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INTRODUCTION
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Rebecca Lobo

I used to be the Hat With the Kid Under It. That’s what my dad called me. He had nicknames for everyone and everything—Dickensian names for pets and offspring. Our guinea pig, he named Pinnywigg. My brother was Pigglypear. And I, the youngest of his three children, was the Hat With the Kid Under It.

The hat that wore me everywhere as an eight-year-old was a green Oakland A’s model. I wasn’t an A’s fan. We were all Red Sox fans in western Massachusetts. I just inherited my brother’s old Little League cap. I was a tomboy through and through. I fished, shot hoops, and played catch. And I did those with my dad. Always with my dad. And not just because the nearest neighbor kids were a quarter of a mile away.

There was nothing better than a catch with Dad on a Saturday afternoon. I would beg him to throw the ball with me in the front yard after he was done mowing the lawn. I’d fetch our gloves and wait for him to finish his attempt at making our grass look like the outfield at Fenway Park. I wanted to be Carlton Fisk. I also wanted to be Larry Bird and Mark Bavaro. When my mom said, “You can be whatever you want when you grow up,” I told her, “I want to play in the NFL.” Mom said, “Anything but that.”

Dad didn’t say much of anything. After putting the push mower back in the garage, his brow covered in sweat, he would toss the ball with me. Every time I threw the ball in his direction, he said: “Step and follow through,” one of a handful of instructional catchphrases I would hear a lot over the years. Literally a catch phrase, it occurs to me now. Whenever he declared our catch over, whether it was after five minutes or thirty-five, it was too soon. For me, not for him. I think now he just wanted a beer.

For most of my childhood, our driveway wasn’t paved. It was covered in gravel and not ideal for basketball. You could have the best handle in the world and still lose control of the ball if it hit a rogue stone. But after the basketball hoop was cemented into the ground near the garage, that driveway was our heavenly playground. I spent countless hours shooting and dribbling and playing H-O-R-S-E. I would use the toe of my shoe to draw a perforated arc in the gravel for Around the World. And Dad would take that transcontinental driveway journey with me. Every time I shot the ball from straightaway, he called out, “On your toes!” Depending on who won, the arc would mirror my face: smiling or frowning.

In fifth grade, my teacher told me that I needed to dress more like a girl and act more like a girl. She didn’t approve of my Giants jersey or my playing with the boys at recess. When I got home from school that day, I shot hoops until my parents returned from work. Both teachers themselves, they were appropriately angry when I told them what had happened. Mom had me removed from the classroom. Dad and I just continued to play catch, our therapy—or at least mine.

Perhaps he didn’t know what to say to his six-foot, sixth-grade daughter. Six-four if you counted the hairdo. This was the Heyday of Hairspray, the eighties, the Golden Age of Metal Bands. My school photos looked a lot like Eddie Van Halen in drag. Then again, at the time Eddie Van Halen looked a lot like Eddie Van Halen in drag.

As I got older, Dad spent countless hours driving me to camps, practices, and AAU tournaments: West Virginia, Tennessee, Louisiana. Every spring and summer when I was in high school, our Saturday afternoons were devoted to hour-long drives to and from AAU practice. The drive was usually silent—or would have been, if Dad didn’t always have the radio in his Toyota pickup tuned to the classic rock station. At some point on every drive—no matter the song—he would say, “Listen to that bass line. That’s a great bass line.” As a teenager, I would roll my eyes. Looking back, it makes me laugh to think how awkward it must have been for him, desperate for something to say to his teenage daughter, by then fully six-foot-four. Six-eight if you counted the hat I wore in marching band. If I wanted to be the world’s tallest alto saxophonist, that was fine with Dad.

If he was happy that I chose to play basketball, he never explicitly said so. But I know he was happy. He never missed one of my high school games. He didn’t miss any of my home games at the University of Connecticut. When I played in South Korea with the USA junior national team after my sophomore year in college, he was there. When our unbeaten UConn team won the national championship in Minneapolis in 1995, he was there. When my Olympic team won gold in Atlanta in 1996, he was in the stands. And every time I stepped to the free-throw line—during my high school, college, Olympic, and pro careers—he would wait for the hush that precedes a free throw and shout, “On your toes!”

