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  FOREWORD

  Every year since I’ve been N.C. State men’s basketball coach, just before we begin our preseason practices, I’ve invited all former Wolfpack basketball players to my home for a special reunion of legends and those who helped make legends.

  Initially, I did this to get to know the former Wolfpack players, the people who care so much about this program and its legacy. So when I was hired to follow in the footsteps of Everett Case, Norm Sloan, Jim Valvano and the long line of coaches who helped N.C. State win 17 conference and two national championships in more than a century of college basketball, I wanted those players to know that we honor and appreciate what they did.

  We’ve had players who played for Case, Press Maravich, Sloan, Valvano, Les Robinson, Herb Sendek, Sidney Lowe and me. We’ve had as many as 100 former players crowded into the house, telling stories of their careers and how hard they had it back in the day. Sometimes, the height of their tall tales soars above the rims. Sometimes, we just sit in awe listening to stories about true pioneers of the sport, like Case and the sky-walking David Thompson, still the greatest player in Atlantic Coast Conference history.

  Basketball has changed so much since many of those guys played and our current players need to know that history. Our players have never lived in an era when freshmen couldn’t play their first year. They have never played a game without a shot clock or a three-pointer. They have never lived in a time when fewer than 64 teams made it to the NCAA tournament.
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  Hearing the stories of how difficult winning championships was back then—and knowing how difficult it is now—is an important part of our players’ maturation and education.

  We had an alumni throwback game before the 2014-15 season and more than a dozen former players were brave enough to suit up to play another game at Reynolds Coliseum. From 60-year-old Monte Towe to 30-year-old Julius Hodge, from the reunion of Fire and Ice (Chris Corchiani and Rodney Monroe) to the return of Tom Gugliotta and many other favorite players, they put on a show that brought the house down with smiles and great memories.

  My first introduction to N.C. State basketball was my sophomore year at Alabama, when we played Jim Valvano’s Wolfpack in the Sweet Sixteen of the 1985 NCAA Championship. That was two years after the Cardiac Pack had won the national championship in Albuquerque on that incredible play by Lorenzo Charles, and Valvano believed his team might be on a similar team-of-destiny run.

  That night, we held the Wolfpack to one of its lowest point totals of the season. Unfortunately, they did the same to us and won the game 61-55, advancing to an Elite Eight matchup with St. John’s. What I learned that night was that Charles was a beast and Spud Webb was one of the most amazing athletes I’ve ever seen.

  The opportunity to introduce these legends is important to me, and they are important to our program. The staff I brought with me includes Bobby Lutz, Orlando Early and Rob Moxley, and all have deep roots in basketball in North Carolina and the South. Adding Dereck Whittenburg—one of the three senior starters on the ’83 national title team, a former assistant coach under Valvano, and Bobby Cremins and a former college head coach—brings a wealth of knowledge and passion about N.C. State.

  One of the first things we did when we arrived in Raleigh was turn the Dail Practice Center into a showplace for Wolfpack basketball traditions. My director of basketball operations, Jeff Dunlap, worked with Tim Peeler, the author of this book, to bring the history of N.C. State hoops to life, highlighting our championships, our All-Americans, and the legacy of the players, coaches and contributors who are profiled in these pages.

  For some, it may be intimidating to walk into the office every morning and see looming pictures of Case, Sloan, Valvano, and other coaches. It’s not for me, because I look forward to the day when our teams match their successes and we add to that heritage.

  In our first three years, we have been fortunate enough to do something that no other teams have done in our basketball history: qualify for three consecutive invitations to the NCAA Championship tournament in the first three years as a staff.

  We have also added one of our own to this update of Legends of N.C. State Basketball. T.J. Warren was the 2014 ACC Player of the Year, joining Ronnie Shavlik, Lou Pucillo, Thompson (three times), Monroe and Hodge as the only Wolfpack players to win that award. He’s a deserving inclusion.

  Now, however, it’s time to go out and find more like him who will create their own legacies and write their own chapters in the great heritage of Wolfpack basketball.

