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About the Book

The Years of The Locust is a true story of intrigue, paranoia, murder and money set in the shimmering cities of South Florida in the 1990s. It’s the story of two men who never should have met; and when they did, one killed the other. There are walk on parts for Don King, George Foreman, the FBI and a fallen NFL hero, yet it’s the two central characters – a sociopathic door-to-door sales king turned boxing promoter Rick ‘Elvis’ Parker and his loyal, naive and ultimately incorruptible fighter Tim Anderson – that make this story extraordinary and unforgettable.


It would be impossible to invent a man like Rick Parker, a freakishly fat ginger-haired giant who modelled his personal style on Elvis Presley and wanted to become the next Don King. Don himself told Rick how to do it – find a white man who could become the heavyweight champion of the world. Then Rick met Tim Anderson, a handsome, funny former baseball pro – was he the fighter to take Parker all the way? Rick left a trail of fixed fights and violent mayhem all across the South, but his dream stayed out of reach. By the end of his reign of terror the heroic Tim would be broke, poisoned and facing the hardest choice of his life. And now Tim is doing life without parole in a federal penitentiary, and Rick – well, Rick’s dead.


By juxtaposing the lives of these two extraordinary men, The Years of The Locust turns a remarkable, riotous true-crime story into a profound examination of fate, choices and remorse – one that’s scary, sad and blackly, bleakly funny.


About the Author

Jon Hotten is the author of Unlicensed and Muscle.
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Random Notes from Boxing’s Underbelly

Muscle:

A Writer’s Trip Through a Sport with no Boundaries


To Yasmin


The Years of the Locust

A True Story of Murder, Money and Mayhem in the Last Age of Boxing
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List of Characters

The protagonists

Rick Parker, AKA Rick ‘Elvis’ Parker, Fat Rick – cleaning sales king turned boxing promoter

Tim Anderson, AKA ‘Doc’ Anderson – former baseball pro, now a heavyweight boxer

Rick’s family

Diane McVay – Rick’s half-sister and occasional business partner

Chris Parker – Rick’s son

Holly – Rick’s girlfriend

Tim’s family

George Anderson – Tim’s father

Jacqueline Anderson, née Mundo – Tim’s mother

Erin Anderson – Tim’s sister

Darrin and Tommy Anderson – Tim’s younger brothers

The boxers

Smokin’ Bert Cooper, aka $50 Bert – heavyweight contender

George Foreman – former heavyweight champion of the world

Randall ‘Tex’ Cobb – great white hope and part-time actor

Mark Gastineau – linebacker for the New York Jets turned great white hope

Evander Holyfield – heavyweight champion of the world

Paul ‘Sonny’ Barch – white heavyweight boxer

Rick Hoard – white heavyweight boxer

Frank Lux, aka Frank Williams/Frankie Albert, a white heavyweight

Pierre Coetzer – white South African heavyweight

Houston Perkins – boxer and referee

Derrick ‘Starfire’ Dukes – professional wrestler turned boxer (for one fight only)

Mitch ‘Blood’ Green – maverick heavyweight once promoted by Rick Parker

The businessmen

Don King – boxing promoter; Rick Parker’s hero

Bob Arum – Don King’s long-time professional rival, founder of Top Rank Boxing

Don Hazelton – Florida State Athletic Commissioner

Dan Duva – boxing promoter, brother of Lou, a trainer

Rob Russen – Rick’s business partner in Rick Parker Presents . . .

Doug Davis – bar owner

Sean Gibbons – matchmaker

Pete Susens – matchmaker

Joe Derrick – Tex Cobb’s manager

Ron Weathers – boxing manager of Tex Cobb and George Foreman

The lawyers

Ellis Rubin – Tim Anderson’s first lawyer

Bill McClellan – public defender representing Tim Anderson

Patricia Cashman – public defender representing Tim Anderson

Dorothy Sedgwick – public prosecutor in Tim Anderson’s case

Richard Conrad – Orange County Circuit Judge

Also . . .

