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Praise for Tim Hardaway and Killer Crossover


“Chicago Hall of Famer Tim Hardaway has done what only a few NBA players have done: he left his permanent mark on the game!”

—Isiah Thomas, NBA Hall of Famer

“Tim Hardaway had great handles, a deadly jump shot and the best crossover dribble in the NBA. He also had the heart of a lion. But he was definitely one of the coolest guys you could ever meet. Absolutely an NBA Great.”

—Shawn Kemp, six-time NBA All-Star

“When I was a young assistant coach first in the NBA, Tim Hardaway taught me as much about NBA basketball, in particular pick and roll basketball, as any coach ever did.”

—Stan Van Gundy, iconic NBA coach and broadcaster

“Tim Hardaway was an excellent player. He didn’t have great length but he made up for it with his solid body and tenacity. He could play the point or the big guard spot. He could guard players bigger than him. On offense, he had great quickness and was always a threat to beat his defender off the dribble. His killer crossover was as good as there ever was. I had the pleasure of coaching him in the 2000 Olympics in Sydney (Australia), where we won gold.”

—Rudy Tomjanovich, two-time NBA champion coach
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I want to dedicate this book, of course, to my parents, Gwendolyn and Donald Hardaway.

I also wish to dedicate it to Minne Eubanks (a.k.a. “Mother, Mother”), my brother Donald Hardaway, my grammar school coach Donald Pittman and my high school coaches Bob Walters and Willie Richie. I’d like to recognize all the faculty at Carver High School, including Miss Hunter, Miss Smith, Mr. and Mrs. Sailes and Mr. Owens, to name a few. I’d also like to dedicate this to all my teammates at Kohn Elementary and Carver High School. As well as my uncles and aunties and my cousins. I’d like to also shout out Kyron, Mike Fuller, Louis Fuller, Kim Fuller, Yvette, Sandra and Jackie. To all my friends like Alonzo Meadows, Mike and Donald Reese, JJ Anderson, Vernado Parker, Buster, Benny Henry—this is for you. And all the people at Eckersaw Park and South Shore park. To my sister-in-law Geraldine (aka Koon and Jerry) and my mother-in-law (God rest her soul) Mrs. Miller. And finally to my lovely wife Yolanda, who without you this never would have been possible, son Tim Jr. and daughters Nia and Nina. Thank you with all my heart.

—Tim

For Sparky and the Boys

—Jake
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Foreword


My first memory of Tim is from his first NBA press conference. I’d never really seen him play before that, so when the Warriors drafted him he came in for his introductory press conference and, almost immediately after, wanted to go play pickup. So some of the guys from the Warriors went to play pickup ball the next day and that’s how I first got to know him. I remember he was overly confident, boisterous and loud. But he also backed it up with his play.

Tim had that rare combination of a young player coming into the league mixed with incredible confidence—somewhat irrational confidence, to be honest—but still confident. You could just see he loved to play the game, to compete. That’s what he wanted to do. To play. You could see that was his main focus in life, like all of us at that point in time. With Tim, you had to watch and listen—because he was talking all the time!

As a player, he had the whole package. I think with Tim, we were like, Man, we haven’t seen a guy ball like this before! He was on the smaller side for a guard, but played in the paint and could finish over anyone, it didn’t matter the size. He had a unique combination of skills, both inside and out. He loved to play in the post like a big man (unique at the time for a guy under 6 feet tall), but was dynamic in the pick and roll while also being able to knock down threes and floaters.
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When you watched and listened to him, you realized the guy was unique. I think that was what kept him apart from a lot of players in the NBA. Such a special combination of skill and confidence. But his game itself was special. There weren’t many guys like him at the time. He had a unique body type, a strong lower body and center of gravity. Balance. And he had this crazy change of direction.

Tim could blow by anybody off the dribble at will. No one could keep him in front of them. If you sent a bigger guy at Tim, he would dribble past them. Or if you sent a smaller guy, Tim could take them into the post. There was no answer for what he brought to the court. You don’t even see that kind of thing in today’s game. Maybe a few guys, but not many. Maybe they can shoot threes, but they can’t go to the post or vice versa. But Tim had it all.

As teammates, we fit together perfectly from day one. That was the greatest thing. First and foremost, it was over basketball. He had that love and desire and passion for practicing, for being in the gym. We did everything from play one-on-one or two-on-two to shooting and working out. That’s where our bond first started.

And then, over time, our families became close, which is what you hope for with most teammates. You find out that you have more in common than you have differences. I got to meet his mom and dad over time, and then his kids were born and I got to spend time with the whole family. But our relationship first originated in the gym over basketball and just grew from there.

When it came to Run-TMC, I was the first on the team, obviously, because I was the oldest. Mitch Richmond came second and he was just as great a rookie as Tim—Rookie of the Year, xiii20 points per game, came in as a polished pro from the jump. But with me and Mitch—he was a two-guard and I was playing small forward at the time—we were missing a point guard. And we were fortunate enough to draft Tim, who was the missing piece.

