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7 Remember F/ip Reade BY JOEWARD

Where do | begin? Flip was a one of kind human being who left us way too early in a scuba

diving accident in Southern California around his 30™ birthday. Drama king...actor...mime...black
belt martial artist...wrestler..football player...scholar...teacher...counsellor...camp director...
friend and general good guy...all fitting descriptions of the boy and man.

Flip was honest as the day is long and such a straight arrow that no one could question or doubt
his sincerity. | never heard him criticize another human being and never met a soul who did not
like him. Incredibly talented, dedicated, humorous, intelligent and passionate about all things in
life...that was a succinct description of my good friend, Philip “Flip” Reade.

Flip accomplished much during our four years at Westmoor High School, including three straight
North Peninsula League wrestling championships. Along with fellow classmate Dan Hartman
(also a 3 year champion), he was one of the two greatest wrestlers the school had seen. When
Flip won his first title as a sophomore, defeating a defending champion senior from South San
Francisco, everyone in jock circles was talking about it, including a couple of freshman from my
neighborhood (Westlake Terrace) who gushed over his accomplishments incessantly as we rode
the bus to and from school. Fed up with the embarrassing “bromance”, | finally told them, “Hey,
| could whip that guy in a wrestling match”.

Less than a day later, Flip approached me in the halls at school. | considered him more
acquaintance than friend at the time, though we had shared classes and gotten along well. Flip
asked if it was true that | thought | could take him in wrestling. Never having wrestled
competitively, | knew | probably couldn’t but could hardly deny that | had said it. As we talked, it
became clear that Flip bore no animosity towards me at all for my boast, and was actually trying to recruit me to the wrestling team.

Eventually, | joined the grappling squad and (along with Flip and Dan, fellow classmate Ken Bryce and sophomore Dick Thill) was one of 5 champions our senior
year on a Westmoor team that went unbeaten and often demolished the opposition by winning all 13 matches. Although | lost but one match in my two years, |
could never beat Flip in our practice sessions. On a good day, | could hold him even, but the good days were few and far between. | had to starve myself down to
the weight class below him in order to compete for and win my championship. Despite his phenomenal success on the mat and off, Flip was never cocky or
arrogant, always remaining truly humble. He was, literally, a class act.

After graduation, Flip and | remained friends. In October, 1965, we drove up to Santa Rosa and spent a couple of days with Bill Carr, our former wrestling coach
who had just relocated. | remember Coach Carr telling us how much he enjoyed living in “the country”. | took a Polaraid photo of Flip exercising on a street sign
we both found amusing. But my most vivid memory of Flip was a trip we took one evening early the next year to a Glen Yarborough (“Baby, The Rain Must Fall”)
concert at the College of San Mateo. We had a very spirited, though friendly, discussion on the way down, which promptly resumed for the drive back home in
my parents’ 1965 Ford Falcon. It revolved around the pros and cons of sex before marriage.

As with everything else in his life, Flip was incredibly passionate and exuberant in his belief that both a man and woman should be virgins when they got married.
He articulated clearly the virtues of sacrifice, purity, devotion and faith and the benefits of a lifetime commitment to a single partner. Flip was, | confess, more
tolerant of my position than | was of his. | poked fun at his “dark ages” philosophy and warned him that he would likely wind up with a wife who had no interest
in a physical relationship. At the end of the evening, we were both convinced more than ever of the rightness of our convictions.

I lost contact with Flip after | moved to Ben Lomond in 1969 and did not see him again until the Westmoor Class Of 1965 10 year reunion in the summer of 1975.
By this time | had a 20 acre “farm” in Oregon, raised earthworms and had long hair and beard. No one recognized me when | went to the event. One of the first
people | approached was Flip Reade, who had a very puzzled look when | approached him. During our junior and senior years on the wrestling team, one of Flip's
most prominent adversaries was Bob Baptista from South San Francisco, who Flip always whipped in hotly contested matches. So...at the 10 year reunion..|
began my conversation by saying “There’s a fellow outside who says he’s gonna kick your ass..name’s Baptista”. Suddenly, Flip recognized me, and he gave me a
giant bear hug as his face broke into a grin.

We discussed many things that evening, the last time | saw Flip Reade. Best of all, | remember asking him if he was married. He said no, but that he had been
engaged for some time to the most wonderful woman he’d ever known. After listening to Flip extoll the virtues of the love of his life, | felt | had no choice but to
ask the question. “Flip” | said, “do you remember our drive to CSM 10 years ago to see the Glen Yarborough concert?”. “Of course | do” Flip quickly responded,
with no idea of where | was going. “Well" | said slowly, savoring the moment, “we had a heated discussion that evening, before and after the concert, on the
question of whether or not couples should engage in sex before marriage. You vowed to me that evening that you would remain a virgin until you got married”.
It took a second or two for the bell to ring. Flip slowly looked down toward his shoes, then immediately looked me in the eye, his beet red face sporting a mile
wide grin. “Joe” he confessed, pausing momentarily..."| didnt make it". The other photo here is of Flip that same evening cheering on Karen Kruger’s dance
moves.

For those of you who would like to “see” Flip again, go online and Google “Mime Flip Reade on the Gong Show”, and watch the YouTube video of his amazing
performance on that show shortly before his untimely death.