Jim Murphy – Tim Anderson’s best friend

Sharon Cobb, née Hodge – Tex Cobb’s (then) wife and a journalist

Randy Gerber – publicist for the George Foreman–Tim Anderson fight

Steve Benson – publicist for the Fort Lauderdale bill of 1992

Steve Canton – boxing trainer and friend of Tim Anderson’s

Mary Lynn Canton – Steve’s (then) wife and Tim’s friend

Denis Jones – Rick Parker’s driver

Ken Rodriguez – journalist with the Miami Herald

Steve Kroft – presenter of the CBS 60 Minutes television show

Richard Smitten – writer, friend of Ellis Rubin

Suzanne Migdall – owner of Summers On The Beach nightclub, movie producer and former manager of Tim

Steve Thomasson – boxing referee

Ken Knox – writer with Boxing Illustrated magazine

Rick Parker’s businesses

American Safety Industries – cleaning sales company selling products door to door, principally The Green Cleaner, aka ‘the Green’ or Sun-Sation

Rick Parker Presents . . . – his boxing promotions company


‘Yesterday I was lying. Today, I’m telling the truth’

Bob Arum, boxing promoter


ARCANE FRAGMENTS OF Richard Lynn Parker remain in this world. The bullets that ended his life lie in a long-closed drawer, dead evidence of old crimes. On their casings, the final traces of atomised soft tissue, the very last of his DNA. His own gun, the silver Glock automatic, has never been found. The houses he lived in still stand; walls he has touched, doors he has closed. Even his fucking hairpiece should be somewhere. But what’s left most is his story, the story of the worst man you never knew. That story reverberates in Tim Anderson, and in others, too. Rick Parker, for them, still lives, massed and near, if now just out of sight.


Prologue

28 APRIL 1995. So here he comes, Fat Rick Parker, rocking and rolling through Orlando International Airport on this, the last day of his life. Black slacks and a red sports coat. A floral shirt and cowboy boots. The great red hairpiece on his head. The boxing glove charm around his neck. The Glock automatic in its holster by his boot, strapped on tight to his fat white leg.

Past the baggage claim and out of the hall, down the stairs and through the doors, into the heat and into the light, he sits alone in the back of the cab. Up the curving freeway ramp, under the early summer sun, his silver briefcase on his lap.

Fat Rick sees the EZ Pawn store from two blocks away. He calls the driver to a stop. Out of the cab and into the heat. Through the door and into the shop. Up to the till and off with the necklace. The solid gold glove on its solid gold chain. He weighs it in his fat right hand.

Renee is the name of the woman behind the counter. Renee takes the charm and weighs it up. She puts a loop to her eye and examines the marks. She lays it out and measures its length. Twenty-two inches and tight around his neck. She places it on her cloth and gives it a rub. No genie comes, no magic rises. Not for Rick Parker, not today.

‘Two hundred and twenty,’ she says.

‘Uh, sure, honey,’ says Rick Parker.

‘Can I do anything else for you?’

He thinks of the gun in its holster by his boot. The Glock automatic strapped to his leg.

‘No, ma’am, not right now.’

She writes out his ticket and counts out his money. He places the bills and the ticket in his wallet.

‘I’ll be back, yes, ma’am, I will.’

Out of the shop and into the cab. Up the curving freeway ramp. The bright sun on the hard concrete. His days in boxing, on his mind. One punch away from the Heavyweight Championship of the World.

One. Punch. Away.

Rick Parker and Bert Cooper. Fat Rick and $50 Bert, separated from the life of their dreams by one swing of Bert’s magic right hand.

$50 Bert, who lived in a mobile home and spent his money on junk. $50 Bert, who might have been great.

One. Punch. Away. 23 November 1991. Never again so close. Never again able to stick it to them: Dan Duva and Don Hazelton, Bob Arum and Don King. The doubters and the gloaters. The haters and the jokers who took his money and shut him out, shut him out and shut him up, sent him away, sent him away until today: 28 April 1995.

He watches Orlando from the window of the cab. This city of swamps and freeway ramps. This city of hotels and outlet malls. This city of light, this city of heat. On I-4 in the afternoon traffic, driving towards the dipping sun, the impassive driver picking at his nails, the radio tuned to the eighties hits. Bands Rick knows. Songs he sings. Crawling towards exit 68. Down the ramp and off the freeway. Through the traffic lights and past the gift shops, along the side street with its island of trees, up the driveway of the Embassy Suites. He pays the fare and picks up his case. He straightens his jacket and primps up his hair. Through the doors and into the hotel. Up to the desk by the dipping palms. He takes a suite overlooking the pool and pays in full, cash in advance. He registers under the name ‘Jim Nelson’ and gives an address in Memphis, Tennessee. First floor, room 250. He puts down the case and turns on the TV. He takes off his jacket and picks up the phone. He makes the calls that he has to make.