Not just me and Mitch, but the entire team, the entire organization, the entire Bay Area and our fans became energized. We saw this hope with this young nucleus. Not only did our skills fit perfectly, but our personalities—which are all different—wound up fitting perfectly, too. One of us would be talking, the other would be quiet, the third would be ready to jump in. We each had different leadership styles, and all that fit perfectly on the court.

When Tim came in as a rookie, Don Nelson was an established coach and GM of the Year. He had coached in the league for more than a decade, and worked with some incredible players by the time he’d come to Golden State. He not only knew talent, but he knew what needed to be done to bring a contending team together. So, Tim coming in as the starter was great. We had thirty days of training camp and a lot of that stuff was established in practice. We knew our top eight guys. We had our team.

Today, if I had to think of one moment that sums up Tim Hardaway … well, there are really so many. Because Tim had two Hall of Fame careers—one with the Warriors and one with the Heat. He had two incredible careers that were both very different. He wasn’t blowing by people as much in Miami, but was still as effective with the three-pointer and being a dynamic playmaker and assist guy.

But there’s this clip of Tim when we were together in Golden State and we were playing against the Suns. He gets down the xivlane and delivers a floater over Charles Barkley, and Barkley fouls him. But when Tim makes the bucket, he goes, “Yeah! In your face!” Right in Barkley’s face! To me, that’s Tim. It could have been Magic or Bird or Gary Payton or Barkley—that’s just the way he played. He’s as genuine and transparent a person as you’ll ever see.


—Chris Mullin

NBA Hall of Famer
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Preface


You can’t grow up a fan of the NBA in the ’90s and not know the name Tim Hardaway. He was a star in every facet of the game, from his signature crossover and trash talking to his buzzer-beaters and culture-defining teams. Little did I know as a burgeoning basketball fan that I would not only work with the great point guard on his memoir, but also have the opportunity to get to know him as a friend and an excellent storyteller. Tim is easy to talk to, he’s both honest and forthcoming. He has a clear perspective on who he is. He’s not scared. In short, he’s game.

Tim’s story is essential to the history of basketball, but it’s also essential on a human level. He grew up in Chicago and suffered the general abuses of an unforgiving, relentless, and at times violent city. He also suffered the specific hardships of an abusive home. Of course, Tim is not alone in that type of upbringing. But he is one of the few to rise up from such an origin story and find himself—through hard work and determination—at the pinnacle of his craft, being a five-time All-NBA player and at one time the best point guard in the league.

Often talking but never snarling, Tim was a wonder on the court. Thanks to his quick-as-lightning handle, and move known as “The Killer Crossover,” he became a household name and, as a result, remains basketball royalty. Standing just shy of six feet, Tim wasn’t blessed with imposing height or world-class xviathleticism. But what he did have was a will to always get better. To take on all challenges and never fear the possibility of failure.

We all fall sometimes, but are not defined by our worst days. I still remember where I was when I heard what Tim said about gay people in 2007, and the feeling of disappointment that a hero could be so close minded. But what is more remarkable is the change Tim has undergone since. It’s a statement he regrets and it’s one he’s done everything to make up for. That is the mark of a champion. We are all fallible, we are all mistaken at times, but few of us change. Yet, admirably, that is what Tim did.

In life, the idea is to keep learning and improving. With hope, this book will show how Tim’s childhood, growing up around gangs in Chicago, shaped his basketball ability and how he never stopped improving himself. The father of an NBA player (Tim Hardaway Jr.), Tim has been able to achieve a great deal in his life through the years … but he wasn’t necessarily meant to, given where he came from.

Tim, to me, is exactly the type of person I want to be when I grow up. Accomplished, charismatic, and striving to always be a better person.


—Jake Uitti
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Prologue


I’ll always remember February 14, 2007. It was the day my life changed forever. That morning, I made an appearance on The Dan Le Batard Show in Miami. I’d talked with Dan plenty of times and felt comfortable on his show. But it was at the end of our conversation that he asked me one more question. It wasn’t a “gotcha” question—it was fair, and I was given the space to answer it however I wanted. As it turned out, I said the wrong thing and not only did I shoot myself in the foot, but I hurt a lot of people in the process—something I’ll regret for the rest of my life.

Former NBA player John Amaechi, a 6-foot-10 center who’d played a handful of years in the league, had just come out as gay. So, Dan asked me, “last question before we let you go. How do you deal with a gay teammate?” I could have easily said having a gay teammate didn’t bother me—let them live their lives and me live mine. That could have been the end of it. Instead, though, I went on a rant, saying I hated gay people. Dan rightly pointed out that my statement was bigoted. When we hung up the phone, I had no idea how badly I’d screwed up.

It has taken me fifteen years to make up for what I said and I will continue to do so for the rest of my life. I will go deeper into what happened after I made those comments on Dan’s show later in the book but, suffice to say, while I am not proud at all xviiiof what I said or how I thought about homosexuality then, what I am proud of today is the growth I’ve made. I have learned a lot about the people who I’d previously worked to distance myself from. That’s a positive outcome, and I hope those efforts have made other people’s lives at least a little bit better, too.