  Mark Gottfried

  N.C. State men’s basketball coach

  (2011-present)


  ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

  
    I’m a big fan of mulligans. I try to use three or four every time I play golf—or more, if I can get away with it.

    So when Skyhorse Publishing contacted me in the summer of 2014, expressing a desire to update and republish Legends of N.C. State Basketball, which was originally released by Sports Publishing LLC 10 years ago, I jumped at the opportunity. It was a chance to add some new and overlooked players from the original edition, make some significant updates in several existing chapters and correct some of the minor errors and inconsistencies that drive newspaper nerds and grammar geeks like me a little crazy.

    The new chapters fix a couple of glaring oversights. Sam Ranzino, a member of four of Everett Case’s Southern Conference championship teams and the school’s all-time leading scorer for 25 years, was omitted because I knew little about him and he had passed away before I began research for the book. Since then, I learned much about him, including the fact that he became the head coach at the same school where Case won four Indiana high school championships.

    Charles “Hawkeye” Whitney was still in jail when the first edition came out. His story, while troubling and sad, is worth telling, and all N.C. State fans should be grateful that both Sidney Lowe and Dereck Whittenburg have kept him connected to the Wolfpack basketball program, giving him strength and Wolfpack fans lasting good memories of one of their favorite players. I met him for the first time in 2006 and wrote a story for the N.C. State athletics website, GoPack.com. It is reprinted here with permission.

    Tom Gugliotta was still an All-NBA player back in 2003-04, so his professional career and full basketball story were not yet complete. He’s certainly a legend, something that was reiterated in 2013 when he and fellow legend Chris Corchiani were expelled from an N.C. State home basketball game. The outcry was enormous, and justified.

    And when the book was first published, T.J. Warren was just 11 years old, still learning the game from his father, former Wolfpack player Tony Warren. He played his way into this edition by becoming the sixth player in N.C. State history to earn ACC Player of the Year honors in 2014 and helping the Wolfpack to a pair of NCAA Tournament appearances in his two seasons with the program.

    Sadly, two of the original legends have passed away. Dick Dickey, the only four-time first-team all-conference player in school history and one of just three three-time All-Americans, died quietly in his home state of Indiana on July 3, 2006, at the age of 79. He had a hall-of-fame career and lived a full life, ever devoted to the school that gave him a chance to show off his basketball skills.

    No N.C. State fan was prepared for what happened on June 27, 2011. That’s when Lorenzo Charles, hero of the 1983 NCAA championship game against Houston, was killed when the bus he was driving careered off Interstate-40 and into a tree. Lorenzo was a sweet soul, forever remembered for one reactionary play, but there was far more to him than that. His broad shoulders, muscular build and imposing demeanor could scare diamonds out of the butt of a coal miner. Once he broke into his wide grin, the one he reserved for friends and passengers on the buses he drove, you knew he was just a big softie. There are really no words to describe the sadness I feel that he’s no longer sitting behind the bench at N.C. State home games.

    Similar emotions might have been necessary for Julius Hodge, one of the most affable, most talented, players to ever suit up for the Wolfpack. The 2004 ACC Player of the Year was the final chapter of the first edition, even though he had another year of college eligibility remaining. I had no doubt that he could be an NBA superstar, but near the end of his rookie year, he was hit in a still-unsolved drive-by shooting. The near-fatal incident certainly had an impact on his NBA career, and he never became the all-star or hall of fame player he wanted to be. Still, he had a productive professional career overseas, and returned to Raleigh, where he shares his humor and insight with Wolfpack fans on radio, television and social media.

    Indeed, much has happened since the first volume of Legends of NC State Basketball was published. I left newspapers, went to work for N.C. State’s athletics department and spent nearly a decade writing about legends in all sports, including irreplaceable women’s basketball coach Kay Yow, Olympic gold medalist swimmer Cullen Jones, Super Bowl-winning quarterback Russell Wilson and first-round baseball selections Carlos Rodon and Trea Turner. They are among the greatest ambassadors the school has ever produced.

