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FOREWORD

BY WELLINGTON MARA

The 2004 season is the 80th in New York Giants history. The franchise has played more than 1,100 games, including postseason contests, among them some of the greatest and most memorable games in NFL history. Every Giants fan is familiar with the Super Bowl victories, the championship game triumphs, the big wins over our division rivals—and, of course, the disappointment of the 1958 championship game against Baltimore, a game some like to call the “Greatest Game Ever Played.”

But to me, the history of the Giants is written not so much in the games we play, but in the people who play them. Our players, coaches, and front office people have given the organization its character and personality and made this a great franchise.

Every one of them has a story to tell, from Frank Gifford and Sam Huff—two of the 27 members of the Pro Football Hall of Fame with a Giants connection—to Phil Simms, Tiki Barber, and Ernie Accorsi. It is with them we share the joy of our greatest successes and the hurt from our seasons of disappointment. They provide the details of the day-to-day life away from the spotlight, the countless meetings and practices and the relationships and bonds that become the backbone of the organization.

Our franchise has a special bond with its fans, and it has survived many ups and downs. That is reflected with great care and in great detail by Paul Schwartz in Tales from the New York Giants Sideline.

From Y.A. Tittle to Simms, from Ron Johnson to Barber, the men who were and are Giants share many of the best stories ever told about our franchise. This book will take you from the locker room to the sideline, from the searing heat of training camp practices to the numbing cold of a January postseason game. It will take you through some difficult seasons as well as through Super Bowl championships.
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Whether the stories relate to our seasons of disappointment or our years of triumph, you will see that we maintained our sense of humor. And we retained our sense of community. These reflections will shed light on those seasons for even our most ardent and loyal supporters.

Many of the most legendary figures in franchise history shared their thoughts. When Sam Huff and Dick Lynch talk about their Giants careers, the 1960s suddenly seem like they were yesterday. Bob Tucker and Billy Taylor recall the difficult years of the 1970s. Bill Parcells and Mark Collins remember the 1986 and 1990 championship seasons, while Glenn Parker and Brad Daluiso bring to life the 2000 season, when the Giants won the NFC Championship and played in Super Bowl XXXV.

Members of the Giants family warmly remember George Young, and the brilliance and humor he brought to his job as general manager for 19 years. Entertaining stories about coaches like Alex Webster and Parcells permeate both our history and the book. And, of course, almost everyone has a Lawrence Taylor story or memory to share.

The long history of the Giants has been affectionately and captivatingly recalled here by the men who made it.

(Editor’s note: Wellington Mara passed away on October 25, 2005, at the age of 89.)


FOREWORD

BY JOHN MARA

Much has happened with our franchise since Tales from the New York Giants Sideline was originally published in 2004.

We lost the organization’s patriarch and matriarch, my father and mother, in 2005 and 2015, respectively. Bob Tisch, a wonderful partner, also passed away in 2005.

Along with Steve Tisch, I have strived to uphold the principles established for our company. As my father would often say, “Once a Giant, always a Giant.” It really is all about the people who have written the history and laid the foundation for the tradition of the New York Giants.

Once again, Paul Schwartz provides insight and color from those personalities in this updated version of his book. Tom Coughlin is now a two-time Super Bowl-winning head coach. Eli Manning is a two-time Super Bowl MVP, thanks in no small part to his miraculous scramble and throw to David Tyree in Super Bowl XLII as well as his laser to Mario Manningham along the sideline to start the game-winning drive in Super Bowl XLVI.

And, in 2016, Ben McAdoo became the 17th head coach in our team’s history.

But as any fan of the Giants knows, our history features more than the Parcells, Simms, Taylors, Tittles, Giffords, Coughlins, Mannings, and McAdoos. It is also in great part about the Tyrees, the Manninghams, the Blackburns, and the lesser-known players who stepped up and contributed in the most crucial moments.

We continue to write our history, but we hope you enjoy these stories and their authors from our first 92 seasons.

