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As successful as many 
athletes are on the 
field, some find greater 
success after they 
retire. To see videos 
of athletes turned 
business leaders, go 
to SI.com/pro-files, a 
series from the editors 
of SPORTS ILLUSTRATED 
and FORTUNE.

SI PRO-FILES

SI.COM’S  
Top Stories

2016 NFL Mock Draft 
An early look at next year’s 
draft, including future No. 1 
Baylor DE Shawn Oakman.

 Fight Falls Short 
Chris Mannix on an event 
that disappointed almost 
everyone.

 Carey Price Stands Tall 
The Canadiens’ goalie has 
been making it look easy.

 Steve Spurrier Talks 
Head Ball Coach on his hopes 
for the Gamecocks.

 Mayweather Won’t Get 
Victory He Covets 
For a roundup of last week’s 
most popular stories on 
SI.com—including Greg 
Bishop’s on the fallout from 
the Fight of the Century—go 
to SI.com/topstories 

Floored!
From the SI Vault 

May 15, 1995

With two 
three-point 

thunderbolts, 
the Pacers’ 

Reggie Miller 
shocked the 

Knicks in Game 1 
of the Eastern 

Conference 
finals

By Gerry 
Callahan 

SI  
DIGITAL BONUS

To read this and 
other stories  

from the  
SPORTS ILLUSTRATED 

archive, go to 
SI.com/vault

The Western Conference finals are set, with the 
Blackhawks facing the Ducks for the first time in the 
postseason. Both teams feature prolific playoff scorers—
Anaheim’s Corey Perry (15 points) and Chicago’s Patrick 
Kane (13), who are first and second in the NHL in that 
category. Get an in-depth preview of the series from Allan 
Muir, including position-by-position breakdowns, and 
complete coverage of all other playoff matchups. And 
check out Off the Draw each morning for the latest news 
and analysis from around the league, at SI.com/nhl

Western Shootout

Go to the Video
Looking for another way to stay in the game? Check out 120 Sports, 
the all-digital network that provides 24-hour access to highlights and 
analysis. In conjunction with SPORTS ILLUSTRATED, MLB.com, the NBA, 

the NHL, NASCAR and Campus Insiders, 120 Sports features live and on-demand 
videos driven by topics trending on social media. To see more, go to 120sports.com
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1.866.MOBILITY VISIT A STOREATT.COM/S6BUNDLE

Samsung Tab 4 8.0 Bundle Offer: Limited Time Offer. Must buy a Samsung Galaxy S6 or Galaxy S6 edge smartphone via an AT&T NextSM installment agmt w/ qual. monthly wireless svc plan (voice 
& data). Must buy Galaxy Tab 4 8.0 via a new 2-yr wireless agmt w/qual. monthly data plan (min. $14.99). Items must be purchased together & select locations may req. bundled items to be in-stock. If 
upgrading to a new smartphone on att.com, the bundle pricing is not available. Please visit a store. Discounts: Bundle pricing may not be combinable w/ credits, discounts & offers. Device Limits: Purch. 
limit and limit of 4 financed devices per wireless acct may apply. Excludes AT&T certified-like new & refurbished devices. Device price may vary by location. Return/Restocking: If you return smartphone 
w/ in 14 days w/o tablet, you will owe $199.99. Restocking fee up to $35 on smartphone and 10% of tablet purch. price apply. 2-yr Wireless Agmt: Activ/upgrade fee up to $40/line. Early Termination 
Fee (att.com/equipmentETF): After 14 days, up to $325 on smartphone & up to $150 on tablet. AT&T NextSM: Req’s elig. installment agmt & well-qual. credit. Wireless svc. is req’d (voice & data) & is add’l. Tax 
due at sale. If wireless service is cancelled, remaining device balance is due. Visit att.com/next for details. Gen. Wireless Svc. Terms: Subject to Wireless Customer Agmt. Credit approval 
req’d. Other fees & a deposit may apply. Other Monthly Charges/Line: May include taxes & federal/state universal svc charges, Reg. Cost Recovery Charge (up to $1.25), gross receipts surcharge, Admin. 
Fee & other gov’t assessments which are not gov’t req’d charges. Offer, terms, restr’s & options subject to change and may be modified, discontinued, or terminated at any time without 
notice. Coverage & svc not avail. everywhere. Other restr’s apply & may result in service termination. Screen images simulated. See a store for bundle offer details. ©2015 AT&T Intellectual Property. All 
rights reserved. AT&T, the Globe logo and Mobilizing Your World and other marks are trademarks of AT&T Intellectual Property. All other marks are the property of their respective owners.

Get the Samsung Galaxy S® 6 for $0 Down and get a 
FREE Samsung Galaxy Tab® 4 8.0*

*Limited Time Offer. Req’s well-qual. credit. Must buy smartphone via 
AT&T Next,SM  tablet w/ 2 yr agmt, and activate wireless svc on both.

Sweet Deal. 
Sweet Tablet.





Banker’s 
Hour

It was a bad 
weekend for 
buzzers in the 
playoffs: They 
were constantly 
being beaten by 
some of the NBA’s 
biggest names. It 
started last Friday 
in Chicago, where 
Derrick Rose went 
a long way toward 
putting three 
injury-plagued 
seasons behind 
him by banking 
home a 26-foot 
three-pointer as 
time expired to 
give the Bulls a 
99–96 win over the 
Cavaliers in Game 3 
of their Eastern 
Conference 
semifinal. The shot 
capped a 30-point 
night for Rose 
and gave Chicago 
a 2–1 series lead, 
an advantage 
that would be 
gone after some 
more last-second 
heroics on Sunday.   

PHOTOGRAPH BY 

BILL SMITH 

INSET BY 

KAMIL 
KRZACZYNSKI 
EPA
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Nothing 
But the 
Truth

After the Verizon 
Center decibel 
level fell back to 
airport tarmac 
levels, 37-year-
old Paul Pierce 
was asked if he 
called glass on the 
buzzer-beating 
fadeaway he buried 
to beat the Hawks 
103–101 last 
Saturday in Game 3 
of their Eastern 
Conference semi. 
Said the Wizards 
forward known 
as the Truth, “I 
called, ‘Game!’ ” 
It wasn’t Pierce’s 
first playoff 
buzzer beater—he 
had two while with 
the Celtics—but 
it was right up 
there on the drama 
meter, especially 
considering that 
Washington had 
blown a 21-point 
lead in the 
second half.

PHOTOGRAPH BY 

NED DISHMAN 
NBAE/GETTY IMAGES
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King 
High, 
Flush

With the 
Cavaliers nursing 
a two-point lead 
over Chicago in 
Game 4 on Sunday, 
LeBron James 
was called for 
an offensive foul 
with 14 seconds 
remaining. Derrick 
Rose tied the 
game at 84 with a 
layup five seconds 
later . . . which left 
James more than 
enough time to 
atone for his foul 
and make some 
buzzer-beating 
magic of his own. 
With 1.5 seconds 
left he took an 
inbounds pass and, 
with Jimmy Butler 
in his face, drained 
a 21-footer to tie 
the series at two 
games apiece. 
Afterward James 
revealed that he 
was supposed to 
inbound the ball 
but called his own 
number instead. 
Good decision—he 
didn’t use the 
backboard but  
took the shot to 
the bank.

PHOTOGRAPH BY 

JESSE D. 
GARRABRANT 
NBAE/GETTY IMAGES

INSET BY 

NAM Y. HUH 
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Off
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My first 
catch wasn’t 
a football.
It was a bullhead. Across the road from the house I grew 

up in, there was a little bend in the creek where the water ran 

deep. This was my favorite spot to fi sh. My brother and I would 

spend our summer days there, pulling fi sh out by the dozens. 

What can I say? I guess I’m just good at catching things.

Jordy Nelson

#FirstCatch
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Letters E-mail SI at letters@SI.timeinc.com or fax SI at 212-467-2417. Letters should include the writer’s full name, address and home telephone number and may be edited for 
clarity and space. Customer Service and Subscriptions For 24/7 service, go to SI.com/customerservice. Call 1-800-528-5000 or write to SI at P.O. Box 30602, Tampa, FL 33630-
0602. To purchase reprints of SI covers, go to SIcovers.com. Advertising For ad rates, an editorial calendar or a media kit, email SI at SIpubqueries@timeinc.com.

It was disheartening to see Floyd Mayweather 
on the cover. If people are serious about 
eliminating domestic abuse, stop buying 
tickets to these events.
Marlene Drozd, Las Vegas

I found it sadly ironic that positive feedback on 
your recent piece on Milton Bradley ran in an 
issue with Floyd Mayweather on its cover.
Brandon Becker, Kenosha, Wis.

I was looking forward to the Fight of the Century until I 
learned that Mayweather had pleaded guilty to or was 
found guilty of battery charges five times in the last 14 
years. I would not spend a nickel to see him fight now, but I 
do hope that Manny Pacquiao beats the snot out of him. 
George Jones, Mesa, Ariz.

Ironic that your 
Inbox section 
has letters about 
the “This Is What 
Domestic Abuse 
Looks Like” article 
(April 13) when 
on your cover 
and just about 
every other page, 
you glorify Floyd 
Mayweather, a 
domestic abuser. 
Shame on you and 
everyone else 
who supported 
this fight.
Michael O’Brien, Nags Head, N.C.

PEDRO MARTINEZ
Thank you for the 
excerpt from 
Pedro Martinez’s 
book on the 2003 
Red Sox. It was 
that squad, not 
the ’04 team, that 
rekindled my love 
of baseball and 
reinforced my hatred 
for the Yankees.
Bobby Duke 

Fredericksburg, Va.

Thank you for 
the fine article 
on Martinez and 
the Red Sox’ 
collapse in 2003. 
It underscored 
Pedro’s stature 
as a Hall of Famer. 
It also revealed 
him to be a Hall of 
Fame diva, as many 
Sox fans have long 
suspected.
John Kirby 

Lubbock, Texas

Unbelievable—a 
pro athlete writing 
an autobiography 
that’s neither 
sugarcoated 
nor apologetic. 
Martinez tells it 
like it really was. 
His honesty and 
down-to-earth 
writing is most 
refreshing. Chalk 
up another victory 
for the ace.
Mike Greene 

Peoria, Ariz.

PAGE 

49
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Some discounts, coverages, payment plans and features are not available in all states or all GEICO companies. Motorcycle coverage is underwritten by GEICO Indemnity Company. Boat and PWC coverages are written through Seaworthy Insurance Company, a Berkshire Hathaway 
affi liate, and through other non-affi liated insurance companies, and are secured through the GEICO Insurance Agency. GEICO is a registered service mark of Government Employees Insurance Company, Washington, D.C. 20076; a Berkshire Hathaway Inc. subsidiary. GEICO Gecko 
image © 1999-2015. © 2015 GEICO
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THE CONVICTION came 
on May 6. On Monday we 

got the sentencing. Sometime 
soon we’ll get the appeal and 
maybe a court date or two. No 
matter where the path leads, 
the reputations of Patriots 
quarterback Tom Brady and NFL 
commissioner Roger Goodell will 
forever be damaged. And it will 
all be over footballs that didn’t 
have quite enough air in them.

The NFL came down hard on 
the reigning Super Bowl MVP, 
suspending Brady for the first 
four games of the 2015 season. 
The league also fined the Patriots 
$1 million and took away their 
first-round pick in the ’16 NFL 
draft and their fourth-rounder 
in ’17. The steep punishment 
followed a 243-page report 
released last week by lawyer 
Ted Wells. The NFL hired 
Wells to probe the deflated- 
ball controversy that broke the 
day after New England’s 45–7 
win over the Colts in the AFC 
championship game. Wells 
concluded that it was “more 
probable than not” that Brady 
was “at least generally aware” 
that locker room attendant Jim 
McNally and equipment assistant 
John Jastremski had lowered the 

Moving Targeter
In Roger Goodell vs. Tom Brady, it’s new scandal, same result: discipline 
that feels arbitrary, scattered—and (very, very) vulnerable to an appeal
BY MICH A EL MCC A NN

MAY 18, 2015 / SPORTS ILLUSTRATED / 17

P
A

T
R

IC
K

 S
E

M
A

N
S

K
Y

/A
P 

MLB 
First Trippers

20

Go Figure  

22

SI Edge
Shop to Win

24

Faces in the  
Crowd

26

The Case for 
Tyler Johnson

28

Dan Patrick 
Shaq

30

Edited by JIM GORANT + TED KEITH



suggest, why wouldn’t the NFL 
have assigned a higher penalty 
for the underlying offense?

Immediately after the ban was 
handed down, Brady’s agent, 
Don Yee, said the quarterback 
will appeal, saying, “The NFL 
has . . . [a] history of making 
poor disciplinary decisions that 
often are overturned when truly 
independent . . . arbitrators 
preside.”

That statement cut to the 
heart of Goodell’s troubled 
commissionership. Discipline 
appears arbitrary, precedent is 
nonexistent, and justice feels 
more rooted in pubic opinion 
than legal underpinnings. In 
the Saints’ 2011 Bountygate 
scandal, players and coaches 
were suspended for a year 

or more, even those who had no 
knowledge of the team’s program 
of rewarding players who injured 
opponents. Ignorance of the 
law, the commissioner said, is 
no excuse. Yet Goodell’s own 
predecessor, Paul Tagliabue, 
deemed some of the punishments 
too harsh. 

In last year’s Ray Rice scandal, 
after meeting with the running 
back and his fiancée, Goodell 
imposed a two-game penalty for 
an incident of domestic violence. 
Public opinion deemed that 
too light, all the more so when 
video of the attack surfaced, and 
suddenly two games became 
an indefinite suspension. Last 
November a retired federal judge 
threw out that sanction and 
reinstated Rice. 

air pressure of game balls below 
the rulebook minimum (12.5 PSI) 
between the time they were 
checked by league officials and 
the opening kickoff. 

Wells didn’t find conclusive 
proof of Brady’s involvement in 
wrongdoing—but he didn’t need 
to. Under NFL rules, Wells only 
had to conclude it was “more 
probable than not” that Brady 
acted contrary to the rules. 

The rule at issue with Brady 
is, in fact, relatively minor. 
The NFL Game Operations 
Manual stipulates that a 
violation of PSI regulations 
triggers a $25,000 fine. If balls 
being slightly underinflated 
provided as significant an 
advantage as the Patriots’ 
hefty punishment would 

SCORECARD 

More bad news for the embattled Patriots. 
On the heels of the Wells Report—the 243-

page document that took 103 days to compile 
and nearly confirmed that there’s a chance Tom 
Brady probably had a suspicion that an equipment 
manager released half a pound of air pressure out 
of footballs that Brady was otherwise permitted 
to doctor as he saw fit—another bombshell report, 
commissioned by the league, is due in the coming days.

Tad Wellz, who is not an attorney but does own 
Matlock seasons one and four on DVD, spent 1,553 
days investigating another complaint brought 
against New England. During a 2010 preseason 
game, rookie punter Zoltan Mesko wore socks 
that were nearly a full inch short of his uniform 
pants, cutting down on wind shear and improving 
the aerodynamics of his kicking leg. It would be a 
flagrant violation of Rule 5, Section 4, Article 3 in the 
NFL rule book, which states, “Stockings must cover 
the entire area from the shoe to the bottom of the 
pants, and must meet the pants below the knee.”

During a hastily called press conference in 
Foxborough, Mass., on Monday, coach Bill Belichick 

tried to explain away the 
latest scandal, which 

media on MySpace have 
dubbed #TheAsockalypse. 

He conceded that indeed, Mesko’s 
socks did not meet his pants. But, 

after consulting with his sixth-grade 
science teacher, Belichick claimed that 

the socks were regulation when the team 
took the field against the Rams that day, 
however, the fabric shrunk in the extreme 
heat. “It’s similar to the concept of when 
you put your hoodies in the dryer and they 
come out smaller because they’ve been in 
the hot air too long,” said Belichick, 
who avoided the word “shrinkage.”

A GM from an AFC team that wears blue-and-
white uniforms who spoke under the condition of anonymity, 
says he has had enough of Belichick and friends playing 
by their own rules. “First Spygate, then Deflategate, now 
this,” he said. “Not to mention, their offensive linemen hold 
all the time. And not by accident. They’re taught to do it!”

Up next for Wellz: figuring out who piped in those 
boos when Goodell took the stage at the NFL draft. The 
investigation is expected to last into 2025. After that, 
it is more probable than not that the league will make 
itself generally aware of CTE among retired players.
  —Gary Gramling

Asockalypse Now
If you think the Wells Report reads like a parody . . .
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Yee said 
the NFL’s 

disciplinary 
decisions
are often 

overturned, 
and he’s right. 

Precedent 
is not the 

commissioner’s 
friend.



MADE FROM COFFEE BEANS

NEW

AN ICED COFFEE BREAK 
WITHOUT THE BREAK.

AN ICED COFFEE BREAK 
WITHOUT THE BREAK.

Introducing NEW Maxwell House iced coffee concentrate made from coffee beans. 
With water or milk and the simple squeeze of a bottle, you can mix a perfect, 

lightly sweetened iced coffee-to-go, while you’re on-the-go. 
Get the great taste of Maxwell House, now on ice.

GOOD TO THE LAST DROP.



After his arrest on child abuse 
charges last fall, Vikings running 
back Adrian Peterson was placed 
on a commissioner’s exempt 
list that no one knew existed 
and then went to court to get 
reinstated; a judge overturned his 
suspension, and in April, Peterson 
was reinstated by the league.

Brady will surely be the next 
to see his suspension cut down. 
Goodell or his designee will hear 
Brady’s appeal and render one of 
three verdicts: overturn, reduce 
or sustain the suspension. The 
easy conspiracy theory: Goodell 
came down overly hard on Brady, 
knowing that on appeal the 
suspension would be cut at least 
in half. “If the hearing officer is 
completely independent,” Yee said 
on Monday, “I am very confident 
the Wells Report will be exposed 
as an incredibly frail exercise in 
fact-finding and logic.”

Patriots owner Robert Kraft 
blasted the team’s punishment, 
saying it “far exceeded any 
reasonable expectation.” Kraft 
may not be able to fight it. The 
NFL constitution describes team 
punishments as “final, conclusive 
and unappealable.” It also makes 
clear teams can’t take their 
grievances to court. So don’t 
expect Kraft to borrow a page out 
of the legal playbook of Al Davis.

