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1. An
Introduction - Attending Syracuse

 


 


Being a parent
is hard!

 


I mean, I
guess it is. I’m not one, so I don’t know. But that’s what anyone who
is a parent tells
me, so I’m gonna suppose that it is.

 


The way I
see it, as long as you’re there for your child when they need you,
provide them with the information they want (and sometimes don’t
want), and
support them in their passions and endeavors, you’ve probably done
a good job.

 


On top of
that, if you have molded and crafted them like Play Doh into the
kind of young adult who would commit the Japanese ritual of suicide
known as seppuku if he
or she was not admitted into Syracuse University upon
college matriculation…then you’ve NAILED IT.

 


Trust me, I
know. I wasn’t that fortunate. It is by the grace of James Arthur
Boeheim that I’m even writing that book as a full-fledged member of
Cuse Nation. The odds were so stacked against me that it’s a minor
miracle, really.

 


How so?

 


When I was a child, I rooted
passionately for Notre Dame football.

 



When I was
deciding where to go to college, I was
thisclose to attending Penn
State.

 


Finally,
and most embarrassingly, I grew up a hardcore Georgetown basketball
fan.

 


Look at
that list. Notre Dame, who has become a rival in most sports and is
basically despised by everyone not from South Bend. Penn State, our
natural and long-time football rival.
Georgetown,
the Hell to our Heaven.

 


How in
the world does a kid from central New Jersey end up rooting for Notre
Dame and Georgetown? This is what can happen when your parents
don’t provide you with the tools needed to make sound rooting
decisions in life.

 


Notre
Dame football, well, that’s my Dad’s fault. (“I learned it by
watching you!”) Having grown up in Indiana, he was an Irish fan
from early on and that passion came with him to the
East
Coast. By the
time that I
was nine I was full entrenched in Irish lore. It didn’t help
matters that Notre Dame won the National Championship when I
was ten years old
(1988), thereby cementing that I would
associate them with winning and success.

 


When I was
fifteen, my Dad took me to South Bend for my first Notre Dame game.
Of course, it just so happened to be No. 1 Notre Dame vs. No. 2
Florida State, a game that is still recalled as one of the greatest
college football games ever played. By the time Charlie Ward’s
final pass had been batted down, my father and I ran onto the field
together, celebrated among the fans and walked through the famous
tunnel, passing depressed FSU fans along the way. How do you live a
moment like that and not be hardcore about that team?

 


And for
the record, yes, I saw Rudy
in theaters three times. Read that sentence again. How many
movies have you ever seen in a theater more than once? Maybe
five or six? And
they were epics, right? Lord of the
Rings or The Matrix
or something like that. Not me…I went paid good money to
watch Charles S. Dutton yell at Sean Astin three separate times.
That doesn’t even account for the number of times I watched the film on
VHS. Or eventually on DVD. And pay cable. And then network cable.
And then on broadcast.

 


I was
disturbed, to say the
least. You’re talking about a kid who kept a scrapbook
of multiple Notre Dame football seasons with newspaper clippings,
photos and other memorabilia collected along the way. Who does
that? Deranged children, that’s who.

 


My
Georgetown flirtations? Even worse. At least I had a solid reason
to be drawn to Notre Dame. No one in my family rooted for
Georgetown. No one I knew attended Georgetown (thank God). No one
ever pointed me towards Georgetown and said “you know what would be
a wise investment of your time and energy? Rooting for evil
incarnate!” And yet,I did it.



My earliest college basketball memory is watching Georgetown play
in the 1988 NCAA Tournament. I was nine going on ten and the Hoyas
were taking on No. 1-seed Temple in the second round. The Hoyas lost
but, for some reason, it was too late. I was hooked on something
far worse than
crack cocaine. I was rooting for John Thompson.



My hated rival? The Syracuse Orangemen. One of my best
childhood friends
was a Syracuse fan and that made the rivalry even stronger. We
would taunt each other after every game and my seething hatred for
all things James Boeheim grew. I owned multiple pieces of
Georgetown clothing including a gaudy matching t-shirt and shorts
set with a giant bulldog smack dab in the middle of my chest.



If ever a young boy was crying out for help, it was me. But help
did not come. There would be no intervention. No one would gather
in a circle around me and read me letters that begin “Your
addiction to Georgetown basketball has hurt me in the following
ways…” I was completely on my own, left to suffer through my shame
alone.



