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Area Youth Preparing for Annual 
Outdoor Swim Season 
 
With nearly ideal weather conditions presiding 
over Northern Virginia during the past two 
weeks, student-athletes from around the 
county are finalizing their academic duties 
and preparing for a summer filled with sports 
related activities. As is traditional, 
Meadowbrook Woods will field a team of 18U 
swimmers in the Prince William Swim League 
(PWSL) that runs through the end of July. 
Since the team’s inception in 1999, hundreds 
of local youngsters have learned basic stroke 
techniques under careful guidance of team 
coaches and parent volunteers. At least two 
former team members have gone on to swim 
in college after getting their start at MBW.  
 
This summer’s schedule includes dual meets 
with Ben Lomond (The Flying Ducks!), 
Wellington, Old Bridge, Westridge and 
Urbanna prior to the Divisionals Tri-meet 
slated for July 28 at Westridge. One on things 
that local fans like about this group is their 
coachability – an intangible that all successful 
teams share. Swimmers like Casey Utsler, 
Camille Dallaire, and Carley Mayers looked 
sharp at Time Trials and will try to improve 
this week as they work closely with coaches. 
 

Another plus is the popular Mini-Makos 
program. Along with several others, 6-year 
old Libby Weaver will be moving up from the 
Minis for her rookie season with the Makos. A 
year ago, she earned The Coaches Award for 
the Minis. 
 
Meadowbrook opens the 8-week summer 
season at home today vs. Stonewall Park. 
The Makos will be trying to make it two in a 
row against the Explosion. The two clubs last 
met on July 17, 2010, and MBW came out on 
top by a score of 2820-2111. 
 
Makos Get ‘Back’ to Basics at 
Divisionals 
 
Prologue – June 1971 
 
Gifted with astounding hand-eye coordination 
and a very quick first step, eighteen year old 
Genevieve Evriman had led teams at 
Tullahoma High School to several 
championships during the past four years. 
Known as the "Rising Star of Tennessee," 
Tullahoma was an important stop on the 
railroad from Nashville to Chattanooga in the 
1800's and is rich with American history. 
Tullahoma would later become a hub for 
aviation, aeronautics and avionics 
engineering and industries. 
 

Last March, most of the 2000 residents of 
Tullahoma had journeyed the 270-miles to 
Memphis to see the girls play for the state 
basketball championship against arch rival 
Moeller High. The owner of Miss Mary Bobo’s 
Restaurant on Main Street had furnished the 
team with sack lunches for their long bus ride. 
Only the town’s sheriff (Genevieve’s father) 
and his trusty labrador retriever – Midnight – 
stayed behind. 
 



Sheriff Karl Evriman tuned his prized antique 
radio past an Elvis Presley song and found 
the game on station AM 780. He strained to 
hear the broadcast over heavy static. The dog 
curled up on the floor and yawned. 
 
From Memphis, the broadcaster’s voice came 
across faintly, “Three minutes to play now. 
Get the picture. Capacity crowd on hand. 
Clad in their maroon jerseys with white trim, 
Tullahoma is moving from left to right on your 
radio dial. Moeller led by as many as 10-
points early in the second half but the Tigers 
are fighting back.” 
 
Karl stared at the wood veneered radio and 
imagined every detail at the arena from the 
hardwood floor to the iron trussed roof 
framing. The place was filled to capacity and 
no one was seated. Moehler was wearing 
their burnt orange colored uniforms akin to 
the University of Texas Longhorns (Yuck!). 
Ninety seconds to go. Time out.  
 
During the time out, Karl’s mind wondered 
back a decade to Genevieve’s childhood. In 
those days, he had particularly enjoyed 
spending time with her on the farm. In his 
mind’s eye, there were Genevieve and her 
younger cousin – Katniss – climbing a pecan 
tree together. Both had taken a liking to 
archery and he remembered Katniss had 
once shot an apple from thirty yards. The dog 
barked him out of the day dream as play 
resumed. 
 
Ten seconds to go now. Genevieve had hit 
the magic square perfectly on a 10-foot bank 
shot to bring the Tigers within one point. The 
state championship hung in the balance. Karl 
asked the dog what he thought about the 
situation and received only a quizzical look in 
response. “It’s now or never girls,” he thought 
aloud. 
 