But if his appeal fails, Brady 
could turn to the courts. 
After Bountygate, the Saints’ 
Jonathan Vilma sued Goodell 
for defamation. The lawsuit 
didn’t succeed, but it may have 
helped Vilma get his suspension 
overturned. What lies ahead 
will not be good for anyone. 
The person who might look the 
worst, however, is Goodell. His 
next great fight could deflate 
both his and Brady’s legacies. 
The quarterback could have 
warned Goodell in advance. 
Overinflate something too much 
and you risk losing your grip.  ±

ON MAY 7, 1922, Pirates outfielder Walter Mueller did something 
unprecedented: He homered on the first major league pitch he ever saw. On 
May 6, one day short of 93 years later, Twins outfielder Eddie Rosario became 
the 29th player to achieve the feat. Rosario surely hopes that’s where the 
similarities end with Mueller, who went deep only once again. Below are 
the members of that rare fraternity and how many times they homered. 
(Asterisk denotes active player; totals through Sunday.)

Homer Odyssey
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Ryan’s Hope
Remembering Gia

UPDATE

SCORECARD 

LAST NOVEMBER, PELICANS forward 
Ryan Anderson opened up in an SI feature 

(Nov. 17, 2014) about losing his girlfriend, Gia 
Allemand, to suicide. Afterward Anderson 
heard from players, coaches and refs, as well 
as countless strangers; one reader said Ryan’s 
story had saved him from a very dark place. 
Last week, after the Pelicans were eliminated 
by the Warriors in the first round of the NBA 
playoffs, Anderson flew to New York City to 
receive the Survivor Award from the American 
Foundation for Suicide Prevention, in honor of 
his courage to speak publicly and for planning 
to start the Gia Allemand Foundation. On an 
emotional night at Lincoln Center that raised 
more than $400,000 for suicide education, 
research and public policy advocacy, Anderson 
broke down briefly upon taking the stage, then 
spoke about his experience and the power of 
letting someone know, simply: “You are not 
alone. None of us are alone.” —Chris Ballard
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–5
Rickie Fowler’s score on 
the final four holes of the 
Players Championship on 
Sunday. It’s the lowest 
score for a winner over 
the last four holes of an 
event since the PGA Tour 
began tracking hole-by-
hole scores in 1983.

4-5-4
Scorecard notation for 
the triple play turned by 
the Pirates last Saturday, 
the only second-to-third-
to-second triple killing 
in baseball history. The 
Cardinals’ Yadier Molina 
hit a line drive that was 
caught by Pittsburgh 
second baseman Neil 
Walker, who threw to 
third baseman Jung Ho 
Kang to double off the 
runner at third. Kang then 
threw back to Walker, 
who stepped on second 
to retire the runner who 
failed to tag up there. 

28
First-half free 
throw attempts 
by Clippers center 
DeAndre Jordan 
against the 
Rockets on Sunday 
in Game 4 of their 
playoff series, 
surpassing by one 
the record set by 
Shaquille O’Neal in 
2000. Jordan made 
10 of 28 in the half 
and 14 of 34 for the 
game in Los Angeles’ 
128–95 victory.

 
 

 
 

Rookie ACLs
Jags first-round 

DE Dante Fowler Jr. and 
Broncos third-round 

TE Jeff Heuerman were 
both lost for the season 
during minicamp. Guess 
they were kneed picks.  

Bryce Harper
The Nats rightfielder hit 
six homers over three 

games, including three in 
one tilt. Maybe he’s finally 

appropriately hyped? 

New Jersey 
governor  

Chris Christie 
spent $82,594 of 
taxpayer money 

on food and drink 
at NFL games in 

2010 and ’11.
Rory 
McIlroy
After shooting 
a second-
round 71 at 
the Players 
Championship, 
on a course 
setup that he 
felt dictated a 
conservative 
approach.
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HE’S KNOWN as the Outback 
Assassin, Down Under or, 

to teammates, simply Delly. No 
matter the nickname, Cavaliers 
guard Matthew Dellavedova carries 
his Australian heritage with him 
everywhere he goes—which can be a 
problem when navigating American 
grocery stores lacking Tim Tams, 
Vegemite and other Aussie staples. 
When the point guard joined 
Cleveland as a rookie free agent in 
2013 after four years at St. Mary’s, 
he quickly turned to team nutrition 
consultant and registered dietician 
Stacy Goldberg to build a customized 
eating plan suited for his NBA goals. 

“I would always be a little bit hungry, 
and I wouldn’t have the best fuel when 
we were on the road,” says Dellavedova, 
24. “It was more about trying to 
make small improvements to give me 
that consistent feeling of energy.”

To help Dellavedova understand 
food and how it affects performance, 
Goldberg began with the basics, 
like reading a nutritional label, 
understanding serving sizes and 
learning the difference between 
proteins, carbohydrates and 
fats. While animal proteins tend 
to be a huge emphasis for most 
athletes, Goldberg also stressed the 
importance of plant-based protein 
sources such as hemp, chia seeds 
and peanut butter. “Delly was really 
interested in taking responsibility for 

his own cooking and shopping,” says 
Goldberg, who works closely with 
the team’s strength and conditioning 
coach, Derek Millender. “I taught 
him to prepare simple recipes and 
put together unique foods, like a 
portabella mushroom pizza with 
tomatoes, vegetables and cheese.”

In the supermarket, Dellavedova 
says he learned to find foods packed 
with extra vitamins and minerals—
“My smoothies had a bit too much 
fruit, so now I put some more veggies 
in there to keep it balanced”—and 
sought out high-fiber snacks or 
more nutritious options. Goldberg 
uses Pinterest to curate recipes for 
Dellavedova to cook at home, and 
she advises him to order foods that 
aren’t on the room-service menu: If 
he sees chicken fingers and fries, he 
should ask if they have grilled chicken 
and sweet potatoes. “Room service 
is a snapshot of a larger banquet 
menu,” she says, “a larger selection 
of fresh ingredients in the kitchen.”

Dellavedova has gotten the point. 
“Nutrition and recovery are not things 
that you change or ramp up because 
of the playoffs; it’s something you 
need to keep consistent,” he says. “At 
the facility it’s convenient, and on the 
road you have to plan ahead, but it has 
helped me this season.” —Jamie Lisanti

Shopping for  
Victory
Matt Dellavedova learned to 
navigate U.S. supermarkets 

Grocery 
Games
SI presented Cavaliers 
nutritionist Stacy Goldberg 
with a supermarket 
challenge: Pick five menu 
staples and suggest 
nutritional alternatives 
for each. She shared her 
shopping list for peak 
performance:

For more athlete training 
profiles and tips, go 
to SI.com/edge

STEAK 
WILD
SALMON
Packed with 
heart-healthy 
polyunsaturated 
fats, or 
Omega-3s, it’s 
a good protein 
source.

 
RICE
QUINOA 
It may seem 
foreign, but 
it provides 
more 
muscle-
building 
amino acids.

 
JUICE, 
BAG SALAD 
KALE 
The dark, 
leafy greens 
are great 
in juices, 
smoothies 
and salads. 

 

YOGURT 
ICELANDIC 
YOGURT 
Thicker and 
higher in 
protein, it’s 
a slam dunk 
over the 
flavored 
varieties.

 
POTATO CHIPS 
BLACK BEAN 
CHIPS 
They’re more 
nutritious, 
especially 
when dipped in 
monounsaturated 
fat-rich 
guacamole.

 

24 / SPORTS ILLUSTRATED / MAY 18, 2015

A
N

D
R

E
W

 D
. B

E
R

N
S

T
E

IN
/N

B
A

E
/G

E
T

T
Y

 IM
A

G
E

S
 (D

E
LL

A
V

E
D

O
V

A
); T

O
N

Y
 C

O
R

D
O

Z
A

/G
E

T
T

Y
 IM

A
G

E
S 

(S
A

LM
O

N
); D

E
B

B
I S

M
IR

N
O

F
F/G

E
T

T
Y

 IM
A

G
E

S
 (Q

U
IN

O
A

); A
L

A
S

D
A

IR
 T

H
O

M
S

O
N

/G
E

T
T

Y
 IM

A
G

E
S 

(K
A

LE
); G

E
T

T
Y

 IM
A

G
E

S
 (Y

O
G

U
R

T
); LO

U
E

LL
A

 F
O

L
S

O
M

/F
O

T
O

LIA
.C

O
M

 (C
H

IP
S

)

NBA

SCORECARD 



® ,TM, © 2015 Kashi Company *5g Fat per serving



Alyssa Palomino   |  Mission Viejo, Calif.   |  Softball

Alyssa, a senior centerfielder at Mission Viejo High, swatted two home 
runs in a 13–0 win over El Toro High to break the California state record 
with 55 career homers (now 56), surpassing the previous mark of 53. 
At week’s end she had 14 home runs and was batting .549 for the 24–0 
Diablos, who were ranked No. 1 in the nation. Alyssa will play at Arizona.

Jason Barber   |  Oxford, Miss.   |  Baseball

Jason, a junior righthander at Oxford High, tossed a two-hitter and 
swatted a leadoff home run in the second inning to spark a 5–0 win over 
Germantown High in the third round of the Class 5A state playoffs. He is 
9–0 with a 0.00 ERA in 57 innings through Sunday, with two no-hitters, 
including a perfect game. Jason has verbally committed to Ole Miss.

Tehoka Nanticoke  |  Six Nations, Ont.  |  Lacrosse

Tehoka, a junior attackman at IMG Academy in Bradenton, Fla., had four 
goals and an assist to lead his team to a 19–12 win over Bergen Catholic 
of Oradell, N.J. In March he scored three times in a 12–10 upset of No. 2 
McDonogh School (Owings Mills, Md.), moving the Ascenders into the 
national top 20 for the first time ever. They were No. 8 as of Sunday.

Cimran Virdi   |  Walnut Creek, Calif.   |  Track and Field

Virdi, a junior at MIT, broke the Division III national pole vault record, 
clearing 4.27 meters (14' 0") to help the Engineers win a second 
consecutive New England D-III title. A two-time national indoor 
champion, she is 81⁄2-inches ahead of the next-best D-III vaulter this 
season and ranks among the top 40 women in the world this year.

Nicole Behar   |  Otis Orchards, Wash.   |  Auto racing

Nicole, a junior at East Valley (Spokane) High, set a record for highest 
finish by a female driver in the 61-year history of the K&N Pro Series West 
in just her fifth start, placing second at Irwindale (Calif.) Speedway. The 
only woman in the 2015–16 NASCAR Next class, a collection of promising 
drivers under age 25, Nicole has four top 10 finishes in six starts.

DeJuan Jones   |  Lansing, Mich.   |  Soccer

DeJuan, a senior midfielder at East Lansing High and the state’s Gatorade 
player of the year, scored twice to help his 18-and-under TNT Dynamite club 
win the Javanon Cup Elite tourney in Elizabethtown, Ky., 3–1 over Webster 
County (Ky.) United Soccer Club. Last fall he scored in OT to help East 
Lansing repeat as Division II champs. DeJuan will play at Michigan State.

Madison Schulte, 
a senior midfielder at 
Seneca High in Tabernacle, 
N.J., grew up playing 
lacrosse in the front yard 
with her two older brothers. 
She first picked up a stick 
in kindergarten, and by 
high school she was playing 
year-round, on travel teams 
and the Seneca varsity 
squad, which she led in 
scoring with 59 goals as a 
freshman. But as college 
recruiting trips loomed, 
lacrosse got too serious 
too fast, she said. “It all 
just overwhelmed me very 
quickly,” says Madison, 
who walked away from the 
sport and a likely Division I 
scholarship. But this spring, 
after a two-year sabbatical, 
she rejoined her high school 
team—last week she scored 
her 100th career goal—and 
is also coaching an 11-and-
under youth squad. For 
herself and the girls she 
coaches she has a simple 
priority: “This year has 
been all about bringing the 
fun back into the game,” 
Madison says. For more of 
her story, and to nominate 
your own candidate, 
visit SI.com/HSathlete

Presented by
THE U.S. MARINE CORPS
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Nominate Now   
To submit a candidate for Faces in the Crowd, go to SI.com/faces  

For more on outstanding amateur athletes, follow @SI_Faces on Twitter.

Edited By ALEXANDRA FENWICK



ANYONE CAN HEAR CHAOS. MARINES MOVE TO SILENCE IT.



PITCH: UNHERALDED 
youngster outperforms 

superstar veterans to lead his 
team on an amazing playoff run. 
While certain NHL postseason 
heroics seem like something out 
of a movie, 24-year-old center 
Tyler Johnson’s 2015 is the only 
one Hollywood would actually put 
out. In other words, it’s a remake.

As a 17-year-old rookie and 
rare American in the Western 
Hockey League, Johnson led his 
hometown Spokane Chiefs to the 
league championship and was 
named the finals’ most valuable 
player. He helped Team USA win 
what was then only its second 
World Junior Championship gold, 
in 2010, chipping in three goals 
and two assists. And in ’11–12, 
his first pro season after signing 
as an undrafted free agent 
with Tampa Bay’s AHL affiliate 
Norfolk Admirals, Johnson had 
14 points in 14 playoff games as 
his team won the Calder Cup. 

Now the diminutive Johnson 
(5' 9", 175 pounds) is once again 
propelling his squad on the big 
stage. He led the Lightning with 
eight goals and 12 points through 
12 playoff games and has emerged 
as a surprise Conn Smythe 
candidate alongside stars such 
as the Ducks’ Corey Perry and 
the Blackhawks’ Patrick Kane. 
In light of his playoff history, 
though, perhaps the only surprise 

is that Johnson waited until his 
second season to break out. 

“Johnny’s a special player, 
and it’s amazing how he seems 
to rise to the occasion at the 
biggest times,” Lightning coach 
Jon Cooper said after Johnson 
scored two goals with his team 
facing elimination against 
Detroit in Game 6 of round one. 
Against Montreal, Johnson rose 
highest when the clock ran low. 
With 1.1 seconds remaining 
in regulation of Game 3, he 
tapped home a perfect feed from 
defenseman Victor Hedman to 
put the Lightning up 2–1 in the 
game and 3–0 in the series. A 
buzzer beater—the perfect sports 
movie cliché.

Even more amazing than 
his scoring surge, though, has 
been the variety of ways he has 
tallied: two off passes, one off a 
deflection, two on breakaways, 
one off a rebound and two by 
simply blowing past defenders. 

None have been cheap. 
Johnson’s playoff ascent 

won’t shock anyone who has 
even casually followed the 
Lightning the past two seasons. 
Last year he was a finalist for 
the Calder Trophy, tying with 
winner Nathan MacKinnon for 
most goals by a rookie, with 24. 
This season he tied center Steven 
Stamkos, the Bolts’ captain, for 
the team lead with 72 points in 
the regular season. 

Still, for a player who twice 
participated in training camp 

with the Wild without 
receiving a contract offer, 
any level of success 
qualifies as a pleasant 
surprise. After Minnesota 

was swept by the Blackhawks in 
round one, including a shutout 
at home, Wild management 
is no doubt watching this 
Lightning run with more than 
a twinge of regret. 

Johnson’s story echoes that 
of former Tampa Bay captain 
Martin St. Louis’s. Both are short 
(St. Louis, now with the Rangers, 
is listed at 5' 8") and were passed 
over in the draft due to their 
size. Johnson shares St. Louis’s 
speed, skill and willingness to 
engage physically despite his 
stature. And in a good omen for 
the Lightning, St. Louis too had 
a breakout playoff performance 
the first season he led the team 
in points—2003–04, the year 
Tampa won its first and only 
championship.

When St. Louis lifted the Cup, 
his elation betrayed how far he 
had been from that dream at 
different points in his career. 
Johnson’s Hollywood ending 
would probably look similar. And 
yet the emotional appeal of his 
Conn Smythe candidacy is only 
stronger having seen St. Louis 
play out the script before. 

That’s why remakes happen. 
Some stories never get old.  ±

The Case for . . .

Tyler 
Johnson
BY S A M PAGE
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If three times 
is  a hat trick, what 
do  you call 29?
The Accord. 
 Car and Driver ’s 10Best 29 times.

Official Vehicle of the NHL.®

Car and Driver, January 2015. Accord EX-L V-6 Coupe shown. © 2015 American Honda Motor Co., Inc. NHL and the NHL Shield are registered trademarks of the National Hockey League. © NHL 2015. All Rights Reserved.



SHAQUILLE O’NEAL

FALL GUY
The 15-time NBA 
All-Star took plenty of 
pounding during his 
career, but lately he has 
garnered attention for 
his physical comedy on 
the set of TNT’s Inside 
the NBA.

 Interview by D A N PAT R I CK

DAN PATRICK: How did you 
fall last week on the set?
SHAQUILLE O’NEAL: Usually 
I turn to the left to beat 
Kenny [Smith] to the board. 
The other day I turned to 
the right, and my leg got 
caught up in some cords.
DP: When you toppled into 
the Christmas tree last year, 
was that on purpose?
SO: No, Kenny pushed 
me. Once you get that 
350 going in one direction, 
it’s hard to make it stop.
DP: Was there a time you didn’t 
want to be seven feet tall?
SO: When I was younger 
I wanted to be like all my 
friends who were guards. 
That’s why I was a pretty 
good ballhandler.
DP: When’s the last time 
you shopped for clothes 
at a normal store?
SO: All the time. I’m 
a Walmart guy.
DP: Do they have big and 
tall—or gigantic and tall?
SO: They have big 
and tall underwear, 
tank tops, T-shirts.
DP: What would you do if you 
were not a basketball player?
SO: I’d be a cop.
DP: Would you have 
been an actor?
SO: I would have tried 
to become an actor.
DP: If they did a remake, what 
movie would you like to be in?
SO: The Hulk.
DP: I’m surprised they didn’t 
reach out to you about that.