In the last year of my WNBA career, I would stand at that line as a twenty-nine-year-old married woman and listen for my father’s unmistakable voice, cutting across the distance at Madison Square Garden or the Mohegan Sun Arena. It had been twenty years since our games on the pebble driveway, but little had changed. I still got incredible joy from sharing sports with my dad. My happiness was still my father’s first concern. And I still needed no more words from him than “On your toes!”

My toes. The toes of my high-tops no longer wore the dust of Around the World. But thanks to Dad’s endless support, my high-tops had taken me there.

Speaking of toes: My middle name is Rose, and as I grew—and my feet grew to size 12s—he gave me another nickname, Rebecca Rose Monkeytoes.

In locker rooms, I came to realize that nicknames are a sign of affection. By that standard, no one was more loved than I. A year after retiring from professional basketball, I gave birth to a daughter. She is my father’s first granddaughter, and he has been wrapped around her finger since day one. She is almost five now and has a special bond with “Dampa.” When she rode her bike without training wheels for the first time or swam at the Y without a life vest, she couldn’t wait to show him. She badgers him to go fishing and has a pink baseball glove for catch. Whenever she goes to visit him, my dad gets out his ancient and filthy New York Giants hat that he inherited when his own father, a Giants football fanatic, passed away.

Dad puts it on his granddaughter’s head. The hat rests on her ears. When he tells my daughter, “You’re the Hat With the Kid Under It,” he has no idea how close I am to tears.
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But that’s just the story of my dad and me. Other daughters, other fathers, have their own sports tales to tell, and this delightful anthology reflects a wide variety of both perspectives and sports.

You’ll read Chris Evert’s tribute to her father and feel Dan Shaughnessy’s delight in watching his daughters play softball. You’ll laugh as Bernie Lincicome describes what it’s like to be a horse-show dad and marvel at the way Ashley Force Hood and her father express their love at more than 300 mph. You’ll return to the night that the daughters of Muhammad Ali and Joe Frazier fought, and you’ll be there when an NBA legend tries to connect with the daughter he never knew.

Title IX gave millions of women opportunities they never had before. As this book shows, it also gave fathers and daughters a wealth of material. Enjoy.

REBECCA LOBO won the 1995 Naismith National Player of the Year Award after leading the University of Connecticut women’s basketball team to its first national championship. She was the youngest member of the 1996 gold-medal-winning Olympic basketball team. After seven seasons in the WNBA, she now works as a basketball analyst and reporter for ESPN. She lives in Connecticut with her husband, Steve Rushin, and their three children.





Q: Who’s tougher than a former NFL defensive tackle?
A: His daughter.



WATER PROOF
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Mike Golic with Andrew Chaikivsky

When my daughter, Sydney, was ten years old, she told my wife, Chris, and me that she wanted to play lacrosse. She had grown up watching her two older brothers play, and she was eager to try it herself. Great, we told her, and have some fun out there.

She lasted one game. She came off the field, took out her mouthpiece, and vowed never to return.

“This isn’t fun, Dad,” she explained. “I liked watching Mike and Jake play, but the girls’ game is different. They don’t let you hit anybody. You can’t knock people down.” She was visibly disappointed.
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Sydney stands tough, no doubt about it. Her brothers now both play Division I football at Notre Dame, and even though they each have a few years on her, young Sydney constantly mixed it up with them. She stood her ground. She fought back. My daughter is a sweet and charming girl, but if you think you can grab the TV remote away from her while she’s watching Viva La Bam, you’re certainly in for some trouble.

But toughness is never simply about physical strength. It’s a mind-set. I’ve been around athletes my whole life—swimming with the local YMCA team as a kid, wrestling in high school and college, playing in the NFL for nine seasons, working at ESPN—and you begin to see in people the direction they’re going to take, how badly they want to succeed and whether or not they have a chance at making it. Very early on, I saw in Sydney something that I had never seen before in someone so young.