In the following pages, you’ll read about my life growing up in Chicago, the gang violence that surrounded me, my abusive childhood, my connection to family, and my basketball career from grammar school to NBA All-Star. You’ll read about my journey as a husband and father, a coach and, finally, a Hall of Famer. What I’m proud of most, though, is my ability to grow. It’s not easy—that’s for sure! But it is necessary. I’m truly sorry for what I said to Dan in 2007, and I know I can’t demand forgiveness. I just hope I can show that I’ve become a better man since then.
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Introduction


It all started with Magic Johnson. That glitzy and glamorous 6-foot-9 point guard for the Los Angeles Lakers is the one responsible for naming my most famous move. It happened in 1991, when my Run-TMC Golden State Warriors were set to play his Showtime Los Angeles Lakers in the second round of the playoffs. Some reporters were asking Magic about the matchup. So, he went through our roster, listing off which player he was concerned with most.

Mitch Richmond, he said, he’s the rock. He’s going to come down the court and he’s going to bully you. He’s going to take you to the hole and score over you. Chris Mullin, Magic continued, he’s a shooter. He can shoot from anywhere. He has finesse, he’s just real smooth. Then he got to me. Tim Hardaway, he said, the killer crossover. If you’re not ready for it, he’s going to cross you up and make you look bad on the court.

With that—and without evening knowing it—Magic gave me my signature moniker. The term, The Killer Crossover, stuck with me my entire career. Stephen Curry, another great Golden State Warrior, has called it the greatest signature move in NBA history, while Magic has also said that I was the best crossover dribbler that he’s ever seen! But fame for a move wasn’t something I ever thought would happen. I have to tip my hat and thank Magic for that one.
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Maybe he was trying to get on our good side and make us relax a bit before a big series—Magic always had some idea of how to get an edge. But, looking back, I’m very grateful for what he said. Even after I retired and was inducted into the Naismith Memorial Basketball Hall of Fame in 2022, The Killer Crossover has been a part of my life. From playing in Golden State to Miami, from big wins to horrible losses, it’s as much a part of me as the name on my birth certificate.

All my life, I’ve been shorter than just about everyone I’ve stepped onto the court with. So I had to invent ways to get open, to work hard for every half-inch. From the streets of Chicago to the NBA, I had to develop moves to get past people that were more physically imposing. Guys try to push or steer you one way, so I had to use that to my advantage. Almost like judo, I learned to get their momentum going one way and then I’d switch it up on them. That way, I could beat my man and score.

Here’s how The Killer Crossover works: When I’m coming down the court, I’m looking at my defender’s feet to decide which way to go. I see which way they’re pointing, and when he checks me, I take him one way, against his feet, dip my shoulder, and boom-boom, one dribble-two dribble. I’m gone. He’s lucky if he’s still standing. All of a sudden I’m at the rim, shooting over a guy like Hakeem Olajuwon or David Robinson.

Once I make a move and get past my man, I keep him behind me, using my ass or hips—almost like a stiff arm in football. He’s trailing me and he’s helpless. If someone came to double-team me, I’d hit the open man—like Chris Mullin, Mitch Richmond, or Alonzo Mourning—and it would be over. My dribble would be so fast and tight—it was “in the box,” as we used to say; xxibetween my hips and shoulders—that your eyes couldn’t track it. Like a magic trick from Houdini.

I remember one game during the 1990–91 season with Golden State, the team that drafted me. It was a Friday, December 7, against my idol, Isiah Thomas, the reigning two-time champ and future Hall of Fame point guard. He and I both grew up in Chicago, but he was five years older. I used to watch his high school games and pattern myself after him. Well, in Oakland that night, his Detroit Pistons were visiting my Warriors, and I had to give him something.

When I got to the league, Isiah used to let me come to his Detroit home when the Warriors played his Pistons. We would eat penne pasta together. I would say, “I don’t expect you to take it easy on me tonight.” He would nod and give that famous big, bright smile. So, when his team was in Oakland just a few weeks before Christmas, I gave him a gift of my own. During the game, Isiah took a shot from the top of the key and missed it.

Mitch got the rebound and passed me the outlet. I dribbled it up the court and Isiah picked me up. Quickly, I went behind my back and took him to the right side of the floor, near the baseline. Then I dribbled the ball back out close to the three-point arc, waited a moment, then put the ball between my legs with a hard dribble left. Isiah followed me that way, but I put another quick dribble on him that I was by him before he could process.

After I scored over the big Pistons center Bill Laimbeer, I ran back on defense. “He left Isiah just nailed to the floor!” the television announcer shouted. When you’re playing against a guy you idolized growing up, who you patterned your game after, and you can give him a move like that, it’s real special. Just months later, at the end of the season as we faced the Lakers in xxiithe playoffs, Magic blessed me with The Killer Crossover name. And the rest is history.

