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“God knows I try, Mr.Csonka"

“You're looking good, Mr. Kiick”




Two Miami Dolphins discuss how to run and how to deal with Don Shula
by Larry Csonka and Jim Kiick with Dave Anderson

EDITOR'S NOTE: Lawrence Richard Csonka and James
Forrest Kiick are running backs for the Miami Dol-
phins. Mr. Csonka plays fullback, number 39; Mr. Kiick
plays halfback, number 21. To teammates, Mr. Csonka
is Buteh Cassidy, Mr. Kiick the Sundance Kid.

Jim Kiiek: I'd like to have a TV camera in my hel-

met, and a microphone, so the fan could really under-

stand what it’s like to be a running back. There are
things to hear as well as to see.
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Larry Csonka: The noise is great. At

going down with this wild
their face masks.

Photographed by Neil Selkirk
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They're clawing and scratching, reaching out at
you. But you know they’re not going to get you. You
have this tremendous feeling of being protected by
your offensive line. You see those guys clawing and
scratching but they're walled off and that’s a great
feeling.

If you had time, you'd chuckle, “Ha ha, vou can’t
catch me.” If your blockers have done a good job, vou
get five or six yards. Maybe eight. Sometimes one or
two. Sometimes none.

““Look behind you, Mr.

/N

S\ N
Running a sweep, I'm just fryf)fgi«\j;vs( away. But
running up the middle, I'm chall¢nging Hgf}m,l prefer
that. Because up the middle, I krll)&'\{flﬁy'r’e]f?ﬂ/ing to be
there waiting.

74 ',
ee more of what's
to'the inside, where

Watching a sweep, f;m,ﬂ/ a
happening. But if they coq'lt.(.ﬁe
it’s really happening, where\the g
hell knocked out of thefn, then ‘they
what it’s like to be arunning back:

But they don’t se¢ that zi‘h(l\‘m\ey don’t hear the noise.

really appreciate
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They don't realize how many tackles you're break-
ing.

Running up the middle is like being a sneak thief.
You're stealing yardage. You're defying them. The
defense sees you do it but you're still defying them
and getting away with it. Eight yards might not seem
like much until you put eleven defensive players in the
eight yards.

That's my line.

Jim said that originally but when I said it, some
writer quoted me. I steal all his best lines.

Eight yards is a long way running up the middle.

Most people don’t think of it that way. They just
think of it as eight yards. From here to there. Eight
vards. Like the length of a room. Shula sometimes
thinks of it that way too. One time at a meeting he
bitched at us for not breaking any long runs.

“We can't be content,” he said, “with gains of six
or eight yards.”

All the players just looked at each other and won-
dered what the hell did he want. But by the time he
got it out, he realized what he’d said. He almost
cracked up laughing. There are teams in the N.F.L.
whose coaches would trade their wives for six or eight
yards.

When you're running with the ball, you have eleven
guys trying to get yow, just you. If you get six or
eight yards, you've beaten them.

When you're going through the middle, you don’

i it
spread out in frent of you. And you're look
open space. Some of those defensive guys are mi
tains, 6’8” and 280. You're trying to run bebwe
the mountains. But when those mountains fall o
they knock the hell out of you. When you ag
the Kansas City Chiefs, all their players are
you feel they're all looking down at you. And they
really are.

Running is instinct. I don't really watch filmsof the
team we're about to play. To me, a ing back fan't
get that much out of films. Running is hing that's
natural.

You can get something out 6 blocking

analysis. Like if I'm leadin; g/ & p/ I want to
know if the linebacker W g over to force the
e somde idea of what

I thought you slept th films.
atehds linebackers. Like when
gser and the linebacker
: style. If he'll try to run
y to dodge me. Most of them try
y Grantham of the Jets tries
vow what they're likely to do,
The rest of the film, I sleep.

blitzes, I want t
over me, or if he'll

on't have an aerial view of what's de-
ere or there. You do what your instinet says.
run the ball, your mind is a blank. You
k. You react to what you see. There’s no time
I you think, you're caught. That's the nice
bout being a running back.

ink a running back gets more satisfaction out of
loing his thing than a quarterback does. If a quarter-
k throws a good pass, he still needs somebody to
atch it. But when yow're a running back, yow're more
R YOUT OWR.

xcept for your blockers. The day of the big dumb
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offensive lineman is over. Offensive linemen have to
big, fast, agile, quick. They're no lodger j

blockers. And they have to be smart. Fans
how intelligent linemen have to be, ho
work at figuring things out quickly. Life

the publicity they deserve. I always ma nt to
tell the sportswriters something sive
line. Not just to pacify them or t hem, but
because I believe it. No runn anywhere
without his linemen.