    There are many people to thank for getting this second edition to print. Foremost is my wife, Elizabeth Davis Peeler. She’s not a basketball fan, and just about everything in this book is as much news to her now as it was 11 years ago. That’s okay, because she’s still the inspiration for everything I do. My kids were too young to appreciate having an author in the house the first time around, but now that they are addicted to reading, maybe this will mean a little more. I am always thankful for the support of family and friends.

    There are many people to thank at N.C. State, from coaches like Norman Sloan, Les Robinson, Herb Sendek and Sidney Lowe, to coworkers in the athletics department. One that was particularly helpful in the first edition, longtime sports information director and senior associate athletics director Frank Weedon, passed away in 2013. His memory faded before his body, and I miss the excitement in his voice when he told stories of Everett Case and heroes of long ago.

    The Internet has made research much easier than when I spent hours on end in the dusty basement of Reynolds Coliseum. The foundation of my research remains The Wolfpack . . . Intercollegiate Athletics at North Carolina State University (1976), by former N.C. State professor Bill Beezley; ACC Basketball: An Illustrated History (1988), by Ron Morris and Pack Pride: The History of N.C. State Basketball (1994), written in 1994 by Douglas Herachovich. I hope this book adds a little to that history.

    Thanks to Annabelle Myers and her staff in media relations, athletics director Debbie Yow and her team of associate directors and the many coaches and staff I call friends in the department. Thanks especially to current head coach Mark Gottfried, who wrote the foreword of this edition. His help and friendship during his first three seasons here has been greatly appreciated. Thanks again to my colleague Dave Droschak, who wrote the original profiles of Dickey and Vic Molodet in the first edition. Finally, I can’t express enough thanks to my friend and editor Bruce Winkworth, who keeps me straight grammatically and so many other ways.

    Thanks, again, to all N.C. State contributors for the memories. And thanks to Skyhorse for the unexpected mulligan.

    Tim Peeler

    November 2014
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  EVERETT CASE


  For the first three-quarters of the 20th century, no one did more to promote the game of basketball than an unimposing former semi-pro basketball player from Indiana named Chuck Taylor.

  Beginning in 1925 with a short little clinic he gave in Raleigh at the behest of N.C. State basketball coach Gus Tebell, Taylor zipped across the country in a big white Cadillac with a trunk full of sneakers, giving clinics and promoting his canvas Converse All-Stars, the most ubiquitous basketball shoe ever made.

  So in 1946, when N.C. State decided it wanted to put its money into establishing a high-profile basketball program in an effort to revive a moribund athletics department, Raleigh News & Observer sports editor Dick Herbert told H.A. Fisher, the chairman of the athletics council, and J.L. Von Glahn, the athletics business manager, to go ask Taylor, the guy who knew more about the innerworkings of the basketball world than anyone except maybe James Naismith.

  “The best basketball coach in the country is a lieutenant commander in the U.S. Navy,” Taylor told Fisher, according to a 1951 story in the Saturday Evening Post. “His name is Everett Case.”

  Taylor and Case had coached against each other while serving in the military. But their ties went further back to the fever of Indiana high school basketball, where Case had won more state championships than anyone in history. Fisher and Von Glahn went to Atlanta to interview Case, who accepted the job without ever stepping foot onto the railroad-dissected Raleigh campus. He refused to talk about salary.

  
    EVERETT CASE

    Born: June 21, 1900 (Anderson, Indiana)

    Died: April 30, 1966, of myeloma (cancer of the bone marrow)

    High School: Anderson High School, Anderson, Indiana

    Position: Head coach

    Degree: B.A., Central Normal College, 1932; Masters Degree, Southern California, 1934

    Years with the Wolfpack: 1946-1964

    Record: 377-134 at N.C. State; 467-124-1 in 23 years as a high school coach

    NCAA Tournament Appearances: 1950, ’51, ’52, ’54, ’56

    Championships: Indiana High School State Championships (1925, ’29, ’36, ’39); Southern Conference Championships (1947, ’48, ’49, ’50, ’51, ’52); Atlantic Coast Conference Championships (1954, ’55, ’56, ’59); Dixie Classic Championships (1949, ’50, ’51, ’52, ’54, ’55, ’58).

