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My dad always believed in working hard and 

following your dream. His name was Josh and he

was my hero. I made this wine in his honor. It’s big 

and vibrant but always approachable, like him. 

— Joseph Carr, Napa Valley Vintner & Son

Josh Carr, circa 1948

LONG LIVE

joshcellars.com
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He was a glorious athlete, to be sure. But
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By Richard Hoffer

•The Message By Charles P. Pierce

•The Fighter By Richard O’Brien

• The Tributes
•The Last Word By Cassius Clay

30
The Greatest

1942–2016



2 / SPORTS ILLUSTRATED / JUNE 13, 2016

Last fall SI renamed the award it gives
annually to a sports figure who has used
his or her platform to improve the world
in honor of The Greatest. On Oct. 1, 2015,
the 40th anniversary of Ali’s legendary
Thrilla in Manila bout against Joe Frazier,
SI dedicated the Muhammad Ali Legacy
Award with a star-studded ceremony at the
Muhammad Ali Center in Louisville. Former
heavyweight champion George Foreman,
who lost his title to Ali in 1974’s Rumble in
the Jungle, spoke eloquently of his friend of
more than four decades. “This is the greatest
man I’ve ever met in my life,” Foreman said.
“I’d get excited, and my heart would beat
[fast] every time that I met him.” Watch
Foreman’s speech and relive the celebration
at SI.com/boxing/video

SI VIDEO

Muhammad Ali Legacy Award

He was the greatest boxer of all time, but Muhammad Ali’s
influence wasn’t limited to the ring. An inspiration to many,
Ali the social activist used his infectious personality and
international platform to bring awareness to everything from
civil rights to the Special Olympics to combatting Parkinson’s
disease. Go to SI.com/ali as we celebrate Ali’s life with a look
at all 40 of the boxing legend’s SI covers, a gallery of SI’s
100 greatest Ali photos, senior editor Rich O’Brien’s analysis of
Ali’s top 10 fights, the Louisville Lip’s best quotes and knockout
lines, and videos reflecting the champ’s indelible mark on the
world. Plus, read original essays by Gary Smith and Rick Reilly.
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ALI AND SI
No athlete has given
SPORTS ILLUSTRATED more
memorable stories and photos
than Muhammad Ali

Leading
Off

1
of
5

“Lawdy, Lawdy, He’s Great”
The Thrilla in Manila
By Mark Kram • Oct. 13, 1975

TIME MAY WELL erode that long
morning of drama in Manila, but for

anyone who was there, those faces will return
again and again to evoke what it was like when
two of the greatest heavyweights of any era met
for a third time, and left millions limp around
the world. Muhammad Ali caught the way it
was: “It was like death. Closest thing to dyin’
that I know of.” . . .

Ali opened the fight flat-footed in the center
of the ring, his hands whipping out and back
like the pistons of an enormous and magnificent
engine. Much broader than he has ever been,
the look of swift destruction defined by his
every move, Ali seemed indestructible. Once, so
long ago, he had been a splendidly plumed bird
who wrote on the wind a singular kind of poetry
of the body, but now he was down to earth,
brought down by the changing shape of his
body, by a sense of his own vulnerability, and by
the years of excess. Dancing was for a ballroom;
the ugly hunt was on.

Photograph by

NEIL LEIFER



Scorecard
SI’s first mention of
Cassius Clay
Unbylined • April 4, 1960

THE GOLDEN
Gloves championships

ended in Madison Square
Garden with Chicago
taking the team title 12–4
over New York.
Outstanding fighter and
top Olympic prospect was
Cassius Marcellus Clay VI,
an 18-year-old high
school senior from
Louisville, who won a
third-round TKO in the
heavyweight division.
Clay attributed his
winning style to four
boxers. “I copied my left
hook from Floyd
Patterson,” said Clay, “my
infighting from Ray
Robinson, my
backpedaling from
Hurricane Jackson and
my shuffle from
Kid Gavilan.”
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Perfect Shot
My favorite Ali picture
By Neil Leifer • Photo taken Nov. 14, 1966

“AFTER I TAKE a photograph, no
matter how good it is, I often see little

things I wish I had done differently—maybe a
change in lighting, or in how close I was to
my subject. This shot of Ali’s knockout of
Cleveland Williams at the Houston
Astrodome is the only picture I’ve ever taken
that I know I could not have done better.
Everything is perfect: the composition, the
lighting, the moment. Another reason I like it
is because it’s a shot that couldn’t have
happened before. In most arenas at the time,
capturing the entire ring from straight
overhead required a fish-eye lens, which
would distort the image. But because the
Astrodome was so massive, I could mount a
wide-angle 50-millimeter lens and lighting
rig 80 feet up—high enough to capture the
symmetry of the ring and its surroundings
without any distortion at all.

“For decades I’ve been collecting pictures
by other photographers, and it’s those pictures
that line the walls of my New York City
apartment, not my own. With one exception:
This photo is hanging in my living room.”

Photograph by
NEIL LEIFER





“Return of the Big Bopper”
Ali named SI’s Sportsman of the Year
By George Plimpton • Dec. 23, 1974

I SPEND A lot of time studying Muhammad
Ali. He can become a fixation with someone

who writes, perhaps because he may be the most
astonishing athlete of our time. Charismatic.
Talented. Outspoken. Possibly of tragic stature.
Unpredictable—both in the ring and out. You never
know whether he’s going to come in fat or lean, or
what sort of fight he has in mind. The only sure bet
is that you’re going to be surprised. . . .

He talked about leaving the stadium in
Kinshasa as the dawn was beginning to break.
Hundreds of fans were still in the stands and the
ring had all these people in it, squaring off and
acting out how Foreman had gone down. Ali and
his wife went out and sat in the back seat of their
Citroën. On the drive to the training camp on the
banks of the Zaïre River he said they had begun
talking about how odd it seemed to be coming out
of a fight into the light of day. Invariably, fighters
arrive at the arenas in the late afternoon or in
the early evening, leaving daylight, and after the
night’s activity they come into darkness. In the car
Ali kept remarking on it. It seemed so symbolically
appropriate that on this occasion he should be
coming out of darkness into light.
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“Ali and His
Entourage Today”
Catching up with The Greatest and his men
By Gary Smith • April 25, 1988

HE WAS CLOAKED in black. Black street
shoes, black socks, black pants, black

short-sleeved shirt. He threw a punch, and in
the small town’s abandoned boxing gym, the
rusting chain between the heavy bag and the
ceiling rocked and creaked.

Slowly, at first, his feet began to dance
around the bag. His left hand flicked a pair of
jabs, and then a right cross and a left hook, too,
recalled the ritual of butterfly and bee. The
dance quickened. Black sunglasses flew from
his pocket as he gathered speed, black shirttail
flapped free, black heavy bag rocked and
creaked. Black street shoes scuffed faster and
faster across black moldering tiles: Yeah, Lawd,
champ can still float, champ can still sting! He
whirled, jabbed, feinted, let his feet fly into a
shuffle. “How’s that for a sick man?’’ he shouted.

Photographs by

NEIL LEIFER
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Simple Pleasure
My favorite Ali picture
By Walter Iooss Jr. • Photo taken Sept. 10, 1996

“THIS WAS A date I’ll always remember.
It was the first time I ever photographed

Ali one-on-one. I was walking around his estate
in Berrien Springs, Mich., with his friend
Howard Bingham, scouting locations for the
shoot. I was standing near this fence when Ali
came out to meet me—riding a bike. You always
have ideas of what you want to try, especially
when you’re shooting someone so special. But
Ali had been sick for years; this was nothing I
would ever think of. I said that’s it, the first
thing we’re trying: “You, the bike and the
fence.” I love this photo. There’s something
somber about it, but it’s also revealing. Ali was
so connected to the world around him and so
human to everyone he met. And this was a very
human moment.”

Photograph by
WALTER IOOSS JR.
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“The Fight’s
Over, Joe”
Ali-Frazier, continued
By William Nack • Sept. 30, 1996

THE GEOMETRY OF the
lives of Ali and Frazier is

forever fixed in history. The line
between them, once as curved
and sweeping as a left hook and
as long as a flicking jab, is today
as irreducibly short as the one that
joins their names. The two men
left each other scarred in different
ways. Ali’s wounds are visible on
the surface; you can see them on
his face. Frazier’s wounds lie
deeper within; you can hear them
in the pain in his voice.

Photograph by
WALTER IOOSS JR.
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“Ali: The Legacy”
Establishing the Sports Illustrated Muhammad Ali Legacy Award
By Tim Layden • Oct. 5, 2015

ALI BECAME A vessel in which others would find their
better selves, a symbol of perseverance against illness and of

resistance to time itself, which surges ever forward. He would be
defined less by his own actions than by people’s reactions to him,
whether in a hotel ballroom or on the largest stages on earth. . . .

On the night of July 19, 1996, in a surprise astonishingly kept secret
until the last moment, Ali lit the flame to commence the Atlanta
Olympic Games. He stood with the torch quivering in his right hand
as he accepted the flame from Janet Evans, then 24, a swimmer who
had won four gold medals in the previous two Olympics. A primal
roar washed over the stadium. Evans, who was also competing
in those Games, was told only the night before that she, as the
penultimate torch-bearer, would be passing the flame to Ali, whom
she knew only as an important name from some distant history. “I
didn’t understand the reverence,” says Evans. “I didn’t understand it
until the stadium started shaking, like an earthquake.”

Photograph by
LYNN JOHNSON
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SCORECARD
In your article
asking who’s been
paid the most to
go away, all those
named pale in
comparison to
Daniel (above) and
Ozzie Silna. During
the ABA–NBA merger
in 1976, the Silnas
(owners of the
Spirits of St. Louis)
negotiated a
deal that would
pay them, in
perpetuity, for
forgoing litigation.
To date they have
received more than
$750 million from
the four other ABA
teams in the merger.

Joe Porto
Schererville, Ind.

POINT AFTER
Thanks to Michael
Rosenberg for
exploring the
insatiable greed
of owners for
new stadiums.
New Orleans is
trying desperately
to land the
Super Bowl by 2020
because, after that,
the Superdome
will be considered
antiquated—despite
the hundreds
of millions
recently spent on
modernizing it.

Larry LaBarrere

West Monroe, La.

In reading Albert Chen’s informative
article on major league bullpens
(Undiscovered Model), I think there is
another reason to explain a reliever’s
radical improvement: whom he replaces.
That starters lose effectiveness the
third time through the order may have
as much to do with the hitters making
adjustments as it does with a hurler’s
fatigue. If a reliever has a different

city
f he pitcher
h ws, he

has a better
h nce of
k eping

batters
off-
balance.
Kevin Elkins
Ona, W.Va.

Katie Ledecky
reaffirms what I have
thought for a long time
(Out of the Ordinary).
The best—be it Steph
Curry, Tim Duncan or
Ledecky—are those
who hunger deeply but
show little expression.
In their silence they
emerge victorious,
time after time.
Larry Allen Lyon, Cornelius, N.C.

Lee Jenkins’s phenomenal story (Thunder Road) left me
speechless. As someone who’s seen downtown grow over
the past four years, I can honestly say Oklahoma City has
never been written about in such an artful, classy, insightful
way. The article conveys so much about OKC and why we love
Kevin Durant (and why he loves us back). Kaustubh Sagdeo, Oklahoma City

d include the writer’s full name, address and
com/customerservice. Call 1-800-528-500
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THE COMPLETE ALI
Champion  •  Rebel  • Legend





VOYEUR IS A French
word. We were reminded

of this at the 2016 French Open,
an event that was more an
exercise in rubbernecking than
in sports spectating. Along with
the rainwater—from the wettest
stretch in Paris since the 1800s,
so severe that the Seine breached
its banks—chaos collected in
puddles throughout the two
weeks at Roland Garros. At the
only major that lacks a covered
court, session after session was
pocked by weather delays. When
players were able to take the
court, they did so on a damp
and soggy surface, the famed
red clay transformed into a mud
pit worthy of a Monster Truck
extravaganza. Rafael Nadal,
the nine-time champ, didn’t
survive the first week, owing to
a wrist injury. Roger Federer and
Maria Sharapova, two other past
champs, didn’t even enter—he
has a bad back, she awaits official
word on her all-but-certain
doping suspension. A national
transit strike stymied attendance.
Television coverage during the
middle Saturday was disrupted by
a power outage. Apart from that,
everything went swimmingly.