It was Zonk's idea for us he offensiv.

linemen a present after thes

Thoese bottles of
but the linemen g

épe just as excited about it
K e/ They knew they were just
setting the record. They'd probably
g bavks but they were blessed with

last season, the |
as the runni

differes ¢mendous size and strength. Run-
ning b be big and strong, and they have
to ent &/ like kids do. If you were a kid who
loved ople chase you, you've got the begin-

ning back. If you were scared of being
chas; {ere’s no way you could become one. Show
m kid who's ten years old and I'll tell you right
if he can be a running back. I'll know if he's
ot the soul of one.
ids, me and Zonk were like that. We loved to
un. But even more, we loved to be chased.
n our farm in Stow, Ohio, somebody was always
chasing me. When I'd come in the door, my mom would
say, “What's chasing you now?” It was always some-
body. Like in the winter we liked to snowball cars,
even police cars, They didn’t arrest you, but if they
caught you, they'd cuff you and send you home. We
liked to hide down by this bridge near the road. We'd
pepper the cars until somebody called the police. When
the police came, we'd snowball their car too. Then
they'd jump out and chase us. Big deal. We wanted
them to chase us. That was the fun.

That's the point. Not throwing the smowballs butl
knowing that you're going to get chased, knowing that
wou possibly could get caught. But deep inside, you
know that you can’t get caught, that yow'll get away.
When we played tag as kids, some kids would hide.
Not me. I wanted to be chased.

You can always run faster when somebody is chasing
you. 1 remember running on snow in sneakers and
being amazed how fast I was going. When you're a
kid, you can run forever.

One time in Lincoln Park, New Jersey, me and
another kid were goofing around on a little bridge over
the Passaic River when an older guy came paddling
down in a kayak. He was bigger than us but we knew
he wasn't fast, so we started throwing dirt bombs at
him. He got out of the kayak and started chusing
us .. . and he chased us . . . and he chased us. We
found out later that he was on the eross-country team.
He eaught us and beat the hell out of us.

When we played hide-and-seek on the farm, I always
was the last one caught. I'd run right through any-
thing. If there was a big brier patch, that’s exactly
where I'd head. I didn’t mind running through a brier
patch. I'd gone after cows into them. To run through
a brier patch full blast was nothing. It didn’t hurt.
But other kids wouldn’'t do it because they'd get
seratched up.
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Out where 1 lived, we ran mostly in the town. That's
different. You've got to know the backyards and the
back alleys.

Damn right it is. One time I was about thirteen,
old enough to ride my bike into town. All my life I'd
run in the woods and the fields. But now I was in
town with my buddies from school, running down al-
leys and around houses. Some cop chased us down an
alley into a backyard and I took what T thought was
a shorteut across the yard, I was going full tilt when
a clothesline snagged me across the neck and flipped
me on the ground. I didn't know what hit me. That
cop caught me and cuffed me, He had me by the shirt
but I took off anyway.

My shirt ripped right down my back. He started to
run after me but I put a helluva move on a rose arbor,
one of those big fan deals with the thorns on it. T just
brushed it and cut my arm, but that cop hit that thing
full blast. Whack, crash, he went down with it. I
thought I was away clean. But when I went to run
through the garden there, the lady had quart milk
bottles over her flowers. I barrel-assed into about
three of them. I got all cut up. 1 got away, but I'd
learned that running in town was different than on the
farm.

Me and Zonk are still really kids, doing the same
thing we did as kids. It's still the same feeling.

Inside, a running back feels he's somebody who
can’t be esught He's the gambler who's always gol
the odds going for him. He's got tremendous conﬂ
dence. One way or another, he knows he’s goinj g
the touchdown or the first down. You've got to
that you ean do it. If you have the feeling that y
going to be stopped, you will be.

It's not feeling. It's knowing. Like when
the gual line and the play calls for me to

at' I just have to
line, I‘alivays
't always do
d running
thinking

was hopping around the house in the dark,
Il it out when I hopped on another one,

step on things like that. As soon as I touch
mp away. As soon as I touch it, I'm off.

" That's & good point. Watch a good running back, or
ing back who’s been around awhile, like Bill
rown of the Minnesota Vikings. Very seldom do you
r see him get hit with both feet on the ground, or
even with one foot planted. As soon as he sees the
impact coming, he jumps, breaks contact with the
ground. He wants to be in the air, because then he's

less likely to get hurt. Like when I go to hit a d
sive back who's coming at me, I'll také a _long stride.
want to hit him in between strides.