At precisely that moment, Genevieve took a 
deep breath and thought to herself “It’s now 
or never.” Another instant later, she 
miraculously swiped the inbounds pass. Karl 
inched closer to the radio as the volume 
began to waiver. One of the radio’s vacuum 
tubes had come loose!  After a quick repair, 

the announcer’s voice came back clearly. 
Midnight lifted his mighty head when he heard 
Genevieve’s name on the radio. The 
excitement was clearly too much for the dog 
and he covered his floppy ears with his 
webbed paws. Two seconds to go. 
Genevieve quickly arched her back and flung 
the ball down court. The pass hit a streaking 
teammate in stride who sunk a buzzer-
beating layup. The girls had done it!  
 

* * * * * * 
Three months had passed since “The Miracle 
in Memphis” and warm weather sports were 
in full swing. Unfortunately, Genevieve had 
completely lost focus and found herself mired 
deeply in a multi-sport slump. Both her discus 
and javelin throws were feet short of last 
year’s distances. Her triple-jump was out of 
sync and her high-jump had reached a low 
point. Usually a steady presence on the golf 
course, her tee-shots too often veered 
towards sand traps. Known to have a solid 
clay court tennis game, her once crisp 
baseline winners tripped the net chord. To 
make matters worse, her 100m backstroke 
had devolved into an unorchestrated flailing 
of arms and legs resembling something from 
the emerging New York City discotheque 
scene. 
 
Feeling glum and discouraged, Genevieve 
decided it was time to retreat and to visit her 
grandparents who lived in the little town of 
Oxford, Georgia. Located approximately 35-
miles east of Atlanta, Oxford College was a 
branch of Emory University in Atlanta. The 
campus was just across the road from her 
grand-parents modest wood-framed home. 
Most of the surrounding area was shaded by 
trees nearly a century old. When Genevieve 
arrived, Grandma Josie was baking pies in 
the kitchen. Grandpa was at the neighboring 
town working on a river crossing project. 
 
“How’s my angel?” said grandma. 
 
Genevieve smiled and felt the weight of a 
thousand worlds release from her shoulders. 
They hugged and she said, “Fine 
grandma…good to see you.” 
 



* * * * * * 
By the third day of vacation, Genevieve felt 
rested but questioned whether her hard work 
in academics, sports and community service 
was worth the effort. As they sat down to a 
simple dinner of sliced tomatoes, okra, 
cornbread and watermelon, Josie looked at 
Genevieve, grinned broadly and reflected 
aloud.  
 
“Darling dear, the country needs young 
people like you. President Kennedy said once 
said Everyone can make a difference and 
every person should try. Young people like 
you are our hope and inspiration.” 
 
Genevieve reflected on Grandma’s words as 
Charlie the cat sidled up to her. She’d never 
been very fond of cats but liked Charlie 
because he acted more like a dog. A cool 
breeze blew through the windows followed a 
few minutes later by a rain and thunder storm. 
Genevieve felt serenely calm as she drifted to 
sleep that night. 

She awoke the next morning before sunrise 
and found Grandma reading the sports page 
of The Atlanta Journal newspaper.  One of 
Josie’s favorite baseball players – Hank 
Aaron – was having another terrific season for 
the Braves. Just two years ago, Aaron passed 
Mickey Mantle on the career home run list. 
Grandma predicted that he would break Babe 
Ruth’s all time record in another three 
seasons or so. In other news, swimmer Mark 
Spitz recaptured the world record in the men's 
200m butterfly (long course), clocking 2:03.9 
at a meet in Houston, Texas. Four days later, 
West Germany's Hans-Joachim Fassnacht 
bettered the time to 2:03.3 at a meet in 
Landskrona, Sweden. A see-saw battle was 
clearly emerging between the two rivals. 

Grandma read on, “Have you heard about 
that little tennis player – Chris Evert - from 
Fort Lauderdale, Florida? She’s just 16-years 
old.” 

Genevieve scanned the page, “Says here 
she’ll be playing at the US Open this summer. 
She’ll have to be pretty good to beat Billie 
Jean King. I hope she does well.” 

After a small breakfast with Grandma, 
Genevieve decided it was time for a run. Her 
favorite trek took her 5-miles along a shaded 
path paralleling the Atlanta Highway between 
Grandma’s house and her Uncle Bankston’s 
general store. She ran in intervals; jogging for 
2-minutes and sprinting for 30-seconds.  

A runner couldn’t ask for a more picturesque 
landscape. Nearly every view was a postcard 
in the making. As she came upon Grisham’s 
Bridge, she noticed a lean man of about 30-
years setting up a camera tripod. She slowed 
to a walk and watched as he adjusted the 
zoom lens. His calm demeanor reminded her 
a bit of the famous movie star Clint Eastwood. 

