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For Laura,
 the one I’m always seeking to impress

Foreword

It’s probably more powerful to have some kind of famous person write the foreword to your book.
Let this be the first of many disappointments as you read more.
To begin with, the book isn’t really complete. Lots of sports are never mentioned at all.
In fact, there is every chance you can blow through the book while standing at a Barnes & Noble, Borders, Books-A-Million, Hastings, Chapters (for those of you in Canada), or an independent bookseller of your choice while waiting for your wife, girlfriend, mistress, or the opposite if you are female. (Let the record show I like females. Females are good readers.) Anyway, you should be able to read this thing in roughly the same amount of time it takes that person you are waiting for to finish arguing with the cashier as to whether the “10% off” sticker is in addition to, or exclusive of, the discount associated with his or her book club membership.
If you go this route, please don’t damage the cover, as it is intended to be displayed as a coffee-table book. Or at least used as a coaster.
As for ongoing disappointments, in addition to not being complete, the book is not particularly accurate. If this were a history book, then Ken Burns would have been involved and it would have taken four or five years to produce. I wrote this thing in four or five hours, and that time would have been reduced a great deal had my daughters not kept interrupting me to play indoor tackle football. They know ten different pass routes, all off of audible calls at the line of scrimmage, which is over by the television set.
While being neither complete nor historically accurate, my book is about sports. At times.
I get to cover sports for a living. This is ridiculous. Other people have real jobs. They make things. They sell stuff. They put out fires. I just watch sports. Then I make up stories about the sports I watch.
In this effort, if you can call it that, I’ve tried to be honest, except in those cases where making something up helped finish a paragraph. I won’t say writing the book was easy, but it wasn’t exactly coal mining either.
The inspiration for this book came from my literary agent, Michael Murphy. He saw me inside his television and was moved to send me countless e-mails encouraging me to write a book. He probably just wanted to make money, but he said all the right things. Perhaps he’ll stop sending me e-mails now.
I’ve never even met the guy. He could be a war criminal for all I know. If so, I probably don’t have to give him any money. He should be hanged. The bastard.
My other inspiration was the Jon Stewart book on democracy. I think it was called Democracy or maybe it was called An Incomplete and Inaccurate History of Democracy. (Publisher’s note: It was called America (The Book).) Anyway, it was funny.
I hope I have done for sports what Jon Stewart did for democracy. Since his book came out, our great nation has not been taken over by Communists. Not yet.
As I write, one thought keeps going through my head: “If I exclude a glossary or whatever that section is that comes at the end of some books, I can be done writing sooner.” (Publisher’s note: That thing is called an index.)
At the same time, I love words. I love writing. Why else would I have written this coaster?
I have decided to cut the price by 75 percent. Under twelve dollars seems like a fair price, way better than forty-eight dollars.
And I don’t think Canadians should have to pay extra. Why does the book industry hate Canada? Why don’t books have little stickers that penalize instead Mexicans or Hondurans? (Publisher’s note: Author has no say in pricing of the book.)
This book is dedicated to Canadians. I’m going to write my first chapter on hockey.
Enjoy your coaster.

Backwords

I do believe this is the first backwords in publishing history. I didn’t find another one in my exhaustive research at a local bookstore. Then again, my daughters Riley and Annie made me stop when we were knee-deep in the transportation section.
This is so revolutionary it is holding up the opening chapter on ice hockey, dedicated to all those Canadian people, the targets of an oppressive book industry.
Seems like a good time for a photograph now.
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Here is my daughter Riley’s illustration of the Immaculate Reception. You know, the famous play in which Franco Harris caught the ball after it bounced off the ground and Pittsburgh beat Oakland.
It would appear Riley was inspired to draw something of a hybrid illustration in which football and baseball converge but on a day where not many players showed up. I don’t know what Riley was thinking. That is why I asked her to explain herself. Usually when I ask her to explain herself it’s because she has sprayed a full can of Raid into the fireplace and our couch is in flames. This time I just wanted to know why she drew a hybrid football-baseball game with not enough players when you’d think after knowing me for eight years or so we would have talked about Franco Harris at least once.
Below is Riley’s explanation. She earned five dollars for this. She spent it on earrings at the mall. These are the fake pierced earrings that squeeze onto her earlobes and dent them. She will have lost them long before this gets printed, but at least we have the following:
[image: image]