SO: I went to see Avengers, 
and I said, That’s me, the 
Hulk. Tearing stuff up.
DP: Which player 
entertains you the most?
SO: Stephen Curry. He 
doesn’t have the normal 
NBA body, but he’s the 
best player in the league.
DP: He’s a baby-faced killer.
SO: Yes, he does have a 
baby face, baby arms, baby 
shoulders. I’m like, How’s 
this little kid demolishing 
people? He’s a joy to watch.
DP: Any word on Blue Chips 2?
SO: No. But there is word 
on Kazaam 2. I told them to 
call my office, and I didn’t 
give them the number.
DP: How many sons 
do you have?
SO: Three.
DP: Do they have game?
SO: Two do. One is a 
freshman starting on his 
high school team. He’s way 
better than I was at 14.
DP: Who is their 
favorite player?
SO: When I asked them 
a couple of years ago, I 
expected [it to be] me, but 
they said LeBron James. 
At first I was hurt. But 
LeBron is a good guy to 
pattern your game after.
DP: In your other job—as 
a cop, in Doral, Fla.—do 
you pull people over?
SO: No, man, I’m a detective. 
I wear a suit and tie.
DP: Nobody knows it’s you if 
you wear a suit and tie, right?
SO: You’re right. They always 
say, “You look like. . . .” I’m 
like, I hate Shaq—that dude 
didn’t concentrate on his 
free throws. ±

Former ESPN 
commentator 
Bill Simmons 
ripped NFL 

commissioner Roger 
Goodell for his timing 
on Deflategate.  
“He knows the  
results before the 
report is released,” 
said Simmons, 
“and yet he doesn’t 
have the testicular 
fortitude to do 
anything until 
he gauges public 
reaction.” . . . Dodgers 

manager 
Don 
Mattingly 
explained 

why umpire Paul 
Emmel ejected him 
on May 4: “He threw 
me out for being too 
animated. My wife 
says the same thing. 
If we’re talking in 
the car and I use my 
hands, she says, ‘Quit 
doing that. People will 
think you’re yelling 
at me.’ ” . . . Of all the 
A-list personalities 
at the Mayweather- 
Pacquiao fight last 
week in Las Vegas, 

Don 
Cheadle 
had eyes 
for only 

one star. “I don’t 
take pictures with 
celebrities,” Cheadle 
told me. “But 
when I saw Jordan 
Spieth, I ran across 
the aisle to take a 
picture with him.”
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He grew up in Ann Arbor while his father was an assistant with the 
Wolverines, and after wearing out his welcome in San Francisco, the hard-
driving, über-intense Jim Harbaugh has returned to coach his alma mater. 

Can he restore Michigan’s luster before he starts singing Garth Brooks again?
BY MICHAEL ROSENBERG

COLLEGE FOOTBALL
Spring Report



FIELD GENERAL
Harbaugh found a prime 
spot from which to view 
Michigan’s spring game, 

which drew 60,000 fans. 

Photograph by
Andrew Hancock 

For Sports Illustrated



TWO MONTHS after Jim Harbaugh decided to go 
home, he was living alone in a hotel. He missed 
more than his family while living there and work-
ing nonstop. He missed the fashion revolution on 

Michigan’s campus—all those kids, who weren’t even born 
when he played for Bo Schembechler in the 1980s, wearing 
his number 4 jersey, or his trademark khakis, or Harbaugh-
themed T-shirts: maize. blue. khaki. and welcome 
home, coach and ann arbaugh.

Harbaugh didn’t even see the Bank of Ann Arbor billboards: 
like jim loves khakis. we love to help. Each day he 
arrived at Schem bechler Hall at 6 a.m., then returned to the 
Residence Inn by Briarwood Mall at 11:30 p.m. Then he would 
lay his sweater on one chair, belt and pants on another, keep his 
undershirt on, put on pajama bottoms, brush his teeth and go 
to bed. A model of efficiency: door to pillow in three minutes.

Harbaugh arrived at Michigan after four successful years 
with the 49ers, where he went 44-19-1. He wooed his first re-
cruit, six-year-old daughter Addie, out of Northern California 
by pointing to Michigan’s snow and ice and saying: “Anna 
and Elsa live here.” Those are the princesses from Disney’s 
Frozen. Addie committed on the spot. But finding a castle was 
not so simple. Jim’s wife, Sarah, had looked at 20 houses over 
several trips to Ann Arbor and hadn’t found one she loved.

Perhaps Jim’s mother was right: “It’s not the same as when 
he was growing up. Maybe in his mind he thought [it was]. 
But it’s not the same. The house you lived in is not the same. 
It’s 40 times smaller now.”

One Sunday, Harbaugh woke at 3 or 4 a.m. His mind was 
spinning. He got in his car and drove. It was one of those 
winter nights in the upper Midwest when visibility is low and 
even the snow looks dark. Harbaugh roamed for three hours, 
until sunlight woke the town and houses came into view.

One caught his eye. It was not for sale. Harbaugh pulled 
into the driveway and wrote down the address anyway. 
Then he went to Mass at St. Francis of Assisi, his childhood 
church. Three days later the place went on the market. He 
called Sarah and said, “I think I found our house.”

Sarah flew to Michigan and agreed. They bought it.
There are more than 1,000 streets in Ann Arbor. Only 

later did Jim tell Sarah they would live on the one where 
Schembechler lived.

H
ARBAUGH, 51, is in his fifth month at Michigan, and 
it still feels like a dream. Not a schmaltzy, Disney 
fairy-tale sort of dream. It feels like an actual dream, 
vivid but incongruous, the kind where you imagine 

your long-deceased grandmother and your auto mechanic 
talking to your current boss and your first girlfriend, and 
you think they can’t all possibly be in the same place, but 
there they are.

See that man over there, getting Harbaugh a glass of milk to 
go with his eggs-and-sausage breakfast at 7 a.m. on national 

signing day? That’s Harbaugh’s best friend since third grade, 
Jim Minick. His father, Tom, once got Schembechler to help 
him campaign for Washtenaw County sheriff. (Tom won.)

Col. Jim Minick retired in December after 26 years in 
the Marines, and he was planning to join the private sector 
when Harbaugh called. Now he is working for Wolverines 
football, and his official title doesn’t matter. Everybody calls 
him the Colonel. Harbaugh hired him not because they are 
buddies but because the Colonel possesses the qualities 
Harbaugh values most: He makes smart decisions, and he 
gets things done.

The Colonel makes sure that every cone and every drill 
complies with NCAA regulations. When players kept leav-
ing towels on the locker room floor, the Colonel suggested 
that for every time it happened, the whole team would run a 

gasser after practice. Towels are no 
longer left on the floor. Mostly, the 
Colonel makes sure that Harbaugh 
has the time, space and resources 
to do what the sign above his desk 
implores: just coach the team.

Above that sign is a photo from 
Harbaugh’s college days in which Schembechler is pulling 
back his headset to talk to his quarterback. “People think 
he is yelling at me there, but he’s not,” Harbaugh says. “He’s 
telling me a play.”

Walk down the hall. You’ll see tight ends coach Jay Har-
baugh, 25, the oldest of Jim’s six kids. Keep walking. There is 
Harbaugh’s new operations assistant, Erik Campbell, who made 
Jim’s biggest promise come true. As a senior in 1986, Harbaugh 
guaranteed victory over Ohio State. Campbell, a defensive back, 
made a crucial tackle on Buckeyes receiver Cris Carter to seal it.

There is Jim’s old quarterbacks coach Jerry Hanlon, long since 
retired, standing outside the office Schembechler kept until he 
died in 2006, lecturing Jim’s brother on blocking schemes. John 
Harbaugh, the Ravens’ coach, is visiting for a coaches’ clinic. 
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PAST TENSE
Harbaugh won an 
Orange Bowl at 
Stanford (left) and 
reached a Super Bowl 
in San Fran. 



And, Michigan students: If you think you’re in class with 
a freshman named Jim Harbaugh this fall, you’re not drunk. 
That’s Jim’s son. He was admitted a few weeks ago. Harbaugh’s 
third child, Grace, 14, remains in Southern California with her 
mom, Miah, Jim’s first wife, but his youngest  children—Addie, 
four-year-old Kate and two-year-old Jack—will be running 
around while Michigan practices, just as Jim did as a kid, when 
his father, Jack, was the Wolverines’ defensive backs coach. 

And who is watching practice here on this mid-March 
day? John, Jack (the elder) and Jim’s mom, 
Jackie; Jim Hackett, the interim athletic di-
rector, who played for Michigan when Jack 
coached; Rick Leach, the quarterback Har-
baugh mimicked as a child; assorted other 
former players . . . you could go on and on. 

And as Jim looks at all those faces, what does he think?
There are too many people here, and they are too close to the 

field. Harbaugh stops practice and kicks most of them out.

F
ROM THE OUTSIDE, so much of Harbaugh’s recent 
life seems packaged to get attention on Twitter. He is 
constantly in the news, even when his actions don’t 
meet any intelligent definition of news. He tweeted 

about his favorite TV show, Judge Judy, and people wrote 
about it. He brought in Jameis Winston and quarterback guru 
George Whitfield Jr. to help them prep for the combine (a savvy 
move, reminding recruits that Harbaugh is a quarterback 
guru himself), and got Winston to tell, on camera, another 
side of his infamous stolen-crab-legs story.

When two women flipped a car in Ann Arbor, Harbaugh and 
the Colonel happened to be behind them, and they got out to 
help. Jay mentioned that his dad once ate cereal with Gatorade 
because he was out of milk. Michigan students tried it, put 
it on video and called it the Harbaugh Breakfast Challenge.

When Michigan canceled a screening of the movie Ameri-
can Sniper amid protests, Harbaugh tweeted that his team 

would watch it regardless. Headline. The school quickly 
reversed course. Another headline.

His recruiting tactics have already come under scrutiny, 
though nobody has accused him of anything illegal. His re-
cruiting coordinator is Chris Partridge, who coached one of 
the nation’s top-ranked prospects, defensive tackle Rashan 
Gary, at Paramus Catholic (N.J.) high school. Gwen Bush, a 
computer science teacher and the mother of Wayne Lyons, a 
cornerback from Stanford who decided to transfer to Michi-

gan for his fifth year, is the Wolverines’ direc-
tor of player development. Harbaugh brought 
in former Michigan star Tyrone Wheatley to 
coach running backs, then signed Wheatley’s 
son T.J., a highly regarded tight end. All three 
hires spurred complaints about package deals. 
(Tyrone Wheatley, who has coached in the NFL, 
says he filled out letters of intent on his son’s 
behalf to both Michigan and UCLA and let T.J. 
choose one on signing day.) 

Michigan coaches will host camps around 
the country, taking their recruiting show on 
the road. SEC coaches, who are banned from 
doing that, complained. More headlines.

Harbaugh told HBO’s Real Sports that football 
is “the last bastion of toughness in America in 
men,” which seemed unremarkable: a football 
coach defending football. But host Bryant Gum-
bel questioned the statement, and so conservative 
icon Rush Limbaugh said Gumbel “epitomizes 
the modern-day cultural left” . . . and another 
headline, this from the Detroit Free Press: jim 
harbaugh’s newest ally? rush limbaugh. 

Senior linebacker Joe Bolden says, “I’m sure if somebody 
saw him brushing his teeth, it would be all over Twitter and 
SportsCenter.” Actually, Harbaugh doesn’t even need to show 
up to create a stir. Fans regularly stop outside Schembechler 
Hall to take a picture in his parking spot.

What would fans think if they sat in Jim’s office with the coach, 
his dad and his brother, and listened to stories for two hours? 
Like this one: Early in Jim’s four-year tenure at Stanford, Jack 
watched recruiting tape with the staff. Afterward, Jim had to 
drive to his eye doctor. In the car Jack kept saying he was recruit-
ing too many 300-pound linemen and should find some more 
versatile players. Jim understood the point. But Jack kept going.

Jim got irritated: “Is it O.K. to have some offensive linemen 
on the team?!? Is that O.K.?” He was so annoyed he drove 
past his turn for the doctor’s office, and that really ticked 
him off. He and his dad stopped talking. They finally got 
to the doctor and leaned on the counter, at which point Jim 
reached over to his father and yanked out a few nose hairs.

While Michigan students get ready to try the Har-
baugh Nose-hair Challenge and post it on YouTube, un-
derstand: These are just stories. If you sat down with the 
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man himself, you would probably find him approachable.
People harp on Harbaugh’s eccentricities, but we all have 

eccentricities. He just doesn’t try hard to hide his. He doesn’t 
mind sitting down to chat with somebody in his office late at 
night with one sock on. Why does that stuff matter, anyway? 
Gatorade and cereal? Haven’t we all cobbled together a meal 
from what’s left in the cupboard and fridge? 

A few weeks ago he sat at his desk, spit out chewing tobacco 
and said, “Winston Churchill has a great quote: If you don’t 
have enemies, you haven’t stood for anything.”

Harbaugh liked the quote so much, he wanted to make sure 
he had it exactly right. He searched online, found it and read it 
aloud twice: “You have enemies? Good. That means you’ve stood 
for something some time in your life. Sir Winston Churchill.”

Then Harbaugh said, “So if your goal could just be to be 
zeroed out at death, have as many people that love you as 
don’t like you. . . .” He laughed. This is not the goal, of course. 
But if it happens, so what? Just coach the team.

Y
OU WANT a story? It won’t create a headline. In 
March, John Harbaugh addressed the Wolver-
ines. John’s Ravens beat Jim’s 49ers 34–31 in 
Super Bowl XLVII. John talked about the time he 

and Jim were wrestling in the water and John thought he 
would drown. Then he dissected the emotions of postgame 
handshakes. Neither coach ever mentions the score, John said, 
“but he knows, and you know.” John demonstrated by shaking 
hands with a Michigan player. 

Jim chimed in: “Like with me after the Super Bowl.”
The players laughed. The easy conclusion is that Jim, a 

renowned competitor, never got over it. When Michigan 
came calling, NFL suitors also loomed. Many figured: Jim 
will never leave the NFL until he wins a Super Bowl like his 
brother. But they misunderstood the nature of John and Jim’s 
relationship—and Jim himself.

More than beating each other, what Jim and John really 
want is to be close. That’s why John initially wanted his 
younger brother to stay in the NFL. He liked seeing him at 
league meetings and the combine.

As he sat in Jim’s office, John’s phone rang. “It’s Ozzie,” 
he said, meaning Ravens general manager Ozzie Newsome.

A year earlier John would have walked out of the room to 
hide Baltimore’s free-agency plans from the 49ers’ coach. This 
time he talked to Newsome right there, and after hanging 
up, he wanted Jim’s opinions: What do you think of him? . . . 
He’s a good backup, right? Football is not just the Harbaughs’ 
job and passion. It is their language, the nexus of their social 
lives and the backdrop for their favorite stories. John and Jim 
were never NFL rivals. But a piece of their relationship was 
missing, because they couldn’t talk freely about their teams.

As for Jim, the notion that he needed a Super Bowl to satisfy 
his ego is misguided. Harbaugh does not live to win as much 
as he lives to compete. It’s an important distinction. As a child 

he treasured the certificates 
St. Francis gave out each 
year for perfect attendance. 
They represented something 
even more meaningful than 
achievement: relentless effort.

When Harbaugh finds 
somebody who has worked so 
hard to perfect a craft, he gets 
as close as he can. He didn’t 
just sit next to the Michigan 
bench for a men’s basketball 
game; he chatted with coach 
John Beilein during the game. 
He didn’t just visit A’s spring 
training; he put on a uniform 
and coached first base.

As a boy he thought the best job in the world, after he re-
tired from coaching, would be working as the ball boy by the 
screen behind home plate at old Tiger Stadium, running after 
foul balls, because “you get to watch the game right there.” 
He still won’t rule it out. 

Last month he accepted an invitation to watch Michigan’s 
Ultimate Frisbee team practice. He stayed for two hours 
and returned with a scouting report: “They could just light 
up and throw—40, 50, 60 (yards) . . . 60 to 65 was about 
the max, with the wind. A lot of posts and slants. They can 
pinpoint it and curve it. They can dive for it and leap for 
it . . . huge catch radius. Great energy.”

When he met Pulitzer Prize–winning photographer David 
Turnley in the parking lot one day, he invited Turnley to come to 
his office. Later, he showed the Wolverines a 60 Minutes feature 
about Turnley and his twin brother, Peter, also a photojournal-
ist. The team gave Turnley a standing ovation, and now David 
is shooting a project called 365 Days of Michigan Football.

Harbaugh’s critics will crack: Wow, even the photographer 
has to work 365 days a year. This is the knock on Harbaugh, 
that his desire to “attack this day with an enthusiasm un-
known to mankind”—his father’s signature exhortation, 
which he often repeats—exhausts people around him. Niners 
guard Alex Boone, a vocal defender of Harbaugh’s last fall, 
told HBO in April that he “demanded too much,” and players 
thought he “might be clinically insane.”

The word insane landed in headlines, but the sentiment 
was not surprising. Even Sarah says, “I’m sure he can make 
people want to quit. He wants their very best.”

What seems insane is actually quite calculated. People often 
ask Sarah what it’s like when Jim yells at her, and she tells them, 
“He’s never yelled at me.” She yells sometimes, but he doesn’t 
yell back. He just tells her the real reason she is mad, and he 
is usually right, and yes, that can be maddening. Sometimes 
it would be easier if he just yelled. But anybody can yell, and 
all that screaming on the sideline masks Harbaugh’s great-
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est skill: reading people. When he yells, it’s with a purpose.
So, Jim, do you wear out your welcome?
“If people say you do, then you have,” he says. “By the mere 

fact that somebody wants you to leave, you’ve worn out your 
welcome. Blame it all on my roots. Showed up in boots.”

What?
“I was thinking about Garth Brooks,” he says, then continues 

quoting the singer’s hit “Friends in Low Places”: Everything’s 
all right, I’ll just say good night, and I’ll show myself to the door.

Translation: Harbaugh is not for everybody, and he knows it. 
But Harbaugh won’t ease up just to make people comfortable. 
Comfortable is not the goal. “I make no apology for the love 
of competition,” he says, slapping his desk for emphasis. “The 
fair [slap!], honest [slap!], healthy [slap!] love of competition.”

Sometimes it consumes him. Sometimes he conducts full 
conversations while he is alone in the shower. Sometimes the 

Tony Sanchez was at ease 
last week at the Arizona 
Biltmore, hobnobbing with 
fellow Mountain West, Pac-12 
and Big 12 head coaches 
there for conference 
meetings. For Sanchez, 
who left the machine he 
built at Bishop Gorman 
High in Las Vegas to try to 
resuscitate UNLV, the move 
hasn’t been as daunting as it 
would seem on the surface.

“This was our team hotel 

when we played Chaparral,” 
Sanchez said, referring to 
Gorman’s game against 
the Scottsdale, Ariz., 
powerhouse. At Gorman, 
Sanchez assumed a role 
more like a college coach’s 
than any college assistant 
could. “You’re used to fund-
raising,” Sanchez says. 
“You’re used to dealing 
with administrators, 
dealing with academics.”

