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Foreword

When a young player becomes a part of the Dallas Cowboys, he quickly develops an understanding of—and an appreciation for—those who have come before him.

I’m sure this is the case with nearly every NFL team, but, because of the success and heritage of the Dallas Cowboys, the feeling of tradition and history that surrounds this franchise is something that is very tangible—and very powerful.

The Dallas Cowboys have enjoyed 40-plus years of unprecedented success on the football field. At the foundation of that dynamic achievement is a collection of characters who played the game. These are the men who shaped this franchise’s history, and they did so with an unusual blend of style, substance, and staying power.

This book documents the journey that many of those players traveled after they stepped away from the glaring spotlight that accompanies the star on the helmet.

Where Have All Our Cowboys Gone? is a collection of stories that tell us what it is like to move on and grow: how some have enjoyed triumph away from the field—and how others have been forced to display the heart of a champion under circumstances that are far more dramatic than those that go along with simply playing a game.

More than anything, this book reminds us that heroes are humans. They have fears and failings just like everyone else.

Brian Jensen is uniquely qualified to bring you these stories. He is an experienced journalist whose fascination with these players began, like it did for so many of us, as an impressionable young fan of the Dallas Cowboys.

TROY AIKMAN
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Introduction

They filed in one after another. Faces familiar to so many of us despite the altering of age. A Hall of Fame running back here, a troubled linebacker there, Super Bowl MVPs in between. The whispers among those watching the processional grew into curious conversation.

Hey, there’s Harvey Martin. I wonder what he’s doing these days.

Isn’t that Ralph Neely? Look, there’s Don Perkins. Where have they been lately?

Has anyone seen Don Meredith?

It was a brief relief from the moment of mourning that had brought America’s Team back together. Tom Landry had lost his battle with leukemia. The athletes he molded into great football players gathered to share the realization that he had also helped guide most of them into becoming great men—husbands, fathers, lawyers, company presidents, entrepreneurs. As military jets flew over the private graveside service, they wept. As thousands of adoring fans flocked to memorial celebrations, they stood proudly and proclaimed their love for Landry.

All the while came the whispers.

Do you see Lee Roy? Isn’t he in the lumber business?

How about Walt Garrison? I haven’t seen him since he did those chewing tobacco commercials.

Has anyone seen Duane Thomas? Or Golden Richards?

For over 40 years they have been the names, numbers, faces, and stories that captivate Cowboys fans worldwide—especially one particular fan.

In 1960, as the franchise was taking its first step into the NFL spotlight, a little boy in Dallas was taking his first steps, tightly grasping a blue blanket in one hand. Later in life, I would learn it was “Cowboys blue.”

New Year’s Eve, 1967, was one of the most memorable days in Dallas Cowboys history. No wonder all the adults at my seventh birthday party were screaming names like Meredith, Hayes, and Lilly while surrounding the television. To my friends and me, the NFL Championship game that became known as the Ice Bowl just looked like a cold place far, far away.

When the team turned ten, it received a Super Bowl berth as a birthday present. Mine was an “authentic” Cowboys uniform complete with the white plastic helmet and blue star. My best friend and backdoor neighbor, Mark Miller, was instantly a marked man. He was the opposing offense. I was Jethro Pugh or George Andrie, Chuck Howley or Cornell Green. He never gained a yard.

While Roger was dodging defenders, Dad and I were dodging broadcast blackouts in Dallas with trips to Tyler, Texas, slightly more than the 90-mile radius required. Sitting at a roadside park with plenty of others in our motor homes, vans, and cars, the reception was rough, but it was better than the “Cowboys Antenna,” being sold as the high-flying solution, the we had tried so many times before.

A trip to DFW Airport to see the team arrive after the “Hail Mary” beat Minnesota became bigger than life when a simple “Hey, Drew,” drew the smile of the man wearing a hat of horns from the Vikings he had conquered.