    Honors:
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  “Oh, that’s not important,” Case told his new bosses, according to N.C. State athletics historian Bill Beezley. “I have been fortunate in my investments. Money isn’t the big consideration.”

  Frankly, the school officials thought the school might be setting itself up for embarrassment if Case didn’t take a competitive salary and a multiyear contract. Case agreed to take $5,000 per year, but refused to sign more than a year-long contract.

  “What Everett envisioned when he came to North Carolina State was a whole basketball program that involved recruiting, coaching and promoting.”

  [VIC BUBAS]

  “If I don’t like it here, I’ll be free to leave,” Case said. “If you find you don’t want me, you’ll be free to replace me.”

  That began 18 years of service at the school that included 10 conference championships in his first 13 years.

  In reality, what brought the coach to N.C. State was the hulking skeleton of steel that would later become Reynolds Coliseum. Case saw it as an opportunity to make Raleigh “The Basketball Capital of the World.” Fisher and the rest of the State College administration had no problem with pouring money into basketball. Wallace Wade had built national powers on the gridiron at Duke and the University of North Carolina was about to begin its Golden Age, led by All-America football player Charlie “Choo-Choo” Justice. State College, with its decrepit Riddick Stadium, couldn’t match that football success, and didn’t really want to try.

  A basketball program was easier and cheaper to build, since it needed only a handful of players. At most southern schools, football was king, while basketball was merely a bridge from football to baseball season and a way for the football players to stay in shape.

  “You have to understand that at the time he came here, there were a lot of schools that were just made up mostly of football players, who played both sports,” says Vic Bubas, who spent a decade as Case’s assistant before taking the head coaching job at Duke. “There were no (basketball) scholarships then. It was really back in the days when there was no such thing as a basketball program.

  “What Everett envisioned when he came to North Carolina State was a whole basketball program that involved recruiting, coaching and promoting.”

  Initially, Case recruited mostly in Indiana, where he was a high school coaching legend and demon. His first team in 1947 was made up of six Indiana natives who were forever known as the “Hoosier Hotshots.” Among them was future Wolfpack coach Norm Sloan.

  Case made the Red Terrors immediately successful. He took them on a Midwest barnstorming tour in December, beating eventual national champion Holy Cross along the way. During the time his team—which changed its nickname to the “Wolfpack” in his second year on campus—competed in Thompson Gym, Case literally had fans beating down the doors to watch his team play.

  The Raleigh fire marshal famously canceled a game against North Carolina because of fans clamoring to get into the 3,400-seat gym. A game against Duke the next season was also canceled and the building was condemned, forcing Case and his team to play its games in Raleigh’s downtown auditorium.

  When Reynolds Coliseum opened in 1949, it became a basketball promoter’s dream, and Case was the biggest promoter of the sport the South has ever seen. He created the Dixie Classic—his only assistant, Carl “Butter” Anderson, came up with the name—the three-day basketball marathon that was the foundation of Case’s popularity with fans, with players, with opposing teams and even with officials.

  Case’s success forced North Carolina to hire New Yorker Frank McGuire to build a program at Chapel Hill. McGuire won the 1957 NCAA title, the first by an ACC team, which forced Duke to go after someone who could compete with the Tar Heels. Duke athletics director Eddie Cameron hired Bubas, who eventually gave way to Bill Foster. Both took the Blue Devils to the Final Four, but it wasn’t until Tom Butters hired Mike Krzyzewski in 1980 that Duke had its own dynasty-builder to eclipse all the schools’ other successes. Krzyzewski sat through two horrific losing seasons while both Carolina and State won national championships in 1982 and ’83, respectively, but he’s done pretty well since then.

