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Before earning his title of Dr., Michael Havener acquired A PhD. in puck... and baseball, and football.
This is the story of his reign over the rinks and fields of South County, and the accident which nearly
brought it all to a close.
Reese Anderson
print editor

M

ichael Jordan and Dr. Michael Havener are more alike
than you think. Despite a
generous difference in height
and net worth (Jordan is 6’6”
and estimatedly worth $1,000,000,000,
according to Forbes), high school
played a defining role in their respective
athletic careers.
Jordan attended Emsley A. Laney
High School in Wilmington, North
Carolina, where he solidified his destiny as an athlete by playing baseball,
football and eventually basketball.
However, when he tried out for varsity
basketball as a sophomore, he was
deemed too short to play, and was cut.
Havener, however, was named captain
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of his high school football, baseball
and hockey teams less than a decade
after Jordan left the Wilmington gym
with nothing to show for. Needless to
say, the two Michael’s followed very
different paths after high school, but
those four years continue to serve as a
turning point in their lives.
Havener’s athletic career, much like
Jordan’s, did not begin or end in high
school. Instead, it began on a brisk
autumn day at the open-air Webster
Groves ice rink when Havener was 4
years old.
“I actually started off figure skating,” Havener, principal, said. “But I
was asked not to come back because
my brother and I were a little too
rough, and we kept fighting each other.
They said that hockey was probably a
better sport.”
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The following year, Havener’s
father, Arthur Sr., signed him and
his brother, Art, up for competitive
hockey. For the next 17 years, sports
would remain woven in the fabric of
Michael’s childhood and young adult
life. His little league team qualified
for, and won, the Little League World
Series held in California when Michael
was 15, but despite his overall athletic
prowess, Michael said his paramount
athletic affection was hockey. A perennial scoring leader in the Affton Floor
Hockey League, Havener amassed 313
goals and 58 assists over the course of
five years, from 1980-1985.
Shortly after the boys began
playing, the Havener basement quickly
transformed into a makeshift hockey
rink, with two goals and enough sticks
to play full games. Joe Mihanovich,

Havener’s childhood friend, said he
remembers afternoons at the Havener
house, making the trek four houses
down to meet up.
“I’d go down to his house, or he’d
come up to mine, and we’d basically
spend all day together playing downstairs or riding our bikes,” Mihanovich
said. “We played a bunch of Indian ball
in the backyard. We rode our bikes all
over the place.”
Havener’s mother, Donna, has a
slightly different memory of the downstairs shenanigans, however. Because
Art was five years Michael’s senior, she
said, Michael was often trying to keep
up.
“Boys will be boys,” Donna said.
“Art picked on Michael all the time. He
used to shoot pucks at him in the basement. They dented the freezer a couple
of times, but that was about it.”
Although they continued to hang
out on weekends, Michael was two
years younger than most of the neighborhood kids he grew up playing with,

and Art was in college before Michael
entered high school. But in 1986,
his freshman year, Michael quickly
made a name for himself as an athletic
standout at Affton High School, where
he played football and baseball, as well
as at Fox High School, where he played
hockey.
“When I went to Affton they didn’t
have a team, and I was the only guy in
the school that played hockey,” he said.
“I went into what they called a ‘draft’
for teams that didn’t have enough players, so I was able to play for a different
school which was really unique.”
But Michael’s career, and his life,
nearly ended much too soon one
November night at Affton ice rink
in 1989. Two days before his 18th
birthday, Havener hopped over the
boards and onto the ice. In pursuit of
a Webster Groves attacker, he dove and
knocked the puck away, but the opposing player took a stride, accidentally
kicking Havener in the throat with the

steel-toed boot of his skate and crushing his windpipe.
“I could only breathe in,” Michael
said. “I couldn’t breathe out. It was
about 30 seconds more until I would’ve
died. First they put two needles in my
neck to let the air out because I was
blowing up. An 18-year-old student
trainer named Eddie Lee saved my life
because if they would have laid me
down, the oxygen would have gone to
my brain, so he told everybody to stand
me up, not to let me lay down.”
Two needles, two chest tubes and
an ambulance ride later, Michael lay
in a hospital bed awaiting life-saving
surgery. Both of his parents watched
the entire scene unfold, and according
to Donna, it didn’t take long to realize
the severity of the injury.
“When he got hurt I climbed over
the plexiglass,” Donna said. “It was terrifying. At first you don’t realize what’s
going on because you don’t know how
hurt he is, but then you find out and

holding my breath and still breathe, so
all my friends thought I could hold my
breath for like five or six minutes.”
Even after such a gruesome injury,
and despite any reluctance from his
parents concerning his return to sports,
he continued. But his athletic career,
previously dominated by hockey,
took another turn when he received a
scholarship offer to play football for
Culver-Stockton College in Canton,
Missouri.
However this was short-lived, he
said, lasting less than a year before he
decided to return home and try out for
the Jr. Blues hockey program, which,
according to Havener, provided the
highest level of competition possible

Havener played two years for
the Jr. Blues before his yearlong stint in Kalamazoo with
the (then Minnesota) North
Stars affiliate.

I could only breathe in,” Michael said. “I couldn’t breathe out. It was about 30 seconds more
until I would’ve died. First they put two needles in my neck to let the air out because I was
blowing up. AND An 18-year-old student trainer named Eddie Lee saved my life because if
they would have laid me down, the oxygen would have gone to my brain, so he told every
body to stand me up, not to let me lay down.”
they call the ambulance and you follow
the ambulance to the hospital and the
doctor’s running in the door undressing
and then they take you in a little room
and say they don’t think he’s going to
make it. That’s how terrifying it was. I
guess God wanted him to pull through
it, so he pulled through it.”
Michael remained in an intensive
care unit for multiple days following
the surgery, he said, not concerned with
pucks or sticks or bats or balls, but with
surviving. But less than three weeks
after the accident, he said, he returned
to school, and to the ice, scoring six
goals in his first game back.
“When I went back to school,
since I still had a hole in my throat, it
was just healing, I could act like I was

Michael and his brother, Art,
near the beginning of Michael’s
athletic career. Michael is
donning his first hockey uniform,
that of the Affton Alligators
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for players in St. Louis at the time. His
teammates, national and even international, traveled to Detroit to play
league games two or three times every
month, he said. This, too, was relatively
short-lived. Havener once again moved
on after two years of playing with the
Junior Blues and studying at Meramec
Community College.
“For a brief time I played at
Kalamazoo, which was affiliated with
the [Minnesota] North Stars, but they
wouldn’t let me go to school, and one
of the criterion that my dad set out
was I could go anywhere and play anywhere as long as I was still in school,
which definitely benefits me now,”
Michael said.
So he left Kalamazoo for Columbia
to attend the University of Missouri.
Not quite ‘peaked-in-high-school
Rob Lowe,’ but by the time he got to
Mizzou, he said, he was burnt out. A
few guys he knew asked him to play for
the Sigma Chi fraternity club hockey
team, so he obliged, but his days of

competitive athletics were over. Unless,
of course, ‘competitive’ constitutes the
slow-pitch softball league he partakes
in on Wednesday nights with other
teachers from Kirkwood.
Regardless, although Michael’s
career may be over, his legacy survives
through his nephew, Adam, who decided to forgo his senior year at Lindbergh
High School to play hockey in Canada.
And even today, Michael said he
believes the qualities of an athlete can
be seen in his everyday mannerisms,
especially in his role as principal.
“I had the opportunity to play with
a lot of great players and coaches,”
Michael said. “Through hockey I
learned the importance of having a
strong work ethic and being an effective
team player.”
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