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            Dedication

         
         
            This book is dedicated to all the good people I worked with and worked for

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            Talent alone won’t make you a success. Neither will being in the right place at the right time, unless you are ready. The
               most important question is: “Are you ready?”1

            —Johnny Carson
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            Foreword

         
         This book, That Deserves a Wow (TDAW), is much better than I expected. There now—that’s enough of a foreword. Concise, encouraging, while speaking directly to
            the hearts and minds of readers all over the world of the surprising power of this read.
         

         
         But how about more powder puffs of blown smoke? Well, then I’d probably lose the right to say “concise.” What kind of author
            wouldn’t want my words to be brief and allow his true literary brilliance to pop through the clouds? With my luck, probably
            this guy. So perhaps he needs me to carry on a bit.
         

         
         Let’s see. . . . This book is written by a sportscaster, an eyewitness for the masses drawn to the game and sporting events
            that have become our most common shared experience, excepting clouds in the sky, and grace from above.
         

         
         What, or better who, is a sportscaster? A blazer, tie, and immobile hair paired with an authoritative voice that rings the cathedral bells of sports truth. Clad in these vestments they enter the inner sanctums of the sideline and the locker room to ask the great questions for us: 

         
         How are you feeling right now?

         
         How is your life lived, and how did it come about?

         
         What is the purpose of your life?

         
         Do you wish to be a role model or are you simply a being who has directed his will at the one goal he dreamt to achieve?

         
         Chris Myers is our guy who has the tools, skills, wit, and his own delighted amazement at the persons and events in front
            of us, in addition to the most immobile hair in the business.
         

         
         I could hear it in his words covering the Westminster Kennel Club Dog Show, his voice cresting over a roaring crowd, “The
            miniature poodle, coming up big when it matters the most!”
         

         
         TDAW.

         
         —Bill Murray

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Prologue

         
         People often tell me that I’ve got the best job any guy could ever want, and I agree with them. There is nothing like standing
            on the field while the Super Bowl is taking place right in front of you. Or listening to coaches and players in a dugout during
            a World Series. Or feeling the rush of race cars approaching 200 miles an hour at the Daytona 500. We all fall in love with
            sports during our childhood, but it is a rare thing to build a career around being a kid at heart.
         

         
         Every sports fan is waiting for those special moments—the walk-off home run, the game-tying touchdown to send it to overtime, the knockout punch. But as a kid, I was fascinated to hear the athletes talking afterward about those moments. I loved listening to them. A part of me always wondered what made certain athletes so great and why they did what they did in certain situations. Where did they come from? How did they get to this point in their career? Some kids grew up wanting to be superstar athletes, but I wanted to be the guy talking to and interviewing them. This genuine appreciation and curiosity about their skill set has led to a lifetime of interacting with the most talented athletes in the history of sports. I have been able to ask the questions that people have wanted to ask themselves. And I’ve been paid to do it! 

         
         One of the best parts of my job has been the variety I’ve had. I’ve always been interested in lots of different things, and
            I’ve had the chance to do many of them. Some broadcasters only do play-by-play; others will only focus on one particular sport.
            I’ve been in all kinds of roles in all different sports. I’ve reported the sports news of the day behind a desk, and I’ve
            also been a sideline reporter watching it happen in real time. I’ve interviewed players in the sanctuary of a studio and have
            also run after them on a field. I’ve been the pregame/postgame host and I’ve done play-by-play. But here’s the thing . . .
         

         
         This book isn’t just about me.

         
         It’s the story of a journey through six decades of sports. A journey that starts with a kid who found his way through childhood
            by dreaming of becoming a broadcaster on the radio talking about sports. This dream brought him face-to-face with the greatest
            athletes of all time. It took him to the Masters and the Super Bowl and the World Series and so many other major games. But
            it also brought him to witness other incredible events—an earthquake at the World Series, a bombing at the Olympics, the death
            of a NASCAR driver at the Daytona 500, and the O. J. Simpson double-murder trial.
         

         
         This book is about those moments and many more. I happened to be the one person right in the middle of it all, and I’m privileged
            to tell you about it.
         

         
         Everybody has a story. For those exceptional few who get to play in professional sports of any kind—those athletes put under the bright lights and the cameras and the public eye—people have so many questions. We all want to get to know these star competitors. We want to see what makes them tick. What makes them triumph. What they do when they lose. And I’ve been able to ask those questions. I’ve asked them for myself out of curiosity. I’ve asked them for my network. I’ve asked them for my colleagues and for fellow athletes. But most of all, I’ve asked them for the audience. For the viewers. For you. 

         
         Everybody has a story, and this is mine. This book isn’t the life of Chris Myers; it’s the life experiences he has seen along
            the way. It’s about the greatest athletes in the greatest games. It’s about winning and losing. It’s about life and death.
            But most of all, it’s about finding meaning in some of sports’ greatest moments.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One
Swinging on a Star

         
         Most of us in our high school years are trying to find our way. I found mine at age sixteen shortly after humanities class.

         
         “Hey, Chris. We need you to go over to the Fontainebleau Hotel tomorrow afternoon to interview Muhammad Ali. Get your tape
            recorder ready.”
         