Yet the most shocking and
dispiriting sight during the
fortnight may have been of top-
ranked Serena Williams blinking.

Sink and Swim
In soggy Paris, Serena Williams missed out on another
record, while Novak Djokovic finally won an elusive title
BY L .  JON W ER THEIM
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APRÈS LE DÉLUGE
Two weeks of rain did

not dampen the spirits
of pseudo slam winner

Djokovic and the ball girls.



For nearly two decades
we’ve grown accustomed to
seeing Serena bushwhack
her way through a draw. Her
21 major singles titles put
her one behind the record
of Steffi Graf; and just as
remarkable, before this year
she’d been the runner-up at a
major just four times. “When
[the trophy] is on the line,”
she once told SI, “it’s like I
have to get that thing.”

Yet, there she was on
Saturday afternoon, one
victory from her fourth
Coupe Suzanne Lenglen
trophy, and she was scarcely
recognizable. Wearing
a mask of concern, she
moved sluggishly and often
either misfired or guided
the ball passively. For
the third straight major,
Serena—34 years old and on
the threshold of history—
failed to close.

Jarring as it was, Serena’s
tentative play animated
one of sports’ many quirks.
Conventional wisdom says
that tight and nervous
play on big occasions—
choking, to be harsh—is
the province of the young
and inexperienced athlete.
Picture the freshman or
rookie at the free throw line.
Still, nerves can be just as
ungovernable for decorated
veterans. They realize the
preciousness of the occasion,
aware how few such
opportunities may come
their way again. “Nothing
made me more nervous than
my mortality,” says Martina
Navratilova. “You know the
window is closing.”

Meanwhile, on the other
side of the net stood Garbiñe
Muguruza, a 22-year-old
from Spain, who slugged
away with abandon. Like

an emboldened prizefighter,
the more Muguruza saw
that she was hurting the
champ with her power,
the more she brought it to
bear. On her fifth match
point, Muguruza unfurled
a rainbow lob. Serena,
again, froze, thinking it was
headed beyond the court’s
parameters. The ball kissed
the line and just like that,
we had a new champ. Mugu,
as she’s known, is a star, a
6-foot basher and natural
athlete. She will win more
majors. The question now,
improbably, is whether
Serena will.

The failure of the women’s
top seed made the success
of the men’s top seed all the
more impressive. For all
his peerless excellence this
decade, Novak Djokovic has
been thwarted time and
again in Paris. While he’s no
slouch on a clay court, before
this year he’d never won at
Roland Garros and often
wondered aloud whether a
ghost had been haunting his
French Open campaigns.

If such a ghost did exist,
Djokovic exorcised it. He
played survive-and-advance
for the first five rounds,
seldom playing his most
elevated tennis. In the semis
he dispatched seventh-
ranked Dominic Thiem, a

22-year-old Austrian who
many have pegged as a
future rival. In Sunday’s final
against No. 2 Andy Murray,
it looked as if Djoker’s
specter had returned, as he
lost the first set 3–6.

Then he simply met the
moment, elbowing away the
phantasm and becoming
overwhelmingly ruthless
with his accuracy.

In addition to the
rankings points and prize
money that made him the
first tennis player to earn
over $100 million in career
money, Djokovic walked
away with a slab of history.
Now one of only eight men to
achieve the career slam—the
four-box set—he also claimed
the Djoker Slam, having
won four in a row, a feat
neither Federer nor Nadal
ever achieved. He now has
more than one foot in the
GOAT (Greatest of All Time)
Pasture.

After winning match
point against Murray,
Djokovic fell flat on the
court, an expression equally
of relief and of delight. “It’s
a very special day, perhaps
the biggest moment of my
career,” Djokovic said in
French after the match. As
he spoke, sunlight finally
angled through the clouds.
The reign was on. ±

10
Athletes who will
compete at the Rio
Olympics as part of
the first Refugee
Team, made up of
refugees from Ethiopia,
South Sudan, Syria
and the Democratic
Republic of Co g

3
Home runs
last Frid y
for Dodg s
shortstop
Corey
Seager,
making
him the first rookie
shortstop ever to
belt three in a game.
Los Angeles beat
the Braves 4–2.

$1.53 MILLION
Amount won by William
McGirt, 36, after beating
Jon Curran in a playoff
to capture the Memorial
Tournament on Sunday
for his first victory in
165 PGA Tour starts.
Previously, McGirt’s only
win as a pro came in
2007 on the Tar Heel Tour,
which paid him $16,000.p
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SCORECARD

OUT OF REACH Williams’s failure in the final kept Graf’s
record safe and gave Muguruza her first major title.

blic of Congo.

uns
day
gers
op

first rookie
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WHEN AN INTERNET CRAZE dies, does it end with a whimper or a bang? Viral
videos of athletes doing the #RunningManChallenge, a simple dance move set to

the 1990s classic “My Boo” by Ghost Town DJs, have spread from a New Jersey high
school to the steps of the White House. The sensation was fast out of the blocks, but
quickly ran its course. The heat tracker below jogs through the life cycle. —Ford Carlisle

The Finish Line?
Tracing the short happy life of the Running Man Challenge

forward Justise
Winslow posts.

5 The Network Show

Von Miller and his DWTS
partner, Witney Carson,
take the RMC mainstream.

6 Peak NFL

Charley Casserly, 67,
damages the RMC on
NFL Total Access.

3 The Bandwagon

Players from Louisville,
Marquette, Miami,
Providence, Virginia Tech,
UNC, Wisconsin and the
UConn women’s team,
among others, debut videos.

4 The Pros

After a Game 1 win in
round 1 against the
Hornets, Heat rookie

1 The Start

Maryland sophomore
guards Jaylen Brantley
and Jared Nickens post to
Instagram, ending with,
“Who wanna battle?”

2 The Jump

The Terps up the ante,
dancing in a bathroom,
a convenience store
an rip.

7 The Finalists

Cavs guards Kyrie Irving
and Iman Shumpert show
off their footwork.

8 The Concessions

The Dodgers incorporate
popcorn, bringing a salty
snack to complement
their sweet moves.

9 The Euros

Bayern Munich players
chime in with an odd
improvisational vibe.

10 The End

Villanova players
RMC hard during their
White House visit,
declaring the challenge

th y d .

Value Added
How much have a decade of
top MLB picks been worth?

THE MAJOR LEAGUE BASEBALL
draft, which starts on Thursday, is as

much a cautionary tale as it is an opportunity
for the worst teams—this year’s top five picks
belong to the Phillies, Reds, Braves, Rockies
and Brewers—to turn their fortunes around.

Below is a chart showing how long it took
players drafted at spots 1 through 5 from
2000 to ’09 to reach the majors, along with
the total value those players produced for
the teams that chose them, as measured by
Wins Above Replacement.

1 3.5 106.8 C Joe Mauer, 2001, Twins (49.5 WAR) RHP Bryan Bullington, 2002, Pirates, (–0.3 WAR)

2 1.6 140.5 RHP Justin Verlander, 2004, Tigers (45.0) RHP Greg Reynolds, 2006, Rockies (–1.8)

3 3.3 50.3 3B Evan Longoria, 2006, Rays (43.9) Three players failed to reach majors

4 2.9 46.4 , 000, Royals, (never reached MLB)

5 2.3 112.0 C Buster Posey, 2 , ) T p ailed to reach majors

*YEARS TO REACH THE MAJORS;
ONLY APPLIES TO PLAYERS WHO DID

†WINS ABOVE REPLACEMENT

PICK YTRM* WAR† BEST PICK WORST PICK

3B Ryan Zimmerma 2 )
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Relive them all now at

SI.COM/100GREATEST

Feel the Glory. The Suspense. The Thrill. 
The Power. The Meaning. The Moment.

The defi nitive list of the greatest sports moments of all time, chosen and ranked by SPORTS ILLUSTRATED

SHAZAM FOR 
MORE



Interview by D A N PAT R I CK

JOEY BOSA

WRONG
NUMBER
The 20-year-old former
Ohio State defensive
end, who was taken third
in the April draft by the
Chargers, hopes to one
day reclaim his familiar
97 and create his own
legacy in the NFL.

DAN PATRICK: Whatcha doing?
JOEY BOSA: I’m actually
at Chargers Park eating
some breakfast.
DP: What’s on the menu?
JB: A little breakfast burrito.
Some eggs, sausage and fruit.
DP: A better spread, Chargers
or your alma mater?
JB: Ohio State had its moments.
They’d bring in some
restaurants that catered.
But, consistently, I
think San Diego
has had the
better spread.
DP: You grew up in
Fort Lauderdale.
How did you
get out of SEC
country to go
to Columbus?
JB: It was the right fit
for me. I connected with
the coaches really well.
I just felt like it was the
best place for me to go to be
successful, and I think it ended
up working out pretty well.
DP: What school [were you
considering] after Ohio State?
JB: Alabama was probably
second or third.
DP: How’d that call
to Alabama go?
JB: It was tough. I had a
good relationship with all
of them. That was my first
offer. But they understood.
DP: Why number 99
with the Chargers?
JB: There were only three
numbers available. Still pretty
upset 97 wasn’t. [It’s worn by
linebacker Jerry Attaochu.]
DP: You can buy it.
JB: Yeah, we’ll see how

much 97 is worth.
DP: How important is it to you?
JB: It means a lot. My dad
[John] wore it [with the
Dolphins]. My brother [Nick]
is going to be wearing it
at Ohio State next season.
It’s a Bosa guy thing.
DP: But you know
what will happen with
wearing number 99?
JB: [Being compared with
Texans defensive end J.J. Watt,
who also wears 99] didn’t even
run through my head when
I made the decision. [I didn’t
think about it] until after I

saw all of the tweets. A lot
of people have worn

99. People want to
make comparisons.
That’s O.K. One
day I’ll get
97 back.
DP: So obviously
you get
compared with
Watt or Jared

Allen. They’re
future Hall of Famers,

so that’s not bad. But is it
sometimes a negative?
JB: I think I’m my own
player. It means a lot being
compared with them, but
what are the odds that
you compare me to the

only two white defensive
ends that you can think of?
People are acting like I’m
choosing these numbers and
making these comparisons
because [I think] I’m the
same as the best defensive
player in the league. I’m
not. I’m trying to make my
own legacy in the NFL.
DP: How about changing
your name to J.J. Bosa?
JB: No.
DP: How about Bosa
Constrictor?
JB: Yeah, I don’t really get to
choose my own nickname. ±

I asked
Brent
Musburger,
who at

77 recently signed a
multiyear deal with
ESPN, if he plans to
work until he dies.
“I certainly hope so,”
Musburger said.
“I would be a
terrible retiree. I
keep shredding
those letters from
AARP because I’m
just not ready.” . . .
Pop culture writer
Chuck Klosterman
explained why fans
get so upset about
athletes celebrating
during games:
“Inevitably, younger

people
think they
should
do it

and older people
think they should
not. Twenty years
pass and the young
people become old
and don’t like what’s
happening now. This
is a debate that will
never end.” . . . Ellen
Kershaw described
her husband,
Dodgers pitcher

Clayton,
when
they met
at age

13. “He was the
class clown,” Ellen
said. “He was much
shorter then, a
little bit chubbier—
actually, a lot-a-
bit chubbier.”
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INSPIRED BY THE
carbon fiber blades

used by amputee sprinters,
manufacturers have
designed a new running
shoe, and though it does
provide a little boost, it’s
main purpose is to improve
a runner’s form.

The sole of each Ampla
Fly is made from a single
piece of carbon fiber. A
tongue of the fiber juts
out from the toe toward
the midsole, acting as a
spring that absorbs, stores
and then releases part of
a runner’s impact force on
each foot strike.

“Our best athletes across
all sports use force to their
advantage,” says Marcus
Elliott, the shoe’s inventor
and the director of P3, a
sports performance lab in
Santa Barbara, Calif., that
counts more than 100 NBA
players among its clients.
But “the model when
building running shoes
has been that force is your
enemy. [Ampla Fly] is the
opposite model.” Elliott
wants to redirect the force,

not squish it into a wedge
of foam.