Where I grew up in Chicago, it gets so windy on the outdoor courts that you have to develop a good handle. Jump shots weren’t always possible in the elements, so you had to be a good one-on-one player and score at the rim when the wind wouldn’t let you shoot. In college, people knew I had moves, but they didn’t have a name for them. But ever since Magic, folks in El Paso at my alma mater started to take notice and invented their own term: the “UTEP Two-Step.”

I remember one especially hard practice at UTEP when we didn’t even shoot the ball, we just did defensive drills. But afterward, exhausted, I played one-on-one against a teammate. I don’t want to call him out of his name, but he was a long, 6-foot-4 guy who could really defend. In that matchup, I crossed him up so hard and got to the rim, dunking the ball. That’s when a custodian on the other side of the gym—we didn’t even know he was there—let out a real loud, “Ooooooo! Where did That come from?”

The seeds were planted then. And I can still see that custodian’s face. Shocked and proud of me. But even then, I didn’t think a lot about it. It took time to marinate. During my NBA career, I’ve hit game-winning buzzer-beaters. I’ve matched up with Michael Jordan. I won an Olympic gold medal. But it’s that crossover sums my career up best. It’s what I’m remembered for. It shows my will and my killer instinct, all of which were born from how I grew up in Chicago.

But when Magic gave out that scouting report, people paid even closer attention. An All-Star already, he allowed me to grow. And my reputation continued in Miami with guys like Pat xxiiiRiley and Alonzo Mourning. But I’ve had plenty of hard times, too (some even self-inflicted). I’ve gone through a lot and had to adapt over the course of my life. In that way, the crossover really resonates. This extreme move from one side to the other, that’s always been the way for me.
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1 Donald and Gwendolyn Hardaway


My father Donald Hardaway was a playground legend in Chicago, the city where I grew up. Every weekend, he’d go from park to park with his guys and outduel whatever challengers they found. Often, I’d go with him, even as a little kid. I’d watch them dismantle the other players. My dad was a six-foot-four center who bested guys much bigger than he was. He could rebound with anyone, score on whomever. My dad, who was known around the courts as “Duck,” told me something important early on about the game. “There are no positions on the court,” he said. “You want to play with the big guys? You better bust your ass in the paint and play hard.”

He might play in three or four games on a single Saturday. It would start at 10:30 a.m. and he’d be done by 5 or 6 p.m. Then he’d go out and hang with friends. As I got older, whenever anyone would talk about him, they’d say, “He’s a bad boy, Tim,” meaning he had immense skill on the court and was feared. 2Wherever they thought the best game was, they’d go out there to prove dominance. He and his guys were the best street players in the entire city. It was like that movie White Men Can’t Jump. They’d play in tournaments, parks, indoors, outdoors, and kick ass. They’d take your money and your spirit. But my dad was feared in other ways, too.

My dad was an alcoholic. He liked vodka best, but would drink it all. And he would beat my ass almost as often as we’d play pickup. When you grow up in a household like that, fear is everywhere. My brother and I feared him, though my mother feared him most. She was a small woman, and he would beat her to the point where she had to call the police. But it was a different time back then. The term “domestic violence” wasn’t in anyone’s vocabulary. And the cops didn’t help. That was how it was in the ’60s and ’70s—especially in my neighborhood. I remember this one woman from down the street. Her husband would beat on her so bad that she ended up shooting him dead. As they questioned her about it, she said she’d gone to the cops enough times that she had to take matters into her own hands. She couldn’t take it anymore. And she got off with no trial.

Life was hard in Chicago back then, for us and for everyone in the neighborhood where we lived. But as long as I can remember, I had basketball to turn to. Born on September 1, 1966, my dad put a ball in my hand back when I was just four months old. All I could do at first was roll it back and forth. I started walking before I turned a year old, and so I’d stand and pass the ball (or roll it) to whomever was around, and they’d pass it back to me over and over.

When my father took me around to the city courts, I’d sit on the ball and watch. During time outs, I’d roll it out there. And if 3he told me not to, I’d just keep sitting on it and stay on the sidelines. I learned the game by watching him. He told me to play wherever I wanted to, but if I wanted to be a big man, I’d have to do what big men did: rebound. Be nasty. Push, shove down low. Learn how to maneuver among the trees. Learn how to set a pick, learn how to roll. “A center can be a point guard if he wants to,” he told me. This was before Magic Johnson hit the league. “If you want to dribble up and down, make good decisions.”

Duck was a force. The opposite of flashy. He could dunk on people with either hand. He played down low, was bulky and did the dirty things. His buddies said that no one could budge him. He was the rebound king. Later, when I was in grammar school, my coach would teach me the fundamentals. But I learned about attitude from my dad. And when I got old enough, I would go out onto the courts and work on it by myself. I learned how to be tough with the ball. In pickup games, I learned how to thrive in structure-less basketball and then took those lessons to the structured games later in life. The playground influenced everything I did.

[image: ]


Dad was a truck driver. My mother, Gwendolyn, worked for the city government. They met way back at a mutual friend’s house during a small get-together. Six years after I was born, they had another son, my younger brother, Donald, who I always tried to look out for growing up. Our house was on the southeast side of Chicago, in the South Shore area of the city. It was a normal household, as far as I knew—including the violence. But as I got older, I would leave as often as I could to play around the city, 4from Hyde Park to Pocket Town (those parks can either build or snatch your confidence). I played at the West Side, North Side, wherever there was a good game.