         
         My boss at WKAT radio in Miami knew he didn’t need to ask me twice. Sonny Hirsch was the sports director at the station and
            hosted Sportsline. For years he did the play-by-play for Miami football, basketball, and baseball games. He had a folksy, friendly style, and eventually he would become a legend calling the football national championships and baseball national titles won by the Miami Hurricanes. His two-hour show came on every weekday evening. Since he wasn’t always able to get out of the studio to do interviews, Sonny sometimes asked me to go talk to an athlete or a coach. 

         
         “I can go right after school,” I told him. “I’ll get some quotes.”

         
         Sonny gave me a wide smile. “Show the other guys who’s boss.”

         
         I’d been working at WKAT in Miami for over a year, starting as a board operator, until Sonny gave me my first big break. He
            allowed me to host a college football scoreboard show. Even though the job only paid $25 a day, I loved it. Being on the radio
            was something I had always dreamt about. After hosting my own call-in sports talk show, I took over for Sonny as sports director
            when I was nineteen. My very first interview was with Miami Dolphins linebacker Bob Matheson. Even though I was extremely
            nervous, Matheson was kind and answered my questions the same way he would have done with any sports reporter. I was becoming
            more confident with each interview.
         

         
         “Get Ali to say something about George Foreman,” Sonny said. “He always has something to say about George.”

         
         Sonny was an old-school sports guy—sarcastic, knowledgeable, opinionated. He showed tough love while educating me about the
            business. He also gave me opportunities people rarely got, especially one like this. Of course, I didn’t realize how incredible
            an opportunity this would be. I knew about Muhammad Ali; he was a boxer with a big personality. I knew he could fight and
            loved to do interviews. But I didn’t understand that I was about to interview the greatest boxer ever to fight, and in one
            of the most important periods in his life.
         

         
         It was early May 1975, and Ali was training for a bout against Ron Lyle on May 16. This fight stood almost dead center between two historic matches. Six months earlier, Ali had knocked out George Foreman in the eighth round in the famous “Rumble in the Jungle” fight held in Kinshasa, Zaire. Later that year, on October 1, Ali would compete against Joe Frazier in the Philippines, a fight that would be known as the “Thrilla in Manila.” Ali would knock out Frazier in the 14th. If Ali ever needed proof of his greatness, these two fights would do it. 

         
         Ali was in Miami Beach, training at 5th Street Gym on Washington Avenue. Many world champions had trained at this famous gym.
            Chris and Angelo Dundee, respectively known as the “Wizard of Oz” and the “Prince of Oz,” ran the gym. The mystique of 5th
            Street Gym attracted all sorts of celebrities over the years. Ali had spent many hours there in the ’60s.
         

         
         The next day after I got out of class, I drove over to the Fontainebleau in Miami Beach where Ali would be giving his press
            conference. It was a famous hotel that had attracted many famous people over the years. When it was built in 1954, it was
            considered the most luxurious hotel in Miami. Scenes from the James Bond movie Goldfinger and the Jerry Lewis movie The Bellboy had been filmed there, it’s where Frank Sinatra and Elvis Presley performed, and John F. Kennedy and Marilyn Monroe separately
            had slept in their rooms. The hotel had lost a lot of its luster by the mid-’70s, but it was still sprawling in size.
         

         
         When I arrived, I avoided the valet parking and spent a few minutes finding a lot where I could park myself. I was driving
            my first car, a used and beat-up Ford Falcon. It only had an AM radio with a plastic radio dial that was cracked. I was so
            embarrassed at how it looked that I taped a piece of cardboard over it. After I parked, it took me a while to find the ballroom
            where Ali was surrounded by reporters and making them laugh.
         

         
         This was a scene out of a black-and-white movie from the ’50s, like the classic Paul Newman boxing film Somebody Up There Likes Me. The reporters in the room gave off an old-school feel; some chewed on cigars, while other wore hats with their suits. They
            smelled like cigarettes, and sweat dotted their foreheads. They were experienced writers, some with national publications,
            and others affiliated with boxing. As I worked my way around the reporters, I can only imagine what they must have thought
            of me. What’s this long-haired kid doing here? Who let him in the room? But I was representing WKAT with a big microphone attached to my tape recorder.
         

         
         I couldn’t help being a little nervous. Would I even get the opportunity to ask Ali a question? All I had to do was put the
            microphone out and get comments from him. But I thought, I’m here for this and it’s Ali. I’m going to ask him something if there’s a chance.

         
         I’d never stood amidst reporters before, nervously waiting for my turn to shout out a question. I had to be careful not to
            interrupt anybody, and to be sure Ali had finished answering the prior question. And more than anything in the world, I didn’t
            want to ask something stupid, especially since I wasn’t as well versed in boxing as I was in other sports. That might make
            me the target of his humor.
         

         
         After a dozen questions from other reporters, I finally threw out the one I’d prepared. “Would you say your fight with George
            Foreman was your toughest fight ever?” I asked.
         

         
         Ali’s eyes went big, surprised.

         
         “You’re not as dumb as you look, kid,” he said in a friendly and teasing tone. “That was a great match, but I’d say my toughest
            fight was against Sonny Liston back in ’64. Before you were even born.”
         

         
         I wasn’t about to tell him I was born in 1959. His comment made all the reporters laugh, including me. I was grateful he had
            responded. Knowing he had our full attention, Ali continued:
         

         
         “One thing I always say: Don’t be a fool—stay in school.”