“It’s intended to teach
everyone how to run like
elite athletes,” says David
Bond, Ampla’s cofounder
and a former executive at
Nike and Adidas. According
to Bond, the carbon fiber
spring is not strong enough
to increase a runner’s
speed, but the spring
heightens the feeling of
the midsole striking the
ground, training the runner
to shorten his or her stride
and to land on the middle
of the foot rather than the
heel. It changes a runner’s
biomechanics, which can
improve performance and
reduce injuries.

According to a University
of Wisconsin study published
in the February 2011 edition
of Medicine & Science in

Sports & Exercise, increasing
cadence and decreasing
stride length can significantly
reduce the loading in the hip
and knee joints.

In 2013, Bond and
Elliott turned to distance
runner Mark Sheehan for
early testing. Through
college and his pro career
Sheehan had been a heel
striker, but he says that the
$120 Ampla training shoes
have helped him learn a
more efficient motion.

Bond and Elliott don’t
want to stop at encouraging
better form. They hope
to push the limits of the
footwear. “We’d like to
create a shoe that does
provide a mechanical
advantage,” says Bond,
“and have somebody run a
sub-two-hour marathon.”

—Tom Taylor

Training
Wheels
A new shoe
puts a spring
in your step

Kieren Duncan
played receiver
at a small school
(Division II Colorado
State–Pueblo) but
when it came to
prepping for the
NFL, he had a secret
weapon. In January
trainers at Exos in
Phoenix put him on
a workout routine
that came with
what appeared to
be headphones.

But inside the Halo
Sport ($749) were
rows of soft plastic

teeth that transmit
small electrical pulses
through the skull to
the motor cortex. That
electric stimulation
induces neurons to
build new connections,
increasing control and
recruitment of muscle
fibers. “Most people
don’t think the brain
has anything to do
with strength,” says
Daniel Chao, an M.D.
and Halo cofounder.
“but how strong you
are is neurologically
governed.”

In March, Duncan
ran a 4.29-second
40 at his pro day,
and last month the
Bears signed him
as a free agent. The
secret is out. —T.T.
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Muhammad



1942–2016 By RICHARD HOFFER

LONDON Aug. 6, 1966

LIGHT YEARS
Five months after being barred

from fighting in the U.S., Ali kept his
heavyweight title with a third-round
KO of Brian London at Earls Court
Arena, running his record to 25–0.

Photograph by
THOM AS HOEPKER

Magnum Photos



His career stretched from the 1960 Rome Olympics, at which
he won a gold medal, to a sad and unnecessary fight in 1981, an
ugly loss to Trevor Berbick on an island outpost. It was a period of
high achievement and sometimes sad surprise, played out across
continents. Till then no athlete, certainly no black athlete, dared be
so brazen, so bombastic, so certain in his appeal, so independent of
tradition. Ali promoted himself unashamedly, scorning the pitiful
opponents, predicting the exact round of their departure and gener-
ally elevating his own stature to that of god. And then he adorned
his own grace in the ring—so big and so fast!—with unusual and
maddening filigrees. Can you imagine, in such a deadly game, a
fighter who pauses for a pugilistic break dance, a shuffle in which
his white shoes skim the canvas? For that matter: white shoes?

It helped that Ali came of age in a time, and in a country,
when such things as race, religion and politics were being ex-
plored more openly than ever. Although most of the tension he
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IF MUHAMMAD ALI was in his time the most famous
person in the world, it was as much a tribute to his talent for
provocation as to his boxing. He was a glorious athlete, of course,
his white-tasseled feet a blur to match his whizzing fists. But
his legacy as a global personality owes more to that glint in
his eye, to his capacity for tomfoolery, to his playfulness. He
was a born prankster, giddy in his eagerness to surprise, and
the world won’t soon forget his insistence upon fun.

Fighting in the far corners of the earth, when that was still done,
he was our most popular ambassador for a quarter of a century,
advancing the American doctrine of self-satisfaction. His practiced
malarkey—the doggerel of doom, the ritual belittlement—didn’t
so much enliven his sport as it created a whole new form of en-
tertainment. Really, there was boxing, and there was Ali, and
everybody knew the difference. In time his artful application
of nonsense would be revealed as a facade, covering a deeper
mission of empowerment. But watching him emerge in Zaire,
Manila or even Cleveland was to witness a one-man comic re-
lief effort. He was a traveling circus unto himself, the highest
embodiment of self-confidence.

It must be said that Ali, who died last Friday at 74, was, just
as he used to boast, the Greatest of All Time (which in later
years became the typically playful acronym—GOAT—that
branded his projects). He won the heavyweight title three
times, in an era of ungodly competition. Neither Joe Louis
nor Rocky Marciano faced so many dangerous fighters still
in their primes. Ali’s trilogy with Joe Frazier provided enough
drama in the first bout alone to be deemed mythic. Then there
was the fight with George Foreman, when Ali, many thought,
was being sent to his doom but instead invented an almost
comical escape, the rope-a-dope. Not to mention bouts with
Sonny Liston, Ken Norton, Earnie Shavers, killers all. In his
heyday, at least, Ali fought not for survival but for his own
entertainment. He presented his ring art as a kind of jazz, fully
improvisational, performed to the whimsical score in his head.
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A NAME FOR HIMSELF
After seizing the heavyweight belt with a
seventh-round knockout of Liston to shake up
the world, Cassius Clay converted to Islam and
afterward fought only as Muhammad Ali.

ALI
The Life

Can you imagine, in such a deadly game,
a fighter who pauses for a break dance, a
shuffle in which his white shoes skim the
canvas? For that matter, white shoes?



MIAMI BEACH
Feb. 25, 1964



NEW YORK CITY
May 25, 1977
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bedroom curtain and move it back and forth until his younger
brother sprang from his bed, fully spooked.

His boxing career was born in tears, not laughs, though,
when his red-and-white Schwinn was stolen from outside the
Columbia Auditorium. (The 12-year-old Cassius and a friend

liked to create—whether through cruelty to opponents or just
unspeakable flamboyance—could be cut with that puckish-
ness, he did have a serious side. Switching religions at age 22,
converting to the Nation of Islam just as he was coming to real
prominence, was not the move to make if marketing was your
game, not while the black man was still being advised
to follow the get-along mode. And risking jail, suffering
exile, for an antiwar stand in 1966 was not something
done out of playfulness. He had his convictions and he
stuck to them, even if it meant paying a tremendous price.

But it was just that strange mix of traits, courage and
an equally adamant foolishness, that turned him into
an icon. Before a fight he might advise, “If Ali says a
mosquito can pull a plow, don’t ask how. Hitch him up!”
Then, as he dominated another opponent, he might lean
over the ropes and affect an exaggerated yawn. Or, on
very different nights, he might find himself teetering
on the fighter’s abyss of surrender, what he once called
“the near room,” where snakes screamed and alligators
played trombones. He never once went in.

Later in his life, when the man who could float like a
butterfly was palsied, when that once indomitable mouth
was mostly silenced, he became not just famous but be-
loved. It was a horrible irony to see such physical elegance
stiffened by Parkinson’s, but like everything else that came
along for Ali, his impairment was one more opportunity
to prove his greatness, perhaps even enlarge his already
considerable constituency. For his last 20 years, the Ali
shuffle was indeed his only form of locomotion, and it
was painful to see his jazz become fugue. But he was un-
complaining, dignified, unmindful even of any infirmity,
and he kept about his proselytizing, which, more than
anything, meant sharing his peculiar mysticism. He’d
still stoop to produce a quarter from behind a child’s ear,
but now he’d explain the trickery. No need to hoodwink
anybody anymore. Life was too short.

I F MUHAMMAD Ali wasn’t always Cassius
Clay, he probably was always the Louisville
Lip. Born in 1942 in a middle-class neighbor-
hood in that Kentucky city—his father, Cassius
Marcellus Clay Sr., was a painter, dabbling in

murals but mostly laboring at billboards and signs;
his mother, Odessa, a maid—Cassius Jr. was one of
those children a parent might term a mixed blessing.
High-spirited even then, he liked to tie a string to theA
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STAGE MIGHT
When he wasn’t attending his own biopic (opposite), in which he
starred, Ali was hugging, mugging or hanging with (clockwise
from top left) Howard Cosell, Johnny Carson, the Beatles, a doll
in his likeness, Hank Aaron and Robin Williams.

MAY 24, 1965 APRIL 11, 1966JUNE 7, 1965 FEB. 6, 1967NOV. 22, 1965 JULY 10, 1967



were at the Louisville Home Show, roaming the booths to
score free popcorn.) He sought out the nearest policeman, who
happened to be coaching young boxers in the auditorium’s
basement. A crying Cassius told Joe Martin he intended to whip
whoever took his bike, and Martin said if this was so, maybe
he ought to begin his study in the whipping arts right there.

Cassius turned out to be a hardworking pupil, though
hardly a prodigy. His talent emerged in time, and he found
the sport to be just the thing for a kid of growing vanity,
never mind ambition. Those first amateur fights were often
televised locally, and Cassius discovered he liked the atten-
tion. As a 12-year-old he was stirring the pot, trash-talking
behind his jabs. The crowds went wild. And newspapers!
They’d write anything he said, as it turned out. “This guy
must be done,” he told the Courier-Journal, in what might
have been his very first rhyme. “I’ll stop him in one.”

The spotlight, in whatever form, was not something Cas-
sius ever chose to avoid. His was just one of those childlike
appetites. A former amateur boxing official, Bob Surkein,
told Ali biographer Thomas Hauser of an out-of-town tour-
nament in which the teenaged Cassius won by a first-round
knockout. The next day, trying to buy a newspaper in the
hotel lobby, Surkein realized that all the sports sections were
missing. Suspecting Clay, he barged into his room and, sure
enough, he was carefully clipping his picture from each of
the pilfered papers. Still, Surkein remembered, the arrogance
was never off-putting because it was always suffused with
such youthful innocence. Walking with Surkein on the At-
lantic City boardwalk, Clay offered in awe, “Man, that’s the
biggest damn lake I’ve ever seen.”

Clay won the National Golden Gloves (during which he
showcased his shuffle) and made the Olympic team (having
advised journalist Dick Schaap earlier that summer that he’d
“be the greatest of all time”), winning his gold as a light
heavyweight. But all the while he remained insulated from
any issue larger than his boxing career. In Rome a reporter
from a Soviet news agency asked him about the sad state
of race relations in the U.S. Clay was not unaware, but not
particularly alarmed either. “Tell your readers we got quali-
fied people working on that problem,” he said. According
to his Muslim-directed autobiography, The Greatest, Clay
in 1960 hurled his medal into the Ohio River in bitterness
after being denied service in a Louisville restaurant. But
except for having been refused a glass of juice in a Louisville
diner, that never happened. (He lost his medal.) Any further
activism would come later.
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The spotlight, in whatever form,
was not something Cassius
everchose to avoid. His was just one
of those childlike appetities.

MAY 5, 1969 MARCH 1, 1971 JULY 26, 1971MARCH 15, 1971 APRIL 23, 1973

LOUISVILLE 1954

FROM KID TO GOAT
Clay took up boxing as a
12-year-old after his bike was
stolen; 22 years later he would
battle Norton for a memorable
win at Yankee Stadium.



H IS EARLY professional career was fortu-
itous, in that he was backed by a group of 11
Louisville businessmen who were out more
for a lark than a buck. Additionally, Clay was
exposed to instructive influences, including

the equally loquacious former light heavyweight champ Archie
Moore, who in late 1960 briefly hosted the young fighter in his
training camp, and the Miami trainer Angelo Dundee, who
tolerated his buffoonery and even encouraged his unorthodoxy
in the ring, dangling arms and all. Perhaps nothing had a big-
ger impact, though, than a chance meeting with professional
wrestler Gorgeous George. Clay was awestruck by the man’s
rant. Later Gorgeous took Clay (himself known as Gaseous
Cassius at the time) aside and instructed him thus: “Keep on
bragging, keep on sassing, and always be outrageous.”

Until 1964, Clay’s reputation was based more on poetry
and predictions than performance. But it was the calculating
application of this outrageousness that finally got him his first
championship. Would the fearsome Sonny Liston, the Bear,
ever have bothered with such a pest if Clay hadn’t rolled up
on his Denver house at 3 a.m. in a 30-passenger bus painted
with the inscriptions, world’s most colorful fighter
and liston must go in eight? Liston just stood there in his
pajamas, flabbergasted. Later he agreed to fight the upstart.

