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			This is for Ken Denlinger, who taught me about college hoops, journalism, and life.

		

	
		
		
			
			INTRODUCTION

			In a very real sense, this book was born on February 28, 1976—Dean Smith’s forty-fifth birthday.

			It was on that afternoon that a very nervous reporter from Duke’s student newspaper, The Chronicle, timidly introduced himself to the great man in a corner of the North Carolina locker room in Carmichael Auditorium. North Carolina had just finished beating Duke, 91–71, dropping Duke’s record to 13–13.

			The outcome wasn’t a surprise. Carolina was ranked fourth in the country and had run away with the ACC regular season title, finishing 11–1. The Tar Heels were 24–2 and had four players on their roster who would be on the U.S. Olympic team—coached by Dean Smith—that summer: Mitch Kupchak, Walter Davis, Tommy LaGarde, and the great Phil Ford.

			Duke had Tate Armstrong.

			Who was my excuse to talk to Dean Smith.

			Armstrong had been lighting up ACC gyms all winter, a one-man show on a struggling team. Duke coach Bill Foster was in his second season, trying to rebuild the fallen Duke program. Armstrong had just finished his freshman season when Foster arrived and was now a junior. Armstrong did have some help from a superb freshman named Jim Spanarkel, but the Blue Devils were overmatched in the ACC—as their 3–9 conference record proved.

			For the season, Armstrong was averaging 24.2 points per game—making an astounding 52 percent of his shots. That was with no three-point shot and no shot clock, and with other teams gearing their defenses to stop him. He was a slender six foot two and spent as much time on the floor after being knocked down as he did in his shooting motion. He had scored 29 points that day against Carolina. I was going to write a column making the case that if ever a player from a team that finished seventh in a seven-team conference deserved consideration for player of the year, it was Armstrong. I might have been just a tad biased.

			
			Smith was talking to another writer when I walked up. When he finished the conversation he’d been having, he looked at me as if to say, “And?” Finding my voice somewhere, I said, “Coach Smith, my name is John Feinstein and I work for The Chronicle, the Duke student newspaper…”

			I had my hand out as I spoke and Smith shook it, stopping me before I could go further by saying, “I know who you are. I read the column you wrote last month saying that Bill [Foster] should copy some of what we do here to rebuild over at Duke. I thought you were very fair to us…for someone from Duke.”

			I had been more than fair. I had been gushy. But that wasn’t the point. I was standing in front of Dean Smith and he was telling me he had read something I had written.

			I was, to put it mildly, stunned. As I’ve written often in the past, it was later that I learned that the North Carolina basketball office subscribed to every newspaper in North Carolina—the major national papers and all the student newspapers in the ACC. An assistant coach was assigned to comb through the papers and clip anything relevant to Carolina for Smith to read. He would put the clips in his briefcase and read them on airplanes.

			Still stunned, I somehow got my question out about Armstrong. I’m not sure he ever answered it. Instead, he talked about how proud he was of Ford and Davis, but especially John Kuester, for the defensive job they’d done that day on Armstrong—even if he had scored almost half of Duke’s points. Somewhere in the middle of the answer he asked me where I’d grown up. I said New York.

			“City?” he asked.

			I nodded.

			“Well,” he said, “I guess that explains why you understand basketball.”

			Do you think he completely owned me at that moment?

			I asked one more question. Early in the game, when it was still close, a couple of calls had gone against Carolina. Some of the students had started a profane chant. It didn’t last very long, because Smith walked straight to the scorer’s table, took the PA microphone, pointed in the direction of the students, and said, “Stop. Now. We don’t do that here. We win with class at Carolina.”

			They stopped. Instantly.

			When I asked about the incident, he smiled again. “I was disappointed that happened,” he said. “It won’t happen here again.” Then he added, “We’re not Duke.”

			
			And, at that moment, Duke was miles and miles from being North Carolina.

			—

			If the book was born on that day in 1976, it began to take form in March of 1980 when, in a nine-day period, Duke hired Mike Krzyzewski to replace Bill Foster as basketball coach and North Carolina State hired Jim Valvano to replace Norman Sloan in the same capacity.

			Sloan and Foster had each had considerable success: Sloan had won a national championship in 1974 and Foster had taken Duke to the national title game in 1978. But the Aura of Dean had driven both men away—Foster to South Carolina, Sloan to Florida. The two men who succeeded them were kids in the coaching profession—Valvano, thirty-four; Krzyzewski thirty-three. They had coached against each other at Iona and Army, both New York–area schools that were about five hundred miles and worlds away from North Carolina’s Research Triangle. Neither had any clue about what the ACC was like or how important Dean Smith was in their new home state.

			“If Jimmy and I had landed in a spaceship from Mars instead of on airplanes from New York, we couldn’t possibly have had less understanding of what an icon Dean was,” Krzyzewski said years later. “We both thought we did. We knew Carolina was very good every year, but we had no clue.” He shook his head. “I mean, no clue.”

			They learned quickly—and, in some ways, painfully. Valvano tried to take Smith on with humor, and to some degree it worked. Winning a national championship in 1983 worked better. Krzyzewski confronted Smith head-on from the beginning, challenging him first by trying to make it clear to the world he wouldn’t back down from him. As with Valvano, he learned that good players and good teams were far more effective.

			Valvano, as it turned out, was the hare—dashing ahead with remarkable speed when he first arrived at N.C. State, not only with the national championship but with his completely unbridled personality. Krzyzewski, watching from twenty-five miles away, could only shake his head watching the Valvano rocket ship take off.

			“Being honest, I didn’t like him at the time,” he said. “Or, at the very least, I didn’t want to be like him.” He smiled. “Of course, being completely honest, I couldn’t have been like him if I had wanted to be. There was no one else like him.”

			
			Krzyzewski was the tortoise, at least compared to Valvano’s speed-of-light personality, plodding along, working relentlessly, never losing sight of his goal, which was to build a long-term winner at Duke. Slowly but surely he put together one of the great dynasties in college basketball history. He caught—and passed—Valvano. Amazingly, years later, he caught—and passed—Smith.

			And, in 2015, he was still going, having become an icon much the way Smith was an icon. The only real difference I suppose is that a college junior walking around the Duke locker room today isn’t likely to encounter Krzyzewski standing off in a corner. But if he did, and if he happened to ask about Smith or Valvano, there would be a remarkable story to be told.

			—

			Which is why I wanted to write this book.