John Mara is the president and chief executive officer of the New York Giants.
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Chapter

1

TRAINING CAMP

Nose for the Ball

At 17 years old, Wellington Mara in 1933 attended his first Giants training camp, when the team was stationed in Pompton Lakes, New Jersey. He did not escape unscathed.

Already a co-owner along with his older brother Jack, Mara liked to find ways to help out on the field. He learned soon enough that the sideline was a safer place to be.

“Mel Hein gave me my first football injury,” Mara said.

On his way to a Hall of Fame career, Hein was a remarkable iron man, a center who never missed a game in his 15 years in the NFL. Hein, one of the Giants’ true stars—he was the league’s Most Valuable Player in 1938—nearly gained recognition for the wrong reason.

“They were punting, Hein was snapping the ball back, really it was a warm-up,” Mara said. “I was retrieving the balls, laying them down in front of him. He got ready to snap, looked up and everything was clear and snapped the ball just as I was putting the ball down. It caught me right in the head. I got quite a shiner. The headline the next day was ‘Young Mara first Giant Casualty.’ ”

Young Mara survived.

Years before that inadvertent knock on the head, an even younger Mara changed the way the Giants operated on game days.

“I was susceptible to colds,” Mara said. “In 1925 the team bench was on the south side of the Polo Grounds, which was the shady side. I wanted to go sit down on the bench. The next day my mother told my father, ‘Put the Giants on the sunny side so Well can sit on the bench.’ ”

No matter where they’ve called home ever since, the Giants bench has been positioned on the sunny side of the field.

Shape Up or Ship Out

Nowadays, players (if they know what’s good for them) arrive at training camp in peak shape, as the byproduct of superior conditioning programs and huge salaries afford players time aplenty to sculpt their bodies.

This wasn’t always the case. There was a time when players, under the hot sun of training camp, spent week after week shedding pounds and reawakening muscles, preparing for the grind of the season.

“That’s where you had to get in shape,” recalled Dick Lynch, a Giants cornerback from 1959-66. “In those days they’d give you a sheet of paper, do 10 of these, do this, run this, but we never used to. About a week before training camp, I put all that shit on me, the sweat clothes and started jogging. By the time I got up to training camp, I got on the scale, they’d say, ‘Wow, you’re in good shape.’ I’d say, ‘Yeah, I worked out.’ ”

Unlike Lynch, some of the linemen carried more than a few excess pounds and were forced to sweat off the extra tonnage. At times, it wasn’t pretty.

“We were training up in Connecticut,” Lynch said. “Rosey Grier, our defensive tackle, came into camp and he had this in his agreement with Wellington Mara, if he came in under 300 pounds he’d get $1,000 dollars a pound on his contract as a bonus. I think he ended the season somewhere around 275. He came into camp, they put him on the scale up in Fairfield, it went right to the top, and that was over 300. So they had to take him up to Bridgeport and put him on a truck scale. He weighed 350-something pounds, so they put him on a fruit diet.

“In 1960, the last game of the preseason we played in Los Angeles, and it was one of those hot days, like a steam bath. Rosey knew he was going to get a lot of work. As the game went on, the Rams recognized he was out of shape a little bit, every time they hit him the water came off him. It was a night game, and you could see the spray of the water. It looked like Niagara Falls. The guys were laughing and hollering at him, ‘C’mon Rosey, hang in there.’ They kept hitting him, they ran after him, he yelled to [defensive coordinator] Andy Robustelli, ‘C’mon Andy, take a time-out.’ And Andy says, ‘We’re with the defense, we don’t take time-outs.’

“Rosey says, ‘I got rights to call a time-out.’ He said, ‘Time-out, ref,’ and just fell over on the ground. They took the water out there, we didn’t get nothing, he poured it all on himself. And he’s gasping for breath, he says, ‘Ref, is there such a thing as two time-outs in a row?’ ”

Welcome Aboard

Y.A. Tittle, the Hall of Fame quarterback, spent two years in the All-American Conference, 11 with the 49ers in the NFL and had no reason to believe he wasn’t headed toward a 12th year in San Francisco. Tittle, 35 years old, did not anticipate anything special was about to happen when his 49ers on August 12, 1961, traveled to face the Giants in Portland, Oregon.