Other high-school-to-

college coaches such as 
Gerry Faust (Cincinnati’s 
Moeller High to Notre Dame 
in 1981) and Todd Dodge 
(Southlake [Texas] Carroll 
High to North Texas in 
2007) had that experience 
but couldn’t adjust. 
Sanchez believes times 
have changed. Baylor’s 
Art Briles was a position 
coach at Texas Tech before 
he became the top man at 
Houston, but he still uses 

concepts he developed at 
Stephenville (Texas) High. 
Auburn’s Gus Malzahn 
was a college offensive 
coordinator first, but he 
still uses a scheme crafted 
at Springdale (Ark.) High. 
“X-and-O-wise, there’s not 
a big difference,” Sanchez 
says. “That’s been shown.”

The Rebels have endured 
four 10-loss seasons since 
2009, and they need talent 
and facilities upgrades. 
Sanchez, who sent 23 
players to the FBS in five 
years, believes he can get 
talent. As for facilities, 
“We did a lot of building [at 
Gorman],” he says. Now he 
has to do it at a higher level. 

Harbaughs will be buckled into car seats, ready to leave, and 
Jim will sit at the wheel in a trance. Sarah tells him to stop 
thinking about football and start driving.

He says that as much as he missed his family the last few 
months, there was a benefit: “You can work as much as you 
want to work.” Want, not have to. 

Most people get tired of working. Harbaugh doesn’t. Even his 
vacations are intense. Every year he goes on a mission to Peru—
“face to face with poverty,” he says. He calls the experience 
“life-altering,” and there, too, Harbaugh finds people dedicated 
to their craft and becomes enamored. He keeps in contact with 
Archbishop Jose Antonio Eguren and other Peruvians.

This spring, Michigan players who attended every off-season 
practice and meeting received certificates like young Jimmy 
used to bring home from St. Francis. (Any conflicts with class 
were excused absences.) He did the same thing in San Francisco. 

No task is too small for the coach. When his quarterbacks 
were working on their own and the rest of the players waited 
for them to finish, he got under center, took the snap and ran 
the play. After practice he sometimes loads balls in the throwing 
machine for receivers. When he wanted a sign to go above the one 
that reads, those who stay will be champions, he helped 
put it up himself. (It reads, try hard and you will stay.)

“A player can see: Hey, man, this guy is doing it with us,” 
Wheatley says. “That’s where he wins them over. He’s pushing, 
he’s demanding, but he’s in there.”

The Michigan job may be harder than ever, with high ex-
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pectations, talent shifts to the South, and powerhouses at Ohio 
State and Michigan State. Hype won’t win a thing. As Harbaugh 
looked at his recruiting board on signing day, he surveyed a 
class that was ranked 50th by Rivals.com, and offered a dif-
ferent take: “I like all these guys. Hungry dogs hunt best.”

H
ARBAUGH SAYS that when he chose Michigan 
over an NFL job, he did not make a list of pros and 
cons. What would it look like, anyway?

CON: Can’t win a Super Bowl.
PRO: The first time my wife heard me cry was when Bo died.
No, no. Harbaugh took the Wolverines job because he has wanted 

it since he was 10. A pro-and-cons list is not 
his style, anyway. He relies on intuition.

He took quarterback recruit Zach Gen-
try bowling in Ann Arbor, admired how 
“the pins exploded,” and it confirmed 
that he wanted the kid. Harbaugh be-
lieves a quarterback should be athletic 
enough to play for his school’s basketball 
team and able to pick up a new sport 
quickly. “It sounds silly,” he says, “but 
you know who told me that? Bill Walsh.”

His coaches discover quickly that he 
does not need three meetings to make 
one decision. If he thinks something will work, he does it.

“Speeches?” Harbaugh says. “I don’t ever feel like I’m giv-
ing a speech. I don’t look at myself as a  motivational speaker. 
Say what’s on your mind. Do you prepare for that? Yeah. You 
prepare those things. . . . Judge Judy says if you tell the truth, 
you don’t have to have a good memory.” He pauses.

“I don’t think that has anything to do with this, but it’s a 
way to get Judge Judy into the conversation.”

F
IVE MICHIGAN COACHES have won national cham-
pionships. Schembechler did not. Yet Schembechler 
is, by far, the most revered coach for reasons that go 
beyond his winning percentage (.796) or 13 Big Ten 

titles. He was the coach when programs meant something 
and coaches were considered molders of men. Schembechler’s 
players knew his rival, Ohio State’s Woody Hayes, was also 
his mentor, and that to love one coach was to understand 
the other. When Schembechler retired after the 1989 season, 
college football did not seem so much like the pros.

“It was clear-cut,” Jack Harbaugh says. “This is the intercol-
legiate model and this is the professional model. That line has 
been . . . not just blurred, but it has almost been wiped out.”

Jackie Harbaugh was right: It’s not the same as when Jim 
was a kid. The sport is bigger, fans are more demanding, 
Michigan Stadium has luxury suites, and Harbaugh will be 
paid more in the first season of his seven-year, $40 million–
plus deal than Schembechler was paid in his 21.

Ann Arborites say their town is “28 square miles surrounded 

by reality.” But the Michigan football offices have been something 
of a reverse oasis: the one place in town where reality super-
sedes the hype. There, coaches have searched for a quarterback 
(already on the roster or not) and tried to figure out if their new 
health insurance had kicked in. They debated which assistant 
coach got sick first in January, passing the illness to almost 
everybody on the staff except the Colonel. (“He just wills it out 
of his body,” Harbaugh says.) By 9 a.m. on national signing 
day, his assistants were watching film of high school juniors.

On campus students wear shirts with a lanyard, whistle 
and Sharpie printed on them; in Harbaugh’s office as many 
as six actual lanyards with whistles and Sharpies hang on a 

hook, ready for him to grab at any time. 

I
N THE next few weeks Harbaugh 
and family will fly on a private 
plane from California . . . oh, 
who are we kidding? He will 

drive from California to Michigan in 
what he calls “the best purchase I’ve 
made in my entire life.” It’s a Mercedes 
Sprinter passenger van, and Harbaugh 
says proudly, “It almost looks like an 
airport shuttle. It’s got 12 to 14 seats 
in it. It drives like a minivan!”

Harbaugh bought the Sprinter used 
from his friend John Arrillaga, who 
wanted to charge full price. Harbaugh 
thought that was ridiculous. “I said, 
‘John, it’s got 8,000, 9,000 miles on 
it,” Harbaugh recalls. “He said, ‘Well, 
I’m giving you a deal. You can’t buy 
these things now for what I paid for 
it.’ I said, ‘John, everybody knows as 

soon as you drive a car off a lot that it depreciates in value.’ 
‘Well, Mr. Harbaugh, if you don’t want it, that’s O.K. There’s 
20 people who want to buy this from me. . . .”

Fortune estimates the net worth of Arrillaga, a California 
real estate developer, at more than $2.5 billion. Harbaugh 
ended up writing a check for the exact amount that Arril-
laga paid, down to the penny. This only made Harbaugh 
admire him more. “You can see where he’s gotten in life with 
his negotiating skills, and where I’ve gotten in life with my 
negotiating skills,” Harbaugh says. “He’s an incredible man.”

The Sprinter will probably roll past luxury hotels and instead 
park at Motel 6s and Red Roof Inns. “He has memories of those 
roadside hotels, where there are not fancy rooms,” Sarah says. 
“They have a pool, and that’s all you need . . . right around the 
corner from the Cracker Barrel.”

Consider this a warning: You may see Jim Harbaugh this 
summer, pulling out of a cheap hotel in a glorified rental-car 
van, sitting up high at the wheel. What can he say? He likes 
the view from there. ±
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in Everett, Wash., where he was the first freshman to make 
varsity, was voted student body president and earned a 
3.75 GPA. “Parents get proud moments,” says his mother, 
Yolanda Phillips. “I stayed in a proud moment with this guy.” 

Russell then goes long on Notre Dame, where he arrived in 
2012 as a tailback before switching positions in summer camp 
and becoming the first true freshman to open the season as a 
starting cornerback. That spring, he auditioned for and won a 
lead role in the campus production of Intimate Apparel. Russell 
says he held a 3.0 in marketing heading into his junior season, 
after which he was projected as an early-round NFL draft pick.

But last August school officials told Russell that he and 
three teammates  couldn’t practice while the school looked 
into potential honor code violations for academic dishonesty. 
(A fifth player came under scrutiny two weeks later.) Two 
months of investigations and appeals ended with a two-
semester suspension for Russell. He could have transferred 
or dropped down to FCS for a season, then declared for the 
draft, in which he was still likely to have been a middle-
round pick. “When you go through something as important 
as almost getting football and a college degree stripped away 
from you,” he says, “you take a deep breath.” 

If so, it might have been his first. When Russell finishes 
talking, it’s nearly 4:30 and his lobster macaroni-and-cheese 
has long since congealed.

I
T’S A bitter February day in snow-covered South Bend. 
Irish coach Brian Kelly forces a smile when the con-
versation drifts to academic issues. “I knew,” he says, 
“we were going to get here.” 

Notre Dame has long prided itself on executing a tricky bal-
ancing act: running a successful athletic department within 
an elite academic institution. In 2014 the university’s gradu-
ation success rate ranked fourth among FBS programs, while 
the entire athletic department ranked No. 1. But Notre Dame 
has endured three major academic scandals in a two-year 
span. In the spring of 2013 quarterback Everett Golson, 
who led the Irish to an undefeated 2012 regular season, was 
dismissed for the upcoming season for something he termed 

DRAFTEE, INTER
Notre Dame shutdown cornerback 
KeiVarae Russell could have been 

an early pick by the NFL this year. 
Instead, he’s hoping to be back in 

South Bend after an academic 
suspension—one of several that has 
the school reexamining its playbook 

for athletics and schoolwork
BY PETE THAMEL

AT LUNCHTIME KeiVarae Russell bursts into a 
fish restaurant in Seattle and greets a stranger with 
a hug. Wearing a baggy gray hoodie and an easy 
smile, Russell sits at an oversized table and begins 

to speak. And speak. And speak. The syllables blur together as 
he leans in closer. “Every game you learn and grow,” he says, 
recalling a 41–30 loss to Michigan in September 2013, when he 
got burned for two touchdowns. “Even that game, the situation 
I went through, I  wouldn’t take that back because I learned in 
life, you have to be what you  aren’t to get to where you are. I 
thought I was better than I was, but Michigan exposed [me]. 
As that season went on, you saw me pro gress. Earlier in the 
year I had three touchdowns scored on me; the rest of the year 
I  didn’t have a touchdown scored on me—[NBC analyst] Mike 
Mayock preaching I’m one of the best in the country. I thought 
I was one of the best, I was 19, 20 years old. False confidence. 
Michigan exposed that, and I really went to work and started 
training like a pro.”

Bouncing from first person to third and topic to topic, Rus-
sell’s thoughts rush out in 2,000-word sermons. Among the 
subjects he covers are his first carry in peewee  football—a 
nearly 60-yard  touchdown—and his career at Mariner High 
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transferred and sat 
out a year or dropped 
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“poor judgment” on a test. That winter point guard Jerian 
Grant left the men’s basketball team for a semester for what 
he called an “academic mistake.”

The school charged Russell and his four teammates 
with receiving illicit academic help from a former student 
trainer. Russell admits to getting “lazy” and “taking the 
easy way out,” but beyond that only says, “I  didn’t cheat 
on a test. I  didn’t pay people to do my homework.”

Russell’s involvement means 
that three prominent athletes 
on Notre Dame’s campus have 
been suspended over academics 
in the past two years. “When 
we recruit  student-athletes, we 
have an obligation to provide 
them with the resources nec-
essary,” Kelly says. “And if we 
don’t, then we have fallen short. And I think that in these 
instances, there’s culpability for  everyone.”

Kelly wants the school to consider rethinking its approach. 
He says that, on average, his incoming freshman football class 
has a 2.8 GPA and a 24 on the ACT, while the median score 
for the rest of Notre Dame’s freshman class is 33. (The school 
does not track average GPA.) None of his newest recruits could 
have been admitted to the school on academic merit alone. 
Why then, he wonders, are most players on a path to graduate 
in 31⁄2 years—thanks to summer school  requirements—when 
most Notre Dame students do so in four?

There’s a “church and state” separation between athletics 
and academics, but Kelly has reached out to athletic director 
Jack Swarbrick and president the Rev. John I. Jenkins about 
potential changes. He says “transformative conversations” are 
occurring on the academic side. “Are there other ways to do 
it?” Kelly asks. “Can we cut back on credit hours? Instead of 
taking 15 [the current practice to start a semester], can we take 
12 and make it up in the summer? Are there other course offer-
ings that could come about and be offered in lieu of a specific 
class? Those are conversations that had never taken place.”

Swarbrick is on board—to an extent. He acknowledges that 
the “gap issue” is more significant than when he attended 
Notre Dame in the mid-1970s, but he says it’s the “wrong 
narrative” to suggest that the recent high- profile suspen-
sions are due to this gap. “These aren’t the only kids that 
had honor code violations at Notre Dame,” he says. “You’ll 
never know about the other ones. They tell their roommate 
they got mono, and they go home.”

In the spring of 2014, Swarbrick co-chaired a 17-member 
task force created to examine effective ways to support “at-risk 
student-athletes.” The takeaways proved more evolutionary 
than revolutionary, focusing on intensive individualized at-
tention, a stronger summer bridge program, expansion of a 
writing and rhetoric tutorial, and faculty mentors. Faculty 
athletic representative Patricia Bellia, a law professor who 

was the task force’s other chair, says the process made the 
school realize it needs to take a “case management” approach 
to each student, with information pooled from trainers, assis-
tant coaches, nutritionists and anyone close to them. “We’ve 
determined they can succeed [by admitting them],” she said. 
“How can we make that happen on an individual level? What 
kind of support and resources does that individual need?”

As the five players suspended last fall waited for the inves-
tigation and appeal to end, there was speculation that Kelly 
was so frustrated, he would leave for the NFL. Kelly claims 
the opposite, saying he and Swarbrick grew closer sorting 
through the suspensions. “We’ve done so many things here 
to put Notre Dame back in a position to compete nation-
ally, and I kind of look at this as that last piece in making 
sure we’re taking care of our student-athletes,” he says. “It 
strengthened my resolve in, We’re going to get this right.”

O
N AN unseasonably warm February afternoon in Kent, 
Wash., KeiVarae (pronounced key-VAR-ay) is sitting 
in his mother’s apartment. An open Bible rests on a 
living room shelf with Psalms highlighted in orange. 

A muted talk show plays on the TV, and KeiVarae’s one-month 
old niece, Kassidy, cries in another room as he once again holds 
forth. “The big motivation, deep down, is that I never wanted 
to be anything like my father,” he says of Keith Russell, who 
according to KeiVarae has had almost no role in his sons’ lives. 
“My ambition comes from something bigger than me. The rea-
son why I work so hard, it’s to be something I want to be that’s 
better than just an athlete. I want to be a better father, son and 
brother.” That is why even though his mother and 25-year-old 
brother, also Keith, each dropped out of high school and later 
earned GEDs, KeiVarae instead became an exemplary student, 
winning awards for leadership and community service. “It just 
blew me away how he never even skipped a class in high school,” 
says Phillips. “That’s so unreal to me.”

All of which made last summer’s reality harder to accept. In 

42 / SPORTS ILLUSTRATED / MAY 18, 2015

R
O

B
E

R
T

 B
E

C
K

 F
O

R
 S

P
O

R
T

S
 ILLU

S
T

R
A

T
E

D

GOOD AS GOLD
The first true 

freshman to open 
the season for the 
Irish as a starting 

cornerback, Russell 
has 26 starts 

and 109 tackles.



August, a few days after the university informed Russell of the 
academic investigation, he visited Swarbrick, who attempted 
to persuade Russell to stick it out at South Bend regardless of 
where the investigation led. Swarbrick told Russell that the 
coaches would have named him a captain for 2014, the only 
player in the program assured of that honor. “I busted out 
crying, just bawling,” Russell says. “It was  uncontrollable.”

As he tried to pull himself together, Russell flashed to the 
day, years earlier, that he had filled out his financial aid forms. 
When it came time to enter Phillips’s salary as an in-home 
nurse she gave him a number: $16,499. That led to revelations 
about his childhood: how his mother used food stamps to make 
ends meet but never let KeiVarae or Keith know; how they paid 
$49 a month for their apartment in the projects of Kent. “That’s 
poverty,” he says. “I’m living in poverty my whole life but never 
saw it, and at that moment I’m crying, I start thinking about 
all that like, I came through so much in my life and had a shot 
to be a captain at the University of Notre Dame as a true junior.”

The missed opportunity ate at Russell but made him more 
determined. He’d originally decided “to go to Notre Dame 
to grow,” he says, and this was his chance. So he took his 
punishment and went back to  business.

He has moved in with his grandfather, Sylvester Phillips, 
a retired carpenter with a small, one-story house in Everett. 
Most days KeiVarae is out the door by 7:30 a.m. and returns 
after 8 p.m., filling his time with 15 credits at Everett Com-
munity College (he says he’s getting straight A’s); interning 

at Coast Real Estate, which manages 15,000 apartment units 
(“The best intern we’ve ever had,” says CEO Tom Hoban); 
and training six days a week at N-S Performance with former 
Oregon State defensive back Anthony  Watkins. 

Russell expects to return to Notre Dame in June, and 
although he’s been humbled, he still has the confidence that 
allowed him to slip seamlessly in and out of the locker room, 
the president’s office and the drama department. “There’s very 
few guys that I’ve coached here at Notre Dame,” Kelly says, 
“who can cut across all those lines very easily.” He also has 
the swagger to speculate that he’d have a 4.0 at Notre Dame 
if he didn’t play football and that he’ll “crush the  combine.”

During his time away from South Bend he’s worked on ton-
ing his 195-pound, 6-foot frame. And he’s been working on his 
bench press, an exercise that’s featured at the NFL combine, 
where prospects show how many times they can lift 225 pounds. 
Russell is up to 16 but says, “Mark my words, KeiVarae Russell is 
getting 20 at the combine next year.” Only three corners reached 
20 reps at this year’s combine, and only two ran the 40-yard dash 
in less than 4.4 seconds, which Russell did twice in February. 
(Watkins posted the video on Insta gram.) Says Watkins, “He 
knows he’s a top guy, but he knows he has a lot of work to do.” 