         
         In this moment, with a group of reporters who ate and breathed and lived sports day and night, I witnessed what greatness
            truly looked like outside the ring. Here, in a press conference, it wasn’t about Ali’s speed and footwork, nor his toughness
            to withstand fierce blows from formidable opponents. Here I watched a warrior commanding a room, not with his punches but
            rather with his words. His quips and soundbites. He was entertaining and quick-witted. He played off people and never ran
            from a question. He was never stumped by a reporter. The banter captivated all of us.
         

         
         This was my first brush with greatness. Seeing Muhammad Ali in person sharing bits of himself, some humorous and others inspiring, made him even more fascinating to me. I wanted to continue to ask him questions so I could understand him further. Not the fighter but the individual. 

         
         As I left the Fontainebleau with my first big interview recorded and ready to go, I didn’t fully appreciate the magnitude
            of this moment. It had been exciting to be in the room with adults talking about sports and competition and life. But I hadn’t
            stood there in awe and I hadn’t been intimidated by the larger-than-life athlete in front of me. This was like looking at
            the vast Atlantic Ocean for the first time and feeling right at home.
         

         
         *  *  *

         The day after my Ali interview, as I walked into our high school, I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment about the interview.
            I didn’t brag about it, however, because I didn’t know how I’d done. People would soon start to realize what I was doing—that
            I was working for sports radio and doing interviews. This explained why I was so busy, and why I missed out on things like
            going to the prom. Instead of dancing with my prom date, I was interviewing Roger Staubach. Back in grade school, however,
            nobody would have ever imagined I’d be speaking to sports legends.
         

         
         The spark first came in second grade when my classmates were talking about the recent World Series and I had no idea what
            they were talking about. We didn’t watch much baseball in our house, so I wasn’t in the loop on players and teams and rules.
         

         
         How many games are in a World Series? Five? Ten? Where are the Tigers and Cardinals from? Are all baseball teams named after
               animals?

         
         When someone said, “MVP,” I didn’t even know what that meant.

         
         “What’s an ‘MVP’?” I asked my classmates.

         
         They laughed and couldn’t believe I didn’t know the abbreviation of Most Valuable Player. I felt a bit stupid and realized I was totally out of the loop, so I decided that day to start learning more about sports. I began studying sports fanatically—I started collecting cards and listened to any radio sports talk show I could. Back then, there weren’t a thousand different ways to watch and listen to sports, so you had to be creative. 

         
         I had never been a great athlete. I was always that sixth guy on the basketball team, the backup quarterback, the utility
            infielder. But just because I didn’t have a lot of great abilities didn’t mean I didn’t have a lot of interest in athletics.
            It grew from that second-grade experience. This interest made me start listening to sports radio, dialing in to the station
            in Miami Beach. It began an unlikely journey from listening to WKAT to actually getting a job with them.
         

         
         By the time I reached my teenage years, sports had become an obsession for me. Not playing sports, but watching games and
            listening to others discuss them. I would sit in my bedroom with the door closed listening to Sportsline on my portable radio. The black plastic box crackled whenever I turned it on. Many nights I ignored my homework while Sonny
            talked about subjects like the Miami Dolphins and the NFL. If I was lucky, I would get on the air when I called in.
         

         
         Our three-bedroom, two-bathroom, and one-TV house in North Miami was small for two parents and five children. I shared a room
            with my two brothers, while our two sisters shared another. We only had two phones in the house—one on the wall in the kitchen,
            the other in my parents’ room—so I would have to sneak down to the only possible place I wouldn’t be overheard calling in
            to the radio station. Many times Dad was working while Mom was cleaning up after dinner and my siblings were in the family
            room watching television. It might take a few minutes before I got through, but I was a regular caller, so they knew me well.
         

         
         “We have Chris from Miami calling in,” Sonny said. “What’s on your mind this evening?”

         
         “How’re you doing, Sonny?” I said, trying not to sound like my age. “I was calling about my Los Angeles Dodgers and our trade with the Chicago Cubs.” 

         
         Sportsline had a national flavor, with people calling from all over the country, especially from New York and Boston. I was among the
            regular callers, alongside Hannah of Brooklyn, a Dodger fan like me; Greg from Baltimore, who was a big Orioles fan; and Scott,
            a diehard Cubs fan.
         

         
         “The Dodgers traded Geoff Zahn and Eddie Solomon to the Chicago Cubs for Burt Hooton,” I said into the phone receiver. “I
            think it was a good trade. Hooton’s a good pitcher and we need one.”
         

         
         For a few moments Sonny and I spoke about the Dodgers and about baseball in general. When I was finished, I hung up, then
            dialed the radio station again, hoping for another conversation. You were only allowed one call a night, but “Chris from Miami”
            wasn’t calling them back. Thankfully I got back on the show ten minutes later.
         

         
         “Yeah, this is Duke from North Miami,” I said as I disguised my voice, speaking in a deeper tone with a John Wayne–type delivery.
            “I agree with Chris from Miami that the Dodgers-Cubs trade was a great one.”
         

         
         Duke was much older and wiser than Chris, the resonance of his voice articulating facts and figures on baseball. Nobody at
            WKAT radio knew that Duke and Chris were the same person. They also didn’t know I was a ripe fifteen years old.
         