For the first half of the preseason game, Tittle knew he’d be on the bench, watching John Brodie start at quarterback. “He played the first half, and the Giants just killed him,” Tittle said. “I mean, I think they were ahead 20-0 at halftime.”

Brodie was crushed running the shotgun offense. Ah, Tittle figured, this is my chance to get the upper hand in the battle for the 49ers starting quarterback job. Tittle, operating out of the T-formation, got his chance in the second half, braced for the same ferocity from the Giants defense.

Tittle was not prepared for what he got.

“I came in the second half, and I thought I’d probably get the same treatment,” Tittle said, “but no one touched me. I had perfect protection.

“I completed my first eight passes and we scored and then we got the ball back, Andy Robustelli hit me one time from the outside, and as I went down he grabbed me, picked me up, asked if I was OK. So I completed another pass. No pass rush. I had time to look here, look there, look everywhere.

“Sam Huff red-dogged through, he had a clean shot at me, somebody missed an assignment and he just veered off, didn’t even make contact with me. I got to thinking, ‘What are they doing? They’re taking it easy on old quarterbacks, I guess.’ We just ripped ’em apart, we won [21-20] and I scored the 21 points, so I figured I put Brodie on the bench and I’d have my job secured. I completed something like 19 of 23, and two of those were dropped. I’d just never had a day like that.”

Feeling absolutely pleased with himself, a satisfied Tittle walked off the field.
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Y.A. Tittle (Photo courtesy of the New York Giants)

“I go down into the tunnel in the stadium in Portland, Sam Huff ran up, shook my hand and congratulated me. He said right before the kickoff they finally finished the deal to trade me to New York and they didn’t want any of their defensive players to lay a hand on me.

“Sam said, ‘Allie [Sherman] told us we made a trade for you, don’t rough him up. If you hurt him it’s gonna cost you $1,000.’ So they didn’t touch me and that was the best game of my entire life.”

Two days later, 49ers coach Red Hickey officially informed Tittle he was headed to the Giants.

Looney, All Right

The Giants surely took a gamble in 1964 when they used their first-round draft pick to select Joe Don Looney, a highly talented but troubled running back out of Oklahoma. Ultimately, the gamble did not pay off, as Looney never played a game for the Giants. Despite his brief stay, anyone who ventured into Looneys orbit was not apt to forget him.

“He was 6-foot-2, 235, and we thought he was going to be the white Jimmy Brown,” said Don Smith, the Giants public relations director at the time. “He was unbelievable as a football player. But he had beaten up an assistant coach at Oklahoma, punched out a professor in a class. He was a tremendously strong and mean guy, and nobody knew how to handle him, so I think a lot of the NFL clubs kind of figured this guy’s trouble, but the Giants for some reason thought we could reform this guy. It took four guys to bring him down, but he had this history of emotional outbursts and attacks on people. He turned out to be an evil guy in camp.”

His one and only training camp with the Giants was memorable and downright frightening.

“We had a policy after the lunch break,” Smith said. “The press guys weren’t allowed to go upstairs into the players’ rooms because Allie Sherman didn’t like the writers running around the halls, so the system was the writers would tell me who they wanted, I’d go up and get the guy and bring him down to the press room.

“One day somebody wanted Looney. I go up and knock on the door, I open the door, the room was completely dark, it’s noontime, he’s got all the shades down, he’s sitting there and he’s squeezing two rubber balls and he’s watching these huge biceps pop up and down. He had his back to me. Before I could say anything he said, ‘I don’t know who is there, but you got five seconds to get out of here if you want to be alive much longer.’ I got the hell out.

“I tell Sherman he won’t come down. Sherman says, ‘He won’t, huh?’ Up goes Allie. A minute later Allie comes down, a couple of shades paler, no Looney. Finally Wellington Mara went up, and Wellington didn’t even get him out of there.”