In 1977, a senior from the University of Pittsburgh won the Heisman Trophy and brought it to Texas as the Cowboys No. 1 pick. Meanwhile, a senior from Dallas’ W. T. White High School somehow landed an invitation from his buddy Rick Rasansky to attend that year’s rookie orientation at the Cowboys complex. A picture with Tony Dorsett and a handshake from “Too Tall” Jones jolted me into feeling as if I had graduated to the inner circle.

Manning a concession stand at Texas Stadium for our swim team’s fund-raising project produced a perfect plan. As a pregame and halftime volunteer, the four quarters were mine to roam. Suddenly the portals above the north end zone became the best seat in the house. Hollywood Henderson’s kickoff reverse for a touchdown, complete with the goalpost dunk, was a performance worth the price of admission.

Years later, after college and the beginnings of a career in broadcasting, a return to Dallas put that little kid with the blue blanket in the middle of the media madhouse that is the everyday experience of covering the Cowboys as a reporter and anchor for two Dallas–Fort Worth television stations. Through the firing of the living legend to a three-Super-Bowl bonanza and finally the farewell that February day at Highland Park United Methodist Church, a 12-year period that brought a boy once in awe of America’s Team to a more realistic vision of their world, a world even players like James Washington now admit is a “fantasy land.” It also brought that little boy closer to what the big boys he once idolized describe as “the real world”—life after football—real jobs with real challenges, real life problems with real difficult solutions.

Suddenly, the questions being whispered had answers.

Some were readily known because of top-level NFL figures seen by football fans every week. Mike Ditka and Dan Reeves having their high-pressure heart problems played out in high-profile performances for television commercials, on the sidelines as head coaches, or in the studio as network television hosts. Calvin Hill and Robert Newhouse continuing their Cowboys careers as player personnel counselors, reluctant, with the eyes and ears of their owner ominously close by, to reveal anything more. Jim Jeffcoat and Bill Bates back in the comforts of the Cowboys family as familiar assistant coaches.

Many were hidden behind the celebrity status that still surrounds the players of the past. At least one, Rayfield Wright, who directs the NFL Alumni regional office in Arizona, would participate only with remuneration for himself and all other former players. Others, like Clint Longley and Golden Richards, are purposefully protected in their own private worlds.

All had one core element that was surprisingly common. Unlike their counterparts of today, the heroes that put the shine on the Cowboys star actually had to learn the labor of polishing and buffing a new star once their playing days were done.

As Walt Garrison says in unison with the others, “Most of the guys that played when I did weren’t financially secure when they quit playing football, like Troy (Aikman) will be or like Emmitt (Smith) will be, that make millions of dollars a year. Some of the guys I played with, including myself, we never made a million dollars in all our career. You have to get a job and go to work. It’s not like you can just pal around with somebody.”

“I worked every off-season doing something,” adds Ralph Neely. “We didn’t make enough money to retire, we just changed jobs.”

Yet there they were, filing into the memorial service, the way we had remembered them so many times before—as Dallas Cowboys—and carrying with them the stories that answer the whispers, Where Have All Our Cowboys Gone?
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George Andrie, DE ’62–’72

Cabin Fever

Snow is falling outside a log cabin on a little island in the Great Lakes. The scraping and growling sounds being heard just a few feet away from the window don’t create enough of a stir inside to disturb the occupants from the warmth of a winter fire. It is probably just a bear. Tomorrow it might be a deer. The next day it could be an elk or even an eagle. Attracting Michigan’s wildlife is why they built the feeder near that window in the first place. George Andrie and his wife have come to their little cabin in the woods to retire.

“Our children couldn’t believe it when we told them what we were going to do,” admits Andrie. “They said, ‘Why would you want to do that now? Most people your age go south and you’re going north.’ I don’t think I ever got used to Texas, being there for 37 years, to living in the humidity and the heat.”