That knowledge is what will make Russell a top corner prospect 
in next year’s draft. It is why he plans to return to Notre Dame. “I 
still remember that day,” he says toward the end of his Michigan 
soliloquy. “Put me on an island. Let’s go. I get beat a couple of 
times, let’s go back again. I understand what it takes.” ±
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Ohio State’s quarterback 
battle hasn’t really begun. 
While senior Braxton 
Miller (shoulder) and 
sophomore J.T. Barrett 
(ankle) recovered from 
surgery, junior Cardale 
Jones dominated the reps 
this spring. Rumors of 
Miller’s potential transfer—
Alabama? Florida State? 
LSU?—are just that for 
now; the Buckeyes’ staff 
is confident he will be in 

summer camp. . . . None of 
Alabama’s five QBs have 
started a college game. 
That will force coach Nick 
Saban to choose from 
among senior transfer 
Jakob Coker (Florida 
State) and a pair of 
freshmen, David Cornwell 
and Blake Barnett, who 
can learn on the job as 
AJ McCarron did back in 
2010. . . . Georgia didn’t 
solve its less-publicized 

three-man quandary over 
who will replace Hutson 
Mason. Sophomore Brice 
Ramsey, the presumed 
leader, failed to pull away 
from junior Faton Bauta 
and freshman Jacob Park. 
Regardless of which one 
prevails, Jacob Eason—the 
top-ranked pro-style 
passer in the 2016 class 
and the son of former NFL 
player Tony—plans to enroll 
in January. . . . At Kansas 

State, sophomore Jesse 
Ertz edged ahead of junior 
Joe Hubener, a former 
walk-on, in a showdown to 
replace Jake Waters. Early 
enrollee freshman Alex 
Delton could get snaps in a 
Wildcat role. . . . UCLA won’t 
declare a starter from 
its four-man competition 
until the fall, but No. 1 pro-
style recruit Josh Rosen 
(above) distinguished 
himself after enrolling in 
January. “Incredibly well,” 
says coach Jim Mora of 
how Rosen has handled 
expectations, “considering 
he’s supposed to be in 
high school preparing for 
the prom.”

Thrown Over
Everett Golson announced that he’s leaving 
Notre Dame, but that’s not the only QB news

BY PETE THAMEL
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KeiVarae Russell



ONE OF the most memorable plays of Blake 
Griffin’s career, by his own estimation, was 
a colossal failure. It happened two years 
ago against the Warriors in Oakland, when 

his teammate, Clippers point guard Chris Paul, had 
the ball as the shot clock dipped under five seconds. 
The Golden State defense pinched off Paul’s path as 
he drove to the hoop, so he dished to the 6' 10" Griffin, 
who was standing in the corner at the three-point line.

Griffin’s defender, Andris Biedrins, was about 
10 feet away, but like everyone else in the league at 
the time, he had so little respect for Griffin’s ability 
to hit a long jumper that he didn’t even take a step 
to contest the shot. He simply turned to wait for the 
inevitable rebound. Wide open, Griffin set his feet, 
measured the shot and released a jumper that would 
have been perfect—had the rim been high on the side 
of the backboard, which is where the shot hit before 
caroming out-of-bounds. The crowd jeered, and some 
of the Warriors’ reserves nearly fell over laughing.

The embarrassment of that scene pops into Grif-
fin’s mind just as often as the time he soared over 
a compact car to win the 2011 Slam Dunk Contest 
or the moment in a ’10 loss to the Knicks when he 
elevated so high that he rested his forearm on 7' 1" 
Timofey Mozgov’s head as he stuffed the ball through 
the iron. Those kinds of moves built his reputation 
as perhaps the NBA’s most powerful dunker, and, 
as Griffin says, “there are worse things to be known 
for.” But it bothered him that the title came with the 
implication that he would never be anything more.

That assessment was as off-target as his wayward 
jump shot. Now that Griffin has evolved into a more 
complete player, no one is laughing, certainly not 
the Spurs or the Rockets, who have gained firsthand 
knowledge of his ever-expanding abilities. Griffin 
has been an all-around marvel this postseason, a 
251-pound power forward with more than a dash 
of point guard in him. His coast-to-coast trips, on 
which he snatches the rebound on one end and 
finishes with a dunk or a dish on the other, often 
with a behind-the-back dribble en route, are feats 
no other power forward in the league can pull off 
as nimbly. (With the exception of LeBron James, 
a power forward when he wants to be.) With Paul 
hindered by a balky left hamstring, 
Griffin has kept the Clippers afloat, 
displaying shooting, playmaking and 
leadership skills to go along with his 
well-known athleticism around the 
basket. “It’s been amazing to watch 
him,” says Paul. “His whole game, 
everything he’s worked so hard on, 
has come together. He’s cranking out 
triple doubles on the regular.”
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JUMP AROUND
Griffin racked up 

22 points and 
14 rebounds in a 
Game 3 blowout 
of the Rockets, 

his 10th straight 
double double to 

start the playoffs.



The 
Blake 
Effect
There’s so much more to Blake Griffin’s 
game these days than vicious dunks. 
(Just ask the Spurs and the Rockets.) 
The Clippers’ power forward has rebuilt 
himself into one of the league’s most 
complete players—brick by brick

BY PHIL TAYLOR

NBA PLAYOFFS

Photographs by  
John W. McDonough for Sports Illustrated



Griffin has three of 
t hem in t hese play-
offs, with two against 
San Antonio in the first 
round, including one 
(24 points, 13 rebounds 
and 10 assists) in Game 7. 
The third (26, 14 and 
13), two days later, was 
against the Rockets in 
Game 1 of the Western 
Conference semis, a 
 series the Clippers took 
comma nd of  3–1 on 
Sunday with a 128–95 
drubbing in Los Ange-
les. The box scores are 
bulging with his accom-
plishments, which have 
put him in rare statistical 
company—the only other 
players who conjured at 
least three triple doubles in the first eight games 
of a postseason are Wilt Chamberlain, Oscar Rob-
ertson and Magic Johnson.

“He’s always had a good handle, and he’s been 
able to use that a little more to attack, and his abil-
ity to use the dribble handoff and get other people 
shots is impressive,” says Houston coach Kevin 
McHale. “He had a lot of talent to start out with, 
and now he’s become a better basketball player.”

I
N CASE you haven’t been paying close atten-
tion, the time has come to reconsider most 
of what you thought you knew about Griffin. 
That “just a dunker” description hasn’t fit 

him for more than a year. He threw down 84 times 
during 2014–15, 18th in the league; that’s fewer 
than half of his 176 dunks during the previous 
season, the fourth-highest total. But the label has 
stuck with him because it’s easier to fix a jump shot 
than to change a narrative. Griffin was the chiseled 
leaper, living with that “great athlete” tag that 
complimented his physical gifts while discounting 
the time and effort he put into sharpening his skills. 
Then, too, there was Griffin the deadpan pitchman, 
the Kia commercial comedian whose fame had 
outpaced his accomplishments. That might have 
led to Griffin the hard-foul magnet, the target of 
multiple takedowns over the years by opponents 
who seemed eager to egg him into a fight.

Elements of all those different Griffins are still 
in evidence. He was flattened, for instance, by 
Rockets center Dwight Howard on a dunk at-
tempt on Sunday but kept his composure. “My 

entire career everybody has said I need to punch 
somebody, and I haven’t,” Griffin says. “But hard 
fouls are a part of playoff basketball.”

The Griffin who has been the least known all along 
was the one who put in hours at the gym, working 
on his weaknesses. He estimates that he has put 
up more than 250,000 jump shots over the last few 
years with his shooting coach, Bob Thate, remaking 
his jumper “brick by brick,” he says, in every sense 
of the term. Griffin broke bad habits—bringing the 
ball too far behind his head, releasing it on his way 
down instead of at the top of his jump, leaning back 
when he should have been jumping straight up and 
landing in the same spot—by repeating the proper 
form until it was second nature.

His passing skills didn’t need to be sharpened 
as much, but Los Angeles coach Doc Rivers has 
brought them to the forefront. Rivers put Griffin 
in position to operate from the elbows, giving him 
the option to shoot, drive or pass. He also asked 
him to turn and face defenders more often when 
he got the ball in the low post instead of trying to 
back them down. “That’s the area to me in which 
he made his biggest improvement,” Rivers says. 
“He’s very difficult to guard when he turns and 
faces, because you can’t put your hands on him. 
Then with his first step, his quickness and his 
vision, he’s just impossible.”

Not that long ago it was impossible to imagine 
the habitually pathetic Clippers franchise in the 
Western Conference finals, but after their Sunday 
demolition of the Rockets, that’s where they appear 
to be headed for the first time in their history, and 
Griffin, more than ever, is responsible for leading 
them there. The Clips have been Paul’s team for 
the four seasons the point guard has been in L.A., 
but lately Griffin has been making leadership of 
the team into a two-man operation. 

When the Rockets began intentionally foul-
ing center DeAndre Jordan, a 41.7% career free 
throw shooter, early in Game 4, it was Griffin 
who made sure that Jordan didn’t get frustrated 
by the treatment. “We don’t give him any choice, 
to be honest,” Griffin said. “At halftime I said to 
him, ‘Look at everything they did to try to slow 
the game down, and we’re still up by six.’ He could 
have missed every free throw, but he still would 
have done things that gave us a chance to win. We 
tell him every day that his impact on a game goes 
way beyond some missed free throws.”

Likewise, Griffin’s impact on a game goes far 
beyond some acrobatic dunks. The Clippers are 
shooting for the first championship in franchise 
history, and unlike that night in Oakland two 
years ago, Griffin’s aim is true. ±
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RUN WITH IT
Griffin’s handle 
has made him a 

one-man fast break 
who’s as much a 

threat to find the 
open man as to 

finish himself.

“Everything 
he’s worked 

so hard on has 
come together,” 

says Paul.  
“He’s cranking 

out triple 
doubles on 

the regular.”
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2

3

4

Through Sunday, Blake Griffin had more triple doubles this 
postseason (three) than the rest of the league combined (zero). 
He’s always been known as a scorer and a rebounder, but he’s 
become a threat as a passer. Per SportVU, Griffin is averaging 
70.4 passes per game in the playoffs, trailing only John Wall and 
Derrick Rose. His 6.9 assists per game are tops among power 
forwards and centers, and they are generating 17.0 points. 
(That’s more than 2014–15 MVP Stephen Curry’s.)  
Griffin has truly become a threat all over the court.

1. DOWN LOW

Griffin spends more time in 
post-ups than in any other 
type of play, according 
to Synergy Sports. He 
can spin and explode to 
the basket in search of 
a high-percentage look 
or a foul; he can turn to 
face and attempt a short 
jumper; or he can find the 
open man after drawing 
a double team. L.A.’s 
spotup shooters—and their 
defenders—must remain 
vigilant, as Griffin is fully 
capable of whipping a 
one-handed crosscourt 
pass from the block. He is 
also a master at drawing 
the defense toward him 
before flipping an alley-
oop to center DeAndre 
Jordan, whether the 
pass originates from 
inside the key or along 
the baseline. All told, 
Griffin’s assists led to 58 
of Jordan’s league-high 
252 dunks this season, 
per NBA.com/stats.

2. FROM THE ELBOW

Early in Griffin’s career 
most of his offense came 
from within 10 feet. He 
set about expanding his 
range so that he would be 
less predictable and gain 
more room to operate. This 
season Griffin touched the 
ball at the elbow 12.0 times 
per game, ranking second 
only to Marc Gasol. He used 
those touches to launch 
the most long twos of his 
career (37.8% of his total 
attempts), connecting at 
his highest rate (40.4%).
With defenses forced 
to respect his improved 
jumper, Griffin was able to 
penetrate into the paint 
more easily, and play the 
drive-and-kick game with 
floor-spacers Redick and 
forward Matt Barnes. 
Perimeter proficiency 
played a huge part in 
L.A.’s proficient offense, 
which ranked third in both 
three-pointers made and 
three-point percentage.

3. NEAR THE ARC

Griffin lacks the range to 
be a true stretch four, but 
he’s still effective when 
he’s roaming the arc thanks 
to his activity level and 
quality decision making. 
It’s no accident that Griffin 
touched the ball 81.9 times 
per game in the regular 
season, tops among non–
point guards. Lots of good 
things happen when he’s 
involved. Griffin’s pick-and-
rolls with Paul are well-
known for their deadliness, 
but L.A. employs another 
go-to action on the 
perimeter that doesn’t 
make the highlight reels. 
The Clippers like to put 
Griffin and Redick into a 
two-man game that begins 
with a dribble handoff. 
Griffin transitions quickly 
into setting a screen, 
forcing the defense to 
pick its poison: contest 
Redick’s shot or stay home 
on Griffin, who can pop to 
space or dive to the hoop.

4. IN TRANSITION

Who needs an outlet pass? 
Griffin is a one-man fast 
break. He ranked first 
among all power forwards 
and centers with 198 
transition possessions, 
despite missing 15 games 
due to a staph infection. 
Griffin has the green light 
to take off whenever he 
grabs a defensive rebound 
or forces a turnover; in the 
playoffs he is leading all 
players with 48 transition 
possessions, per Synergy 
Sports. Opponents must 
respect his ability to finish, 
setting up opportunities 
for him to lay the ball off to 
trailers or to find shooters 
spotting up for clean 
looks. While the sight of 
a big man dribbling in the 
open court makes some 
coaches squeamish, Griffin 
generated 1.2 points per 
possession in transition in 
the regular season, which 
earns him a new label: 
point power forward.

That Guy Is Everywhere!
 BY BEN GOLLIVER
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D I S A S T E R  N E A R LY  s t r u c k 
Petco Park on the evening of April 25: 
It looked like rain, and nobody, for the 
life of them, could figure out where the 

tarp was. This was understandable. Although the 
Padres have weathered many problems in recent 
years, the weather has not been one of them. Petco, 
situated in the heart of San Diego’s hip, pristine 
Gaslamp Quarter, has experienced a single rainout 
since it opened in 2004, and has not even had 
a delay since ’11. As the storm clouds gathered, 
stadium workers mounted a search for the  infield 
prophylactic. Eventually, someone found the thing 

in the bowels of the stadium; as it turned out, it was not required. 
“The Red Sox have a half-million-dollar-a-year deal for their 
L.L. Bean tarp cover,” says Mike Dee, the Padres’ bald, deeply 
tanned CEO, who was an executive with Boston for eight years. 
“We couldn’t get that in San Diego.”

For most of the past decade, the Padres have been as pre-
dictable as their hometown’s  climate—and just as likely to 
send San Diegans scrambling for the beach. They annually 
fielded clubs that produced variations on the same theme: 
Their pitching was good but not nearly as good as their hitting 
was bad. Between their last playoff appearance, in 2006, and 
’14, the Padres ranked sixth among the majors’ 30 teams in 
runs allowed but 29th in runs scored, and the last time Petco 
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BUZZ FEED
Of (from left) Kemp, 
Upton, Jedd Gyorko, 
Middlebrooks and Shields, 
only Gyorko was with San 
Diego last year. The hype 
is real, though the results 
have been mixed.



NO MLB TEAM 
TRANSFORMED 

ITSELF AS 
COMPLETELY AS 
THE PADRES 

DID LAST 
WINTER. IT’S TOO 

SOON TO SAY IF 
THEY’LL BE GOOD, 

BUT THEY SURE 
ARE MUST-WATCH

BY 
BEN REITER

Photograph by  
Andy Hayt 

San Diego Padres 
Getty Images

finished higher than 11th in the NL in attendance was 2007.
Last season represented the nadir of what had become the 

unfortunate Padre Way. The  pitching—led by starters Andrew 
Cashner, Ian Kennedy and Tyson Ross—was typically strong, 
ranking fourth overall with a 3.27 ERA, but the lineup scored 
the third-fewest  runs of any in a nonstrike year since 1978. “The 
offense sucked—I don’t know how else to describe it,” says Ron 
Fowler, the San Diego beer mogul who led the group that finally 
bought the club from the increasingly beleaguered John Moores in 
August 2012. “We went back to the baseball people and said, ‘O.K., 
what are we looking to do?’ They were like, Well, it is what it is.”

The ax fell on general manager Josh Byrnes last June. Another 
reasonable interpretation of his response to owner ship was not 

that he was throwing up his hands, but that he 
remained committed to the rebuilding scheme he 
had instituted upon becoming GM just 21⁄2 years 
earlier, with the goal of creating a sustainable win-
ner despite San Diego’s small-market  resources. But 
Fowler and his fellow investors were restless. “We 
realized the fans were getting frustrated because 
they didn’t see us doing anything, and we probably 
needed to be more aggressive,” says Fowler. “We 
were looking for someone who didn’t mind being 
the David in David and Goliath, who really had a 
different way of looking at things.” 

By August the organization had winnowed
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lion contract with the Red Sox in late November. Yet even as Sandoval 
was in the process of rebuffing him, Preller was continuing talks with 
the Dodgers’ new brain trust of team president Andrew Friedman and 
G.M. Farhan Zaidi that had begun weeks before, and centered on Kemp. 
Although intra divisional trades are rare, says Preller, “They really wanted 
a catcher, and we were looking for a guy who could spearhead what we 
were trying to do and a guy who could hit the ball out of the ballpark.”

Back in 2011, after Kemp completed a magnificent, near-MVP season 
in which he batted .324 with 39 home runs, 126 RBIs and 40 stolen 
bases, the idea that Los Angeles would trade him before the eight-year, 
$160 million deal he signed that November had expired seemed far-
fetched to everyone, Kemp included. “I’d been with them since I was 
18 years old,” he says. “I never saw myself wearing a different jersey.”

He also never saw himself as  vincible—“When you’re younger, you feel 
like you won’t ever get hurt,” he says—but suddenly, starting in 2012, he 
was. He pulled his left hamstring, and then he ran into an outfield wall 
and tore the labrum in his left shoulder. The next season he strained his 
right hamstring, then during an awkward slide injured his left ankle 
so badly that it eventually required microfracture surgery. Kemp tried 
to play through it all, but his numbers suffered, and his once lauded 
defense was increasingly maligned. “I just couldn’t run the way I wanted 
to run,” he says. The low point came during the ’13 playoffs, which he 
spent with his arm in a sling and his foot in a boot after back-to-back 
surgeries. By that point Kemp knew that his Dodgers future was no 

roughly 20 candidates down to one: A.J. Preller, a 
37-year-old who had spent the previous decade run-
ning the Rangers’ scouting department. When Preller 
launched his first attack, four months later during the 
winter meetings in San Diego, it was not with a sling-
shot but with a trebuchet. In the early morning hours 
of Dec. 11, he acquired Matt Kemp, the 30-year-old 
Dodgers superstar, in exchange for catcher Yasmani 
Grandal and a pair of pitching prospects. 

As other members of the Padres’ front office shook 
hands and headed out into the night to celebrate the 
deal, Preller sat contemplatively on the sofa in the 
club’s suite at the Manchester Grand Hyatt. “What 
are you doing now?” Dee asked him.