A few days later, the Giants unveiled a new piece of equipment, a tackling dummy and sled that had so much tension in its steel bands that often players would slam into it and get sent spiraling backward on the ricochet.

“It was always fun to watch guys hit it for the first time,” Smith said.

The day came when it was time for the running backs to hit the sled. Everyone was anxious to see what would happen when Looney made contact.

“He came charging out there and hit this goddamn thing,” Smith said. “Well, it flipped him back, one somersault back over his head, back in the dirt and everybody started to laugh. He got up and looked at every guy in the face, like, ‘You laughing at me?’ Everybody stopped laughing right away.

“Then he turned around and he ran full speed and he jumped on top of this sled and put his arms around this dummy that had knocked him down and he started kicking it and punching it and tried to rip it off the top of the sled. He was berserk. He was trying to kill the sled.”

Everyone figured that was the end of Looney’s attack on the tackling sled. But later that night, players inside their dorm rooms were awakened by an awful, eerie thudding sound from out on the practice field.

“There was Looney, in his jockey shorts, nothing else, and he had an ax handle and he was beating the dummy in the middle of the night out on the field. The guy was terrible.”

Looney didn’t last much longer. On August 25, 1966, the Giants traded him to the Colts.

Calling the Shots

The tradition under Alex Webster during training camp was for the coaching staff and writers to get together for some cocktails between the afternoon practice and dinner. It was called the 5:30 Club, and Webster was a willing and able host.

“We were down at Monmouth College [in 1972] and Alex liked to have a scotch or two,” tight end Bob Tucker said. “Alex was always a little wobbly at dinner time. After dinner you had a meeting in one of the classrooms from 7 p.m. to 9 p.m. Like 7:15 the film would start. Alex comes barging in, it’s about 20 after seven, he clicks the lights on and says, ‘You guys still here? The problem with this team is nobody drinks enough beer. I want everybody out of here.’ Closes down the meeting.

“With Alex, you had to read between the lines, you couldn’t take literally what he said. You knew what he meant, that we needed a lot more camaraderie on the team, get the hell out of these meetings and go have some fun.

“One day he comes out at practice in the morning, the guys are dropping passes, missing blocks, jumping offside, blocking the wrong guys, it was just a disaster this particular morning. So halfway through he gets pissed off and he calls everybody up. ‘Damn,’ he says, he starts screaming at everybody, reading everybody the riot act. He says, ‘Get off the field, and just for that, no practice this afternoon either!’ So we had the afternoon off.”

Enough Is Enough

No matter how grueling, players during training camp almost always fall in line and abide by the requirements put forth by the head coach. After all, he’s the boss. Once, though, the rigors of camp became so unbearable that a revolt nearly took place on the practice fields of Pace University.

Ray Perkins arrived on the scene to coach the Giants in 1979, and immediately, players learned that life as they knew it was over. As a young veteran, defensive end George Martin thought he knew what an NFL training camp was all about, but as soon as Perkins took control, Martin and the other Giants received a punishing education.

Camp Perkins was no Club Med. Still, the Giants endured. But during the summer of 1980, Perkins decided to turn up the intensity.

“We had three-a-days under Ray Perkins,” Martin said. “That was the training camp from hell. We had 16 knee surgeries that year in training camp. Three-a-days was unheard of, it was like the Bataan Death March, that’s what we were calling it. These were full pads every day, hitting every day, full contact every day.”

Martin considered himself to be in excellent shape but his body could not withstand the abuse.

“It was after our morning practice, I had gone into the cafeteria to get lunch,” Martin said. “You lose ungodly sums of liquid, you’ll lose eight to 10 pounds during a practice session. I came out of the lunchroom and I got a cramp in my right hand, and that cramp was like a river meandering through my body. It went up my right arm to my shoulder, to the other shoulder, down the left arm, back, just a total lock-up. Eventually I had to get some IV fluids in me.”

Martin was not alone in his misery.