         
         For over a year, Chris and Duke called in to Sportsline to chat with Sonny. Nobody had figured out that I was only a sophomore going to Chaminade High School in Hollywood, Florida.
            Until an invitation to the station changed everything.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Maybe I have an air conditioner to thank for my career. Growing up, we didn’t have central air, so on one of my birthdays I asked for an air conditioner for the room I shared with my two brothers. My dad worked two jobs and didn’t have a lot of money, but he was able to buy us a portable window unit. I slept directly below it in one bed while my brothers shared the bunk bed. Since I wanted the temperature to be colder than my brothers did, I would take the plastic tracks for my Hot Wheels toy cars and stick them in the AC vents, then aim them directly at me. 

         
         After a while of sleeping like this, I began to wake up with a bit of a post-nasal drip, and it affected my voice a bit. Around
            fifth and sixth grade, my voice became noticeably different. I would go to school sounding a bit like John Wayne, but I fought
            through it since I wasn’t sick or anything. I was never given an official clinical diagnosis that this was how I developed
            a lower register for my voice, but I grew used to pushing my voice out in a certain direction and talking that way.
         

         
         By middle school, my voice was so deep that some of my friends asked me to call in to school and impersonate their parents
            so they could skip class. In return, they’d help me with my homework or give me a ride home. I’m not proud of this now, but
            I did take a few of them up on it. I left messages on the school answering machine, saying things like, “Hello, this is Freddie’s
            father. No need to call me back. He’s feeling under the weather today but he’ll be fine tomorrow.”
         

         
         Freddie’s father sounded a bit like Jimmy Stewart.

         
         “Hi, this is Patty’s dad. She is going to be coming in late to school today. She has a dentist’s appointment.”

         
         Patty’s dad remarkably sounded a lot like Johnny Cash.

         
         I could have gotten in a lot of trouble, but my school never questioned the authority of the deep voice spoken from a sixth-grade
            student. Neither did the people at the radio station. Nobody ever had any idea how young I might be. They eventually learned
            when I showed up at their studio one day.
         

         
         *  *  *

         “We’re going to have fan night here on Sportsline next week, so we’re inviting some of our regular callers to come down to the studio so we can put you on.”
         

         
         The voice on the other end of the phone was John Harper, the producer of the show. He said he wanted to host a roundtable
            with the regulars to talk about sports live in the studio. I listened with a combination of excitement and fear as he listed
            the familiar names I had come to know and love. Hannah from Brooklyn and Greg from Baltimore, Chris from Miami, and of course,
            Duke from North Miami.
         

         
         “Yeah, sure, that would be a lot of fun,” Chris from Miami told him in his very mature voice.

         
         What the heck was I gonna do?

         
         The first problem wasn’t my age or the fact that I had no twin brother named Duke. I didn’t have my driver’s license, so I
            had no idea how I’d get down to the studio in Miami in the first place. We lived in North Miami, a thirty-minute drive to
            get downtown to the radio station. So I went to my father and explained the situation to him.
         

         
         For Eugene T. Myers, sports were more of a luxury. As I said, my dad worked two jobs. He understood tough times, having grown
            up in the Depression and then later served in the Navy during World War II. He was only a teenager when he stormed the beach
            at Normandy on D-Day. He taught us the values he grew up with: work hard, get good grades, stay up on current events, and
            make something of yourself. Paying attention to baseball, football, or other sports wasn’t a priority to my dad. Even though
            he never said this, it was as if sports were only for the elite. You’re not there, yet, he seemed to be telling me. Work hard and one day you’ll have a chance to do the things I wasn’t able to do.

         
         Dad and Mom and the rest of our family knew about my dream of becoming a sports broadcaster one day. When I was in fourth grade and my father was at work, I’d sometimes sneak into my parents’ bathroom where there was less traffic and practice announcing baseball games. I’d grab my dad’s toothbrush and step into the shower to begin my imaginary play-by-play commentary on a Dodgers game. 

         
         “There’s a long drive!” I’d shout out.

         
         My family would hear me doing this, and sometimes even our guests would, too.

         
         “Is Chris all right?” they would ask my mom.

         
         “Yeah, he’s fine. He’s just calling a World Series in the shower.”

         
         The only problem with me doing this was that I’d drop my microphone (a.k.a. Dad’s toothbrush) in the shower, where he’d find
            it the next morning. He got up very early in the morning for work, so he found himself on several occasions looking for his
            toothbrush and eventually discovering it by the bathtub drain.
         

         
         “Chris, you gotta stop the announcing,” he once told me. “Or at least let us get you an extra toothbrush.”

         
         Even if Dad didn’t fully understand my dreams to get into the world of sports, he never discouraged me. So when the opportunity
            to get onto Sportsline came, I knew I had to explain my unique situation.
         

         
         After explaining it all, I asked what I should do.

         
         “Well, you’re going to have to tell them the truth,” Dad said. “You tell them you’re a lying little brat and you were supposed
            to be doing your homework.”
         

         
         “Come on, Dad.”

         
         He seemed to be thinking for a moment. With his grayish hair and beard, he resembled a colonel or a general. By now he wore
            glasses, and he chewed on a toothpick as he considered what to do.
         

         
         “You have to tell them you weren’t being honest. That’s the first thing you do. But I’ll drive you down there.”