“I’m going to go down and see Tampa,” Preller said.
“It’s 2:30 in the morning!”
“Those guys work late.”
Wil Myers, the Rays’ 24-year-old slugger, was a 

Padre nine days later. In short order the team added 
A’s catcher Derek Norris, and Braves rightfielder Justin 
Upton, and Red Sox third baseman Will Middlebrooks, 
and Royals ace James Shields, and then, on the eve of 
Opening Day, Craig Kimbrel, the Braves’ dominant 
closer. Preller had engineered one of the boldest one-
winter  rebuilds baseball had ever seen, replacing all 
but two members of his lineup without, somehow, 
sacrificing any of the key pieces of his quietly excellent 
staff. Whatever the Padres now were, one thing was 
certain: They would no longer be boring.

D
URING HIS nine months with the Padres, 
Preller, a Long Islander who speaks quietly 
and fast and not often about himself, has 
unwittingly inspired something of a cult of 

personality. Newly invigorated Padres employees can’t 
help but exchange whispered details they have learned 
about him, though these often fall more into the realm 
of rumor than fact. It is said that he doesn’t sleep. (He 
does, if irregularly.) That he turned down a full ride to 
Yale Law School for an internship with MLB. (He never 
applied to law school.) That while other GM candidates 
the Padres interviewed showed up with professionally 
bound presentations, he came with a few  scribble-covered 
sheets of paper and barely looked at them over the course 
of a dozen hours of interviews. (True.)

One thing not in doubt is that Preller has a relentlessly 
active baseball mind, and it never stops whirring. “I 
think when you’re talking to him, he’s always trying to 
figure out ways to make the team better,” says Kemp. 
“I think he’s always worried about work.” 

Preller’s first attempt at a franchise-changing move 
proved unsuccessful, when the Giants’ free-agent third 
baseman Pablo Sandoval rejected his offer of more than 
$100 million and instead signed a five-year, $95 mil-
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29th

Padres’ rank in runs 
scored from 2006 

through ’14; last season 
they scored the third-

fewest runs of any 
team in a nonstrike year 

since 1978, with 535.

4th

San Diego’s rank in runs 
scored this season 

through Sunday. The 
team as a whole is 

hitting .255/.309/.400, 
compared with 

.226/.292/.342 in 2014. 

7th

The team’s rank 
in average MLB 

attendance so far this 
season, with 32,393 
fans showing up per 
game; last year they 

were 20th (with 27,103).
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during spring training and a concerted effort to inte-
grate himself into the clubhouse. “If I do something 
wrong, he lets me know right away,” says first base-
man Yonder Alonso, appreciatively. Kemp’s physical 
ailments do linger; his ankle, in particular, is still not 
entirely right. “Walls are undefeated,” he says. Even if 
Kemp might never be what he once was, a compromised 
version of him is more than anything the Padres have 
recently had. Through his first 33 games he was batting 
.275 with one home run and 20 RBIs. “I feel good at 
the plate right now,” he says. “I don’t think my power 
numbers are where everybody wants them to be. But 
it’s the first month of the season. It will come.”

W
ILL IT? Are the reimagined Padres more 
than a headline-grabbing  plastic-surgery  
job? The early returns have been encour-
aging, but mixed. As of Sunday the Padres 

were tied for the fourth-most runs scored in baseball, 
entirely new ground for a franchise that hasn’t fin-
ished higher than 19th in more than a decade. They 
are also regularly filling up Petco Park, with an average 
 attendance—more than 32,000—that ranked fourth in 
the National League. “I think the Kimbrel trade, at the 
11th hour, just said to the community, Hey, these guys are 
all in,” says Fowler. “They are prepared to rock ’n’ roll.”

Despite all those runs scored, San Diego started just 
17–16, largely because it had allowed 150 of them, the 
majors’ sixth most, partially a result of its defense being 
populated with relatively lumbering sluggers.

Still, the Padres are competitive, and their long-
term plan has only just begun. The acquisition of so 
many major league bats came at a heavy cost to their 
farm system, as Preller stripped it of no fewer than 
nine of its top 16 prospects, as ranked by Baseball 
America. But Preller is a scout at heart, and one who 
helped transform the Rangers’ formerly barren system 
into one of the game’s best, and he’s got a few years 
to replicate that with the Padres. “It’s not just about 
doing it one way, one year,” Preller says. “It’s about 
sustaining it. The Blue Jays did it with Pat Gillick in 
the ’80s and ’90s. The Braves did it, the Yankees did 
it, the Cardinals, the Red Sox recently. The Rangers 
had it going like that for a while. That’s the ideal, when 
you get it going that way, when you’ve got a chance 
to contend for a division title every single year, with 
different players and different personalities.”

Preller’s mind seems to wander. Is he conjuring 
his next set of moves? “Yeah, probably two or three 
more in the next week or so,” he says. He’s kidding. 
“Nah, I think you let these guys go play—you know?”

“I think he’s a genius,” Kemp says of his GM. Then 
he grins. No future, he has learned, is guaranteed. 
“He is a genius, for right now.”  ±

longer assured, even after he rebounded during the second half of last 
season, hitting .309 with 17 home runs and 54 RBIs after the All-Star 
break. “When I used to hear my name mentioned in trade rumors, I’d 
get phone calls from the front office telling me, That’s not going to hap-
pen,” he says. “But not those last two years.” In fact, the first call Kemp 
ever received from Friedman, in December, proved an awkward one. 
“He was like, ‘This is weird meeting you like this. But we traded you.’ ”

To Kemp, though, it seemed like fate. At 30, he had grown tired of 
chasing the celebrity life—“I had my Hollywood moments. They’re over,” 
says the onetime squire of  Rihanna—and had two years ago purchased 
a house in the quiet town of Poway (“mountains, green grass”), which is 
a half-hour north of San Diego. The Padres, meanwhile, had found their 
new centerpiece, and one who was relatively affordable: The Dodgers 
agreed to pay $32 million of the $107 million remaining on his contract, 
turning it, from San Diego’s perspective, into a five-year, $75 million deal.

“I say this in a positive sense: This team, since Adrian Gonzalez left, 
really didn’t have what I call a diva, a star, the person who stirs the 
drink, so to speak,” says Fowler. Says Bud Black, now in his ninth year 
as the Padres’ manager, “I think that when you acquire a guy of that 
magnitude, an All-Star player with a great personality, it straightens 
you up a little bit. It straightened the fan base up. When you add to 
it Upton, Myers, Norris, Middlebrooks, then to get Shields and at the 
very end cap it with Kimbrel, it made everybody just go, Ooh.”

So far, Kemp’s Padres tenure has involved daily 5:45 a.m. arrivals 
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ALL THE HITS
Preller (center left, with Dee and 
Fowler) took a light-hitting team 
in a notorious pitcher’s park and 
piled on outfield offense (at the 
expense of defense) via trades 
for (from left) Upton, Kemp and 
Myers. The team is on pace to hit 
76 homers at Petco, compared 
with 54 last year.
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HELP ME, RONDA?
Not a chance. Even 
these Venice Beach 
meatheads are no match 
for the ruthless Rousey.



RONDA
ROUSEY

She’s more 
than MMA’s 
most dominant 
fighter—male or 
female. She’s a 
crossover star, 
invigorating 
the sport with 
a mix of brute 
force, unsettling 
candor, down-to-
earth celebrity 
and a gleeful 
embracing of her 
fame. Kicking 
butt has never 
looked so fun

THE FIRST rule of celebrity is that you don’t talk about 
celebrity. Don’t mention its existence and, for the love of 
Yahweh, don’t complain. Ronda Jean Rousey knows this. 
And she knows that it’s especially so when the status change 

is sudden. You’re a few years removed from living in the rented room 
you found on Craigs list? Stopping for a few selfies when you walk your 
dog, Mochi, around Venice Beach doesn’t feel like such an imposition. 
It seems like yesterday that you feasted on 99-cent cans of corn drown-
ing in sauce you may or may not have lifted from Chipotle? You’re fine 
smiling at appearances until your jaw aches or signing autographs until 
your carpals require icing.

Rousey neither wants nor asks for your sympathy. But she does lodge 
one slight gripe. Her fame is such that she can’t go on Tinder. She tried 
an alter ego—Brynn Campbell—but that didn’t work. Her friends, male 
and female, have only to download the dating app, swipe a few times 
and . . . action, or at least the potential for it. Rousey, 28, is left on the 
sideline, at home with Mochi. “S---,” she says, “the only person I’m mak-
ing out with is my dog.” 

Which goes to show, there are drawbacks to being the world’s most 
dominant athlete in your sport. Otherwise, these are flush times for 
Rousey LLC. The UFC’s women’s bantamweight champion is cleaning 
out her division Tyson-style, her fights less competitions than exer-
cises in performance art. Her last venture into the Octagon lasted all 
of 14 seconds, far less time than it takes to play her entrance song, Joan 
Jett’s “Bad Reputation.” Rousey felt a new sensation that night, something 
resembling guilt, as she considered her previously undefeated opponent, 
Cat Zingano, who had trained so hard only to be humiliated with such 
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Then she gestures around the 
Glendale Fighting Club, her voice 
thickening with emotion. “The gym 
calls me on my bull----. There’s no 
acting here. There’s no celebrity 
here. There’s no show here. There’s 
no image here. That’s why fighting 
is the one thing that really centers 
me. I think one of the most pure 
things in the world is that there’s 
no yes man that can yes your way 
into a win or yes your way out of 
getting your ass kicked. And it’s so 
real that you can’t forget reality in 
that setting.”

On the day she explains this, 
Jon Jones—the only other UFC 
fighter who comes close to rival-
ing  Rousey’s star wattage—turned 
himself in to Albuquerque police 
for his alleged role in a hit-and-run 
accident, three months after failing 
a drug test for cocaine. 

T
O SPEND a day with  Rousey 
is to hear about under-
endowed  ex-boyfriends 
a nd  t he  my t h  o f  t he 

 brontosaurus—“They mixed up 
the brachiosaurus and stegosau-
rus skeletal remains”—and the 
pros and cons of various depilatory 
methods. Go to an L.A. dive bar 
with  Rousey, and soon she’s be-
hind the bar, preparing her special 
drink, a concoction of raspberry 
vodka, lemon vodka, simple syrup 
and Chambord.

She is no holds barred. Which 
mirrors her sport. Oh, there are 
rules in mixed martial arts, but 
not many, and most relate to goug-
ing eyes or attempting soccer-style 
kicks to the head of a downed 
 opponent. On a typical card fight-
ers win by all manner of punches, 

brevity. Then she watched a replay. “I’m dropping all modesty here,” 
says Rousey. “That’s the most brilliant f------ ninja shit I ever saw. Every 
single millisecond of that fight was something that has never been done 
before in MMA.”

When you’ve won your last three fights in a total of 96 seconds, free time 
is abundant. And Rousey makes the most of it. She takes a deep breath 
before ticking off her schedule over the past few weeks. She was in Brazil 
promoting her next UFC fight. Back in L.A., she promoted Furious 7—she 
had a scene-stealing role—and dealt with endorsements ranging from 
Metro PCS to Reebok. She was in New York, lobbying the state legislature 
in Albany to end its holdout as the lone state not to sanction mixed martial 
arts. She went to South by Southwest in Austin and then to the Bay Area 
for a cameo at Wrestlemania 31. Oh, and there was the jaunt that Rousey—
whose trainer, Edmond Tarverdyan, is of Armenian descent—made to 
Armenia to mark the 100-year anniversary of the genocide.

In fact, forget for a moment about the mix of power, speed, technique 
and poise Rousey brings to bear when she competes. Her real gift might 
be managing her time and, in turn, her fame. The tattoo on the inside of 
her right foot reads every second, and she applies it to more than her 
fighting. Celebrity is like alcohol: Some handle it better than others, and 
Rousey’s tolerance is heroic. She avails herself of the trappings of fame—
the financial fruits and, also, what she calls “just the cool s---”—without 
it exacting a price in her day job as an athlete. She is everywhere; but 
she is also present and punctual, engaged in the moment. She has mas-
tered that balance between being a superwoman and an everywoman, 
a champion but also a champion of the people.

Granted, he’s not a man given to under statement, but UFC president 
Dana White proclaims, “She’s the greatest athlete I’ve ever worked with. 
By far. Her personal life and professional life are as put together as any-
one’s. She’ll do the work of 20 male fighters. She’ll bury anyone. When 
guys turn stuff down, she’s like, ‘You p------, give it to me.’ When you talk 
about a franchise player—anything we need, she’s there for us.” Accord-
ing to commission records, Rousey earned $130,000 for her last fight, 
a bargain for the UFC considering that she has become one of their top 
pay-per-view draws. Even allowing for the cars she’s received as gifts from 
White, her UFC contract is dwarfed by her income outside the Octagon.

Gather round, and Rousey will share her secret. “What I realized is 
once you become socially unhealthy, it’s impossible to stay psychologically 
healthy,” she says. “[Celebrities] get surrounded by people that benefit 
off of them in some way. Every single person that they see in the day 
either gains financial stability, status, something from that person. And 
so the people around you reflect reality back to you. . . . I’m very lucky 
in that I’m surrounded by plenty of people that will not hesitate for one 
second to tell me to go f--- myself if I said something stupid. Or if I have 
an idea that’s nuts, they’ll tell me, ‘That’s a crazy idea,’ and I’ll have to 
have a debate with them and be able to justify myself.”
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ROUSEY 
FIGHTS (OF 

11) THAT 
HAVE LASTED 

LESS THAN 
A MINUTE. 

NINE OF HER 
MATCHES 

HAVE ENDED 
WITH HER 
PATENTED 
ARMBAR.

OLYMPIC 
GAMES 

AT WHICH 
ROUSEY 
BECAME 

THE FIRST 
AMERICAN 
WOMAN TO 

MEDAL IN 
JUDO. SHE 
EARNED A 

BRONZE IN 
BEIJING.



kicks, knees, neck cranks and 
chokes in varieties that include 
rear-naked, north-south, triangle 
and guillotine. (Heads are not 
 actually severed from torsos, but 
not for lack of trying.)

Yet in this vast universe of vio-
lent possibility, Rousey’s fights, 
almost inevitably, end the same 
way. She’ll take an opponent to 
the ground and apply an armbar, 
a relic from her days as a judo star. 
It is her go-to move—Duncan off 
the glass,  Rivera’s cutter—that 
 entails using leverage to isolate 

an  opponent’s arm and then essentially manipulating the elbow. When 
an opponent/victim defiantly refuses to “tap” (i.e., surrender), ligaments 
will begin popping like guitar strings.  Rousey has her own imagery: 
“It’s like pulling a drumstick off a Thanksgiving turkey.”

It sounds excruciating. It is excruciating. But it’s a hell of a rejoinder 
to any wrongheaded idea that women’s MMA is akin to foxy boxing 
or roller derby or something you’d see under the YouTube search term 
“catfight.” The armbar is all subtlety and strategy and technique, every 
bit as much “art” as “martial.”

And, in deploying the armbar to such devastating effect, Rousey 
has transformed a sport. As recently as 2012, when she resembled an 
alterna-band, getting buzz by fighting for minor promotions at minor 
venues, White was asked repeatedly whether he could envision women 
in his organization. His face contorted as he shook his head. Women 
would enter the Octagon only when prancing in heels and micro-
bikinis between rounds. “Ah, women are pretty” is how he once put 
it to me. “Who wants to see them getting all bloody?”  To his credit, 
White eventually reversed his stance, unable to dismiss Rousey’s skills 
and popularity. It’s no exaggeration to say that it might be the savviest 
business decision he ever made. Like a fighter sucking wind after an 
explosive first round, the UFC has plateaued in recent years.
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ROUSEY HAS HER OWN IMAGERY 
TO DESCRIBE AN ARMBAR: “IT’S 
LIKE PULLING A DRUMSTICK OFF 
A THANKSGIVING TURKEY.”
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THE 
GREATEST
Rousey has 
given opponents 
such as Zingano 
(who went down 
in 14 seconds, 
above) little time 
to appreciate 
her superb 
technical skills.



Rousey, who made her UFC debut in 2013, has given life to a 
sport in need of reinvigoration. White readily admits that there 
is no more valuable fighter in the organization. Maybe the best 
part: the novelty of a fighting female was short-lived. It may 
have been jarring at first, watching Rousey beat the holy bejesus 
out of someone. But the conversation soon veered to whom she 
might fight next and how, in theory, she could be beaten. We 
got the predictable and primitive yeah-but-how-would-she-fare-
against-a-dude? speculation that plods along (brontosaurus 
style!) when women do well in sports. But in this case, even 
that was a triumph in its way. In the testosterone-drenched 
world of cagefighting, whoever thought that the sport’s alpha 
male wouldn’t be male at all?

Thanks to Rousey, the diversification of the sport’s workforce 
was afoot. There are now two women’s weight classes. One of 
the most  exciting young fighters, Paige VanZant, is, richly, a 
former ring card girl. And MMA tribal-
ists don’t much care. It’s about breaking 
resolve (and bones), not barriers. It’s 
about exposing glass chins, not glass 
ceilings. “She’s the reason [women] are 
in the UFC,” says Julie Kedzie, a former 
fighter. “But if we’re being honest, she’s 
elevated the whole sport.” 

I
F THE UFC needed Rousey, the reverse is true too. For-
get what the written record (or Wiki pedia) says. Techni-
cally Rousey’s first professional fights came when she 
was 14. She would head to the Third Street Promenade in 

Santa Monica, find adults who looked desperate and challenge 
them to fight her for $5. They would go to a nearby park, make 
sure no cops were around, and Rousey would administer an 
armbar or a choke. Then she would spend her winnings at Starbucks. 
“Will fight for Frappuccinos,” she says. She tells the story gleefully, 
but it speaks to a need to compete, to match will and skill in combat.

At 21, she won a bronze medal in judo at the 2008 Olympics in Bei-
jing. She came home and quickly realized how little currency that held. 
“I’d be like, ‘I have an Olympic bronze medal,’ ” she recalls. “The other 
person would be like, ‘Uh, cool. I collect stamps.’ ” She fell into a mental 
abyss that could be called Post-Olympic Depression. She recognized 
it immediately. (The Austrian judoka, Claudia Heill, who had beaten 
Rousey at the 2004 Games, would kill herself in 2011 by jumping off 
a building.) Rousey tried to self-medicate by drinking and smoking, 
“basically tearing down the body I had built up all those years.”