Zonk just wants to hit him. Zonk is thea
back ever to get a fiftcen-yard penall
foul,

We were playing in Buffalo a few e
got through the line. T figured 4 wa
get a long run but one of theiy g
came running up to stop me,
ing in at about a forty-five
right side. I always car
my right arm was free.

Zonl leveled him wit,

¢/ that long stride
¢ at me. Even in

But nobody eve
f \guy with my head down,

high school, 1 n
driving. I was

hm‘f Half the time you don't know

2 feel the guy coming at you.

As gre , Gale Sayers didn’t glide much.
I dop at was because he had so many
mo’ because his legs were always

he got hit a lot when he was pushing
stride. That's the worst possible time.
Wh got’ his first knee injury, he was running a
swé? and he had one leg planted when Kermit Alexan-
der cross-bodied him across the knee on the leg that
was planted. Maybe he just had weak knees. But it
eemefl like he was always getting caved in when he
had one of his legs planted, trying to push one way
y another.
If I could go into a store and buy something to make
me a better runner, besides speed, it would be longer
strides. I've never been able to run with long strides.
And if I could be like any runner, it would be like
Gale Sayers. He cut at full speed. Not short choppy
steps, he cut without shortening his stride. It looked so
beautiful. But the most amazing thing to me about
Sayers is that he always ran great in the mud. Because
of his long strides, you wouldn't think he could, The
game he scored six touchdowns as a rookie was in the
.

But when Gale took his long strides and cut, he'd cut
flat-footed. He didn’t cut on his toes. He'd put one
foot down, his ankle would bend real hard and his foot
would be almost at a right angle to his body, and he'd
cut with a long stride to that side. Most guys push off
their toes but that shortens your stride. Anytime I
saw Gale on TV or in films, he always had that foot
planted. I really believe that's what finished him. When
he got hit with that foot planted, his knee took the
force of the tackle. With his foot planted, his knee had
no give to it. The force of the tackle tore his knee
apart. That's how most serious knee injuries occur.

O.J. Simpson is the closest thing now to what Gale
Sayers was. O.J. has the same long strides and he cuts
the same way. But 0.J. comes off the ball almost at
half speed, waiting to see what's developing. Sayers
Just took off. If there was a hole, he'd go. Otherwise,
he'd make one move and go.

Larry Brown is definitely a great back, but I think
the Redskins use him too much. He's playing a rougher
game than he’s capable of. From what I've seen, he's
really tearing himself down with all those carries. He
doesn’t have the weight and the size to handle the
number of carries he had last year—285 in the first
twelve games. They had te rest him for the play-offs.
He gets hit awfully hard on his second effort. And he's
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not that big a guy to hold up under that pounding.

As mueh as I'd like to copy Sayers or O.J. or Larry
Brown, there's no way. You run like you run.

I'm described as a bulldozer, a battering ram, but I
resent that. You can't just be big and do it. I don’t
make what you'd call a cut, but I do make a move. Not
a move on somebody, but an adjustment to the hole, to
that open space. Just a juke to hit the hole, then I go
straight for the hole. As for putting a move on some-
body downfield, I don’t, but that’s not because 1 don’t
know he's there. For me, there's just no place else to
go but at him.

I slide. T don’t make any sharp cuts. I come up to
the line and slide along. I take whatever hole is there.
When I get hit my knees churn, but before that
they're just low and sliding. Like when you see the
Packers' John Brockington, his knees are going all the
time. He gets a lot of power that way, But that's not
my style.

I look for Brockington to get a bad neck injury or a
bad head injury. He puts his head down too much. I
think Brockington is more of a battering ram than I
am. When you drop your head, you not only can’t see,
but your neck can't absorb much of a shock. You've
got to keep vour head up. I'll drop my head maybe
two or three times a game. Brockington drops his head
every time he's slowed down. When he knows he's go-
ing to be tackled, he ducks his head. Someone’s going
to hit him head on and he's going to lose the collision.
Like that defensive back with the Cincinnati Bengal
that he hit, Ken Dyer, who was temporarily p
by a neck injury. Dyer lost because Dyer w.

the ball. Another greal back is Carl Garrett
Chicago Bears.
Garrett never runs the same way twjce

field. Looking at kim, he doesn’t look
breaks a lot of tackles. He's got a loi
doesn’t look like a speed back. His legd

over. He's a strange back to wa
runner. He looks like he's not fiy
But he's powerful and quick.
get away.

