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     ALBERT PUJOLS SI Now celebrated 

its 500th episode last Thursday by 

welcoming a few big names who could relate, 

including the Angels’ nine-time All Star, who 

belted home run number 500 in April 2014.

TOM VERDUCCI: In the 

1999 draft you lasted 

into the 13th round. 

Do you still have a chip 

on your shoulder?

ALBERT PUJOLS: You 

give me chills when 

you mention that; I was 

really disappointed. I 

wanted to quit baseball 

for a minute. I came 

back crying and told 

my wife, “I remember 

when I was in the D.R., 

I could have signed 

for 30 pairs of batting 

blowing my phone up 

with congratulations. 

I remember my first 

base hit in Colorado, 

against Mike Hampton. 

I went 1 for 9 in that 

series and was like, Here 

we go. Then I got [eight] 

RBIs in the next series. I 

remember because I like 

to watch my highlights, 

just look at my swings. 

TV: Thirteen years later 

home runs numbers 499 

and 500, in the same 

game. I heard you actually 

called it, hitting two?

AP: It was one of those 

feelings; I was swinging 

the bat well. I told 

my wife, “You better 

get to Washington.” 

When I look at that 

highlight, I just look at 

my teammates walking 

from the dugout.

TV: How high can you go?

AP: I’ve got seven years 

left in my contract. 

Maybe when I’m done it’s 

700 . . . 750. ±

gloves; I just wanted to 

play baseball.” I gave 

myself a three-year shot: 

If I don’t make it to the 

big leagues, then I quit. 

I use that. There were a 

couple of people in the 

Cardinals’ organization 

that said I was just a 

draft-and-follow guy, that 

I wasn’t going to make it.

TV: When did Tony 

La Russa tell you that 

you’d made the club?

AP: I found out first from 

my family. They were 

LAST WEEK ON SI NOW

EPISODE: APRIL 30

GM Dan Duquette on the 
“sense of purity” he felt 
as the Orioles played in an 
empty Camden Yards

EPISODE: APRIL 30

TNT’s Kenny Smith says 
the Bulls are still NBA 
title contenders—even as 
they head to Cleveland

EPISODE: APRIL 29

The Andrettis—Michael, 
Mario and Marco—
take on SI Now’s 
Fast Five questions

EPISODE: APRIL 29

What Hall of Fame receiver 
Tim Brown would have 
done if he’d had Jerry 
Rice’s QBs throwing to him
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“It was one of 
those feelings. 
I told my wife, 
‘You better get 
to Washington.’ ”
—Albert Pujols

WITH HOST

MAGGIE  

GRAY

+
WATCH SI NOW

SI.COM/SINOW

LIVE WEEKDAYS AT 1 P.M. EST

POWERED BY FORD

For more of Pujols’s 

interview, plus the SI Now 

archive, go to SI.com/videos

  



  



  



Leading
Of

1 
of 

3

A Win 
And a 
Sprayer
■ Ahmed Zayat, 

the owner of 

American Pharoah, 

got a celebratory 

soaking from 

jockey Victor 

Espinoza after the 

bay colt won the 

Kentucky Derby 

last Saturday at 

Churchill Downs 

in Louisville 

(page 27). The 

victory was Zayat’s 

first in a Triple 

Crown race and 

Espinoza’s fifth, 

including three in 

the Derby. 

PHOTOGRAPH BY 

BILL FRAKES 

FOR SPORTS ILLUSTRATED

  



  



Leading
Of

2 
of 

3

CP3, 
For Two, 
On One 
Leg, in 
Game 7 
■ Clippers point 

guard Chris Paul 

delivered a driving 

bank shot over 

6' 11" Tim Duncan 

last Saturday in 

Los Angeles to KO 

the defending NBA 

champion Spurs 

111–109 in Game 7 

of their first-round 

playoff series. The 

teams traded the 

lead 31 times, and 

neither held an 

advantage of more 

than three points 

over the final 

5:26. Paul, who 

strained his left 

hamstring in the 

first quarter and 

missed more than 

seven minutes to 

receive treatment, 

hobbled to a team-

high 27 points—

the last two on 

this improbable 

heave off his 

injured leg with 

one second left. 

PHOTOGRAPH BY 

JOHN W. 

MCDONOUGH 

FOR SPORTS ILLUSTRATED

INSET BY

STEPHEN DUNN

GETTY IMAGES

  



  



Leading
Of

3 
of 

3

Manny 
Of the 
People
■ Fans in Manila 

gathered to watch 

their native son—

and Philippine 

congressman—

Manny Pacquiao 

(in yellow) battle 

welterweight Floyd 

Mayweather Jr. 

7,300 miles away 

in Las Vegas 

last Saturday in 

what was billed 

The Fight of the 

Century (page 

20). Pacquiao, 36, 

lost a unanimous 

decision.

PHOTOGRAPH BY 

ROMEO RANOCO 

REUTERS
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Rex Ryan truly is a fascinating guy and 
a great defensive coach. However, the 
story on him completely glossed over and 
rationalized his extreme and perpetual 
deficiencies on the other side of the ball.
Bill Toomey, Newark, Del.

Ryan never got enough credit for 
the job he did in 2014. He gave 
each of the Jets his very best, even 
though everyone knew he would be 
fired after the season. The players 
reciprocated and played hard for 
him to the very end. That’s the 
mark of a good coach.
Robert Wytrwal, Voorheesville, N.Y.

After reading The Prospector by Michael 
Rosenberg, I find Ryan Grigson’s philosophy 
to be curious—that he won’t draft in the first 
four rounds a player he deems a character 
risk. No matter when a player is chosen,  
he can demoralize a team, a city  
and a fan base. Instead of drafting 
Aaron Hernandez in the fourth round, 
would the Patriots take him in  
the fifth? Would Carolina pick  
Greg Hardy again in the sixth?
Arch Tilford, Sandy Springs, Ga.

I could not have 
been happier 
at the outcome 
of the Masters. 
Finally, in  
Jordan Spieth, 
we not only have  
a new great  
golfer to follow, 
but also the 
gentleman’s game 
has added a fine 
young gentleman.

Dan Misko 

Santa Cruz, Calif.

POINT AFTER

I really enjoyed 
Jimmy Rollins’s 
thoughts 
on wearing 
number 42 in 
Dodger blue. But if 
cost is the reason 
young African-
Americans aren’t 
playing the 
game, then there 
wouldn’t be so 
many Dominican, 
Puerto Rican 
or Venezuelan 
players in the 
game either.

Noah Sferra 

Ridgefield, Conn.

PAGE

128

COVER

My wife and I are likely 
among the few to have 
attended both John Wooden’s 
10th NCAA championship 
(1975) and Geno Auriemma’s 
10th (2015). I remain an 
ardent UCLA basketball fan, 
but I also love the skill and 
teamwork of UConn. Coach 
Wooden said, “Winning takes 
talent, to repeat takes 
character.” What greater 
praise can there be for Coach 
Auriemma’s program?

Elcon Levinson, Avon, Conn.
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To donate or volunteer, go to UNITEDWAY.ORG. 

BECAUSE GREAT THINGS HAPPEN WHEN WE LIVE UNITED.

Thanks to our work with NFL PLAY 60, we’ve brought fun fi tness programs 

to more than 35,000 kids. And it can happen here too.

WHAT THIS PLACE NEEDS
IS ACTIVE PLAY EVERY DAY.  



IN THE TWO YEARS 

since Brad Stevens 

left Butler to coach the 

Celtics, Boston has gone 

65–103, including a first-

round sweep by the Cavs 

in the current postseason. 

That hardly seems like the 

kind of record to persuade 

the rest of the league to 

buck the conventional 

wisdom that college 

coaches almost always fail 

in the NBA, but coupled 

with the Thunder’s hiring 

of Billy Donovan from 

Florida last week, it’s 

clear that in the search for 

coaching talent, NBA teams 

are increasingly willing to 

go back to school.

This time they seem to 

have a better idea of what 

to look for. The lengthy 

list of college coaches who 

have flamed out in the pros 

College Admission
The success of Brad Stevens and the rise of Billy Donovan signal 
a rebound for Division I coaches in the NBA. So, who’s next?
BY PHIL TAY L OR

over the last 20 years—

including John Calipari, 

Mike Dunlap, Tim Floyd, 

Leonard Hamilton, Lon 

Kruger, Mike Montgomery, 

Rick Pitino and Reggie 

Theus—scared most 

franchises away from 

dipping into the college 

ranks, but those coaches 

all fell into at least one 

of two categories. They 

were either celebrity 

hires, big-name bosses so 

used to ruling over their 

college fiefdoms that they 

tripped over their own 

outsized egos (Calipari 

and Pitino), or they were 

chosen by franchises in 

such desperately bad shape 

that a combination of John 

Wooden and Red Auerbach 

would have been hard-

pressed to turn their teams 

into winners (Floyd with 

the post Michael Jordan–

Scottie Pippen Bulls). 

Donovan and Stevens 

may be the beginning of 

a college pipeline to the 

pros because they don’t fit 

either description. Stevens 

came from a mid-major 

school that wasn’t even the 

highest-profile program in 

the state of Indiana, and 

Donovan, despite his two 

national championships 

with the Gators, was a 

basketball coach at a 

football school. So they’re 

not likely to make power 

grabs, as Pitino did when 

he stripped Auerbach of 

the largely ceremonial title 

of team president when he 

took over in Boston in 1997. 

Nor do they seem thin-

skinned enough to give in 

to paranoia, as Calipari 

did when he instructed a 

Nets intern to call in to talk 

radio shows pretending to 

be a supportive fan during 

his tenure in New Jersey 

from 1996 through ’99.

Neither Donovan nor 

Stevens took a dead-end 

job, either. Despite their 

relative lack of talent, the 

Celtics have salary-cap 

space and a multitude 

of extra draft picks 

with which to rebuild, 

and in Oklahoma City, 

Donovan has the rare 

luxury of taking over a 

championship contender 

with two of the top 10 

players in the league, 

Kevin Durant and Russell 

Westbrook.

It’s not an accident 

that the increased 

attractiveness of college 

coaches has accompanied 

the growing use of 
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advanced analytics in 

the NBA. Coaches who 

embrace the use of data-

driven ways of assessing 

the game, as Donovan and 

Stevens have, are more 

appealing than ever, and 

those coaches are as likely 

to be found on college 

benches as in the NBA.

UConn’s Kevin Ollie, 

Fred Hoiberg of Iowa State 

and Larry Krystkowiak 

of Utah are among the 

names turning up on the 

NBA coaching rumor mill 

more frequently, partly 

because of Stevens’s 

success. Boston made a 

15-game improvement from 

Stevens’s first year, and he 

somehow guided them into 

the postseason despite a 

constantly changing roster 

that never included a single 

star. (No, Rajon Rondo 

doesn’t qualify.) By all 

rights, the Celtics should 

have been sending their 

leprechaun to the lottery 

later this month. That they 

finished 40–42 with the 

seventh seed, even in the 

admittedly weak Eastern 

Conference, is a sign that 

GM Danny Ainge picked 

the right man for the job.

“Making a successful 

transition is less about X’s 

and O’s or working with 

grown men as opposed 

to young guys, and more 

about being in the right 

organization and sharing 

the same vision with 

your front office,” says 

Ainge. “Guys like Pitino 

and Calipari didn’t fail 

because they can’t coach. 

The failure was from an 

organizational standpoint.”

Because of his longtime 

friendship with Thunder 

executive vice president 

and GM Sam Presti, 

Donovan seems like the 

perfect organizational 

fit. If he can nudge the 

Thunder over the hump to 

a championship, college 

coaches will undoubtedly 

become even more desirable 

to NBA franchises. If recent 

history is any guide, teams 

might be wise to bypass 

high-profile names like Tom 

Izzo of Michigan State and 

Duke’s Mike Krzyzewski 

in favor of coaches more 

likely to be interested in a 

collaborative effort with a 

GM. The myth that college 

coaches can’t succeed in the 

NBA is being exposed as 

just that, which is why there 

are several coaches who 

will probably be leaving 

campus life behind for the 

pros in the next few years. 

Graduation day is coming. ±
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“NBA teams are increasingly 

willing to go back to school. 

This time they seem to have a 

better idea of what to look for.Ó

  



WHEN FLOYD 

Mayweather and 

Manny Pacquiao left the ring 

last Saturday night, there 

was more than one winner. 

Leading up to the Fight 

of the Century, Las Vegas 

estimated that $50 million 

to $80 million would be 

wagered on the bout—

and that was just in their 

sportsbooks. Elsewhere, 

deep-pocketed celebrities 

had their own action, 

including Mark Wahlberg 

and Diddy, who each put up 

$250,000 in a head-to-head 

bet on the fight. (Wahlberg 

took Pacquiao; Diddy 

had Mayweather.) It was 

hardly the first time that a 

boldfaced name has laid an 

outrageous sum on the line.

  —Chris Nashawaty

1% Wagers 
When celebs bet big

Who

Event

Bet

Profit

Note

50 
CENT

2012 NFC 
championship

Super Bowl 
XXXVI

$550,000 on 
the 14-point-
underdog 
Patriots over 
the Rams 

$550,000

Barkley 
claims to 
have lost 
more than 
$10 million 
gambling. 

Game 7  
of the 2013 
NBA Eastern 
Conference 
finals

$5.9 million 
on the Heat 
over the 
Pacers

$5.9 million

Mayweather 
bet another 
$5 million on 
Miami to win 
the NBA Finals 
and collected 
again. 

Super Bowl 
XXXV

$20,000 
preseason 
bet on the 
Ravens at 
28-to-1 odds 

$560,000

He put the 
same amount 
on the 
D-Backs to 
win the World 
Series in ’01 
at 38 to 1 and 
won that too. 

2011 WBO 
welterweight 
title fight 
(Pacquiao vs. 
Shane Mosley)

$1 million on 
Pacquiao

$1 million 

Pacquiao 
made 
$20 million 
that night. 

2014  
Kentucky 
Derby

A 37–1 exacta 
on California 
Chrome and 
Commanding 
Curve

$57,193.90

Churchill 
Downs later 
said he’d been 
overpaid 
$14,000, but 
Welker got 
to keep the 
money. 

$500,000 on 
his 2.5-point-
underdog 
Giants over 
the 49ers

$500,000

He doubled 
down and put 
$1 million on 
Eli & Co. to beat 
the Patriots in 
Super Bowl XLVI. 
The Giants 
won 21–17.

WES 
WELKER

RICK  
ROSS

PHIL 
MICKELSON

FLOYD  
MAYWEATHER

CHARLES 
BARKLEY

After 20 years without a pro football team, Los Angeles has two stadium plans in the works and three teams— 

the Chargers, Raiders and Rams—considering a move to the city. On April 28, NFL commissioner Roger Goodell  

weighed in, saying that only one of the two projects will go forward. A vote, which requires a “yes” from 24 of the  

32 NFL owners, could take place as soon as the fall. Here’s a breakdown of the proposals.                    —Jori Epstein

Current status: approved 
by the city; detailed 
plans are finished

Current status: approved by 
the city; plans in development; 

aiming to break ground this year

Location: Carson, on a former 
landfill along the 405 freeway

Location: Inglewood, 10 miles 
southwest of downtown
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Chargers and  
Raiders

The Raiders played in 
L.A. from 1982 to ’94

Chargers also considering  
a new venue in San Diego

 $1.7 billion 

The Chargers, the city 
and Starwood Capital

 70,000

Rams (maybe also the 
Chargers or Raiders)

The Rams played in 
L.A. from 1946 to ’94

St. Louis is offering a 
new $1 billion stadium 

$1.86 billion 

Stan Kroenke, 
Rams owner

80,000
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A-ROD’S AT BATS 

Bridge
The same day, The New 

York Times announced 

it was discontinuing 

its bridge column, 

which has appeared 

regularly since 1935. 

Bridge
On April 27 a British High 

Court judge ruled that the 

English Bridge Union could 

bring a legal challenge 

that would have the card 

game defined as a sport. 

A baker in Manilla 

created a 5' 6", 

70-pound chocolate 

cake resembling 

Manny Pacquiao. 

ÒYikes.Ó 
Zac Stacy

Rams running back 

on Twitter after 

the team selected 

RB Todd Gurley 

with the 10th 

pick. Stacy was 

traded to the Jets 

two days later. 

5
Years since a 

major league baseball 

game ended when a 

base runner was hit 

by a ball in play, until 

it happened twice 

on Saturday, ending 

the Giants’ win over 

the Angels and the 

Dodgers’ win against 

the Diamondbacks.

34
Age of Nate Boyer, a 

long snapper from the 

University of Texas 

who was signed as an 

undrafted free agent 

by the Seahawks. Boyer 

spent six years 

in the Army and 

was deployed to 

Afghanistan each of 

the past two summers.

9
Consecutive New York 

Rangers playoff games 

decided by one goal, 

through Saturday’s 

3–2 win against the 

Capitals, the most 

in NHL history. The 

streak began during 

last year’s Stanley Cup 

finals, which New York 

lost to the Kings.

Career home runs for the Yankees’ Alex Rodriguez, 

tying Willie Mays for fourth on the all-time list. 

Rodriguez’s milestone homer came last Friday in 

Boston. Based on his career rates of one home run 

every 15 at bats and 3.8 at bats per game played, 

here’s how many ABs it will take A-Rod, 39, to reach 

the three players in front of him, and the approximate 

time he’d get there if he remains in the lineup:
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700
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775

810 ABs
to Babe Ruth’s 714

Sept. 2016 1,425 ABs
to Henry Aaron’s 755

May 2018

1,530 ABs  
to Barry Bonds’s 762

June 2018
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Laurel Jaunich and Sadie Otley
Charlotte, Vt.   |  Basketball

Laurel, a 6' 1" junior forward, and Sadie, a 5' 8" junior guard, 

led Champlain Valley Union High to a state-record 71 wins 

in a row and a third straight Division 1 title. Laurel led in 

scoring (15.5 points per game) and Sadie in assists (4.5). 