My dad was hard to deal with because of his alcoholism. He was a tough and brutal man. When he came into the house, we would have to walk on eggshells. He wasn’t drunk all the time, but when he got that way, coming back from work or after playing ball with his friends, it was difficult for the rest of the family. You had to be church mouse quiet. Couldn’t say nothing. It was like that for as far back as I can remember. When he came through that door, we were scared. Didn’t want to ruffle any feathers. We didn’t want him to get upset. It was really tough— especially on my mother.

She worked during the day in downtown Chicago for the Board of Education until I was in high school. A secretary, she got a good paycheck. She did what she was supposed to do for the family and then came home and cooked and took care of us kids. She always used to say she wasn’t a very good cook, but I disagree. She made spaghetti and meatballs, fried fish, Salisbury steak. I used to love her pot roast and greens. There was a deep love in her food, simple but rich. Though, when things were tight, we had to settle for pork and beans out of a can.

When she and my father met, they were deeply in love. But then things began to break apart. It starts with one slap across the face and snowballs from there. A woman makes a police report. Then the police come back for another. But they don’t do shit for you. And after the police come, it only gets worse. He gets upset and takes it out on you. If you left, he’d come find you. It was just like those episodes on television, on the news, 5in the movies. That stuff is real, and we lived it. So when I see people talk about it on TV nowadays, it makes me cringe. I understand how they feel and what they’ve been through.

It was hard, worse than any blistering Chicago winter. That behavior can wreck your brain and make you ill—both mentally and physically. Back then there was no one to talk to, nowhere to share your feelings. You just had to deal with it. The toughest was having to watch our mother go through all of it. Dad would pull her hair. She’d run into my room and he’d pull her out. Abusive shit. I wasn’t strong enough to do anything about it, either. I tried to get involved, especially as I got older. But he was six-four and I’ve never been a big person. He outweighed me by 150 pounds. These days, my brother and I never talk about it. Not a word between each other.

We hear stories like ours and just look at each other and keep moving. So far, I haven’t sought therapy. I always thought, What’s therapy going to do for me? Keep me safe? I grew up understanding how to be patient. How to understand people and what they go through. It was as if I got a PhD in sociology. In the streets, at my house. I understood what life could look like from all angles. Books can’t prepare you, I don’t care how many you’ve read. It’s about what you’re going to do in this instant, right here, right now. You have to know when to keep your mouth shut. How and when to diffuse a situation. How to move around a house without being heard. How not to get slapped, how not to get your ass kicked. Because my father wouldn’t even wait to get into the house—he’d whoop you in front of the neighbors. When you’re an alcoholic, anything can set you off—especially if you need your liquor. To this day, I can walk into any room and immediately tell who is on edge, who should be avoided at 6all costs. It’s a sixth sense that’s born and grows quickly. You’d think a childhood like that would’ve pushed me to never leave my bedroom. To hide or be a wallflower. But I had a spirit that even my upbringing couldn’t contain.

I would always get in trouble. One day my dad said not to cross these certain railroad tracks by the house of one of his friends off 126th Street. We’d gone there to spend time with his family. “Don’t play with the trains,” he said. “You could lose a limb, or worse.” But later that day, he saw me out near there messing by those tracks. He came right up to me and slapped me so hard in front of people. Then I had to sit in time out while the other kids played. He was right to be angry, but that hit really smarted. It was his way of trying to teach me a lesson and I had to learn the hard way (no pun intended).

Another time he beat my ass at my friend’s house and told me to stand in the corner for the rest of the day while everyone else was out playing. If he caught me in a lie, he’d whoop me. In the summers, he’d tell me not to let any of my friends in the house. But one day when I was in sixth grade, I tested him. As a kid, you always think you can outsmart your parents but, on this occasion, I was wrong. I’d invited a friend over, thinking Dad wouldn’t be home for a while, but he came home early from work and found us. He waited until that night, but made sure I felt my mistake. “I’m going to beat your butt nekked,” he told me. “You’re going to beat me nekked?” I repeated. “Yes,” he said. And he did just that. He made me take all my clothes off and he beat me. From then on, I never went against his word. It’s not like I was a bad kid—I wasn’t setting things on fire or hurting anyone. It’s just how it was with him. It’s hard for me to even talk about it now. Today, my parents are still alive and this isn’t 7information I’ve volunteered often. I fear if someone reads this, they may look at them differently and they’ll feel ashamed.