atv“r?d’es too, but not emt'
with long strides ¢ ¢
gets the ball, Kellf

One of the
watched is Kans

erid play, he knows two or three al-
¢lop. When he starts into the play,

d Y6oking, waiting for an alternative to
as he spots it, he makes a very definite

wh 7

mﬁua heart. He's really into football. He knows he's
the’type of runner who's going to burn eighty vards
but every time he gets his hands on the ball, he's really

lighter, Brockington is going to hit body
bigger than he is, and it's going to work the—
way. He also runs with his knees high. He’s sliya
one foot planted.
Jimmy Brown's style was the evact opp
Brockington's. People couldn't understond why Ji

Brown was so good because he never difted his K
But he was a slider. His legs were 8§ pnwerfn@vhen
he'd get kit, the tacklers woild bowrtee off,

finesse. He almost dragged
ran, he'd hit somebody but he
on, always at an angle.(2
tackler at an angle an
weight and the speed
balance.

His mental drive was
simply would not o

ntastic. It seemed like he
to be denied.

est usset a running back can
i gettmg' the first down or the
touchdown. g to himself at the beginning of

the season, 1

entless, just being more shitty
eld. It's knowing that you're
At the end of the season. It's

rown had it.
hat made Jimmy Brown super. People talk
g back or that back being a real professional
scause of his skills and his determination. But
1 think of a real professional back, I think of a
ack who's real durable, a back who's always there.
ranco Harris looks to be that type.

Emerson Boozer of the Jets is a great back. He's
“heen hurt a lot but he sticks his nose in there. He's

ined to rip something off.

Podolak looks sometimes like he's not getting any-
thing done. He's not real fast. He's not that big. But he
gets it done.

Denver's Floyd Little gets it done too. He's a choppy
runner. When you think he's right there to be hit, he’s
not. He runs in choppy steps in tight. But when he gets
into the open, he'll lengthen his stride. He runs on his
toes, he doesn't run flat-footed. He's got quickness
more than speed. He uses his quickness inside. He'll
give a tackler a jab with a shoulder to make it look
like he's going one way. But as soon as the tackler goes
that way, he slides off and misses him.

Mike Garrett of the San Diego Chargers is quick.
He's a darter. He never gives a tackler a good shot at
him. His feet are always moving so quick. And he's
really strong too. He's a muscular little guy. Heavy
legs.

John Riggins of the Jets has legs that are really
heavy up in the thighs but he’s got spindly bones in his
knees and ankles. I can tell by the way he looks in his
gear that he's just not heavy boned. He's probably the
fastest of the big backs. Oakland’s Marv Hubbard is a
heavy-legged runner like me. I like to watch Hubbard
because he makes the same quick adjustment to the
hole that I do. Riggins does that too. I really appreciate
that in a big back.

Another good back is the Giants' Ron Jolnson,
strong and fost. Duane Thomas was a good buck when
he was playing, but I don’t think he played that many
years to be a great back. He was good, but nothing tre-
smendous. Not to me. I think all the publicity he got for
not talking made people think he was a better back
than he really was. Calvin Hill is a good back, but of
the backs that were on the Dallas Cowboys when they
heat us in the Super Bowl game, 1 loved to watch Walt
Garrison. He's elewing and seratching oll the time for
extra yards.

Garrison is a tough run- (Continuwed on page 178)
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“WHY SO HASTY, MR. CSONKA?" “LOOK BEHIND YOU, MR. KIICK!"

(Continwed from page 124) ner. If
you're willing to come in and hit him,
he's willing to hit you back.

But when Garrison is battling for
extra yards, it seems like he's giving
out the punishment. When some backs
do that, they're vulnerable to get hit.
But when he's doing it, he's still giving
out pusishment.

Puane Thomas struck me as not hav-
ing any heart for football. He's had so
many bad personal experiences that he
didn’t care about being a great football
player.

In the Super Bowl game against us,
Thamas had ninety-five yards. Some
people were saying he should've gotten
the Sport wmagazine car as the most
valuable player. But to me, if it wasn't
Roger Staubach, it was Garrison who
deserved the car,

Garrison isn't going to make the
Faney Dan run. But he's going to hurt
you more during the game than the
back who makes one long run.

The Faney Dan run doesn’t interest
me, I believe that the shortest distance
between two points is a straight line. If
you run @ sweep, and you get around
the eorner, fine. But until you do you've
vun ten oy fifteen yards without gaining
anything. Going up the wmiddle, you're
gaining wards and yow're going straight
toward the goal line.