Eventually, by the time I reached my formative teenage years, I had
shaken free from the gray and blue menace that had coursed through
my veins. I had gravitated away from college basketball in general
and perhaps a cold-turkey approach was exactly what was
required. By the time I began applying for colleges, Georgetown
wasn’t even
a thought.



The five schools I did apply to were The University of Notre Dame,
The University of Florida, The University of Maryland, Penn State
University and Syracuse University.



Notre Dame, for obvious reasons. To be honest, my interest in the
Irish had waned somewhat at this point. My parents had gotten
divorced and I had some father issues that caused me
subconsciously – and
later consciously – to dislike Notre Dame as a
result.



Florida, because my father had moved to Florida and took me on a
tour of Gainesville and the campus. I’m fairly certain
that it is
physically impossible not to apply to UF immediately
following such an experience. Anyone who’s spent even a day on that
campus knows what I mean.



Maryland, because, as a Northeastern Jew, I was required by law to
apply to at least two of the following schools – Delaware, Maryland, West
Virginia, NYU
or Syracuse. The Jewy Five, as they’re called (Okay, no one
calls them that.
I just made it up). Maryland seemed like a good school at the
time and I liked the idea of being near some new cities. And
Jews.



Penn State seemed like a logical choice. Big campus, good sports
programs, within the Jewish mother range of regular
visitation.



And finally, Syracuse. Yes, SU met The Jewy Five criteria. But
there was something else about it as well. I mean, there would have
to be if a life-long Orangeman-hater such as myself was going to
commit to possibly joining their ranks.


It’s at this point I’d like to
mention that, during my sophomore year, I had a meeting with
a
guidance counselor whose name I
forget. The meeting consisted of me, my
mother, and this bitter old hag. My
grades were solid, if unspectacular. I participated
in some sports. I was coming off a particularly tough year in math
(fuck you, Algebra 2) but other than that, I was your
average American high school kid.

 


This delightful woman proceeded to tell me in so many words
that, despite the fact that I still had a year-plus ahead of me
before I
needed to send out applications, I had no
hope of ever attending a major university..No
out-of-state school like a Penn State or a Syracuse would ever take
me. And that I should mute my expectations to that of an in-state,
public school because that was my ceiling (not that there’s
anything wrong with those schools).

 


I remember distinctly my Jewish mother,
whose
world orbited around my overhyped head, calmly
thanking this woman for her “help” and then walking me to the car
where she unleashed a spiteful rant that I had never heard from her
pristine mouth before. I was pretty sure this misguided woman had
sold me short but it wasn’t until that moment that I knew for sure.
I’d tell you what the lesson of this mini-story is but I’m sure you
probably know it already. Aaaaand… scene.



We can scratch Notre Dame and Florida off the list as I got
rejected from both. I expected both, given that out-of-state
standards for Florida are tough and the general standard for Notre Dame
are tougher. By the time I got the rejection letter, I was
relieved, because I had
changed my mind on going there.

 


That left
Maryland, Penn State, and Syracuse. I received acceptance letters
from all. I visited Maryland early on in the process and came away
feeling uninspired. I remember taking the campus tour
and learning about the school and getting the distinct feeling
that I wasn’t getting any kind of feeling. Nothing
jumped out at me. Nothing said to me that I needed to be here. I’m
sure it’s a lovely school and I know many people who’ve had amazing
times there but I just knew it wasn’t for me. Maryland
was out.



Maryland and Syracuse had been straight-up acceptances to the main
campuses (especially Syracuse, which only has one) but Penn State
came with a hitch. I had not been accepted to main campus. Instead,
I was told that if I wanted to attend Penn State University, I
would have to start my journey in some godforsaken place called
Altoona and eventually transfer to State College. Have you heard of Altoona?
Altoona looks at Scranton and thinks “Oh my, so cosmopolitan!” So
that didn’t sound right.



Still, despite all common sense, I really wanted to go to Penn
State. (I know…) My mom and I concocted a plan. We would try to
strong-arm Penn State by saying I would sign right now if I could
go to school at the Main Campus; however, if forced to accept Altoona, I
would delay my decision and they would risk losing me and my
precious dollars. That’d show’m who’s in charge!



Yeah, Mr. Million Dollar Land Grant University, up in your ivory
tower, what are you gonna do now that one student that you weren’t
sure you wanted in the first place is playing hard ball? Huh?
Called your bluff, I did!