“I do not exaggerate, we would have at least three people leave in an ambulance every day, from every practice, morning and night, to up to six or seven,” said quarterback Phil Simms, at the time entering his second season with the Giants. “In fact, some of the coaches, I’ve learned, would say, ‘If we don’t get six of ’em in this practice we haven’t worked ’em hard enough.’ I’d be on the practice field, that damn ambulance, I tell you, guys would be cramping up left and right. We’d have guys fall down in the lunch room and cramp and throw trays and just spasm out on the floor, it was incredible.”

The grumbles grew louder and louder until the players had enough. “We finally had a mutiny,” Martin said. “Jim Clack, our center, was the senior guy at that time, we all banded together and said, ‘Hey, we’re not gonna take this.’ ”

A confrontation ensued.

“Jim goes to meet with Ray Perkins, and I’m thinking this is great, we’re gonna ease up a little,” Simms said. “About five minutes later, Ray Perkins comes marching down the steps, kind of slams his little notebook on the podium, looks at all of us in the auditorium and says, ‘Men, I don’t give a fuck if every one of you leave, I’ll go out and get 80 new guys right off the street and do better than you fucking guys are doing!’ It was crushing. You know what, it got worse? He practiced us harder.”

Eventually, with players dropping left and right, Perkins did relent … somewhat.

“Ray bowed to the pressure and rescinded the three-a-days,” Martin said. “We stood in unison, because guys were getting hurt, careers were being lost, guys were being abused, it was just inhuman. I’ve never seen a group of guys band together so quickly against a tyrant, and that’s exactly what he was at that time. Ray was there another year or two. We were not sorry to see him go.”

Tough Sledding

With the second overall pick in the 1981 NFL Draft, the Giants selected Lawrence Taylor, making anything that happened in the next 11 rounds almost superfluous. Almost.

In the eighth round the Giants took a shot at a guard from Wake Forest named Billy Ard, who not only made the team but also earned a place in the starting lineup at left guard. He stayed there for seven consecutive years, making Ard one of the great investments in team history.

That same draft, the Giants in the second round took Dave Young, a bulky tight end from Purdue. Young was supposed to be a star, or at the very least a steady contributor. Unlike Ard, Young’s stay was not long and he never came close to living up to, much less surpassing, his lofty draft status.

“We could have had Howie Long, we could have had a lot of guys, it was a great draft that year,” Ard said. “Dave Young was like a slug. Big guy, talented, soft hands, nice guy.

“Our second year, Dave Young shows up at training camp, jumps on the scale, he’s like eight pounds overweight. He had a really bad rookie year too, he broke his hand and he did nothing to distinguish himself as being anything but a bust. Then he comes in eight pounds overweight. Ray Perkins says, ‘Son, you go home and get yourself in shape and I’ll see you next week.’

“He comes back a week later, he’s now 12 pounds overweight. We practice in the morning, it’s a hot day, then we had a good, hard afternoon practice, and I remember I was going to lift weights, and there was Ray Perkins going over to Young. Perkins says, ‘Dave Young, you stay afterwards.’ Ray Perkins got on this two-man sled like he was Ben Hur and Dave Young had to take that sled, with Ray on it, and drive it up and down the football field. I mean, literally, drive it 100 yards up and 100 yards back.

“Then he just fell to the ground, passed out, basically. When Ray walked off the sled and Dave was down on the ground, I walked over and said, ‘Young, you better suck it up son, because they’re going to try to kill you.’ Ray walked into the locker room and cut him that day. He had to torture him before he cut him. I’m saying to myself, ‘That’s the NFL, that’s Ray Perkins.’ ”

Nice Place You’ve Got Here

At the time, he certainly did not know he was gaining valuable information and learning a worthwhile lesson. All Bill Parcells knew for certain was that the place was lousy.

Lousy is the mannerly description of the Giants’ training camp setup from 1975-87 at Pace University in Pleasantville, New York, which sounds like an idyllic location but, in actuality, was anything but.

