My First Friend
Victor Krausel was one of the first friends in my life, at least one that I remember. His parents moved into the neighborhood the summer of 1952 before sixth grade started. He lived with his parents, two sisters and other relatives from Eastern Europe, in a three story red brick house.
	We met in the sixth grade at St Catherine of Sienna grade school and immediately hit it off. He was taller than everyone else and at least a head taller than I. In the eighth grade, he was almost six feet tall while I was right at five feet in height. He was slender with long legs and cut his hair in crew cut fashion as most of us did.
	Recess was fifteen minutes half way through the morning, around 10:15. It was not supervised but we always found some exercise activity to get the blood flowing. Next to the school was an asphalt parking lot that was bounded by a chain link fence on one end and both sides and a side walk at the other end next to the street. We came up with a game involving running, fast running.
	One person was selected or volunteered to be on the parking lot pavement and everyone else grabbed onto the fence which was safe territory as was the side walk. Once the fence was let go, the person was not safe and the lone person on the parking lot could get him on his side by tapping the person three times anywhere on his body. Two times wouldn`t do it.  Once a person left the fence, he would run for all he was worth to make it to the sidewalk at the other end of the parking lot without getting tapped three times. If they were tapped three times, they were on the team of the tapped. Now each of the two could tap anyone else running between the boundaries until there was only one left in safe territory who was the winner. The distance between boundaries was about 100 feet in length and 50 feet in width. 
	My friend Victor was the tallest and fastest of everyone and won all the games. No one could stay with him long enough to make three taps. I had decent speed but a foot taller with those long legs was too much to overcome.
	There was one strategy that sometimes worked. George Weingartner, another friend and student, was heavier, maybe even over weight. If we could get him in front of Victor, even Victor running into George, it would slow him down enough for one of us to put the taps on him. Sometimes this worked but even so, Victor had already won the game but we continued on just to see if we could somehow put the taps on Victor.
	Running full speed gave all of us a morning rush of blood to the brain getting us ready for more intellectual pursuits in the classroom. After eighth grade, Victor attended a military high school in Hays, Kansas and I lost contact with him until after high school.  We met at college by accident. I was now six feet tall and he remained the same height. I wonder if the running would be different now.
	