Naturally, this was a retarded tactic that had no effect on Penn
State’s decision-making process whatsoever. Regardless, it was time
to make my visits just in case. First up was Penn State. I
remember distinctly driving there and noticing there
was nothing around. I mean, nothing. For two hours in any direction of
Penn State I’m pretty sure you’ve got trucks, deer, gas
stations,
and that’s about it. People like to talk about the Midwest
and Mountain areas of the United State as being desolate? Try
driving across Pennsylvania sometime. It’ll numb your brain.



When we finally reached State College, the town felt small too.
Oh, it was
a college town alright, but, literally that was it. I think we
passed a
prison, a Wal-Mart and one block of local shops. It’s that, then
the college and THAT’S IT. Fine, I can deal with that. So we take
the tour and it goes fairly well. I can only remember feeling like
this was a pretty decent fit and that I really hoped our diabolical
scheme would work so that I could go to college here. I also
remember the tour guide saying Penn State was the leading
university in the nation for meteorologists and thinking,
“Good for
you?”



And so, I
returned from Penn State with a pretty distinct feeling that
was where I wanted to be. The only thing stopping me was this
Altoona business. I still had a trip to Syracuse on the docket but
it seemed almost like a courtesy trip than something I
really wanted
to pursue.



As I’ve gotten older and, in theory, a little wiser, I’ve learned
that the old axiom “everything happens for a reason” is truer than
anything you will ever learn in this lifetime. Whether you believe
it’s God or Spirit or The Universe or it’s just you making it happen is
irrelevant. Things happen for a reason. And at the time, I didn’t
know that
was what was happening.



My mom and I made the trek from central New Jersey to Syracuse, New York, a drive I would make myself
many more times:
Across the Delaware Water Gap, up through Scranton, across
the border through Binghamton, past Cortland and finally arriving
in the Salt City.



There’s something great about the way the city appears in the
distance when driving up I-81 from the south. Bear with me for a
moment, but
the only other feeling like it that occurs to me is that feeling
you get when you’re driving to Las Vegas and it finally appears
over the horizon.



Did I just compare Syracuse, New York to Las Vegas, Nevada? Yes, but like I said,
bear with me.



Both drives become mind-numbing after a while. From the moment you
enter Nevada, it’s just desert and mountains, peppered with small
towns every 20 to
30 minutes. Upstate New York is much the same, only it’s
farmland and hills separating small towns and cities that you pass
every half-hour or so. The last half-hour before you see either
city is the worst part because you know how close you are. You’ve
been driving for hours and you just want to get there. But every
time you pass over a hill and expect to see it, you see more hills. Or
desert. Time slows down. The miles pass more slowly. Frustration seeps in.
Until,
finally,
there it is. That first glimpse of civilization. Tall
buildings appearing seemingly from out of nowhere. Progress,
straight ahead.



The first time you drive up to Syracuse and hit the city limits,
you’re immediately blown away by the Carrier Dome. You had no idea
it was right there. Just off the highway. You’re busy
looking for the exit, but then it hits you and you can’t ignore
it. In a cityscape that’s as drab and dreary as the weather around
it (sorry), it’s a beautiful thing.



I distinctly remember when we first arrived in Syracuse that there was
something here I didn’t expect. And I liked it. Sure, the city
itself is tucked away up in the nether regions of New York State,
but, there was life here. Some semblance of society. Not so much
that it was overbearing. Not at all. But it wasn’t just a
University in a valley surrounded by nothingness. And I liked
that.



We walked through Marshall Street and Crouse Avenue and, by God, it
felt like what college streets should feel like. A
slightly-claustrophobic area teeming with busy students, pizzerias,
cafes, and
niche stores,
all of
which were
in the shadow of the University itself. What was happening
here?
I was
not supposed to be this intrigued.



It was fourteen years ago but I remember the exact date of my
Syracuse University tour. It was April 6th, 1996. I know this because it
was the first Saturday after Syracuse’s loss in the 1996 NCAA
Basketball Tournament Finals to Kentucky. The campus was not
exactly celebrating but there was still a buzz in the
air, some
leftover residue from the excitement. Our tour guide could barely
contain her disappointment with the loss. It stuck with me that this
University was in
a frenzy over the basketball team. And by the time we took a peak
inside the Dome, I was very interested in learning more about this
establishment of higher learning.