That event was essentially a case study in hysteria, all of it
Clay’s, so much so that rumors were still flying at ringside at
Miami Beach’s Convention Hall before the fight that Clay was
on his way to the airport, perhaps headed to South America.
Fear certainly would have been appropriate: Liston was a
known destroyer, and Clay, clever as he might have been,
was no better than a 7-to-1 underdog. His poetic prediction—
Who would have thought, when they came to the fight/They’d
see the launching of a human satellite—seemed the worst kind
of whistling past the graveyard. And for anyone looking for
proof of his fragile self-confidence, there was the unsettling
psychodrama at the weigh-in, where, eyes popping and arms
waving, Clay produced such an alarmingly high blood-pressure
reading that the commission doctor nearly disqualified him.

Clay had no such uncertainty, of course. Except for a mo-
ment before the fifth round when he nearly refused to go
on—his eyes were burning from some substance, possibly
on Liston’s gloves and skin—he calmly dismantled the big-
ger man, leaning backward out of harm’s way, bloodying
Liston until he finally quit on his stool before the start of
the seventh round. But again, the fight was only a preamble
to the real performance, which featured Clay proclaiming
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didn’t board his personal fun bus. “Why ain’t you taking no-
tice?” he’d ask when things got too serious. “Why ain’t you
laughing?” But it wasn’t always laughs. Almost immediately
after the Liston fight, the Baptist-born Clay announced he
had yielded to his growing fascination with the Nation of
Islam’s teachings and become a Muslim, taking the name of
Muhammad Ali. As the sect’s leader, Elijah Muhammad, had
already confirmed that the white man was Satan, this move
could only have a polarizing effect.

For a while Muhammad Ali was every bit as much fun as
Cassius Clay had been. To watch him glide and slide around
the ring so effortlessly—a new kind of boxing, really—was
enough to forgive his unorthodoxies. There were flashes of
cruelty, as when he condemned Floyd Patterson to 12 rounds
of punishment because Patterson refused to call him by
his new name; and when, for the same reason, he tortured

his greatness, as well as his prettiness. “I shook up the
world,” he hollered. “I’m a bad man.”

In films of the fight you can see him looking toward press
row, pointing his gloved hand at the disbelievers, one by one.
He was saying, “I fooled you, I fooled you, I fooled you. . . .”

Clay may have made believers in that fight, but he had yet
to make followers. He could never understand why everybody
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GLOBAL REACH
In an eye-opening trip to Africa, Ali not only shocked
the favored Foreman but also built on a worldwide
following that made him the most famous man alive.



Ernie Terrell. The Patterson fight, The New York Times com-
plained, was like watching someone “pulling the wings off
a butterfly.” Mostly, though, the Ali show was wild oratory
and inspired lunacy.

T HE VIETNAM War changed all that. Ali, who
was dyslexic and a poor reader, had tested well
below the mental competency requirements
for the military draft and been classified 1-Y.
But when he was reclassified and slated for

induction, Ali explained his objections, not just on religious
grounds but also racial. “No Vietcong ever called me nigger,”
he explained. And, perhaps more famously: “I ain’t got no
quarrel with them Vietcong.”

Bob Arum, who got his start as a promoter with Ali in
1965, was horrified. “Mortified, actually,” he said. “You have
to understand, this was light years before any protest. This
wasn’t Jane Fonda spouting off or kids burning draft cards.
This, at the time, was a simply inconceivable position.”

Ali had already stirred up closet resentments, on account
of his race and his religion. But here was an objection—the
man was unpatriotic!—that could be freely expressed by all
his detractors. “We were pariahs,” said Arum.

At first Ali was forced to defend his title outside the country,
returning from bouts in Toronto and London and Frankfurt
to make tentative stands in Houston. But even by 1967 the
logic or nobility of his objection to the war remained un-
popular. Not to mention illegal. He was sentenced to five
years in prison for refusing the draft (a decision overturned
by the Supreme Court four years later) and, though appeals
kept him free, was essentially drummed out of boxing for
the next 31⁄2 years when the New York commission stripped
his title. The exile robbed him of his prime but deepened
his significance as a political icon. The war would not long
remain popular, or even viable; Ali, as the times caught
up to his convictions, was restored as a man of substance,
possibly even history.

The exile also sharpened his showmanship, offering him
the opportunity (the need actually; he was soon out of money)
to appear on Broadway and on game shows and to speak on
college campuses. But by the time he was able to edge back
into boxing (Atlanta, which had no commission, offered him
his first bout back, in October 1970 against Jerry Quarry;
New York and the rest of the world followed suit), he was
hardly the prancing pugilist he had been at 25.

If he had been interesting in exile, he had the chance to
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be truly mythic in his return to the sport. He was now dou-
bly saddled, with the baggage of his unpopular politics and
the frightening reality of a comeback at age 28, when the
heavyweight division had become populated by the likes of
Frazier, Foreman and Norton. Foregoing a tune-up, Ali fought
contenders Quarry and Oscar Bonavena within six weeks,
stopping both and demanding a shot at his old title by 1971.

That bout with Frazier, whose brutish left hook had left
a trail of victims on his way to Ali’s stripped title, was im-
mediately billed as the Fight of the Century, two undefeated
heavyweights with equally valid claims to the championship.
But it was even more than that. They offered contrast at
every level: It was Ali’s boxing versus Frazier’s punching
power; Ali’s showmanship versus Frazier’s stoicism; Ali’s
social activism versus Frazier’s political conservatism. “The
whole country was choosing up sides,” says Larry Merchant,
then a columnist at the Philadelphia Daily News. “It was the
red states versus the blue states.”

Merchant, for more than 30 years an HBO boxing analyst,
has not seen such anticipation at ringside since. It was prob-
ably enough that two big men of equal skill and determination
were fighting for a championship. But Ali, “a litmus test for
where you stood on about 100 issues,” says Merchant, added
an element of social tension to the proceedings, just by his
presence. Throw in his worldwide celebrity, and the Fight of
the Century became a cultural event as well. Burt Lancaster
was doing the color commentary for the closed-circuit broad-
cast. Frank Sinatra was snapping pictures for Life magazine.
Movie stars attended. Politicians. “Ursula Andress was there,”
remembers Merchant. “In a silver lamé dress.”

Everybody who was in Madison Square Garden on the night
of March 8, 1971, still talks about the turbo whine of excitement
that preceded the bell, a visceral roar. Ali fought comparatively
flat-footed, his featherweight footwork replaced with resolve,
and with an iron jaw. Though Frazier’s face would soon take
on the aspects of a patchwork quilt, it was Ali’s swollen jaw
that was the most telling evidence in Frazier’s win by decision.
A left hook in the 11th nearly sent Ali into the celebrities’ laps.
Another in the 15th dropped him.

The fact that Frazier, the winner, spent three weeks in the
hospital and that Ali, the loser, was soon making the talk show
rounds did not really alter the new heavyweight landscape.
What did were losses by the principals before a rematch could
be arranged. Frazier was nearly decapitated by the sullen and
forbidding Foreman in January 1973, and Ali decisioned by
Norton two months later.
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Ali had already stirred up closet
resentments. But here was an objection—
the man was unpatriotic!—that could be
freely expressed by all his detractors.

OBJECT LESSONS
Ali appealed his draft status (right) in opposition to
the Vietnam War, one of many stances that excited
St. John’s students and brought him closer to Martin
Luther King Jr. (bottom left) and Malcolm X.
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chanting, “Ali, bomaye!” (Ali, kill him!)
Ali seemed incapable of killing Fore-

man, though, and indeed appeared in
mortal peril himself. Yet he invented
a stunning strategy, which demanded
he accept Foreman’s heavy hands as
he sagged back into the ropes. Later
christened rope-a-dope, the game plan
at first appeared suicidal but then, as
Foreman grew arm-weary, brilliant.
Although Ali suffered the kind of pun-
ishment that can take years to fully
manifest itself, the tactic did result in
an amazing victory when he took Fore-
man out in the eighth round.

This set up the Thrilla in Manila on
Oct. 1, 1975, the lastfight in theAli-Frazier
trilogy, the one that damaged both men
beyond repair. Itwasanotherbrutalmeet-
ing, in which each fighter’s skills were
revealed as thin veneers for a horrifying
toughness beneath; each was willing to
accept near-fatal blows in the hope of win-
ning a terrifying war of attrition. Ali, who
later recalled the bout as “the closest thing
to death I know,” prevailed when Frazier’s
trainer Eddie Futch refused to let him
come out for the 15th round.

A LI SHOULD have retired; the third Frazier
fight really was the capstone of his career. But
he fought on, nearly losing again to Norton,
splitting matches with Leon Spinks, losing to
former sparring partner Larry Holmes and,

finally, a month before his 40th birthday, to Trevor Berbick
in the Bahamas. Each of these largely unnecessary fights,
while leaving his legacy intact (so forgiving is memory),
deepened the devastation of pugilistic parkinsonism, an
artifact of his competitive drive.

The disease, even if it was a predictable result of so much
punishment in the ring, was a cruel coda to a career built on
the beautification of an ugly sport. Ali, properly medicated,
could still occasionally muster that old playfulness, produce
an on-cue shuffle, recall a rhyme. But his public persona
became, mostly, a steady and horrible deterioration. The
disease robbed him of his trademark mugging; his face was
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These circumstances did not afford the same drama to
Ali-Frazier II, again in the Garden (which Ali won, fighting
more cleverly than bravely this time), but did create immense
anticipation for Ali’s next title charge, against Foreman in
Zaire on Oct. 30, 1974. By now Ali, though still mightily
poetic outside the ring, was no longer an artist within. At
32, fully a decade after he first won the title from Liston, he
had to rely on his resolve and resiliency—sadly, his jaw—
to get through fights now. This would hardly do against a
25-year-old knockout machine like Foreman. Survival was
about all that could be hoped for.

Beyond the bout, the whole occasion became terribly im-
portant to Ali; seeing Africa for the first time was truly an
eye-opener for him. The trip was the basis for his develop-
ment as a world citizen, when he first recognized his ability
to gather different cultures about him. But he was a natural
that way. It wasn’t long before he landed that the crowds wereA
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before the appearance. Ali glanced back, surprised. “You
really are pretty,” Foreman said, at long last laughing.

In later years, for all the appearances he made, Ali was mostly
mute, perhaps simply resigned to accepting the machinations
of others. Behind this stony and implacable exterior, his glee
or his ambition or even his easy grace was not immediately
apparent. Though, really, for anyone who was alive during
Ali’s extravagantly orchestrated life of hurly-burly—we really
did have to laugh, didn’t we?—the spirit beneath was never
in doubt. You could always see that twinkle in his eye. ±

rigid and expressionless. And his physical magnificence—
indeed, the ability to float like a butterfly and sting like
a bee—was now betrayed in the worst possible way. He
was unsteady, he trembled violently, he moved slowly. In
1996, when Ali was the surprise choice to light the Olympic
flame in Atlanta, the full extent of his disability became
apparent to a world audience. Making no concession to
the disease, Ali painstakingly climbed the stadium steps
and with terribly shaking hands held the torch aloft and
waved it to the crowd.

Yet Ali was never bitter, nor did he recognize irony, or even
tragedy, in the loss of gifts that had been so central to his
being. Instead, he bent himself to a new purpose, which was
simply humanizing the rest of the world. A born ambassador,
he now shrewdly used his infirmity in delivering his message;
formerly fierce and admired, he was now destroyed and be-
loved. “They thought I was Superman,” he said in 1988. “Now
they can say, ‘He’s human, like us.’ ”

His retirement was devoted to a variety of enterprises,
most of them noble but some less so, the odd celebrity-
for-hire gigs that could be uncomfortable to watch. At one
point he was traveling as many as 275 days a year, making
as much as $200,000 for a public appearance. His itin-
eraries were ferocious as he accepted honorary degrees,
delivered letters on world peace, testified before Congress
on Parkinson’s research and appeared (in successive years)
at both the Indy 500 and in Kabul. He became central to
legislation in his sport when Senator John McCain intro-
duced the Muhammad Ali Boxing Reform Act. Passed in
2000, it protects fighters from predatory managers and
one-sided contracts.