She was spending a happy summer swimming and playing soccer when we took a family trip to Notre Dame. Our sons were going for a four-day football camp, and we learned that the athletic department was holding a swimming camp at the same time for girls ages thirteen to eighteen. We had started Sydney with a water-safety course as soon as she was out of the crib, and before long she was picking up strokes like it was second nature. By five, she was competing in swim meets at a country club near our home in Connecticut, and she had been swimming with local teams ever since. But she was only ten years old. Could Sydney attend the Notre Dame camp? we asked. The coaches agreed to let her participate.

We took her to the pool, and I looked over the practice schedule. The distances and sets seemed especially grueling—workouts that would put some football players to shame—and I asked Sydney if she thought she could handle it. She nodded silently, and we kissed her goodbye.

She swam the first session fine, but with the second practice, the distances began to take their toll on her young body. When she climbed out of the pool, I could tell that something was wrong. She looked sad to me, and I asked her if she was okay.

“This is hard, Dad,” she said. “Oh God, this is tough.”

I tried to be encouraging. “The first couple of practices are always the hardest, Sydney. You can do this. You can stick it out.”

I looked at my daughter again and saw tears streaking her cheeks. I felt helpless.

“It’ll be okay,” I said, holding her close in my arms. “We can ask them about easing up on the distances, maybe doing fewer sets.”

She pulled away abruptly. “No,” she said, “I absolutely don’t want to do less.” She wiped her eyes dry. “I’ll be fine.” And with that, she turned around and went back into the pool for the next session.

She finished all her sets that day, every lap for every stroke. She didn’t cry, didn’t come near to getting rattled, never complained. For the first time, I saw an uncommon tenacity in her as she toughed it out for three more days with the other, much older girls. She made it through the entire camp. After the last day’s session, she came back to the hotel room, and it all finally hit her.

She lay down on the bed for a quick nap. She slept for fifteen hours straight.

[image: ]

For a while, Sydney kept up with the soccer, playing goalie for a local travel team. And swimming too. After a very successful soccer season—her team won the state championship—she asked to talk with us about her future. Her future? Sydney was now eleven.

“I can’t play soccer anymore,” she told us. “I want to swim in college, hopefully at Notre Dame, and I want to make the Olympic trials, maybe even get to the Games someday. I know that to do these things I’m going to need to devote all my time to swimming.”

“But we thought you liked soccer?”

“I do like soccer, Dad,” she said. “But I love swimming.”

My wife and I were a little blown away by all this, and we had more than a few discussions about whether or not it was the right thing for her to do. At eleven, she was throwing all her chips into the pot. But I’ll be honest: Part of me was beaming with pride. She knew what she had to do, and she was going for it.

It’s been three years since Sydney’s decision. She’s on her course, progressing steadily through the qualifying times at the regional level, the states, the zones, and the sectionals. Now it’s on to the Junior Nationals, then the Senior Nationals, and then hopefully the Olympic trials in 2012.

She swims six days a week. On Mondays and Fridays, she swims twice, first thing in the morning and then again at night. She also has three dry-land practices each week, two-hour sessions of treadmill work and strength training. Obviously, she goes to high school too and has kept her grade point average above a 3.5. She’s usually done with Friday’s homework by Tuesday night.

She seems to thrive on the routine, but there are days when she’s literally exhausted. She swims between 50,000 and 60,000 yards each week. Thirty miles every six days.

They call swimming a team sport, but it isn’t really. It’s just you and the water and thousands of miles of staring at a thick black line at the bottom of the pool. You’re alone. In practices you just have to keep swimming, working out the calculus of strokes per lap and stroke rate, and executing every turn perfectly. Win a race or set a personal best and the achievement is all yours. If you fail, though, it’s not because the kicker missed a 39-yard field goal. It’s all on you.

And so I worry. My daughter is a beautiful five-foot-ten woman now, but she’s also my youngest child, my little girl, and sometimes I want to grab her, hold her tight, and ask her if she’s okay.
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Last spring, we went with Sydney to Maryland for a sectional meet where she would be swimming in six events, from the 100-yard breaststroke to the 400-yard individual medley. Her final race was the 200-yard backstroke, and she swam it strong, finishing in 2:06.46.

It was the first time that she had achieved a qualifying time for the Junior Nationals in any event, the next step in reaching her ultimate goal.