The rest of my tour was a blur but I’m 99% sure that I had decided
in my head to tell Penn State to insert a certain piece of
genitalia into a certain orifice because I was choo-choo-choosing
Syracuse over Altoona. The only concern? Cost. I don’t know if
you’re aware (you most likely are) but Syracuse University is
INSANELY EXPENSIVE. Sorry, SU, but there are small nations with
GNPs less than what it costs one student to attend your school. And
I’m talking 1996-money. God knows what it costs these
days. (I
just checked…HOLY MOTHER!)



At the time, my Dad and I were going through some issues. What with
my parents’
divorce and his moving to Florida. But I needed him to come
through for me on this. I needed him to give me the
okay, so
that I could say yes to what the world was putting in
front of me, because everything happens for a
reason. And
this was that reason. I called him up and told him about how
I felt, knowing full-well the difference in financial commitment
that attending SU would entail. Without flinching, he
said,



“If my son wants to go to Syracuse, my son is going is
Syracuse.”



Fuck yeah, Dad! And that was it. I accepted Syracuse’s offer. I
declined Penn State and Maryland’s offers. And today, I write a
blog all about Syracuse sports and not about Nittany Lions sports
or Terrapin sports. And the world is a better place because of
this. I think. Well, even if that’s not the case, I’m the better
for it. And I’m glad everything happened for a reason the way it
did.



So you see, this is why you need to harness your parenting powers
so strongly. Yes, my parents made up for their earlier
transgressions by being ridiculously supportive in helping me find
my way to Syracuse. But imagine how much easier that process could
have been had they just inundated me with Orangeman paraphernalia
and brainwashing from an early age? Think of the time and effort
that could have been saved later on in life.



If only they had
known to play the Syracuse “Fight Song” against my mother’s womb while I
was gestating. If only they had covered the walls of my childhood room
with the color orange and a giant piece of fruit with arms and
legs. If only they had forced me to watch Syracuse basketball
games Clockwork
Orange-style, with my eyelids taped open, for hours on end. If only
they had dressed me in plaid jackets and dorky glasses like the
ones Jim Boeheim used to wear (regardless of the fact that I had 20/20
vision.)




So many missed opportunities. My parents got lucky. You might not
be so lucky. And that’s where I come in. Consider this book a
how-to of sorts;
a way to not only prepare your child for the most
important decision of their life, but also to prepare you for the techniques
needed to
gently (and
not-so-gently)
nudge them into making it.



Some might call it child abuse. I call it caring just a little bit
more.

 


 



2. Give
Them A History Lesson - The People, Places &
Traditions



 


In the
beginning, God created the heaven and the Earth. A week later, he
filled in most of the blanks. Yadda, yadda, yadda.


Several
thousand years later, he created Syracuse University. Just as
he had created man in his image, it is widely assumed that he
created the SU campus in the image of heaven itself.



I’m actually not too far off on the actual creator of Syracuse
University. The University’s real beginnings go all the way back to
1832, when
the Genesee Wesleyan Seminary school was created by a local
Methodist group in Lima, New York. In 1850, it became a more
well-rounded place of higher learning and was renamed Genessee
College. Why the extra “s” was added, I don’t know. But I do know
that by the late 1860s, Lima was seen as too-limited an area for
the expanding college and the search for a new home was on.



Meanwhile in nearby Syracuse, locals were clamoring for a
university to call their own. It doesn’t take a Syracuse MBA to
figure out what happened next. Genessee College up and moved ninety
miles east and became one of the building blocks for Syracuse
University, which officially opened its doors in 1870. George
Comstock, a member of the original Board of Trustees, said that the
university resembled “a beautiful town ... springing up on the
hillside and a community of refined and cultivated membership.”
Clearly, this was before his first trip to Marshall Street for Ye
Olde Flip Cup Night.



It wasn’t long before the University had put itself on the map.
Soon, a desire sprang forth and consumed the growing student
populous. A desire for American football. They didn’t know it at
the time, but when the Syracuse football team took the field for
the first time in 1884 to face-off against the powerhouse Medical
College of Syracuse, they were setting in motion a tradition that
would live for years to come.



That tradition was of course, beating the living crap out of
medical students.



Oh, and playing Syracuse football.