			I wasn’t born to write it, but I lived it. I was working for The Washington Post when Krzyzewski and Valvano first landed in North Carolina. By then, I knew all three men. I had met Krzyzewski and Valvano at the exact same moment during my senior year, and after arriving at the Post, I had written about Smith every chance I got.

			In December of 1976 Duke was playing Connecticut (an insignificant game between two insignificant teams in those days) at Madison Square Garden, and as a sports editor of The Chronicle I had flown to New York with Bill Foster, Tate Armstrong, and Duke’s sports information director, Tom Mickle.

			Mickle was bringing Foster and Armstrong in a day early to do some media interviews and I tagged along because it was an excuse to go home for a couple of days. We went straight from the airport to the weekly writers’ lunch at Mamma Leone’s, a famous Italian restaurant on the West Side of Manhattan. The restaurant has now been closed for more than twenty years, but in 1976 it was still one of the tourist stops in the city.

			When we walked in, St. John’s coach Lou Carnesecca was talking. The last thing he said was, “I don’t want to go too long because I know you’re all here to listen to Jimmy.”

			Valvano always went last, even though Carnesecca coached the most popular and important team in the city and Valvano coached at Iona, the Christian Brothers school in Westchester that ranked behind Fordham, Seton Hall, and Rutgers in the college hoops pantheon in the New York area. In fact, Columbia and Army had been higher on the totem pole in the not-too-distant past.

			
			But when it came to the weekly lunches, Valvano was Sinatra and everyone else was the opening act.

			Valvano spoke for twenty-five minutes. By the time he was finished—as was the case every week—people were literally holding their sides because they were laughing so hard. He made fun of everyone in the room, including Foster—who had coached him at Rutgers.

			When he was finished, Valvano came over to see his old coach—we’d walked in a few minutes late—dragging two of his coaching friends with him: Army’s Mike Krzyzewski and Columbia’s Tom Penders.

			I remembered Krzyzewski as a player because the Bob Knight–coached Army teams he played on were invited to the NIT—which in those days was played entirely in Madison Square Garden—in both 1968 and 1969. In fact, I vividly remembered Krzyzewski shutting down South Carolina’s All-American guard John Roche in a stunning upset in the quarterfinals in 1969.

			After the introductions, I mentioned that game to Krzyzewski. “You were there?” he said, a big smile on his face. “You must have grown up here then, right?”

			That led to a conversation about the differences in growing up in New York compared to Chicago—Krzyzewski’s hometown. I remember Valvano jumping in to talk about being a Yankees fan. I admitted to being a Mets fan, which drew a dirty look from Krzyzewski—a Cubs fan who remembered the 1969 baseball season not as fondly as the 1969 basketball season.

			Valvano was thirty, Krzyzewski was twenty-nine—not that much older than I was. I liked them both instantly. Little did I know how much they would become a part of my life during the next ten years.

			—

			I had always wanted to write a book about Dean Smith—almost from the day I first met him. I found him fascinating: brilliant, driven, generous, manipulative, protective, private, and challenging—always challenging. Dean never gave up anything without a fight.

			I’ve written often in the past about the story I wrote about him for The Washington Post in 1981. It took me two years to convince him to grant me the kind of lengthy interview I needed to write the kind of profile I wanted to write.

			
			Dean always said no to those requests. He even turned down the great Frank Deford when Deford wanted to profile him for Sports Illustrated. Every time I brought it up, Dean would wave a hand—often with a cigarette in it in those days—and say, “Write about the players.”

			Finally, with the ACC Tournament scheduled to be played in Washington in March of 1981, I decided this was the time to find a way to make Dean talk.

			I was fortunate that Rick Brewer, Carolina’s longtime sports information director, was on my side. Rick’s been a friend of mine since I was in college, and to this day, among the millions who do Dean imitations, Rick probably does the best one. Rick set up a meeting between Dean and me in Dean’s hotel room in Charlottesville on a Friday evening, the day before Carolina played Virginia and Ralph Sampson.

			Carolina always stays at the best hotel whenever it travels. When other ACC teams went to College Park to play Maryland, they would stay at the Holiday Inn on Route 1 or the Greenbelt Marriott. Carolina always stayed at the Watergate. In New York, it was the Essex House or the Plaza.

			In Charlottesville, it was the Boar’s Head Inn. Rick and I walked in to find Dean on the phone to the front desk.

			“I need someone to come in here and get the fireplace going,” he said. “I don’t know how to do it.”

			I realized at that moment that Dean and I had something in common: complete incompetence when it came to making things work. A few years later, I was working in the office at the Post on ACC Media Day and needed to track Dean down. I asked my friend Keith Drum if he would give Dean the Post’s 800 number and ask him to call me. When Keith found Dean and handed him the number, Dean didn’t ask him what I wanted to talk to him about, the way most coaches would. Instead he said, “I’m not sure I know how to dial an eight-hundred number.”

			He was serious.

			Dean, Rick, and I sat down while the guy got the fireplace started. I made my pitch. Dean said I should write about the players.

			“I’ve written about the players,” I said. “I want to write about you. I’m going to write about you one way or the other.”

			At that moment Dean looked at me and said, “I hear you do me pretty well.”

			
			Classic Dean misdirection. Like everyone in the ACC, I imitated Dean.

			“I’m okay,” I said. “Rick’s better.”

			Dean looked at Brewer and, in that classic, high-pitched, flat midwestern, nasally tone, said in a very surprised voice: “Rick, do you do me?”

			I’ve rarely seen Rick Brewer flustered in the almost forty years I’ve known him. Now, for a split second, he was lost at sea. At last, he found land. “Coach,” he said, “everyone does you.”

			Dean finally said he’d think about talking to me and said he’d let me know after the game the next afternoon. I said that was fine, he could call me, since I was driving back that night to cover Maryland–Wake Forest the next day.

			“You mean you drove down here just to talk to me?” Dean said.

			“Yup.”

			Dean shook his head. “I wish I’d known that,” he said. “I’d have had Rick buy you dinner.”

			More classic Dean. He’d have had Rick buy me dinner.

			—

			The next day, after losing to Virginia, Dean said yes. Or, specifically, Rick said Dean had said yes. But it had to be done his way: I would come to Chapel Hill and on the Friday of the two-day North-South Doubleheader in Charlotte, and I would drive with Dean to Charlotte. That would give me about two and a half hours to talk to Dean. Then I would drive his car back to Chapel Hill (he’d come home with the team), leave it in his parking space at Carmichael Auditorium, and pick my car up so I could drive to Durham and cover the Maryland-Duke game on Saturday.