“Morning,” he said. “My name’s Robert 
Kincaid. I’m a photographer working for 
Newsweek Magazine. Can you tell me where 
I can get some breakfast?”    

“Yes. My uncle’s place is just up the road. He 
serves breakfast and lunch.” 

As Genevieve continued her run, it occurred 
to her that she had seen some of Kincaid’s 
photographs in a recent magazine. 
Apparently, he traveled all over the southeast 
photographing bridges and had won an award 
for some work in Madison County. 

“Not much further now,” she thought as 
Bankston’s store came into view. The small 
wooden building was located 30-feet off the 
straight-as-an-arrow two lane highway. The 
store’s tin roof had rusted slightly, but it was 
otherwise in good condition. A sky-blue 
convertible Chrysler was parked in front. It 
was one of the biggest automobiles she’d 
ever seen. “Big as a whale,” she thought, 
“Looks like it seats about twenty people.”  

She noticed a litany of guitar cases in the 
car’s back seat as she pulled open the store’s 
screen door and grabbed an Orange Crush 
cola from the cooler. She looked up and saw 
Uncle Bankston carrying on with an unusual 
looking foursome of twenty-somethings at the 
counter. They were a boisterous and lively 
bunch. One of the girls sported a peculiar 
looking beehive hairdo resembling the nose 



cone of an aircraft. A gregarious man, 
Bankston never met a stranger, and he was 
having a grand time chatting with the group 
who were passing through on their way to 
Tuscaloosa, Alabama. They were apparently 
considering starting a rock-n-roll band.  
 
Later, as the convertible eased back onto the 
highway carrying the smiling and hand-
waving band members, Genevieve had the 
impression that she was witnessing history. At 
the dinner table that evening, grandma asked 
the group’s name, but Genevieve could 
remember only that it had something to do 
with an airplane. 
 
As the days passed, she enjoyed spending 
time in the garden with grandma. Late on 
Tuesday and Thursday afternoons - just 
before supper - they watched “The Perry 
Mason Show” about a courtroom 
lawyer/sleuth who always found the truth and 
never lost a case. In the evenings, they often 
sat in rocking chairs and listened to Braves 
baseball. Ernie Johnson and Milo Hamilton 
gave the play-by-play from Atlanta Fulton 
County Stadium. It had been another 
disastrous season for the team as they 
barreled towards 100 losses. To boost 
attendance, the team’s management had 
tried some unusual promotions over the 
years. Perhaps the most bizarre pregame 
event involved one of the famous Flying 
Malendas who walked a tightrope strung high 
across the stadium.  
 
Still, there had been some on-field high 
points. Speedy switch-hitting center fielder 
Ralph Garr (nicknamed “The Roadrunner”) 
was approaching 30 stolen bases. Pitcher 
Phil Neikro kept batters off balance with one 
of the best knuckleball’s in the business 
(countless backyard whiffle ball games were 
played out with ‘Neikro’ as the pitcher). And 
then there was Hammerin’ Hank. He had 
recently reached the 600 home run mark with 
a blast over the 370-ft sign in deep left field. 

On Saturday, Genevieve accompanied 
Grandma to nearby Covington to purchase 
weekly provisions. The history of Covington 
has a cadence in tune with many Southern 

towns. It began with a collection of 
rudimentary buildings surrounding the square 
and advanced to a town with governmental 
and judicial structures. With the arrival of 
railway, it became a market and commercial 
center. The industrial revolution, the rise and 
fall of cotton production, and the occasional 
fire created necessity and opportunities for 
rebuilding that carried Covington into the 
early decades of the 20th Century. By the 
early 1970’s, Covington had retained its small 
town charm while growing large enough to be 
interesting. 

After lunch at Bobby and June’s Diner, 
Genevieve and Josie strolled past the 
hardware store, bought ice cream cones at 
the local malt shop, and found a bench 
beneath giant magnolias at the town square. 
Genevieve finished her cone and began a 
sketch of the clock tower. After starting with a 
few key points near the base, she penciled 
her way upwards to the spire. As the long and 
short hands of the clock centered on twelve, 
the bells began to toll. At that moment, Uncle 
Bankston rounded the corner of 1st and Main 
Streets carrying a message that would 
change Genevieve’s life forever.  