Every running back is aware that
he's running on ice. He never knows
where the thin ice is, where the big in-
jury is waiting for him. But a running
back really believes that he can’t be
injured. Oh, maybe it crosses his mind
that he’s going to have injuries, but
never one that'll eripple him, never o
that'll finish him,

You have to run like you did as a kid.
Just run. Not think about getting

owch. He's
farm in Stow,
us to build a
hetter have it

Don Shula is an ask
like my father. On %
Ohio, if my fath

t Nyear, my ,'rm»du from
}md a big sign they kept
n Kiick or Trade Shula.,”
Aked about that sign for
three duys.

right. In that game 1 van the
Tot and I teld him, “¥You were a
{ttle seared of my boys, eh?” I'm not
otly on ideal terms with Shula, but
he's a good coach. The thing I like about
him da that he understands you don't
have to be @ rah-rah player to be a
good player. 'm not the rah-rak type.
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It's just wnot me. If I had to put on a
rah-rah act, it'd be false. Shula under-
stands that, I'm so rvelaxed before o
game, I could Jall asleep in the locker
room.

As a matter of fact, I once did. I
was lying on the floor—like a lot of
guys do—and I just conked out. The
other guys told me later that Shula
kept walking back and forth, glaring at
me. He didn’t know whether to yell at
me or not, because he didn't know if I
was just relaxed, or if I was tired from
staying out. I woke up after about a
half hour. I really felt good. That little
nap was just what I needed to be read
for the game.

I don't agree with Shula on eve:
thing, but I agree with his atti
toward the rah-rah stuff. He)

days T don’t say much, ozf days I
clown around hecau: 'm happy. And
even though hate prfactice, I'm basic-
t] . T llkc what I'm doing.

eryl like the guys

e being myself,
keeps saying. “Be

we himself. Always an

k over the Dolphins in
ing camps opened a few
weeks late hecaus(- of the labor dispute
bctweur@e N.F.L. Players Association
nd the ¥lub owners. When we finally
to camp, Shula told us:
've got to make up for lost time.
going to have four workouts a

Four ass-busting workouts. Two in
he morning at eight and eleven, an-
other in the afternoon at two, another
at seven before the sun went down.
Sometimes we kept practicing in the
dark until he was happy. No other
team in pro football has ever had four
workouts a day. In one of them, I was
lined up as a dummy blocker for Bob
Griese in a passing drill when Shula
shouted at me from about forty yards
away.

“Csonka,” he yelled, “what the hell
are you doing?”

I figured maybe my shorts had fallen
off. 1 didn’t know what else he could be
shouting about from forty yvards away.

“You lined up a step too wide,” he
velled. “If a linebacker had heen com-
ing, you'd have been too far out to
block him.”

Right then T knew I'd better con-
centrate every second. When you least
expect it, Shula will really bust your

ass.

Those four practices a doy were
brutal. I thought [ had reported to
camp in pretty good shape. I would've
been in good shape if George Wilson
was atill our coach, but I wasn't ready
for Shula. We kad an idea he was going

to be tough, bu as ridiewlous.
Everybody sh b . T had
the flu. I hadn yet. All the
veterans wer day, then
the rookies

the following

s0 1 decided to wait
with the rookies. It
,'i;xt Monday, when
Zonk was gick, When the
ekled, right away we

He was all smiles then. He told me,
“If you lose fifteen pounds, you'll run
a 4.5.” 1 told him, “No way.” I lost fif-
teen pounds and ran a 4.8. He’s got this
thing about weight. . ..

Shula’s got a thing about hair too.
But compared to most coaches, he's
pretty liberal.

Jim even got away with growing a
beard last season. Or what was almost
a beard,

I'd eut my hair short because short
hair wasg in. I also knew that Shula
would like my hair short, But I had to
do something that he wouldr't like, so
I grew a beard. He doesn’t allow a full
beard so I shaved o hole around the
bottom of my chin, That way he
couldn't claim thot I had a full beard,

I wish you had grown a full beard.

It wasn’t worth the hassle. The year
Shula took over, he had an orientation
meeting. He looked around and saw a
couple guys with moustaches and long
hair.

“About hmr" he gaid, “I don’t want
extremes.”

“What do you
Coach,” I said.

“No beards,”
doion to here”

That was reasonable and right then
T liked the guy. Right then I figured he
had a good mind if he wasn't letting
things like that interfere with his judg-
ment on ballplayers. He's ahways ha-
rassing me about iy hair but I think
he's kidding around.