Understand, I’m only saying this to show that I didn’t come from a place of ease. And for those out there like me, it’s okay. It’s not your fault and you can make a different life for yourself. Like I did in the NBA, putting all my efforts into the game of basketball. I don’t want my parents to feel embarrassed for this. Because I know they already do. But I also can’t help that this is my story. That this is my brother’s story. This was what we saw as kids and how we got introduced to the world. Thankfully, over time, things changed (Dad has been sober since 1996). But it didn’t happen all at once, and it certainly wasn’t easy.
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My father’s father wasn’t an alcoholic—though he used to run moonshine from Chicago to Mississippi. He used to give us little presents like new headphones back in the day, too. My father’s mother, Julia Hardaway, who passed away just a few years ago, also never drank. Neither did Dad’s two sisters. His mother would wonder where my father got it from. His anger, his drinking. It was unexplained. My father would get pulled over for DUIs but, like domestic violence, they weren’t given the same credence they are today. I mean, it wasn’t even until 1973 that the Supreme Court ruled women had the right to abortion (though the same court has since nullified that). It wasn’t only my mother who was terrified. Women were scared. There was nowhere to turn.

I mean, I guess it could have been worse. There were even more awful eras in American history. Times when entire families 8were slaughtered. But knowing that doesn’t make our situation any easier. There was another time when I left the house as a twelve-year-old. Dad told me to be back before the lights in the house came on. I was a mile or two from home, hooping. And, of course, I forgot about the time. So, when I got back, he asked, “Do you want to be on punishment, or get a butt whooping?” The first would be easier but last longer. So I told him just to beat my ass.

The next day, I went to Rosenblum Park and he told me to be home before dark. We were having a good run. I was going against grown men, not kids my age. They were in their twenties, thirties, forties. And I was out there holding my own. But I got home late and got another butt kicking. He said, “Where were you!” And I told him the truth, but I guess he didn’t believe me. He thought I was out causing trouble, being reckless. The next day, I went to the courts at the park again. About an hour into the game, I saw my dad’s truck pull up. Oh lord, I whispered to myself. The guys heard me and asked what was wrong. I started shaking. “That’s my dad up there,” I said. “He’s going to beat my ass.”

But the guys just looked around as if they couldn’t see him. “Who?” one said. “Duck?” That confused me. “I don’t know no Duck,” I said. But then they pointed to my father. “Him?” I nodded, “Yeah, that’s my dad.” They were surprised to find out my dad was one of the local legends. “That’s Duck!” My father called me over to his truck. “Tim,” he shouted. “Come ’ere!” So, I went over, scared. “You can ask them,” I said. “I’ve been here the past two days hooping. You can ask them!” The guys spoke up for me. “Yeah, Duck. He’s been here the whole time! You might have something there. He’s good!” Dad looked at the group. “For real?”

9
The guys vouched for me. Then my old man looked down at me in my eyes and said, “I’m sorry.” That was the first time he’d ever said those two words to me. “I owe you,” he said. Suddenly, he felt a moment of shame for having kicked my ass so bad those two times, just for playing ball and losing track of the time. It’s hard to look back and think about those moments, hard to talk about them. But that’s how I got my tough skin. I’m not grateful for it. That would be sick. But I can see the cause and effect. To this day, it surprises me that he apologized that afternoon. It must have been during a moment of sobriety.

Apologizing is hard. It means you messed up, but also that you may have messed up dozens of times before. I can forgive a man for wronging me, even my father. But I won’t ever forget it. I grew up in what felt like a warzone at times thanks to him and the gangs in Chicago. Violence was everywhere. It wasn’t just gangs, though. Even my own cousins tried to pick on me. I’m not saying this to engender sympathy. I don’t need that. I’m just telling it like it is. My cousins were bigger and we’d wrestle. They’d give me frogs on my arm. Sometimes they’d take to tickling me until I was in tears (that’s why I’m not ticklish today).

I wanted to be big like them, but I was always smaller. I had to learn to get them on the sly. Before they got me. I’d have to slap them on the head and run out of the house in a rare chance at freedom. But they’d get me back, push me up against the wall in the house and sometimes punch me in the stomach. They’d say, “Don’t cry! You better not cry or I’ll give you another one!” The adults would be upstairs, but I couldn’t go to them to tell on my cousins. So I kept my mouth closed. That’s how I toughened myself up. How I got stronger, for better or worse. That was just the way it was. You always had to be on the lookout.

10
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That mentality made it to the playground, too. As I grew up from a kid and entered grammar school, it was all about toughness. When I was young, I would play all types of sports. Football, baseball, soccer, volleyball. I was short (in grammar school, I was about 5-foot-3 at a time when some of my peers were 6-foot-6 or even 6-foot-9 by the eighth grade!), so I’d play running back or sometimes even quarterback on the football field. I could throw the ball and run fast. Despite my size, I’ve always been athletic. We never had shoulder pads when playing in the neighborhood. Just your sneakers and a ball. Sometimes you’d go for a long pass or go across the middle and, if you did, you’d better watch yourself. Some kids left the game unable to walk. You’d hit your head on rocks, run into poles, you name it.

Charles Darwin would have been proud of us—only the strong survived. On the diamond, I liked to pitch and was good at it. But I found the outfield boring, so I stopped playing. I also liked playing volleyball. We had volleyball tournaments in grammar school, playing different classes around the city. And my coach would tell me that I wasn’t supposed to step in front of my teammates and take their shots but, he added, when the game was on the line, it would be good for me to do so. I had to give them confidence during the game but, if we needed a point, I could take things into my own hands. Together, we won the seventh grade tournament.