Calvin Peete 

1943–2015
■ Calvin Peete, the former 

two-time Ryder Cupper 

who died on April 29 at 

71, played golf with dark, 

bony hands, a bent left 

arm, a Kangol hat and, 

early in his pro career, 

diamond studs in his front 

teeth. His long path to the 

PGA Tour, where he won 

12 events between 1979 

and ’86, included many 

days on public tracks 

losing large sums to men 

accustomed to collecting, 

long nights hitting golf 

balls under South Florida 

floodlights and a stint 

selling various wares to 

migrant farmworkers out 

of a 1956 Plymouth station 

wagon. Thirty years ago 

Peete won the tournament 

now known as the Players. 

When it was over, Hale 

Irwin planted his palm 

on Peete’s heart. He knew 

how far the golfer had 

come. It is sometimes 

said that Peete was Tiger 

Woods before there was a 

Tiger Woods. He was not. 

He was Calvin Peete.

 —Michael Bamberger

Dilan Sayer   |  Athens, Ala.   |  Soccer

Dilan, a senior forward at East Limestone High, scored twice in a 

7–0 Class 5A opening-round playoff win over Elkmont High, including 

making his 154th career goal to break the state record. He added his 

156th in a season-ending 3–2 loss to St. John Paul II Catholic High, 

burying a penalty kick to finish the season with a career-high 46 goals.

Lorraine Guillermo   |  Walnut, Calif.   | Tennis

Guillermo, a senior at Pepperdine, carried the Waves to the West 

Coast Conference regular-season and tournament championships 

for the third straight year. The team’s No. 1 singles and doubles 

player in each of those three seasons, she had a 30–6 record this 

season at week’s end and was ranked No. 9 in singles by the ITA.

Cheyenne Eggens   |  Vienna, Ohio   |  Softball

Cheyenne, a senior righthander at Mathews High, struck out 27 in 

11 innings to beat McDonald High 7–6 in the Mustangs’ season opener, 

a complete-game victory that included her 1,000th career strikeout. A 

two-time all-state selction, Cheyenne has a four-year ERA of 0.35 and 

is 14–2 this season through Sunday. She will pitch at South Florida.

Bryan McBride   |  Peoria, Ariz.   |  Track and Field

McBride, a senior at Arizona State, cleared a school-record 

2.30 meters (7' 61⁄2") in the high jump  in his last home meet to help 

the Sun Devils defeat Arizona in the Duel in the Desert. The previous 

record jump, 2.29 meters, had stood for 38 years. McBride matched 

that height at the Drake Relays in April.

Kevin Rice   |  Skaneateles, N.Y.   |  Lacrosse

Rice, a senior attacker at Syracuse, scored three goals and had four 

assists in a 15–14 win over Duke, lifting the Orange to their first 

ACC title. In a conference semifinal he scored an unassisted goal with 

1:48 to play to defeat No. 2 North Carolina 9–8. Rice was named the 

tournament MVP and helped Syracuse reach No. 1 in national polls.
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SCORECARD

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

  



 

 

HELP A VETERAN DURING 
YOUR LUNCH BREAK.

 

 

 

One million American troops are coming home with a new mission - 
to find fulfilling private sector careers. You can play a meaningful role in 
their transition from the military to the corporate world by offering career 
guidance on our Q&A online business community, ACP AdvisorNet.
 
Volunteer 30 minutes of your time to answer questions from these inspiring
men and women. You can review a résumé, provide career tips, and share
industry knowledge. It’s simple - veterans get real advice from real people.

Thousands of America’s business leaders and veterans are already on 
ACP AdvisorNet. You can be too. 

Join our community at www.acp-advisornet.org

American Corporate Partners (ACP) is a non-profit organization that assists 
veterans in their career transition from the armed forces to the civilian workforce.

  



URBAN MEYER

SPRING 

MADNESS

As the 50-year-old coach 
of reigning national 
champ Ohio State sorts 
through quarterbacks for 
the 2015 season, he has 
his eye on the shifting 
fortunes of two of his 
former Florida stars.

 Interview by D A N PAT R I CK

DAN PATRICK: Who’s your 

starting quarterback today?

URBAN MEYER: We can’t 

name one today. Cardale 

[Jones] went through 

spring practice. We’re 

getting Braxton [Miller] 

and J.T. [Barrett] healthy. 

We have three viable guys.

DP: What about reports that 

Miller might transfer?

UM: Those surfaced in 

January, and I asked him, 

and he said absolutely 

not. Obviously anyone 

can change his mind. 

All indications are that 

Braxton is staying.

DP: What’s it like to 

walk out to 100,000 fans 

at a spring game?

UM: I was anticipating a 

good 80,000 because we’ve 

had that before. It looked 

like every seat was taken. 

I wanted to make sure we 

were doing something so 

they’d enjoy it, but our 

job is not to keep the fans 

happy then. We have to keep 

them happy in September. 

DP: What was your reaction 

to Aaron Hernandez’s first-

degree murder conviction?

UM: Horrible all the 

way around.

DP: How surprised were 

you when you first heard he 

was linked to the crime?

UM: Just like you 

would imagine. My 

mouth dropped. 

DP: Did you sign off on 

him to Bill Belichick?

UM: Coach Belichick is a 

friend of mine. I was very 

honest, [saying] you need 

to keep an eye on him. 

Unfortunately you can’t 

lock him up and keep [him] 

away from [his] homeboys. I 

guess that’s what happened.

DP: What do you think of 

your former QB Tim Tebow 

signing with the Eagles?

UM: I just talked to 

him the other day. I’m 

really excited for him. 

He’s in a great place.

DP: What was the 

disconnect between college 

and the pros for Tebow?

UM: There really wasn’t 

[a disconnect]. He took a 

Broncos team that was a 

mess [in 2011] and almost 

made the Super Bowl. The 

whole Jets thing was not 

good for all involved. Then 

he got a chance with the 

Patriots, and that didn’t 

work out. The problem with 

Tim—and this is the only 

problem—is he creates so 

much conversation and 

so many distractions, and 

that spooks some teams.

DP: Do you think the media 

have hurt his chances?

UM: I’ve talked to many of 

the coaches involved. One 

thing every coach wants is to 

focus on his team. When all 

of a sudden ESPN has people 

watching your practice, you 

wake up and there’s Tebow 

this, Tebow this, Tebow 

this—and it’s all about a 

backup quarterback—that 

did wear on people. . . . I 

think we’re beyond that 

now. He’s just a quarterback 

trying to make a team. ±

Roger 

Goodell 

admitted 

that 

pronouncing players’ 

names on draft 

night is tough—he 

struggled with 

Marcus Mariota—but 

it could be worse. “I 

always tease [NHL 

commissioner] Gary 

Bettman,” Goodell 

said. “I’m glad I don’t 

have some of the guys 

he has from Eastern 

Europe. . . . You try 

to do the best you 

can. It’s an important 

day. This is their 

dream come true.” . . . 

West Virginia receiver 

Kevin 

White, 

who was 

taken No. 7 

by Chicago, told me 

why he chose to go 

conservative with 

a beige outfit last 

Thursday. “I don’t 

want to be up there 

for worst suits in the 

draft,” White said. . . . 

Bears 

guard  

Kyle Long 

on how he 

hurt his left hand in 

the Pro Bowl: “When 

you try to block Calais 

Campbell and you’re 

a human being—

because he’s not a 

human being—and 

you put your hands 

on him, your fingers 

don’t agree with 

what you’re doing.”
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SUPER SATURDAY

BY GREG BISHOP 
AND CHRIS MANNIX

AN EPIC DAY IN SPORTS WAS CAPPED BY HISTORY’S RICHEST 

FIGHT—WHICH, SIX YEARS IN THE MAKING, PROVED AN 

ARTISTIC BUST. FLOYD MAYWEATHER JR. EARNED A VICTORY 

OVER MANNY PACQUIAO BUT NOT THE VALIDATION HE CRAVES  

The Last 
Night of 
Boxing . . .  
Until the  
Next One

  



Photograph by 
Robert Beck

For Sports Illustrated

SWING AND A MISS

The dream matchup 
proved to be a snoozer. 

Pacquiao (left) never 
mounted a sustained 

threat, and Mayweather 
failed to close the show.

  



EARLY SUNDAY MORNING, shortly after midnight, dozens of limousines 

idle outside the MGM Grand in Las Vegas. Everyone is silent, still in 

shock, unsatisfied. Jay Z is gone; so are Clint Eastwood and Michael 

Jordan and Donald Trump; and so are the months of excitement and 

anticipation and the relentless cascade of hype.

Crowds huddle near the entrance to the Grand Garden Arena. That’s 

where, an hour earlier, an event among the richest and most publicized 

in sports history concluded. That’s where Floyd Mayweather Jr. trumped 

Manny Pacquiao by unanimous decision as the sold-out arena showered 

Mayweather with boos. And that’s where Mayweather stands behind a 

lectern for the postfight press conference. He is finally ready to  engage—

with what is, in his mind, his foremost opponent, the boxing press.

If this was, as it had been billed, The Fight of the Century, then boxing 

fans can look forward to 85 years of disappointment.

Disaster or not, Mayweather carries a check for $100 million in the 

pocket of his black sweat suit. He talks and talks and talks. Unprompted, 

he compares himself to Muhammad Ali and Jesus and the American 

Dream. He tells reporters three times that he made them eat their words 

and that he will spend the majority of Sunday reading what they wrote 

about him—this after saying he never reads anything that anybody 

writes. He mentions his sponsors and thanks God and his adviser and 

his father and his network, Showtime. He promises to retire after his 

next bout, in September. “I’m just the American Dream,” he says again. 

Because it wasn’t clear enough the first time.

Mayweather’s acolytes, The Money Team, stand behind him, or off 

to the side, or in the back. They number in the dozens. They clap every 

time he finishes a sentence. They nod like bobbleheads in tmt T-shirts.

It’s 12:13 a.m. Mayweather is still talking. He doesn’t need questions 

anymore; all he needs is the microphone and his audience of true believ-

ers. He cracks a Coke. Everyone cheers again.

What happened in the ring is already mostly forgotten, and that’s be-

cause it was a mostly forgettable event. Mayweather did what Mayweather 

does best. He danced and dipped and darted away from Pacquiao, landing 

counters, including 48% of his power shots. Pacquiao buckled Mayweather 

with a straight left in Round 4, but he otherwise could not force the action, 

could not up the pace, could not do what it seemed every person in the arena 

wanted him to do, which was hand the 38-year-old 

Mayweather his first loss in 48 pro bouts.

Afterward, Pacquiao says he hurt his right shoul-

der about three weeks ago in camp. His promoter, 

Bob Arum of Top Rank, says they considered asking 

to postpone the bout but instead did not even dis-

close the injury, and thus the Nevada Athletic Com-

mission denied Pacquiao an anti-inflammatory shot 

before the fight. “Did you see him throw one right 

hook?” Arum asks, as someone in Mayweather’s 

crew throws in a “bull----!” cough.

Arum looks tired, drained by the promotion, 

under whelmed by Pacquiao’s performance. His 

face is red, his eyes half open. Earlier in the week 

he had compared working with Mayweather’s 

camp with serving a prison sentence, and the pos-

sibility of a rematch with volunteering to return to 

jail. Someone asks him how he can justify asking 

fans to pay upward of $100 to watch an injured 

boxer face a defensive one. He pivots, turns to May-

weather and says, “Let’s welcome the champion!” 

Then he leaves. Same as all the celebrities. Same 

as all the hype. If this hour had a mascot, it would 

be a sad clown.

The fight that everyone wanted to see is now 
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the fight that no one 

wants to see again. 

The undefeated boxer 

wants more credit. The 

defeated boxer blames 

an injury. The money 

will be counted in the 

weeks to come, the bout 

sure to shatter every 

revenue record in a 

sport that has made a 

lot of people rich. This, of course, is the most boxing 

thing ever. In a superfight everyone stacks cash. 

“Sorry boxing fans,” tweets Oscar De La Hoya.

S
OMETIME NEXT week, HBO and Show-

time will release eye-popping numbers. 

Pay-per-view buys are expected to blow 

past 2.45 million—the record number 

Mayweather set against De La Hoya in 2007—easily 

eclipse three million and have a shot at four. Interest 

was unprecedented: On fight night the main event 

was delayed 45 minutes to allow cable providers to 

iron out ordering issues caused by the volume of 

buys. HBO vice president Mark Taffet—a veteran of 

188 PPV fights over the last 24 years—says orders 

were coming in at levels he has never seen.

Those returns are amazing, really, given the 

dysfunction of the promotion, which was handled 

by traditional antagonists Top Rank and May-

weather Promotions and forced HBO and Show-

time to work together. Distribution of the tickets 

was an ongoing conflict; Top Rank believed the 

MGM Grand was colluding with Mayweather’s 

adviser, Al Haymon, to provide Mayweather’s 

side with more seats. Tickets were released only 

nine days before the event, severely depressing the market. On May 1 

brokers cut prices by more than 50%; on fight night officials walked 

around offering reporters freebies. 

The broadcast team was never formally announced. The reason: Until 

Friday the networks couldn’t agree on one. A lingering issue was the 

role of Paul Malignaggi, Showtime’s lead analyst. Showtime wanted 

him in a hosting role; HBO balked. HBO insisted on another analyst 

alongside Malignaggi, submitting a list that, bizarrely, included Reggie 

Miller, Jalen Rose and Mario Lopez. The networks eventually settled 

on former heavyweight champion Lennox Lewis. 

On Saturday, a perfect storm: CNN’s Rachel Nichols and ESPN’s Michelle 

 Beadle—two prominent female media members who have been outspoken 

about Mayweather’s issues with domestic violence—tweeted that they 

were denied credentials to the fight. Mayweather’s team quickly refuted 

the allegation, citing a miscommunication. Nichols’s case was particularly 

troubling. In a tweet she meticulously detailed the circumstances, noting 

that four days before the fight, a Mayweather publicist informed a CNN 

producer that Nichols would be denied a fight-night credential. 

He said, she said? Miscommunication? Maybe. But consider May-

weather and his team’s casual relationship with the truth. He calls 

his domestic violence history “allegations”; he has been convicted 

five times for incidents involving violence against women and served 

two months in jail in 2012.

I
T RANKS among the rarest sights in sports: a subdued Floyd May-

weather Sr. The fighter’s father and trainer is in the arena, waiting for 

his son. He’s not rhyming or screaming or pontificating. He’s quiet.

He had spent most of Saturday imploring Junior to come forward, to 

attack, to try to turn at least some of the crowd in his favor. His son never 

listened. But Senior hopes that he will listen now. He wants Junior to do 

some soul-searching, to retire, to realize there’s nothing left to fight for and 

no one left to fight. The longer Mayweather’s career has gone, the more 

his history of domestic violence has come to dominate the narrative, the 

more public perception has turned against him, the more he finds himself 

in the one fight—for appreciation, for his legacy—that he cannot win.

Junior takes the stage. The bobbleheads clap and bob. The true 

believers, they remain with him, and Saturday’s victory in a bout the 

world anticipated for six years only validates what they believe. And 

yet the celebration feels so empty, so hollow and, ultimately, so sad.

“I probably won’t even follow boxing,” Mayweather says of his plans 

after his final bout. The question is, How many will join him? ±
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IF THIS BOUT WAS, AS IT HAD 

BEEN BILLED, THE FIGHT OF 

THE CENTURY, THEN BOXING 

FANS CAN LOOK FORWARD TO 

85 YEARS OF DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Rope-a-Nope
Mayweather’s 
safety-Àrst defense 
thwarted Pacquiao’s 
aggression and 
had the pro-Manny 
crowd raining boos—
which the winner 
greeted (top) with 
more passion than 
he’d shown all night.

SUPER SATURDAY

  



A
CROSS SIX lanes of traffic from McCarran 

International Airport, shadowed by jets 

delivering fight fans to Las Vegas, former 

champ Sonny Liston lay unbothered last 

week beneath a small marker bearing his 

epitaph (a man), his guessed-at year of 

birth (1932) and his presumed year of 

death (1970). Linking those uncertain 

dates was the short hyphen of a sad life.

“They’re fighting for eternity,” the 

president of the World Boxing Council, 

Mauricio Sulaiman, said before Floyd 

Mayweather Jr. won a unanimous decision over Manny Pacquiao late 

Saturday night. But in Las Vegas, Eternity is only ever a nightclub, or 

a stripper, or the metaphysical state at Davis Memorial Park, where 

 Liston—combatant in two Fights of the  Century—is now in permanent 

repose in the Garden of Peace, barely four miles from the latest stab at 

a Greatest Fight of All Time. Depending on which T-shirt you believed, 

 Mayweather-Pacquiao was supposed to go down as the fight of the 

century or the fight of the millennium, but in truth it was only 

ever going to be “the biggest fight of all time right now,” in the words of 

Pacquiao’s trainer, Freddie Roach, who knows that nothing ever lasts in 

Las Vegas, a land of permanent present tense.

On one of the biggest sports Saturdays in memory, it was as if two 

Kentucky Derby   entrants—Carpe Diem and  Itsaknockout—had foaled the 

fight that followed the horse race. It wasn’t a knockout, not even close, 

but when a ticket holder has paid a hundred grand for 47 minutes of 

sporting diversion, he learns to live in the moment and carpe the diem.