Shula knows that Jim just likes the
mod look. He knows that Jim's not try-
ing to defy him with it.

Most coaches would like their players
to have crew cuts, The coach of the
New Orleans Saints, J.D. Roberts, sure
as hell would, Roberts won’t even lot
ployers wour sandals to dinner at train-
ing eamp, Now that's vidiewlows. Things
like that have nothing te do with how
you play football. Shula's pretty reason-
able about all that.

Shula has rules just for discipline,

He thinks it contributes to winning.

But it doesn't for me. Football is sup-
posed to be a game of discipline and
I’'m sure that Shula feels that the more
ways he can diseipline his players, the
more advantageous it is to the team.

mean by extremes,

he said, “and no hair



On our charter flights we have to wear
a jacket with a shirt and a tie. It's a
club rule. I don't see how it helps. It
bugs me to wear a tie. I like an open
collar. I don’t mind wearing a jacket
but I don't like to wear a tie. I don’t
like anything tight around my neck. To
say that you have to wear a tie because
we're all going to wear a tie burns me
more than anything.

I'm the same way. I don’t like to do
things I have to do. That's why I hke
to do things that are different. Just go
a little farther to see how Shula reacts.
It's really funny to me to see how he
can get upset over little things.

I scared the hell out of Shula one
day last season, the Friday before the
Giant game. New goalposts had been
put up on our practice field. There were
green strips of rubber lying around.
They looked just like snakeskin., I
couldn’t resist. 1 picked up a strip,
figuring to have some fun. That’s all I
think about in practice. Shula knew I
was there but he was yelling at the
punting team about how not to piss on
their shoes or something. Then he
walked over to where he saw me hold-
ing something.

“What've you got there?” he asked.

“1 found a snake,” I said. “Here.”

I tossed it at him and he went,
“Yow!" That's just what he yelled.
“Yow!" I thought he had a heart at-
tack. It seared him so bad he didn’t get
pissed off. He didn't know what to do.
He chuckled. Then he walked around
looking like he was going to get pissed
off. Then he chuckled again. He didn’t
really get mad. I don’t know why.

You've his son, that's why. The old
Hungarian father-and-son team.

Maybe that does promot.e a little feel-
ing, the fact that we're both Hungarian
and we're both from the Cleveland area.
I say shitty things to him all the t
and I get away with most of it. Be e
our game with the Jets in Miami(14
season, we had a big meeting
tickets. We all needed mote
There was no real solution.

“Coach,” I said. “I've got &8

Shula turned around and 2
er players got quiet.

“Trade me and Ji

¢ aboul hemg traded. He
we're serious or not.

& re not serious but any-
alking to us, 1 can see him

time we were walking out to
tice and Shula said to me, “You
P faster yesterday than Ive ever
n you look.”

0t had rained the day before, and for
igoni it had almost been cold. I guess
pas down around sixty but when
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you're used to ninety-five it's a big drop
to sixty.

“That's what cold weather does for
me,” I said.

“You like cold weather, eh?” Shula
said. “You really like to play football in
cold weather?”

“I love cold weather. I really love it.”

“I know what yow're hinting at,” he
said. “1 know all about you calling Na-
math and asking him to tell Weeb Ew-
bank that you wanted to be traded to
the Jets when you were holding out. As
soon as Joe talked to him, Weeb called
me up. I know all about it.”

I just grinned at him.

One day before the Super Bowl game
with the Dallas Cowboys, Shula was
surrounded by photoymphpru. I told ong
of them, “I hope yow've got a wide-aif-
gle lens,” We're always busting kb
balls about him getting fat. He a‘o ki

and the Redskins, his te
to go get lum the night or game
£\ car et back for
he other side of the
morning for mass

fensive backfield eoach, our only
coach who has been with the
since 1966, the team’s first

alf the time, when Tom checks, we
ways have some people in our room.
om tells us, “I don't care what you
guys do before the room check and I
don’t care what you do after it, but
when I get there, I want you guys in
the room and I don’t want anybody else
in there,”

We tell him, “The party is going
great, Tom, come in and fix yourself a
drink.” And he’ll shake his head. When
he does come by and sees some people in
there, he won't say, “Everybody out.”
He'll call one of us outside the door and
say, “Look, it's five to eleven, make sure
these people are gone.” Sometimes he
comes back and sometimes he doesn't.
He's got class. He'll tell us, “Now if
Shula asks me, I've got to tell him the
truth, that you've got some people in
your room.” We appreciate that.