  For some, that line of ascension might be convoluted, since it bounces off every exit ramp of Tobacco Road. Case wouldn’t mind. He loved the school that hired him, but he really wanted to ignite passion in the game, similar to what he grew up with in Indiana.

  “You have to realize that Carolina and Duke and the others were forced to improve (because of Case),” said the late Jim Valvano in a 1982 interview. “Everett had beaten Carolina something like 15 straight times at one point. I asked Frank McGuire was it true that he was hired at UNC to beat Case. He said yes, without question.”

  In fact, McGuire broke UNC’s longest losing streak to its chief rival in his first game against Case.

  In front of fans, Case and McGuire pretended to be mortal enemies. In reality, they were friends conjoined by their love of basketball. They frequently met for dinner at the old College Inn, joined by assistants Press Maravich, Vic Bubas and Dean Smith. They would all retire to Case’s home on Daniels Street in Cameron Village, to share late-night stories and Early Times whiskey.

  “It was always so much fun listening to those two talking about the old days,” Smith says now. “It’s hard when you’re rivals, you have to work at (having a friendship). And they did.

  “I remember when I became the head coach, after all the gambling scandals, Everett called me and I went over to his house by myself. He had his houseboy go get dinner for us, and we were talking about how tough it was going to be, with all the restrictions that were placed on the two schools, by not being able to go out and recruit. He said, ‘I bet Vic (Bubas, then the Duke coach) and Bones (McKinney, the Wake Forest coach) are laughing their heads off.’”

  Many people sat with Case in his living room to talk about basketball. He shared a friendship with the media and opposing coaches that is a relic of a different era. He just loved being around people who loved basketball.

  “I remember one time we were there and there was this man from Raleigh who bred show dogs,” said Norm Sloan, who always honored his old coach whenever he could. “He was a big basketball fan, too. Coach Case warned him, ‘I don’t want to talk about those damned dogs. If you don’t want to talk about basketball, I don’t want you to come back to my house anymore.’”

  Case loved the sport, but he neither played it in high school nor was particularly good at coaching the Xs and Os of the college game. That’s why he always surrounded himself with knowledgeable assistants, like Anderson, Bubas, Lee Terrill and Maravich.

  “He wasn’t a great game coach, but he attracted great people,” says Bucky Waters, who played for Case in the 1950s and was the head coach at West Virginia and Duke later on. “He was more of a facilitator and a promoter. He would keep up with the game, and when someone like Oscar Robertson signed at Cincinnati, he immediately locked that school into playing in the Dixie Classic his senior year.

  “He was just ahead of his time in terms of putting on a show.”

  He introduced some Indiana high school traditions to college basketball, like cutting down the nets after winning tournaments and turning down the lights during player introductions. He was one of the first coaches in college basketball to have summer camps for players, and he devised the box score that showed game stats. He once had his players warm up for games wearing flashy capes.

  Never married, Case adopted his players as his sons, and like any good patriarch, left most of his money to them in his will. Case’s divided $69,525 of his quarter-million-dollar estate into 103 shares, which he spread among the 57 living Wolfpack players who had earned their degrees from N.C. State.

  “He wasn’t a great game coach, but he attracted great people. He was more of a facilitator and a promoter.”

  [BUCKY WATERS]

  That money came in handy to young men who weren’t too far removed from college. Lou Pucillo remembers putting his three shares into his business. Waters, whose young son had a severe allergy to milk, used it to pay bills for his family. “The soy bean milk was off the chart,” Waters remembers. “I was making like $5,000 a year, and that stuff was 70 cents can, and he was using three cans a day. So it didn’t go into a convertible or anything like that. It was a godsend.” Case put the rest of his estate, some $198,000, into a trust for his only sister, Blanche Etta Jones, who was living with him in Cameron Village at the time of his death.

  “I don’t think the general public knows just how much his boys meant to Case,” his neighbor, Fred Jones, told Whitey Kelley of the Charlotte Observer, when Case’s will was made public. “His was more of a father-son relationship than it was a coach.