Growing up how I did, I became observant. Alert. I was smart, even though I hardly ever did my homework. When I played basketball, even as a youngin, I knew how to lead by example, 11how to direct people. “Set a pick for him, get that guy open!” I’d say to a teammate dribbling the ball at the top of the key. “Move, cut! Set a back screen!” Some older guys would ask me how I knew how to play this way. I’d just say, “Look and learn.” I knew how to pay attention to details. It was all right there on television when we watched the game. It was like the game slowed down when I watched it. I could see every move.

There were so many legends from Chicago—Isiah Thomas, Doc Rivers, Cazzie Russell, Terry Cummings, Mo Cheeks, Rickey Green, Mitchell J. J. Anderson, and more. I’d just take stuff from their game and incorporate it into my own. Whether on TV or in a high school gym, I watched what they did and made it my own. I was on a team with Rickey Green, who was drafted by the Golden State Warriors in 1977 and was an All-Star with the Utah Jazz in 1984, and just by watching him play twice a week I found myself ahead of the game. Rickey would even ask me how I handled the ball so well, and I would ask him how he got it up the court so quickly. We gave each other tips, even though he’d already been in the league for a decade. That’s how you get better: never stop learning.

Being so close to current and future pros like that would give me the confidence to play better. It’s not only the physical tricks we traded but knowing that I was accepted by big names like that made me feel good about my game. Like I belonged. You know it when you belong with the big guys—they pick you for their team, give you high-fives or say things like “You hoppin’ now, boy!” Indeed, brains-plus-trauma is a potent combination. If I had talented guys on my team, we’d be unstoppable. If I had a weaker squad, I’d do everything I could to instill energy and strengthen them. I did the same thing when I played soccer. At 12day camps during little tournaments, my teams would always do well. My secret? I tried hard and was never scared to fail.

My camp counselors would ask me, “How do you know how to play soccer?” And I’d tell them I saw it on TV. I was coordinated and observant. Those were the keys for me. Those traits alone could keep me going. They got me through the days of getting picked on. When you’re short, you get picked on. That’s a fact—especially if you want to be a basketball player. For me, it started in sixth grade. The other kids would say, “You can’t play!” or “You’re too small!” But it just drove me harder. If you can handle it, things like that just make you stronger as a person. It turns your mind into metal, and iron sharpens iron. It makes you pay attention to detail. It makes you understand that if you want to be the type of player you dream about, then you have to deal with naysayers and shit talkers. Most people, all they do is talk. Those who can’t do something just talk about it. The trick is to be someone that can do it. So, you just work on your game. Alone. In the cold. In the snow. Everything is about being the best. You realize that it’s death to stick around lower levels. That’s the benefit of being picked on. That’s the benefit of your peers choosing other people ahead of you. You tell yourself, Okay, they think HE’S better? Time to show ’em he’s not. You get relentless.

Today, I am 5-foot-11 and three-quarters of an inch tall. And while that’s not short for the average man, it is for an NBA player (who average around 6-foot-6!). Growing up, my parents thought I might not even get as tall as I am now. My dad was always saying, “When you going to grow, boy?” But I could still play. In sixth grade, I tried out for the class team and did well. The coach told me to come back and try out for the seventh-grade team. So I did that and did well there. Then he said, 13“Come out for eighth grade tryouts.” But even if I was good enough to play on that team, he cautioned, I wouldn’t because of my height. But I played so well in the tryouts that I made the squad.

The first uniform Coach gave me fit like a dress. My mother had to alter it. At some point in grammar school I got a little growth spurt, but that was it for me. Thankfully, I have long arms.

And while I didn’t have long legs, I’ve always had quick hands and quick feet. You have to lean on your attributes, not your shortcomings. I did what I had to do. When I was young, I dribbled the ball everywhere. I’d dribble it to pick up milk from the corner store or when my dad asked me to buy him cigarettes or pop. I knew by the time I hit sixth grade that basketball, more than anything else, was what I wanted to do. What I wanted to be best at.

My grammar school coach was a man named Donald Pittman. He taught me my foundation, teaching me how to be effective from anywhere on the court. I’d seen my dad do it in real life and now I wanted to learn how—to be just like him. So Coach Pittman taught me from square one. He showed me how to post up. How to drop-step. How to shoot with my left and right hands. How to take jump-hooks. How to go to the hoop fearlessly. How to work hard. How to take a hit and give one back and still make the shot. He taught me how to run a team and be a captain. He taught me how to be a leader.

One afternoon, he took me out of school to go on a drive. It was in 1977, if I remember correctly. I was in sixth grade and eleven years old, and we went to the city’s International Amphitheatre. He wanted to show me a star guard who was 14playing for St. Joseph’s in the Chicago high school semifinals. Coach Pittman said, “I want you to check this little guy out. He’s No. 11.” So I didn’t take my eyes off him. He was killing everybody. Dribbling, shooting, scoring, defending. “That’s how you play,” Coach Pittman said. “ME?” I replied. “Yes,” he said. “That’s how you play. You make your team better. You give your team confidence like he does.”