At the Caesars Palace sports book before the fight, the big board was 

dominated by boxing bets, but still fizzing with action 

on the NBA and Stanley Cup playoffs. The casino’s 

ancient Rome–style statue of Joe Louis stared at the 

bettors, who stared at the TVs. The plaque on the 

plinth describes the Brown Bomber as the world’s 

greatest boxer, proof that Mayweather’s self-

anointed superlative of TBE—The Best Ever—carries  

on a grand boxing tradition of almost everyone stak-

ing a claim as the best fighter in  history.

Louis, who is certainly on that short list, spent the 

last years of his life as a greeter at Caesars, and the 

last night of his life attending the Larry Holmes vs. 

Trevor Berbick fight in 1981. Hours after that bout 

Louis died of cardiac arrest, and his funeral was held 

in the casino, his gold casket placed in the center of 

a boxing ring. Muhammad Ali—the  Greatest—sat 

ringside for the funeral. Frank Sinatra delivered 

a very Vegas-y eulogy. “He knew too well that life 

has 15 rounds,” he said, “and none of us wins them 

all.” Sammy Davis Jr. sang, “Here’s to the winners.” 

This weekend’s winners were always going to be 
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BY STEVE RUSHIN

It’s Now 
Or Never
THE FIGHT OF THE CENTURY 

WAS SOMETHING LESS THAN 

THAT . . . AND WE SHOULD HAVE 

SEEN IT COMING. BECAUSE IN 

VEGAS, THE ONLY MOMENT THAT 

MATTERS IS THE PRESENT ONE
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Mayweather and Pac-

quiao, or maybe May-

weather & Pacquiao, 

business partners in a 

lucrative joint venture 

witnessed on Saturday 

night by the Rev. Jesse 

Jackson, who was also 

a eulogist at Louis’s 

funeral. Every gen-

eration gets the Fight of the Millennium it deserves, 

sometimes several. “The ultimate goal was to make 

nine figures in one night,” as Mayweather said after. 

“And that’s what we did.”

That payday was thanks in part to the planes that 

flew in over Liston’s grave last Friday, disgorging 

passengers drawn to the pool parties and the pai gow 

rooms—the Speedoed and tuxedoed, the miniskirted 

and muscle-shirted, the preachers and protesters, 

a disparate group all inhaling the same air of fight 

week, which smelled principally of cigars and Axe 

body spray. They posed with their selfie sticks in front of the Arthurian 

castle of Excalibur, the ancient pyramid at Luxor, the Roman columns 

of Caesars Palace, all those lost civilizations whose buried histories have 

nothing on Las Vegas itself, which sweeps up its history every morning. As 

the vendors hawked their prefight souvenirs on the sidewalk outside the 

Strip’s 24-hour Fatburger, a pedestrian fingered the hem of a match-hyping 

T-shirt and said, “But it won’t mean s--- on Monday.” The guy knew that 

this week’s Who’s Who is next week’s Who’s He?

And while both fighters have boundless entourages employed to tell 

them the opposite—one member of Mayweather’s Money Team kept shout-

ing the affirmation “O.K., Champ!” at a press conference last week—this 

fight  wasn’t for eternity. Like the rest of them, the fight was for Right Now.

O
N SATURDAY NIGHT, after months of build-up, the silver-

tongued Michael  Buffer—platinum hair shining in the klieg 

lights— pronounced both parties ready, at long last, to rum-bull. 

And in a moment that didn’t last quite as long as expected, the 

baying crowd, the rising smoke, the thumping music, the Fall of Saigon 

helicopters outside—all contributed to a feeling of impending  apocalypse.

But then it can feel like that at any given moment in Las Vegas, the 

place constantly crumbling to dust and rising again—the decline and 

fall of Rome repeating itself every 15 minutes on the quarter hour, like 

the dancing fountains at the  Bellagio.

When Roach moved to Las Vegas from Massachusetts as a young 

professional boxer, he took a job as a busboy at the Golden Nugget while 

also fighting at the Silver Slipper. He stayed for 15 years. “I still have 

four houses in Las Vegas,” says Roach, who now resides in Los Angeles. 

“My sisters live in them, so I don’t get too much rent.”

Like Roach, who has Parkinson’s, the Golden Nugget has taken its 

lumps but remains standing. The Silver Slipper, once owned by Howard 

Hughes, was razed in 1988, though Hughes had long since deactivated 

the spinning footwear of its marquee. According to Las Vegas legend, 

Hughes thought the slipper concealed a camera that spied on him through 

the window of his suite next door at the long-since- departed Desert Inn.

These ghostly casinos, and the ghostly fighters they hosted, are every-

where and nowhere in Las Vegas. Like Roach, late of the Golden Nugget 

and Silver Slipper, casinos and the fighters go fisted hand in padded 

glove. In 1953, Sugar Ray Robinson, yet another claimant to the title of 

World’s Greatest Fighter, consigned his boxing gloves to an aluminum 

time capsule that was buried, with great fanfare, on the grounds of 

the Sands hotel. The rocket-shaped vessel, which held other treasures 

of its age, was to be exhumed 100 years later, in 2053. But a decade 

after its burial, the capsule’s contents were reportedly found in a local 

dump, having been accidentally excavated during a Sands  renovation.

The 22-year-old MGM Grand Garden Arena increasingly qualifies 

as the city’s repository of ancient performance history, the place where 

Evander Holyfield entered the ring in possession of two ears and left 

with something like one and a half. It’s where the rap star Tupac Shakur 

spent the last conscious night of his life, attending the Mike Tyson–

Bruce Seldon match in 1996, before being shot a short distance away, 

at the corner of Koval and Flamingo. On a recent day the only onlooker 
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Blingside Seats
The planes Áying over 
Liston’s grave ferried 

the famous and the 
faceless into Sin City, 

where Mayweather-
Pacquiao was all 

about the big spend—
for souvenirs or prime 

arena real estate.

SUPER SATURDAY

  



at that intersection was a larger-than-life lady on a gentleman’s club 

billboard, her gaze 1% come-hither, 99% go-thither.

Another archaeological layer was added on Saturday night, when the 

16,800-seat arena was filled once again with what looked like most of the 

famous people of the age. An observer in section 19, seated in front of Paulie 

Walnuts but in back of the Jonas Brothers, could survey from that perch 

manifold Batmans and Birdmans, sundry ballers, brawlers, shot-callers.

In a voice like drawn butter, Hall of Fame ring announcer Jimmy 

Lennon Jr. calls the MGM Grand Garden Arena “the epicenter of the 

sports world.” But only a couple of blocks away, on Frank Sinatra Drive, 

a state-of-the-art arena is nearing completion, with 9,000 season-ticket 

deposits already sold in the hope of attracting an NHL team.

Told that that team should be called the Rink Rats, in homage to the Rat 

Pack, a local hockey fan at Caesars last week raised both eyebrows and 

said, “I don’t think that would mean much to people like me in their 20s.”

In that way, the fight crowd did not appear overly concerned with 

Mayweather’s history of domestic violence, though it was called to 

account by a group of demonstrators outside the MGM Grand before 

the fight’s weigh-in, a drive-by reminder that this bout took place in a 

troubling context. This was never going to be where propriety won the 

day. Visitors arriving at McCarran last week were greeted at baggage 

claim by an electronic billboard advertising a concert by a man convicted 

of domestic assault: fight night, it read. chris brown.

In apparent defense of Mayweather, the rapper Doug E. Fresh coun-

seled members of the press: “Write it right. This time, get the man right.”

But getting it “right,” as Mr. Fresh put it, presumably meant getting 

it wrong. After all, day is night in Las Vegas— Mayweather himself 

keeps vampiric hours—and the Strip is an endless inversion. People 

wear sunglasses indoors and lingerie outdoors. Mayweather himself 

equated his success in the ring on Saturday with personal vindication. 

“I made you guys eat your words,” he told the press, more than once.

W
HEN SINATRA sang, “I’m gonna take the town and turn 

it upside down,” he might have had Las Vegas in mind.

That song is called “I’m Gonna Live Till I Die”—carpe 

diem, baby—and Fight Week was alive until 9:45 p.m. 

PDT on Saturday, when suddenly it was very dead. The crowd filed out 

quickly and quietly, many faces fallen, even those recently lifted. Inside, 

Mayweather mentioned that he had just made $2.8 million a minute.

And so another Fight of the Century bit the dust. The city’s most famous 

graveyard is the Neon Museum, home to—among other iconic signs—the 

former marquee for the Stardust hotel, which now exists only as a vacant lot.

Thirty-six hours after the Fight of the Millennium ended, with the 

MGM Grand Arena peeling off the Fight of the Century posters to wel-

come the incomparable Bette Midler later this month, another of the 

dilapidated grand casinos was, like Liston, dying unnoticed. At noon on 

Monday, the Riviera—the first high-rise hotel and casino on the Strip 

when it opened in 1955, Liberace headlining—closed its doors for the 

final time. It will be imploded, and turned into more valuable conven-

tion space, because everything in Las Vegas passes, and gets replaced 

by something more lucrative. Sic transit gloria money. ±
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BY TIM LAYDEN

A Good 
Trip
AMERICAN PHAROAH 

ENDED YEARS OF 

WAITING FOR HIS HUMAN 

TEAMMATES WHEN 

HE WON A THRILLING 

KENTUCKY DERBY

T
HE HORSE’S life com-

menced three years 

ago, just before mid-

night on Groundhog 

Day, in a bluegrass 

foaling shed near 

Lexington, Ky. He 

was pulled from his 

mother’s womb and 

placed on a bed of 

s traw,  sound and 

strong in every way, 

even at birth, the type of horse who makes peo-

ple dream. The Kentucky Derby winner’s circle at 

Churchill Downs was 83 miles to the west. It is hardly 

any distance at all, yet it is the longest journey in 

 thoroughbred racing.

Two men would fall in step with the horse, guid-

ing him on the journey. As a younger man, trainer 

Bob Baffert had three times won the Derby, the 

last 13 years ago when he was 49, and he had been 

chasing another victory since. Owner Ahmed Zayat 

had spent tens of millions on young horses in hopes 

that they could run far and fast. Three times his 

horses had finished second in the Derby, and in 2010 

an injury had forced him to scratch the favorite—

Eskendereya—a week before post time. The dues 

Photographs by  
Bill Frakes

For Sports Illustrated
  



paid by both men scarcely mattered, because the Derby makes you wait, 

heedless of your passion and your checkbook, indifferent in the face of 

your study, your long hours and your need for fulfillment. The Derby will 

gut you just for showing up, and dare you to come back to suffer again.

So Baffert and Zayat watched last Saturday as the horse, a striking 

3-year-old colt with a four-race winning streak and a sweet, impeccable 

stride, was made the 5–2 favorite to win the Derby in front of a record 

Churchill throng of 170,513. His name is American Pharoah, forever 

misspelled by a fan in a naming contest. Baffert surrounded himself with 

family members in the saddling paddock behind the hulking grandstand; 

Zayat watched in a trackside suite. In the lengthening shadows of a 

spring afternoon, jockey Victor Espinoza urged American Pharoah past 

Firing Line in a withering drive to the wire to win by a single length, 

with Dortmund, Pharoah’s Baffert-trained stablemate, a strong third.

Standing on a stone walkway beneath a giant sponsor’s clock, Baffert 

watched the race in silence before at last raising his right fist and saying, 

more in relief than in celebration, “Yes!” His three sons from his first 

marriage leaped on him as if he were a victorious World Series pitcher 

and they were infielders; his second wife, Jill, hung from his neck and 

wept. “I can’t believe it,” she said over and over. Baffert pulled away 

and swept up their son, Bode, 10, whose namesake, Bodemeister, had 

been caught three years ago in the Derby homestretch by winner I’ll 

Have Another, reducing Baffert to tears. On the day after Saturday’s 

victory, he texted a YouTube video to a reporter of Bode going wild while 

watching the race, with the message: “This is why it was so special. I 

was thinking of him the last 100 yards.”

In his suite at the finish line, Zayat, 52, lost himself in American 

Pharoah’s drive to the wire. As Pharoah passed into history, Zayat 

shouted to the older of his two sons, Justin, who 

serves as his racing manager, “Who was second? 

Who was third?”

The 83-mile odyssey was finished now. How did 

we get here? A sore ankle, a pile of cash, a moun-

tain of patience and a pair of puffy ear plugs. Just 

another day at the office in the world of racing.

I
T BEGAN at Stock-

place, a breeding farm 

on the east side of Lex-

ington, where at 11 p.m. 

on the night of Feb. 2, 2012, 

Tom Van Meter delivered a 

foal to Littleprincessemma 

(named for one of Zayat’s 

two daughters) and Pioneerof the Nile, runner-up in 

the 2009 Derby. In ’13, Zayat moved him to Taylor 

Made Farm in nearby Nicholasville, where managers 

told Zayat that the horse was so promising that he 

should be entered in the prestigious Saratoga Fasig-

Tipton yearling sale. “They said he would bring 

more than a million dollars,” says Zayat. Instead, 

the then unnamed yearling bruised his ankle just 

before the summertime sale and didn’t attract seri-

ous bidding. Zayat bought him back for $300,000 

and sent him to Kevin and J.B. McKathan’s farm 

outside Ocala, Fla., for breaking.

In the spring of 2014, the McKathan brothers 

held a special training show for Zayat’s 2-year-

olds. The star of that show was the still-unnamed 

American Pharoah, who blistered three furlongs 

on a deep training track. “It was ridiculous,” says 

J.B.  McKathan. “He was flying.” Baffert saw the video 

and wanted the horse; Zayat complied. (Baffert first 

trained for Zayat in 2007, but the two men clashed 

and Zayat fired him soon after. Baffert calls it a “good 

firing,” because he couldn’t tolerate Zayat’s meddling. 

Having repaired their differences, they reunited two 

years later and have been together since.)

Pharoah was a handful in the Baffert barn, 

so much so that grooms and hot walkers took to 

calling him pendejo, which roughly translated is 

Spanish for idiot. After he finished fifth in his first 
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Three’s Company
Before yielding in the stretch, Firing Line 
(pink cap) dueled for more than a mile 
with American Pharoah (light blue) and 
Dortmund (dark blue, with star)—both 
trained by Baffert (below).

SUPER SATURDAY

“EVERYBODY SAID AMERICAN 

PHAROAH [HAD] NEVER HAD A 

TEST,” ESPINOZA SAID AFTER THE 

RACE. “TODAY HE HAD A TEST.”  



  



start at Del Mar last August, Baffert and assistant trainer Jimmy Barnes 

took Pharoah’s blinkers off to help calm him. They also outfitted him 

with a fluffy set of earplugs, which he still wears, according to Baffert, 

whenever he is outside his stall. “They help to keep him more focused,” 

says Baffert. “Great for big crowds and noise.” Dortmund also wears 

earplugs, though his are tethered to a string so that jockey Martin Garcia 

can yank them out in the starting gate. Pharoah’s stay in during a race. 

They are the only two horses in Baffert’s barn that wear earplugs, though 

the practice is not uncommon. Champion mare Zenyatta, Horse of the 

Year in 2010, raced with white cotton stuffed into her ears.

Pharoah won the Del Mar Futurity in his second start and the Grade I 

FrontRunner Stakes at Santa Anita in his third. He missed the Breeders’ 

Cup Juvenile with a deep bruise in his left front hoof and then dominated 

his two preps in Arkansas. On Kentucky Derby day, however, he was 

exceptionally high-strung, earplugs and all. He dragged groom Eduardo 

Garcia Luna and exercise rider George Alvarez so forcefully during the 

walk from the barn to the paddock that both were sweating. “He had 

a little bit of a meltdown,” says Baffert. “We had to get him settled.”

The race played out simply enough. Baffert’s Dortmund bounced into 

the lead from his position in the middle of the starting gate. Firing Line, 

twice beaten previously by Dortmund in tough stretch drives, moved 

alongside. American Pharoah, 15 horses to the outside, galloped into 

third. On the first turn Firing Line’s jockey, Gary Stevens, who’s 52 

and riding with an artificial knee, considered passing Dortmund and 

taking the lead. “But I figured Dortmund would start fighting me,” said 

Stevens, “and that would set it up for American Pharoah.”

Stevens held back, but the race set up for American Pharoah nonethe-

less. With five furlongs to go, Espinoza began scrubbing. “He started to 

slow down a little bit,” says Espinoza. “So I got into him.” As the trio of 

leaders reached the top of the stretch, Espinoza fanned American Pharoah 

wide, into the middle of the track, essentially to sneak up on Firing Line, 

who had passed Dortmund. Espinoza, who had won the Derby for Baffert 

on War Emblem in 2002, and last year on California Chrome, whipped 

Pharoah at least 30 times with his right hand over the final quarter mile. 

The colt had never been hit before. The winning time was a respectable 

2:03.02 (though slower than three of the last four Derbys). “Not really fast 

today,” said Espinoza. “But everybody said American Pharoah never had 

a test. Today he had a test.” Baffert became just the fourth trainer to win 

four Derbys and Espinoza the seventh jockey to win three.

T  
HE STORY LINE now turns to Pharoah’s shot at ending racing’s 

36-year Triple Crown drought. It promises to be a fascinating 

two weeks to the Preakness. Zayat, an emotional, free-spending 

Egyptian expatriate and naturalized U.S. citizen who lives in 

Teaneck, N.J., is likely to face multiple examinations of his controversial 

past. In 2009, Zayat was sued by Fifth Third Bank over unpaid loans, 

countersued and eventually placed his racing operation in bankruptcy. 