			The only bad thing about the drive was the cigarette smoke. The interview went very well—Dean was more open and honest than he’d ever been with me—and he agreed to give me names and numbers of the important people in his life. One of them was the Reverend Robert Seymour, Dean’s pastor at the Binkley Baptist Church in Chapel Hill.

			It was Reverend Seymour who told me the story about Dean helping desegregate Chapel Hill restaurants in 1958 by walking into the Pines, the restaurant where the UNC basketball team ate its pregame meals, with a black member of the church and daring management not to serve them.

			Reverend Seymour made it clear to me that this wasn’t something taken on lightly. “Segregation was a cherished tradition to many people around here,” he said to me. “Dean wasn’t Dean then. He was an assistant coach. The management would certainly know him, but who knew how they’d react? They might call the police. They might call Coach McGuire and complain. There could have been serious trouble.”

			
			Reverend Seymour was a very bright, wise man who clearly was one of the few people who had Dean Smith’s ear on a regular basis. “I hear TV announcers talk all the time about courageous comebacks or courageous decisions during a game,” he said. “What Dean did that night took real courage.”

			I couldn’t wait to see Dean again to ask him to flesh out the story. I wanted details: Was he nervous or scared? How had he expected management to react? Why hadn’t this story been told before?

			And so, the next day I walked into Dean’s office and asked him the question. He looked at me, clearly unhappy, and said, “Who told you that story?”

			I told him it had been Reverend Seymour.

			He leaned back in his chair and said, “I wish he hadn’t told you that.”

			I was stunned and said so. “You should be proud of doing something like that,” I said.

			That was when Dean Smith said something to me that I’ve repeated often through the years because it says so much about who he was. “John,” he said, leaning forward, “you should never be proud of doing the right thing. You should just do the right thing.”

			To this day, the line takes my breath away. The line was Dean Smith.

			—

			On the night of September 24, 2013, Mike Krzyzewski and I were talking about that line and about Dean. We were also talking about the day he and I had met in New York and Jim Valvano’s ability to completely take over any room he walked into.

			“I was a terrible speaker in those days,” Krzyzewski said—something I knew because I’d heard him speak often when he first got to Duke. “I had no confidence. To Jim, speaking publicly was like breathing or walking—he did it without even giving it any thought and knowing he was better than anyone at it. For me, it was a chore.”

			We were sitting at a table at a dinner in Washington, D.C. Krzyzewski was being honored that night with the Nell and John Wooden Leadership in Coaching Award. The only thing Krzyzewski may have more of than leadership awards is wins. I had been asked to introduce him. So we were sitting next to each other during the dinner.

			Krzyzewski is now one of the best public speakers on the planet. He is funny and polished and always prepared—much the same way he’s always prepared when he coaches. He’s in constant demand from corporate America and charities and doesn’t go anywhere for anything less than fifty thousand dollars and a private plane. Usually, it’s more than that—except for charity events for friends, which he does often and does for free.

			
			“Jimmy is the reason I became a good speaker,” Krzyzewski said. “When he was sick, we’d sit and swap stories in his hospital room. He started saying to me, ‘You’re a very good storyteller and you’re smart. If you worked at it a little, you could be very good. You could make a lot of money speaking. You should make a lot of money speaking.’ He pushed me to work at it.”

			He paused. “Other than Mickie [his wife] and my brother, there’s probably no one I’ve ever been closer to, especially those last few months. We said things to one another that men almost never say to one another. I cherish that time.”

			As we talked, we were interrupted frequently. People wanted autographs. Or a picture. Or to tell a story about where they were when Duke won a national championship. Krzyzewski treated each person as if the moments he spent with that person were the most important of the night. It’s one of his gifts.

			During the interruptions, I sat and thought about Valvano and about Dean and about some of the classic games and moments I’d covered and witnessed involving the three of them. When Krzyzewski turned back to me after one more photo, I asked him a question.

			“If Jim were here now and saw what you’ve become, what do you think he’d say?”

			Krzyzewski smiled, and I thought I saw his eyes glisten just a tiny bit.

			Finally, he said, “He’d say—I told you so.”

			—

			Driving home that night in 2013, all three men were on my mind. What, I wondered, would Valvano have become had he lived longer? Would he have coached again—perhaps in the NBA? Would he have become David Letterman or Jay Leno? That was Krzyzewski’s theory. Would he have done something really important, which was what he craved? I still remembered the late-night sessions I’d had with him in his office in the Case Athletics Center at North Carolina State.

			It was usually around three A.M. by the time the office cleared out. Valvano would stretch out on his couch and order me to a chair. “You’re my therapist,” he would say. “I need therapy.”

			
			And then he would wander all over the place verbally. Was he chasing money too much? Was he missing his daughters’ childhoods? Did he still want to coach basketball? It was all fake, he would say, except the forty minutes during the game and the final score. That was real. Nothing else. And at some point he’d say, “What do I want to be when I grow up?”

			The constant search.

			I thought about Dean Smith and his extraordinary legacy. I’d never been in his office at three A.M. and he certainly hadn’t asked me to be his therapist. But I’d had long talks with him through the years, the best ones when we weren’t talking about basketball.

			I still remembered going to interview him on Election Day in 1984. When I walked into his office, he handed me a copy of the previous day’s Chronicle—the student newspaper where I’d started my career as a college freshman. It was open to the editorial page and a headline that said “Ronald Reagan Deserves a Second Term.”

			“What is going on with your old newspaper?” Dean asked, a huge grin on his face. “Ronald Reagan? Really? You must be so embarrassed.”

			At lunch that day, once Dean had stopped ribbing me about the editorial, we talked more seriously about the state of the country. “Why don’t you run against Jesse Helms,” I urged—meaning it. “I’d take a leave of absence from my job to come and work for you.” I meant that too.

			He shook his head. “I’m too liberal to get elected in this state,” he said. “Much too liberal.”

			Twelve years later, I was again in North Carolina on Election Day. This time my lunch with Dean was much more upbeat since we both knew Bill Clinton was going to be reelected. Later that day, I went to practice at Duke and told Krzyzewski how pleased Dean and I were that Clinton was going to win that night.

			“Oh yeah,” Krzyzewski said. “I forgot. You two liberal left-wingers deserve one another.”

			I thought about all those things on the drive home from the Wooden dinner: the battles between Mike and Dean; the low moments during Krzyzewski’s early days that I’d witnessed firsthand. I remembered looking across the court at him during an awful 40–36 loss to Maryland at home in 1982 and, as he caught my eye, seeing him shake his head in disgust.