         
         The radio station was on Alton Road in Miami Beach inside a nondescript building with a small sign indicating it was WKAT. Criteria Studios, where the Bee Gees recorded some of their biggest hits in the ’70s, was right around the corner. When I told the receptionist they were expecting me for the panel, she looked surprised and called someone to verify that I was telling the truth. 

         
         “There’s this kid here that says he’s supposed to be on the panel. Says he’s ‘Chris from Miami.’”

         
         When I explained the situation to the guys at the station, they thought it was pretty cool that I had made it that far. They
            told me I couldn’t be dishonest while I was on air, but they allowed me to be a part of the panel.
         

         
         I couldn’t get over how the station looked. It didn’t resemble any kind of radio station I might have imagined. A long hallway
            took you to a large room that looked more like a den than a studio. Heavy curtains hung over the windows and there was a sort
            of fireplace mantel that might be in a haunted house. In the center of the room was a comfortable couch, and next to that
            was a big desk with a microphone. I think they wanted a more familial feel since they were a talk show.
         

         
         After the panel, John Harper, the producer, came up to me and told me I did a good job. Then he surprised me with a job offer.

         
         “You’re a creative kid and seem to know a lot about what’s going on. What do you think about working for us part-time once
            you get your license? On the weekends. You can run wire copy in.”
         

         
         “Sure, I’ll do that.”

         
         The only other job I had was doing lawn work in my neighborhood.

         
         So I can thank Duke from North Miami for getting me a job at WKAT radio after I turned sixteen and got my license. Duke would
            have to retire from the broadcasting world. Chris from Miami, however, was just getting started.
         

         
         *  *  *

         I grew up always wondering what made athletes great and why they did what they did in certain situations. I was curious about
            where they came from, the cities they were born in and where they went to school. That’s just part of my personality. By the
            time I was working for the radio station, I didn’t want to be an athlete. I wanted to be the guy talking about and interviewing
            them.
         

         
         Not long after the Ali interview, I was able to interview Don Shula. I already had a connection with him in that I went to
            school with his son, Dave. After the radio station liked what they heard with my interview with Ali, they asked me to visit
            a Dolphins practice and get some quotes from the coach. To me, this was a bigger deal than interviewing Ali.
         

         
         The National Football League was my first connection to sports as a child. My older brother, Dan, helped introduce football
            to me. I was in second grade and watching a John Wayne movie when Dan came in the family room to watch an NFL game. With only
            one television in our house, he needed to find a way to convince me to turn on the game.
         

         
         “Just watch it for a few minutes and give it a chance,” Dan told me.

         
         “I don’t know . . .” I said.

         
         “Look—you pick one team and I’ll pick the other. We’ll see who wins.”

         
         I liked this idea of competition. So when he turned the channel, I saw the Miami Dolphins playing the Los Angeles Rams in
            L.A. When I saw the horns on the ram, I knew that was my team. Even though I didn’t understand everything that was happening,
            I enjoyed watching the game. Especially since my team won.
         

         
         Soon the game engulfed me. I more than rooted for my team; I became them, living and dying emotionally with each win and loss. It was an escape from homework and the noise of a turbulent world.
            It was hours of an investment in excitement and unpredictability. It was a thrill ride.
         

         
         After my first interview with Miami Dolphins linebacker Bob Matheson, I had thought to myself, This isn’t that difficult. But this was Don Shula, the winningest coach in football at the time. The Miami Dolphins dominated the league, winning back-to-back Super Bowls and going undefeated in the ’72 season. With his chiseled jaw and broad shoulders, Shula resembled a mythic figure like Vince Lombardi or Knute Rockne. Before interviewing him, I watched him on the practice field with large running backs and defensive linemen, getting in their faces and challenging them to be better and to work on certain things. He wasn’t just yelling at them; everything with Shula had a purpose. I could tell he was highly principled and deliberate with everything he did, and that included interviews. 

         
         I observed Coach Shula at practices and watched him on television and read articles about him, and to me he was like a king
            of football reigning over his soldiers. One simple frown from him could intimidate anybody. Maybe that was my image of him
            or the image he wanted to project. He was a tough and intimidating guy to interview, someone who was always very firm and
            spoke with conviction. When I caught him coming off the field after a practice and asked if he had time for some questions,
            he told me he had time for one or two. As I went through my interview and got to my third question, he just looked at me and
            then looked down at his watch. This was his subtle way of saying, Look, kid, I got things to do. If you missed that signal, then he’d just walk away at your fourth question. That showed how disciplined a coach Shula was.
            I remember thinking, Boy, this guy’s not messing around. I’d even seen him walk away from questions that he deemed to be ignorant.
         

         
         I continued to do a lot of work for WKAT behind the scenes, helping gather clips and quotes and sports info. One Saturday when a host couldn’t get to the station, they asked me to step in. The boss told me not to lie about my age on the air, but at the same time I shouldn’t tell everybody. They knew I sounded older and that I could roll with somebody when they called—they had heard me doing this already for the past year. So I got that chance, and that developed into having my own program on the weekends. This also led to me filling in for Sonny Hirsch himself during the weekdays when he wasn’t there. 

         
         I grew interested in the art of interviewing, too. Just like sports, I had always been interested in talk shows and hosts
            who asked questions. And I didn’t actually realize that I had spent my entire life interviewing people. This included probing
            the young men my older sisters would sometimes bring over for dinner.
         

         
         “So what year is your Mustang?” I once asked.