(Zayat and the bank have since settled and continue to work together.) The 

bankruptcy filing listed outstanding loans that Zayat had made several 

years before to a pair of New Jersey men who in ’09 pleaded guilty to illegal 

bookmaking. Four years later Zayat was investigated by the New Jersey 

Racing Commission for possible violations of state 

wagering laws. Zayat defends himself vigorously. He 

says his loans are paid. He says he knew the men 

long before they were bookmakers—“As if you gave 

somebody $50 10 years ago, then four years later he 

bought a gun and killed somebody and they blame 

you,” he says—and that the New Jersey investiga-

tion is over. But if Pharoah is in position to win the 

Triple Crown, Zayat will be a story. “If people come 

after character issues that do not exist,” he says, “I 

will shout them down.”

It is expected that both Dortmund and Firing 

Line will go after American Pharoah at Pimlico. 

On Sunday morning, exercise rider Alvarez stood 

outside Baffert’s barn and said, “I don’t think we’ve 

seen the best of him yet.”

Rivalries are in place and the volume is pushed 

higher. The journey grows longer still. ±
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Back on Top
Espinoza, who won the Derby last year 
on California Chrome, also won in 2002 
atop Baffert’s War Emblem. He’s the 
seventh jockey to win three Derbys. 

SUPER SATURDAY

  



  



LET IT LEI

Mariota didn’t 

get picked first 

overall—but he’ll 

have a chance to 

avenge that snub 

in Week 1, when 

his Titans visit 

Winston’s Bucs. 

  



Tennessee 
TWO-STEP
How highly do  

the Titans think of 

Marcus Mariota? 

Consider the 

suitors for their 

No. 2 pick—and 

the riches they 

turned down for the 

right to draft the 

QB. Now it’s time 

for this islander 

to return the love 

and revive a once-

proud franchise

YOU SAY Mariota, the NFL commissioner says Marioto. 

Rather than call the whole thing off, let’s explore why 

Roger Goodell might have mangled the surname 

of the second pick in this year’s draft. It’s possible that the 

commish was flustered by the boos raining down on him in 

Chicago’s Auditorium Theatre last Thursday. Or perhaps he 

was wrong-footed by the absence of both Marcus Mariota and 

fellow quarterback Jameis Winston, whom the Buccaneers had 

just taken with the No. 1 pick. Either way, it’s O.K. To err is 

human, as Winston sometimes demonstrated off the field at 

Florida State—and as Mariota was reminded moments before 

his selection, when the Titans apparently butt-dialed him.

“They actually hung up on me,” he later recounted. “But after 

that we were able to get hold of each other.” Mariota’s first rookie 

mistake was a packing oversight: He arrived in Nashville the next 

day without a suit. An audible was called, a suit provided, and while 

the coat fit just fine, the pants were a problem. He could barely 

button them, threatening to turn his first Tennessee press confer-

ence into a revival of Wallace and Gromit in The Wrong Trousers.

It all worked out in the end: Mariota sat while TV cameras 

rolled. Alongside him were Titans GM Ruston Webster and coach 

Ken Whisenhunt, who later explained to SI why they rebuffed 

the numerous clubs who’d come sniffing around in hopes of 

trading up for the No. 2 pick. The CliffsNotes version: From 

their 15-minute speed date with him at the combine to their 

interactions with him at Oregon’s Pro Day to his April visit to 

Nashville, their comfort level kept climbing. Webster: “The more 
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BY AUSTIN MURPHY
Photograph by Kent Nishimura for Sports Illustrated  
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TEAM  FREE AGENCY                DRAFT                            ADJUSTMENTS                                 TOTAL

➏ + TE C. Clay   – RB C.J. Spiller

➒ + DT N. Suh   + TE J. Cameron

➍ – CB D. Revis   – CB B. Browner

➑ + CB D. Revis   + CB A. Cromartie

➎ – WR T. Smith   – LB P. McPhee

➐ + DE M. Johnson   + LB A.J. Hawk

➍ – CB B. Skrine   – TE J. Cameron

➎ + RB D. Williams   – LB J. Worilds

➏ + DT V. Wilfork   – WR A. Johnson

➐ + RB F. Gore   + WR A. Johnson

➍ + OT J. Parnell   + TE J. Thomas

➐ + LB B. Orakpo   + WR H. Douglas

➍ – TE J. Thomas   – DT T. Knighton

➐ + WR J. Maclin   + SS R. Parker

➍ + C R. Hudson   + DT D. Williams

➏ + G O. Franklin   – RB R. Mathews

D-end wasn’t 
a need, but 
Leonard 
Williams may 
end up the best 

player in this draft. Getting 
RB Zac Stacy for a R7 pick 
was opportunistic. Not so 
sure about taking a project 
QB (Bryce Petty) given this 
impatient fan base.

Overhauled their front 
office, added A-list coach 
in Todd Bowles.

When your hoped-for 
starting QB goes to rehab, 
you lose a point.

Adding Dick LeBeau to your 
staff: always a plus.

Gary Kubiak for John Fox is a 
coaching downgrade—and a 
bad fit for Peyton Manning.

New coach Rex 
Ryan brings 
the D, RB LeSean 

McCoy brings the O.

Another year, 
another cast-off 
coach, Jack Del Rio.

The NFL’s worst 
rush defense gets 
immediate help in massive 
tackle Danny Shelton.

Andrew Luck needed help 
in pass protection, not 
another receiver.

BUF

CLE

NYJ

IND

KC

MIA

PIT

BAL

JAX

OAK

NE

HOU

DEN

CIN

TEN

SD

➎ 

➑

➏

➐

➐

➏

➐

➑

➑

➎

➒

➑

➏

➐

➑

➎

 + ➌

 + ➌

– ➊

– ➊

+ ➊

– ➋

– ➊

Al Davis may be rolling 
over in his grave, but the 
Raiders took the best WR in 
the draft—not the fastest. 
Amari Cooper is a stud.
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Take a bow, GMs. With the draft behind us, the NFL’s 

close. So which team got the best overhaul? SI’s Ben BWHO WON THE OFF-SEASON?

How does coach Marvin 
Lewis still have this job?

time you spent with him, the better you felt about” drafting him.

 Of course he’ll stub numerous toes at first, learning to call 

plays in the huddle and take snaps from under center. But as 

the Titans coaches sat in the film room with Mariota, watching 

him read coverages, identifying players and fronts, seeing him 

get his offense out of bad plays, their concerns were allayed.

To smooth Mariota’s NFL transition—and to defibrillate an 

offense that scored fewer points than any Titans (or Oilers) team 

in the past 20 years, Tennessee used six of its eight subsequent 

draft picks on offensive players. The most notable: 6' 5", 237-

pound receiver Dorial Green-Beckham, a human red flag who 

was dismissed by Missouri last spring. The Titans are counting 

on the virtuous Mariota to be a positive influence.

Suddenly a team that lost 14 games last season, that hasn’t 

been to the postseason since 2008, has a ton of buzz. As the 

weekend unfolded, it became more and more clear that Mariota 

and the Titans, unlike Mariota and his pants, were a superb fit.
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OREGON TRAIL

Mariota bookended his Tennessee 
unveiling with stops in Hawaii  
and, on Saturday, at the Ducks’ 
spring game in Eugene.
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TEAM  FREE AGENCY                DRAFT                            ADJUSTMENTS                                 TOTAL

➑ + WR D. Bryant   – RB D. Murray

➎ + RB S. Vereen   – SS A. Rolle

➐ + RB D. Murray   + CB B. Maxwell

➏ + DT T. Knighton   – LB B. Orakpo

➐ + LB P. McPhee   + SS A. Rolle

➍ – DT N. Suh   – DT N. Fairley

➒ + WR R. Cobb   + OT B. Bulaga

➎ + LB C. Matthews   – WR G. Jennings

➏ + LB J. Durant   + DE A. Clayborn

➍ + OT M. Oher   + WR J. Boykin

➐ + RB C.J. Spiller   + CB B. Browner  

➎ + LB B. Carter   – DE A. Clayborn

➑ + G M. Iupati   + DE C. Redding

➐ + WR T. Smith   – G M. Iupati

➎  – CB B. Maxwell   – LB M. Smith

➏ + DT N. Fairley   + LB A. Ayers

Uncharacteristically 
drafted for need: Tackle 
Ereck Flowers was a 
necessary reach; traded 
up for SS Landon Collins, a 
perfect fit.

Brought back Super Bowl–
winning coordinator Steve 
Spagnuolo to save the D.

Moved on from failed Marc 
Trestman experiment. Rock-
solid John Fox will revive D.

Mike Smith should have been 
gone 20 misused timeouts 
ago. Enter Dan Quinn.

Trading away TE 
Jimmy Graham and WR 
Kenny Stills hurts mightily.

Trade of McCoy 
rankled vets. 

Chip Kelly: mad genius, 
or just mad? It’s seeming 
more like the latter.

Could Jim Tomsula become 
a decent coach? Sure, but 
Jim Harbaugh was already 
one of the best in the NFL.

Improved all areas of need: 
pass protection, pass 
defending, pass catching.

Many new toys on D 
for a new coach to 
play with, starting with 
defensive end Vic Beasley.

DAL

GB

WAS
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➎

➎
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If RB Todd 
Gurley is 
healthy, watch 
out. Drafting 

two linemen right after him 
shows dedication to the run. 
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remodeling period has come—minus a few small adjustments—to a 

 Baskin graded out every franchise and crowned co-winners
➊ 

Pitiful

➓ 
Perfect

names Philip Rivers, Sam Bradford, Jay Cutler—and Eagles coach 

Chip Kelly, who led Mariota for two seasons at Oregon.

Those deals all evaporated in the end like the morning mist over 

Sandy Beach, Mariota’s preferred bodysurfing spot. Rivers had 

never been on the block, the Chargers insisted. Tennessee didn’t 

want Cutler. And the Eagles never could come close to matching 

the Titans’ asking price. As Kelly put it, “We drove into a very 

nice neighborhood and saw an unbelievable house, but when we 

found out the price of the house, we never even got out of the car.”

Two hours before the draft Mariota and Cook emerged from 

a car that dropped them at the Saint Louis Alumni Association 

Clubhouse in Honolulu, a mile west of Mariota’s alma mater, 

Saint Louis High. Out front a sign said, crusader lounge: 

open to the public. On this day, not so much. Entrance was 

granted only to the Mariotas—Marcus; his brother, Matt; his 

parents, Alana and Toa—and their 300 guests, including relatives 

from the mainland, high school teachers, teammates and coaches. 

S
OME SIX HOURS before the 

draft began, Mariota and his 

girlfriend, former Oregon soc-

cer player Kiyomi Cook, hiked 

the 1,048 steps—on old railroad ties—to 

the summit of Koko Head, lording over 

the southeastern side of Oahu. The views 

were sweeping, the skies mostly clear. 

His future: less so. Yes, the Bucs were 

expected to take Winston, while the 

Titans had frequently professed their 

admiration for Mariota. For months, 

however, a favorite pastime for NFL 

draftniks had been speculating about 

which clubs might trade up to snag the 

No. 2 pick and what bounty they might 

offer in return. Oft mentioned were the 

Jameis Winston is divisive, 
but they did well to build 
around him, taking two OL and 
a speedy WR in later rounds.

GRADING SCALE 

MARCUS MARIOTA

  



With a score or so of still-formidable-looking ex-Crusaders on the 

inside, plus a half-dozen police and another dozen or so Haloti 

Ngata–sized private security guards outside, the clubhouse on 

this day was possibly the most secure location in Hawaii.

All that muscle couldn’t protect the celebrants from the sting 

of disappointment when Winston’s name was called first. But 

the discontent was short-lived. Mariota didn’t hear Goodell 

mispronounce his name; he was still on the phone with the 

Titans. The NFL Network cut to a shot of Eagles fans cursing 

their luck. Back on the island Alana’s smile, in particular, lit 

up the Crusader Lounge. No Hawaiian had ever been selected 

so high in the NFL draft. A hugfest commenced, with Marcus 

intent, it seemed, on embracing everyone in the room. 

Among the guests was Mariota’s coach at Saint Louis, Dar-

nell Arceneaux, a former Utah quarterback who was pleased 

to note that this spotlight would uplift other Hawaiian ballers. 

“Football is a way for us to further our education, to get off the 

rock and see the world,” he said.

In a serendipitous piece of scheduling, the Titans open this 

season at Tampa Bay. The Bucs, of course, chose Winston over 

Mariota. Asked if Marcus might use that as motivation in the off-

season, Arceneaux (now the QBs coach at Occidental) answered 

in the affirmative: “He doesn’t feel the need to make us aware of 

it, but he’s got this inner fire. With everyone saying he’s a system 

quarterback, I think he’s got enough fuel to last him awhile.”

Mariota, remember, is the guy who watched Kelly offer an Oregon 

scholarship to Johnny Manziel—the QBs were schoolboys at the 

same camp—and then came close to walking on at Washington, 

just so he could beat the Ducks. Speaking privately to SI, Mariota 

smiled but denied feeling resentment toward Tampa. “It’s some-

thing you can’t really control,” he insisted. “Eventually you end 

up in the right spot, with the right team. That’s all that matters.”

B
EHIND MARIOTA in the Crusader Lounge was a smil-

ing man, his face creased by the sun. This was Vinny Pas-

sas, a legend on the island; an ex-Crusader who’s spent the 

last three decades as Saint Louis’s quarterbacks coach. 

Five days earlier he’d been at Honolulu’s Ala Moana Beach Park, 

coaching up the peewee Marcus-wannabes at the season-ending 

awards banquet of the Oahu Ducks flag football club. A day later he 

held his usual clinic for all comers at the high school. And on the day 

before the draft Passas and the rest of Saint Louis’s coaching staff 

conducted an unofficial off-season practice. Among the 40 or so 

players in attendance were a half-dozen quarterbacks, all of whose 

spirals wobbled when thrown into the teeth of that afternoon’s 

brisk trade winds. All of them but one.

Tua Tagovailoa will be a junior next 

season. As a sophomore he threw for 

2,583 yards, with 33 touchdowns and 

just three interceptions. He rushed for 

an additional 576 yards and eight TDs. 

He is a 6' 1", 190-pound dual-threat lefty, 

with a pure and compact throwing mo-

tion. The ball hisses as it comes off his 

hand. He already has a dozen scholar-

ship offers: USC, UCLA, Nebraska. . . .

When he was in fourth grade, Tago-

vailoa attended a camp with Mariota, 

who took him under his wing. But the 

elder QB didn’t just offer instruction. 

If the kid needed a ride, or a burger at 

McDonald’s, Mariota offered.

Now that Tagovailoa is a star, he’s 

modeling the humility and selflessness 

that Mariota showed him. The high 

schoolers long gone, Tago vailoa stayed 

behind, playing catch with Trent Sea-

born, a wiry first-grader with a whip 

of an arm. Tua was, in that moment, 

embodying the Hawaiian concept of 
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“Growing up here, you learn that whatever success you 
have is through everybody. Together, we are one,” 
said Mariota, making an inclusive hoop with his arms.

ZIP LINE

Mariota’s 
pinpoint passes 
at Oregon made 
him Tennessee’s 
highest QB 
draft choice 
in franchise 
history.

MARCUS MARIOTA

  



‘ohana, which emphasizes that extended 

families, and teammates, are bound to-

gether. “That’s just our culture,” Mariota 

explained an hour after being drafted. 

“Growing up here, you learn that what-

ever success you have is through every-

body. Together, we are one.” As he spoke, 

he made an inclusive hoop with his arms.

Something else Hawaiians are taught 

young: “Never forget where you come 

from, and always represent the island.”

I
N NASHVILLE they were ready 

for him. Moments after Mariota 

was picked, the  Titans distrib-

uted hundreds of leis to fans at 

their official draft party at LP Field. It 

was, in a strange way, like a homecom-

ing. Over the course of his three previous 

interactions with the Titans’ staff, Mari-

ota had let his guard down and started to 

enjoy their company. “He relaxed,” says 

quarterbacks coach John McNulty, “and 

we started to see his personality. You 

could see why people are drawn to him.”

He will soon be The Face of a fran-

chise that hasn’t really had one of those 

since Steve  McNair left in 2005. There’s 

already some serious buzz, “in the 

building and around the city,” reports 

McNulty, who was repeatedly stopped 

by well-meaning neighbors on his way 

to work Saturday morning. “One guy 

stopped me before I could get in my car. 

Another stopped me at the end of my 

driveway, and somebody else stopped me 

at the end of the road. Everyone wants 

to talk about Marcus. I had to tell ’em, 

‘Look, guys, I still need to get to work.’ ”

By that time Mariota had flown to 

Oregon for the Ducks’ spring game. 

“Coming to Eugene is special to me; 

the culture here, it reminds me a lot 

of home,” he explained after being 

introduced at halftime, resulting in 

the most deafening ovation of the day.

Noise at Autzen Stadium is trapped, 

thus amplified, by the iconic cantile-

vered roof overhanging the south side 

of the venue. On Saturday it was pos-

sible to see that structure as a spring-

board, launching Mariota to the next 

level, his next home, his new family.   ±

  



DUCK DYNASTY

Getzlaf (15) and Perry 
(10)—linemates in Anaheim 
for nearly a decade—have 
led their team to a 6–0 
postseason start.

  



By keeping  
Ryan Getzlaf 

and Corey Perry 
together on 

their top line, 
the Ducks are 

bucking an NHL 
trend toward 

spreading out 
star power. 

The duo has 
Anaheim primed 

for another 
sweet double: 
a second Cup

BY SARAH KWAK

Photograph by  
Jeff Gross

For Sports Illustrated

ASK DUCKS CENTER Ryan Getzlaf 

to name the teammates who have 

skated on his left side, and he exhales 

sharply before saying, “Left’s a long 

list.” As he rattles off names—Matt Beleskey, Pat 

Maroon, Kyle   Palmieri—it becomes evident that 

Getzlaf is simply scanning Anaheim’s dressing 

room, reading the nameplates above each stall. 