			“If I’d have been you,” he said to me after the game, “I’d have left at halftime.”

			“I had to work,” I said. “I had to stay.”

			
			“Me too,” he answered. “I still thought about leaving.”

			I watched in amazement as Krzyzewski went from a seemingly overmatched young coach to a basketball icon: Coach K to almost everyone, a man who has risen to the pinnacle of his sport and won more championships than almost any other coach in history. To this day, I kid Krzyzewski that he needs me around more since I’m one of the few people who still remembers when his name was Mike.

			By the time I turned into my driveway on that September evening in 2013, I knew what my next book would be: the story of these three remarkable men. The fact that two of the four coaches on college basketball’s Mount Rushmore and a coach who had and has a unique place in basketball history were competing with one another and living alongside one another for an entire decade is an amazing story. The fact that I was there to witness that extended moment in time and was lucky enough to get to know all three men made me—I believed—uniquely qualified to write about all three: about their rivalries and their relationships and how they evolved through time.

			I couldn’t talk to Dean or Jim but, fortunately, I’m a hoarder and I still had most of my tapes and notebooks from that time long ago. Plus, I was fortunate that their wives were both willing to talk to me at length, as well as Valvano’s brothers and many of their former players and assistant coaches. Mike was available to talk and did—at length.

			The last time we spoke for an extended time, wrapping up some final details, he spoke emotionally—again—about both Jim and Dean. When we finished, he looked at me and said, “The whole thing really is an extraordinary story. I’m glad you made me think about it all over again.”

			I’m glad too.

			Dean, Jim, and Mike. Or, as their loyal followers would call them, Coach Smith, V, and Coach K. They were hardly the Three Musketeers—their most intense duels were against, not alongside, one another.

			But in the end, they did become comrades—linked together in basketball lore, forever.

		

	
		
		
			
			1

			Sitting in the tower that had been built for him, Mike Krzyzewski had a spectacular view of his kingdom.

			It was a late spring day and, from the sixth floor of the corner of Cameron Indoor Stadium that houses the Duke basketball offices, Krzyzewski could look out his window at the patch of the Duke campus that is called Krzyzewskiville. The sign that tells visitors they have arrived in the township named for the coach sat six floors down and about a hundred yards away from Krzyzewski.

			If he wanted to, Krzyzewski could close his eyes and picture what Krzyzewskiville looks like in winter, jammed with tents and students, all waiting for the chance to get inside to watch Duke play North Carolina in what is annually one of the games on the college basketball schedule.

			Or, if he didn’t want to use his imagination at that moment, he could turn to one of the photos on the wall of his office that depicted Krzyzewskiville in winter, every inch of it packed with supplicants.

			At this moment, however, Krzyzewski wasn’t looking out the window and he wasn’t gazing at a photo. He was leaning forward in his chair, his voice soft but filled with emotion.

			“I miss them,” he said quietly. “I miss them both for different reasons and for the same reason. They were completely different people and they were different as coaches too. But competing against them was always the same—really hard. If you beat them, you knew you’d truly done something, because it was never easy. And when they beat you”—he paused to smile for a moment—“which they did often, it made you really, really want to find a way to beat them the next time.

			“They both made me better. If I hadn’t had to compete against them, I probably wouldn’t be where I am today. That’s not me trying to say something nice or say the right thing. It’s just a fact.”

			
			When Krzyzewski talked about where he was, he wasn’t talking about his palatial office, the one jammed with trophies and plaques and magazine covers and photos. He wasn’t even talking about preparing for his thirty-fifth season as the basketball coach at Duke University. He was talking about being the winningest coach in college basketball history, about the then four national championships and the two Olympic gold medals.

			Now he’s simply Coach K to almost everyone in the sport of basketball. But once upon a time he was Mike Krzyzewski, the coach who was greeted on March 19, 1980, the morning after he was hired at Duke, by a headline in the student newspaper that said “Krzyzewski: This Is Not a Typo.”

			No one knew the name. No one knew how to spell the name. And no one knew how to pronounce the name. Lefty Driesell, then the coach at Maryland, gave up early. “I just call him Mike,” he said. Even Bob Knight, who coached Krzyzewski for four years in college and hired him as an assistant coach when he got out of the army, got the name wrong. Knight called his former point guard “Kre-shefski.” Once, when it was pointed out to him that the correct pronunciation was actually “Je-jevski,” Knight shook his head and said, “It’s not my fault if he pronounces his name wrong.”

			Back then, during his early years at Duke, Krzyzewski could only wish that his biggest problem was having his name mispronounced. Every single day he found himself competing against an icon and a rock star. The icon was Dean Smith, who had already coached the U.S. Olympic team by the time Krzyzewski arrived at Duke and had taken the University of North Carolina to five Final Fours even though he was not yet fifty.

			Carmichael Auditorium, where North Carolina played home games, was exactly 10.1 miles from Cameron Indoor Stadium. That alone made it hard to find room to breathe for a young coach moving into the rarefied air of the Atlantic Coast Conference.

			There was also the rock star: Jim Valvano, who arrived to coach at North Carolina State nine days after Krzyzewski was hired at Duke. Krzyzewski and Valvano had coached against each other during the previous five years when Krzyzewski had been the coach at Army and Valvano had been the coach at Iona. Krzyzewski’s last Army team had gone 9–17, one of the reasons why his hiring stunned almost everyone at Duke and in the basketball world. Iona had been 29–5 during Valvano’s final season there and had been the last team to beat Louisville—which would go on to win the national championship. The Gaels, led by Jeff Ruland, a six-foot-eleven-inch brute of a center, beat the Cardinals in Madison Square Garden—by seventeen points.

			
			Valvano, who had always dreamed of coaching, as he called it, “the 9 o’clock game in the Garden” (the second game of a college doubleheader), had his players cut down the nets after they won the game. Valvano was funny—fall-down funny. At one of his first press conferences after taking the N.C. State job he told a story about his early days at Iona.

			“I was at a party,” he said. “I’m so excited about my new job that I’m running around the room shaking hands with everyone saying, ‘Hi, I’m Jim Valvano, Iona College.’ I was on a roll. Finally, this woman looks at me and says, ‘Young man, aren’t you awfully young to own your own college?’ ”

			That sort of story was only a tiny piece of Valvano’s humor. “Never, and I mean never, have I met someone who took over every single room he ever walked into like Jim Valvano,” Linnea Smith, Dean’s wife, said, smiling at the memory. “He didn’t own the room, he became the room.”