Forward

Larry Bird
I can’t believe Kenny Mayne is trying to delay his hockey chapter by using another gimmick this early in the book. I was a forward, get it? He tried to tell me how funny it would be if a forward wrote a forward for him, some kind of lame literary inside joke playing off the fact books have forewords.
He also told me how I was his favorite forward of all time but little does he know I just ran into Karl Malone, Dennis Rodman, and Xavier McDaniel.
I think this is pretty stupid but I’ll tell you what is funny. What’s funny is the picture just below. Kenny asked his daughter Annie to draw up Don Larsen’s perfect game, and she illustrated bowling.
Like her sister, Annie also wrote up a little paragraph trying to explain why her father had never sat her down to talk with her about Don Larsen’s perfect game. What kind of parenting is that?
As I understand it, at the time Riley was spending her five bucks on the fake earrings, Annie was being forced to try on back-to-school clothes. No wonder she feels left out as the second child. Tell you what, I’ll buy her the fake earrings if they’re going to treat her that way. There’s no way Malone was better than me. And I know I’m just a hick, but as far as contextual continuity goes, don’t you think it would have made a whole lot more sense to run the ice hockey chapter just after the mention in the foreword about how Canadians have to pay extra money for books? That’s how I would have done it.
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Ice Hockey

Barry Melrose was one of the greatest coaches in the history of professional ice hockey.
Currently, he is the greatest professional ice hockey commentator in the history of professional ice hockey commentating.
And “O Canada” is a way better song than “The Star-Spangled Banner.”
Some people reading this are thinking, “If you like Canada so much, why don’t you just move there?” To those people I say, “Will you help me move?” and “Can I borrow your truck?”
Hockey was invented a long time ago by people who had nothing better to do when ponds would freeze.
The point of the game is to make a rubber disk go past a line at the front of a goal area. When that happens, a red lamp is lighted and the people watching punch each other on the arm and spill beer. That’s unless the red lamp is lighted by the visiting team, in which case the people just spill beer.
In ice hockey players often get into fights. It is rare in sport (see also the boxing chapter I wrote and the cockfighting chapter I did not) that the officials in charge stand back and allow fights to continue. In ice hockey, however, fighting is given tacit approval by the officials.
“Tacit” is the fanciest word I’ve used so far and it contains just four or five letters.
If I remember correctly, ice hockey uses about six players on each side. Teams have more players than that—otherwise who would the six players sit next to on the plane? The players who aren’t on the ice tap their hockey sticks on the floor to encourage players who are on the ice. The players on the floor aren’t encouraged by this, because they cannot see or hear the sticks being tapped on the floor, due to the fact somebody on the other team has them in a headlock or their faces are being smashed into the protective glass surrounding the rink.
Wayne Gretzky is arguably the greatest ice hockey player ever. He was better at being a player than Melrose was at being a coach or is at being a commentator. I mentioned Melrose earlier because he’s a good guy who one time handled an entire three-minute-long ice hockey highlight for me when I had to fill in on the NHL 2Night on ESPN2 when Bill Pidto was ill. The NHL 2Night highlight lad had delivered me a shot sheet (the notes written up to match the highlight video) for a thirty-second highlight, but then they instead rolled the three-minute version. I said to Barry, “You’ve always wanted to call a hockey highlight by yourself, right?” Then I walked away. Barry nailed the highlight without any notes in the same way I can make toast without a recipe. But back to Gretzky, who has never done anything for me.
The fact I’m calling him arguably the greatest ice hockey player ever when he’s never read a hockey highlight for me says something. It says I’m probably minimizing his greatness by inserting “arguably” when his very nickname was and is the Great One. I don’t know if he makes his wife or children call him the Great One. I used to make my daughters call me Sire or Lord of All Nations. That was back when they believed I invented the sun. Way before fake earrings.
Of Wayne Gretzky, Barry Melrose is quoted as saying the following: “a unique person and athlete who comes along very, very seldom.” The fact Melrose said “very” twice makes me think there won’t be an ice hockey player called Another Great One for a very, very long time.
“O Canada” is a good song but I’m not moving to Canada, because I don’t know very much about ice hockey.