  “A phone call or a visit from Vic Bubas always turned him on like an electric light, even when he was sick in those last days.”

  The only girl who ever really stole Case’s heart was Beverly Shavlik, the young wife of Wolfpack star Ronnie Shavlik. Case was best man at their wedding, and he insisted that they hold the wedding reception at his home.

  “Mother was mortified,” Beverly Shavlik said. “But it was the perfect place. I just adored him, and all of his players were his sons.”

  Case never played high school basketball himself, but it was always his intention to coach. He said so in his 1919 Anderson (Indiana) High School yearbook. He began coaching at the age of 18, after attending enough weekend and night school to get his teaching degree. He strung the rest of his undergraduate degree among six different colleges during the next 13 years, as he moved from town to town coaching high school basketball teams. He settled in Frankfort, Indiana, to become head coach of the Hot Dogs. After taking Frankfort to its second state title, in 1929, he accepted the trophy from Dr. James Naismith, the inventor of the game.

  Recruiting scandals dogged Case even in high school, because he was always willing to offer a promising player’s father a job around town if that player’s family would pick up and move to Frankfort. He finally got his college degree from Central Normal College in Danville, Indiana, in 1933.

  By the mid-1930s, opponents were onto Case, and jobs were scarce everywhere. He took off for the West Coast, ostensibly to go to graduate school at the University of Southern California, where he was an assistant coach to Sam Barry. Always consumed by basketball, Case’s masters thesis was titled “An Analysis of the Effects of Various Factors on the Accuracy of Free Throws.” Case found the underhand shot to be the most effective.

  Case went back to Indiana in 1935, and immediately won his third state title in with the Frankfort Hot Dogs. Case also began to dabble in several businesses that allowed him to never worry about what his coaching salary was. He opened a California-style drive-in called the Campus Castle in Frankfort. He began selling calendars and All-America certificates around the state, helping him earn the nest egg he lived off of for many years. Case always dabbled in stocks, frequently tipping his players to run transactions from his office in Reynolds Coliseum to his stock broker in downtown Raleigh. Lou Pucillo says that Case also considered going into the restaurant business in Raleigh. In 1959, Case wanted to bring Raleigh’s first McDonald’s franchise to Hillsborough Street, but negotiations broke down when Ray Kroc’s people wouldn’t let the coach call his restaurant “Everett Case’s McDonald’s.”

  “He is the one who brought basketball to the ACC. After World War II, he went there and dominated, and that’s what made other teams want to build up to him.”

  [JOHN WOODEN]

  Case’s final high school coaching victory came in the 1942 state tournament, when the Hot Dogs beat South Bend Central and a coach named Johnny Wooden. Some 32 years later, after Wooden had become the “Wizard of Westwood” and won seven consecutive national championships at UCLA, one of Case’s pupils, Sloan, ended Wooden’s domination of college basketball.

  Wooden remembers the fierceness of going against Case in those cut-throat high school tournament games. And he knows what Case meant to the game of college basketball in the south.

  “He’s the one who brought basketball to the ACC,” Wooden says. “After World War II, he went there and dominated, and that’s what made other teams want to build up to him. That’s why North Carolina brought Frank McGuire down from New York.”

  Wooden also remembers that Case built his program by nabbing some of Indiana’s finest talent, just, as some people might say, like he did when he was coaching at Frankfort.

  “I understand that when his players came on the floor, the opposing band would start playing ‘Back Home Again in Indiana,’” Wooden says.

  Case entered the navy just before World War II and spent the war years coaching military teams at various bases. He had just about decided to retain his officer’s commission when Taylor put him in touch with the N.C. State athletics officials.

  After he established his Wolfpack program, Case didn’t just limit himself to Indiana boys. He went to New Jersey and Philadelphia, and he widened N.C. State’s and the ACC’s recruiting base from coast to coast when he went to Denver, Colorado, to snare six-foot-nine center Ronnie Shavlik.