At the same time he was able to relax in his celebrity, to
enjoy a life of missionary work and statesmanship—even
to accept the love of enemies, converted by that persistent
pursuit of fun. Foreman, who had been emotionally eviscerat-

ed by the loss to Ali, and
who said he spent much
of the following decade
“hating that guy,” later
found himself paired
with him on a small-
scale old-timers’ tour.
In a reflex that only Ali
could inspire, Foreman
discovered himself ad-
justing the man’s coat
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Yet Ali was never bitter, nor did
he recognize irony, or even
tragedy, in the loss of gifts that
had been so central to his being.

NOT JUST LIP SERVICE
Ali taunted Liston after leveling him in their
rematch, but in his later years, that ferocity
gone, he turned his attention outward to
causes of injustice and those less fortunate.
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For more stories,
photos and videos

celebrating
Muhammad Ali, and for
coverage of his funeral
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VER SINCE word came out of Phoe-
nix that Muhammad Ali had gone off
to just about the last remaining glory
it was his to attain, I’ve had a bit of
Walt Whitman’s verse banging around

in my head. It’s from “Song of Myself,” and it’s just about the
most American fragment of poetry I can recall.

Do I contradict myself?
Very well then I contradict myself,
(I am large, I contain multitudes.)

It was true of Ali, and it is certainly true of the country
that produced him, because what is America except a massive
contradiction? It’s right there in the second paragraph of the
Declaration of Independence, the country’s birth certificate.

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are
created equal.

And there it is, written by a Virginia slave owner. Dr. King called
that statement a promissory note that had gone unredeemed.
It is a land mine in history, exploding over and over, usually in
bloody murder, but also in the bloodless language of law and
custom. If he is remembered as nothing else, let Muhammad Ali
be remembered as a child of that great contradiction, as are we
all. Even the name he abandoned as his “slave name” had a story
that doubled back on itself in fascinating and, yes, violent ways.

The Essential
American

By CHARLES P. PIERCE

By fighting his government,
Muhammad Ali proved himself
to be the ultimate patriot

The original Cassius Marcellus Clay was a white man from
Kentucky, a loud, belligerent and uncompromising abolitionist
in a border state where that could get you killed. And people
tried. He published an abolitionist newspaper, and, to protect
his office, he installed a pair of small cannons. It didn’t help.
A mob seized his office anyway, but Clay moved his operation
across the river to Cincinnati. Eventually Clay freed a group
of slaves that had belonged to his family. One of them was
the great-great-grandfather of Cassius Marcellus Clay Jr.,
who would renounce the name and take a new one—an act
as revolutionary in its time as the cannons that the original
Cassius Clay placed in his office. The test of a revolutionary
act in the time since the American Revolution is, Does the act
address the basic contradiction that gave birth to this country?
That tension in our intellectual DNA made America the only
country in history that could have produced a Muhammad Ali.

His was an American life, in all of its love and anger, in its
volatile mix of justice and injustice, and then justice again—
finally—when eight aging white men on the United States
Supreme Court (Thurgood Marshall recused himself from
Clay v. United States) in 1971 told the other aging white men of
the federal law enforcement bureaucracy that it was time for
them to stop screwing around with this particular American
life. His was an American
life because, born of that
most basic American con-
tradiction, he fought for
the country of his birth
against its government,
just as Edward Abbey said
a patriot always should be
ready to do.

As an athlete, and pure-
ly as an athlete, he was as
revolutionary as anyone
who ever lived—a big man
with fire in his hands and lightning in his feet. He lost what
likely were the best years of his athletic life, and when he came
back, thicker and tougher, he came back to a heavyweight
division that was loaded with power and talent. It wasn’t just
George Foreman and Joe Frazier, either. It was powerful men
like Ken Norton and Ron Lyle and Earnie (the Acorn) Shavers,
a bombardier of the first order who once broke Ali’s jaw. It was
in this brutal and unforgiving company that Ali discovered a
talent he’d heretofore never needed—he found that he could
take a punch. It was this knowledge that was the final deal
he made with the demon of his profession.

As an American of that time, when a turbulent age produced
icons who died young in limousines in Dallas and on balconies
in Memphis and in ballrooms in Washington Heights and on
kitchen floors of Los Angeles hotels, there were few others in
his weight class. He fought those same opponents, and unlike
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the poll tax. The jihad, therefore, may
be defined as the litigation between
Islam and polytheism; it is also a
form of punishment to be inflicted
upon Islam’s enemies and the rene-
gades from the faith. Thus in Islam,
as in Western Christendom, the jihad
is the bellum justum.” The jihad is
the Moslem’s counterpart of the “just”
war as it has been known in the West.

Ali’s victory was as revolutionary
as Yorktown in the American Revolu-
tion, a war that began in 1775 and, in
truth, continues to this day—or ought
to continue, at any rate, if we are true to
ourselves. Ali won not only a personal
victory but also one that indeed did bind
up a bleeding nation’s wounds.

In 1849, Herman Melville made
the point that “the Declaration of In-
dependence makes a difference.” He
meant that it changed how people
should think about themselves, and
how they should express themselves.
He was talking about the contradiction

in the nation’s birth, and he meant that the measure of an
American must be how willing he is in his public life to call
Jefferson’s great bluff. I am created equal? I have certain
unalienable rights? O.K., watch me exercise them to their
fullest. Or is your country a lie? Raise or call?

That was the implicit message of Muhammad Ali’s life. He
was a great American athlete. He was an essential American.
He was a powerful pivot in American history. He was such a
better American citizen than the people who denigrated him
for his brashness, who spat on his religion, who called him
a coward because he wouldn’t be an accessory to mindless
slaughter and who hounded him out of his profession at the
height of his powers and influence. They were the American
government. He was America, the great and self-evident
contradiction of a nation, and that, as Melville warned us,
makes all the difference. ±
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the Kennedys and Dr. King and Malcolm X, he outlasted
them. He proved to himself that he could take a punch. He
fought those opponents, and he literally won a unanimous
decision. He won particularly decisively on the card of Justice
William O. Douglas, who wrote in his concurrence that Ali
had demonstrated a fidelity to the tenets of his faith that
the government was bound to respect, and who did so in
language that echoes through history unto this day:

War is not the exclusive type of jihad; there is action by
the believer’s heart, by his tongue, by his hands, as well
as by the sword. War and Peace in the Law of Islam 56.
As respects the military aspects it is written: “The jihad,
in other words, is a sanction against polytheism and must
be suffered by all non-Muslims who reject Islam, or, in
the case of the dhimmis (Scripturaries), refuse to pay

KEEPER OF THE FLAME
Ali’s ascent began with a gold medal in
Rome in 1960; by the time he carried
the Olympic torch in ’96, the brash
youngster had become a global icon.
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MIAMI BEACH
Feb. 25, 1964

EVERLASTING
LOVE
Old-school cranks may
have questioned Ali’s
unconventional ways,
but today’s assessors offer
only adoration for the
man who twice whupped
Sonny Liston.



O, JUST how great was The Greatest? Not as a worldwide
figure of social significance, but as a fighter. We know his
famous formula: Float like a butterfly, sting like a bee. But
that’s metaphor; it says nothing of mechanics. What did
the man who once called himself “the boldest, the pret-
tiest, the most superior, most scientific, most skillfullest

fighter in the ring today” actually do in that ring that made him all that?
Pose the question to some of today’s top trainers, and you get similar

answers. “Ali was not the best textbook fighter,” says Freddie Roach. “You
wouldn’t want to try to teach a young fighter to do what he did.” Teddy Atlas
echoes that assessment, saying, “He took the Boxing 101 handbook and put
it in the trash can.” Says 2011 trainer of the year Virgil Hunter, “He went
against the grain.”

Indeed, the boxer who started his pro career in 1960 as 18-year-old,
192-pound Olympic champion Cassius Clay and ended it 21 years later as
236-pound three-time heavyweight champ Muhammad Ali was denounced
early on by old-school trainers and harrumphing sportswriters for his heretical
tactics: keeping his hands down, pulling back from punches instead of slip-
ping them, never bothering to attack the body. But his extraordinary speed
and sense of timing and distance allowed him to dominate more conventional
foes. And for all his unorthodoxy, he applied some perfectly classical elements
throughout his career. Says Hunter, “He had a very educated, snapping jab,
and he had a great right cross. Some purists said he wasn’t a real puncher.
But he had a system—he’d use his speed and that jab and break you down.
Then he’d sit down on his punches and take you out.”

All three trainers agree that Ali was a different fighter when he returned
to the ring in 1970 after a 31⁄2 year layoff, one whose physical skills were di-
minished but whose experience, confidence and strength made him nearly
as effective. “There were really two Alis in his career,” says Atlas. “The first
guy won with pure skill; the second guy won with pure will.”

And Hunter, for one, knows how those two versions stack up in the pantheon
of all-time heavyweights. “I’ve always believed there was only one person
who could beat Muhammad Ali,” he says, “and that was Cassius Clay.” ±
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Skill and Will
By RICHARD O’BRIEN

What defined The Greatest in the ring? That
depends on which version you’re appraising

ALI
The Fighter
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PRESIDENT
BAR ACK OBAMA
Muhammad Ali was
The Greatest. Period. If
you just asked him, he’d
tell you. He’d tell you he
was the double greatest;
that he’d “handcuffed
lightning, thrown thun-
der into jail.” But what
made The Champ the

greatest—what truly separated him from everyone else—is
that everyone else would tell you pretty much the same
thing. . . .

“I am America,” he once declared. “I am the part you won’t
recognize. But get used to me—black, confident, cocky; my
name, not yours; my religion, not yours; my goals, my own.
Get used to me.”

That’s the Ali I came to know as I came of age—not just as
skilled a poet on the mic as he was a fighter in the ring, but
a man who fought for what was right. A man who fought for
us. He stood with King and Mandela; stood up when it was
hard; spoke out when others wouldn’t. His fight outside the
ring would cost him his title and his public standing. It would
earn him enemies on the left and the right, make him reviled,
and nearly send him to jail. But Ali stood his ground. And
his victory helped us get used to the America we recognize
today. Muhammad Ali shook up the world. And the world is
better for it. We are all better for it.

Greatest
Impact
From the White House to the sports world
to Hollywood, prominent Americans
reflected on Ali’s unparalleled legacy

K AREEM
ABDUL-JABBAR
To sports fans, he was an un-
paralleled champion of the
world, faster and smarter
than any heavyweight before.
To athletes, he was a model
of physical perfection and
shrewd business acumen. To
the anti-establishment youth
of the 1960s, he was a defiant
voice against the Vietnam War
and the draft. To the Muslim
community, he was a pious pio-

neer testing America’s purported religious tolerance. To the
African-American community, he was a black man who faced
overwhelming bigotry the way he faced every opponent in
the ring: fearlessly. . . .

Today we bow our heads at the loss of a man who did so
much for America. Tomorrow we will raise our heads again
remembering that his bravery, his outspokenness, and his
sacrifice for the sake of his community and country lives on
in the best part of each of us.

DEREK JETER
He was at the All-Star Game in 2004, and we were all in awe
of him. Didn’t matter what generation you were from: He
was the Greatest. He was one of the first athletes to speak
his mind, and that opened the door for the many who do so
today. He always stood up for what he believed, no matter
what the cost.

ALI
The Tributes
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LEBRON JAMES (TO ESPN)
Obviously, we knew how great of a boxer he was, but I think
that was only 20% of what made him as great as he was. [He]
basically had to give up a belt and [risked] jail because of his
beliefs. It’s a guy who stood up for so many different things
throughout the times where it was so difficult for African-
Americans to even walk in the streets. . . . The reason why
he’s the GOAT is not because of what he did in the ring, which
was unbelievable. It’s what he did outside of the ring, what
he believed in, what he stood for, along with Jim Brown and
Oscar Robertson, Lew Alcindor—who became Kareem—Bill
Russell, Jackie Robinson. . . . He’s part of the reason why
African-Americans today can do what we do in the sports world.

WILL SMITH
You shook up the World!
My Mentor & My Friend.
You changed my Life.
Rest in Peace.

HANA ALI (above right)
All of us were around him hugging him and kissing him
and holding his hands, chanting the Islamic prayer. All of
his organs failed but his HEART wouldn’t stop beating. For
30 minutes . . . his heart just kept beating. No one had ever
seen anything like it. A true testament to the strength of his
Spirit and Will!
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SERENA WILLIAMS
The true GOAT. What a sad day for everyone to lose some-
one so great and kind and someone who really stood up for
what they believed in. He was my hero. He always will be.