Here is one relevant fact about ice hockey.
In 1997, Scotty Bowman became the first coach in the history of the four major American pro sports to win titles with three different franchises. Bowman won a record nine Stanley Cups, five with the Canadiens, three with the Red Wings, and one with the Penguins.

This book is making an excellent coaster.

Australian Rules Football

Australian Rules football is very popular in Australia, where many people know the rules.
Very few people know the rules to tipping.
Sure, there are those little slide rules one can purchase to cut down the time spent calculating just what the waiter or waitress deserves. I’m speaking instead of the larger question, the true rules of tipping—a great philosophical dilemma.
I knew a guy in college who was taught by his parents that one should tip one dollar no matter the total price of the meal. That family is the reason waiters spit in food.
We know by now that tips should be around 15 to 20 percent of the total bill. Is that before or after taxes? What if the food costs $100 but your date picks out a rare $2,500 bottle of wine? Should the waiter be tipped the 15 to 20 percent on the entire bill? If so, the tip would exceed the cost of the food. That better be good wine.
Also, should there be a second date?
I don’t have to worry about that last scenario, because I’m married and rarely drink.
But I do face the issue of tipping because of the great amount of travel I incur.
“Incur” is a strange-looking word.
My grand-nephew (I’m that old or my niece had a baby that young) James once tipped his teacher a twenty-dollar bill. He thought she was doing a good job.
That was one of the rare occasions where a tip was refused. In many cases, the tip is built into the pricing, often disguised under other names. At fine hotels, room service is delivered with a high base price and an automatic tip. With the addition of “service and delivery” charges, I once had a cheeseburger, salad, and Coke (not Pepsi) for seventy-eight dollars in New York City. There was a price for the actual food, another for the fact that the food was delivered to the room, and still another for the fact that a hotel employee had to push an elevator button and knock on my hotel room door. In addition, the room-service waiter did indeed offer a full review of exactly what had occurred.
Waiter: We have the cheeseburger, salad, and Coke.
Me: Right.
Waiter: Will there be anything else?
Me: No. I think seventy-eight dollars is enough.
It’s at this point the waiter typically lingers in the room, unfolding my cloth napkin, inquiring as to whether ice cubes will be necessary, and pointing out how the Yankees are doing either quite well or not so quite well. It is at this point the waiter is hoping I put pen to paper and add Additional gratuity.
I will do no such thing.
I’m all for hefty tipping when the waiter or waitress has been a great sport, particularly inside a restaurant.
Waiter: Will there be anything else?
Me (circling the preassigned total on the bill): No. I think an effective tip rate of 25 percent is fair given the fact that all you did was push an elevator button and knock on my door.
Waiter: I did also announce all the items that had been delivered. They were cheeseburger, salad, and Coke.
Me: I’ll put the tray in the hall.
Housekeepers? They should be tipped even more often than teachers. And teachers should split their tips with janitors.
Housekeepers should be tipped except in those cases where they already are being tipped. Some hotels now insert an extra 10 percent fee on the bill for “general services.” When I caught this once in up-state New York, it was explained to me that the money is for the bellmen, valets, and housekeepers. Those were the same people who gladly accepted fives and tens from me all week.
The automatic tipping charges act as protection for staff in the event the hotel is full of people who would also be capping all restaurant tips at one dollar no matter the price of the meal. Most people, however, actually tip a fair amount of money for a fair amount of work. What the institutionalized tipping does is create a standoff in what ought to be a friendly exchange of money for service.
You know, the free market.
Bellman: Will there be anything else?
Me: You mean like me handing you more money?
Bellman: Pardon me?
Me: How ’bout you, the valet guys, and the housekeepers all run up to the front desk. They are holding your tip money in escrow.
I feel like a jerk right now for not tipping that bellman, and this is just a book.
Instead, even with the knowledge that I’m getting hammered at checkout, I’ll fork over fives and tens to bellmen, valet attendants, and housekeepers just so they don’t talk about me when I leave.
The automatic tipping charge is like the Alternative Minimum Tax. It was invented to catch cheats, but it ends up hammering those who might have been honest in the first place.
Will there be anything else? Yes. There will be the guy at the fancy hotel who hands you a valet parking slip.
Guy at Hotel Who Hands Me Valet Parking Slip: Will there be anything else?
Me: This five dollars?
Guy at Hotel Who Handed Me Valet Parking Slip and Accepted Five Dollars: Thank you.
Next in line is Guy Who Takes Luggage out of Excessively Large Family Vehicle Purchased to Guard Family Against Damage Caused by Other Excessively Large Family Vehicles. That guy takes our luggage out of the back and moves it just inside the door of the hotel.
Guy Who Took Luggage out of the Back of Excessively Large Family Vehicle Purchased to Guard Family Against Damage Caused by Other Excessively Large Family Vehicles: Will there be anything else?
Me: This ten bucks?
Next comes Guy Who Pushes Luggage on a Cart to the Bell Stand Area.
Guy Who Pushed Luggage on a Cart to Bell Stand Area: Will there be anything else?
Me: This ten bucks?
Then comes Nice Lady at Counter Who Actually Gives Us Keys to Our Room but who is ineligible to accept tips even though she has also said, “Will there be anything else?”
Me: Change for a hundred?
Next comes the actual bellman, the fifth person we’ve encountered, but only the fourth eligible for a tip. He works way harder than the guy mentioned previously who was automatically tipped for pushing an elevator button and knocking on my door. In this case, he doesn’t have to push the elevator button, because my daughters fought each other for thirty seconds for the right to be the one who got to touch a filthy elevator button, and he doesn’t have to knock on the door, because we open it for him with the key, but still he does have to lift a bunch of luggage and the cart looks like the Clampetts have arrived because we always pack like we are moving away permanently, so yes, he worked pretty hard relatively speaking. He gets a nice tip for all that but mostly because he gives us back our luggage.
Guy Who Gives Us Back Our Luggage: Will there be anything else?
Me: This twenty?
We’ve gone through forty-five dollars and all we have to show for it is the repossession of our luggage. We order cheeseburgers.
Later we go to dinner, in an actual restaurant, and encounter Waitress Who Is Mean Until the Two-Minute Warning to Moment of Tip Declaration. Throughout the meal she was impatient with the kids. She acted like we’d requested that she swim the English Channel when another fork was needed because Annie had launched the first one across the room. She cited government regulations when a small substitution request was made. She never looked at my wife.
But when the Two-Minute Warning to Tip Declaration was silently sounded, the girl was all smiles. Suddenly she had cleavage. She talked about the weather. She patted one of the girls on the head.
After an hour of surliness, she’s selling kindness. But we’re not buying.
We’ve seen this act before. It’s too late for her to spit in our food. All she can do is talk about us.
Words are cheap. And in this case, so are we. But in this case, it feels rich.
A dollar for her.