It was the same George Andrie who, as a Cowboys defensive end, looked around the locker room before the 1967 Ice Bowl game in Green Bay and knew his team was in trouble. “It was cold, and I could see the effect it had on the rest of the guys,” remembers the man who was raised in nearby Grand Rapids. “I didn’t say a damn thing, one way or another, but I could see where we were getting psyched out. That’s all they were talking about was the weather. We didn’t have our mind on the game, even though we played a real good game and hung in there and could have won it and should have won it.”

Andrie had plenty of good memories to go along with his 11 years in a Cowboys uniform, leading the team in sacks for four straight seasons while playing alongside Hall of Fame tackle Bob Lilly. The successful combination on the field created another career path off the field with “Mr. Cowboy” a few years later. “Bob got a Coors beer distributorship in Waco, Texas, and I worked with him for about two years and we got that thing running, established the market and stuff like this. But the beer business was a lot like football,” adds Andrie of his first attempt at an after-football future. “I’d be gone at 6:00 in the morning getting guys off running their routes, and then I’d be there entertaining retailers after hours until midnight. It was about to kill me. Not only that but you can’t drink water, you gotta have a beer, you gotta have your own beer if you’re selling it.”

Not happy with the direction he was taking his future or his family, Andrie went another route, starting his own business in advertising specialties, imprinting items for companies’ promotional and advertising needs. “It’s all family owned and all family operated,” says the proud father of seven. “All the kids work in it, off and on. It was really nice to be able to involve them all. They’re all doing very well, and they’re all making a very nice living off of it.”

Which allows Mom and Dad the opportunity to enjoy a lifestyle that 25 years in business should provide. “We look across the water and we can see Canada maybe a couple miles by boat over there,” says Andrie, whose wife works on her dream of writing a book while the former football player spends much of his days hunting or fishing. “I put a little feeder up there in front of my office window. I had about a six- or seven-pointer come up this morning. I don’t shoot those deer. I go to another part of the island. I can’t shoot the ones that I feed.”

Andrie can’t imagine being anywhere else or doing anything better during his golden years. He is as far removed from football as he can possibly be, and that is strictly by design. “I played for 11 years, and when it was over it was over. I don’t think we went to one game since I left, even while I was in Texas. As far as going back and watching games, that new owner (Jerry Jones) kind of indicated that he didn’t want anything to do with us and never invited us to anything.”

There is always the possibility that an invitation never quite made it to Andrie’s hideaway. Not that the invitation would be very timely when the Andries make it to the mainland to pick it up.

“The only way to get off the island is a ferry,” describes Andrie. “We’re lost. I’m gonna tell you what, if you’re gonna try to come up here and find us, you got to work at it.”

Not necessary. Just look for the most content creatures in the great white north.


Mike Clark, K ’68–’71,’73

Kicking the Big C

You think, oh, crap, why does this have to happen to me?” It was the reaction Mike Clark expected when he heard the words no one ever expects to hear. “It was a melanoma. It had gone from my left ear internal and showed up in six spots on my lung, one on my left kidney and two spots on my spleen. You just think, ‘Man, this is it.’ ”

But Mike Clark was getting too much of a kick out of life for those words to block his enthusiasm.

Calling the Super Bowl VI win over Miami his biggest thrill with the Cowboys and the Super Bowl V loss to Baltimore the worst memory, Clark says it was a game against the Browns on the way to the first Super Bowl that was his finest football moment. “We played in the mud and I got two field goals and we won 6–2,” remembers Clark. “That was the most satisfying because nobody could do anything and I just happened to hit the two and it got us into the play-offs.”

Yet, even as his most satisfying moment in football was flying through the uprights in Cleveland, Clark had already logged countless hours of flying away from the field. It was a passion that would lead him on a remarkable journey around the world.