‘Hey, it’s Rick, baby . . .’

‘It’s Rick.’

‘It’s Rick Parker.’

‘It’s Elvis, baby. It’s Elvis. Oh yeah, I’m back, that’s right.’

In the bathroom of a house on the other side of town, Tim Anderson runs wet hands through blond hair and stares in the mirror. He doesn’t look like a heavyweight boxer any more. More like a skinny middleweight with a glassy jaw, the kind of guy you find at the bottom of the card slipping punches for a couple of hundred bucks. He pulls off his T-shirt. His body looks like Iggy Pop’s. His body feels like Iggy Pop’s. Loose skin once filled with muscle. He puts on a tracksuit, black with white flashes on the sides. Even doing that takes some effort.

He knows who has done this to him: Rick Parker. Rick Parker and his fixed boxing matches and his poisoned water. That’s about all he does know. He goes back into the bedroom, takes yellow index cards from his bag and begins to write. He writes to his father, to his sister, to his brothers, to his girlfriend. The words are different in each, but the message is the same. He takes his Bible and places the cards inside it. He digs back in the bag and brings out a gun. He takes a handful of cartridges and loads five into the chambers. The rest he shoves into his tracksuit pocket. He has never fired a gun in his life. He tucks it into the waistband of his sweatpants, at the back, and pulls the jacket down over it. He takes a dictating machine with a fresh tape inside and pushes it into the jacket pocket that doesn’t have the bullets in.

‘Hey, Diane,’ he says. ‘You ready?’

Rick Parker’s voice is high and querulous. Not like Don King’s. Not like Bob Arum’s. A little like Elvis Presley’s in accent and tone. A little like Elvis, with the voice and the hair. He sits by the pool at the Embassy Suites. He makes good use of the courtesy phone. He makes the calls he has to make. He lets them know he’s still alive.

The boxing business, all laid out. That dirty, lovely business that he wanted so much. The money it cost and the pain it brought him. The joy it carried and the hope it gave him. The men who came and the men who left him. The men who fought and the men who lost. The men who believed and the men who did not.

One. Punch. Away. The Windfall Factor. Millions and millions of dollars, all at one time.

Rick Parker, in control of the Heavyweight Championship of the World.

Don King on his knees before him. Bob Arum on his knees before him. Dan Duva on his knees before him.

One punch away.

Fat Rick remembers the last words that Don King ever spoke to him – ‘Fuck you, Rick Parker.’

Yeah? Well, fuck you right back, Don. And fuck you all.

He knows where he is. He knows where he will be.

Rick Parker, rising again.

Rick Parker, rising.

Rick Parker rising.

Fat Rick calls around seven. He’s at the Embassy Suites in Lake Buena Vista. Room 250. First floor, past the bar, by the pool. Just walk right up. Now Tim Anderson is in a car with Rick’s sister Diane and Rick’s son Chris, who is fourteen years old and hasn’t seen Rick in two years, maybe more. None of them has. Diane is driving. Tim sits in the front passenger seat. He’s tucked his Bible under his seat. He can feel the hard edges of the gun in the small of his back. He is more afraid of killing than of dying. He is dying anyway, has been since Rick Parker slipped him tainted water before the fight in Oklahoma City. His mind is full. He no longer knows if he is sane or not. He talks to Diane about their days on the road, all those years ago, selling ‘the Green’ and dreaming of glory. He tells Chris what his father has done to him.

They arrive at the Embassy Suites and walk through the atrium with its dipping palms.

Rick sees them first through the frosted glass. He smiles to himself and flips the catch. Chris got older, taller. Tim got thinner, smaller. He swings the door wide and he welcomes them in. Out of the heat and out of the night, into the cool twilight of his hotel room. They hug and they kiss. They sit down and talk. They laugh and remember. Diane takes out her camera. When they’re done, Tim whispers something and Diane takes Chris by the hand and says, ‘Chris, let these two men talk their business. We’ll take a walk around the hotel.’ Rick lets them out.

And now they are alone.

Rick lies on the floor, on his back beside the bed, bullets in him and through him. So this was it; here it was at last. Big Tim, big, dumb, loyal Tim, of all the people it might have been.

‘Oh, Doc, you stupid . . .’ he thinks he says. ‘C’mon, buddy . . . c’mon, my old buddy . . . let’s make lemonade . . . Let’s make lemonade out of this lemon . . .’