She worked a series of low-wage jobs, from handling the graveyard 
shift at a 24 Hour Fitness to bartending at The Redwood, a pirate-themed 
tavern in downtown L.A.. (She was known for enlivening slow nights 
by flipping coworkers over the bar.) “I was so tired,” she remembers. 
“I would go in the bathroom and sit on top of the toilet, set the alarm 
on my phone to sleep for five minutes.” Still, she barely had money to 
fill up her gas tank.

Anticipating that her daughter’s personal fog would lift and  Rousey 
would pursue her love of science—“Go get a Ph.D. in zoology or 
something”— Rousey’s mom, AnnMaria Rousey De Mars, took a job 

at USC, which included a family 
tuition discount. De Mars was 
something other than thrilled 
when her daughter explained that 
she’d started working out with a 
group of Armenian fighters at a 
gym in Glendale. Structure and 
muscles were returning in equal 
measure. She had become seduced 
by mixed martial arts. “You want 
to punch people in the face?” Mom 
said, dumbfounded. “Let the dumb 
people do that!” 

Rousey, though, persisted, 
 manipulating her schedule to make 
it all work. She had the judo back-
ground and then nourished herself 
on the other disciplines. “There’s 
nothing she doesn’t pick up,” says 
Tarverdyan. Beyond the technical 
skills, Rousey has an ideal men-
tality for fighting. White recalls 
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IT’S ABOUT BREAKING RESOLVE (AND BONES),  
NOT BARRIERS. IT’S ABOUT EXPOSING GLASS CHINS,  

NOT GLASS CEILINGS. “SHE’S THE REASON  
[WOMEN] ARE IN THE UFC,” SAYS KEDZIE. “BUT IF WE’RE 

BEING HONEST, SHE’S ELEVATED THE WHOLE SPORT.”

FACE TIME
Rousey 
is equally 
comfortable 
promoting 
fights (top, 
with White 
and Correia), 
walking red 
carpets 
(above left, 
with Antonio 
Banderas, 
Sylvester 
Stallone and 
Mel Gibson in 
Cannes) and 
clowning with 
Jimmy Fallon.





walking into Rousey’s dressing room 
shortly before her UFC debut and 
catching her during her prefight rit-
ual. Which is to say, napping. “One of 
the reasons why I talk so confidently 
before every fight isn’t out of a lack of 
humility,” she says, “it’s out of a need 
to make it so there’s no other way but 
to prove myself right. ‘Dojo fighters’ 
do amazing sparring in the gym, but 
you put them under pressure and they 
fold. I’m one of those people where I 
do well in the gym. But you put me 
under pressure and I unfold.”

This animated self-belief comes 
with a side order: a paralyzing fear 
of defeat. “I like snakes and bugs and 
heights,” she says. “But fear of failure? 
Losing literally feels like dying to me.” What if she had won gold, not 
bronze, at the Olympics? “I would have either been content and moved on 
with my life and never fought again, or I would have tried to go back to 
win another gold medal. I never would have gone to MMA. Because I never 
won that Olympic gold, I have that feeling of always being unsatiated.”

R
OUSEY’S FORTHCOMING book is—as you might have guessed—
the open variety. She wrote My Fight/Your Fight with her sis-
ter, journalist Maria Burns Ortiz, and it’s hard to imagine 
what was deemed too personal to include. She talks about 

the cheating ex-boyfriend who seduced her when she was a teenager, 
conferring on him the pseudonym Dick IttyBitty. Another boyfriend 
struggled with heroin addiction and once stole her car. A more recent 
love interest—this one gets the nickname Snappers  McCreepy—secretly 
took naked photos of her.

It lays bare a central contradiction to Rousey. She is hardly the kind of 
woman who needs to be reminded to lean in. She’s assertive and smart 
and discerning. Then it all goes to hell when a guy comes along.

“It’s the worst, right?” 
How do you explain that, she’s asked.
She pauses, sighs and collects herself. “Well, I know I’m a big pushover 

emotionally. I think that’s one of the reasons why I was always so obsessed 
with being so physically strong. I think it was to try and compensate for 
me feeling really emotionally weak. I let people treat me badly. I’ve let 
people disrespect me. I wouldn’t let anyone ever disrespect me in any 
other area. And I don’t know why when matters of the heart are involved, 
I suddenly value myself less. I’m trying to fix that.”

For now, companionship comes from other sources. Rousey’s three 
sisters live nearby. So does Mom. They are reliable fonts of both wisdom 
and reality checks. Burns Ortiz, 32, is the chief marketing officer of a 
video game company. Jennifer, 29, is a middle school history teacher. 
Julia, 17, is a high school student in L.A. “Let’s just say Ronda doesn’t 
get a lot of sympathy,” says AnnMaria. “Yes, she’s running at a fast pace. 
But there are a lot of people who work really, really hard.”

When not in the comfort of the Glendale Fighting Club—“my living 
room,” she calls it—Rousey also hangs out with her Ron-tourage (her 

pun), a quartet of fighters who call 
themselves the Four Horsewomen. 
Rousey, Marina Shafir, Jessamyn 
Duke and Shayna Baszler travel 
(and Instagram) in a pack. Duke 
and Baszler live nearby. Shafir lives 
with Rousey in her newly purchased 
house a few blocks from the beach.

Rousey’s next fight is on Aug. 1 
in Rio. Her opponent is an unde-
feated Brazilian, Bethe  Correia. 
While  Rousey seldom wants for 
motivation, it’s easy to come by this 
time.  Correia has beaten both Duke 
and Baszler. When Rousey says, 
“It’s gotten personal,” it’s more 
than the usual prefight promotion. 
Unfortunately for  Correia her first 
name is pronounced Betchey, which 
sounds an awful lot like bitch to 
American ears. That’s not some-
thing Rousey can ignore. One crack 
among many: “I got 99 problems, 
but Bethe ain’t one.”

Rousey intends to make it 
 another gloriously fast fight, in part 
to sustain her mystique, but also for 
practical reasons. “The shorter my 
fights are, the longer I can fight.” 
she says. “And if I keep coming out 
unscathed, I feel like I can fight 
forever. It’s like you’re a rock that 
got thrown into a river. You’ll be 
able to enjoy that nice clean, cool, 
amazing water for a long time, but 
after a while it’s going to start to 
erode away all your edges. I want 
to stop before it really erodes me.”

August, though, is a long way 
off. Before then the quintessential 
contemporary athlete will contin-
ue to embrace all that comes with 
quintessence. She won’t just drink 
from the chalice of celebrity; she’ll 
lick the bottom. There’s the book 
to promote. The premiere of the 
Entourage movie, and the filming 
of another—Mile 22. More prod-
ucts to endorse; more events to 
attend; more causes for the cham-
pion to champion. She’ll do it all, 
continuing to hyperextend time 
as if it were the elbow of  another 
pitiable  opponent. ±
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TO UNDERSTAND just how coveted Patrick Ewing was 30 years 
ago, you have to forget what you know about the NBA in its 
current incarnation and return to a time when big men ruled 
the league. And not since Lew Alcindor left UCLA in 1969 had 
there been a giant as dominant as the 7-foot, 240-pound Ewing. 
In four years at Georgetown, Ewing took the Hoyas to three 
NCAA finals, winning one. He offered the total package. He 
could score in the post, defend, rebound and knock down an 
18-foot jumper. In Ewing, teams saw not just talent but salva-
tion: ticket sales, playoff runs and, most of all, relevance. He 
was, as this magazine put it at the time, possibly “the most 
recognized athlete ever to enter a major professional league.” 

The seven nonplayoff teams each had an equal, 14.3% 
chance at Ewing. They ranged from the truly downtrodden 
(the league-worst Warriors, out of the postseason since 1977) 
to the temporarily stumbling (the Hawks, who had barely 
missed the playoffs, some believe on purpose). The Seattle 

Super Sonics had Jack Sikma, a power forward masquerading 
as a center, and not much else. Clippers GM Carl Scheer sent 
letters of apology to the team’s  season-ticket holders after a 
31–51 season. The Pacers still resembled the ABA team they 
once were, while the Kings had recently fled Kansas City under 
a downpour of boos for the pasturelands of Sacramento, the 
NBA equivalent of witness relocation.

And then there were the Knicks, coming off their worst 
campaign in 20 years. Star forward Bernard King missed 
25 games; center Bill Cartwright was out the whole season. 
Many nights, Madison Square Garden had been half full. 

If there was a perfect landing spot for Ewing, it was 
New York, the league’s biggest market. We consider the 1980s 
an NBA heyday, but it’s easy to forget that most of that growth 
came in the second half of the decade. In the spring of ’85, 
Michael Jordan was still a rookie on a bad Bulls team, the 

IN THE beginning, before the talk of frozen envelopes and 
creased corners and all the rest, the first NBA draft lottery 
had a simple goal: Stop Donald Sterling.

The year was 1984 and NBA teams were tanking with a 
Hinkie-esque gusto, but none as publicly as the San Diego 
Clippers, who were owned by Sterling, a 50-year-old real 
estate magnate who preferred his employees subservient and 
his shirts open to the navel. Two years earlier, as his Clippers 
trotted out increasingly inept lineups, Sterling had proclaimed, 
“We’ve got to bite the bullet. We can win by losing.”

The problem was, he was right. The draft order was deter-
mined by inverse order of finish, with the top spot hinging on 
a coin flip between the sorriest franchise in each conference. 
It was a tanker’s paradise: The worst the worst could do was 
the second choice. But the Clippers weren’t even the best at it. 
In 1982–83 the Rockets ripped off a series of stirring losing 
streaks and then won the coin flip for Ralph Sampson. A season 
later Houston set to work again, losing 20 of its last 27 games 
to  overtake—who else?—the Clippers on the final day of the 
season. (Late in the season Rockets coach Bill Fitch played 
the 38-year-old Elvin Hayes 52 out of a possible 53 minutes in 
an overtime game. Hayes, perhaps still gassed, retired a week 
later.) Houston won the flip again. This time, the reward was 
Akeem Olajuwon.

Owners and league officials were, as then 76ers general 
manager Pat Williams recalls now, “beside themselves with 
anger and frustration.” David Stern, the league’s young, ambi-
tious (and recently installed) commissioner, was determined 
to do something. There was no time for task forces or com-
mittees. Instead, at the board of governors meeting in June, 
the lottery was introduced and approved.

The hurry was understandable, for the 1985 draft promised 
the most exciting, and potentially lucrative, prize in decades.

I
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modern  Lakers-Celtics  rivalry was still blossoming, and the 
NBA was dogged by dwindling attendance,  money-leaking  
franchises and a cocaine problem so widespread that an ’82 
Los Angeles Times story reported that 75% of the players were 
on drugs. Just two years earlier the league had come close to 
disbanding six of its 23 teams.

Now, the NBA’s four-year, $91.9 million TV deal with CBS was 
set to expire after the season. Ewing in Sacramento did not move 
the TV needle. But Ewing in the Big Apple? Wrote The New York 
Times before the lottery, “There is a strong feeling among league 
officials and television advertising executives that the NBA will 
benefit most if [Ewing] winds up in a Knicks uniform.” 

Others took it a step further. Stan Kasten, then the GM of 
the Hawks, recalls attending a college tournament in Hawaii 
a few months before the lottery. “I was sitting with a couple of 
NBA guys,” says Kasten, “and I remember one high-ranking  

team executive, who I will not name, was a million percent con-
vinced of what was going to happen. ‘He’s going to the Knicks,’ 
he kept saying. ‘He’s going to the Knicks. It’s all arranged.’ ”

Kasten pauses, chuckles. “I didn’t believe him at the time.”

DAVID JOEL STERN never lacked for ambition. 
Both street smart (he learned people skills 
watching his father run a successful New York 
City deli) and book smart (Columbia Law), he 

was promoted from his position of NBA executive vice presi-
dent to commissioner in February 1984, at 41. Instituting the 
lottery was one of his first acts and, most agreed, a necessary 
move to protect the league’s integrity. But what he did next 
was equally novel: He decided to televise it.

This may seem obvious now, but this was a pre–Kiper Jr. age, 
an era blissfully bereft of 24-hour hot takes. Half the NBA playoff 
games weren’t even on national TV at the time, and the draft 
had aired on the USA Network, on a weekday, in the afternoon. 
What’s more, interest was so low that, according to Stern, the 
NBA actually paid USA $40,000 to carry the draft one year.

The lottery? It was basically a glorified drawing of straws. 
Nonetheless, Stern was determined to 
leverage it. Any buzz was good buzz.

So it was that on the morning of the 
lottery, Sunday, May 12, CBS reporter 
Pat O’Brien arrived early at the Wal-
dorf Astoria in midtown Manhattan. 
Then 37 and brilliantly mustachioed, 
O’Brien had written out a handful of 
lines, depending on which team got 
the first pick. Most involved the phrase 
“Basketball’s back in. . . .” 

The NBA had credentialed more 
than 100 media and invited another 
100 guests, all of whom crowded into 
the Starlight Roof on the 18th floor. 
Once one of the city’s hippest night-
clubs, hosting Duke Ellington and 

Glenn Miller under a retractable roof, the Starlight had tem-
porary blue walls bearing the NBA emblem. And there, on the 
stage next to a podium, sat what appeared to be a bizarrely 
large, transparent beach ball.

The ball—a plastic drum,  really—was the brainchild of Rick 
Welts, a 32-year-old rising star in the NBA office whom Stern 
had deputized to design a lottery that would be both fair and, 
against all odds, entertaining. So they’d turned to Hugh Rasky, 
a set designer known for working on presidential debates. After 
rejecting a number of ideas, they settled on using the drum to 
shuffle seven envelopes, each one a square foot. 

In retrospect it seems a peculiar decision. Square objects 
don’t exactly roll inside a circular container like, say, Ping-Pong 
balls. But the NBA had its reasons. For one, “we were afraid of 
having the thing pop open and all the balls fly out,” says Brian 
McIntyre, who was head of the league’s then minuscule media 
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relations staff. The hope was also to make the ceremony seem 
dignified, and everyone agreed that Ping-Pong balls felt more 
like a circus (or an actual lottery). More important was to get 
the team logos on the cards inside the envelopes to pop on the 
20-inch TV sets of the day. And if they were going to be placed 
in order on a shelf, they needed to be square. So: giant enve-
lopes. At the first dress rehearsal, in Stern’s office, an envelope 
came flying out of the drum, “much to our horror,” says Welts.

The event was to take place at halftime of a Sixers-Celtics 
playoff game. By 1 p.m., a little under an hour before the 
show went live, the Starlight Roof was packed. At least one 
reporter, if not more, had flown in from every lottery city. 
Three Atlanta stations were running live remotes. 

Even so, O’Brien remembers it being eerily quiet. “It was 
very, very tense,” he says. “I’ve been in courtrooms and murder 
trials that weren’t that tense.” On stage, representatives from 
the seven teams fidgeted in their seats. Back home, Seattle was 
hosting a St. Patrick Ewing Day, while the Clippers had arranged 
to open their switchboards on that Sunday for the deluge of 
 season-ticket requests. The Kings were holding a party at the 
site of the new Sacramento Arena that included two psychics. 
Meanwhile, Knicks GM Dave DeBusschere had a horseshoe from 
prize harness racer On the Road Again. He also later admitted 
that earlier that morning, at the 9:15 Mass at St. Joseph’s near 
his home, he may have been “a little selfish” during his prayers. 

Around 1:45 the playoff game went to halftime. From the 
Waldorf, O’Brien prepared to go live. As both an inside joke 
with a friend and an homage of sorts, he had decided to host the 
event as if he were David Brinkley. So, to lighten the mood, he 
stated with mock gravity that the security guard was unarmed.

Moments later Stern took the stage. What unfolded next 
has since become the Zapruder film of sports, watched and 
rewatched on YouTube and dissected by conspiracy theorists. 
Stern explaining the process. A white-haired man from the 
accounting firm of Ernst & Whinney, Jack Wagner, tossing 
seven envelopes into the plastic globe one at a time, pausing for 
the briefest of  moments—perhaps to adjust his aim?—before  
dumping in the fourth, which bangs off the interior of the 
drum, creasing the corner. The NBA’s head of security, Jack 
Joyce, spinning the drum five times. Stern exhaling visibly 
and reaching in for the first choice, the one that will determine 
Ewing’s fate. Stern fumbling around for a moment, grasping 
and turning the envelopes, then lifting out the lucky one—
which just so happens to have a creased corner.

After choosing six more, placed in order behind the first 
envelope, Stern began the reveal, counting down from the final 
selection. “The seventh pick in the 1985 draft,” he announced 
in that nasal voice, “goes to the Golden State Warriors!”

And with that, the camera panned to Al Attles, the proud, 
stoic face of the Bay Area franchise, a GM and former coach 
whose team had finished with the worst record and, just a year 
earlier, would have been guaranteed at least the No. 2 choice. 
“He looked,” recalls Williams, the Sixers’ GM, “like he got hit 
in the face with an ax handle.” Sitting next to Attles, Kasten 

reached out and patted his arm, as if comforting the bereaved. 
Attles’s face sank and then rose in disbelief. “It was,” recalls 
Los Angeles Times NBA writer Sam McManis, “like watching 
a man go through the five stages of grief right there on stage.”

Meanwhile, Stern continued opening  envelopes—the Kings, 
Hawks, Sonics, Clippers. Finally, it was down to Indiana and 
New York: One would get Ewing, the other Creighton center 
Benoit Benjamin or Oklahoma power forward Wayman Tis-
dale. Stern yanked and clawed, but the envelope refused to 
open. Finally, he broke through the Scotch tape that Ernst & 
Whinney had used to seal it. He looked up. “The second pick 
in the 1985 NBA draft . . . goes to the Indiana Pacers!” 

A tremendous roar arose from the crowd, including the 
New York media, and three things occurred simultaneously: 
Pacers co-owner  Herb Simon stood up and then sat back down 
in a daze, like a man unsure of his purpose; DeBusschere 

pounded the table with a fist (“I thought he was going to 
break the table,” says McIntyre); and O’Brien near-shouted, 
“Basketball is back in New York City, my friends!” a line fans 
would parrot back to him for decades. 

Over the next two hours the Madison Square Garden ticket 
office received more than 1,000 calls. Knicks fans bought 
rounds of shots in New York taverns, and in Washington the 
press-shy Ewing granted a pair of interviews, one to CBS and 
one to Sports Illustrated.

The young commissioner was elated. “We were very pleased 
with the lottery,” Stern told the press. “The interest was great. 
People are talking about the lottery instead of drugs, unauthor-
ized franchise moves or anything else negative.”