Here’s a bunch of facts about Australian Rules football, but I had to go and use tackle football in distributing the facts, which will probably have all you Australian Rules football people upset.
Fact: Australian Rules football was established to keep cricket players fit during winter.
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Badminton

Lots of people call badminton “bad-mitten.”
Those people don’t know what they are talking about.
In badminton, your father takes about three hours to set up a net because there are rocks under the grass where he is trying to jam the posts in.
In the meantime, you and your friends kill each other with jokes about how the thing you are supposed to hit over the net, if your dad ever gets it set up, is called a “shuttlecock.”
You keep repeating “shuttlecock” over and over. Eventually, one of your friends laughs so hard he pees his pants and has to go home to change clothes.
Shuttlecock.
I just peed my pants and would have to go home to change my clothes except I’m already home.
We live on a hill in Connecticut and the front yard is slanted so severely there is no shot at playing badminton, even if I let my daughters say “shuttlecock.” Plus my dad died in 2001 so there is no one around to set up the game.
Anyway, in badminton, once your dad has set up the net, you hit the shuttlecock back and forth over the net. If it hits the ground on your side your opponent gets one point.
I think the games are played to 15, but who cares? Badminton is not as cool as tackle football but you usually don’t break your femur as often. Then again, I’ve never seen anyone play badminton with Lawrence Taylor.

Here is a relevant fact about badminton.
Badminton premiered as a full medal Olympic sport at the 1992 Games in Barcelona. My friend, Tom Farrey, who also has a book called Game On, went to those Games and said he saw a lot of topless women.