Technically, that game didn’t count, since it was more of an intramural.
Shockingly, those brutes from the medical college weren’t
street-legal football players either. So the first “official”
intercollegiate football game for SU wouldn’t be until 1889 when
they visited the University of Rochester. Finally, the battle to
decide the greatest city in all of Upstate New York would be
decided.



University of Rochester 39, Syracuse University 0.



It was a humbling day for the Pink and Blue. (Oh, did I forget to
mention,they weren’t the Orange back
then? They
were the PINK! But we‘ll get to that.)



Being that the game against Rochester comprised the entire 1889
season for SU, things could only get better in 1890. Adorned in
their new orange uniforms, these “orangemen” not only won their
first game (a 14-0 pasting of Syracuse A.A., which I hope wasn’t
just a collection of local alcoholics) but followed that victory
immediately with a 32-0 win over A.A. again. In fact, the
Orangemen went on to win a whole crapload of games. Eight to be exact. If
only the Gator Bowl had existed then.



The next few
seasons were lean for the Orangemen —including
the only winless multi-game season in school history in 1892
(0-8-1) —
but the building blocks of the program were falling into
place. Those blocks eventually formed Archbold Stadium in 1907.
State-of-the-art at the time, it heralded Syracuse’s arrival as a
legitimate football program in the Northeast. Sitting on the same
spot currently occupied by the Carrier Dome, the Orange would call
it home for the next 73 years and compile a 265-112-20 record
inside its concrete walls.

 


Of course there was also the basketball
squad. These days a traditional powerhouse, things got off to a
slow start in 1901. The team lost its first-ever game 21-8
to Rensselaer Polytechnic. The team would however win their next game,
18-15 over Cornell, and finish the season 2-2.

 


It wasn’t until 1903-1904 that SU finally
got a coach. That same year was coincidentally the first time they
finished with a winning record (11-8). It would be the first of
many ahead. And it wasn’t long until Syracuse won its first
National Title. The 1918 squad finished the year 16-1 and claimed
the Helms Foundation award. They would also earn that distinction
in 1926.

 


We’ll get
to the rest of the history of the football and basketball
programs
soon enough, but before we go any further, let‘s take a
moment to reflect. It is said that to understand the
present, we
must first understand the past. That’s a dumb statement. But for
the purposes of this chapter, it’s genius.



Syracuse University is full of history. The founders, uh, founded
it that way. And the best way to understand that history is to know
the people who made SU what it is today. So exactly who were all
these people whose names we only recognize from buildings we peed
on at three
a.m. on our way back from Euclid Avenue? Let’s
find out.


George F. Comstock
(Comstock Ave., Comstock Art Facility): Well we know about him
already. He’s one of the original SU Board of Trustees and the guy
who bought the land that would become “The Hill.” If only he could
have known his name would one day adorn a street where Syracuse
freshman flock on a Friday night in order to pay $5 for a red cup
full of lukewarm keg beer. He would be…proud?


Alexander Winchell
(Winchell Hall): Syracuse’s first Chancellor (1872-1874) saw
the school out of its infancy. There was once a Winchell Hall on
the SU campus where Schine Student Center currently sits but it was
destroyed in a fire in 1984.


Rev. Erastus O. Haven
(Haven Hall): Syracuse’s second Chancellor (1874-1880) was
also one of its more progressive. It’s no coincidence that Haven
Hall was originally a dormitory for female students. Despite many critics to
the contrary, Haven argued that women should be granted the same
advantages in education as men and enrolled his daughter at the
University, opening the door for all women to study there. If Fox
News had been around in 1880, they would have HATED Erastus.


 Rev. Charles Sims (Sims
Hall):Sims
Hall is named for Syracuse’s third Chancellor, who lorded over the
University between 1881 and 1893. The building has had a bit of an
identity crisis since its inception. It’s been a men’s dorm, a
freshman women’s dorm, a failed dining hall, the University
switchboard location and finally a building containing
classrooms.


 James Roscoe Day (Day
Hall): Day
Hall is named after the fourth Syracuse Chancellor. Day oversaw
Syracuse from 1893 to 1922 and was responsible for the
university‘s huge growth during that time period, from 700 students to 6,000.
He died in Atlantic City in 1923, after what I can only assume was
a drug-fueled, 72-hour roulette binge in which he won, lost, won
again and then lost again $150,000. I’m guessing.



Then again, we are talking about a guy who once banned dancing at
SU. Yep. During the final two weeks of the spring semester in 1921,
Day made the proclamation that “we are close upon examinations and
have no time to dance.” Speak for yourself, buddy.