Later, as he recedes, through the glass panel by the door he sees Chris looking in. He raises his head and then he lays it down. His son looks back through the glass and then tries to get the door open, panic in his eyes, a sickness in his heart, knowing but not knowing, knowing but not wanting to know.


Part One

First and Last
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Rick Parker (left) with Mitch ‘Blood’ Green, c.1992 (courtesy Rob Russen)


Fat Rick and Sneaky Pete

IMAGINE HOW IT was, opening your door to find Mr Richard Lynn Parker standing there on your driveway with his plastic drum of Sun-Sation in one fat hand and his silver case in the other, the sun beating down in Missouri or Tennessee or wherever the hell you are today . . .

‘G’morning, sir’, or ‘Good morning, ma’am’ you hear in that Southern sing-song voice. ‘I think I have something here that can help you . . .’ You find yourself aware of the charge of his presence, not just from his size, although he’s undoubtedly bigger than you, not just from his clothes or his towering hair, but from the way he makes you feel that somehow, you need to help him.

Imagine how it was to have him go through his act of finding some dirt on your carpets or some oil on your driveway or if not finding some putting it there, and then miraculously cleaning it off with the Sun-Sation, which he then sells you for the rock-bottom, one-time-only price of whatever it is, which seems really low while he’s standing there and then some-what higher when he’s gotten back in his car and left the neighbourhood with your money in his pocket. Imagine how it was when a few days later you take out your own gallon drum of Sun-Sation and apply it to the latest stain or mark or spillage and you work away for longer than you should before you stand up and you say to yourself, ‘You know, this stuff the fat guy sold me isn’t what I thought . . .’

Oh, he liked the little taste of money and power he got from the cleaning company, he liked the buzz and the crackle of it. He liked the feeling of walking off the doorstep with the cash in his pocket, knowing that he’d talked it there. It was like magic, something out of nothing. For the first time in his life he was getting his due. For the first time in his life he felt like he was connecting with what he might be.

He came from Springfield, Missouri, not that it mattered. Born 24 June 1955. The creature that he would grow into arrived pissing and bawling in the prim and proper fifties, missed out on the sixties altogether, left home just as the splintered seventies began. He didn’t know his father. He grew up with his mother and his half-sister Diane, who was just a tick older than he was. His mother had a business breeding guard dogs and she had night work, too, so it was Diane who raised Rick, who cleaned up his crap and made sure he had something to eat. His mother was a cold individual. There was no love and tenderness with her. Little Rick was an entrepreneur from the start. He arranged for his buddies to cut lawns and then took the money for himself. He laid his schemes and his plans. He always knew he would have to make his own way.

When he was thirteen and Diane was sixteen they moved from Springfield, Missouri, to Lakeland, Florida, right there between Plant City and Winter Haven. Diane was so desperate to get away she married a guy and moved out. Rick quit school at sixteen. The world to him looked hostile, conspiratorial. He hovered around until he found something he could do. He found it in a bar. He found out he could shoot pool like a fucking magician. He taught himself how to play good. Then he taught himself how to play bad. The classic lemon. It worked like a charm. He learned how to work a small pool hall for a few dollars. He began taking little road trips, two days here, three days there, heading for places where they didn’t know his face. He had to. One look at Fat Rick and you never forgot him. His curse: he could never hustle anywhere twice. He worked out some longer cons, going to the same bar for a few weeks, winning a little, losing more. Pulling them in until he was ready. Lulling them and then boom . . .

Imagine how it was to have Fat Rick turning up in your barroom or pool hall in the first bloom of manhood, standing there with his cue case in one hand and his dick in the other, a red-headed orphan with no home to go to. Bumfluff on his chin. Hair like Georgia pine straw. He shoots a few racks with his eye on every table except the one that he’s playing.

‘Hey, buddy, fancy a game?’

So he starts playing these guys you know to be pretty good and he takes money from them, not a large amount, but something. Then they double up and he begins to lose.

‘Hey, boys,’ he says. ‘I’ll be in here tomorrow night. I’m gonna win it all back from you.’

‘Sure you will, buddy.’

But he is back the following night and the night after that. He strokes them. He feeds them. Then the sting. Seems obvious when it’s written down but they don’t see it coming. The double-money match that he wins on the eight ball. The ego bets that they can’t help making.