Monte Clark panies when he sees peo-
ple in our roowm.

Monte’s our offensive line coach.
When he's checking and he sees people
in our room, he doesn’t know what to
do. So he just hides outside in the hall,
waiting until the people leave. One time
Jim’s wife was in the room, We were in
New York to play the Jets and Alice
had come up for the game. She was sit-

ting in our room when Mon
He stood there, waltmg for her
Jim’s wife! 1 2

leave.

word. .

gt's the truth. I don't like prac-
ou’ve known me for three years.
You know that I don’t like practice.”
“It sounded like you were speaking
or the whole team,” he said. “You can't
do that. You ecan't speak for every-
body.”

“I wasn’t speaking for everybody,” 1
said, “but what's the difference? If you
can find two guys on this team who like
practice, it'd be a miracle.”

“That's not true,” he said. “There are
a lot of guys on this team who like
practice,”

“Bullshit,” I said. “That’s just not
true. And you know it’s not because you
were a player once yourself. You can't
tell me that you liked practice.”

“I loved practice,” he insisted.

“You're full of shit,"” I said.

“I did like practice.”

“You weren't practicing for a coach
like you,” T said. “Who was your
coach?”"

“Weeb Ewbank.”

“You've proved my point,” 1 said.
“The Jets run around in sweat suits, no
equipment. I wouldn't mind that, either.
But there’s no way that's going to hap-
pen down here with you. There’s no
comparison. I'd love to run around like
the Jets do and have a good time at
practice.”

“You wouldn’t win,” he said.

“All right,” I answered. “You made
my point. But that doesn’t mean I have
to like it.”

For once I had the last word.

The reason I don’t like practice is
that I hate getting pelled at. I feel that
I have enough pride in myself to push
myzelf. I'll take instructions or help,
fine, but I can’t stand somebody yelling
at me. I'm not saying it's wrong because
Fui sure some guys need to be yelled at,
they weed to be pushed. That's the main
job of a coach, to know the personalities
of the players. Which ounes to yell at,
which ones not to yell at, I think Shula
yells at me less often than he does at
the other guys because he knows I don’t
like it.

I agree with the way he pushes some
guys, and | agree with some of his dis-
cipline. But I don’t agree with his out-
dated policies like our having to stay in
training camp. I'm twenty-six years old
and kept in training camp for about six
weeks. It’s as though I was a child or



a conviet—up at seven for breakfast,
practice and meetings until ten o’clock
at night, in my room at eleven for the
check. I've got a wife and two sons that
I'm responsible for but I'm told that
I've got to be in my room at eleven.
That just doesn't sit right with me.

It’s a system designed for children,
not adults. If they let me go home at
night, I doubt that I'd do anything but
go home, have a couple beers and go to
sleep. But the way it is, it makes you
want te bust out, to go ever the wall,
to drink beer and raise hell because
you're so fed up. I guarantee you, if 1
was given the choice of staying at camp

or going home, half the time I'd stay in
camp without any bitching. Just for the
convenience., And on the nights I did go
home, I wouldn't bitch if the elub want-
ed to phone me at eleven to make sure
I was there.

Wait and see. In a few years, pro-
football teams will let guys go home at
night during training camp like they do
in baseball. And there'll be fewer prob-
lems. The way it is now, some guys get
a kick out of sneaking out after curfew
iu training camp.

Don’t let anybody bullshit you that
training camps are like seminaries.
They're more like prisons. #t
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(Continued from page 132) red-and-gold
testimonials to the region’s stout brand
loyalty. Most sail on by us, but there
are nearly always some in sight along
the creek, and they take forever to rust
and become picturesque.

For all its charms, the creek is some-
thing of a Hability in terms of the
place’s usefulness. The stock water and
gravel and sand it provides are not rare
commodities. Its fluctuations keep it
from building up good populations of
fish and make it more or less useless for
irrigation in dry times. Periodically it
tears out fence water gaps and shuts us
off from the world of men, for the en-
trance road fords it on my northern
neighbor’s place and nobody but an
idiot—as 1 found out through acting
like one once—will brave it when it
roars. Therefore, functionally, the creek
is not good for much, and for such rea-
sons as these many farmers and small
ranchers in Texas once preferred places
without “live water” crossing them.
Some still do. I don't. ...