“Pretty much every [forward] on our team has 

been on the left side at some point,” he finally says.

The many inhabitants of the left wing on Ana-

heim’s top line don’t reflect roster shortcomings or 

coaching indecision. Rather, this type of lineup chaos 

is the norm in the modern NHL, where free agency 

and the constraints of the salary cap have made 

turnover and line-juggling a way of life. Gone are 

the days of legendary threesomes such as the Sabres’ 

French Connection (Gilbert Perreault centering Rick 

Martin and Rene Robert), the Kings’ Triple Crown 

Line (Marcel Dionne, Charlie Simmer, Dave Taylor) 

and the Canadiens’ Dynasty Line (Jacques Lemaire, 

Guy Lafleur, Steve Shutt)—star combinations that 

stayed together for years and were as steadfast as 

they were spectacular. In today’s NHL, great lines 

are defined by pairs: the Penguins’ Sidney Crosby 

and Chris Kunitz; the Capitals’ Nicklas Backstrom 

and Alex Ovechkin; the Stars’ Tyler Seguin and 

Jamie Benn; the Canucks’ Henrik and Daniel Sedin. 

And none are more intimidating than Getzlaf and 

his longtime right wing, Corey Perry.

Besides the Sedin twins, who in fairness go all 

the way back to the womb, Getzlaf and Perry are 

the NHL’s most enduring tandem, having played 

together on the same line since they broke into 

the league. They made their NHL debuts on the 

same day and have won Olympic gold together with 

Team Canada (in 2010 and ’14). They won a Stanley 

Cup in ’07, and, as leaders of one of the West’s best 

regular-season teams, they have their sights set on 

another. Through six postseason games (Anaheim 

swept the Jets in the first round and jumped to a 

2–0 lead over the Flames in the conference semis) 

Getzlaf and Perry have teamed up in some combina-

tion on nine of the Ducks’ 25 goals. Perry leads the 

NHL in postseason scoring, with 13 points. In a 6–1 

defeat of Calgary in Game 1 the pair had matching 

four-point nights. (Getzlaf scored one goal, Perry 

two.) Perry’s last goal came off a no-look dish from 

Getzlaf on the power play. The winger walked in 

from the left face-off circle and squeaked a short-

side shot past Flames goalie Karri Ramo.

The strength of this two-headed monster—most 

STANLEY CUP

PLAYOFFS

MAY 11, 2015 / SPORTS ILLUSTRATED / 39

  



teams can’t match Getzlaf and Perry’s imposing 

combination of speed, finesse and strength—has 

made it easy for Anaheim to resist the urge to split 

up the pair. (The off-season trade for Ryan Kesler, 

which gave the team a true No. 2 center behind 

Getzlaf, also helped.) The NHL’s rigorous 82-game 

schedule forces teams to roll four lines and conserve 

top players’ minutes to get through a season. Instead 

of stacking one line with talent, coaches spread out 

their skill players in a search for balance and depth. 

“Maybe in today’s world the French Connection 

wouldn’t play together,” Ducks GM Bob Murray 

says. “Maybe they’d have split them up to try to make 

three lines. [But today], when you find chemistry 

between two people, you keep them together.”

T
HE PAIRING of Getzlaf and Perry 

almost never happened. Getzlaf, a 

top prospect in the 2003 draft, 

went to Anaheim at 19th. Four 

picks later, with Perry still on the board, 

then GM Bryan Murray saw an opportu-

nity. Overlooking the 18-year-old Perry’s 

awkward skating because of the scoring 

touch he had shown with the OHL’s Lon-

don Knights, Murray began making phone 

calls, offering two second-round picks to 

move up. He finally found a buyer in Dal-

las, which had the 28th selection.

In Getzlaf and Perry the Ducks have 

two big bodies with complementary skills. 

 Getzlaf, 29, is a 6' 4", 218-pound playmaker 

with exquisite vision who can carry the 

puck with speed through the neutral zone. 

From there he can usually find the 6' 3", 

213-pound Perry, a natural scorer with 

a hard nose and soft hands, somewhere 

around the crease. They were paired to-

gether from the moment they broke into 

the NHL in the fall of 2005, a union that survived 

a one-month detour for both players to AHL Port-

land that December. Their opposing personalities 

helped ease the transition. The charismatic Getzlaf 

did interviews, while the reticent Perry remained 

in the background. “It was pretty evident what 

[the coaches] were trying to do,” says Getzlaf. “It 

took time, but we definitely developed [together] 

in a hurry. . . . They didn’t give us a few games.”

Anaheim’s patience was rewarded in 2007. Start-

ing the playoffs as the nominal fourth line, Getzlaf, 

Perry and left wing Dustin Penner were keys to the 

Ducks’ Stanley Cup run. The 22-year-old  Getzlaf 

led Anaheim in scoring, with 17 points. Perry tied 

winger Teemu Selanne and defenseman Chris 

Pronger with 15. “They were our secondary scor-

ing,” Pronger says. “We weren’t counting on them. 

But when they did score, we would usually win.”

Over the ensuing years Getzlaf and Perry, who 

won the Hart Trophy in 2011 after leading the NHL 

with 50 goals, assumed more responsibility in the 

dressing room as the veterans from the ’07 team 

drifted away. When Penner returned to Anaheim in 

’13 after six years with the Oilers and L.A., he saw 

that his old linemates had matured into leaders. 

Getzlaf had enough respect from coaches to stop 

practice and address the team. Perry, so fearless 

in front of the net, set an example with his tough-

ness. But when coach Bruce Boudreau arrived four 

years ago, he saw that Getzlaf, the team’s captain 

since 2010, still deferred on the ice to Selanne and 

the team’s other elder statesmen. Selanne retired 

after last season at age 45, the same time 

that 39-year-old center Saku Koivu hung 

up his skates. Only three players from the 

’06–07 Ducks remain in Anaheim, includ-

ing Getzlaf and Perry, and it’s clear now 

who the new leaders are.

Boudreau tries to keep pairs together up 

and down his lineup, but he admits that im-

patience, and the fear of a losing streak, can 

force coaches into making abrupt changes. 

With the Ducks, however, he has stayed 

relatively steady with Getzlaf and Perry 

on the top line. “I really believe that Ryan 

and Corey—it’s their team now,” Boudreau 

says. “And quite frankly, we go as they go.”

W
HER E ONCE they were 

young players absorbing the 

culture, Getzlaf and Perry 

now set the tone in Anaheim. 

“We’ve got a lot of young guys,” Boudreau 

says, “and those guys . . . look up to [Getzlaf and 

Perry] like they looked up to Teemu and Saku.”

Third-year wingers Emerson Etem and Jakob 

Silfverberg are tied for third on the team with 

two playoff goals. Etem, who scored his second 

in the Game 1 win over the Flames, has occasion-

ally caught himself watching Getzlaf and Perry, 

marveling at their attention to detail. “They’re 

sitting next to me looking at their [skate blades] 

at intermission, and I’m sitting here like, What’s 

going on here?” he says.

If the Ducks keep rolling through the playoffs, one 

thing is certain: Getzlaf will be the first to hoist the 

Cup. And Perry won’t have very long to wait. ±
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LINE ITEMS

Getzlaf (15) and 
Simon Despres 
(24) celebrated 
with Perry after 

his fourth playoff 
goal in the Game 1 
win over Calgary.
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+ PERRY

8
Picks in the 2003 

draft between 
Getzlaf (No. 19) 

and Perry (No. 28)

14
Assists for Getzlaf 
on Perry’s 33 goals 
(42.4%) in 2014–15

504
Goals scored by 

Perry and Getzlaf 
since ’05–06, 
22.6% of the 

Ducks’ total (2,234)
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HE HAS not seen the billboard in person, at least not in full. 

Sometimes while standing in the on-deck circle at Wrigley 

Field, he’ll glimpse a sliver of it, high above Addison Street, 

through the gap between the lower and upper decks along 

the first base side. On the billboard he’s posing in his Cubs uniform, 

adjusting his cap, in front of a backdrop of exploding bright colors, like 

an Avenger. “It’s cool,” he says, “but I’m not rushing out there to take a 

selfie of myself in front of . . . myself.” 

He is the most ballyhooed prospect since Bryce Harper, a power-hitting 

prodigy, the rarest of commodities in this era of fire-breathing pitchers. 

And yet it’s almost jarring how grounded Kris Bryant seems. In five quick 

years he’s gone from being a straight-A student (save for a single B+ in 

precalculus) at Bonanza High in Las Vegas, to an aspiring dentist on the 

premed track at the University of San Diego, to the starting rookie third 

baseman and cleanup hitter for the Cubs. At his locker before a game at 

Wrigley during the last week of April, the 23-year-old looks younger than 

he does on the field. He is towering and wiry-strong (6' 5", 215 pounds), but 

rather than having gym-

built muscles (“I don’t like 

to lift,” he says, “I’m more 

focused on the skill aspect 

of the game than, well, 

looking good”), Bryant is 

made of fast-twitch fiber. 

He is quick with a smile 

and a big laugh, and his 

face—long, dimpled, blue-

eyed—is a lot friendlier 

than it is when he stands in 

the batter’s box, waiting to 

unleash what many expect 

will soon be the most in-

timidating home run swing 

in baseball.

He was the No. 2 overall 

pick in the 2013 draft, was 

granted the largest signing 

BY ALBERT CHEN

MERRY KRIS-
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After months of 

buildup and debate, 

the Kris Bryant era 

has finally begun—and 

Cubs Nation already 

has much to love about 

the hitting instructor’s 

son (and former 

aspiring dentist) with 

teeth-rattling power

MLB

IVY LEAGUE
The Cubs had their first winning 

April since 2008, and since joining 
the team Bryant has hit .278 in 

15 games, with 12 walks.

Photograph by  
Nam Y. Huh/AP
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table. The book emphasized Williams’s belief in the rotational power 

of the hips and shoulders and the importance of making contact with 

a slightly  upward-traveling  bat. “Hit the ball in the air—it shouldn’t 

be radical, but kids are taught to hit the ball on the ground,” says 

Bryant. “They just talk about swinging down on the ball, hitting the 

top of the ball. It’s stupid and wrong. And it’s something I hammered 

into Kris from the very beginning.”

“I still think about it all the time, really,” Kris says. “When I’ve 

had a few 0-for-3 days in a row, I’ll get a text from him, and without 

looking at it, I know what it says: Hit it in the air.” 

The beauty of Bryant’s game is in his swing: From a low, wide 

stance, he unfurls with a quiet whip, without a leg kick or a long 

follow-through. The impact of bat on ball sounds like a gunshot. It is 

his baseball intelligence, however, that sets Bryant apart—his ability 

to, as Cubs manager Joe Maddon puts it, “organize the strike zone.” 

Last season at Double A Tennessee, Bryant had a .281 aver age with 

five home runs in April, a good month by most players’ standards, but 

not the Bryants’. “Kris was not satisfied,” says Mike, “so I put him in 

the pitcher’s shoes: He gets ahead and expands the strike zone, and 

gets the hitter to chase. I said, ‘Wait for a pitch you can hit hard. It 

might be the first pitch. But if you’re down 0–2, 1–2, you can still wait, 

because the next two pitches are going to be out of the strike zone.” 

Kris began seeing more pitches, “waiting for one he could drive. And 

when that happened,” Mike says, “he just went off.” Kris hit 12 home 

runs in May and another 11 in June. He finished the season with the 

most home runs in the minors. He entered 2015 ranked either No. 1 

bonus in Cubs history ($6.7 million), and he was 

Baseball America’s minor league player of the 

year in 2014 after mashing 43 homers across 

two levels. But it wasn’t until this spring that 

Bryant’s legend really spread. Spring training 

numbers are meaningless, but Bryant’s stat line 

(.425 average, nine home runs in 40 at bats) was 

arresting. “It’s crazy,” Detroit ace David Price 

told reporters. “It’s all I ever hear about, him 

hitting another homer, and another.” After the 

Cubs’ controversial decision to send Bryant to 

the minors to start the season, he was called 

up from Triple A Iowa on April 17, an event— 

Kris-Mas Day, as it was hailed online—that 

ignited three times the average volume of tickets 

traded the day before a Cubs home game. 

“All the attention, it’s ridiculous, and to be 

honest, kind of not fair for him,” says Cubs first 

baseman Anthony Rizzo. “But he’s the right 

person to handle it. He has the right mind-set. 

And so far, he’s showing everyone that he’s 

worth every bit of that hype.”

I
N THE spring of 1980, Mike Bryant 

was a wide-eyed 21-year-old Red Sox 

prospect. Massachusetts-born and a 

product of UMass-Lowell, the out-

fielder was in minor league camp with the 

franchise he grew up rooting for, assigned 

to work with a cantankerous former player 

turned instructor with a bit of a reputation. 

His name was Ted Williams.

“You’re late,” Williams said when Bryant 

showed up on his first day. Bryant was con-

fused: He was 10 minutes early. “If you’re not 

a half hour early,” Williams barked, “then 

you’re late.” 

This was the first of many lessons Mike 

Bryant learned from Williams over the two 

years he spent in the Red Sox’ organization, 

before he was cut and his professional career 

ended without a taste of the Show. “I was 

crushed,” says Bryant, who would devote 

the rest of his life to figuring out why he 

was never the best player on the field. Now 

a private hitting instructor in Las Vegas, 

where he and wife Susie moved a few years 

after his playing days were over, Bryant has 

embraced the analytics of baseball’s infor-

mation age, but Williams’s philosophies 

remain at the core of his teaching. In the 

indoor batting cage attached to the modest 

house where Bryant gives his lessons, Wil-

liams’s tome The Science of Hitting sits on a 
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“They say you have to give 
something to get something,” 

says Bryant, “AND I GIVE 

THE STRIKEOUTS FOR THE 

POWER NUMBERS.”

NEW KID ON THE BLOCK

Bryant’s smooth swing (right), which has Cubs 
fans dreaming of brighter days ahead, was 

shaped by his father, Mike (below left).
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or No. 2 (behind Minnesota’s Byron Buxton) on most prospect lists, 

and was compared to everyone from Cal Ripken Jr. to Miguel Cabrera. 

No prospect is without flaws, of course, and if there is one thing 

standing between Bryant and a career as one of the best hitters of his 

generation, it is his propensity to swing and miss. Bryant hit .325 with 

a .438 on-base percentage at Double and Triple A last year—but he also 

whiffed 162 times in 594 plate appearances. Active on Twitter (last year, 

when a fan asked him if an $850 bat advertised on eBay as one of the 

slugger’s was legit before he bought it, Bryant told him to save the money, 

and he sent the fan a free one), Bryant hears most everything that’s said 

about him, good or bad, and he’s well aware of analysts’ concerns. “I was 

thinking about that the other day,” he says, “and I kind of came to this 

conclusion: Let’s say there’s a four-game series, and three games I [have 

at least one] strikeout, but that fourth game I go 2 for 4, I hit a home run 

and drive in five runs and help the team win 6–5? I’ll take that. The Cubs 

say all the time that it’s about how you get to your strikeouts. [Last year] 

I led the team in strikeouts, but I was also working the count, getting 

the pitch count up. My strikeouts are usually 2 and 2, 3 and 2; if they 

were 0 and 2, 1 and 2, that would be a problem. 

“Look, I strike out. They say you have to give something to get 

something, and I give the strikeouts for the power numbers.” He 

shrugs. “That’s who I am.”

L
AS VEGAS is many things, but it has never been a baseball town. 

And yet, given its lack of size—a population just over 600,000—the 

town has produced impressive talent, from Greg Maddux (Valley 

High, 1984) to Harper (Las Vegas High, class of 2011, though he 

left school early). Bryant is 10 months older than Harper. They played 

on rival high schools and could not be more different in their personas: 

Harper has been the brash, kiss-blowing phenom since he was a kid, 

while Bryant was “straight out of an after-school special,” says Derek 

Stafford, his coach at Bonanza High. “I never had anything close to a 

problem with him. Maybe once he threw his helmet. Maybe.”

Mike Bryant raised his son to play the game the proverbial “right way”—a 

blustery, unapologetic baseball traditionalist, the elder Bryant gets riled 

up talking about the yapping, bat-flipping young stars in today’s game 

like Jose Fernandez, Yasiel Puig and, yes, even Harper, though he’s the 

local boy and Bryant respects the Harper family. “If my son were blowing 

kisses out there,” Mike says, referring to one 

of Harper’s minor league antics, “I’d pick up 

the phone and call the manager and tell him 

to get my son’s ass off the field.”

Kris, as he is wont to do, rolls his eyes at his 

dad’s old-school mentality. “I like Bryce—he’s 

only been supportive of me,” Kris says. He 

adds, “I personally think all that stuff is good 

for the game. We may hate Puig,” he says, 

referring to ballplayers in general, “but it’s 

what brings people to the game. You want to 

watch the guys like Bryce because you don’t 

know what’s going to happen next. I’m just 

not going to be one of those guys.”

Bryant did find himself in the middle of a 

 steaming-hot controversy this spring, when the 

Cubs sent him to Triple A to start the season. 

Prevailing opinion was that the Cubs were 

delaying his service time in order to retain 

Bryant’s rights for an additional year before he 

becomes a free agent, and fans ripped the front 

office for not fielding its best team on Opening 

Day. Bryant’s agent, Scott Boras, complained 

loudly, and the players’ association called it “a 

bad day for baseball.” Bryant himself, other 

than saying that he was “extremely disap-

pointed,” stayed above the fray. “I’m glad I 

went through it,” Bryant now says. “I learned 

a lot, about getting through distractions and 

stuff from the media, and learning to deal with 

it while going about your job.”