‘Thanks, guys. I’ll be here tomorrow. You can try to get it back from me.’

But he isn’t and they don’t. He slips from the bar and on to the road. They’ll never see him again. They’ll never forget his face.

‘Shit,’ they’ll say to one another. ‘That red-headed freak just took off with our money.’

He wore out central Florida. The shaded towns by distant interstates. The dusty cities off the tourist routes. Mulbury, Bartow, Bowling Green. Bloomingdale, Avon Park, Arcadia. Vero Beach, Fort Pierce, Port St Lucie. Further north, Gainesville, Jacksonville, Lake City. Out of Florida and into Missouri, Georgia, Mississippi. Same shitty towns. Same no-mark cities. The lemon, the hustle. The car, the road.

After a year of it, he wore its look, in his clothes, on his face. He was bars and he was late nights. He was miles and he was freeways. He moved on. He evolved. The weary clothes of a travelling man. The junk-food pallor of the struggling man. All part of the show, all a part of the act.

He had a pool stick that matched his look. It was a good cue that looked like a house cue. In the hustling game they called it a Sneaky Pete. He’d drink plenty of beer and throw his money around like a crazy drunk. He’d shout and yell and make them laugh. He’d smack hot shots right down the rails and then he’d miss balls that a child could pocket. He’d leave a little cash behind and head to his motel for the night. The flimsy bed and the cardboard walls. The couples next door, fucking and fighting. He got so bored that he bought himself a keyboard and taught himself to play. All the tunes he loved: Elvis Presley, Bob Seger, Neil Diamond. He’d sleep late and drive around, then he’d be back in the bar pretending to drink, playing the lemon, rocking and rolling until they thought they’d got him, and then down came the hammer, out came Sneaky Pete to cut them apart. One night in a bar in Lutz, Florida, right there off State Road 597, he won $10,000 from a group of men he’d been milking for days. They came after him with a sub-machine gun, but he was gone. Gone but not forgotten, not forgotten, not Fat Rick and not Sneaky Pete.

He lived that way for a couple more years. He met a girl. She fell under his strange spell. The talk, the hair, the road, the hustle. The money in his pocket. They got married and they moved to Orlando.

It was there that he saw it first, in the bathtub of his neighbour, a vivid slick of fuming fluid.

They got talking and the guy told him all about it. He called it ‘the Green’. He said it was an all-purpose removal agent, inside and out. It could clean oil from your driveway and dirt from your carpets. It was simple to make and simple to sell.

‘You see,’ the guy said to Rick, ‘the secret is this: it’s got to look like it works. Always remember that. And it does work.’

‘Can you show me how to make it?’

With those words he was in the cleaning business for himself. Or, rather, he was in the selling business, selling cleaning fluid. He was a man of the road. He was a master salesman. He used to sell himself as a drunk pool player. Now he sold the Green, door-to-door in big plastic bottles. On the label he called it Sun-Sation, but in his mind it was always the Green.

He realised straightaway that he could never cover enough ground to get rich on his own. He formed a company, American Safety Industries. The name didn’t mean anything. It didn’t have to. He began recruiting crews of salesmen and teaching them how to sell it. He ran them off commission. The money flowed up the pyramid and he was at the top.

They’d find their way to him, the forgotten, the lost. He knew what they needed. Money in their pockets, dreams in their heads, Rick Parker in their hearts. He put a small ad in the paper. It said, ‘DO YOU WANT TO SEE THE WORLD?’ It invited them to conference rooms in downtown hotels. They weren’t going to see the world, but they were going to see a world, a world that Rick Parker wanted to show them. He was looking for a particular type. He wanted street kids, he wanted them without families, he wanted them rootless and alone. He needed all of their attention, all of their time. He had a family ready for them. He gave them jobs selling Sun-Sation, he put them on the road, paid them 10 per cent of their commission every single day.

Money in their pockets. Dreams in their heads. Rick Parker in their hearts. That was how it was. That was how things worked.

The Southern states fell to him. He had crews from Florida to Los Angeles. A kid that stayed around for long enough got his own crew to run. Some of the money that flowed upwards stuck with him. More of it ran on up to Rick. The Green cost him 49 cents to make and it cost the customer $49 to buy. It was a slick operation, as slick as the Green itself.