juniper, really, which locals
two sorts, “white” and ‘g
former is much despised, nyil

and spindling and good fol
except to take up spm and\soj

with
old crankcase
nubs in the
seping them
—~But the red

bulldmrs, people use
favorite recipes such
oil applied to itg-e
hope, uaual]y

variety gefipfal ral trunk
that makges, hough still
undesirab avid, is # somewhat

aut. Oceasional more or
of it in niches that

, ) quiet, aromatic places
gnd mason jars and fire-
efi furn up underfoot, for the
Hig u-dur with its privacy was favored
d moonshiners, as it is by wild
g5, Undoubtedly more than a cen-
of post cutting has reduced the
sportion of red cedar in the brakes,
hough it is not possible to know just
hat the proportion was or_what part
f the hills had ecedar tb’?! awb what
part only grass. &%
7% r.|D ﬂ)l
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In the heyday of post cutting ba
in the Twenties and Thirties a ma
could still find a good bit of virg
dar, and a great deal more tha
been undisturbed since <

A hundred good posts a da
legendary number an £x
could chop, and a friend (of »
that background claims ?
prime he could do it in five h

ing and topping and tri £ m d let-
ting his wife and/kids & them to the

minutes, sundwmhcd in some-
how to brea ater and dip
snuff and swal es and maybe kill
a rattl longer possible,
not eve ws. Most brakes

g for posts than cutting
em, and even then finding most often
inny "s@" and erooked thicker stuff.
have good posts gone up enough in
to mateh the price of beans, bacon
1 dinners, and the market is
d also by the competition of mi-
cutters and by steel posts and cre-
spted pine, mass-produced elsewhere.

All of this militates against the old
way, as do the great yellow Cats that
growl acress the hills, charging the ce-

knock them down, then backing off and
dropping the blade to catch beneath
their roots and shove them to a pile or
windrow. There you let them cure until
the needles are brown and crisp and the
wood has lost its sap. And then some-
day when a light wind is right to keep
sparks from drifting into places where
you don’t want fire, and maybe there is
a mist of beginning rain for added
safety, you set off a fire storm with a
single match, and up with the high oily
flames and the searing big sparks and
the unbelievable heat and roar and
pistol-shot snapping goes eighty years
or more of something, of the old way,
the cedar way. . .

Therefore hail and farewell, old way?
More or less, I suppose, though there is
no forgetting the old way and its peo-
ple when you are dealing with the Som-
ervell hills. Even bulldozing does not
remove the feel of them. For the coun-
try shaped them and they in turn
shaped it too, and though in both shap-

relationship betv
this land had a

e the word, bur. what-
the cedar hills and the
e fitted to each other.

avg fought cedar in this
vhile, you are not likely

n, partly through association with
uman ways, partly immemorial. It
exists in the groves of big cedar when
andering, you happen on them, and in
pronged silvered stumps of trees cut
down for posts in another age, and in
the darkness of distant hillsides nosing
out into creek valleys, and in the way
that birds and deer and other creatures
flee to cedar when you flush them. There
is a cleanliness about it, an aromatic
naturally antiseptic quality allied to
the durability of good cedar fence posts
in the ground. The needles when they
break off in your hands, too deep some-
times for tweezers, never fester. .. .
When you run short of sawed osk cord-
wood, one of the old grey stumps will
burn for hours in your fireplace, flavor-
ing the woods and fields downwind with
its smoke. In that smell is all of cedar’s
cleanliness and all its rightness too.

6.

Despite cedar’s long dominion, there is
and always has been a big variety of
other vegetation on the place. On the
uplands stand good live oaks and elms
sometimes alone and sometimes in
mottes and groves, runty Spanish oaks
that turn a fine erimson in fall, red-
buds, ashes, hackberries, and the like.
Close beside the creek and the branches,
sometimes- sprouting from the gravel
bars, are syeamores and cottonwoods
and willows, and in deeper soil along
these watercourses the moseying bota-
nizer finds walnuts and pecans and bur
oaks and other deciduous bottomland
trees common in the region. And all
about the place, but especially on bull-
dozed land and fields left fallow for a
time, are seedling and shrubby forms
of all these trees, besides a large array
of lesser woody plants that rarely ex-
ceed bush size—shin oak, greenbrier,
sumae, poison ivy, elbow brush, chit-
tamwood, wild china, and a host of
others. Lore attaches to most of them,
though the oldest and perhaps best
lore—the pragmatic botany of the old
Tonks who once lived in these hills—
has mainly long since perished.

The hardwood brush, stimulated by
cedar clearing, constitutes a problem in
terms of the place’s intended funetion
as a stock farm, for like cedar, if a bit
less seriously, it competes with grass
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