Masters World Championships, view of a hack.

I was leaving out at 8 AM for this adventure to Kansas.  It was Friday morning and I was going to drive today instead of work.  Tuscaloosa, Alabama is not close.  870 miles, and it all had to be done today.  Because tomorrow morning I was going to be on the field trying to win the Masters World Championship.  My drive started at 8 AM, but the adventure began a lot longer ago.

Early in the year my buddy Mike Baab had been trying to get me to compete in the Masters World Championships.  I had done it once back in 2003, but not since.  I had this weird feeling with masters games.  I did not want to get old, I don’t want to be a masters and have to compromise my game.  I guess in this sport we are always compromising our game, it is for big boys.  Nobody is healthy, at least not for long.  

I was interested this year in doing the worlds.  I don’t know why.  I know that ring had some lure over me.  I wanted to sport one on my hand.  Tell everyone I was world champion.  I had won my share of games, but that drew me.  Mike had one, so I told Baab I would come.  I started talking about it to my family and supporters.  I began to wrap my mind around this goal.  I trained as usual, brutal all out.  

I did my first game of the year.  Shamrock.  I had lost last year at this game and it was on my mind.  I wanted to go back and win this game, the loss bothered me.  The game was going fine.  It was cold, but I was plowing along in the morning waiting for lunch and then do my thing.  In the hammer I tore my hamstring.  It was a brutal feeling tear.  I just could not accept leaving and not knowing if I could stay and still win.  This game was really getting to me.  I waited and ate lunch.  I was super stiff and just backed up to the heaters.  We came back with sheaf.  I could feel the hammy even in this.  I was trying to protect it and bam, I tore the left arm.  Was weird feeling, getting tight and I could tell it was bleeding also.  I tried to ignore it and went on to WOB and caber.  I got lucky in both and won the whole show.  I got in the truck and drove right home, about 9 hours.  By the time I got there I knew I was in trouble.  Fell out of the truck and crawled into the house at 3AM.  Was not the start of the season I had been looking for.  

I had to take the time to re evaluate.  I was tearing up my body.  I was strong, but not with any amount of consistency.  I had to make a change.  I reached out to my good friend and guru, David Lyttle.  I explained I could not train myself and asked for his help.  David put me on a new routine.  

14 weeks of healing after Shamrock I was back in the gym and training.  David would take the time to write me a routine and coach me in all aspects.  My body and mind responded.  They began to feed off of each other.  

I have been driving about three hours now and I am in Memphis.  I have never been through here before and it is all trucking.  Into Arkansas for a long drive across the state.  Plenty of time to sit and think.  Dwell on how the year is turning out.  

Question how it will go in the morning.  Into Oklahoma during the afternoon and then Kansas that night.  Each state I call a couple of buddies and chat.  

I question most if I can win this game, and they all tell me resoundingly yes.  I think I can too.  Check in at 9:30 with some other guys getting in like me.  I have to get in bed early for a long day.  

I am up at 5:30 AM.  I have to be careful here I don’t let myself get excited too early.  Save that for the time to go, if you get up now, you might not later.  Just relax and get some chow.  

Having some eggs and bacon.  Mike Baab is there looking like the stud he is, hair all flying around his head.  If you don’t know what you’re looking at you might miss Mr. Baab.  He is not a Ferrari.  No he is more like a big Mercedes race truck.  Very fast, big and agile.  A very impressive beast with a history in the NFL.  He has won at every level in everything.  He has a ring.  There is Mark McDonald looking all lumpy and spooky.  Looks like some thug, tough, very impressive muscles.  He has two rings.  Everyone is here and it is on.  Still trying to keep relaxed.  No reason to amp up yet, but I could just run to the field, no need for a buss.  The three of us know the deal, we know we have to deal with each other today.  I am not sure Mark realizes how far I have come, and I am staying covered up.  Not showing my hand yet, as my body is ready and I can feel it.

Once we get some chow, I try to collect everything possible I might use today.  We have to take a bus over to the field.  I hate to leave the truck, I might need something.  So I lug a bag Gandhi could have lived in, with enough gear to outfit some team.  I manage not to kill anyone on the bus.  Nice little ride and we are there.

Wow, what a park.  Water and big trees and nice grass.  Very pretty.  Looks like we will have a nice festival here with us.  The largest athletes tent I have ever seen with plenty of chairs.  I brought my own chair of course and my own umbrella.  I was ready.  

Trying to get my gear on in the tent.  I am still staying relaxed.  I even got my knee brace on before the shoe.  I tend to amp up and do the wrong order.  This is fun right?  Wow am I tense.  Mike is right there getting ready to attack me, McDonald is behind me gearing up.  The tent is full of guys, a lot of people throwing it down today.  And they all want that prize.  Second is really nothing here.  You get no ring for second.  It sounds good, but we all want the ring.  