			Which might explain why, when Mickie Krzyzewski, the wife of the new Duke coach, heard the news that Valvano had been hired at N.C. State, she rolled her eyes and said, “Oh shit. Here we go again.”

			Her response had nothing to do with her husband’s 1–4 record against Valvano and Iona. It had everything to do with the fact that he owned a college. And every room he walked into.

			—

			Thirty-four years later, Mike Krzyzewski, like everyone who ever knew him, can’t help but laugh when he thinks about Valvano.

			“He loved to gig Dean,” he said, his eyes a little misty but with a huge smile on his face. “And he could do it in a way that no one else could. He actually made Dean laugh—which wasn’t easy.”

			Each spring, the Atlantic Coast Conference holds meetings for everyone associated with the league to discuss ongoing business and its past and future. In the 1980s, there were eight schools in the ACC. On the first morning of the meetings, the basketball coaches would get together.

			“Dean was always late,” remembered Bobby Cremins, who arrived at Georgia Tech one year after Krzyzewski and Valvano were hired at Duke and N.C. State. “I don’t know if it was a seniority thing or a control thing, but he’d always come in a few minutes late.

			“One year, as usual, everyone is in the room except Dean. Jim says to Mike and me, ‘Come on, we’re leaving.’ We go into the hallway and Jim finds a bellboy. He gives him twenty bucks and tells him to come find us in the bathroom once Dean walks into the meeting. We go and wait in the bathroom.

			
			“A few minutes later, the bellboy comes in and says, ‘Coach Smith’ ”—Cremins actually says “Smit” with his Bronx accent—“ ‘just walked in.’ Mike and I are ready to go, but Jimmy says, ‘No, no, wait.’ So we wait five more minutes—maybe more than that. Then we walk in and Jimmy says, ‘Dean, you’re here already? You’re early!’ Dean just cracked up. Couldn’t stop laughing.”

			Valvano made everyone laugh. Smith made opponents cry. It wasn’t just the trips to the Final Four or the parade of great players who showed up in Chapel Hill every year. It was the way he won games, his teams often digging holes impossible to crawl out of, then somehow finding a way to do it. Around the ACC, games like that were attributed to the Carolina piss factor: you were winning, you were winning, you were about to win, you knew you were going to win, and then something insane—a miracle shot, a ball ticking the bottom of a scoreboard, an impossibly bad call—would happen and you would somehow lose and you went home pissed.

			Even though he had not yet won a national championship, Smith was an iconic figure in the state of North Carolina. He coached at the school most kids in the state grew up rooting for and wanting to play for and the one that had, by far, the most fans. N.C. State had a lot of fans, but not the way Carolina—as it was called by everyone in the ACC—did. Duke had very few fans. It was a private school and drew most of its student body from out of state.

			Most alumni of Carolina and State had grown up in North Carolina, gone to school there, and stayed there after graduation. Duke was just the opposite. Many in the state referred to it as “the University of New Jersey” because there were times when it seemed as if half of the school’s six thousand undergraduates came from there.

			Valvano got his first lesson about Smith’s iconic status early. Soon after arriving in Raleigh, he went to get a haircut. The story Valvano told, which he always swore was completely true, went like this:

			Barber: “You the fella who replaced ole Norman Sloan?”

			Valvano: “Yes I am. Jim Valvano. Nice to meet you.”

			Barber (ignoring Valvano’s introduction but sighing deeply): “Well, I sure hope you have more luck around here than ole Norman did.”

			
			Valvano: “Hang on a second. Didn’t Norman Sloan win the national championship a few years ago? Didn’t he go twenty-seven and zero one year and fifty-seven and one for two years?”

			Barber (chuckling at Valvano’s lack of understanding): “Oh sure, he did that. But just imagine what ole Dean Smith would have done with those teams.”

			Everyone put Smith on a pedestal so high that he often found it embarrassing. He was, by nature, shy and private. If he had never been interviewed during his thirty-six years as Carolina’s coach, he would have been thrilled. When the university trustees came to him in 1985 and told him they were planning to name the new twenty-one-thousand seat basketball palace that was about to open the “Dean E. Smith Center,” he balked.

			“You should name it for the players,” he said.

			That name would have been a bit unwieldy.

			“They really had to sit down and explain to him why this was the right thing to do,” Linnea Smith said. “He was embarrassed by it.”

			It didn’t take long for both Valvano and Krzyzewski to understand what they had walked into when they had moved south. On an early recruiting visit to the home of a player in California named Mark Acres, Krzyzewski had the sense not long after arriving that this was a player he wasn’t going to convince to come to Duke.

			Still, he had to go through the ritual of trying to sell his school, his program, and himself to the family. Finally, as the evening was winding down, Krzyzewski turned to Acres’s mother, who had said nothing all night, and asked her if she had any questions at all about Duke or the basketball program.

			She shook her head. “The only thing that matters,” she said, “is that Mark goes to college someplace where he can be close to God.”

			Krzyzewski figured he had nothing to lose. “Well,” he said, “if Mark comes to Duke, God will be coaching ten miles down the road in Chapel Hill, so you might want to think about it.”

			Mark Acres went to Oral Roberts. Most people in North Carolina would tell you that he was a lot farther from God there than he would have been in Durham.

			Jim Valvano died in April 1993. He was forty-seven—eleven months older than Krzyzewski—when he died in Duke Hospital on a beautiful spring morning after fighting cancer for eleven months.

			
			Krzyzewski was in the room when Valvano died. He still shudders slightly at the memory. “The doctors had told us it wouldn’t be long,” he said. “I still remember Jimmy kind of shaking just a little bit, enough that we noticed. And then he was gone.”

			Gone, but certainly not forgotten. Valvano lives on in video, in memory, and in legend. Every March, during the NCAA Basketball Tournament, he can be seen again and again sprinting around the court in Albuquerque, New Mexico, seconds after North Carolina State had stunned Houston in the 1983 NCAA championship game.

			“I was looking for someone to hug,” he said whenever he retold the story. “Dereck [Whittenburg] was my designated hugger. I couldn’t find him.”

			The designated hugger is fifty-four now, seven years older than Valvano was when he died. With the score tied at 52–52 and time about to run out, Whittenburg had thrown a desperation shot in the direction of the basket. It came up well short. But, as it started to drop, six-foot-seven-inch Lorenzo Charles leaped above everyone, clasped the ball in his huge hands, and dunked it as the clock went to zero.

			“I will never—ever—say that was anything but a pass,” the designated hugger said one rainy night, sitting in a Raleigh restaurant named for Valvano, directly under a photo of the coach. “If V was here now, he’d tell you we ran the play just like he drew it up.”