DW YANE WADE
He was strong, proud and vocal . . . a black man who led by
words and action. Misunderstood and unappreciated for
most of his life. Thanks for standing for all but especially
your own. It was always my honor to be in his presence
and I am a better man for it.

MICHAEL J. FOX
Ali, the GOAT. A giant, an inspiration, a man of peace, a
warrior for the cure. Thank you.
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THE EVERLASTING image
from the Warriors’ forever
season—besides Steph Curry

throwing down twin crossovers above
the circle and pulling up 35 feet from
the hoop; Klay Thompson catching and
splashing from the left wing with an
unwelcome palm pressed against his
forehead; Draymond Green surging
through a 7-footer’s chest and knock-
ing him two rows deep into the baseline
seats—is Andre Iguodala rising from
his folding chair and peeling off his
white T-shirt.

The crowd buzzes. The sideline
scrambles. And the four gold-clad
guys on the court, watching the whole
frantic scene unfold, try not to laugh.
“I love it,” Green says, a devilish smile
creeping up his right cheek. “I relish it.
I see Dre come in, and I’m like, ‘Here
we go. Now it’s on.’ ” Rotations change,
so Iguodala is not always the last one
in. Sometimes it is Curry or Thompson
or Green or Harrison Barnes. No matter
the order, when those five reunite, they
turn giddy, and their opposition antsy.
Coaches desperately send wings to the
scorer’s table, bigs to the bench.

“There’s a panic,” Green says. “It’s
like they’re thinking, ‘I have to get

BY LEE JENKINS
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Harrison Barnes
6' 8"



Draymond Green
6' 7"

Stephen Curry
6' 3"

Klay Thompson
6' 7"

Andre Iguodala
6' 6"



somebody out of there. I have to get
somebody in there. I have to do some-
thing.’ The reactions we get are pretty
funny.” The Warriors call their feared
five the Small Lineup because no mem-
ber stands taller than the 6' 8" Barnes.
The Internet terms them the Death
Lineup because no foe survives their
speed and spacing on one end, their
strength and switching on the other.

Traditionally, a team’s best lineup
is the group that starts. The Warriors
typically deploy their killer quintet
to close, whether quarters, halves or
games. They often call on it to negate
an offensive-minded post player who
can’t cover on the perimeter, or to match a
stretch forward who won’t venture inside
anyway. Golden State’s coaches compare
their mighty-mite unit to a trump card
and a turbo boost, to Mariano Rivera
and Usain Bolt. They don’t like to use
it for more than 15 minutes per game.
That would be like pitching Rivera for
three innings or making Bolt run a mile.
Green and Barnes, tenacious as they are,
can only wrestle behemoths for so long.

But those 15 minutes are a marvel.
All the qualities that distinguish the
Warriors are amplified: the fast breaks,
the high screens, the split cuts, the
penetration, the movement, the flow.
Golden State’s rollicking five-piece
band shot 53.5% from three-point range
this season. It defended better than
the tight-fisted Spurs. And it outscored
opponents by 47.0 points per 100 pos-
sessions, the highest rating for a lineup
with at least 100 minutes together since
such figures were recorded. The next
most productive group to log as many
minutes this season was a Cleveland
crew with plus-24.2 net points. You
can argue the Dubs boast the best team
ever—and the best lineup ever.

In Game 2 on Sunday in Oakland,
Golden State led by one early in the sec-
ond quarter. That’s when Steph joined
Klay, Iggy, HB and Day Day. In less than
three minutes they reeled off 11 points
and gave up zero, extinguishing the Cavs
for the night and perhaps the series.
“Their small lineup was a lot faster than

what ours was,” Cleveland coach Tyronn
Lue said after a 110–77 rout. “It gave us
some problems, so we’ve got to try to
figure that lineup out, and we’ll be fine.”

Nobody has solved the Warriors’ fail-
safe combination, with the possible ex-
ception of the Thunder, whose equiva-
lent athleticism and superior length
shredded the death squad through
four games of the Western Conference
finals. But it still sprang back to life,
clinching Games 6 and 7. “Can I say
that the Death Lineup is maybe the most
overused phrase in sports now?” says
ESPN analyst Jeff Van Gundy. He’s not
wrong. Everyone is mimicking all things
Golden State, which includes looking for
their own lethal alignment.

“You need guys who can handle the
ball, guys who can shoot, guys who can
post up, guys who can defend,” Cleve-
land sniper Channing Frye explains.
“When you have three or four of those
things, it makes for a good lineup.”
Body types and skill sets have to com-

plement each other. Strengths have to
compensate for weaknesses. “But a lot
of it also has to do with chemistry,”
adds Cavs guard J.R. Smith. “Some-
times you just play better with some-
body than somebody else. You know
what he is going to do. You know when
he is going to cut backdoor.”

The Cavaliers actually entered the
Finals with the most prolific playoff as-
semblage, featuring LeBron James and
four subs spacing the floor around him:
Matthew Dellavedova, Iman Shumpert,
Richard Jefferson and the 6' 11" Frye,
the only player in the group bigger than
6' 8". But Death Lineup East, as Cleve-
land reporters called it, barely played
in Game 1 and couldn’t stop a soul in
Game 2. They deferred to the original.

The pursuit of the perfect lineup
probably dates back to James Naismith,
but it has accelerated in recent years,
aided by an inventive professor, a star
pupil and a homemade website that
touched all 82 games.
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Livingston (above) erupted
for a team-high 20 points in
Game 1, while fellow supersub
Iguodala, the 2015 Finals MVP,
continued to torment the Cavs.
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I
N THE spring semester of 1981,
Wayne Winston taught an MBA-
level statistics course at Indiana.
Approximately 40 students

convened twice a week in Room 209
at the Kelley School of Business, but
Winston was drawn to a precocious
senior named Mark Cuban, partly be-
cause he was the only undergrad in the
class. “Mark hacked the system to get in
there,” Winston recalls. They hung out a
bit off campus at Motley’s Pub, the bar
Cuban opened with friends, but after
the semester they lost touch.

In March 2000, Winston took his son
to Dallas for spring break. Greg Winston
was a Pacers fan, and the team was vis-
iting the Mavericks. Cuban, who had
bought the Mavs two months earlier,
spotted Winston in the stands. He re-
membered him from the stats class and
a more recent appearance on Jeopardy!
“If you have any ideas of ways to make
us better,” Cuban said, “let me know.”

The next day Winston swam in the
pool at Rosewood Mansion on Turtle
Creek and thought about lineup com-

binations. Since the introduction of the
first starting five, coaches have tried to
highlight groupings that outperform
the sum of their parts, while discard-
ing those that trip over one another’s
Jordans. There were basic stats to gauge
a player’s performance but none to
quantify a unit’s harmony. Game play-
by-play, a prerequisite for lineup data,
was not standardized and computerized
by the NBA until 1996. So coaches as-
sembled combos based largely on in-
tuition. “You used your gut, your feel,”
says longtime coach P.J. Carlesimo. “The
problem is, you were often wrong.”

Lineup composition is delicate. The

five best players don’t always play the
best together, and one ill-fitting piece can
ruin an otherwise beautiful puzzle. Plus,
pieces often have to shift depending on
the competition. Winston partnered with
a college buddy from MIT, famed sports
statistician Jeff Sagarin, to create a met-
ric system called WINVAL. The system
included a lineup calculator that showed
how every combination fared, with figures
adjusted for the opponent. In Novem-
ber 2000, three years before Moneyball,
Cuban hired his former professor, and
the NBA’s analytics era was under way.

The Mavericks seized an early lead. In
2002, Carlesimo was an assistant for the
Spurs, still sifting through play-by-play
to create his own lineup stats. David
Griffin, a young executive for the Suns,
was doing the same thing. But in Aptos,
Calif., an English major from Cal was
launching a website that would help out.
“82games.com!” Carlesimo says. “That
changed everything.”

Roland Beech attended Berkeley be-
cause he wanted to write, but he spent
most of his free time at nearby Golden
Gate Fields, betting horses according
to jockey histories, track conditions,
post positions and a dozen other rel-
evant factors. After graduating in 1990,
Beech worked with several Silicon Val-
ley startups, but he missed sports. He
launched his basketball site in the fall
of ’02 from the second floor of his home
near Santa Cruz.

82games.com was a hub of informa-
tion that fans—and many insiders—had
never seen before, from clutch stats
to shot locations. But it was most re-
nowned for its lineup data. Suddenly
everyone who was interested could
see which groups hummed and which
didn’t. When Griffin spoke on a panel
about team chemistry at the MIT Sloan
Sports Analytics Conference in 2006,
all anybody wanted to talk about was
lineup analysis. Beech fielded calls from
coaches such as Carlesimo, future GMs
such as Sam Presti, even a Hall of Fame
forward, Rick Barry, who persuaded
him to stop classifying the fourth
quarter of a close game as “clutch”
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QUICK
HITS

Combined points
by Curry (11) and
Thompson (nine) in the
Finals opener, their
fewest for a game in
which both appeared
since March 7, 2014, a
span of 211 games.

         

Golden State’s net
margin in Games 1 and
2. The previous record
to start the Finals
was 42, set by the
1961 Celtics and the
’51 Rochester Royals.



and reduce it to the last five minutes.
Of course, an owner called also, and

you can guess which one. Many of the
young math whizzes who wrote articles
for 82games.com were hired by NBA
organizations to populate newly formed
analytics departments. Beech was no
exception. In 2009 he moved to Dallas.

Last June, with Golden State trailing
Cleveland 2–1, Warriors special assistant
Nick U’Ren became an unlikely Finals
legend when he suggested starting the
Death Lineup, before it was called the
Death Lineup. Coach Steve Kerr didn’t
trust the group enough to give it min-
utes, much less a nickname. But he fol-
lowed U’Ren’s advice, and Golden State
took the next three games to claim its
first championship in 40 years.

U’Ren was just the latest anonymous
staffer to spark such a switch. In 2011,
Dallas also trailed 2–1 in the Finals,
to the Heat, when Beech and Winston
helped convince coach Rick Carlisle that
he start J.J. Barea over DeShawn Steven-
son. Barea gave the Mavs a second point
guard, allowing Jason Kidd to play off
the ball, but there was much more to
the move. Winston’s calculator showed
that Barea was playing well against Heat
starter Mike Bibby and poorly against
backup Mario Chalmers. Slotting Barea
against Bibby helped swing the series,
and by the time Miami countered, start-
ing Chalmers in Game 6, it was too late.

Not all coaches are as open as Kerr
and Carlisle. Some still rely on fixed
rotations, adjusting mainly for a hot
hand. In Dallas, Carlisle gave Beech
access to meetings and film sessions.
He seated him behind the bench. When
the ’11 Finals opened, Peja Stojakovic
was the Mavericks’ eighth man, logging
14 minutes in Game 1. He had the hot
hand. Brian Cardinal, meanwhile, was
strapped to the pine. But as the series
progressed, lineup data revealed that
Dallas could not defend Miami when
Stojakovic was on the court, and by
Game 4, Cardinal had taken all of his
minutes. Thanks to those subtle modi-
fications, a team whose second leading
scorer was Jason Terry knocked off a

superpower led by LeBron, Dwyane
Wade and Chris Bosh.

82games.com still exists, but it’s a
relic, replaced by newer sites like Nylon
Calculus and NBA Wowy. The lineup
figures that were once so fresh can be
clicked on NBA.com and ESPN.com.
Everybody has the info. In Cleveland,
where Griffin is now GM, director of
analytics and 82games.com alum Jon
Nichols presents it to assistant coaches.
In Golden State, assistant general man-
ager Kirk Lacob does the same. “When
we have a hunch,” says Warriors assis-
tant Luke Walton, “we get the numbers
to validate what we’re thinking.”

“So many people are thinking about
lineups, talking about lineups, it’s spi-
raled in prominence,” says Beech, now
the vice president of basketball strategy
and data science for the Kings. “It’s one
major place that coaches can have an

impact. They may not be able to change
Josh Smith’s shot selection, but they can
dictate who is on the court together.”

