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Wooden Shmooden! Who cares about John Wooden? Like it or not bucko, I’m your guest writer this week. 
George is unavailable, so I’m filling in. Maybe you know me, especially if you’ve ever looked in the 
mirror. My name is Joe Nevergonnawinaring. 
 
I’ve been asked to explain the seventh block on Wooden’s Pyramid of Success, which is alertness. 
Alertness, according to Shmooden, means to “Be observing. Be quick to spot a weakness and correct it or 
use it as the case may be.” 
 
First, what’s the big deal about winning a ring? I mean, look at the Oakland A’s. They’re good players and 
get a lot of publicity about that Moneyball stuff, but they don’t win anything significant. They can beat the 
teams in their division, but never get to the World Series. That’s enough for me. Listen, if you act like you 
put up a good fight, most people will tell you you’re a winner. You don’t need to put anything on my finger 
to make me feel better. I’m good with being good and not a champion. It’s too much work to be a 
champion, and I ain’t doin’ it. I’d rather just have fun. And, if my teammates don’t like it, so what? I’m out 
to take care of myself, and I do. 
 
Hey, according to Wooden, I’m supposed to spot a weakness in myself, then correct it? What weakness? 
I’m as good as the other guy, and we lose because of my teammates, not because of me. I mean, what 
would Wooden want me to do? Hey, I know I could be bigger, faster and stronger if I went to training, but 
my dad just bought me a $250 bat and a $150 glove. That’s enough, right? I certainly would rather look 
like a winning athlete than go out and become one.  
 
And, who cares if I’m downing double-doubles when I should be focused on a better diet and proper 
nutrition? All that stuff is a bunch of lies. I do not want to give up my food, and I’m not. It’s not a mistake 
to pass up training and to eat the wrong stuff. I’m one of the best players on my team, so I’m doing my 
part. I’m getting away with it now. I have colleges all over looking at me.  
 
You should see some of the losers on my team. When practice is over, they stay and do extra sprinting or 
lifting. They’re trying to correct any weaknesses they have. Some idiot told me I should watch the movie 
“Friday Night Lights” and watch how Boobie Miles acted like I do. Boobie didn’t want to work out as hard 
as his teammates because he didn’t need to. His injury was a fluke and had nothing to do with him. I loved 
that guy. It was his team that was a problem, not him. It’s hard to correct mistakes when you don’t make 
any. Feelin’ ya, Boobie. 
 
I’m really bothered that Wooden talks so much about attitude, loyalty and so on and so on. My attitude is 
perfect and if people around me don’t get me, tough for them.  
 
It’s like my travel ball club last year. I went to tryouts and showed up my competition. It doesn’t matter if I 
couldn’t finish the sprints or cut the bases hard. It didn’t matter if I didn’t talk to some of the other scrubs 
out there. Hey, I’ve got colleges looking at me. I had my cool bat and glove in my high-end Nike gear bag. 
I looked the part, and I delivered, even if those lame coaches didn’t think so.  
 
I certainly didn’t get left off of the team because I couldn’t perform. My dad told me it was all politics, that 
the other parents knew the coaches and were jealous of me. It didn’t help that the ump was picking on me, 
too. I have a great eye at the plate, so the strikeouts were his mistakes, not mine. Those pitchers I had to 



face weren’t even close to what I usually face, so their slow-pitch efforts threw off my timing. I just can’t 
find a team right now who can play at my level, so I’m sitting out a while. It doesn’t help that I have a 
pulled muscle because the coaches didn’t know how to properly stretch us out. But, I have colleges looking 
at me. 
 
Listen, I’m getting tired of writing. The bottom line is that championships are overrated. I heard someone 
say that Wooden’s teams were lucky and played at a time when the competition was at a low level, so 10 
rings in twelve years really doesn’t mean a lot. And, back in the day, Tracy McGrady, an NBA All-Star in 
his time, said that he shouldn’t being judged due to a lack of career championships, so I’m with him. Oh, 
hey, gotta go. Frankie’s Beauty College in Death Valley is looking for some players, and they’ve been 
watching me. They’re gonna be shocked at what kind of baller they’re getting in me. Enjoy George’s article 
next week. I’m sure he’ll teach you about John Wouldn’t and how to be a champion. Whatever. 
 
 

 