			The designated hugger laughed at the memory.

			On Jim Valvano’s tombstone are the words he spoke on March 3, 1993—eight weeks before he died—in a speech that has been replayed millions of times through the years: “Take time everyday to laugh, to think, to cry.” Valvano said his father, Rocco, had taught him that. “If you do that,” he added, “that’s a pretty full day.”

			Fittingly, twenty-two years after Valvano’s death, when those who knew him best talk about him, they always laugh, they always cry, and, somewhere along the way, they think too.

			“It’s been very difficult for the men who have coached basketball at N.C. State since Jim left,” said Pam Valvano Strasser, who was Valvano’s childhood sweetheart and his wife for twenty-six years. “Because Jim is still alive to so many people. Those are very big shoes to walk in, especially when it feels as if he’s still here.”

			The same can be said—in an entirely different way—for those who have coached basketball at North Carolina since Dean Smith retired in 1997. Roy Williams, who sits now in Smith’s chair—but won’t park his car in the ex-coach’s parking space outside the building named for him—has won two national championships in twelve seasons. Smith won two in thirty-six seasons. But the thought that his name belongs in the same sentence or paragraph, or even on the same page with Smith’s, not only wouldn’t cross Williams’s mind, it would horrify him.

			
			“Everything I’ve ever done, any success I’ve ever had, is because of Coach Smith,” Williams said one hot summer day. Williams would sooner cut off his arm than call his mentor anything but Coach Smith.

			“He didn’t just teach me how to coach basketball, he taught me right from wrong. North Carolina basketball is Coach Smith. The rest of us have just followed his lead and his lessons.”

			Smith died on February 7, 2015, after being disabled for several painful years by dementia. Toward the end, only on occasion did Linnea Smith see glimpses into her husband’s mind. “Every so often, when there’s some kind of positive reinforcement in some way, he might say something or smile or give us an indication that he understands something,” she said. “It’s a terminal illness. We all understand that. The hardest thing is that he can’t tell me how he feels about what’s going on around him. To be honest, it’s excruciating.”

			Smith’s long decline and death were most excruciating for those who loved him, but also painful for those who knew him—and competed against him. Krzyzewski had more than his share of shouting matches with Smith through the years. Now, though, after all the enmity between the two men, Krzyzewski understands that, in many ways, he became Smith. He became the target, the measuring stick for the younger coaches trying to compete with him. Gary Williams, the retired Maryland coach who—like Krzyzewski and Smith—is in the Naismith Memorial Basketball Hall of Fame, spent years trying to figure out how to beat Krzyzewski more often.

			“In the end you realize, it wasn’t the referees, it wasn’t bad luck or anything else,” Williams said. “It’s really very simple: he’s a great, great basketball coach.”

			That was the conclusion that Krzyzewski finally reached about Smith—though it took him years to get there.

			“Whether we admitted it or not, he set the bar for all of us,” Krzyzewski said. “I never looked for a bar, I wanted to just make our program as good as I possibly could. But we all learned from him. He set the standard. When he retired and I became the target, I finally understood what it was like to be him when all of us were trying to beat him—trying, really, to be him.”

			
			Krzyzewski smiled again, his mind’s eye clearly seeing those nights when he dueled with Smith and with Valvano.

			“Boy were they good,” he said. “No matter how much you prepared, no matter how much you believed in your players, you knew every game was going to be a fight to the finish—whether you won or lost.

			“I miss those nights. I miss the battles. I miss the two of them.”

			Once upon a time, that was not the case.

		

	
		
		
			
			2

			The night of December 5, 1980, was unseasonably warm in Greensboro, North Carolina.

			To most sports fans around the country, it was football season. The NFL was entering the final month of the regular season. College football teams were preparing for bowl games.

			In the state of North Carolina, though, it was already college basketball season. In a sense, it was always basketball season. That sentiment was perhaps best described by Bill Foster, who coached at Duke for six seasons, between 1974 and 1980.

			“If you go to the market and buy steak, there’s bound to be a story in the paper the next day saying that recruiting must be going well,” he said once. “If you just buy hamburger, the story will be that recruiting’s not going so well. There’s no letup—ever. It’s twelve months a year.”

			Mickie Krzyzewski thought she understood that. She had been living in North Carolina for more than eight months, and just by reading the newspapers, she understood clearly that the job her husband had taken on the previous March was going to be a lot more pressurized than the one he had held for five years when he was the coach at Army.

			Mike Krzyzewski’s first season at Duke had begun benignly enough, with easy wins over Stetson and South Florida. Those had been warm-up games, scheduled in order to get some kinks out before the Blue Devils and their new coach faced their first real test, a game in the Greensboro Coliseum against archrival North Carolina.

			There was only one place in the country where rivals like Duke and North Carolina might meet so early in the season, and that was in the Atlantic Coast Conference, specifically in North Carolina. Every season, long before conference play began, the four schools known collectively as the Big Four made the trip to Greensboro to play a two-night tournament called, cleverly enough, the Big Four. The event had been created in 1971, largely as a money grab for the four athletic departments. All 15,500 seats in the Coliseum were sold for two nights, and since no one had to travel very far (N.C. State had to travel the longest distance, seventy-eight miles) the costs were minimal and the profits were sizeable.

			
			None of that thrilled the four coaches. It was one thing to play a quality opponent early in the season. It was quite another to play an opponent you would meet twice more during conference play and perhaps again in March, in the ACC Tournament. It was also very much another thing to play a game that brought your fans out in full voice when you were still trying to figure out what kind of team you might have.

			“I think the players enjoy it,” Dean Smith often said. “I know the fans and the media enjoy it. It’s us old coaches who aren’t so thrilled about it.”

			Smith, who would turn fifty the following February, was the oldest and by far the most successful of the four coaches in the building that night. Carl Tacy, whose Wake Forest team would play North Carolina State in the second game of the doubleheader, was forty-seven. The two new kids on the block—Jim Valvano and Mike Krzyzewski—were thirty-four and thirty-three.

			Mickie Krzyzewski was accustomed to crowds of perhaps a thousand people coming to watch her husband’s team play in the old Army field house. There had been more people than that in the building during the first two games he had coached at Duke, but Cameron Indoor Stadium wasn’t close to sold out, and the atmosphere had been somewhat louder than the school library, but hardly intimidating.

			Now though, as she walked into the Coliseum with Charles Huestis, one of Duke’s vice presidents, it occurred to Mickie Krzyzewski that this was different from anything she had seen in the eleven years she and Mike had been married.