Prologue to be continued on June 30… 

Divisionals Tri-Meet – July 2011 
 
It had been an exciting summer for Mary Jean 
Evriman. She had recently earned a 
journalism degree in college and was now a 
contributor for the nationally acclaimed 
Sporting Times newsletter. On Saturdays, she 
enjoyed watching the next generation of 
athletes hone their swimming skills at 
neighborhood meets. Her memory palace 
was full of treasured moments from the past 
several weeks. Stepping into the drawing 
room, here was a watercolor painting of eight 
year olds Zach Meltzer and Troy Meink 
coming off the starting blocks at the Dale City 
meet in which they each shaved nearly 4-sec 
off their 25m butterfly times. She recalled that 
it had also been a big day for Jason Smith – 
who had triple event wins as the Makos 
cruised past the frogs (2488-2362). 
 



The roar of the crowd brought Evriman back 
to the moment. On this fifth Saturday of July, 
she found herself at Wellington for the 
outdoor season finale. As usual, a carnival 
atmosphere took form and she wondered if 
anyone was actually focused on the task of 
swimming fast. Next up was the 18U boys 
backstroke event. Scanning the racers, she 
found the Makos’ Mike Weiser positioned 
near the center lane. Known as a swimming 
tactician with a flair for dramatic finishes, the 
speedy 15-year-old took the ready position.  
 
Weiser was part of the 15-18 year old boys 
contingent that had challenged each other all 
summer long. Did he have one more 
remarkable effort in his pocket? You betcha. 
Weiser got a great start and eclipsed records 
set by two of the fastest racers ever to come 
through Meadowbrook Woods (Joe Cornwell 
at Ashland - July 2007; and Eric Sargent at 
Ridgewood - July 2006). He would go on to 
have a spectacular sophomore season at 
nearby Osbourn Park High School where he 
helped the Yellow Jacket’s relay team 
advance to the state swim meet last 
February. 
 

 
 
Shown here last week at Time Trials, rising 
juniors Kevin Olsen, Mike Weiser and Sean 
Rouffa were an explosive trio for the Osbourn 
Park Yellow Jackets swim team last winter. 
Together, they have set or currently own 
several MBW club records. One of their more 
exciting efforts for the Makos came on June 
26, 2010 when their 14U 200m freestyle relay 
team set the current club record at 2:00.19.  
 
 

Evriman wondered back to the studio of her 
memory palace where she found several 
works of art in progress. At just five years of 
age, Jenna Meink, Libby Weaver, and Sarah 
Meltzer had improved rapidly after posting 
legal 25-m freestyle times early in the 
summer season. 
 
At the end of the meet, Mary Jean joined 
other volunteers to clean and reorganize the 
pool deck as was customary. Last night, she 
had dinner with Aunt Jenna and the two 
listened to some old records until bedtime. 
Jenna was particularly fond of a famous rock 
band called the B52’s. One of the group’s 
songs was stuck in Mary Jean’s 
head…something about a tin roof…rusted. 
 
As she hummed the tune, her texting 
machine began rattling off the hook. It was 
her great uncle Bankston who was visiting 
from Atlanta. He had a message that would 
change her life forever. 

To be continued on June 30… 

For the Record 
The following club records were set at the 
2011 Divisionals Tri-Meet:                  
Courtney Mizerak: 18U 50m Free: 29.00s, 
100m IM: 1:10.47, and 50m Breast: 34.99s.  
Mike Weiser:  18U 50m Backstroke 32.18s 
18U 200 Medley Relay:  Rebecca Baumstark, 
Courtney Mizerak, Lauren Sargent, Alycia 
Rouffa: 2:15.45         
18U 200 Free Relay:  Lauren Sargent, Alycia 
Rouffa, Rebecca Baumstark, Courtney 
Mizerak: 2:01.22. 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 
  

Author’s note: This edition of the Times is dedicated 
to Josie Harris Brown (1901-1985), a school teacher 
who lived most of her life in Oxford, GA. Having lived 
through The Great Depression and two world wars, 
her depth of wisdom was vast. Undoubtedly, she 
would be proud of this generation of youth for their 
vigor and dedication. The story is completely fictional 
except for a few memories from her life and the swim 
team information. Full credit for the name “Katniss” is 
given to Suzanne Collins – author of “The Hunger 
Games.” Full credit for reference to “The Bridges of 
Madison County” is given to Robert Waller. The good 
natured poke at the University of Texas is part of 
ongoing banter between a Texas Aggie and some 
friends in Austin. 