W
AYNE WINSTON calls
up his lineup calculator
for Game 1 of the Finals.
“This is amazing!” he

says. The Death Lineup, with Thomp-
son in early foul trouble, played less
than three minutes in Golden State’s
104–89 win. The Death Lineup East,
which normally starts the second quar-
ter, played less than one. Kerr splintered
it by sending Green onto the court in-
stead of Marreese Speights, and the pe-
rimeter threat prompted Lue to swap
Frye for Kevin Love. The most effective
group was perhaps the most unexpected,

featuring reserves Shaun Livingston and
Leandro Barbosa, who were 92 points
per 48 minutes better than average in
the time they spent together. “There’s
no way that should happen,” Winston
says. The culprits, the calculator claimed,
were Dellavedova and Shumpert, usually
a formidable defensive duo.

“It’s a small sample, and you don’t
want to make generalizations based on
noise,” Winston says. “But in a seven-
game series, what else are you going to
do? If I was talking to the Cavs, I’d tell
them, ‘Dellavedova and Shumpert got de-
stroyed by Barbosa and Livingston. That
matchup moved the game. Either figure

out why or try a different combination.’ ”
On Sunday, Barbosa and Livingston

torched Cleveland again, but in fair-
ness, so did everybody else. Lue grew
desperate enough that he spit out a
lineup the Cavaliers had deployed for
only two minutes in the regular season:
James at center, flanked by Shumpert,
Smith, Jefferson and Kyrie Irving, all
guards and wings. When that dwarfish
unit fell on its face, Lue attempted the
inverse, pairing 7' 1" Timofey Mozgov
and 6' 9" Tristan Thompson. They
ceded even more ground.

As the Cavs staggered out of Oracle
Arena, still searching for a way to un-
lock the champs, they were confront-
ed by a hard truth. There may be no
combination. ±
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FITS FOR A KING

For the second straight Finals,
a beleaguered James has had
little help, especially in Game 2,
when he had 19 points and no
teammate had more than 12.
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THE HEARTBREAK

BEFORE THE triple-meat
sandwich was unveiled and the
professional wrestler entered

the picture, the most productive line of
the 2016 NHL playoffs was still looking
to jell. On March 11, Evgeni Malkin suf-
fered an upper-body injury, prompting
Penguins coach Mike Sullivan to move
center Nick Bonino between Malkin’s
wingers, Carl Hagelin and Phil Kessel.
After they were held pointless in their
first two games together, the trio gathered
for a talk. The consensus they reached:
They should use their speed to generate
more offensive opportunities and not be
afraid to take chances. Looking back now,
Bonino believes this particularly applied
to him. “The whole first half of the year I
was in more of a defensive role,” he says.
“When I [joined that line], I was afraid
to make plays. [But] I figured, Why not
now? Either I’m going to have nothing all
year, or I can try to play with these guys.”

Guess which way the pendulum swung.
In the first game after the group chat, on
March 17, Bonino and Kessel each scored
against Carolina, while Hagelin notched
three assists. The trio had clicked so well
that even when Malkin returned in the
playoffs, Sullivan kept them together.
Proving nightmarish matchups for the
Rangers, Washington and Tampa Bay,
they hammered opponents that under-
estimated them and dedicated top
defensive pairs to stopping lines steered
by Malkin or Sidney Crosby instead. And
by week’s end, with Pittsburgh leading
San Jose 2–1 in the Stanley Cup finals, no
line had scored more five-on-five goals in
the playoffs than their 13.

Along the way Hagelin, Bonino and
Kessel became known as the HBK Line,
their sequential initials paying homage
to WWE Hall of Famer Shawn (the
Heartbreak Kid) Michaels, who admit-
tedly wasn’t much of a hockey fan until
he attended Game 5 against the Light-
ning at Consol Energy Center, decked in
black and gold. At local sandwich mecca
Primanti Bros., across town, custom-
ers can now attack a coronary-inducing
concoction, piled high with HBK—ham,
bacon and kielbasa. “We love it,” Pen-
guins assistant GM Bill Guerin says of the
ancillary attention. “We think it’s a riot.”

The most noteworthy aspects of the
line’s success, though, can be found in
the common paths taken by H, B and
K. Each arrived in Pittsburgh by trade

over the past 11 months, jettisoned from
other teams for various reasons, and their
styles have meshed perfectly. After leaving
Toronto, where local papers celebrated his
July departure after six seasons, Kessel
seems rejuvenated playing in the shadow
of Crosby and Malkin, leading Pittsburgh
with 10 playoff goals. Bonino, the cerebral
pivot who honed his slick hands by stick-
handling a golf ball around the house as a
kid, was traded by Vancouver on July 28
and now has a team-high 13 postseason
assists. Finally the swift-skating Hagelin
came aboard from Anaheim on Jan. 16,
adding a ferocious forecheck.

“For the coaches that’s their home run
play, when they find lines that just click
right off the bat,” Sharks defenseman
Brenden Dillon says. “It doesn’t happen

BY ALEX PREWITT

IN A MATCHUP OF
TWO STAR-LADEN
ROSTERS, LATE-
GAME HEROICS
BY PITTSBURGH
AND SAN JOSE’S
NEWCOMERS—THE
CASTOFFS AND THE
CUBS—MADE ALL
THE DIFFERENCE
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HOT LINE BLING
Bonino (13), who
scored the Game 1
winner, centers
Kessel (81) and Hagelin
on the Penguins’
most productive trio
this postseason.



every time, but they’ve found chemistry,
and it’s been working.”

Sure, the HBK Line has commanded
the viral headlines this postseason. (See:
the shrieking goal call from Hockey Night
in Punjabi of Bonino’s Game 1 winner
against San Jose; and Kessel’s mistak-
enly thinking NBC’s Pierre McGuire was
pointing out his bad breath after a Game 3
win over Tampa Bay.) But they are far
from the only improbable heroes emerg-
ing in a finals headlined by big names like
Malkin and Crosby, Joe Thornton and Joe
Pavelski. “You need contributions from
every single player,” Hagelin says. “It’s
a thin line between your superstar and
just a good player in the league. Before,
if you looked at the superstars compared
to the fourth-liners, it was a big gap. Now
it’s not like that.”

W
HEN SHARKS winger
Joonas Donskoi wheeled
around the net and roofed a
puck past goaltender Matt

Murray at 12:18 of overtime in Game 3
last Saturday night, he delivered the fran-
chise’s first finals victory in its first finals
home game. This time last year Donskoi
was living in Finland, staying up late to
catch the finals on TV. Now suddenly he
was at the center of it all, the toast of an
NHL town. Almost immediately his phone
began jangling with texts from those back
home. “It’s 3 a.m., and they wake up to
watch [the game],” he said. “It’s fun to see.”

The Panthers drafted Donskoi in 2010,
but an underwhelming contract offer led
him to remain in Finland and become an
NHL free agent. After that “it was crickets
interest for three years,” his agent, Scott
Bartlett, says, until a standout perfor-
mance at the ’15 world championships
turned heads. At least six NHL clubs asked

about signing the speedy winger, Bartlett
says, but Donskoi chose the Sharks largely
because they showed interest first. For the
team the low-risk (two-year, $1.85 million)
acquisition of the winger, introduced to
teammates by way of Internet search, paid
off handsomely. After scoring 36 points
during the regular season, he netted the
series-clinching goal against Los Angeles
in the first round.

“It’s like a Christmas gift,” Sharks coach
Pete DeBoer said earlier in the playoffs. He
was referencing Donskoi’s top six emer-
gence, which has given the coach greater
lineup flexibility, allowing him to shuffle
around veterans Patrick Marleau and Joel
Ward at will. In this way the 24-year-old
Donskoi resembles Pittsburgh’s Conor
Sheary and Bryan Rust, fellow rook-
ies who now flank Crosby and Malkin,
respectively, on Pittsburgh’s top six. Sul-
livan still wields the threat of deploying
Crosby and Malkin together, as he did

at times in Game 3,
but the Penguins have
been most success-
ful with their stars
separated and relative
unknowns filling vital
roles. Until Sheary and
Donskoi managed the
feat three days apart,
no rookie had scored an
overtime winner in the
Cup finals for 30 years.

“The battle of the depth guys,” Sharks
center Chris Tierney says. “Whenever you
get this deep in the playoffs, someone’s
going to step up at some point.”

An undrafted UMass-Amherst gradu-
ate listed at 5' 8" and 175 pounds, Sheary
wouldn’t look particularly out of place
interning at Google, which he and several
other Penguins toured during a recent
off day in Silicon Valley. Neither, for that
matter, would Rust, whose two goals dis-
patched Tampa Bay in Game 7, or Mur-
ray, the 22-year-old backup goalie who’s
retained the starting job with a .924 save
percentage despite the availability of sea-
son starter and 2009 Cup winner Marc-
Andre Fleury. Yet there was Sheary in
overtime of Game 2, looping into the slot
after Crosby won an offensive-zone face-
off, rising onto one skate and whipping
the puck past Sharks goalie Martin Jones.

So what to make of the castoffs and
the kids? More than ever, the old way
of pigeonholing forwards into top six/
bottom six roles has faded away,
replaced by an emphasis on blanket
offensive balance. “You have to have
scoring depth,” Guerin says. Even if it
comes from surprising sources. But like
any overindulgent sandwich, sometimes
mixing unexpected ingredients makes
for a heart-stopping product. ±
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ROOKIES HERE
In their first finals, San Jose’s
Donskoi and Pittsburgh’s Sheary
(inset) each scored OT winners.

“WHENEVER YOU GET THIS
DEEP,” TIERNEY SAYS,

“SOMEONE’S GOING TO STEP
UP AT SOME POINT.”

STANLEY CUP FINALS
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IF YOU think bringing Marshawn Lynch to
the ground was a challenge, try getting on
his calendar. The recently retired Seahawks
running back (more on that later) agreed
to talk during a tour of his hometown of

Oakland—a serious achievement, given his arm’s-length
relationship with the media—but then there was the matter
of settling on a date. Since his exit announcement, slyly
dropped during the Super Bowl, the five-time Pro Bowler
has traveled to Haiti, Canada and Egypt, where he led a
football camp, rode a camel and toured the Great Pyramid
of Giza. A stealth visit to Flint, Mich.—he wanted to volun-
teer and lend solidarity to the citizenry—was postponed
until later this summer; he appeared that week instead
at a Clinton Global Initiative function in Oakland. When
Lynch finally blocked out three free
days, he warned that he would be
spending one of those afternoons
with his financial adviser. Then
he would head to Seattle, where
he would appear at a job fair as a
favor to his friend, Starbucks CEO
Howard Schultz.

All of which speaks to this point: Lynch, maybe more
than any other athlete, embodies the gulf between
perception and reality. Make no mistake, Beast Mode
is no facade. Lynch, 30, carries himself the same way
he played during his potential Hall of Fame career, all
bluntness and brute force. This is a man who, even
with cameras rolling, uses the word “mother------” as
if it were punctuation. But he is also a gracious tour
guide, with a diverse circle of friends and a wide range of
interests. With no threat of getting fined for noncompli-
ance, he’ll happily talk about everything from Bay Area
gentrification to the importance of authenticity to the
much-gossiped-about status of his NFL career.

The following interview is excerpted from a joint
Sports Illustrated/60 Minutes Sports segment that
debuts on Showtime on June 7. It starts at a park in Golden-
ville, the North Oakland neighborhood where he grew up.

          
Did your mom have rules about going to this park?
MARSHAWN LYNCH: Hell, yeah. I got my ass whooped
many a time for leaving home, coming to the park.
What was she afraid you might see?
ML: We’ll start from the ground. When you look on
the ground, you might see some needles. You might see
some Pyrex [the cookware commonly used for making
crack cocaine]—you know what I’m sayin’, Dawg? There
was a lotta drugs. And if you lift your head up and open
your eyes, you might see a prostitute walkin’. . . . What I
would call real life, man. It wasn’t no bells and whistles.
Were you a happy kid?

For nine seasons the running
back known as Beast Mode
shifted forms when confronted
with the media, culminating
at Super Bowl XLIX media
day, where Least Mode sat
silent. But since his retirement?
An exclusive interview with
SI and 60 Minutes Sports shows
a far more garrulous fella
BY L. JON WERTHEIM
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Lynch’s post-
NFL plan has
him breaking

out of his shell,
traveling to Egypt

and excavating
some emotional

treasures.