Imagine how it felt, shuffling in your unfamiliar chair in the function room of a chain hotel in some transit town or deadened city, your free beer warming in your lap as you watch this fat, ginger guy take to the dias in front of you and begin to talk. All of the others who’ve answered the same newspaper ad sit there too, doing the same as you, trying to look like they don’t need what the fat man has to offer, what anyone has to offer, all of you wondering exactly what was going to happen.

Then he hits you like a cleaver, separating you from one world and taking you into the next.

‘Look,’ Rick Parker says, ‘I started out like you. Just like you. I didn’t have a watch like this one on my wrist. Didn’t have a gold chain and big rings. Didn’t have the Ferrari that’s parked in the lot outside. But you wanna know how I got these things? You wanna know how you can get these things?’

He talks some more. He feels you, feels the room, takes your temperature. He waits













































Part Two

The Years of the Locust
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Tim Anderson with Suzanne Migdall, shortly before his fight wth Larry Holmes (courtesy Suzanne Migdall)


Part Three

Abyss
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Tim Anderson v George Foreman, 21 November 1987 (courtesy Tim Anderson)


Epilogue

GEORGE FOREMAN RETIRED from boxing in 1997 after a comeback that had generated many millions of dollars and turned him from a dark and forbidding presence into one of the most avuncular figures in American life. He went on to make even more money selling his famous George Foreman Grills. Rick Parker’s vision for him had proven acute.

Smokin’ Bert Cooper fought on until 2002. He lost seven of his last ten fights before slipping back into the life that he had come from. There was no glorious second act for Bert, although fight fans still talk of that magic right hand.

Tex Cobb continues to appear in films and television shows, mostly as an extremely hairy, expressionless tough guy. He remarried and moved to Philadelphia, where he, too, is remembered by fight fans as a warrior.

After her divorce from Tex, Sharon Cobb endured some of the most difficult times of her life. She moved back to Nashville and now writes a popular and respected blog on American politics.

Mark Gastineau fought four times after Oklahoma. His final bout came in 1996 in Japan, against another former NFL player, Alonzo Highsmith. Alonzo TKOed Mark in round number two. He served some time in prison for misdemeanor assault and probation violation before trying to start his life again away from the public eye. He makes some appearances on behalf of his old team, the New York Jets, but he does not speak about his time in boxing.

George and Erin live in Bradenton, George with his partner, Holly, and Erin with her daughters, Kailey and Paige. They are no more than a five-minute drive from each other, and only an hour’s trip from Hardee.

Erin’s story in its way is more remarkable than Tim’s, and she and her brother still have the thread that joins them. Tim’s brothers Darrin and Tommy have families of their own too, and their visits to Hardee are great events for the Andersons.

Soon after Tim went to jail, his girlfriend Susan came to see him. For an hour they talked and held hands. Their goodbye was unspoken, but they both understood.

Jim Murphy lost his faith in the justice system and the media following the 60 Minutes show and Tim’s trial. He found a handbook containing lists of movie producers, and for a year he worked his way down it, telling them Tim Anderson’s story. Several showed interest until they realised that there was no Hollywood ending. Jim split with his fiancée as the case took over his life. He only let it go when he realised that if he didn’t it would cost him everything else. He finds it hard to talk about, even now.

Operation Dirty Gloves, the FBI’s investigation into Rick Parker and fixed boxing matches, was dropped after Rick’s death. Bill and Trish were denied access to most of the information it held when Tim came to trial four years later.

Doctor Donald Chumley, the ringside physician at Tim’s second fight with Mark, was one of the first medics on the scene when a bomb exploded at the Murrah Building, just around the corner from his office in Oklahoma City. Not long afterwards, he was piloting his plane, alone, back from a hunting trip when he lost control and crashed. His death got caught up in arguments made by Oklahoma Bomb conspiracy theorists, who believed that the FBI, and not Timothy McVeigh, caused the explosion.

Rob Russen decided to stay well away from boxing promotion. He found another job and enjoys his life in the Florida sun. In his spare time, he promotes fairs and shows with the old-time wrestling stars, where they sign autographs and meet their fans. He remains good friends with Derrick ‘Starfire’ Dukes, and he has just finished working on a website development project for his old foe, Don King.

Don Hazelton retired from the Florida State Athletic Commission after a decade as Executive Director, with the state acknowledged as one of the safest and best-regulated in America. He owns a restaurant in central Florida.

At one point in 2007, all of the major heavyweight belts were held by white men. It was the least lucrative time in the history of the division.
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