         
         My sister’s new boyfriend, who was sitting next to her at the dinner table, gave me a curious look. They had met in high school
            and this was the first time any of us had met him.
         

         
         “It’s a ’72,” he said.

         
         “When did you get your license?”

         
         This time he just laughed. “This kid is grillin’ me. What is he—a detective?”

         
         Everybody laughed, even though to my family this was nothing new. There was a genuine curiosity on my part, especially whenever
            one of my older sisters showed up with a new guy, but I guess looking at it now, I was pushing them a bit. I was interviewing
            them more than my dad. But as a young person, I always found myself asking people questions. At family gatherings, I would
            always be asking an uncle or an aunt questions. Interviews were a natural part of my life.
         

         
         I loved talk shows growing up. The classic ones. Mike Douglas in the afternoon. Merv Griffin. And Johnny Carson, of course.
            Carson to me was the standard because of his range and how he treated his interviews like it was a different kind of show.
            He wouldn’t necessarily do comedy during his conversations. He always made the guest feel comfortable.
         

         
         Once I got my weekend show and occasionally filled in for Sonny Hirsch during the week, I was able to interview more athletes. Sometimes they would be guys stopping in or calling in to the station. I remember the quarterback great Johnny Unitas once stopped in. 

         
         And Dolphins QB Bob Griese would swing by once in a while. Other athletes were in South Florida either with a visiting team
            or on vacation. I loved to find out which teams were on the road in Miami. Sometimes I would call a hotel and ask to talk
            with certain players.
         

         
         All of this felt natural and normal for me. The more opportunities I got at the radio station, the more I enjoyed it. And
            I kept looking ahead, wondering what was next. Trying to figure out the next thing to get involved with. For me, it was obvious
            that getting into television made sense. So I began to pay a lot of attention to the local TV stations in Miami Beach. I might
            have still been a teenager, but I was very driven.
         

         
         Thinking back on getting my first break in the radio business and being able to interview Muhammad Ali and Don Shula, I realize
            that I was able to start at the top. Most people have to build their way up to asking the greats questions. Maybe interview
            the hero on your high school basketball team first, then get the university quarterback, and next interview a professional
            athlete. But I started out with the best of the best. And while I hate the term “GOAT” and think it’s way overused in sports,
            I believe that Ali and Shula were the greatest of all time in their areas. They would come to set the standard for my career.
            If I could interview them, I could interview anyone.
         

         
         * * *

         My parents were the people who inspired and influenced me the most when I was growing up. I was closer to my mom, in part because my dad worked so much so I spent more time with her. She was one of the driving forces who instilled confidence in me and influenced my work ethic. Eleanor Myers was more outgoing than my dad, and she loved to entertain. She would invite her older sister and her friends over on a regular basis to play pinochle. Sometimes I would sit by the table and watch these women in their forties play. Other times I joined in myself. While I enjoyed getting to know how to play the game, what I loved the most was listening to their conversations. They would often ask me questions. 

         
         “So how’s the girlfriend, Chris?”

         
         “I don’t have a girlfriend.”

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “I’m ten—what do you want from me?”

         
         My dad enjoyed being around people as well. Not only did he have a good sense of humor, but also of theater and entertainment.
            I feel those were things I inherited from him. Perhaps his greatest talent, however, was his singing voice. At family gatherings
            and weddings, he would be asked to sing songs. Even sometimes when we were out at a restaurant and somebody was playing a
            piano, my dad would ask if he could sing a song to accompany the music.
         

         
         When Eugene T. Myers was younger, he won a Bing Crosby singalong contest. It was a big deal for him; they were going to fly
            him to New York and do stuff with that. One of his favorite Crosby songs was “Swinging on a Star.” I can hear him now, singing
            “would you rather be a mule” and “would you rather be a fish.” Frank Sinatra did a version of that song that I used to play
            for our kids.
         

         
         My dad had a passion for singing and music, but he ended up joining the Navy and was dating my mom, so other things took priority. With Dad’s father passing away at a young age, he and his brothers were taking care of their mom, too. All these things resulted in him taking a different path in his life. Music might have been one of his loves, but he had bigger responsibilities. Perhaps that was why he was so supportive of my own dreams of becoming a sports broadcaster. Maybe he looked at my own dreams and thought, Here’s a career that a kid can follow. I didn’t get to chase after my dreams, but you can chase after yours.

         
         Dad never said this, yet sometimes I sensed it. His love of singing never faded, either. Later in his life, he would go to
            retirement centers and sing songs with others. He was like The Music Man.
         

         
         Thanks to Mom and Dad, I was prepared for a career that relied on my talents and my passion. I’ll always be grateful for that.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two
A Rising Star

         
         “Nicklaus is gone, done. He just doesn’t have the game anymore. It’s rusted from lack of use. He’s 46, and nobody that old
            wins the Masters.”1

         
         A week before the 1986 Masters Tournament, a golf writer for the Atlanta Journal-Constitution named Tom McCollister penned an article breaking down all the players who would be competing that year. His summary of Jack Nicklaus ended up becoming
            notorious. How could the winner of five previous green jackets possibly be an underdog?
         

         
         Coming into this Masters, nobody was talking about Jack Nicklaus. The Golden Bear had already cemented his legacy in the 1960s and ’70s while winning seventeen majors, the most by any player then and still today. But by 1986, his last major title had been the 1980 PGA Championship, and his last win had come in 1984. He wasn’t playing as much due to back ailments. But Jack would receive some added motivation coming into this tournament thanks to McCollister’s story. 