When the race was over, we were all on our feet, clapping and cheering for her as she climbed out of the pool. I looked down and saw the smile on my little girl’s face, the smile of an athlete in triumph, the smile of a beautiful woman.

MIKE GOLIC is co-host of ESPN Radio’s Mike & Mike in the Morning and an analyst for ESPN’s NFL coverage. He cowrote Mike and Mike’s Rules for Sports and Life with his radio partner Mike Greenberg and Andrew Chaikivsky. Golic is a nine-year veteran of the NFL as a defensive tackle and a former captain of the Notre Dame football team.



Examples of great athletes passing on their genius abound: the Hulls, the Mannings, the Griffeys, the Bryants. Who knew that sportswriting talent also passed between generations?



EXCELLENCE DISGUISED
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Sally Jenkins

At some point, your childhood becomes your own property. It’s yours alone, to make of it what you will, and there is not a thing that imperious shadow ruler called your father can do about it. But while you were a child, it belonged to him, and he cast it in his terms.

“You’re having a happy childhood,” my father told me.

“I am?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

My father speared another forkful of RavioliOs from my plate and ate them. It was a ritual for him to sit with his three children and share our supper anytime he and my mother went out for the evening, which was frequently. As in, every night of the week. The phone numbers of their favorite restaurants and bars were pasted on the wall by the phone for the babysitter, along with a calendar. Once, someone asked my younger brother what it was like to grow up the son of a sportswriter and author, Dan Jenkins, who was always traveling the world writing prizewinning stories and bestselling books. My brother considered the question.

“They were out every night, and when they came home they went to Europe,” he said.

You can see how a girl might want to go into the same line of work.

Somehow my father, despite his globe-circling career and a reputation for high living and enjoying the smartening effects of scotch, managed to provide us with a childhood that was, in fact, happy. How did he accomplish this? For one thing, he was deceptively sober and attentive to his children, and for another he conveyed the message that we shouldn’t feel deprived by his frequent absences, because we were lucky to have a father who enjoyed his job. It was important to love one’s occupation, he suggested. Not many people cared enough about their living to want to do it well. His work, he implied, was a value.

Clearly, he was not a conventional father. He was not a hedge-trimming, lawn-mowing kind of dad. He was not handy around the house or good with a checkbook, and he did not dandle us on his knee, intoning homespun moral wisdom. He was gone on the weekends and home on Tuesdays. He was absent for Thanksgiving (football games) and Easter (the Masters). Every day he drank twenty-two cups of coffee, smoked four packs of cigarettes, and got hate mail from Notre Damers. Nevertheless, I thought he was a better father than nine-tenths of the ones I knew.

“Okay, you kids never got a vote—because kids shouldn’t get a vote,” he said when I got older. “But while you’re totaling up the deficiencies in your childhood, don’t forget to mention the vacations in Hawaii and the Park Avenue penthouse.”

Mainly, I thought all fathers were the drop-dead funniest guys on earth. The first writing of his I ever read came in the form of picture postcards from distant places. My mother would turn the television to whatever event my father happened to be covering and hand each of us a postcard. “That’s where your dad is,” she’d say, pointing at the screen. There might be a football game on, which invariably seemed to be played between Nebraska and Oklahoma, or an Olympic ski race, usually won by a skinny Frenchman in tight pants named Jean-Claude Killy.


Italian Alps, Dolomiti di Brenta, 1967

    Dear sweet girl,

This is where Daddy eats lunch before he falls down the mountain. Daddy needs a haircut, a shave, and a cheeseburger, but nobody speaks English here. Be a good little girl and hug your brothers. I love you,

Daddy.

Kitzbühel, Winter Sommersportsplatz, 1967

    Daddy drinks lots of wine and eats his soup and cheese. You would have fun here falling down with Daddy and riding the trains. Kiss Momma and your brothers for me.



Even the morning I was born, seven minutes ahead of my twin brother, my father sized up the situation and decided, at arguably the most profound moment of his life, that it was rich with sporty one-liners.

“Girl at 3:50, boy at 3:57,” the doctor announced.

To which my father replied, “Kinda heavy, aren’t they?”