			“Toto, we’re not in Kansas anymore,” she murmured to herself as she and Huestis watched fans in red and white, black and gold, dark blue and white, and—the most prevalent—light blue and white walk into the building from the massive parking lots that surrounded it. She noticed all manner of people holding signs that said “Need Two” or “Need Four, Will Take Two.”

			“They scalp tickets for this thing?” she asked Huestis, almost rhetorically.

			Huestis, a quiet, pipe-smoking man who had turned sixty earlier that year, just smiled and guided Mickie through the gate and inside.

			They walked through the crowded, loud, smoke-filled hallways in search of the quarter of the building where the seats assigned to Duke fans were located. Mickie found herself taking deeper and deeper breaths with every step they took.

			
			“I just wasn’t prepared,” she said. “I don’t know how you could be. Army had played in some bigger arenas, including Madison Square Garden. But this was different. It was all so…intense. I didn’t think any basketball game could be that intense—before it started—much less a game in December.”

			She and Huestis walked down the steps to their seats and settled in.

			“How do you feel?” Huestis asked.

			Mickie Krzyzewski smiled. “I feel,” she said, “like a virgin.”

			—

			That feeling didn’t last very long.

			Duke had a good team, led by senior forwards Gene Banks and Kenny Dennard and junior guard Vince Taylor. North Carolina, as always, had a great team, keyed by future Hall of Famer James Worthy, senior All-American Al Wood, and freshman center Sam Perkins, who would go on to score more than 15,000 points in seventeen NBA seasons.

			The game swayed back and forth to the very end. With time running down, Duke trailed 78–76 and had the ball. Banks missed a shot and the ball was deflected out-of-bounds—off a Tar Heel hand. Duke would inbound under the Carolina basket.

			Except for one thing: the clock had run to zero during the skirmish for the ball underneath the basket. Krzyzewski instantly charged to the scorer’s table, convinced there should be at least one second left on the clock to give his team a final chance to tie the game. There were no tenths of a second on the overhead scoreboard clock in those days, and there was no video replay available, so it was a very tough case to make.

			As he continued to argue with the clock operator and the two referees, Krzyzewski saw Smith walking up to him, hand extended.

			“Good game,” he said.

			Krzyzewski ignored the proffered hand. “The goddamn game’s not over yet, Dean,” he said.

			But it was. The officials, having consulted with the clock operator, waved their arms to indicate the game was over and headed for the locker room. There was nothing left for Krzyzewski to do.

			He turned to Smith and put out his hand.

			Smith was never one for long postgame handshakes. In fact, before the days when teams started lining up to shake hands, he always ordered his assistant coaches and his players to head directly to the locker room when the buzzer went off—win or lose.

			
			“It wasn’t about sportsmanship,” he said. “It was about avoiding trouble, especially at the end of a close game. A lot of times when we lost, teams would celebrate at midcourt. Tempers could be hot, and you didn’t want anything to happen if someone on one side said something to someone on the other side.”

			The charge to the locker room was always led by Smith’s top assistant, Bill Guthridge. Like Smith, Guthridge was from Kansas and had a quick, dry sense of humor. One night, Guthridge was talking to a reporter prior to a game in Chapel Hill between North Carolina and N.C. State, when someone came up to say that the score of the Duke-Maryland game being played down the road in Durham was 74–68.

			“Who’s winning?” the reporter asked.

			“Who do you think?” Guthridge said. “Seventy-four.”

			Guthridge led the way to the locker room for one reason: he had the key to the door. Even so, Valvano couldn’t help but notice Guthridge whizzing by him whenever North Carolina and N.C. State played each other.

			“Just once,” Valvano would say with his broad grin, “I’d like to tackle him. Problem is, I think he’d just knock me down and keep going.”

			While Guthridge was leading everyone in light blue to the safety of the locker room, Smith would stay behind to shake hands with the opposing coach. The handshakes rarely lasted very long.

			“Dean was usually a ‘Good game’ and gone guy,” Krzyzewski said. “On that night, I didn’t let him do it.”

			In fact, when he finally turned to shake Smith’s hand, Krzyzewski wouldn’t let it go. Smith, already more than a little annoyed by Krzyzewski’s initial response, said nothing when they finally shook hands and started to pull away. Krzyzewski, a little younger and a little bigger, gripped his hand tightly and pulled Smith a few inches in his direction.

			“At least acknowledge that it was a hell of a game, Dean,” he said.

			Smith didn’t feel like acknowledging anything at that moment.

			“I’m going to remember this,” he answered.

			“Good,” Krzyzewski said pointedly. “I hope you do.”

			The two men glared briefly at each other before parting.

			A few feet away, Roy Williams witnessed the exchange. He was North Carolina’s number-three assistant coach and, normally, would have been in the locker room. But, because of the potential issue with the clock, he had walked down behind Smith to deal with any questions—Should there be one second left if the game wasn’t over? Two seconds? Where would Duke inbound from? Could Carolina substitute?—that might arise as a result of Krzyzewski’s attempt to keep the game alive.

			
			As a result, he saw and heard everything that was said.

			Many years later, he remembered the exchange quite vividly.

			“My first reaction was being kind of angry,” he said. “I didn’t like the idea that anyone would talk to Coach Smith like that. I have to say, though, looking at Mike at that moment, the thought went through my mind, ‘There’s no backdown in this guy.’ I didn’t like what I was hearing and seeing, but I respected it.”

			Sitting up in the stands, Steve Vacendak, Duke’s associate athletic director, turned to his boss, Athletic Director Tom Butters, at the instant when he saw Krzyzewski refuse Smith’s initial attempt at a handshake.

			“Tom,” he said, “we got the right guy.”

			—

			Vacendak had good reason to want Krzyzewski to be the right guy. He was the one who had first brought his name up to Butters the previous spring.

			Bill Foster had completely turned a moribund Duke program around after arriving in 1974. Duke had been one of the basketball powers in the country in the 1960s under Vic Bubas, winning four ACC titles and reaching the Final Four three times between 1963 and 1966. Bubas had retired in 1969 and turned the program over to a former assistant, Bucky Waters.

			Things had not gone well for Waters. After going 12–14 in his fourth season, he was told his contract—which had one year left on it—would not be extended and that he would be, for all intents and purposes, a lame duck going into the 1973–74 season. That fall, a little more than a month before practice was scheduled to start, Waters accepted a job as a fund-raiser for Duke Hospital.