         
         When Nicklaus’s friend John Montgomery read the article, he clipped it and taped it onto Jack’s fridge door. Nicklaus would
            later admit that even though he kind of agreed with the statement, it also helped him get going. The results made sports history.
            And I was there in person to witness it.
         

         
         My unlikely journey to Augusta National when I was twenty-seven years old came courtesy of WWL TV in New Orleans. I had moved
            to the Big Easy in 1982 after they hired me to be their sports anchor. I would remain at the CBS affiliate for six years.
            My responsibility at the Masters was to cover Hal Sutton, the Louisiana golfer and once heir apparent to the Bear. In fact,
            Nicklaus had once said he thought Sutton would win a lot of major championships after the twenty-five-year-old beat him at
            the 1983 PGA Championship. That would turn out to be Sutton’s only major win, however. At this particular Masters, Sutton
            was no longer playing on the final day after having not made the cut. Thankfully, WWL let me stay and watch the rest of the
            tournament.
         

         
         This was one of the reasons why I had agreed to leave my hometown and move halfway across the country. After working my way
            onto Miami radio, I had gone on to WCIX TV, a local independent, at the age of twenty while still doing radio. Then a year
            later I made a big step up to WTVJ, a CBS affiliate in Miami, where I was doing weekend sports. But my eye had always been
            on a bigger prize, which was to get to the network. Even though New Orleans was technically a smaller market than Miami, WWL
            was a CBS affiliate, and it was a powerhouse that dominated the market. That’s why they had local reporters like me covering
            national events like this.
         

         
         I’d seen the Masters on television and heard about the history of Augusta National, but it felt overwhelming to see the magnificent golf course live and in person. This was one of sports’ greatest shrines, comparable to Yankee Stadium, Madison Square Garden, and the Rose Bowl. It seemed like I had gone back in time, too, where cheese sandwiches were served and leaves were raked and garbage was nowhere to be found. A lone gum wrapper would be scooped up immediately. There was a great order to how everybody moved in lines with muted conversation. 

         
         The grass was greener than green, everything pristine and spotless. There was an unmatched perfection everywhere I looked—the
            snow-white bunkers, the rolling hills, the perfect balance of trees and flowers. I felt like Dorothy in the Technicolor world
            of Oz.
         

         
         With some referring to him as the Olden Bear, Nicklaus didn’t make any headlines with his first two rounds of 74 and 71. Coming
            into the last day of play, he was four shots behind the leader, Greg Norman, fifteen years his junior. A host of other great
            players—many much younger—were ahead of him, such as Nick Price and Seve Ballesteros and Bernhard Langer. Nicklaus scared
            no one on this Sunday.
         

         
         Some of the greatest moments in sports come when competitors defy our expectations. It can be when rookies take the stage
            for the first time, but it can also be when legends leave one last memory for their legacy. On the final ten holes at the
            Masters, Nicklaus shot the following: birdie-birdie-birdie-bogey-birdie-par-eagle-birdie-birdie-par.
         

         
         When forty-six-year-old Jack Nicklaus made a 12-foot birdie shot on the 17th hole and moved into the lead in the final round
            of the Masters, the eruption of the crowd could have easily come from a football stadium or basketball arena. On this gorgeous
            April day in 1986, history was about to be made.
         

         
         Watching Nicklaus earn his sixth green jacket made me become a true golf fan. I had played and covered some golf in my life,
            but this was the crowning moment, when I told myself, I’m all in on this. As Jack Nicklaus came walking down the 18th fairway with his son Jackie carrying his bag, I couldn’t help getting the chills.
            It was one thing to interview a legend like Nicklaus, but watching him perform live and in person took things to a whole new
            level. This was about as good as it gets.
         

         
         *  *  *

         In Nicklaus’s book Jack Nicklaus: My Story, he wrote that “achievement is largely the product of steadily raising one’s level of aspiration and expectation.” When I saw
            him win his last major in 1986, I already fully believed this. I had been carrying around aspirations and expectations since
            my childhood days in Miami. The crazy thing was I first started writing them down in lipstick. I can thank my older sister
            Diane (number two in the sibling order) for that.
         

         
         When I began to imagine myself as a sportscaster, all my siblings had to put up with hearing either the radio announcers talking
            about sports or my own voice pretending to be them. One day, Diane came into my bedroom.
         

         
         “You’re pretty serious about this sports stuff, huh?”

         
         “Yeah,” I said.

         
         “Okay. Take this lipstick.”

         
         I looked at the tube in her hand as if it was radioactive. I had no idea what she was talking about.

         
         “This is to write on your mirror,” Diane said as she wrote GOALS at the top of it. “That way you can see your goals every day. You’re forced to see them daily. And it’s easy to rub them off when you’ve accomplished them.”
         

         
         So I began to write down my goals. Early on I just had a couple. GET ON THE RADIO. BE AN ANCHOR ON TV. But as the years progressed, I would write more down. I also graduated from red lipstick on glass to black ink on paper, which
            made me look less like a serial killer. By the time I was living in New Orleans, I wrote my goals down on notecards and kept
            them in the drawer of the nightstand beside my bed. I tried to keep the number down to around ten so I could easily remember
            them. On any given morning or late night, I would pick up the stack and go through my goals.
         