  Case had his quirks. Every afternoon during his tenure at N.C. State, without exception, he took a nap. He said he wanted to be well rested for retirement. He probably drank too much. He once cracked several ribs when he fell into the newly installed pool in his backyard, and forbade any of his writer friends to tell the story because he thought people would surmise he was drunk when he did it. Which was probably the case.

  He may have loved his surrogate sons, but he was a gruff old bastard. “Hey, boy . . .” was a term of endearment. He threatened them with a boogie man he created named “Ol’ Joe Hayes,” who lay in the dark corners of Hillsborough Street looking for basketball players going astray.

  He encouraged his players to take advantage of a free education and wanted all of them to be successful once they were out of school, but he also made them understand what was important when March rolled around.

  “I remember Smedes York, who was a civil engineering major, coming into practice a little late during the week of the ACC Tournament, because he had a lab,” says Les Robinson. “He comes walking in about an hour late, with his slide rule still in his pocket, which he’d done all year long.”

  “York, what the hell are you doing?” Case yelled.

  “I was in my lab, Coach,” he replied.

  “This is tournament week, boy. Forget all that crap!” Case shot back.

  As much as he loved the game, he was so burned by feuds and NCAA investigators that he discouraged some of his brightest players from following his path into coaching. Shavlik once told Abe Goldblatt of the Norfolk, Virginia, Virginian-Pilot that Case discouraged him from ever going into coaching. “Case told me not to go into coaching. He said it was a tough way to go, like playing a fiddle in a band. He said it didn’t offer much remuneration.”

  Mel Thompson, Vic Bubas, Robinson and Eddie Biedenbach couldn’t be convinced: they all went into coaching and were successful. Coaches who followed much later around the ACC, from Jim Valvano to Dean Smith to Mike Krzyzewski might disagree nowadays about the financial rewards of the profession.

  Case had his troubles, too, which he mostly blamed on his decades-long feud with Kentucky coach Adolph Rupp. State was put on probation in 1955 for illegally trying out players. Two years later, the Wolfpack was slapped with the NCAA’s harshest penalty to that time, for the recruitment of a Louisiana schoolboy named Jackie Moreland. All N.C. State sports were barred from NCAA postseason competition for four years. That prevented Earle Edwards’s first ACC championship football team in 1957 from accepting a bid to the Orange Bowl, the only time in school history that the Wolfpack has been invited to one of the major bowls.

  “The NCAA rules are like your income tax,” said Case, who never particularly liked either one. “You need an adviser to tell you what’s going on with your income tax and you need an adviser to tell you what is going on with the NCAA. The NCAA has got a million rules and they have caught me on every one.”

  Generally, Case would claim he had no knowledge of the rules he was breaking, a claim few people at the time believed.

  “I think,” said a longtime friend long after Case’s death, “that Ev was such a competitor, he wanted to win so much, he was willing to overlook rules in order to win.”

  Those infractions never bothered him nearly as much as the gambling scandals of the early 1960s, because the latter had to do with his own players doing something to hurt the program and the game. Case had repeatedly warned his players to stay away from shady characters. He brought in SBI agents to talk to his team about it. He made all his players sign a sheet saying they had read a scrapbook full of clippings about the point-shaving scandals of the early 1950s, which forced several Northeast colleges to disband their basketball programs completely.

  “The scandals devastated him. For a man to whom basketball was his whole life and to whom loyalty meant everything, that scandal was just total devastation.”

  [NORM SLOAN]

  But four of Case’s players, including captain Stan Niewierowski and Don Gallagher, the 1960 winner of the Alumni Athletic trophy, confessed to point-shaving and cooperated with investigators during college basketball’s second big brush with the seedy underworld of gamblers. Case brought the investigators in himself to look into the program.

  “The scandals devastated him,” Sloan said in a 2003 interview. “For a man to whom basketball was his whole life and to whom loyalty meant everything, that scandal was just total devastation.”

  In an address to the team after the point-shaving allegations were made public, Case told his players to “buck up and fight.”
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