The dinner hour was always ours. Before my parents went out, he would sit at the kitchen table with his three children, surrounded by their plates and tall glasses of milk. My father would talk to us while he stole bites of our kiddie food. Alphabet soup. Creamed corn. Franks and beans. Stouffer’s frozen vegetables.

This was his idea of fatherly advice as we sat at the dinner table: “Don’t rob old people,” he said.

Around him, his three children would capsize their milk, giggling.

“Daddy?”

“Yes.”

“I learned a joke today.”

“Tell it.”

“What’s green and lives in the sea?”

“What?”

“Moby Pickle.”

He began laughing helplessly and couldn’t stop for the next five minutes, while around him three pajamaed urchins banged their forks on the table with delight.

Many of the stories he wrote, of course, represented absences. But not as many as you might think. He was, despite my brother’s joke, a vividly present father. When we got old enough, he often took us with him. His story assignments became family summer vacations. We scampered with impunity through pressrooms and carried hot coffee to him, and we surely must have pestered him, though he never complained of it.

The combined quality and volume of his writing on golf, football, Olympic skiing, and hundreds of other subjects was breathtaking, given that he produced it while also attending school plays, writing checks to orthodontists, mustering private-school tuitions, and lifting the family luggage. All of which he made seem effortless. His fathering style, interestingly, was not much different from his writing style, which is to say, excellence disguised as offhandedness.


Hi, Sal,

In a hurry. Something’s about to happen I didn’t expect. Here’s the money for the guns and the grenades. Be careful. Remember how long they held the Hearst girl in custody.



Sweetheart,

This should see you through your next three or four motel stops, pay for the pound of heroin, and help get your friends out of the Turkish prison. How are the hand grenades holding out? Did the bike gang blow up the church as was planned?



As far as I could tell, being a sportswriter the way my father practiced the trade meant grinning to himself as he rattled away on an old Royal typewriter. It meant a constant effort to think about things more plainly, the better to describe them. It meant easy rhythms and phrasing and yet unfailing truthfulness and nail-on-the-head precision. It was about a stripping away of pretense, a peeling away of the excesses that surround sports to find the real truths underneath.

Ineradicable memories seep down inside a person’s consciousness and disappear for decades, only to reappear later in the form of ambition—and material. Slowly but surely, my father exerted his influence, a tractor-beam-like pull. I traipsed after him from assignment to assignment, from childhood to adulthood, until his profession became mine. He was from a generation of sportswriters that adopted a demeanor of perpetual nonchalance, cigarettes dangling, so he never talked much about his art or his pride in having a child follow his footsteps. He never said, “Be a writer like me.” His instructions were his example: the sound of a typewriter in the back room, which began shortly after I went to bed at night and which was going again when I woke up in the morning. The absoluteness of his concentration, the contrariness of his thinking, and the depth of his respectfulness for good work. All of which together can only be called a kind of integrity.

“Learn your craft,” he told me, on one of the few occasions we discussed my future. “And don’t ever let a thing go until it’s as good as you can make it.”

He also said this: “Dad loves his work.”

SALLY JENKINS is an award-winning columnist for The Washington Post and the bestselling author of eight books, including It’s Not About the Bike: My Journey Back to Life, her collaboration with Lance Armstrong; The Real All Americans, about Jim Thorpe and the Carlisle Indian Industrial School football squad; and The State of Jones, an account of an insurrection in the heart of the Confederacy cowritten with Harvard historian John Stauffer. Jenkins’s work has been featured in GQ and Sports Illustrated, and she has been a correspondent on CNBC as well as on NPR’s All Things Considered. She lives in New York City.



When a daughter gets up on a horse, it’s often the dad who goes for a ride.



WHOA IS ME
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Bernie Lincicome


Men will die for ribbons. —NAPOLEON
Dads will max out their credit cards for ribbons.
—HORSE-SHOW FATHER



Dads are suckers for daughters. It only takes one word. Two syllables, maybe three if it is a really big deal.

“Dad-dee.”

That will do it. Woe to the man who gets, “Dad-dee-ee?”

The consequence of the question stood insolently in his stall. A huge chestnut gelding grinding fodder, crunch, crunch, crunch, his large shiny eyes fixing me without welcome.