         
         
            	Become an anchor in L.A.

            	Lose 15 pounds.

            	Have my own talk show.

            	Win an Emmy.

            	Buy a new car.

         

         The goals ranged from personal to professional. Some were immediate and others were long-range. But all of them reinforced
            a common trait of mine. I once told Troy Aikman that this trait could be the title of my memoir: Driven. Aikman smiled and said, “Why am I not surprised?” Driven sums up how I’ve always approached my career. I never wanted to be
            obsessed, to fall into the rut of being a workaholic. But in those early days before getting married and starting a family,
            I could afford to have lofty and ambitious goals. Even coming to New Orleans in the first place was ambitious.
         

         
         By the time I graduated high school, I had already achieved one of those goals I wrote in red lipstick on my bedroom mirror.
            I got on the radio, and that led to me eventually getting on television. Attending what was then Miami Dade Community College
            (now Miami Dade College) gave me some good hands-on experience with TV and radio equipment, but with working on the radio
            during the week and TV on the weekends, I had to put all my energy into those job opportunities. I ended up dropping out,
            always feeling like I would eventually go back. But the opportunities kept coming.
         

         
         When WWL in New Orleans reached out to me, I was pleasantly surprised. Sure, the goals I had written down meant that I would be moving to different places in the country and to different stations. But having an offer made me think hard. I knew the guy at my station in Miami doing the weekday sports was going to be there for a while. The main sports anchor at WWL, however, was supposed to go on to CBS within a year or two, so they were interested in hiring me to become their Monday-through-Friday guy. Only twenty-one years old, with my contract coming up, I knew it was a great opportunity. 

         
         “What’s it going to take?” the general manager for WWL asked me.

         
         Deep down I wasn’t exactly ready to move yet, and since I didn’t have an agent at the time who could do the negotiating for
            me, I decided to just throw out an offer to them. I asked for double what I was making in Miami, an income not bad for a guy
            my age. All the while I expected a “No, thank you, maybe down the road, let’s keep in touch.” But after I gave them my offer,
            the general manager said, “Okay, let’s do a three-year deal.”
         

         
         I couldn’t believe it.

         
         “That’s very nice of you,” I said, holding back my shock. “Can I think about it for twenty-four hours?”

         
         The decision weighed on me. Opting for New Orleans meant leaving my family and my hometown. It wasn’t like I was going off
            to college; I was moving to the Big Easy where I didn’t know a soul. On the other hand, I could report on major events like
            the Masters, and really grow my career. Staying in Miami meant a nice raise and the status quo. I made the decision to devote
            myself to learning the craft. Instead of dividing my time between radio and television, I would be all in on TV. A goal I’d
            set for myself. One I saw written in lipstick daily every time I combed my hair.
         

         
         *  *  *

         There’s a hilarious irony in the fact that the sports team that had the most impact on my personal and professional life happened to be the New Orleans Saints in the mid-’80s. When I arrived in Louisiana in 1982, the Saints were dubbed the “Ain’ts” because they had never had a winning year since the team began in 1966. These were the lovable losers who in 1980 had a 1-15 record and prompted local sportscaster Buddy Diliberto to wear a paper bag over his head until they won, creating the baghead tradition in the NFL. I could have never imagined that the same organization would play a key role in both my getting married and my landing a job at ESPN. 

         
         The 1982 NFL season was notable for the players’ strike that ended up reducing the sixteen-game schedule to only nine games.
            The Saints had hired Bum Phillips as their new head coach in 1981 after the disastrous one-win season the prior year. Phillips
            previously coached the Houston Oilers, who won 58 out of 93 games and made three consecutive playoffs. Expectations were high
            for the coach who wore his trademark cowboy hat and boots on the sidelines. Too high, as it turned out.
         

         
         As a local reporter and TV announcer, I witnessed season after season of losses: 4-12 in ’81; 4-5 in the abbreviated ’82;
            8-8 in ’83; 7-9 in ’84; and 5-11 in ’85. Bum had brought in two Hall of Fame players from the Houston Oilers: quarterback
            Ken Stabler arrived with him in ’81, while Bum traded the Saints’ number one draft pick for running back Earl Campbell in
            ’84. Both players were on the back end of their careers, big names who were barely hanging on. As time went by, I would ask
            Coach Phillips tough questions about the losses. One day he called me out during a meeting.
         

         
         “You’re always so critical,” Bum told me.

         
         This was a tough man. During World War II, he enlisted in the Marines and fought in the savage battles on the islands of the
            Pacific. His comment could have easily shut a reporter up. But I’ve always kept asking questions.
         

         
         “I’m asking you the questions that fans are wondering about, Coach,” I said. “I don’t mean to be disrespectful, but I’m at
            the practices and I’m at the games. I’m not a coach, but I can see the problems this team has.”
         

         
         Bum, known for his notable quotes, gave me one on this day.

         
         “Just because you walk through a hospital doesn’t make you a doctor,” the coach said.

         
         I paused for a moment and nodded, then answered, “Well, yeah, but I don’t have to be a doctor to know when somebody’s sick.”

         
         Bum chuckled at my comment. “All right—you got me, kid.”

         
         Coach Phillips didn’t last in New Orleans. In
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