My phone rings and it is Craig Smith.  We used to compete with each other before he rose to stupendous heights.  He really is a good thrower, but a better friend.  Most don’t realize how close we are, but I would kill for the guy.  I drove to Ohio one day just to practice with him.  It was about 1,200 miles round trip.  On a day of the game he would always yell to me, “it is a beautiful day to throw”.  He called to tell me that.  Seems like just a phone call to many, but it gave me a confidence.  He is with me and on my side.  It helps me.  Seems like all is going so well.

Today we will do 9 events.  7 is not enough for a world championship.  And we will do them in the reverse order.  I had just done a 9-event game in the sweltering Tazwell, Tennessee.  I did that game just to get ready for the worlds.  It was a perfect tune up.  I had my guru there, along with a lot of good coaching buddies.  KO, Brock, St.Clair, Larry Satchwell, it was perfect and they all thought I was looking good and would win.  I was confident in my ability to get though the day and still be on the attack at the end.  The weather here was cool and dry.  We also had lots of shade trees.  All good.  

We would start with WOB.  I had heard about all these ways to throw it.  I would stand.  I came in late at 17 and threw once at 17 and once at 18 and it was over.  I won and threw twice.  I hope the rest of the day is like this.  Can we stop now?  Start to try a WR and as I turn on the power my knee hurts.  I think about the whole thing and decide to stop.  8 more events today to think about.

Sheaf I am on.  I win.  I don’t get the WR today, but I got one in Tazwell, so I am ok with that.  Thinking big picture today.  Nice way to start the day, two events, two wins.  

Caber is pretty solid.  I turn it all three times, but only get third.  McDonald wins, and looks impressive doing it.  Brent Abbott comes alive and gets second there.  He looks strong today.  

The day is warming up now.  Very pretty day, great setting, lot of fun guys.  I am getting tight as hammer is up.

We do the heavy first, and I am very close to mike and he gets third with me fourth.  In the light we do the same and I am like a inch or so behind him.   I have been working my hammer so much and it paid off.  I did not loose much here.  Everyone was waiting for this event to see how far I fall, and it was not much.  I had hit a pr in the hammer a week prior and had a good feeling.  Mark wins the hammer, both of them.  It closes the day up with the three of us and 4 events to go.

Heavy implement is next.  A 42 is sure a lot nicer to my body I am thinking as we toss this.  Mike is upset with his day and he is behind.  I cruise one out there and get a second here.  I fouled my best, but don’t sweat it as it is going nice.  Mike wins the event, with McDonald getting third.  These last four events will decide it.  The shadows on the field are getting long now, the day is cooling off.  A lot of the guys look beat.  Another good sign for me as I am in shape and cruising. 

In the 28 I again cruise to second, with Mike in front.  I again foul my best throw.  The day is drawing down and I am in the lead going to the two stones.  I have been good in stone, but so are these guys.  

I am on, I have done 7 events and feel very fresh.  Can do 7 more.  I win both stones and the day.  The stones were just very easy for me.  I am not sure why, just my day I guess.  Mike gets second in the overall, with Mark third.  

I am stunned.  I call my wife and am not sure what to say, but she does.  I am standing in Kansas with a tear in my eye trying to soak it in.  Cheryl had not been able to come with me.  I thought that would really hamper me at this game with all the mental pressures.  

It was really nice to call her and tell her all the workouts and months of training and it worked.  The amount of sacrifice and effort she put into my preparation was tremendous.  The fact was without her I would not have won.  It was that big.  

I did not know how to think, as I have been pointing to this so long and now it is here and done.  I got the result I wanted and it does not feel like it.  I am just numb.  There is no great yell, no great celebration.  I go over and sit in the stands and just look at the certificate.  It says I won.  But I don’t want to rub it in anybody’s face.  For me to win, my friends had to loose.  Ok, get on the bus and get back to the hotel.  

I only sleep a couple hours.  I get up at and am on the road at 3am.  Kansas at 3 is beautiful.  Nobody on the road in either direction.  I can see all the stars in the sky.  I feel happy and start dissecting the day.  With a highland game you live a lot in one day.  You live a couple weeks or so.  Then you take the next couple of weeks and relive that in your mind, dissecting every event and thing you and everyone did and said.  You gradually take the day apart and get hold of it all in your mind.  There is so much and it goes by so fast, it takes a while to absorb.  

I still have the after game glow and as I drive I start to cry.  It hits me.  I am alone in Kansas and it hits me.  I won, I am the world championship.  My emotions just overcome me for some reason.  Like a dam burst, it all comes out.  I think I did not want anyone to know how much I wanted to win.  How hard I really trained, schemed and worked for it.  Then they would know how much it hurt me to loose.  I did not want anyone to see that.  So I put it all away, back there in my mind so it would not show.  

I just drive in the dark with no radio on and say to myself a few times I am world champion.  I am saying it out loud.  I practice it a few times different ways.  Kind of trying it on like a coat.  Not sure how to say it even.  Sounds funny, weird.    I have a long drive back to Alabama as champion.  I wonder what I will do with this championship.  The more I think about it, the more I start thinking of what I really need.  A second one.

Myles Wetzel