To his credit though, Day did allow cows to graze on
the Quad back then. This guy should have been an SUNY E.S.F.
Chancellor.


Charles Wesley Flint
(Flint Hall): Syracuse’s fifth Chancellor (1922-1936) came
to us from Cornell College (not that one, the one in Iowa). During
his tenure the Maxwell School of Citizenship was founded (for
citizens?) as was the S.I. Newhouse School of Public
Communications. You may have heard of that one. Dormitory Flint
Hall now bears his name.


William Pratt Graham
(Graham Hall): Graham, whose name now adorns one of the
dining halls on campus, was SU’s sixth Chancellor (1936-1942).
During his tenure, The Flour Rush, a 60-year campus tradition, ends
after a student is hurt. What began as the Salt Rush (sophomores
sprinkling salt on freshmen on their first day at school) had grown
into an all-out traditional battle royale where freshman would
attempt to climb Crouse hill, which was defended by sophomores. The
sophomores
would throw bags and sacks full of salt, and later flour, down at
the freshmen.


What
were the chances that was gonna end badly?


Charles Demarest Holden
(Holden Observatory): I went to Syracuse University and all I have
to show for it is a handshake and a piece of paper. Charles Holden
went to SU and got a building named after him. Bullroar! Though I
suppose it helps that Holden's Dad, Erastus F. Holden
(Surprisingly, a different Erastus than the O.
Haven one), was a member of the founding Board of
Trustees for Syracuse. Built in 1887, the Holden Observatory was a
gift from Erastus and he named it in memory of his son Charles, who
died of a heart problem before he graduated from SU. So I guess I
shouldn't feel badly about getting snubbed.


 John Crouse (Crouse
College):Technically it's called the John Crouse
Memorial College for Women but most people know this famous campus
building simply as Crouse College. It's named for John Crouse, an
extremely wealthy Syracuse banker and one of the original SU
trustees. Crouse died before the $500,000 building was completed
but construction was completed by his son. Originally meant to be a
women's college (as if the full name wasn't a giveaway), it instead
became the nation's first Fine Arts college. Those chimes you hear
on campus during the day? They're on top of the building and were
donated by Crouse himself.


Esther Baker Steele
(Steele Hall): In 1898, Steele Hall opened its doors. A
University trustee, the Elmira-native Steele received an honorary
degree from SU in literature and was a frequent lecturer on campus.
Steele is usually mentioned as a "friend" of the University, which
is a really nice way of saying she donated a crap-ton of money.


Lyman C. Smith (Smith
Hall): Ever
hear of the Smith-Corona typewriter? Of course not! What's a
typewriter? Well, back in olden times, they didn't have computers and used
something called a typewriter to type. The
Smith-Corona was the Apple of its day and Lyman Smith was the guy
who ran the show. As you can imagine, he came into some money. An
SU trustee for many years, Smith donated the funds to start the
Lyman C. Smith College of Applied Science and build Lyman C. Smith
Hall. What were the odds?


John Dustin Archbold
(Archbold Stadium, Archbold Gymnasium): An oil man, Archbold became
a member of the SU Board of Trustees after befriending James Day.
Archbold’s claim to fame was that he was John. D Rockefeller’s
right-hand man and eventual successor at Standard Oil. So, he was
kinda loaded. Lucky for us, he spent it on Syracuse.



Over his lifetime, Archbold gave $6 million to SU (back in
the early 20th
century, mind you) and contributed money for eight buildings,
including Archbold Stadium (paid for the whole thing), Sims Hall
and Archbold Gym.


Andrew Carnegie
(Carnegie Library): Wait, wasn’t he the steel guy? What does he
have to do with Syracuse? I have no idea, but in 1905 he called up
Chancellor Day and said he had $150,000 burning a whole in his pocket and
if Syracuse could match the amount, he would donate it to build a
library on campus. A month later, SU had raised the money and the library
doors opened for the first time in 1907.


 John Lyman (Lyman
Hall): In
January 1904, Board of Trustees member John Lyman died and left
approximately $200,000 to the University as a memorial to his two
deceased daughters. A year later, Chancellor Day moved forward with
that money to build a natural history building as a memorial. In
1907, the building was completed and is most recognizable by the
small Roman temple on the roof, said to be a replica of the ancient
Temple at Baalbek in what is now Lebanon. But you already knew
that.