Joining the Confederate Air Force, Clark worked his way up to flying some of the B-17 and B-25 aircraft that were active in World War II. But it took almost ten years for Clark to talk one of his most decorated passengers into coming aboard. “You know, Coach Landry was an airplane captain during World War II,” says Clark proudly. “I was still flying when I was playing, and I said, ‘Coach, you gotta go flying with us.’ He said, ‘When you get your type rating in the left seat as a pilot in command, I’ll go fly with you.’ So, one Saturday (in 1981) after I’d retired, I went out to the practice field and I walked up to him and handed him my license and a piece of paper that said, ‘Type Rating—Boeing B-17.’ ”

Tom Landry joined Clark for an hour-and-a-half flight to an air show in Denton, Texas. “Probably about 45 minutes of that he (Landry) was sitting in the right seat, in the copilot’s seat, flying. He was very good. That was a big thrill for me.”

Clark’s interest in airplanes eventually took off as a career. With experience in marketing and interior construction to go with his knowledge of the flying game, General Dynamics (now Lockheed Martin) hired Clark to put together international trade shows and air shows. And the thrills just kept coming. “About 38 countries, although most of the shows were in England, France, Germany, and the UAE,” explains Clark.

Unlike his days with the Confederate Air Force, the hardware at these shows aren’t being sold as museum pieces. American fighter planes like the F-16 and the F-18, Russian MiGs, French airplanes, and ground equipment including tanks and a variety of missiles were commonly on display at the shows Clark put together.

“I was at one that they had a live demonstration at night. That was most impressive. Everything they used in the Gulf War, we saw examples of. From 30-caliber machine guns all the way up to ground-to-air missiles like the Patriot. They make big booms when they go off!”

Unfortunately, not all the booms Clark witnessed were planned. “In Paris, they had the MiG-29 crash. He apparently ingested a bird and it just blew one of his engines and the other one was in afterburner and it just rolled him over and went straight down. The pilot punched out and the next day he was up flying again,” remembers Clark. “Then, there was a Sukhoi, another Russian airplane that did a big loop and came around and just didn’t clear the ground loop. It bounced and exploded. Of course, the guys punched out, and they were okay. I never saw a fatality.”

But Clark got the biggest kick out of a joy ride he took in a battle-ready tank during one of the shows in the Persian Gulf region. “We made friends with some of the Russian tank drivers. We toasted vodka and then got the tanks, and I got to drive several demonstration laps around the obstacle course. It’s extremely simple.”

Of course, that comes from a guy who for the past several years has been riding the country on his Honda Gold Wing touring motorcycle. One of his favorite trips was a 32-day Alaskan adventure that covered 9,000 miles.

No wonder the former Cowboys kicker chose an intense treatment to battle the cancer that was discovered invading his body in 1997. Clark took chemotherapy that included five different chemicals in three separate sessions, each at 24 hours a day for five straight days. “It totally knocked me to my knees,” says Clark of his third and final session. “Worse than any training camp I’d ever been through; just weak and tired and you just wanted to lay there. It took me a long time to get over.”

But he did, regaining his weight that had dropped from 238 to 207 during the treatments. Now he has another thrill to add to the list. “We’re just sitting here enjoying everything that’s going on.”

It’s been, by far, the biggest kick of Mike Clark’s life.


Mike Connelly, C ’60–’67

The Long Run

It was only a hill. Not a mountain, not even close. But this particular hill looked more ominous than it should have because it was about to become legendary.

One of Tom Landry’s most famous fundamentals in training camp was about to begin. The Landry Mile. A run through the hills of Thousand Oaks, California, that every player would have to complete in 6½ minutes or less. Quarterbacks, linebackers, offensive lineman. Everyone was included, from the biggest names to the no-names. Don’t make it and the entire team would be penalized on your behalf—if you were still on the team. No one was spared.

Mike Connelly knew it was coming. As a center, he had never run a mile in his life. So he practiced and prepared for what he feared could be a career killer. Instead, it became one of the shortest runs of the rest of his life.

“After I did it the first year, I thought, I feel pretty good being in this good condition,” says Connelly of his indoctrination. “So, I just kept running.”