Now he can focus on the game, though he 

often feels giddy just being in the majors. 

Many times he’s stepped into the batter’s box 

to face a pitcher he grew up watching: “The 

other day in Pittsburgh, it was A.J. Burnett, 

and I’m thinking, Man, I had this guy on my 

fantasy team in college.” The day after Kris-

Mas, Bryant—following a game in which he 

walked three times, delivered a game-tying 

RBI single and helped fuel a game-winning 

rally in the 11th when he legged out an infield 

chopper—walked into a darkened clubhouse, 

with smoke filling the room. The rookie 

was flustered. “I was like, What’s going on 

in here?” he says. Then he heard the music 

and saw the disco ball hanging in the middle 

of the room, flashing as if it were Studio 54. 

“It caught me off guard,” says Bryant. “I’m 

like, Oh, this is how they celebrate a win up 

here in the majors? Well, that’s pretty cool.”

Kris Bryant still has much to learn. For the 

rest of the baseball world, that is a frighten-

ing thought. ±
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IMPLACABLE

Cobb’s no-holds-barred 

approach to baseball 

was as old-school as 

the flimsy glove he 

used in the outfield.
  



(The Times obviously got an insider’s price on quote polish, and lavished it on.) The men 

of Anson’s age “swung onto the ball with the force of a trip-hammer,” Cobb continued, 

but “the great hitters of our time grab their batting sticks a foot or more from the handle and, 

instead of swinging, aim to meet the ball flush. It’s just like the short-arm punch in the prize 

ring. The long swingers with their terrible haymakers seldom get the money nowadays. 

I stick to the sure system of just meeting the ball with a half-way grip.”

Italics mine. Willingness to accept the things about the Dead Ball era that he could 

not change—the deadness of the ball, for example—his.

But Cobb’s hitting, as astounding as it was, wasn’t half his story. Although the 

modern era of two leagues had started only in 1901, four years before he arrived in the 

majors, baseball had been around long enough for people to realize how intensely bor-

TYRUS RAYMOND COBB was the  greatest 

hitter of them all, his .366 lifetime  average 

over 231⁄2 seasons still the highest ever 

 recorded. This achievement is not trace-

able simply to superior hand-eye coordi-

nation; what it shows most vividly is that 

Cobb understood how to hit in his particular 

baseball moment, just as Adrian Constan-

tine Anson and George Herman Ruth, the 

offensive stars who bracketed him histori-

cally, understood (or intuited) how best to 

approach the discouraging art in theirs. 

Cap (born 1852) and the Babe (1895) both 

tried to teach the ball a lesson. Anson, a 

huge man, drove stinging line drives and 

had 21 home runs in 1884 for the National 

League Chicago White Stockings (who 

played in a bandbox, but still). Cobb (born 

in 1886), though built to be a  slugger—

rather like Ted Williams, whom he also 

resembled  temperamentally—understood 

that muscle wasn’t the point. “I never take 

a good healthy swing at the ball any more,” 

Cobb told The New York Times in May 1910. 

“I like to do that, but you can’t get anything 

in the big leagues swinging the willow. The 

spitball pitchers would make a dunce of you 

in short order, to say nothing of the boxmen 

who have mastered a good change of pace.” 
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BOOK EXCERPT

Ty Cobb ruled the Dead Ball era, 
slapping singles and stealing bases 

with cold-eyed calculation. Then came 
the livelier ball—and a free-swinging 

slugger who stole the spotlight 

BY CHARLES LEERHSEN

Photograph by  
Bettmann/Corbis
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ing it often was, despite its beauty—like 

a young Brigitte Bardot telling you about 

the dream she had the other night—and 

the Georgia Peach was the tangy antidote 

to that. He was always up to something, 

or someone else was in a dither because 

of what he’d just done. His often-stated 

goal was to be “a mental hazard” for the 

opposition. “When I am on the bases,” he 

said, “I try continually to get as close to 

the home plate as possible, overlooking 

no opportunity.” Mere inches meant a lot 

to him. As he waited on base for a team-

mate to take his licks, he would kick the 

loose sacks of those days in the direction 

in which he was headed. 

Besides resembling Ted Williams, 

Cobb was a forerunner of Meadowlark 

Lemon, without the endless smiles; more 

like Buster Keaton in spikes. True stories 

about Cobb sounded like one-reel silent-

movie plots. Once, at Detroit’s Bennett 

Park, while the whole Yankees team ran in 

to argue a close play at the plate following 

Cobb’s RBI double, he strolled from second 

to third, then from third home, sticking his 

foot between the disputants to touch the 

plate for what became the winning run. On 

another occasion he stole second, third and 

home on three consecutive pitches. Then 

there was the day in Cleveland that Cobb’s 

perfectly timed baserunning turned a tap-

back to the box into an inside-the-park 

home run. Davy Jones had been on third, 

and after Cobb made contact, Jones un-

wisely got caught in a rundown while Cobb 

flew around the bases. The second Jones 

was tagged out by catcher Steve O’Neill 

“a foot from third,” said ex-umpire (and 

ex-Tiger) Babe Pinelli, who dined out on 

the story for years, Cobb passed him and, 

without sliding, scored the game-winning 

run. First baseman Doc Johnston was 

“too awed by what he was witnessing,” said Pinelli, to cover home plate. 

Cobb wasn’t just good, he was the kind of player who sold tickets—who 

made the usually close-but-no-cigar Tigers, said Paul W. Eaton of Sporting 

Life, grasping for a wildly futuristic figure, “worth four dollars to see.” Or 

so he was for the first 15 years of his career. By 1919 Cobb was still the 

greatest baseball player around, and the most exciting. What he wasn’t 

anymore was the game’s biggest story.

I
F YOU counted the new, livelier ball they started playing with that 

year—more tightly wound, with string made of stronger and springier 

Australian wool—Cobb was the fourth-biggest sports story of 1919, 

behind 3) said ball; 2) heavyweight champion Jack Dempsey, who 

won the title by whipping the much bigger Jess Willard in a historic three-

round battle in Toledo on July 4; and 1) Babe Ruth. Numbers one and three 

are intimately related, of course. Ruth by then played the outfield for Boston 

on most days that he didn’t pitch, in order to get his bat in the lineup as much 

as possible. He held that bat very differently from Cobb—all the way down 

at the knob end—and swung it differently too, with a decisive uppercut mo-

tion and such force that if his spikes stuck in the clay around home plate, he 

could, and sometimes did, wrench his back. When Ruth made contact with 

what everyone but the Spalding Company (which insisted it turned out a 

perfectly uniform product year after year) called the “jackrabbit ball,” the 

results were electrifying. After leading the league with 11 home runs and 

helping the Red Sox win the world championship in the war-shortened 1918 

season, Ruth hit 29 homers in ’19, breaking the all-time record of 27 by the 
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White Stockings’ Ned Williamson in 1884. Ruth became a national phenomenon. 

Cobb got all those pitty-pat hits and struck out only 3.1% of the time, but 

now it hardly mattered. Even at Detroit’s Navin Field, as H.G. Salsinger 

wrote, Ruth received “the welcome due a conquering hero. He got the ap-

plause, the shrieking adoration of the multitude, in Cobb’s own city. Cobb, 

standing aside, could feel deeply how fickle the adoration of the sport-loving 

public is. He saw before him a new king acclaimed.” (The following year Ruth 

coming out in unprecedented numbers to 

see the pyrotechnics. Not every one favored 

the bombastic new way, and a decade or 

so later some grew nostalgic for the more 

chesslike game played by Cobb and his 

contemporaries. Asked in 1933 if he would 

take Ruth or Cobb in his respective prime, 

Red Sox owner Tom Yawkey, just 30 at the 

time, said, “I would take Cobb. I like to 

see Ruth hit the long ones, but nothing 

has thrilled me more than the sight of 

Ty Cobb dashing around the bases, tak-

ing chances, outwitting the other side. 

You could never tell what he was going 

to do, and it was fine fun trying to figure 

out what he might do next. You don’t get 

that with Ruth.”

What you did get with Ruth was more 

money. The lively ball, the advent of Sunday 

baseball in New York City and the general 

postwar exhilaration combined to send at-

tendance soaring in 1919, making for what 

author Charles Alexander rightly calls “the 

beginning of sustained surge that would 

last for a decade.” Ruth, just 24 when he 

completed the transition to position player, 

would flare and dim as they all do, but 

the game people like to insist has never 

changed was morphing fundamentally 

and fast. Though Cobb would finish that 

season with the highest batting average 

(.384) and the most hits (191) playing the 

old way, there was no going back.

For all the individual success they en-

joyed in 1919, neither Ruth nor Cobb could 

propel his club to the top. In baseball it 

takes a village, and a deep bench. The 

Tigers overcame a 5–14 start after owner 

Frank Navin bought Dutch Leonard from 

the Yankees in mid-May, and they would 

finish fourth in the AL, a half-game be-

hind Boston. No one could stop the White 

Sox that season—no one, that is, except 

Arnold Rothstein and his fellow profes-

sional gamblers, who paid off seven Chi-

cago players to ensure that the Cincinnati 

Redlegs won the championship. Cobb had 

heard rumors that something was fishy 

with the best-of-nine Series, but he said 

he didn’t believe the stories, theorizing 

instead that the men who became known 

as the Black Sox played poorly because of 

“overconfidence.”

the ball over the infielders’ heads, approached hitting. After initially saying 

it was simply the wrong way to play the game, Cobb—whose split-hands grip 

now struck Washington Senators manager Clark Griffith as “awkward” and 

old-fashioned, and who never hit more than 12 homers in a season—grudgingly 

came around to saying in public (probably with his fingers crossed behind 

his back) that it was a legitimate alternative style of play, a crowd-pleasing 

trendy thing that ought to be, uh, encouraged. But he could never bring 

himself to describe Ruth as the Father of Modern Baseball or anything other 

than one lucky son of a bitch. “I do not vie for prominence,” Cobb wrote in 

1953 to the agent Christy Walsh, “but I do know of all the efforts in every 

way possible that have been put forth by New York scribes, etc., to always 

play up Ruth. . . . Remember, Christy, I know who was voted in first [italics 

his] to the Baseball Hall of Fame (Cooperstown).” 

For Cobb, the idea that Ruth had come into the pastime as a pitcher was 

key to his somewhat unearned success. As a pitcher Ruth “could experiment 

at the plate,” Cobb said years later. “He didn’t have to get a piece of the ball. 

He didn’t have to protect the plate the way a regular batter was expected 

to. No one cares much if the pitcher strikes out or looks bad at bat, so Ruth 

could take that big swing. If he missed, it didn’t matter. And when he didn’t 

miss, the ball went a long way. As time went on, he learned more and more 

about how to control that big swing and put the wood on the ball. By the 

time he became a full-time outfielder, he was ready.” 

Cobb could see that there was no use standing in the way of the jugger-

naut. By 1920, home run production in the American League more than 

tripled from what it was in ’18, jumping from 96 to 369, and people were 

would hit 54 home runs 

and then, down the road, 

59, then 60.) “Cobb repre-

sents the mauve decades in 

baseball,” said The Sport-

ing News. “Ruth represents 

the hot cha-cha, and hey 

nonny, nonny period.” In 

the Ruthian Age dozens 

of once-shameful strike-

outs could be atoned for 

by the occasional fence-

clearing clout. In the Roar-

ing Twenties the plate, like 

one’s sister, no longer re-

quired fierce protection.

This was, of course, ex-

actly opposite to the way 

the Dead Ball era greats, 

who choked up on the bat 

and mostly tried to poke 
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Fans went to see Ruth (far left) 
crush the ball and Cobb (near left, 
above) confound opponents with 
his aggressive baserunning.

  



T
HE TRUTH is, though, Cobb 

wasn’t paying much attention. 

He had a new daughter, Bev-

erly, his fourth child, and he had 

plenty of birds to shoot up in the Georgia 

hills, far from the world that weighed so 

heavily upon him. It would be just as well 

if he missed The New York Times piece that 

said, “Ruth was such a sensation last sea-

son that he supplanted the great Ty Cobb 

as baseball’s greatest attraction.”

Still, by most measures Cobb handled 

success better than Ruth. If Cobb wasn’t 

a millionaire by 1921, he was close to it, 

thanks to endorsement deals with candy, 

clothing and sporting-goods companies, 

a probably useless patent medicine called 

Nuxated Iron, a tire store, a Hupmobile 

dealership, real estate investments, the 

 Augusta Tourists (his old minor league 

team, which he now owned in partner-

ship with several local businessmen) and 

of course his stock. One of his hunting 

buddies was Robert W. Woodruff, who 

would succeed his father as head of the 

Atlanta-based Coca-Cola company in ’23 

and who urged Cobb to buy and hold onto 

as many shares as he could afford. He did, 

and passed along the tip to a number of 

sportswriters, who, in keeping with a sa-

cred press box tradition regarding the ac-

cumulation of wealth, almost universally 

didn’t. “Had we taken his well-intended 

advice, we each could have made between 

$250,000 and $300,000,” said Henry Ed-

wards, a baseball beat man for the Cleve-

land Plain Dealer. (The business journalist 

Adam J. Wiederman has calculated that 

one share of Coca-Cola purchased for $40 

in 1919 would be worth $9.8 million today.) 

When a reporter visited the Cobb family 

in mid-October  1921, he found the arche-

typal American man of leisure, cheerfully 

overseeing a household full of fresh-faced 

baseball buffs. Ten-year-old Shirley waited 

at the front door for the newspaper to ar-

rive so she could keep track of the Giants- 

Yankees “subway” World Series. Eleven-

year-old Ty Jr. expounded on his theory that 

Babe Ruth should return to pitching despite 

his hot bat. Dad listened and chuckled. “Yes, 

we’re all fans in this house,” said the “lovely, 

raven-haired” Charlotte (Charlie) Cobb, in 

one of the rare times she was quoted directly. “And in between times I suppose 

I’m the biggest fan of all!” Unless this was a charade put on for the reporter, 

Cobb had all of the items on the standard checklist for happiness: a loving 

spouse (with family money of her own), five healthy kids, a more than healthy 

income, well-recognized success. It was probably the happiest time of his life.

Yet as long was Ruth was clouting homers and getting applause, Cobb 

couldn’t be content. Sid Keener recalled in a Sporting News article in 1961 that 

for the day. The next afternoon he hit two more homers and a single in an 

11–4 Detroit win. In the clubhouse afterward, the old scribe wrote, Cobb was 

“jabbering all over the place” and practically hornpiping with glee. “What 

will the Babe say about this trick by Ty, five in two games?”

Watching Cobb and Ruth fail to get along sweetly was one of joys of the 

early live-ball era. Cobb was perennially the more aggrieved party because 

he paid more attention to what was being said and took offense quicker. It 

pained him to see the stands at Navin Field packed to near capacity when 

Boston, and then the Yankees, came to town. To Cobb, in those days, the 

Babe was just a big lummox who would eventually eat his way out of the 

major leagues—or so Cobb said, probably without really believing it. “Ruth 

is good for the game,” he kept hearing. “Cobb cannot be fully appreciated 

unless you are a student of baseball,” said Yankees manager Miller Hug-

gins. “Ruth appeals to everybody.” 

T
HE ONLY way Ruth was good for Cobb, it seems, was as another 

piece of grit that he could impearl, a negative he could transform 

into a plus. Besides hitting 18 points above his lifetime average 

when Ruth pitched, Cobb had a consistently higher average when 

Ruth was anywhere on the same field, as Tom Stanton tells us in his book 

Ty and the Babe. In 1920, for example, Cobb hit .334 against all opponents 

but averaged .420 against the Yanks. But when it came to Cobb’s managing 

(which began in 1921, while he was still a player), Ruth had the opposite effect, 

bringing out Ty’s overly prideful side. The Tigers were the only team in the 

American League that chose not to pitch around Ruth, a decision by Cobb that 

yielded disastrous results. In ’21, for example, Ruth had the game-winning 

hit in three of the Yanks’ first four encounters with Detroit, and he twice 

hit game-winning homers in a four-game sweep of the Tigers in mid-June.

In the second game of that series, played in New York on Sunday, June 12, 

in early May ’25 he came upon 

Cobb telling his sportswriter 

friend Salsinger that he was tired 

of “reading stories that say I get 

my base hits on infield grounders 

and little bunts. The big guy, oh, 

you know, Babe Ruth, he socks 

those home runs! Well, I’ll show 

you something today. I’m going 

for home runs for the first time 

in my career!” That afternoon 

at Sportsman’s Park, Cobb hit 

three homers, two singles and 

a double as the Tigers beat the 

Browns 14–8. As Keener remem-

bered it, Cobb missed by only a 

few inches having five home runs 
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Cobb (right, with three of his kids 
in 1913) was always a happy family 
man, and in retirement he was even 
friends with Ruth (above, in ’41).   



challenged Eddie,” and so on. The melee 

didn’t end “until Blue arranged to fight 

[Yankees coach] Charley O’Leary under 

the stands after the game.” The results of 

that contest went unrecorded.

Ruth and Cobb were at the center of a 

very similar battle royal that took place 

three years later almost to the day, at Navin 

Field. The catalyst was a pitch that drilled 

Yankees outfielder Bob Meusel in the ribs, 

causing him to crumple. Ruth yelled that 

he’d seen Cobb signal pitcher Bert Cole 

to plunk Meusel, and Ruth ran out of the 

dugout toward the mound. Cobb scurried 

to defend his man, but Huggins once again 

played referee, with the help of umpire Em-

mett (Red) Ormsby. Thousands of Detroit 

fans engulfed the principals, and in the 

ensuing chaos, as people pulled up seats 

and tossed them onto the field, Ormsby 

declared the Yankees winners by forfeit. 