Baseball

Baseball players are among the most superstitious of all athletes. I don’t really know if this is true, but it’s been repeated so often I’m going with it. And there’s no way I’m going to call anyone to find out. To do otherwise would insult the integrity of this book’s title.
I do know, from personal experience, that every baseball manager or player I have ever seen avoids touching the white chalk foul line when coming on or off the field.
I don’t really know why baseball coaches are called managers. I have never heard a player say to a manager, “How are you today, manager?” They might say, “How are you today, boss?” Or, “How are you today, skipper?”
As far as I care to know, in every other sport except tetherball, the highest-ranking person on or near the field of play is known as the head coach. That is true except in those cases in which the general manager or owner comes down to the field from the luxury suite to poke and prod the players they own. In baseball, general managers and owners don’t have to worry about touching or not touching the white chalk foul line, because they usually stay back by the batting cage and talk about the players.
The players are also talking about the general manager and the owner. Mostly they are saying bad things about each other. Typically, the owner is a guy who has lots of money because his father or grandfather had lots of money. That’s with the exception of the owners who made a bunch of money in the 1990s when everybody thought the Internet would be a big deal.
Boy, were people wrong about that one.
Anyway, whether rich via their grandfather or via the Internet, the owner and his general manager don’t have to worry about the white chalk line that much. They have subordinates to touch or not touch it for them.
Everyone else is terrified of that white chalk foul line even though a ball that hits the line is called fair.
In 2001, at the Major League All-Star Weekend in Seattle, I stood with some ex–big league players and colleagues and we all joked about how ridiculous the superstition is regarding the white chalk foul line. There were many of us standing around doing this, far too many to chronicle the names right here. In front of all these people I stomped all over the white chalk foul line on the third-base side. Nothing happened.
The next day I played in the so-called Legends and Celebrities Softball Game. I’m guessing I was a legend. Midway through the game, I tried to bring back an Alvin Davis home run that was ten feet over my head. I sacrificed my body, leaping nearly three inches off the ground at the end of a full-speed run. I slammed into the aluminum fencing that was being held up by high school students so that it wouldn’t collapse when somebody like me tried to run through it. I hit my head and thought I was going to die.
Howie Long, the famous tackle football player who is probably in the Hall of Fame, ran over to me and asked, “Are you okay?” I told Howie, “I am not well.” He then laughed for ten minutes. Somehow I managed to continue in the game. It was only a minor concussion I would find out later. What’s a minor concussion when Jessica Biel is on my team?
I caught a fly ball to end the game (Biel threw one pitch to get the save) but in doing so I injured my knee. I didn’t exactly judge the ball well and made an inelegant catch, while my left knee was hyperextended. An MRI the next day revealed no tear, just a minor sprain.
The next morning I was drying my hair when unbeknownst to me my electric hair dryer caught fire. As I continued my important grooming, tiny pieces of molten plastic hair dryer were being blown onto my face, eyelids, and hair. I yanked the flaming hair dryer’s electrical cord out of the wall and went about removing shards of plastic shrapnel from myself. The hotel staff was very concerned. Very concerned that I might sue. What’s some molten plastic hair dryer affixed to your eyelid when Jessica Biel was on your team?
Counting it up now, in roughly thirty-six hours since I’d stomped all over the white chalk foul line at Safeco Field, I had suffered a concussion, nearly blown out my knee, and was half an inch from being blinded by flying melted plastic.
I still think the superstition is ridiculous. Baseball players and managers and even coaches, owners, and general managers should come out of the Dark Ages and be free of this mindless tradition.
I have never stepped on a white chalk foul line since.
Way back when the foul lines weren’t marked quite so neatly, I tried the game of baseball.
Fred George’s dad, Vern George, was the coach. He may have been the manager too. Fred George would later break my ankle in ninth-grade tackle football. His dad seemed intent on breaking my face.