Now in his mid 60’s, Connelly still hasn’t stopped. “When I retired, I read an article someplace with some statistics about retired NFL players, and at that time it said the average ex-NFL life expectancy was 56 years. I thought, ‘Wait a minute, I’m 34. I just retired, and that’s not too far down the road.’ So, I kept running.” Connelly counts more than 30 marathons in his 30 years since retiring from football.

Appreciating the long run is also a big part of Connelly’s career calling. As a stockbroker just building his portfolio when the stock market hit the down years of the early 1970s, Connelly advised his clients to buy on the theory of a marathon, not a sprint. Few of his former teammates stayed in the race.

“Don Meredith and I had the thought that maybe we could form a mutual fund and go around to all the sporting people to invest their earnings,” remembers Connelly of a plan that never panned out. “We quickly concluded that the guy coming out of football thinks that because it’s been easy for him, even though he may not have made a lot of money, they have these ideas that you put a couple bucks in and you make a ton of money. They have no patience. We were in business for about a year.”

Connelly has many more success stories of those who ran alongside. “In 1979, I had a client buy 500 shares of WalMart. He said, ‘Just buy it and keep it, I’m not selling it.’ He paid 30 bucks a share for it, so that’s what, 15,000 bucks? Want to guess what that became worth? Over 18 million dollars.”

The Cowboys’ first center may not have become their first millionaire, but he’s on the list. “I’m shocked looking at my net worth,” admits Connelly. “I never dreamed I could make that, but it compounds. It goes pretty slow at first and all of a sudden, it just grows like a big old landslide coming down the hill, and all of a sudden it gets bigger and bigger and bigger. I’m just glad I stuck with it.”

Just as he was years before, coming down that final hill during the first Landry Mile.


Mike Gaechter, S ’62–’69

On the Board

He was an undrafted free agent, playing safety for the 1962 Cowboys as a rookie. Philadelphia Eagles quarterback King Hill obviously didn’t think much of Mike Gaechter’s ability. Throwing to Tommy McDonald in the end zone, King laid the ball perfectly in the arms of—Gaechter! One hundred yards the other way, and the Cowboys rookie was on the board. “Today they measure goal line to goal line, so that record will never be broken,” says a proud Gaechter. “Believe me, all records are meant to be broken, and they will be eventually.”

That moment in the Cotton Bowl may have been Gaechter’s first opportunity to put points on the board, but it would not be his last, nor would it be his most lucrative.

An Achilles tendon injury kept Gaechter off the field during the final year of his contract and forced him to begin looking for his future away from football. He again found a way to put numbers on the board. “I got into the billboard business,” explains Gaechter. “It was just kind of like dumb luck that I got into it, I guess.”

Like the interception that began his NFL career, Gaechter turned luck into luxury. Developing billboards in Dallas and San Antonio attracted the attention of his competitors, and Gaechter began selling what he had built.

The strategy worked well enough to take his game plan to Amarillo, Texas, and to Albuquerque, New Mexico. Once established in those markets, Gaechter sold again. “I kind of retired for a while.”

But the bug to stay busy bit Gaechter again a few years later. It was something he picked off from his football days with the Cowboys. “Landry’s defenses and philosophies didn’t come natural to me; I had to really work at it,” says Gaechter. The work ethic drove him back to the billboard business, and once again Gaechter had a touchdown drop in his hands. Buying the Waco, Texas, region at a time when the billboard market was down, Gaechter built it back up over the next few years. “We didn’t have it that long, but while we did, it cash flowed a half a million a year at least,” boasts Gaechter. “We paid like $200,000 for Waco and we sold it for 6½ million, maybe a little more.”

Now Gaechter can retire more comfortably with another record return in his grasp.


Walt Garrison, FB ’66–’74

Home on the Range

Most afternoons he rides and ropes in the arena at his Argyle, Texas, home, practicing for upcoming rodeos. Then it’s on to his porch, where he’s likely to whittle the evening away. Walt Garrison was a cowboy long before he was a Cowboy.