Curiously, with that catharsis the Cobb-

Ruth feud seemed to run out of steam. 

The 100 or so extra policemen that Navin 

arranged to be brought in for the next 

day’s game proved unnecessary, nor were 

such precautions ever needed again. It’s 

likely that Cobb finally figured out that it 

looked bad for him to be bothered by the 

man whom fate had so obviously sent to be 

his replacement. “I’ve always liked Ruth,” 

Cobb began saying with a straight face. 

Batboy Jimmy Lanier remembered only 

the friendly last days of the rivalry: “One 

time when Ruth hit a tremendous home 

run, he was coming around third base 

and he yelled at Mr. Cobb, in the dugout, 

‘Now do you want to tell me how to hit?’ ” 

After Cobb’s retirement the two greats 

often golfed together and spent long eve-

nings drinking whiskey and swapping 

tales, the way ex-ballplayers do. Maybe they 

weren’t such an odd couple after all. Besides 

having baseball and success in common, 

they also had Claire Merritt Hodgson, a 

Georgia native and a Ziegfeld Follies girl 

who was Ruth’s second wife. In her auto-

biography, The Babe and I, Mrs. Ruth said 

she had known Cobb “very well” as a teen-

ager back in Athens, Ga., before he married 

Charlie, and for what it’s worth, Al Stump, 

in his second book on Cobb, suggests that 

Claire and Ty were young lovers. ±

single combat between Cobb and Ruth was narrowly avoided, but their respec-

tive armies clashed. Wrote Harry Bullion of the Detroit Free Press: “Close to 

32,000 people were undecided whether to weep out of shame for the athletes, 

give vent to joy or feel insulted at the spectacle.” The trouble began during 

batting practice, when Ruth, put off by something Cobb had said to him during 

the previous day’s game, refused a photographer’s request to take a picture of 

him with his rival. The Babe, no idiot, was hardly insensitive to the slurs that 

came his way. Biographer Robert W. Creamer tells us that teammates and 

opponents alike “made pointed insults about his round, flat-nosed, heavily 

tanned face; they called him monkey, baboon, ape, gorilla.” Upon hearing 

that Ruth wouldn’t pose with him, Cobb did his best impression of a gorilla in 

front of the Yankees’ dugout. Ruth, “taking it as a challenge,” according to one 

paper, charged Cobb and would have fought him had not umpires intervened. 

Once the game began, the two stars exchanged words every time they 

passed each other on the field, and in the fifth inning, said the Bridgeport 

Telegram, they “struck the pose Dempsey and [Georges] Carpentier will 

assume July 2” and glared at each other until umpire Bill Dinneen broke 

the tension. Dinneen was a sort of Neville Chamberlain figure. Earlier in 

the game he had been slugged in the stomach and jaw by Donie Bush fol-

lowing a disputed call, but he did not eject the Tigers’ shortstop until, when 

the inning ended, Bush threw a ball at him. All eyes remained on Cobb 

and the Babe, though—until, in the eighth when a fight erupted between 

Tigers first baseman Lu Blue and Yankees catcher Wally Schang following 

a collision at the plate, which caused both teams, wrote Bullion, “to pour 

off the benches like smoke out of the funnels of a trans-Atlantic liner.” 

Ruth and Cobb found each other in the fracas and were again about to 

mix it up when Huggins tackled his star to keep him out of trouble. “While 

that was going on,” Bullion wrote, “[Tigers catcher Eddie] Ainsmith rushed 

to the plate to challenge somebody and [Yankees outfielder] “Ping” Bodie 
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SORRY, DADS: 

MATERNAL 

FIGURES ARE 

DOMINANT 

IN THE NBA. 

AND SOME OF 

THEM WILL 

BE HAVING 

A HAPPIER 

MOTHER’S DAY 

THAN OTHERS

BY LEE  

JENKINS

THEY COME from Houston’s Third Ward, L.A.’s Compton 

corridor, small-town Iowa and rust-tough Michigan. They 

were athletes before they were mothers: tennis players, 

power forwards, runners. They watched the Showtime 

Lakers and the Bad Boy Pistons. They loved Magic and Isiah. They got 

pregnant and, despite challenges, carried to term. They lay in hospital 

beds, holding their sons for the first time, and remarked on the size of 

newborn hands. In many cases they raised the boy alone, left to explain 

why fathers were absent. They bought him his first basketball, signed 

him up for his first team and filled his bedroom with plastic mini hoops 

that broke when he dunked. They taught him to shoot and crossed 

their fingers when he dribbled. They kept his birth certificate in their 

purse for when other parents inevitably complained that he was too big.

They often made long commutes and worked interminable hours, 

plus extra shifts, to pay the mortgage on bungalows or townhouses. If 

they didn’t own a car, they rode the bus, and if they couldn’t make fare, 

they walked. They memorized value menus because three meals were 

never enough. They saw the drug dealer’s son, strutting through the 

neighborhood in fresh Jordans, and described other ways that a boy 

can get the things he wants. They watched the draft. They pretended 

GMs were calling. They laughed then, but during games their stomachs 

clenched so tightly that they wondered if they were getting ulcers. They 

knew, deep down, there was a chance that the NBA would call for real.

They hid outside playgrounds during pickup runs for fear that 

gang members would approach with recruiting pitches. Then they 

hid outside gymnasiums for fear that agents and AAU coaches would 

do the same. I go where you go, they said, and they did, from high 

school to college to the pros, sometimes sharing the same roof. They 

still text at halftime with reminders to “fire up!” but also to thank 

God. They are blessed beyond belief. They drive Cadillacs. They carry 

Louis Vuitton bags. Their faces inspire tattoos. When they are sick, 

they see the best doctors, and when they are sore, they visit the finest 

spas. They sit in lower-bowl seats, wearing jerseys emblazoned with 

their last names, bouncing grandchildren on their laps. They make 

strategic suggestions to Gregg Popovich, and he listens.

If baseball is billed as the sport of fathers and sons, basketball is 

for sons and their moms. When Thunder forward Kevin Durant de-

livered his tearful MVP address a year ago, he turned to his mother, 

Wanda Pratt. “We wasn’t supposed to be here. You made us believe. 

You kept us off the street. You put clothes on our backs, food on the 

table. When you didn’t eat, you made sure we ate. You went to sleep 

hungry. You sacrificed for us. You the real MVP.” Other megastars 

express identical sentiments on smaller platforms. “My mom tells me 

after games, ‘No matter what, I still love you,’ ” says Rockets guard 

James Harden. “That’s what drives me. It’s all her.”

Appropriately, Mother’s Day falls during the NBA playoffs, a 

cause for celebration and stress. The moms break out special-

occasion high heels bedazzled with rhinestone logos. They paint 

their nails in team colors. They construct angry tweets to critical 

broadcasters—then reconsider and 

delete. They stand and scream, oc-

casionally at their own offspring. SI 

followed the first round of the post-

season through five of the women who 

made it possible. Some won. Some 

lost. In a larger sense, all prevailed.

After Spurs forward 
Leonard lost his father, 
Robertson not only 
cheered him on but also 
became his advocate with 
recruiters and coaches. 

Photograph by  

Greg Nelson

For Sports Illustrated

  



IMBERLY JORDAN-WILLIAMS sits in 

the backseat of a black Escalade heading 

east on I-10, Hollywood Hills rising be-

yond tinted windows. “Our first car was 

a used Cutlass Supreme, no air conditioning, and 

the boys fought over the front seat,” she says. “I 

came up with a solution. My purse got the front 

seat. They got the back.” 

Kimberly stands 6' 2" and, like her oldest son, 

 Clippers center DeAndre Jordan, was a feared 

shot blocker. She played at Huston-Tillotson Uni-

versity in Austin, where she met Hyland Jordan, 

and they had four boys. But they separated when 

the children were young, and Kimberly moved 

the family into her parents’ pink-and-white bun-

galow in Houston’s Third Ward. She worked as a 

receptionist at a medical clinic and at a dentist’s 

office. She bummed rides from friends who owned 

cars. Early on, she could only afford for one of her 

kids to play sanctioned sports, so she chose Cory, 

a promising pitcher. “People tell me they knew 

DeAndre would be great,” Kimberly says. “I tell 

them, ‘No you didn’t.’ He was horrible!”

In the summer between DeAndre’s fresh-

man and sophomore years of high school, at 

Christian Life Center Academy, he underwent 

a growth spurt so dramatic that one Sunday 

his mother could see over his head at church 

and the next she couldn’t. Suddenly, DeAndre 

was a prospect, waking at 4:30 a.m. to run at 

Hermann Park, and then going to school, where 

recruiters pursued him so doggedly that he once 

hid under the bleachers. When he was a junior, 

Kimberly quit her job to counsel him. I may go 

broke, she thought, but I will not let anyone 

take my child. DeAndre wound up 90 minutes 

away at Texas A&M.

She made him fly to New York City for the 2008 

draft, even though his stock was plummeting, be-

cause she remembered when he acted out all those 

GMs’ phone calls. She sat next to him at Madison 

Square Garden, fearing that his knee would rub a 

hole in her skirt because it never stopped shaking. 

When the Clippers finally picked him 35th, she told 

him, “This number doesn’t mean a thing.” Seven 

years later, DeAndre is the best rim protector in 

the NBA and lives at the top of a hill in Pacific 

Palisades. A silver Ferrari and a black Polaris sit 

in the driveway. A pool flanked by a hammock 

and a massage table look over a canyon. Rows of 

Nikes, like the ones the drug dealer’s son used to 

wear, hang in a second-story window.

“I get tears in my eyes,” Kimberly says, “be-

couldn’t do myself.” He bought her a house in 

Pearland, outside Houston, but she goes every-

where with him. Her portrait is tattooed on the 

inside of his left calf, next to a picture of the 

old bungalow. Now 26, he sends her a purse on 

holidays, keeping the passenger’s seat forever 

occupied. “The way our society is today, a lot of 

people don’t have fathers,” DeAndre says. “My 

mom is everything.”

Before Game 1 against the Spurs, Kimberly 

texts him to hustle and be aggressive. By the 

time the Escalade pulls into the players’ lot under 

Staples Center, she is nervous, tapping her red, 

white and blue fingernails against black jeans. 

She does not wear her number 6 jersey tee on the 

road—“My mouth is bad,” she explains, “and if 

somebody says the wrong thing about my baby, it 

won’t be cute”—but in Section 112 at Staples she 

rocks it with pride. Late in the second quarter 

the Spurs foul DeAndre intentionally, a popu-

lar strategy against a career 41.7% free throw 

shooter. “I know that little air-ball man comes 

out every once in a while, but this is your time,” 

Kimberly says. “Relax and knock ’em down.” She 

claps when he misses three in a row. She claps 

louder when he hits four of the next five.

After the Clippers win, DeAndre emerges 

from the locker room in a checkered black-and-

white suit over a green shirt and tie. Kimberly 

is waiting in the tunnel with family. She has 

remarried, to Fred Williams, and all four of her 

sons are college or pro athletes. “Honey bunny!” 

she yells. He pecks her cheek. “What we need 

now,” she says, “are three more.”
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“My mouth 

is bad,” says 

Kimberly. “If 

somebody says 

the wrong thing 

about my baby, 

it won’t be cute.”

cause my baby did this. My baby did what I 

  



ARY BABERS-GREEN rocks back and 

forth on the cream-colored sectional in 

her Saginaw, Mich., living room, star-

ing down the 55-inch flat screen on the 

wall. In close games she kneels. At key moments 

she covers her eyes, peeking between her fingers. 

She screams at players, including her youngest son, 

Warriors forward Draymond Green. “Get him out 

of there! Put in somebody who wants to play!” She 

is not at Oracle Arena because she still works as a 

middle school campus patrol officer, and she does 

not allow anyone in her house because she prefers 

to watch alone. Her phone is her only companion. 

“I need Twitter because it makes me feel like I’m 

with the crowd,” she says. “What I write is what 

I’d yell in the stands.”

The NBA’s Twitter queen, who calls out every-

body from Popovich to Charles Barkley, learned her 

hoops at Civitan Rec Center in Saginaw. “This is 

going to sound like a little trash talk, a little smack, 

but I had game,” Mary says. She could play every 

position, same as her 25-year-old son, but she did 

not respond to instruction. She was nicknamed 

Too Too because she was double trouble for every-

one; her junior high coach cut her because she 

didn’t appreciate her attitude. When Mary tried 

out again in high school, another coach threw a 

ball at her—and she hurled it right back in his face. 

She was never more than a park player. 

A decade later Mary worked at the same school 

as the junior high coach, and she confronted the 

woman one day in a campus hallway. “I still had all 

this anger inside of me because of what happened,” 

Mary says. “I was a wreck. I wanted to hurt that 

woman. I told her, ‘You destroyed my life because 

you took away the thing that meant more than life.’ 

I cried and she cried. After that, I decided I would 

not let my kids make the same mistakes I did.” 

Draymond was in preschool then, already playing 

at Civitan Rec with LaMarr Woodley, a future NFL 

linebacker who was five years older. “LaMarr was 

the big guy and Day-Day was the little guy,” Mary 

recalls. “They tortured him, pushed him down the 

court, put him in the rim and let him hang from 

the net. It didn’t matter. He was a spitball of fire. 

He always came back for more.”

The boy’s relentlessness was inherited. Mary 

worked two jobs—at a school and at a rehab 

 facility—while taking classes at Davenport Uni-

versity and driving three hours, four times a week, 

to Detroit so Draymond could play AAU ball. “How 

did I make that work?” she wonders. “How did 

it happen?” She had help from her parents and 

from her ex-husband, Raymond Green, but for 

stretches she raised three kids alone in a treacher-

ous neighbor hood. “You walk out the front door 

and you’ve got a crackhead on one side, a prosti-

tute on the other and mama right behind, telling 

you to keep straight,” Mary says. Her oldest son, 

Torrian, now supervises a factory. Her daughter, 

LaTatoya, runs a day-care center. Day-Day is the 

guts of the best team in the league.

Shortly after the Warriors drafted Draymond 

out of Michigan State in 2012, Mary heard a noise 

coming from the bathroom in her home. She found 

an intruder, wearing a black mask and reeking of 

liquor, crawling through the window. He pressed a 

pistol to her forehead. She heard it click. “I thought 

I was dead,” she says. “But when I realized I wasn’t, 

I tried to kill that man with my hands.” Seeing that 

he had messed with the wrong mom, the burglar 

slithered back out the window. “The first person 

I called was Draymond,” Mary says. “He told me, 

‘You get out of that house tomorrow. You move to 

the other side of town.’ ”

From her new home, she watches Game 2 

against the Pelicans and fires off her usual flurry 

of texts. Draymond typically replies at halftime, 

but tonight he is silent. “Oh, come on!” Mary 

says. She returns to live-tweeting. She will have 

to wait for his response until he has finished 

playing 42 minutes, smothering All-Star center 

Anthony Davis and strong-arming the Warriors 

to a 2–0 lead. The next morning, Too Too is 

back at Thompson Middle School, guarding the 

campus from trouble.
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“You’ve got a 

crackhead 

on one side, 

a prostitute 

on the other 

and mama 

right behind, 

telling you to 

keep straight,” 

says Mary.

Look  
At Me 
Now

  



IANE DEROZAN is at Seventh Day 

Adventist Church in South Los Ange-

les for a funeral and the Raptors are 

in Washington for Game 4 against the 

Wizards. Diane claims to have seen—in person 

or on television—every game that her only child, 

Toronto shooting guard DeMar DeRozan, has ever 

played. But today she is mourning the death of 

her 105-year-old grandmother, Gussie Toliver, and 

won’t even check the score on her phone. According 

to Diane, Gussie is the reason DeMar is here at all.

For five years in the 1980s, Diane and Frank 

DeRozan tried to have a baby. But Diane had 

developed fibroids on her uterus, which required 

surgery, and afterward doctors recommended 

fertility treatments. Gussie, a nurse and evange-

list who bore eight kids of her own, prescribed a 

prayer regimen instead. At 35, Diane delivered 

DeMar in an emergency C-section. “Every time 

I had a contraction, his heart rate dropped,” 

Diane recalls. “I told my husband, ‘Don’t worry 

about me. Save the boy.’ ”

The couple named their son after Diane’s 

younger brother, Lemar, who sent her Mother’s 

Day cards before she was ever pregnant. Lemar, 

a football star for Compton High, was killed in a 

drive-by shooting at age 20. “That’s why I have to 

protect you,” Diane explained to DeMar. She sat 

in her car while he played basketball at Wilson 

Park and Enterprise Middle School in Compton. 

She chirped, “Money!” when he let fly. She heard 

gang members say, “DeMar, you can’t hang with 

us—you’re going to the NBA.”

Diane’s sport was tennis, but when DeMar 

was three she won a Spalding basketball in an 

office raffle at the thermostat company where 

she worked. He dribbled the ball everywhere. 

He told people that Kobe Bryant was his cousin. 

He dunked on the mini hoops that cluttered the 

family’s townhouse. By the time he was 12, and 

jamming for real, Diane had to tote around his 

birth certificate.

Shortly after DeMar turned 15, he noticed mys-

terious spots on his mother’s hands. A year of 

tests followed. Doctors diagnosed lupus, a chronic 

illness that can cause fatigue and arthritis. “I get 

a lot of pain in my legs,” she says. “But they do 

feel better when he scores 40.” DeMar searches 

for more reliable remedies. He bought her two 

walking chairs—a contraption with four wheels 

and a seat—and installed a whirlpool tub in his 

parents’ home so she can soak her legs. He loans 

her his NormaTec boots, which revitalize weary 

limbs across the league, and encourages her to hit 

the spa twice a month for leg massages.