			The basketball team was left without a coach. On October 15, when practice officially began, the Blue Devils still didn’t have a coach. In a letter to the editor of the student newspaper, Bob Fleischer, the team’s starting center, publicly wondered exactly what was going on with Duke basketball.

			What was going on was complicated. Carl James, the athletic director, was trying to pull off what he thought would be a coup: hiring Adolph Rupp, the legendary Kentucky coach, who had been pushed into retirement eighteen months earlier by the school that he had led to four national championships.

			
			Rupp wanted to come to Duke. He wanted to prove, even at the age of seventy-two, that he could still coach. He told James he would take the job, and a press conference was scheduled for the morning of October 18. Word leaked in the Durham Morning Herald that Adolph Rupp was going to be the next Duke coach.

			It never happened. The night before he was supposed to be introduced in Durham, Rupp called James. His farm director had died very suddenly. Rupp couldn’t leave his farm with no one in charge. Regretfully, he told James he couldn’t take the job. That left James with a press conference scheduled for 9:30 the next morning to introduce a new coach and no coach to introduce.

			Two hours prior to the press conference, James called Neill McGeachy into his office. McGeachy was Waters’s top assistant and had been in charge during the first three days of practice. He offered him the job as interim coach. McGeachy didn’t want the interim tag. The two men compromised: there would be no interim tag, but McGeachy’s contract would be for one year.

			Then, after introducing McGeachy as the future of Duke basketball, James began conducting a nationwide search for a new coach. After Duke had finished with a 10–16 record, the worst in school history, McGeachy was told he would not be asked back to coach. A few weeks later, Foster was hired to replace him.

			Foster was forty-three and had been successful both at Rutgers and Utah. In 1967, when the National Invitation Tournament was still a big deal, Rutgers had finished third. The point guard on that team was a kid from Seaford, Long Island, New York, named Jim Valvano. He and his classmate Bobby Lloyd, a sweet-shooting guard, were the heart and soul of a team that ended up going 22–7.

			In those days, every NIT game was played in Madison Square Garden, and the Scarlet Knights became the tournament darlings—a team from across the Hudson River in New Jersey who showed up to play with a large chunk of the student body there to cheer them on.

			In the semifinals, they played Southern Illinois, then a small-college power. The Salukis, led by a lightning-quick point guard named Walt Frazier, had stunned a Bubas-coached Duke team in the quarterfinals. Against Frazier’s Salukis, Valvano, normally Lloyd’s feeder, became the scorer, making nine straight shots from the field. By halftime he had twenty-one points.

			Valvano’s brother Bob, who was ten at the time, remembers running out to get some popcorn at one point and hearing two huge roars. “I knew it was Jimmy,” he said. “You could tell. He couldn’t miss.”

			
			“I was unstoppable,” Valvano said years later. “Couldn’t miss a shot.”

			At halftime, Southern Illinois coach Jack Hartman made an adjustment, putting Frazier on Valvano.

			“Didn’t miss a shot in the second half either,” Valvano said. “Didn’t take a shot, because Frazier wouldn’t let me touch the ball.”

			Frazier went on to be considered perhaps the greatest defensive guard in NBA history. Southern Illinois won the game, 79–70, and Valvano and Lloyd closed out their Rutgers careers by beating Marshall in the third-place game.

			Foster had actually returned to the NIT in 1974 with Utah, losing the championship game to Purdue. His up-tempo style attracted James, who needed something to compete with North Carolina, which had been to four Final Fours in seven seasons, and North Carolina State, which had just finished ole Norman’s 57–1 run by winning the national championship, even without ole Dean as the team’s coach.

			Foster turned Duke around. In his fourth season, led by a junior guard named Jim Spanarkel, a sophomore center named Mike Gminski, and a pair of gifted freshmen forwards, Gene Banks and Kenny Dennard, the Blue Devils won the ACC Tournament and reached the NCAA title game. The joyride ended there in a 94–88 loss to Kentucky, but with only one senior on the team—walk-on guard Bruce Bell—Duke was everyone’s preseason number-one pick for the 1978–79 season.

			That season, as it turned out, was the beginning of the end for Foster. Just as there was nothing Norman Sloan could do to top ole Dean, Foster found that he was constantly hearing about Smith and North Carolina—even after Duke’s 27–7 season that had culminated in the trip to the 1978 championship game.

			“He was obsessed with Dean twenty-four hours a day,” said Bob Wenzel, who had played for Foster at Rutgers and then worked for him as an assistant coach at Duke. “He honestly believed that the only way to compete with him was to drink as much coffee as he could stand and just keep working and working. I think he honestly believed that Dean didn’t sleep and that if he slept he’d be losing ground to him.

			“There was definitely an aura about Carolina and about Dean. We all felt it. You couldn’t not feel it.”

			“I think Bill felt as if the Duke people didn’t appreciate what he’d done,” said Lou Goetz, who had also played at Rutgers for Foster and had come with him from Utah to Duke as the number-one assistant. “It wasn’t just about Dean. It was a general feeling that if we slipped even a little, people were ready to jump on him.”

			
			Foster was a man blessed with a quick wit and a self-deprecating sense of humor. When Duke, having lost in the opening round of the ACC Tournament in each of Foster’s first three seasons, reached the championship game in his fourth season, Foster noted on the morning before the title game that it was snowing in Greensboro.

			“They said it would be a snowy March day in Greensboro before Foster made the ACC final,” he said. “Turns out they were right.”

			But success didn’t bring any real satisfaction to Foster or any sense that he could cut back on the coffee and his work hours. In his last three seasons at Duke, his record was 73–24 and Duke won six NCAA Tournament games and two ACC Tournament titles. During those same three seasons, North Carolina was 67–22, didn’t win an NCAA Tournament game, and won one ACC Tournament title.

			And yet, in spite of all the wins and the fact that Duke could legitimately look Carolina in the eye on the court—the Blue Devils were 5–6 against the Tar Heels in those three seasons—Foster came to believe that almost no one appreciated what he had accomplished or how good a coach he was.

			His standard line when people would go on and on about Smith became, “I guess I don’t know my basketball history that well. I always thought it was Naismith who invented the sport, not Dean Smith.”

			It wasn’t as if Foster was the only person in the ACC who often found Smith’s aura difficult to deal with. Lefty Driesell, who coached at Maryland from 1969 to 1986, was convinced that North Carolina always got the benefit of important officiating calls and that Smith would do just about anything to gain an edge.

			One year, when Maryland was playing at North Carolina, Driesell’s top assistant, Dave
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