“I started rodeoing when I was in high school,” says the proud Texan, who added to his image while sharing time with the rodeo and football teams as an Oklahoma State Cowboy. He also gives rodeoing credit for his success in life after football. “That’s probably what helped me get my job with U.S. Tobacco. I started out doing commercials for them when I was still playing football with the (Dallas) Cowboys. NFL Films did a documentary on my rodeoing, and in that I was dipping snuff. The fact that I rodeoed and played football probably had the biggest effect on them wanting me to come to work for them when I retired.”

For the next 23 years, Garrison was a spokesman for the U.S. Tobacco Company. He became as well known for delivering the line in his commercial, “Just put a pinch between your cheek and gum for that full tobacco pleasure,” as he did for delivering a punch to an offense that helped the Cowboys give Dallas its first Super Bowl pleasure.

But Garrison also felt the pinch along with the rest of the tobacco industry as a result of the class-action lawsuit settlements of the 1990s. “We had to pay our part, which wasn’t as big as the cigarette industry,” Garrison explains, while showing some displeasure at the process itself. “I’ve used tobacco all my life, so it’s hard for me to see how people that used tobacco and have used it 40 or 50 years with everybody telling you it’s bad for you could then turn around and sue the people they bought it from.”

The tobacco industry has actually been very good to Garrison. Sponsorships of rodeo events kept him close to the sport of real cowboys and, although he recently left that line of work, he may never let go of the rodeo reins. Well into his 50’s, Garrison and his wife, Debbie, continue to ride and rope around the country. “She makes more money than I do. She’s a little better,” says an always humble Garrison. “But, I’m still team roping. As it implies, it’s a two-man or two-person sport. One ropes the horns, and the other one comes in and ropes the back legs. The fastest time wins.”

Speed was never a big part of Garrison’s game at fullback with the Cowboys. In fact, the pace he set at training camp in Thousand Oaks, California, is still a big part of his lifestyle today. “I couldn’t sleep during the day during two-a-days,” remembers Garrison of his second camp with the Cowboys. “I’d just hang out and walk the halls and stuff. My dad was a whittler, so I just went and bought a knife and a piece of wood and started whittling. I’m still doing it.” And doing it so well, the Imperial Charade Knife Company hired Garrison to represent them at gun and knife shows with live whittling demonstrations. “Horses, people, chains, balls, and boxes. Whatever,” adds Garrison.

But don’t go looking for the price tags on any of Garrison’s creations. They are not for sale. “I don’t sell anything. I’ve got 30 years of whittling out here,” Garrison says of his collection. “If I’d start selling it, I’d be working for someone else. I give ’em to friends. They gotta be real close friends ’cause it takes a long time to whittle most of this stuff.”

Friends like Meredith and Reeves are some of the fortunate few. “As a matter of fact both of them do” have an item whittled by Garrison. It has become almost as rare a find as a true cowboy in the fast-paced, high-tech world of the new millennium.

Walt Garrison is that rare find. He may have retired as a Cowboy, but he’ll never be a former cowboy.


Cornell Green, CB ’62–’74

Lovin’ the Lonely Life

He was the prototypical cornerback of the 1960s. A five-time Pro Bowler, four times an All Pro. Cornell Green loved being out on the island. Alone. “If you’re not a loner type of person, you soon learn to be one,” admits Green of the characteristic that helped him perfect man-to-man coverage.

Apparently, he learned to develop that trait so well, it led Green to another lonely profession—as an NFL scout.

“Ninety percent of the time you’re alone,” explains Green while searching for a story to tell of his travels throughout the nine-state region he covers for the Denver Broncos. “If a story happens, you have to make your own story, because nothing funny ever happens. You travel alone. You go in there, you watch tapes alone, you talk to coaches, then you’re alone. You go out on the field when the players are practicing and the coaches are coaching, and you walk around there by yourself. Then you say bye, and you go on your way to the next town. You’re out on the corner looking in. You’re alone.”