Mrs. Russell Sage/Joseph H.
Slocum (Slocum Hall): Joe Slocum was not connected
directly to SU,
but his daughter, Margaret Olivia Sage, was. And that’s a good
thing since when her husband died, she was left with $50,000,000 to
burn. Born in Syracuse, SU was sure to be one of the many colleges
who benefited from her generosity.



In 1915, she and her husband Russell told Chancellor Day they would
donate $300,000 to the University to build a home for the Joseph
Slocum College of Agriculture, as a memorial to her father, the
former State senator from Onondaga County and a pioneer in
agricultural education. Finished in 1918, Slocum Hall now houses
the School of Architecture and the Office of Academic Affairs for
the College of Humans Services and Health Professions. What a
mouthful.


Francis & Eliza Hendricks
(Hendricks Chapel): Francis Hendricks was a busy dude. He was
the Mayor of Syracuse, an Assemblyman, a State
Senator,
and the Republican leader of Onondaga County. He also somehow
found time to be on the Syracuse University Board of Trustees until
he died. When he did go, he left the University $500,000 for the
erection of a chapel in memory of his wife, Eliza Jane Hendricks.
You now know Hendricks Chapel as that huge place where people
apparently pray but you’ve never actually stepped inside. Or is
that just me?


William Pearson Tolley
(Tolley Building): Between 1942 and 1969, Tolley was the
Chancellor of Syracuse and he oversaw great change at the
University. Enrollment basically tripled and more than 20 new
buildings were erected during this time.



Also during his tenure, The Goon Squad was created. What was this
delightfully-named group formed to do? Why, to enforce the wearing
of freshmen beanies. Initially, this was meant as a gesture to
encourage upperclassmen to spot freshman in need and offer help or
guidance. Instead, it become a way to easily identify and harass
freshmen. Again, I am shocked that this didn't work out.



The Tolley Building is named after him, which is odd considering it
was built in 1889. Before you start thinking that Tolley pulled off
some kind of amazing time travel coup, let me explain. See, the
building was originally known as the Von Ranke Library, named after
a German historian. In 1985, SU apparently decided that Von Ranke
was a loser and the building was rededicated in honor of Tolley.
who also received a bachelor's and master's degree from SU.


William Lawyer Hinds
(Hinds Hall, Crouse-Hinds Hall): You would think William Lawyer
Hinds was a lawyer because, well, it’s right there in his name. You
would be wrong, so shame on you. He was actually the chairman of
the Crouse-Hinds Company, an electrical product manufacturer in
Syracuse. He was also a University Trustee. He was kind
of a big deal around town, that’s what I’m saying.


Edwin A. Link (Link
Hall): Link
Hall, built in 1970, lines the East side of the Quad and houses many of the
College of Engineering and Computer Science's classrooms, labs, and
offices. Link was
an aviation executive and inventor who received an honorary
doctorate from SU in 1966.


Ernest S. Bird (Bird
Library):
All of those late nights you spent between the cold, sterile bookcases
at Bird Library are thanks to Ernest S. Bird, the major donor of
the building. He graduated from Syracuse University in 1916 and the
building was erected in 1972, which is interesting, because it still looks and feels
like it’s 1972 inside there.


John E. Corbally
(N/A):
SU's eighth Chancellor (1969-1971) totally sells out on us
and resigns 18 months into his tenure to become president of the
University of Illinois. Number of buildings on SU campus named
after Corbally? None. Choke on that, Johnny-Boy!


Melvin A. Eggers (Eggers
Hall):
Contrary to what some believe, Eggers Hall has not named
about author Dave Eggers (Okay, no one actually thinks
that, I
hope. It
was the best I could do to shoehorn that joke in. Sorry). What
began as an interim title turned official in 1971 when Eggers
became SU's ninth Chancellor. He would hold that title for 20
years. In the middle of Eggers reign, Syracuse sports began to find
their identity. The lacrosse team became a powerhouse, the football
team reversed years of losing, and the basketball team soared to new
heights.



How far had basketball come in Eggers' time? In 1980, Syracuse
rallied around its basketball team in Beat Siena Week, which
featured a campus-wide blitz of tee-shirts, drink specials and
pranks. Now when SU plays Siena, no one even notices until a week
later.