It did little to dampen the mood in the NBA office when, 
a day later, a New York tabloid reported a curious fact: 
Ernst & Whinney just happened to also be the auditing firm 
for Gulf & Western, which just happened to own the Knicks. 
Asked by McManis about the possibility of a fix, Madison 
Square Garden president Jack Krumpe responded, “Hey, I told 
them how to fix it 60 days ago. You call up Ernst & Whinney 
and you say, ‘If we don’t get Ewing, you’re fired.’ ”

As McManis wrote at the time, “Krumpe was  joking—
presumably.” Meanwhile, an Indianapolis TV station used a 
freeze-frame to point out that the corner of the Knicks’ enve-
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lope was bent. Other reports surfaced claiming the envelope 
had been placed in a freezer, so that it would be colder to the 
touch and easy for Stern to pick out.

Stern brushed off questions about a rigged outcome. “If 
people want to say that [the lottery was fixed], fine,” he said. 
“As long as they spell our name right. That means they’re 
interested in us. That’s terrific.” 

THREE DECADES later the Ewing lottery lives on, in 
ways small and large. Most obvious, it has inspired 
a generation of giddy skeptics. Go online and you’ll 
find their work: a short documentary on YouTube 

titled “The Big Fix”;  dissertation-length  message-board discus-
sions; a 2012 story by Patrick Hruby, who watched the lottery 
video with a professional magician in hopes of discovering 
sleight of hand. (The evidence was inconclusive.)

But to focus solely on the conspiracy theories is to miss the 
larger impact of that first lottery. It was the first anti tanking 
effort implemented by any major sports league—no small feat. 
In the years that followed, the league fine-tuned the system, 
tweaking it in 1987 so that the worst team was assured no 
worse than the fourth pick. Today the process is imposingly 
complicated (and open to just a handful of invited journal-
ists). Four of 14 numbered Ping-Pong balls are drawn from 

a drum three times, allowing for 1,001 possible numerical 
combinations that determine which teams get the top three 
picks. None of this has stopped teams from tanking (cough, 
cough, Sixers), but the system is the best in the four major 
sports. More important, when first installed, the lottery re-
stored a much-needed measure of credibility to the league. 

Then there are the basketball ripples. On the day of the lot-
tery, DeBusschere said, “We just became a very good team.” 
(In reality it took years, and the arrival of Pat Riley, and then 
Jeff Van Gundy, for the Knicks to flourish with Ewing.) But the 
team most affected by that first draft lottery may have been the 
Warriors. Under the old rules they would have had a 50-50 shot 
at Ewing. Instead, Golden State got the seventh pick. The War-
riors did well enough, drafting future Hall of Fame swingman 
Chris Mullin, but the franchise would still spend the next, oh, 
quarter century desperately in search of a bona fide big man. 

There are other interesting what-if scenarios. Imagine 
Ewing and Reggie Miller together in Indiana. Or Ewing 
and Dominique Wilkins in Atlanta. Then again, the lottery 
teams could have helped themselves plenty if they’d just 
chosen better. That 1985 draft class was full of gems: Detlef 
Schrempf, Charles Oakley, Karl Malone, Joe Dumars, Terry 
Porter. Instead, in a testament to the bias of the day, four of 
the top six picks were big men, and three of them—Benjamin , 
Jon Koncak and Joe Kleine—amounted  to little. 

The greatest lasting impact of that lottery, however, may 
have been cultural. “It really was one of the [NBA’s] first 
genius marketing moves,” says McManis. “Stern was such 
a ham. I might have written at the time that he was like Pat 
Sajak, but he was more like Vanna White, turning over these 
letters. It was great theater.” Indeed, within a few years the 
lottery was drawing higher ratings than the games for which 
it served as halftime entertainment. 

Stern would build on the lottery model, ambitiously elevat-
ing spectacle whenever possible. Publishing, events, licensing, 
home entertainment, international TV deals, All-Star weekend: 
Stern wanted in on all of it. In his first seven years the league 
set attendance records every season, licensed merchandise 
sales increased 437%, salaries rose 177%, network television 
fees jumped six fold and franchises tripled in value.

Today, the lottery remains appointment viewing for NBA 
fans. There is actually a YouTube compilation, widely viewed, 
of the top 10 draft lottery moments. They’re about what you’d 
expect. Envelopes opened. Clippers representatives making 
weird faces. Deputy commissioner Russ Granik looking serious. 
Lots of Grizzlies finishing second. It is strangely compelling.

In each case the drama arises from the stakes and the human-
ity. Owners and GMs spend years, and hundreds of millions 
of dollars, to put their team in the best possible position. They 
use  cutting-edge analytics to gain the tiniest advantage. And 
yet the most important moment is often determined by pure, 
ruthless luck. Unlike MLB and the NFL, where stars can help 
a team, in the NBA stars are the team; 18 of the last 24 cham-
pions have had Michael Jordan, Kobe Bryant, Tim Duncan or 
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LeBron James. “When you’re up there, your heart is beating, 
your palms are sweaty,” says Williams, who is something of 
a lottery whisperer, having won it four times, once with the 
Sixers and three times with the Magic. “Back home, you’re 
expected to win it, like you have some control over it. It’s a 
fragile way to make a living.” 

BUT WHAT if the bounces those plastic spheres take 
are preordained? Or the balls somehow weighted? 
Which brings us back to the conspiracy theories. 
They cropped up again when expansion Orlando 

won two years in a row, and then when the Wizards won in 
2001 after Michael Jordan became a part-owner . And, most 
recently, in ’12 when the New Orleans Hornets, in the process of 
being sold by the league to Tom Benson, snagged the first pick.

Still, nothing resonates like that first lottery. Year by year, 
the myth grows, fueled by the Internet and social media and 
the sports equivalent of birthers. Those who lived through it 
have varying reactions. “It’s pretty funny to the people who 
were actually involved,” says Welts, now the president of the 
Warriors. “I’ll tell you to the day I die, one thing we never 
even talked about in the weeks leading up to the lottery is 
what we’d do if New York won. We were more focused on the 
process than the outcome.” He laughs. “But no one’s going to 
believe me any more than they did that day. . . .”

Ed Desser, who co-produced the event, echoes that sentiment. 
“It was hilarious when all the conspiracy stuff started,” he says. 
“Like, Oh, really? We were just worried about the things not 
falling out of the drum. We couldn’t have been clever enough to 
think about freezing cards or bending cards.” Others became 
annoyed. “At first we tried to defuse it with humor, because it 
was such a ridiculous supposition,” says McIntyre. “Then we 
started to get a bit ticked, then we just said nothing.” O’Brien 
says he’s asked about that lottery, reliably, every year. “Did it 
happen?” he asks. “Here’s the thing about David. He’s smart 
enough to pull that off. He’s also smart enough not to do it.”

If DeBusschere, who died in 2003, was in on it, he never 
fessed up, according to his son Peter. O’Brien says he tried 
to pry it out of DeBusschere: “Dave was a good friend, and 
we’d go drinking together in New York. I’d say, ‘C’mon, what’s 
the deal?’ And he said, ‘I was as surprised as anybody.’ And 
if you look at it, you can tell.”

Even the GMs who lost out aren’t buying in. “It’s just not 
that easy to keep conspiracies quiet,” says Kasten, now the 
president and part-owner  of the Dodgers. Williams laughs. 
“A frozen card and David felt around in there till he found 
the cold one. Can you imagine? On national TV?” He pauses. 
“I don’t think the NBA office is that smart.”

This is not to say there aren’t believers. It’s just that they 
are careful with their words. Even now, in retirement, Stern 
holds sway. In talking to people around the NBA, I heard 
all manner of theories, but very few for attribution. Things 
like: “The league wouldn’t do that now, but back then? They 
were desperate.” And: “The feeling remains very, very strong 

around the league that it 
happened, about three in 
10. There are people who 
believe Stern would have 
done anything back then.” 

A nd t hen t here a re 
those who see it practi-
cally. “Yeah, I can see him 
doing it,” says one promi-
nent agent. “But so what if 
he did? It worked out. He 
helped save the league.”

Of course, only one man 
really knows. 

IT IS a warm morn-
ing in New York 
Cit y, a lmost 30 
years to the day 

since that draft lottery, 
and Stern has agreed to 
discuss it. The original 
idea was to meet in person, 
perhaps go back up to the 
Starlight Roof, but Stern is 

busy, even in retirement. So instead we speak on the phone. 
This is a fitting time to talk. The lottery is approaching, and 

the Knicks have a 19.9% chance of winning it, second only 
to the Timberwolves’ 25.0%. Peter DeBusschere, still a big 
Knicks fan, has said he plans to wear the baby-blue striped 
necktie that his father wore that fateful day in 1985. Maybe 
it will provide a spark of luck.

Now, when asked about the specifics of the lottery, Stern 
claims, “I can’t remember that much,” but as he’s prompted, 
the details come back. He talks about what mandated change 
(“There was too large an incentive to lose”); about the ad hoc 
nature of the process (“We didn’t do regression analyses, 
we just decided to throw a bunch of envelopes in a circular 
bin”); and his visible nervousness that day (“I wasn’t a televi-
sion personality”). He claims, a bit dubiously, that he hadn’t 
thought about what would happen if the Knicks won (“We 
were totally focused on not tripping up ourselves”). And he 
declines to take credit for the lottery’s ongoing success (“It 
wasn’t planned, it wasn’t programmed”).

Asked about the “as 
long as they get our name 
right” quote, he laughs. 
“Just shows that I was a 
wise guy then,” he says.

Eventually, inevitably, I 
ask about the conspiracy 
theories. In the past Stern’s 
responses on the subject 
have been, shall we say, 
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POWER BALLER 
An original 

Dream Teamer and 

11-time All-Star in 

New York, Ewing led 

the Knicks to the 1994 

Finals, where they lost to 

Houston in their deepest 

playoff run in 21 years.
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Every month, SI.com’s 
Longform will feature 

a story on the best 
year in sports,

1985. Check them out 
at SI.com/1985

SI.COM



 IT’S LIKE 
 YOUR TONGUE 
 CRASHED INTO 
 A CHOCOLATY, 
 PEANUTY, 
CARAMEL 
ICEBERG. ICE CREAM SATISFACTION

isn’t belief the root of fandom? We want to believe in possibility. 
At the same time we also crave excuses. A rationale. We want 
to believe that the playing field isn’t level, or otherwise we’d 
have to confront the fact that maybe, just maybe, our team isn’t 
that good. In the end, then, isn’t mythology the most powerful 
force in the sports world? No doubt the year after the Ewing 
lottery many people tuned in just to see if something peculiar 
would happen again, and then again the year after that and the 
year after that. Wasn’t that Stern’s aim throughout his career: 
to get people to pay attention?

There is a short pause on the other end of the phone. And 
then Stern says something unexpected: “That’s correct.”

He continues, “The mythology extends to whichever team 
loses the game, saying, ‘Oh, it’s the referees.’ It’s perpetual, 
it really is. That became sort of another lure [of the league]. 
Like the idea that we banned Michael Jordan.” 

It brings to mind something Stern said a few minutes earlier: 
“It’s all drama.” It was meant dismissively but it can be inter-
preted another way. What if, in the end, the most convincing 
act Stern put on wasn’t that day on stage at the Waldorf Astoria, 
30 years ago, but the one he maintained all those years after?

Was the lottery rigged? Most likely not. Then again, it’s 
possible we’ll never know for sure. 

And maybe, deep down, that’s just how Stern likes it. ±

unpredictable. Sometimes he has joked, cracking, “We have 
the loot from the Brink’s robbery and the Great Train Robbery as 
well” (to Ian Eagle of CBS). Other times he has been dismissive, 
as when he told Harvey Araton of The New York Times in 2012, 
“It’s crazy, ridiculous.” Occasionally he has bristled, asking if 
his questioner really wants to accuse him of a felony (as he did 
to Frank Isola of the New York Daily News). Then there was 
the time, in 2012, when Jim Rome asked Stern, “Was the fix in 
for the lottery?” Stern was not happy. “I have two answers for 
that,” Stern said. “I’ll give you the easy one, no. And a state-
ment: Shame on you for asking.” When Rome kept pushing, 
Stern fired back: “Have you stopped beating your wife yet?”

On this morning Stern’s guard is not up, at least not that 
high. He compares the theories to a “gossip column of sorts” 
and notes how the Internet has fueled the believers. As for the 
Rome incident, he says, “I so enjoyed that [interaction]. The 
fact is, I was using the metaphor of, ‘Are you still beating your 
wife’ to say, ‘Ask me a no-win question.’ ”

Maybe it’s retirement, but for whatever the reason, at 72, 
Stern seems to have mellowed on the subject. He is presented 
with an admittedly digressive hypothesis: What if conspiracy 
theories—true or not—are actually good for the league? If we 
definitively knew the answer to whether Jordan got banned for 
gambling or Stern fixed the lottery, we’d stop wondering. And 



PATRIOTS OWNER Robert Kraft is renowned for his 
business acumen, both inside of football and in the larger 

corporate world. As he’s told me more than once, he believes one 
of the most important things a businessman must do is hire the 
right people. What makes someone “right”? In order: loyalty, 
integrity and character, followed by work ethic and intelligence.

Kraft in many ways made NFL commissioner Roger Goodell. 
Kraft helped push through Goodell’s election in 2006. Five 
years later Kraft left his ailing wife, Myra, to convince the 
players that Goodell, who was widely despised, and the league 
could be trusted in negotiations for a new collective bargain-
ing agreement. Kraft helped promote and justify Goodell’s 
salary increase from $11.5 million before the 2011 lockout to 
an average of $37 million over the last two fiscal years. And 
in the wake of last year’s Ray Rice debacle, Goodell’s darkest 
hour, Kraft defended Goodell to the public and worked behind 
the scenes to make sure other owners remained loyal to the 
embattled commissioner. 

For his part Goodell, in the eyes of some, went easy on the 
Pats after Spygate (relative to subsequent infractions by other 
teams). In addition, as of 2010, the Patriots had generated the 
most complaints to the Competition Committee during the Bill 
Belichick era, and many team executives felt the issues raised 
were swept under the rug. Goodell has been a guest at Kraft’s 
home and charity events, and according to a story in GQ, Goodell 
relies so much on Kraft’s input that the latter is derisively called 
“the assistant commissioner” by one NFL executive. 

Now comes the Goodell-commissioned Wells Report, which 
implicates Patriots quarterback Tom Brady and other members 
of the organization in a scheme to under inflate game balls. Ac-
cording to several people close to Kraft, the Pats’ owner sees the 
investigation and report as an act of disloyalty—the worst offense. 
They say that in Kraft’s mind the league came after Brady, who 
was suspended for four games on Monday, over a minor issue 
that’s not worthy of the time, money and effort poured into it. 

The entire incident began when the Colts intercepted a ball in 
the first half of the AFC championship game and found it to have 
low pressure. After the Colts informed the league, all 11 of the Pa-
triots’ balls were inspected and found to be below the allowable 

level. Patriots sources are steadfast—and 
their belief was conveyed to the league, 
according to a source—that Mike Kensil, 
the NFL’s VP of game operations, walked 
up to Patriots equipment manager Dave 
Schoenfeld on the sideline after halftime 
and said, “We weighed the balls. You are 
in big f------ trouble.” New England and 
Kraft thought this incident, and others, 
showed bias by the league and would 
be explored in the Wells Report. But the 
Patriots’ theories (including another in 
which they believed the Colts deflated 
the intercepted ball) were tossed aside, 
with the report simply calling the sideline 
interaction a difference in recollection. 

“I really don’t see how Robert is going 
to get past this with Roger,” says a source 
close to Kraft. “Robert was furious with 
the leaks and the investigation in the first 
place, but he figured they’d be exonerated. 
Now he’s out of his mind with anger.”

Will Kraft seek to have Goodell 
 replaced? It’s possible, and we’ll know 
soon. As chairman of the NFL’s broadcast-
ing committee, Kraft has to work more 
closely with Goodell than any other owner. 
After this season the NFL can opt out of its 
deal with CBS for Thursday-night games, 
which means a decision needs to be made 
soon. If Kraft steps away from the commit-
tee, Goodell could be in trouble. Kraft, in 
effect, would have signaled that he’s done 
putting the league ahead of his personal 
interest. There’s nothing more dear to him 
than the reputation of his football team 
and Brady, his biggest star.  

Of course Kraft may put the perceived 
slight behind him. If he does, Goodell 
will have strengthened his position. Most 
of the other 31 ownership groups have 
long thought they play by one set of rules 
while, thanks to Kraft’s influence, the 
Patriots play by another. Some of that is 
rooted in jealousy over the Patriots’ four 
Super Bowl titles. But for Goodell, stand-
ing up to Kraft may save a career that 
once looked headed for ruin. In the end 
Goodell may have realized that loyalty 
only gets you so far.  ±

Goodell’s 
 Unsure Grip

B Y GREG A .  BED A RD
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After halftime 
of the 

AFC title game, 
an NFL official 

told the 
Pats’ equipment 

manager, 
“We weighed 
the balls. You 

are in big f------ 
trouble.” 

New England and 
Kraft thought 

this incident, and 
others, showed bias 

by the league and 
would be explored 

in the Wells Report.

Is Tom Brady’s 
punishment 

justified?
Join the  

discussion on 
Twitter by  

using  
#SIPointAfter  
and following  

@GregABedard

POINT 
AFTER 



This face doesn’t lie. It’s into sports.
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  NEWLY REFINED FROM  
 THE INSIDE OUT.

ZOO}-ZOO}MazdaUSA.com

2016 M{ZD{ 6
Welcome to the newly refi ned interior of the Mazda6. Available with beautifully crafted stitching, soft leather 
accents and satin chrome trim that bring even more luxury to the well-appointed cabin. The available MAZDA 
CONNECT™ keeps you in touch1 with everything you need from Facebook and Twitter to Pandora® and Stitcher™ 
internet radio. We won’t blame you if you don’t want to get out. This is the Mazda6, and it starts at $21,495.2

1 Don’t drive while distracted. Even with voice commands, only use MAZDA CONNECT™ / other devices when safe. Some features may be locked out while the vehicle is in gear.
 Not all features are compatible with all phones. Message and data rates may apply. 2Starting at $21,495 MSRP plus $820 destination (Alaska $865) for 2016 Mazda6 Sport with manual
 transmission. 2016 Mazda6 Grand Touring with Technology Package shown, $32,675 MSRP plus $820 destination (Alaska $865). MSRP excludes taxes, title and license fees. Actual 
 dealer price will vary. See dealer for complete details. Optional equipment shown.