Most try to avoid a lonely life. Cornell Green obviously relishes it. “When I was a player, I was also a scout for the Cowboys. I did them both at the same time,” Green points out. “I was the only person that did that. In the off-season I would go out and scout for the Cowboys. During the season I would go and put on a uniform.”

Out on the corner, looking in. A view that Green says has not changed very much over the quarter century that he has been studying it. “It’s still about the same. It’s just a lot more technical now than it was when I first started with the Cowboys. Everybody is looking for an edge,” adds Green. “There’s more psychological testing and all that type of stuff. Everybody’s got a different test that they give kids to see if they can play football. But, it still is—can the kid play or not—that’s what it comes down to.”

It is probably a good thing Green did not have to experience the exams firsthand when he was knocking on the NFL’s door. He was a basketball player. The first time he ever had to make a tackle was his first exhibition game against Green Bay. And those tests may not have noticed Green’s nose for the ball. He still owns the Cowboys career record for blocked kicks.

On the other hand, according to the All Pro player turned Super Bowl scout, there isn’t much that anybody misses, test or no test. “It’s not like what people think. I’m not the only one that scouts a player. Everybody scouts them. It’s like with John Elway, everybody seen John Elway. It’s not that one guy just saw him and said John Elway can play. It’s a consensus of opinion. It’s not really one guy scouting and finding a player nobody else seen. That don’t happen. That only happens in the movies.”

If anyone decides to make a movie about the Green-er pastures of Cornell’s career, they will have to be prepared to travel—to Louisiana, Mississippi, Arkansas, Texas, Oklahoma, New Mexico, Arizona, California, and Nevada. And they better be prepared for plenty of stops along the way.

Green has seen his share of big-name players along the way. In fact, lately, some of those names have been repeating themselves. “Some kids, at this age, I scouted some of the kids’ dads and now I’m scouting their sons.”

If the sons are as successful as the fathers, Green will be adding more than airline miles to his credit. Counting his playing days in Dallas and his scouting career with the Cowboys and Broncos, Green has nine Super Bowl appearances. He owns four Super Bowl rings.

Maybe it’s not so bad being out on the corner looking in. Even if you are alone.


Bob Hayes, WR ’65–’74

Slowing Down

He was the fastest man in the world, an Olympic gold medal-list. He changed the way football was played in the NFL with his blazing speed. It has taken Bob Hayes almost thirty years, but he’s finally slowing down.

“My mind is so tired,” said Hayes, as he talked about the hurdles he has cleared since retiring as one of the most gifted athletes to ever don the Cowboys star. “I still do a lot of talking to kids and to people. I don’t talk basically about my life. I talk to them about staying out of trouble, get an education, respect your parents, your teachers, your counselors, and stay away from bad company and undesirables. They can’t help you.”

Actually, the examples and the words Hayes uses in his conversation are all about his life. His experiences include trouble—trouble that put him in jail, cost him one career, and may be holding Hayes back from the one honor that’s even more elusive than he was to NFL defenses. “I’m very disappointed in the Hall of Fame,” says Hayes, with a crackle in his voice. “The ones they select, they all deserve it. But how many of them revolutionized a part of the game? As Tom Landry and Don Shula said, ‘Bob Hayes changed the game of football.’ Sam Huff, he said, ‘Man, we had to change the whole scheme of defense because of Hayes.’ Everyone says that. I had troubles 30 years ago. That’s not it. I don’t know what it is.”

The Cowboys who played with or after Hayes agree. But finally, “Bullet Bob” can at least boast about the honor that the Cowboys franchise has bestowed upon only ten others: the team’s Ring of Honor. “I’m lost for words,” said Hayes—now a frail, 58-year-old football legend—during the announcement news conference, which came just two months after Hayes’s battle with prostate cancer and liver and heart ailments nearly ended his race short of its goal. “I’ve wanted this for a long time and it’s just a miracle for me. This is such a high honor for me.”