Samuel I. Newhouse
(Newhouse Communication Center): Starting in 1960, Samuel I.
Newhouse, a member of the Board of Trustees, began gifting the
school with $15 million for the development of the Newhouse
Communications Center. It became a big deal and nowadays you can’t
turn on a sports network or radio station without hearing one of
it’s graduates.



The building was designed by I.M. Pei, who is like the Michael
Jordon of architects. Plus it was dedicated by President Lyndon B.
Johnson, who is like the Lyndon B. Johnson of Presidents.


Louis B. Marshall
(Marshall Street): Marshall Street may or may not be named
after Louis B. Marshall, so we may or may not care about him. He
was a Syracuse native and constitutional lawyer who also helped
found the State University of New York College of Environmental
Science and Forestry, so that‘s a good sign. In 2006, the main
strip of Marshall Street received the honorary name Louis Marshall
Way. Which means that if the street was indeed named after him,
that one stretch of road is actually double-named after him.



Oh and this is the place you are most likely to get
crazy-drunk and do
something so stupid that you need a constitutional lawyer to help
you out, so,
it kinda works out.


3. Teach
Them To Love The Color Orange. And If They Complain, Remind Them
How Much Worse It Could Have Been

 


 


It’s not
always easy rooting for a team that is represented by the color
orange. It’s not the best color for important get-togethers or
black-tie affairs. Showing up in a public place wearing an
all-orange shirt for no apparent reason is usually greeted with
strange looks and whispers of “is the Salvation Army having a sale I
didn’t hear about?”



Your child isn’t going to see a lot of other children wearing
straight-up orange in his school and it will give them pause. “Is
wearing orange the road to popularity?” they’ll ask. And it’s a
fair question because at a young age, being popular is more
important than the gift of life itself. So you’re going to need to have a
very good reason as to why he or she should be dressed head-to-toe
in orange shirts, shorts, and shoes during school hours. And that
reason is,
you have no idea how much worse it could have been...



We could have been the Syracuse Pink. I shit you not.



The original school colors of Syracuse were rose pink and pea
green. Let that sink in for a moment. But wait, it gets better. In
1873, the colors were changed. Thank God, right? Wrong, because the
new school colors were rose tint and azure. What was the slogan?
“At least it’s not rose pink and pea green?” 



Azure? What the hell is azure? Is that even a color?
(Yep, it’s a shade of blue).



Rose pink and azure remained the colors of the day until
1889, when,
during a track meet between Syracuse and Hamilton College, a group
of Syracuse students realized that no matter how good their chants
or put-downs, they were still a group of guys wearing pink at a
track meet. Since they were still adamant about showing up at track
meets, they decided to do something about the colors instead.



One of the students, Frank J. Marion, chronicled the fateful day in
a fantastically old-timey way, which was the style of the time. The time
being old timey:

 


"At the end of our senior year Syracuse accepted the
challenge of Hamilton College to a track meet and...
a number of us went along to cheer our team. We
wore high collars, right up to our chins-cutaway coats, baggy
trousers, and rolled-brim derby hats. On our canes we had ribbons
of the college colors, pink and blue.


Much to our surprise, we won the
meet, and on the train coming home from Utica we tried to "whoop it
up." What kind of "whoopee" can be made with pink and blue, the
pale kind you use on babies' what-do-you-call-thems? It just
couldn't be done!

 


I don’t
know how you did things in your day, Frank, but we don’t let our
school colors get in the way of “whoopee” these days. Prudes.



Oh and,
high collars, baggy trousers and derby hats?
Jesus. Our
Syracuse University forefathers were a collection of
douchebags. 



Still, they were douchebags on a mission.



The group of SU students met with Chancellor Charles Sims who
allowed them to come up with new school colors. The initial choice
presented by this crackerjack team of colorologists was “orange and
olive green.”
I have no idea what the fascination was with olive green back
in these days, I’m just glad it dissipated. Realizing that there
was no other college at the time that claimed orange alone as its
color, they went with it. And it stuck.



We got lucky, to be honest. I mean, there’s no other college that
claimed vomit green as their only color either. Considering all the
options that Syracuse did and could have chosen, I’d say we’re damn
lucky to have ended up with orange.

 

So next time someone you know complains about how ugly the color
orange is, remind them just how much worse things could have been.
Instead of Let’s Go Orange, you and your kid could have been in
ESPN Zone wearing pink shirts screaming “Let’s Go
Pink” at the top of your lungs. 









 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/15016
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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