Here was a literal example of putting on the feed bag, oats, barley, shredded beet pulp, bran, a little molasses, of which he would require five pounds a day, plus another twenty pounds of hay, maybe ten gallons of water. Did I mention each day?

“When we get him fed up,” said Sharon, our daughter’s trainer, “he’ll be stunning. He’s a good first horse.”

A chill crept up my neck. There was something ominous in those words. He was already stunning enough for my bank account. But it was the other phrase. First horse. That implied a second, a third horse.

It raised the prospect that this was not going to be a whim, a passage for a young girl between puberty and the prom.

I got through my youth with a single baseball glove, the one I oiled and molded around the baseball, the one I slept with. The left side of my face smelled like neats-foot oil throughout junior high school. It was not my first glove. It was my glove. It will always be my glove.

My wife, Jaye, a synchronized swimmer, owned two swimsuits as performer, coach, and lifeguard. A good first suit, a good second suit. Not a better suit, just another suit.

It is not a long list, those one-time things—coffins, wedding dresses, toilet paper—but I had no reason to believe a girl’s horse would not be somewhere on that list.

This was her horse, my thirteen-year-old daughter’s horse, and even after he was fed up, after the hours of training and brushing and bathing, her small hands doing it all, his fate would be to give way to another horse, a better horse.

I considered the name “Already Obsolete” for the show ring. Or maybe “Second Mortgage.” I settled on “First Edition.”

Lad, the horse’s stable name, stood seventeen hands and already weighed an unfed-up 1,200 pounds. The rider, my daughter Romey, stood maybe nine hands—using her hands to measure, not the ordinary five-inch adult hand—and it would be up to her to control this biohazard of bone and muscle and self-interest, making him leap over hurdles, causing him to turn on command, all of this using a piece of wire in his mouth.

They made a good package, I was told, the thin, elegant young girl and the stately beast. Judges like that.

But let’s go back to the beginning.

“Dad-dee-ee, could I have a horse?”

Had the question come from my son, David, the answer would have been no, hell, no. He asked for a skateboard, and I gave him a list of chores to complete before he got it.

To my daughter, I said, “You’ll need lessons.”

Romey spent time at a local suburban pasture near our home, riding bareback on plugs, happily galloping along, laughing with other girls her age. There is something between horses and young girls, as if each looks empty without the other. Studies have been done on the subject.

I could have left her in the pasture, with or without her own horse, happy and with no pressure to please anyone but herself. But fathers want more for their daughters. They want the best for them. And daughters want to please their fathers. It is the way it is.

So I decided to give her a seat. That’s the word for it. A hunter seat. She would learn to ride properly, not like a rodeo cowgirl chasing calves—not that there’s anything wrong with it—but like a princess. My little princess. She would learn equitation.

Equitation is the highbrow word for when the saddle is the size of a hand towel and has no horn. Sometimes this is known as riding “English.”

There is something slippery about that term. You put English on a cue ball to make it do unnatural things. The English muffin is not a muffin at all but a doughy little waffle. You have to take English in school over and over even though you already understand and speak it.

English, indeed. Why not Polish? Or Hungarian? Hunter seat equitation is entirely foreign. Tallyho, riding to hounds. John Wayne did not start the cattle drive by telling Montgomery Clift, “Let’s canter them to Montana, Matt.”

Sharon, a chain-smoking Michigander, would teach Romey how to ride English. Like any coach, she wanted to see what she had to work with.

Romey climbed upon a rented horse, a benign mare of a certain age that had been through this many times. Walk. Trot. Canter. That’s the horse show equivalent of punt, pass, and kick. Around the practice ring they went, at least one of them knowing what she was doing.

“She threw in a flying change,” marveled Sharon.

Huh?

Pride in Romey’s accomplishment overrode the impulse to ask just what exactly a flying change might be (it might be throwing money at a parking meter or knocking over the tip jar at Starbucks), but to have Romey throw one in during her first session suggested to me the same feeling Jimmy Evert must have had the first time little Chrissie hit the baseline with two hands on the racket.

The world of sports parenting divides itself into two camps: soccer moms and tennis dads. There is the occasional crossover and the political hybrid, the hockey mom, but I found myself in an
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