TV programs. They don’t make hero cowboys like that any more (prize those photos).

			Gene Autry was my boyhood hero! In 1947, Gene Autry came to Philadelphia with his show. At that time, Dad was a captain in the fire department, and while he and I were in the lobby of the convention hall, he went over and spoke with a policeman, then said to me, “Com’on!” We went back stage where I met and got autographs from the cast of the Gene Autry Radio show—The Pinafores (girls’ group), Cas-county Boys, Rufe Davis, Smiley Burnette, and Johnny Bond. They all signed my show brochure. Then, from a very large horse trailer came Champion. I had grown up around horses (my aunt and uncle had a 450-acre farm in Blackwood, New Jersey, and they had horses). My cousin Wimp was a national rodeo star, and his horse was named Champion. I rode him all of the time.

			Well, I went up to Gene Autry’s Champion. He already had the bridle on him with the “Guns” on the reign, and hugged him, talked to him, and yes, even kissed Champion! As Dad told the story, Gene Autry came up behind me and said, “I see you like my horse.” To which, as a ten-year-old boy, was an incredible moment. I hugged Gene Autry, and he placed me up onto Champion! During the show, when Gene rode Champion around the audience, he came up to where my dad and I were seated, stopped, called my name to come over, and invited me to pet Champion. I did and hugged and kissed Champ once again! I still have my two pictures of Gene Autry and Champion, signed, “To My Pal, Wayne, Gene Autry.” What a wonderful memory!
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			The Champ

			Little known to some, George Herman Dutch Rohde, aka “Nature Boy” Buddy Rogers, was a Camden High School 1938 grad. He liked to hang out at the #3 Firehouse on Broadway and Ferry Avenues as a kid and through his adulthood. My dad, who was in the Camden Fire Department, knew him quite well. As I remember from what my dad said, when he was the “good guy,” he was “Nature Boy,” and when he was the “bad guy,” he was “Dutch Rohde.” After becoming successful, he purchased a beautiful home for his mother in Cherry Hill. However, she couldn’t stand leaving her neighborhood and friends behind, so she moved back to her home and he spent the money to fix it up. Other celebrities frequented the Camden firehouses as well, including Jersey Joe Walcott.

			The Champ!!! I met Jersey Joe several times. His cousin, Sam Fisher, was a Camden fireman going to the Camden Fire School where my dad, a Captain at the time, was the teacher at the #10 firehouse in the Morgan Village section of Camden. I would often ride my bike to that firehouse and hang out, play the pinball machine on the second floor, and play stickball with the firemen when they were on a lunch break. Sam Fisher knew that Jersey Joe was a favorite of mine and that I wanted a signed photo. One afternoon, a cream-colored Cadillac pulled up to the #10 and out came the Champ himself. We shook hands, and he signed a photo of himself in a boxing pose for me. I later met him at Yorkship School in Fairview when he visited the school. I think that I was in eighth grade at the time, and he remembered me, and of course, my dad.

			[image: ]

			Years later, while working my summer job at New York Shipyard in Camden, I saw him with a couple of young men who he had obtained jobs for and reintroduced myself to him. He was pleased that I was going to college and working hard that summer. He asked to be remembered to my dad, to me, as “Always the Champ!!” Yes, I still have that autographed photo. You can look up Jersey Joe Walcott on the computer and view the night he became Heavyweight Champion with the knockout of Charles, with a left hook! Charles had won the championship in the vacated heavyweight division when Joe Louis retired on points in the fifteen-round match. At that time, if you took the title in that weight-class, it had to be by a knockout. The punch was planned so that when Jersey Joe fainted a right, Charles dropped his for just a second. When this occurred at the right time, thus came the knockout punch. Watch the video/film of the match and you will see that moment. 

			I can remember viewing the first television I ever saw at the home of Gus and Louise (more on them later) in 1947. One particular time, we viewed the professional heavyweight
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