Vern George would stand on the pitcher’s mound while inept, underdeveloped ten-year-olds like me stood trembling about fifty feet away. I stood ready (ready?) at home plate to try to field sizzling grounders off the bat of Vern George. Mostly I tried to defend myself from the lasers offered me by this full-grown man who shaved, drove cars, and mowed the lawn. He placed us with the backstop directly behind us because if not, in my case, it would have been a long afternoon having to go chase every single one of the balls he belted toward me.
Somehow, I avoided serious injury and having Rawlings emblazoned on my face. But I did not avoid being sent down to the Lesser Little Leagues. The players who could catch some of Vern George’s grounders were rewarded with a roster spot on the Majors team. Those who did not cover their face with their glove were put into Double A. Dorks like me were placed in whatever the league was called that accepted players who had to be placed in any league.
Back before the heavy pressure of full-scale tryouts and cuts there was the Really Lesser Little League.
This was T-ball. Pretty much anyone could hit the ball off a tee.
I struck out off a tee.
With my older sister, Leslie, and her boyfriend watching behind home plate’s backstop, I strode to the tee, a seven-year-old full of no confidence. None at all. Cover of Dork magazine.
On the first swing, I dribbled one off the tee about eleven feet from home plate. The umpire ruled it a strike, as the ball had to make it to the pitcher’s area to count as being in play. On the second attempt, I swung mightily and missed. I thought I heard my sister’s boyfriend yell, “Swing lower!” My sister buried her face in shame into her boyfriend’s coat. That, or she was sexually active at age twelve.
It came down to this. On my third swing I broke the tee in half.
I don’t know if breaking the tee in half should have counted as a strike. I doubt the umpire did either.
Some occurrences are just too far-fetched to have been included in the rule book. Maybe because it would have taken someone’s dad half an hour to grab tools out of the back of his pickup truck and repair the broken tee, a consensus decision was reached by all the parents in attendance. The umpire, the father-coaches (not yet called managers), and some moms who saw the dinner hour approaching all looked at each other with one of those glances that said, “This kid really sucks and he’ll probably break another tee if we repair that one.”
They called me out on strikes. They played another inning with someone’s dad pitching. I probably struck out off someone’s dad too.
My baseball career flourished after that. I never struck out off a tee again. I pitched a no-hitter against Brack’s Parker Paint while proudly wearing the red and green colors of LakeCrest 7-Eleven. But still, I couldn’t hit my way out of a paper bag.
My baseball career ended in ninth grade. Spring baseball was my return to athletics after snapping my ankle the previous fall in tackle football. That sounds like a pretty good excuse for hitting .050, doesn’t it?
One for twenty. I think the one was an infield hit that could have been ruled an error.
I lost interest in baseball and devoted all my time to tackle football. There were no bats involved and I had plenty of bones left to break.
I remained a fan of baseball. So much so that one time my late friend Warren Thomas and I paid off a security guard and found ourselves watching the Seattle Mariners and the Oakland A’s at Oakland Coliseum for two dollars each.
The best baseball memories were free and, as the commercial says, priceless.
In 1995, I watched in person at Yankee Stadium as New York took a 2–0 wild-card playoff lead against my hometown Mariners. Three games later, Ken Griffey Jr. (who might have broken Aaron’s mark before Bonds if not for the injuries) was sliding into home, smiling, and the Mariners had taken down the Yankees.
But my best memory was not a provincial thing. It was the night Cal Ripken Jr. broke the seemingly unbreakable “iron man” record for consecutive games played. That night, September 6, 1995, Ripken played in his 2,131st straight game, en route to his standing record of 2,632 games. (Is this book loaded with stats, or what?) Anyway, sixteen years without missing a day of work.
I can’t remember my dad ever missing a day of work either, but his streak of selling airline tickets and loading passengers onto planes for United in Seattle just never caught the public’s attention.
My wife, Laura, and I were on our honeymoon the night Ripken set the mark. We drove from Connecticut to Maine. No real plan. Just drive north each night until we found a spot to sleep, then a repeat of that the next day.
One night we found ourselves in a small cottage a few towns north of Portland, Maine. Our room was tiny, the black-and-white television maybe ten inches. And yet, it was one of the great TV experiences we’d ever witnessed, right there with the first walk on the moon, also seen in black and white.
The reception came in and out, the audio was hot then muted. But it was poetic.
Nothing funny happened.

