Stu Dallas
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I remember wrestling in some school sponsored summer league between 7th & 8th grade, if my memory serves me correctly.  I had 5 older brothers so any opportunity to make someone else submit to my will sounded appealing.

When did you stop wrestling and why?

As Mr. Foster put it so eloquently at the Salamanca Tournament, “Stuart, there is a time and a place for everything and this is neither the time nor the place!” I got distracted. I asked my aging father once why he didn’t grab me by the scruff of the neck and slap some sense into me and he said, “Once you discovered girls and booze you weren’t worth a damn”. One of these days I’ll shake one of those bad habits.

Say a few words about any of your teammates, your workout partners and your friendships. Anyone you looked up to? 

The Simon brothers were a hoot.  I remember Dave getting a pair of custom mat shoes from Japan, I believe, because he wore a size 15! Kirk Anderson was so fast and powerful it was amazing. But Doug Van Brunt was absolutely the strongest person pound for pound I believe I ever met. He had nothing but ropes for muscles.

Do any particular (team) matches, tournaments or individual bouts stand out in memory? 

I had a couple that I’ll never forget. I already spoke to you of Bill Johnson [see below] but that same year, I was a freshman, there was another state champ that wrestled 177, I can’t remember the names, but he was suppose to wrestle Shahean Simon who was ranked in the top 3 in our division. They defaulted that weight class and he bumped up (I assume he didn’t want to jeopardize his perfect season) to wrestle me. He put a figure four on me from a standing position! He’d slammed me down then jumped up and give me an escape just so he could slam me down again. He was a sadistic prick. 

[Stu might be referring to the Smethport match, which is the only one that year where Shahean got a forfeit and Stu wrestled.] 

The following year, I wrestled for 3rd place in our division, should have had second at least.  My first match was against a fellow I had met before in a regular team match and devastated, so I figured they might have well given me a bye for that first match. He beat me. I had to settle for 3rd and I still taste that defeat.  

[The Bill Johnson matches] I remember people leaving before my match because they knew I was going to get my ass handed to me. Bill had pinned me earlier that season in 31 seconds, if I remember right. When the ref blew his whistle Bill reached over with one hand and grabbed my shoulder and with the other grabbed my ankle; then he put the two of them together, turned me over and jammed me into the mat; all over in record time. I had a lot of respect for that man the second time we met. I can still hear my bones popping and the crowd counting down as that giant twisted me up like a pretzel. [The “second time” likely would have been in the dual meet that Stu is referencing above and that I mention in the 74-75 Southwestern match commentary] 

In retrospect, do you have any accomplishment you are particularly proud of?  

I’m glad and proud to have been a small player in this team’s history. Even though I left early I took with me a lot of life lessons you only learn one on one in combat. I left strong and confident in myself.

Random memories? Hi-jinks? Pranks? Best story? 

We were coming home from Jamestown after a tournament and it was snowing something terrible. Myself and a couple of the others were riding with Mr. Myers in his, if I remember correctly, a 72 Monte Carlo. It had a driver’s seat that rotated 90 degrees to let you in and out easier! Anyway, Mr. Myers was not comfortable driving in those white out conditions so he let me! I was 16 years old! It was snowing so hard, like only it can in western NY, that we were plowing along not able to see more than fifty feet in front of us when we came up on a pair of taillights, they were on the back end of a snowplow! We had been complaining about how bad the road was and we were behind a snow plow the whole time! 

Say some things about: 

Mr. Foster: Good man. Every once in awhile he would get down on the mat to show me how to do this or that correctly. It was like grappling with a bear! The man was incredibly hairy!

Mr. Myers:  Not so hairy but still a good man.  

Best memory? 

I remember right before I wrestled “the mountain” Bill Johnson, my father hollered from the bleachers for the ref to check his driver’s license. Bill had a 5 o’clock shadow and my father swore he was not a day less than 21 years old.

Three things you hated: 

Can’t think of one

Three things you loved: 

Burning lungs, burning muscles and those wool cheerleader outfits!

What would you like to tell and or ask Mr. Foster and Mr. Myers? 

One of my few regrets in life is that I quit that program too soon. I’d like to apologize to both of them for not seeing it through. I know they put a lot of effort into making us winners.  But what I learned in that short time helped me to survive and somewhat thrive in the world. Not a small thing. And I’d be willing to bet there are quite a few former students of theirs who would say the same thing.  Thank You.    
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