ML: We’d come to the playground, we was playin’—
and then, you know, somebody would get knocked
off, and that kid ain’t comin’ to the park no more.
One of the OGs that usually ride by would tell you,
“Make sure you don’t run out in the street chasin’
that ball.” It was what I would call livin’ and learnin’.
But hell, yeah, I was a happy kid—especially when I
came to the park.
This, today, is not the Oakland you knew.
ML: Hell, no, it’s not. One day you wake up, you’ve got
your neighborhood right here, then the next thing you
know you see construction sites. And it’s like, “Hold on.
What happened?” “Aw, yeah, well . . . [these people] had
to sell their house for pennies or they was gonna take
it from ’em.” “Huh? You mean to tell me people that
have been staying here for the last 40 years had to sell
their house?” . . . And it probably sounded like a lotta
money. But what you really givin’ up is your history.
You givin’ up your legacy. . . . I don’t even know if I feel
comfortable comin’ back to where I grew up. Now I
look like the outsider in my own damn neighborhood.
How does that make you feel?
ML: I don’t have no problem with the change. Just
give Oakland people—real Oakland people—our
opportunity. Why not?
You said that as a kid, you came to this park and you
had to be fully aware—and that helped you learn
to deal with the media. What do you mean by that?
ML: There’s nothin’ anybody could throw at me that I wouldn’t be able
to handle.
Because of what you saw coming to the park?
ML: Because of a lot of the things I dealt with growin’ up. Death. Being
raised by a single parent—by a single mother who did a hell of a job, by
the way. Goin’ at my early ages to the pen to see my pops. Losin’ close
family members.
But you’re also aware of angles, agendas. You’re aware of power imbalances.
ML: My mama instilled that in me. She gave me a sense to—I don’t
wanna say read people, but to feel people. If you come to me with some
f-----’ s---, I’m probably gonna see that a mile away. . . . I was one of
[those kids] who didn’t believe you at first if you say, “Don’t touch that
stove—it’s hot.” I’d wanna be the one that touches that stove, so I could
find out what you mean by that.
You don’t strike me as a stove-toucher these days.
ML: Hell, no. See, I had to learn, though.
Whether it’s, “You have to talk to the media,” or “You’ve gotta do X, Y and Z,” I
think: If Marshawn Lynch doesn’t want to do something, he’s not going to do it.
ML: Yup. If you tell me I gotta do something, I wanna know why I have
to do that.
Because you have to.
ML: I wanna know why . . .
Because those are the rules.
ML: I wanna know why . . .
What do you mean? It says right there: Those are the rules. You’ve gotta do it.

ML: Why is that the rules?
There was a story that you never cashed a game check,
that you saved all of your NFL salary money.
ML: That’s false. I’m human. I’m very much human.
If you pinch me, that hurts. I make mistakes, [but]
I’ve also made some good decisions. But why would
you wanna pocket-watch me?
What do you mean by that?
ML: Your eyes is on my pockets—you wanna know
about my money situation.
Everybody I’ve spoken to about you has referenced
your financial savvy. What’s the source of that?
ML: You ate cereal before?
I’ve eaten cereal.
ML: All right. Have you ever had a roach in your
cereal before?
No.
ML: You haven’t, right?
I have not.
ML: If you came from eatin’ cereal with roaches in it
before, Dawg . . . Feel what I’m sayin’? You wouldn’t
want to do that again, right? Once you’ve seen the
lowest of the low, you don’t want to go back. But, like
I told you before, it’s not me—I have a good team and
some smart family members around me.
What does wealth mean to you, then?
ML: You’ve gotta understand where I came from,
Baby Dawg. Money wasn’t s---. It was the love and
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respect that I had for my family and for my peers
[that mattered]. . . . Let’s say I went and got all that
wealth—and then I had none of my family, none of
my friends, none of my peers to enjoy that with. What
would it have been for?
I’ve noticed that you’re much more likely to sign an
autograph or take a selfie with a kid than with an adult.
What happens when an adult says, “Will you sign this
for my kid?” What do you do?
ML: Where’s your kid at? Does your kid talk? And if
your kid talks, let your kid ask me.
How does that play out?
ML: If the kid’s not scared, the kid will ask me. And it
goes over well. But if the kid shows a little bit shy or
intimidated, I would do somethin’ to make ’em under-
stand that I’m just a person. It’s O.K. to talk to me.
That’s important to you, isn’t it?
ML: You’re goddam right.
You trademarked Beast Mode when you were in your
early 20s, playing for the Bills. Now you’re making
money off it. How did you know to do that?
ML: It’s these smart family members that surround
me and the team around me. I just listen a little bit.
If you were making a Marshawn Lynch’s Greatest Hits
video, what’s your biggest football memory?
ML: Truthfully? Me, Josh, Zell, Dirty Rel, MBs, in the
back alley on 55th [Avenue] and Foothill [Boulevard,
in Oakland]. Dirty Rel was guarding Josh [Johnson,

now a Ravens backup quarterback]. Josh ran a fake. There was a big-ass
van on the side of the road. And Josh ran a post. Dirty Rel bit on the
post—and when he turned around, he ran smack dead into the back
of the van. You feel me? Drop. Game over. . . . They got up. They had
to fight—they had a slap boxin’ in the middle of the street over that.
You played in the Super Bowl, the Pro Bowl—and that’s
the enduring football memory?
ML: That’s it. My younger years. Everything was cool. Not to downplay
[my professional career]; I had a hell of a lot of fun doin’ what I did. But
when we kick back and we’re howlin’ about that. . . .
Do you want kids? [Lynch is not married.]
ML: Yeah, I want kids. Why not?
Would you let them play football?
ML: I would let my kids do what they wanted to do, under [some]
guidelines and knowin’ what’s really real.
You’re a guy who doesn’t do things he doesn’t want to do. That applied to
football too: If you didn’t want to go down, you didn’t go down. But was
there one guy who maybe made you do things you didn’t want to do?
ML: I know somebody that got me good: Karlos Dansby, when he was
playing for Arizona. . . . I thought I broke free, thought I was in the
open, and he came, woke my game up. He had me running in the air.
[Seattle receiver] Doug Baldwin tweeted out that he didn’t want to see any
Seahawks player wear your old number 24 for a while. You retweeted it.
That moved you, didn’t it?
ML: Doug’s a little edgy, but Doug’s my boy. Matter of fact, I call him
my son. That was a big statement, what he said, not knowing if I’m
done or not.
You’re O.K. with never playing another down?
ML: Which camera you want me to look into?
You love Oakland, that’s clear. The Raiders could use a veteran running
back. It seems like there’s an obvious story line there, doesn’t it?
ML: No, I’m done. I’m done. I enjoyed my time playin’. Now it’s time to
watch my cousins and all the athletes that I like watchin’. That’s what
time it is for me.
Did you think of yourself as a football player while you
were playing? I get the feeling you love football—
ML: I identify myself as a person. I’ve got a homeboy, and he’s got this
movement called Be Human.
What’s that about?
ML: Just be a human. Other people will put a lot of different categories on
what they feel . . . but in reality, all I have to be is human, be comfortable
in my own skin. You know what I’m sayin’, Dawg? Comfortable with
my own hair, with my own teeth, my own eyes. And my own mental.
Is there a bigger insult to Marshawn Lynch than being called a fraud?
ML: Not being yourself—that’s the worst thing you can do. And why
wouldn’t you wanna be yourself? It’s almost like lying. When you lie,
you’ve gotta make up another lie to cover the [first], and by the time you
figure out what’s goin’ on, you done lost yourself in a whole lotta lies.
Why do that? All I can do is just show who I am, how I get down. And
I’m gonna rock like that till the end. It’s really simple. Not everybody
is going to agree with me. I don’t expect nobody to like the same food
I eat—you know what I’m sayin’? But at the end of the day, I’m always
gonna be me, regardless. ±
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So, Lynch isn’t actually
done, right? He’ll be back

by, what, September?
Watch Beast Mode stare

down the camera and
angrily affirm his exit at

SI.com/Marshawn



Why I Roared
B Y C A S S I US CL AY

Before facing Sonny Liston for the first
time, 22-year-old Cassius Clay wrote a
first-person piece in the Feb. 24, 1964,
issue of Sports Illustrated, a week
before he became heavyweight champion.
This is an abridged version of the story.

IF I were like a lot of guys—a
lot of heavyweight boxers, I

mean—I’ll bet you a dozen doughnuts
you wouldn’t be reading this story right
now. If you wonder what the difference
between them and me is, I’ll break the
news: You never heard of them. I’m not
saying they are not good boxers. Most of
them can fight almost as good as I can.
I’m just saying you never heard of them.
And the reason for that is because they
cannot throw the jive. Cassius Clay is
a boxer who can throw the jive better
than anybody you will probably ever
meet. I don’t think it’s bragging to say
I’m something a little special.

Where do you think I would be if I
didn’t know how to shout and holler and
make the public sit up and take notice?
I would be poor, for one thing, and I
would probably be down in Louisville,
my hometown, washing windows or
running an elevator and saying “yes,
suh” and “no, suh” and knowing my
place. Instead of that, I’m saying that
I’m one of the highest-paid athletes in
the world, which is true, and that I’m
the greatest fighter in the world, which I
hope and pray is true. Now the public is
saying to me, “Put up or shut up.” This
fight with Liston is truly a command
performance. And that’s exactly the way
I planned it.

I’ve said some pretty insulting things
about Liston, but I’ve done that mostly
to get people talking about the fight.
I actually have a certain amount of
respect for him; he’s the champion, isn’t
he? When I see him staring at me with
that mean, hateful look, I want to laugh,
but then I think maybe it’s not so funny.
I’m pretty sure the way he acts is just a
pose, the same way I have a pose.

When I get a crowd around me,
somebody always wants to know if I’m
really like the way I act. Well, of course,
or else I couldn’t act this way. But what I
have done is exaggerate the natural way

I am. I wouldn’t sit around my house
shouting and carrying on if it was just
me and my folks, but I would if there was
anybody else there to hear me. I do that
to attract attention. I don’t really love to
fight, you see, but as long as I’m doing
it, I sure don’t want to do it for free. The
fame and pride of doing something real
well—like being the world champion—
is a pretty nice thing to think about
sometimes, but the money I’m making is
nice to think about all the time.

I remember one day in Louisville I was
riding a bus reading in the paper about
Floyd Patterson and Ingemar Johansson.
It was right after I had won the Olympic
gold medal in Rome and had turned

professional, and I was confident then
I could beat either one of them if I had
the chance. But I knew I wouldn’t get the
chance because nobody much had ever
heard of me. I said to myself, How am I
going to get a crack at the title? I knew
I’d have to start talking about it—I mean
really talking, screaming and yelling and
acting like some kind of a nut. I would
be like Gorgeous George, the wrestler,
who got so famous by being flashy and
exaggerating everything and making
people notice him.

You can see how it has turned out—
just the way I wanted it to. I started off
slow because I was feeling my way, but
pretty soon I caught on to what reporters
like to hear. I told this man I was going
to knock that boy down in the sixth
round, and then I did. I said I am the
greatest, I am a ball of fire. If I didn’t
say it, there was nobody going to say it
for me. And pretty soon other people
were saying I’m the greatest, and I said,
“Didn’t I tell you so in the first place?”

All the time I was building myself
up, I was fighting and winning. I don’t
pretend I fought a lot of great boxers
in the beginning. I fought a bunch of
bums. But every time I won, I also made
a lot of fresh enemies. One thing people
can’t stand is a blowhard, and the more
I blew, the more people would come out
to see me get beaten. I said I was pretty.
(I’m not as pretty as I let on.) I said I
was fast. I said I was terrific, and it got
so you couldn’t keep people away. And
they would yell, “Take away his pink
Cadillac, the bum,” and “Bash in his
pretty nose.” I don’t really care what
people say about me personally as long
as they buy a ticket to come see me.

Folks ask me what I’ll do if I beat
Liston and what I’ll do if I don’t, but
I don’t have the answer yet. I’m not
too worried. I think I can make it in
something else the same way I’ve made it
in boxing. If things go wrong in the fight,
I’ll just wait a while. Summertime comes,
flowers start blooming, little birds start
flying and you wake up, get up and get
out. You change with the times. ±
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Pretty soon people said
I’m the greatest,

and I said, “Didn’t I tell you
so in the first place?”

ALI
The Last
Word
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