Diane does not admit when she is ailing, but 

DeMar can usually tell. “He’ll come over, lay 

down in bed with me and hold me,” she says. “He 

asks, ‘Mama, how you feeling? Mama, are you 

O.K.?’ I tell him, ‘You’re not no baby anymore; 

get out of my bed!’ ”

Diane and Frank were at LAX, bound for the 

Raptors’ playoff opener in Toronto, when they called 

DeMar to tell him about Gussie. “One  hundred five 

years,” he said. “What a run.” So began a difficult 

week. Toronto was swept by the fifth-seeded Wiz-

ards and DeMar, the team’s leading scorer, topped 

20 points only once. One of Diane’s nephews in-

formed her during the funeral that the Raptors had 

been eliminated in the first round for the second 

straight year. “Damn,” she said, before catching 

herself. “Oh, Lord, forgive me.”

She remembers how DeMar used to cry after 

losses, how she would scold him and how she 

would end up crying too. “I’m an NBA mommy,” 

she says. “I’m going to tell him to be the man I 

raised, keep his head high, accept this and move 

forward.” She may also give her 25-year-old son 

a metaphor to chew on. “He could always eat 

sunflower seeds,” she says. “Those were easy 

for him. But pumpkin seeds were the hardest 

thing. He tried and he tried, and he could never 

do it—until he finally learned. I sometimes re-

mind him of that.” 
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“Don’t worry 

about me,” 

Diane told her 

husband at 

the hospital. 

“Save the boy.”

Did your mother 
take you to your 
first ball game? 
Play catch in the 
backyard? Share 

your favorite sports 
moments with your 
mom for the chance 

to be featured on 
SI.com. Go to  

SI.com/mothersday for 
more information.

SI.COM

  



TYPES OF PRODUCTS

During the 1930s to the 1980s, products sold by The Flintkote 
Company and Flintkote Mines Limited (the “Debtors”) may have 
contained asbestos. These products could have included foor 
tile, roofng shingles, joint compound, cement pipe, asphalt and  
other products.

Persons or entities exposed to, or harmed by, the Debtors’ 
asbestos or asbestos-containing products may have personal 
injury, wrongful death or other claims against the Debtors.   
You do not need to (i) have been diagnosed, (ii) have symptoms, 
or (iii) be impaired to be affected by the Plan.  

If you believe you may have been exposed to, or harmed 
by the Debtors’ products, you may be entitled to vote on 
the terms of the Reorganization.  You should carefully 
read this notice and the important documents located at  
http://www.fintkotebankruptcy.com.

PLAN OF REORGANIZATION

The Debtors have fled for bankruptcy. On February 9, 2015, 
the Debtors fled a modifed Joint Plan of Reorganization  
(the “Plan”) with the United States Bankruptcy Court for the 
District of Delaware (the “Bankruptcy Court”). The Plan includes 
the terms of a settlement reached between the Debtors and their 
former indirect parent company, Imperial Tobacco Canada 
Limited (“ITCAN”). The Plan has been jointly proposed by 
the Debtors, the Asbestos Claimants Committee and the Future 
Claimants Representative (collectively, the “Plan Proponents”). 
As background, the Plan is a modifed version of a bankruptcy 
plan on which Debtors previously solicited votes in 2008 and 
2009, and which was confrmed by the Bankruptcy Court on 
December 21, 2012 (the “Original Plan”).

A document describing the Plan’s changes (the “Disclosure 
Supplement”), which the Bankruptcy Court approved on  
March 17, 2015, and a copy of the Plan itself and voting materials 
(a “Resolicitation Package”), has been mailed to known holders of 
claims against the Debtors or their lawyers.  

THE TRUST

The Plan provides for a trust to be established to pay 
eligible asbestos personal injury claims against the Debtors  
(the “Trust”). The Plan states that all current and future holders 
of asbestos personal injury claims will be forever prohibited from 
asserting claims directly against the Debtors and other parties 
protected under the Plan, including ITCAN.  Such persons can 
receive money only from the Trust. The Plan and the Disclosure 
Supplement have important additional details and are available at 
http://www.fintkotebankruptcy.com.  

SUPPLEMENTAL SETTLEMENT BAR ORDER

Under the Plan, ITCAN will also obtain protection from certain 
claims by a settlement bar order, which is described more 
particularly in the Plan and Disclosure Supplement.

VOTING PROCEDURES

The Bankruptcy Court has issued an order describing who can 
vote on the Plan, how to vote, and how votes will be counted. The 
Disclosure Supplement has information that will help you decide 
whether and how to vote on the Plan if you are entitled to do so.  
Votes cast on the Original Plan will be counted as votes on the Plan, 
unless a holder changes such vote.  If you voted on the Original 
Plan and do not wish to change your vote, you do not need to 
submit a ballot.  If you did not vote on the Original Plan, you 
may obtain and cast a ballot, which would be subject to the Plan 
Proponents’ right to object.  To be counted, a completed ballot 
must be received by the Voting Agent at the address below by 
4:00 p.m. (prevailing Eastern time) on June 2, 2015.  Any ballot 
received after that deadline will not be counted. 

Proof of an asbestos personal injury or wrongful death claim does 
not need to be fled with the Bankruptcy Court. Special procedures 
have been established for holders of asbestos personal injury and 
wrongful death claims to vote on the Plan.  Lawyers for holders 
of these claims may vote on the Plan on behalf of their clients if 
authorized by their client.  If you are unsure whether your lawyer 
is authorized to vote on your behalf, please contact your lawyer.

THE HEARING TO CONFIRM THE PLAN

A hearing to confrm the Plan will be held before the Honorable 
Mary F. Walrath, United States Bankruptcy Judge, at the United 
States Bankruptcy Court for the District of Delaware, 824 Market 
Street, 5th Floor, Wilmington, Delaware 19801, commencing  
on August 10, 2015 at 10:30 a.m. (prevailing Eastern time). You 
may attend the hearing but are not required to do so.  

OBJECTING TO THE PLAN

Objections to the Plan are limited to changes between the 
Original Plan and the Plan and must be submitted in writing 
and received by July 8, 2015 to be considered.  All objections must 
comply with the requirements in the notice of the Confrmation 
Hearing, available at http://www.fintkotebankruptcy.com.  

HOW TO OBTAIN DOCUMENTS

If you would like additional information about the Plan, Disclosure 
Supplement and the Trust (including copies of the Plan and the 
Disclosure Supplement), you may contact the Debtors’ Voting Agent 
at (800) 290-0537 or visit http://www.fintkotebankruptcy.com. 

If You Were Exposed to, or Harmed by, ASBESTOS or ASBESTOS-CONTAINING Products 

Made, Distributed or Sold by THE FLINTKOTE COMPANY or FLINTKOTE MINES LIMITED,

Please read this NoƟce of VoƟng Rights and Hearing to consider  

whether to approve ReorganizaƟon. 

For complete informaƟon, including all relevant forms,  
noƟces and instrucƟons, please consult:

Flintkote ReorganizaƟon Website 

www.Ňintkotebankruptcy.com
Flintkote ReorganizaƟon Helpline 

1-800-290-0537

Write to: The Flintkote Company and Flintkote Mines, Limited,  
c/o GCG, P.O. Box 10127, Dublin, Ohio 43017-3127

  



AINE KORVER opens the browser on her 

home computer in Pella, Iowa, and sees 

that her son has captured the award she 

hardwired him to win. Laine played basket

ball at Montezuma High, 30 miles north, where she 

once scored 73 points in a game. (“Sometimes,” she 

says, “you just get hot.”) Working out of the high 

post, she averaged 41.6 as a senior, in 1975–76, 

heeding one basic piece of advice that she gleaned 

at a local clinic: “If you look at the front of the rim, 

you’ll hit the front of the rim. If you look at the 

back, you’ll hit the back. If you look at the middle, 

the ball will go in the hole.” She shared as much 

with her son Kyle when he was a boy, and even 

though he now plays for the Hawks and shoots 

according to a 20point checklist, you can detect 

her influence at No. 13: See the top of the rim. 

Laine and Kevin Korver met as basketball players 

at Division III Central College, in Pella, but raised 

their four sons in Paramount, Calif. The family lived 

across the street from Emmanuel Reform Church, 

where Kevin was associate pastor, and a typical 

weekend involved picking up trash and painting 

over graffiti in the troubled neighborhood. When 

work was done, the boys impersonated the Showtime 

Lakers on the court in the church parking lot, Kyle 

playing the role of Magic. Around his 12th birthday, 

the Korvers moved back to Pella and installed a 

Goalsetter hoop on a concrete slab in their backyard. 

Kyle’s range stretched beyond the slab.

Rebounding for him on concrete was easier than 

watching him on hardwood. “I became so nervous 

during games that I started to get stomach issues,” 

Laine says. “I had to let all that tension go and give it 

to the Lord, or else I was going to be a wreck.” Now 

she takes deep breaths in the stands. She bounces 

Kyle’s twoyearold daughter, Kyra, on her lap. She 

prays for his confidence. “There’s nothing else I can 

do,” she says. “He’s a husband, a father, a profes

sional. As mothers, we raise our children, and then 

let them go. We aren’t in the game.”

Kyle is 34, and when he elevates from the arc, 

Laine does not cover her eyes or add body English. 

She rebounded for him again last year at Philips 

Arena. She saw how he makes nine of 10 threes from 

every location. “I expect him to hit the shot,” she 

says—and he does, at a higher clip than anybody in 

the NBA. Kids in Pella still show up at the family 

home and play on his Goalsetter, as if accuracy can 

be improved through osmosis.

But none of that has anything to do with the 

award. The Joe Dumars Trophy is handed out for 

sportsmanship, a code of ethics that Laine believes 

was ingrained 25 years ago on the streets of Para

mount. “Basketball has been great,” she says. “It’s 

been foundational. But some of those other things 

are very heartwarming to a mother.” The day Kyle 

earns the honor, the Hawks vanquish the Nets in a 

pivotal Game 5, and Laine is asked, What means 

more? “The award is wonderful,” she says, “but 

he really wanted that win.”

IM ROBERTSON’S favorite Mother’s Day 

gifts are not the trophies or the flowers or 

the jewels. “They’re the cards,” she says. 

“Those cards are worth more to me than 

any amount of money.” Her only son, Spurs forward 

Kawhi Leonard, does not speak much. But he writes 

plenty: Thanks for always being there, Mom. . . . I’m 

lucky to have you, Mom. . . . I appreciate you.

Kawhi was 16 when his father, Mark Leonard, 

was shot and killed at the car wash that he owned in 

Compton. Kawhi’s parents were divorced and he had 

spent most of his childhood living with his mother 

in Moreno Valley, east of L.A. But Mark’s death put 

even more responsibility on Kim. “Tragedy can 

make a kid go in a different direction,” she says. “I 

felt like I had to watch him a little closer.” When he 

went to friends’ houses, she called ahead, ensuring 

that adults were present. And when he complained—

“Mom, you’re the only one who calls”—she shot 

back, “Then maybe I’m the only one who cares.”

Kawhi found refuge on the court, never pausing 

to grieve. “You know it’s O.K. to cry,” Kim told him. 

He policed her as well. “Mom, you need to get on 

the treadmill,” he nagged, “and do cardio.” She 

wondered why he paid so much attention to her 

fitness. “It was his way of telling me, You have to 

take care of yourself because you need to be here,” 

she says. “I started exercising.” Kim ran track as 

a girl but she learned quickly about basketball, 

including the politics that surrounded her son’s 

chosen sport. When one AAU coach spoke with 

college recruiters on Kawhi’s behalf, she admon
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“If you look at 

the middle of 

the rim, the 

ball will go 

in the hole,” 

Laine taught 

her son.  

That lesson 

has stuck.
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ished him: “He is my child and I know what’s best.” 

After two years at San Diego State, Kawhi was 

drafted by the Pacers and immediately traded to 

San Antonio, and Kim moved in with him. His 

bedroom was upstairs, hers down. They played 

Jenga. They ate enchiladas. During the Western 

Conference finals last May they went to dinner in 

Oklahoma City and bumped into Popovich. “Tell 

your son to be more aggressive,” the coach said.

“He needs the green light,” Kim replied. 

“He has it,” Popovich said. 

A month later Kawhi won Finals MVP as Kim 

stomped her suede platform boots, sparkling with 

the Spurs’ rhinestone logo. “You see mothers of 

entertainers who don’t treat their kids like kids,” 

she says. “They treat them like stars because they 

don’t feel they can mother them and discipline 

them anymore. Kawhi is not a star to me. I treat 

him the same way I did when he was growing up.”

In January, at 23, he finally moved out. He 

found a smaller house, 10 minutes away, and let 

his mom keep the bigger one. “I was like, ‘Really? 

Why don’t you stay one more year?’ ” Kim says. 

“He wanted his own space. It was kind of sad. 

But it’s part of maturing. I came here to make 

sure he was O.K., and I did that.”

Kim Robertson sits on one side of Staples Center 

for Game 7 and Kimberly Jordan-Williams sits 

on the other. Laine Korver’s Hawks and Mary 

Babers-Green’s Warriors have already advanced. 

The Clippers and the Spurs are hoping to follow. 

In an epic culmination to an unforgettable series, 

L.A. ousts the defending champs when hobbled 

point guard Chris Paul throws in a running bank 

with one second left. “I’ve seen my son play a lot of 

games,” Jordan-Williams says afterward, wiping 

her eyes. “This is the best. These are tears of joy.”

DeAndre stands at the scorers’ table, among the 

euphoric mob, scanning Section 112. He raises his 

right hand when he spots the person he is looking for.

His mom.  ±
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“Kawhi is 

not a star 

to me,” says 

Kim. “I treat 

him the same 

way I did 

when he was 

growing up.”

Look  
At Me 
Now

  



♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦

IT TOOK ME 10 years to stop saying “California 

Angels,” five to accept that Montreal no longer 

has a major league team and 15 to give up on 

Kerry Wood’s Hall of Fame candidacy. I am the Antonin 

Scalia of baseball: so reluctant to acknowledge changes in 

society, I still write “1993” on my checks.

I wasn’t just opposed to night games at Wrigley Field. 

I didn’t even want lights in the bathrooms. Make ’em pee 

in the dark, I said. It’s good for the soul, not to mention 

local dry cleaners.

So it is with a heavy heart that I write this:

Rob Manfred, for the love of your country, please make 

the National League use the designated hitter.

As the new commissioner, Manfred oversees our national 

pastimes. Yes, pastimes. There are two: the game played in 

National League parks, when pitchers hit (or at least swing); 

and the game in American League parks, with designated 

hitters. This is as ridiculous as the NBA having a three-point 

line in Eastern Conference arenas only, or the NHL deciding 

to use power plays in Canada but not in the U.S.

The DH is a hot topic because Cardinals ace Adam 

Wainwright tore his Achilles tendon running to first base 

on a pop-up on April 25 against the Brewers. The problem 

is not that pitchers get injured while hitting; they are far 

more likely to get injured while pitching.

The problem is that for too long, baseball players have 

lived under two sets of rules: one on the road, one at home. 

They may pull that off in their love lives, but it doesn’t 

make sense for the game.

Two sets of rules made some sense when the American 

and National leagues faced each other only in the World 

Series and the All-Star Game. But there are interleague 

games all season now. Why should a fan turn on the TV 

and have to wonder what the rules are?

It is tempting to say that the American League should 

solve the problem by getting rid of the designated 

hitter, bringing the game back to its roots. But the DH 

“experiment” is into its fifth decade. For half the country’s 

fans, the designated hitter does not buck tradition. It is 

tradition. So forget how the game used 

to be. What would make it better now?

The game is more interesting with a 

DH. Sure, you miss out on managerial 

maneuvers like the double switch, but 

does anybody tell their grandchildren 

about that great double switch they 

saw when they were a kid? What 

would you rather see: David Ortiz bat, 

or Terry Collins scribble on his lineup 

card? Was last year’s epic World Series 

Game 7 diminished because both 

teams used a designated hitter?

Traditionalists say that a true major 

leaguer should know how to field and 

hit. But there are specialists in every 

sport. Mariano Rivera had a total of 

seven plate appearances in his career, 

and he is heading to Cooperstown. Why 

complain that Ortiz is half a player?

Historians will tell you that Babe 

Ruth was a fantastic pitcher before 

he was the home run king. They 

should also note that he has been dead 

for almost 70 years. The skill level 

required to play baseball is so high 

now that it is virtually impossible to 

be a good major league hitter and a 

good major league pitcher. Through 

last week pitchers were hitting .105, 

with one home run in 838 plate 

appearances. Watching pitchers hit is 

like watching grass grow, waiting and 

waiting for something to happen, then 

realizing it’s actually artificial turf.

Would you rather see the best 

pitchers in the game hit, or see them 

pitch? The DH allows the top starters 

to throw longer into games because 

their managers don’t pull them for 

pinch hitters. (Managers still have to 

decide when to pull pitchers, of course, 

so you can still second-guess them and 

call them mean names. Relax!)

Pitchers should still hit at lower 

levels, like high school, where they 

are often the best athletes and have 

success. But the major leagues should 

go all DH, all the time. The game 

would be better with a single switch. ±

Switch Hitter
 B Y M I CH A EL ROSENBERG
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Rob 
Manfred, 

for the love 
of your 

country, 
please 

make the 
National 
League 

use the 
designated 

hitter.

Is it finally 
time to make 

the DH the law 
of the land?

Join the  
discussion on 

Twitter by  
using  

#SIPointAfter  
and following  

@Rosenberg_Mike

POINT 
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