Coach gave me confidence that day. As we sat there watching the future NBA Hall of Famer from St. Joseph’s, I began to think about my future as a hooper. I wanted to play the game the way it was supposed to be played. I wasn’t thinking about the pros or even college. I just wanted to prepare my team to win and get better. “I don’t play like him!” I said. Then, without missing a beat Coach Pittman said—and I’ll never forget it— “Believe me, yes you do.” That’s when I started patterning my game after the great Isiah Thomas. Still, though, despite what Coach said, I didn’t see stars in my eyes. When your life is so hard as a young person, you don’t get an ego too quickly. At least, I didn’t.
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My mom and dad separated when I was in the sixth grade. You never want something like that to happen, but I was glad it did for my safety and that of my family. Still, it was hard to get over. My mother wasn’t taking his shit anymore. She left him in 1978, but even then it took him some time to figure it all out, to understand what he needed to do to get sober. We had to stay away from him for two years. He didn’t want to let my mother have the house. To get away, mom took us to a friend’s house and we stayed there until she figured her next move. He 15knew he couldn’t bother her there because the woman she was staying with was the ex-wife of one of his friends. That man wasn’t going to let my father mess with his ex and their kids. Wasn’t going to let him bang on their door at all hours, not with his children there sleeping. Dad knew he’d have to answer to the guy if he acted up. So he had to leave it alone. All he could cling to was spite. It was a smart move by my mother. After they formally divorced, which was around the time I graduated grammar school, he was out of the family house for good and we could move back in. My parents never got back together, and it took me the better part of a year to be willing to see him again. I still loved him, but I knew I had to have space.

A little later, mom got herself a new job. She knew she was going to have to take care of herself, so she got a gig as a postal worker delivering mail. Good benefits and a pension. She walked neighborhoods putting letters and packages into people’s mail slots in hot summers and snowy winters. She did it all for me and my brother—her boys. She always talked about her boys. She sacrificed for us, and did an incredible job raising us, too. She would take days off from work without pay so that she could show me the bus routes I needed to take in order to get to school every day.

She always wanted to make sure I was safe and that she knew where I would be during the week. Mom was selfless. As far as her new postal job, she didn’t like it one bit. But she worked it diligently, day in and day out, until I finished college and made the NBA. Once I made the pros, she said she was done with working altogether! “You’re in the NBA now,” she said. “You can take care of me now.” And that was just fine by me. I could take care of her for a little while then. It was my turn to carry the load 16for her in that way. And I was proud to do it. I wanted to get her everything her heart desired.
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As a kid, I either wore Chuck Taylor’s or PRO-Keds. I used to like the all-white ones. My mother would tell me, “You can only have one leather pair of shoes for the year
















OPS/html/nav.xhtml




Navigational Table of Contents





		Cover Page



		Praise for Tim Hardaway and Killer Crossover



		Half-Title Page



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Foreword



		Preface



		Prologue



		Introduction



		Chapter 1: Donald and Gwendolyn Hardaway



		Chapter 2: Carver High



		Chapter 3: Growing Up at UTEP



		Chapter 4: With the Fourteenth Pick …



		Chapter 5: Run-TMC



		Chapter 6: Breaking Up the Band



		Chapter 7: Change, Family, and My ACL



		Chapter 8: From the Bay to South Beach



		Chapter 9: Pat Riley



		Chapter 10: F*** the Knicks!



		Chapter 11: A Lockout and the Bouncing Buzzer-Beater



		Chapter 12: USA! USA! USA!



		Chapter 13: Old Friends, New Role



		Chapter 14: My Boy’s a Baller



		Chapter 15: Taking Responsibility



		Chapter 16: From the South Side to Springfield



		Index



		Plates











Landmarks





		Cover Page



		Praise for Tim Hardaway and Killer Crossover



		Half-Title Page



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Dedication



		Contents



		Foreword



		Preface



		Prologue



		Introduction



		Start of content



		Index











List of Pages





		i



		iii



		v



		vi



		vii



		ix



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		xviii



		xix



		xx



		xxi



		xxii



		xxiii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		p1



		p2



		p3



		p4



		p5



		p6



		p7



		p8



		p9



		p10



		p11



		p12



		p13



		p14



		p15



		p16













OPS/images/cover.jpg
lerﬁfrﬂj y ,

THEcmci‘no ‘“' urar

BASKETBALL
ROYALTY

wir JAKE UITTI roreworo ey GHRIS MULLIN








OPS/images/half.jpg
KILLER
CROSSOVER





OPS/images/star.jpg





OPS/images/title.jpg
RILLER
GROSSOVER

MY LIFE FROM THE CHICAGO
STREETS TO BASKETBALL ROYALTY

TIM HARDAWAY

with JAKE UITTI
FOREWORD BY CHRIS MULLIN

ssssss
llllllll