It wasn’t the first time since turning 50 that Hayes has determined to reach out and snare an honor that eluded him no matter how fast he ran. Education has also been a part of his stretch run. “I’ve gone back to Florida A&M and gotten my degree,” Hayes says of the special education degree he earned at the age of 51. “I just had to finish it because when I go to speak to these kids, I tell them if you start something, if you’re really serious, you’ve got to finish.”

And Hayes has lived his lesson at home. The respect for parents he preaches is practiced daily since his return to his hometown of Jacksonville, Florida, where Hayes lives with and has spent the past several years taking care of his mother. “She’s in her 80s. I’m the youngest and she wanted me around right now, so I had to come back and spend some time,” says Hayes. “After I got drafted by the Cowboys, I stayed out there for 36 years. I’ve come back to spend time with my family and get to know my nieces and nephews.”

Life after football has been more of a marathon than a sprint for Hayes. In and out of business with several companies, including some owned by former teammates, he retired after selling part ownership of a computer business. “It was called Junk Mail. We called on financial institutions to sell insurance, real estate, savings and loans,” says Hayes. “It wasn’t an Internet company. There wasn’t no Internet then.”

More recently, along with his own ailments, Hayes has had to endure the passing of his college football and track coaches as well as Tom Landry. He served as pallbearer for all three. “I had the greatest coaches in the world,” an emotional Hayes remembers.

And they had the greatest athlete in the world.


Chuck Howley, LB ’61–’73

The Perfect Fit

He may not be a native Texan, but Chuck Howley certainly sounds like one. “You get a little Texas stuff on your feet, I guess you have to hang around,” says the proud linebacker from West Virginia. “We came here in 1961. I didn’t really dream this would be our home, but we dearly love it here.”

The feeling is mutual. It’s part of the humble Howley heritage that fits a man who is still the only Super Bowl MVP selected from the losing team. “I get a lot of fan mail as a result of that,” Howley admits. It may have been the Super Bowl V performance against the Baltimore Colts. It could have been the six Pro Bowl appearances, six All Pro selections, or six interceptions in the 1968 season. Or it might be his Ring of Honor inclusion that keeps Howley a hot property. “I had a card here last year from a boy over in China. It’s kinda humbling when somebody that far away can still want your autograph. He was just asking on a little 3×5 card for my autograph, and I sent him one of my cards instead. He wrote me back and said I was the hit of the neighborhood.”

Howley has always been a hit, especially in business. Long before his retirement from football, Howley began his next career with Chuck Howley Uniform Rental. “Quite a few players played and then looked for things after retirement. I took it as it came,” explains Howley of his foresight in preparing for life after football. “The opportunity arose, and so when I wasn’t practicing or playing football, I was there helping run this particular uniform company.” And ran it successfully for 30 years, as uniformly as he carried out his consistent play as a Cowboy. “I had to carry what I felt was the same enthusiasm for my football playing days into my businesses to take care of the customer the way I felt the customer should be taken care of. I get a big kick out of pleasing customers. I believe that they can find that product someplace else. As long as I take care of them they’re gonna take care of me, I guess.”

Now, Howley is taking care of the direct sales side of the business. “Polo shirts, T-shirts, silk screening, public safety, fire and police uniforms, everything but firearms.”

He’s also taking his taste for Texas a step further. “I do a little ranching. We raise quite a few cows and horses. We run about 5,000 acres up there with about eight to nine hundred mother cows and about 100 horses,” says Howley. “It’s been one of those things. That’s my golf game. I go there on weekends and we work cattle or we work horses. That’s kinda where I get my chance to let off steam or relax a bit.”

Maybe Howley is a real Texas cowboy after all. “Well, not really,” he says. “The guys are still trying to get me to rope. It’s a slow process.”


Eddie LeBaron, QB ’60–’63

Cross Examined

Tom Landry talked to me about, at the end of my career with the Cowboys, being kind of a player/coach. I thought about it, and I said, ‘Tom, I’m an old quarterback and a young lawyer, so I’m going to stick with the law business.’ ”
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