“The facilities, it’s pretty hard to describe by today’s standards how inferior they were,” Parcells said. “We had one little building for offices, downstairs was a locker room, and in those days it had upwards of 100 guys down there in a locker room with 12 shower heads, six apiece on one shower. Only two six-headed showers, all the guys had to take showers there.

“There were three small tables that our training room could use. For practice we had a field and a half, but the big field was always soaked because it was below a rock embankment. Every time it would rain, the water would drain down off the rocks onto the field, and the field was usually 90 percent of the time unplayable. The other half field really wasn’t half a field, it was like a downhill slope with a goalpost at the top next to that embankment, and the remaining 40 yards of the field went down toward that building we housed our offices in. But outside the building was a weight tent, so in reality the field was about 40 yards, but we had to be careful, because there were spikes holding the rope for the tent.

“We used to have a steamroller that would try to flatten the good field out so we could practice on it. Well, the steamroller got stuck in the middle of the field. It sunk. I mean it was about a foot down, so they couldn’t get the steamroller out and they couldn’t get a truck in there to tow it out because the truck would sink, so we had that half a field.

“The players would tell you about the goose shit. We used to go out to the field to stretch, and the Canadian geese used to fly over in the morning on that little half a field and they would crap all over the field, and by the time the players got out there, that’s what they had to sit in. It was awful.”

As bad as it was, Parcells learned something that he turned into one of his coaching axioms.

“What that taught me was that facilities meant nothing in football, because that was 1986, and that’s when we won the Super Bowl. The players on the field, that’s what counts.”

Eye of the Storm

If you have to play in it, you might as well practice in it. That’s the Bill Parcells mantra. If it’s cold, big deal. Put on a sweatshirt and get going. A little rain never hurt anyone, either. But there was one particular weather condition that turned Parcells into a nervous wreck.

“One thing about training camps that always sticks out in my mind, Parcells was always deathly afraid of lightning,” receiver Phil McConkey said. “We’re at Pace University. If there was a lightning bolt reported in Morristown, New Jersey, we were going inside.

“One day it started to thunder and lightning, and Parcells was the first one off the field. We had this tent outside the practice fields and some guys are sitting inside this tent, it’s a torrential downpour. Here comes LT [Lawrence Taylor] from the locker room. He’s got a driver and a bunch of balls and some tees and he starts teeing the ball up. Parcells is cowering somewhere, in some bunker away from the lightning, and here’s his star player out with a golf club in the middle of a lightning storm hitting drives.”

Phone Home

The Giants in 1983 received an extra 12th-round draft pick from the Redskins, who won the Super Bowl the previous season. That meant the Giants owned the very last selection in the NFL Draft. They used it on a running back out of California named John Tuggle.

Tuggle earned a rare distinction: the label of Mr. Irrelevant, the tongue-in-cheek nickname foisted annually on the very last player taken. No previous Mr. Irrelevant had ever made the team that picked him in the draft.

As the 335th player chosen in the draft, Tuggle instantly became an enormous long shot to make the team. He arrived at training camp and immediately became the sort of player Bill Parcells, entering his first season as head coach, wanted on his roster. Tuggle was tough, hard-working, passionate, and what he lacked in ability and pure talent he made up for by doing anything and everything with an almost religious zeal.

“That preseason he was making his mark, and Parcells was looking for that kind of guy,” said receiver Phil McConkey, that summer attending his first NFL training camp with the Giants.

Tuggle made it through the early rounds of cuts but remained no sure thing.

“It was the last preseason game and the guy was on the bubble, I’m standing on the sideline next to Parcells, the offense is on the field,” McConkey said. “John Tuggle makes a devastating block on a running play, comes off the field towards the bench. Parcells takes his headset off, kind of greets him a couple of yards onto the field and he goes, ‘Son, what a block! Here, call your wife.’ He hands the kid the headset and says, ‘Call your wife, tell her you made this team.’ ”

He made the team. Tuggle’s career with the Giants came to a premature end when he died of cancer in 1986 at the age of 25.