Here is a relevant fact about baseball.
On June 14, 1996, Cal Ripken Jr. played in his 2,216th consecutive game, setting a new consecutive games “world record.” The previous mark of 2,215 was held by third baseman Sachio Kinugasa, who played with the Hiroshima Carp in Japan’s Central League. Off memory, I could have sworn Kinugasa had played in 2,214 games.


Basketball

Basketball is a sport in which I could not hit a jumper to save my life.
The best basketball played in my vicinity was in 1979. That’s when the best three-guard offense ever, Gus Williams, (the late) Dennis Johnson, and Fred Brown helped take the Sonics to their one and only NBA title.
The greatest moment in the history of Seattle Sonic NBA titles came when play was stopped. It was the title series in the spring of ’79. The Bullets (who would later be called Wizards, and by the way, Gus was nicknamed the Wizard) had called a time-out after a big Seattle run. The Sonics didn’t take a long time in the huddle. After all, it wasn’t their idea to call a time-out. They were doing fine.
As the Bullets continued to break chalk and devise a plan to stop the Sonics, the Seattle players came onto the court. Gus and D.J. ended up under the basket at one end. They grabbed the ball from one of the refs and started flipping little two-foot backhand shots into the hoop. They stood there laughing, eating up the moment. They owned the game and we owned the Bullets. (Fans of professional sports teams use the word “we” as though the entire town is part of one large high school. The use of “we” is seen most often when a team is on the verge of winning a league title. The use of “we” carries even more power when the league involved decides to call its championship a world championship even if it’s really a championship only for teams located in North America.) (Portions of this will be repeated in the next chapter because I wrote some similar-sounding stuff a few months apart due to the fact that I have poor organizational skills and don’t always plan ahead. Speaking of plan ahead, my mom once taught me a lesson about how to prepare for the future.
On a piece of paper she wrote out—P L A N A H E A
I see her point now that I have two similar basketball chapters.)
Back when the Sonics weren’t being world or even league champions, when they weren’t even competing so swell in the old Pacific Division, their stage still seemed fairly large to a twelve-year-old. Times were different. Either that, or my parents were totally irresponsible. (Even though my mom was pretty big on Planning.) In those days our parents (my friends’ included) would allow us to take a bus to downtown Seattle from fifteen miles to the south. The parents would rotate after-the-game pickup responsibilities.
My wife and I don’t let our girls farther away from us than the brussels sprouts when we are standing by the asparagus. But in the early 1970s all parents smoked cigarettes and used their right arm for seat belts.
The Sonic games were great, I’m certain. Wilt Chamberlain could have been in town, for
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