                        Looking Back


    I often think back to the time that I arrived in Louisville, a newly minted U.S. Marine fresh out of Parris island. It was Christmas time and I was standing in a jewelry store, trying to select an engagement ring for Kay that would fit my merger boot camp pay, when a grey-haired little ole lady walked up to me. She patted me on the arm and softly said “God bless you”. This was the first act of human kindness shown me in three months and it touched my heart.  35 years later, also in Louisville, I had another memorable experience. I was an educational consultant, attending a very boring statewide conference, and needed a break. Slipping out of the meeting room, located in the Louisville Convention Center, I fell in with a group of newspaper men and photographers. This seemed to promise some excitement—and it did! As the group split off to both sides, I was left standing in front of one of the most recognizable men in the world—Mohamed Ali. My suit and tie had perhaps caused him to mistake me for the mayor whom he was expecting to officiate. It seems that I had stumbled into what was to be a recognition ceremony for Ali but I didn’t put all of this together until a few minutes later. All I knew was that a smiling Mohamad Ali was shaking my hand and seemed eager to talk with me. We had a nice chat for about 4 or 5 minutes but I was savvy enough to excuse myself when the real dignitaries arrived. I was also savvy enough to head back to my educational meeting before reporters could start asking “who was that masked man”? Ali admittedly had a mouth on him, but as he was fond of saying—” If you do it, it’s not bragging”.  