He Ain’t Heavy

If the truth hurts, it’s probably better to lie. Or, at least fib a little. Especially dealing with Bill Parcells and his, well, shall we say, girth issue.

“We were up at training camp, and [Parcells] was getting bigger and bigger and bigger,” said Ronnie Barnes, the Giants senior vice president of medical services and head trainer since 1980. “[Equipment manager] Eddie Wagner never gave him pants with the size in them. Parcells always thought he was a 36 or 38 because Eddie would fit him and snip all the sizes out. Parcells would say, ‘Don’t tell me the number.’

“One day we were at training camp at Pace and we’re going from one practice field to the other, and in order to get there you had to go over a snow fence. Eddie and I are following Parcells up to that field and he, in a very unathletic way, jumps this snow fence. He turns around and says, ‘What are you guys laughing about?’

“He always said, ‘If I lost weight no one would know, it’s like someone throwing a deck chair off the Queen Mary.’ One day Eddie and I are talking to him, people think we’re talking about equipment. Parcells sees a fan, he says, ‘Be honest with me now, now don’t look right now, but look over my right shoulder, you see that fat guy sitting there, he looks happy, he looks like he’s enjoying practice?’ He goes, ‘I’m not that fat, am I?’

“Our answer was, ‘Oh no, Coach.’ ”

Beating the Deadline

The last place Joe Morris figured he’d wind up was in New York as the 1982 NFL Draft unfolded and the Giants, in the first round, selected Butch Woolfolk, a running back from Michigan. But lo and behold, the Giants again opted for a running back in the second round, plucking Morris out of Syracuse.

“I asked [head coach] Ray Perkins, ‘Why did you draft me?’ ” Morris said. “He said, ‘Well, one of you guys is going to work out and one of you is not. It doesn’t matter to me which one does.’ I looked at him and thought, ‘That’s kind of nuts.’ ”

Sure enough, Perkins’ words proved to be prophetic. Woolfolk never developed and was gone after three years. The short (5-foot-7) and stocky (195 pounds) Morris played his way into the starting lineup and in 1985 rushed for a team-high 1,336 yards and a franchise-record 21 touchdowns. Morris was better than the Giants anticipated and, as a reward, he wanted a new, more lucrative contract. The team was unwilling to meet Morris’ price. And so, prior to the 1986 season, he showed up at training camp as a disgruntled worker.

“I talked to Bill Parcells and said, ‘Look, I want my contract taken care of. I’ll participate in all the no-contact drills until I get my contract signed,’ ” Morris said. “He agreed to that. He figured eventually I would just start practicing and not worry about it. It was fine the first couple of weeks. Then Bill called me into his office and said, ‘We got a preseason game, plus were gonna practice against the Falcons for a week.’ He said to me, ‘If you’re coming to Atlanta it’s going to have to be full-go.’ I said, ‘No, you know what you told me.’ He said, ‘I’m sending you home then.’ I said, ‘OK, fine.’

“The Giants sent me a letter saying I left camp. I said, ‘No, the coach sent me out.’ When the team was in Atlanta I got a call from all my teammates asking what the hell I was doing. I said, ‘Look, guys, I’m trying.’ I go back to camp with the understanding that my contract is going to be done before the season. I say if it’s not done before the season I might miss the first game.

[image: image]

Phil McConkey (AP Images)

“We fly down to Dallas for the season opener. Phil Simms drives by my house to make sure I left to come to the game because he wasn’t sure I’d get on the plane. Before the game Parcells said, ‘Is your contract done?’ I told him no. He said, ‘Are you playing?’ I said, ‘If my contract’s not done, no, I’m not gonna play.’ He said, ‘I’m pissed off at you.’ I said, ‘Bill, you didn’t need to be involved in this. You should have just let it go.’

“I called my agent from a payphone. He said, ‘The deal is done, it’s set, you get taped and have the best game of your life.’ I said, ‘All I want to know is if it’s a fair deal.’ He said, ‘It’s the best deal we’re gonna get, Joe, unless you want to miss a game.’ I said, ‘I don’t want to miss a game.’
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