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  This book is dedicated to those who were told they could not but yet they did.

  
    Editor’s Note:

    Cliff Harris has written a new introduction in 2014.

    Otherwise, the interior text remains as written in 2004.

  


  FOREWORD

  by Gene Stallings

  When I came to the Dallas Cowboys it was my first venture into coaching pro football. My career had taken me from a Southwest Conference championship as the head coach of Texas A&M to the Dallas Cowboys. I was hired by Tom Landry to coach the secondary.

  At that time, the Cowboy defensive backs included some very savvy and talented, but aging, veterans—Mel Renfro, Cornell Green and Herb Adderly. Ultimately Herb and Mel would become members of the NFL Hall of Fame.

  The secondary also included some very promising young stars in Cliff Harris, Charlie Waters, and Mark Washington. Cliff won the starting position as the Cowboys’ free safety the first game of his rookie year but had to leave when he was called to active duty in the army in the middle of the season. While he was gone, Charlie replaced him and Cliff saw limited action.

  The Cowboys lost in the Super Bowl to the Baltimore Colts that season. At beginning of the next year, Cliff won his spot back and the Cowboys went on to win their first Super Bowl against the Miami Dolphins. While I was a coach, there was a transition to the younger players. Herb Adderly retired, and Charlie worked his way into Herb’s spot but struggled as an out-of-position cornerback. Finally, after Cornell retired, Charlie settled into his best position as strong safety. He and Cliff complemented and improved each other’s play at safety. During my stint we developed the best pass defense in the NFL and won Super Bowl XII by dominating the Denver Broncos.

  I enjoyed coaching Cliff because he was consumed by all aspects of the game. He made it in the pros from his small school because he studied and worked hard in practice. He forced others to match his intensity even in practice or suffer the consequences. During the games, his aggressive style of play created havoc in both the opponent’s pass and run offensive schemes.

  Though sometimes he was stubborn and, at times, challenged my thinking, he performed at the top of his game in the most critical situations and consistently made the big plays at pivotal times during the big games.

  Cliff’s love of the game and his desire to inspire others to reach for their dreams are reflected in this volume, where he describes the split personality of football—funny and painful.

  I hope you enjoy reading his tales as much as I enjoyed living them!


  INTRODUCTION

  No Longer Warriors

  Today, I am writing on a Sunday morning just a few hours before kickoff of the 2014 Super Bowl. Here we are at the end of another football season, which means in my measurement of time, another year of life gone by. All of a sudden, a rush of memories comes over me. I remember the intense emotions I felt in those exciting moments, those uneasy sensations that come with the pregame jitters. It was great to sense the excitement of those passions again. My stomach even flopped with the memory of the anticipation of the thrilling challenge I was about to face.

  After all these years, I also realize just how lucky I was to have even had the chance to experience all those unique and indescribable feelings that surprisingly came up today from another life that I had lived playing for the Dallas Cowboys in Super Bowls. Did that really happen? Was that me?

  Pro football and my time with the Dallas Cowboys seem to be another lifetime away, may have been just a dream. When I watch pro games today it feels unreal to me that I ever lived that life, much less played in five Super Bowls. Today, my world is business, economics, and understanding the dynamics of a constantly changing energy business. It’s a different type of pressure that’s a long way from pro football.

  In the real business world there are no clearly defined scoring rules to success or the instant gratification that comes from making a big play that helps your team win a game. Unlike business, in pro ball you know there will always be another game next week. Miss a deal in the business world and it may be gone forever.

  Life in the football professional world is certainly very different than any other real-world career. For players, there is not much long-term thinking. You come into the game at 22, or 21 for me, then if you’re lucky, out at 30. From a real-world perspective, you’re the same person coming in as you are when you leave. It is definitely a young man’s game that keeps you basically the same age throughout your career.

  Before each season begins, football demands that a player transforms from a normal person to some type of other being. That creature is a primal survival self that is perfectly conditioned and doesn’t give in to pain, heat, cold, or anxiety. Something that is fearless, aggressive, unemotional, and violent, ready to take on any type of confrontation. Stress and risk go way beyond levels of reckless abandon and normal human tolerance. All of the senses are tuned to the highest levels ready for times of peak performance. High-level performance demands extreme intensity and an aggressive nature that pushes you into a different world of your own. At the end of games you find it’s difficult to shut it off and relax before the next game process starts all over again. When the season ends, you try the best you can to come back to a “normal” person again.

  It is impossible to compare any other life experience I have ever had to a Super Bowl. Game day preparation was an intricate but not delicate process. Early on, the day of the game was about learning how to contain your excitement. Maintaining composure is very critical to ultimate success and something that came only through experience. Even today, you see first-time Super Bowlers come out like wild fire early then fizzle later and lose the game. There was such a mix of feelings in those early mornings, waiting around my hotel room during Super Bowls.

  I remember both the mix of excitement and anxiety, and how slowly those hours moved before the “ultimate” game. I would go over and over my computerized breakdown of the list of plays our opponent had played in their last six games. The printout was broken down from many different perspectives, formations, downs, and distances. I had drawn up all of the primary routes of the receivers to know what to expect from them. Then I would close my eyes and visualize their top receiver speeding downfield towards me, going over and over in my mind seeing each play slowly unfold and even hearing the crowds in the background cheering loudly. Then I would see myself break and intercept the ball or blast their top receiver, laying him out, something you can’t do in today’s game. What a thrill!

  However, through experience, I knew I needed to chill and do my best to calm down, focus, and constrain my emotions to conserve vital energy for game time. I also knew there was the chance for me to become, what only happens in sports, the one and only world champion at something.

  Of course, winning the Super Bowl is assumed to be the ultimate for any professional football player. As strange as it may sound, I had bittersweet feelings at the end of those big games, win or lose. I remember looking up at the clock nearing the end of SB XII; we had beat Denver by a good margin. Then as the seconds ticked off I knew we had the game won, but at the same time, I hated to see it end. I didn’t want the game to be over and thought to myself, I wish we could just play one more quarter and let the chips fall where they may. I guess that says something about my makeup. The goal is to win the game, but there is something about playing the game and performing under extreme stress that fuels me. It is competition at the highest level. It’s like an addictive drug of which you cannot have enough.

  Sometimes these days, generally for business, I might wear a Super Bowl ring. Then, it never fails that someone comes up and asks, “Where did you get that Super Bowl ring?” “Were you a coach?” Or sometimes even asks, “Were you Cliff Harris?” And then they always seem to say, “Man, you were a great player. I really enjoyed watching you when I was a kid.” I laugh and say thanks. I never can figure out though how everyone seems to have been a kid when I was playing. Even guys who are 80 years old tell me they were kids. I guess they were in their minds. However, I am always grateful and glad to see those fans that made pro football as successful as it is today.

  I’ve thought about the development of me as a person and a player, a different guy each year. First, just a kid at 21 years old straight out of Ouachita Baptist who had played in the Peanut Bowl a couple years before. Then, there I was moments before the start of the Super Bowl, a wide-eyed rookie standing in the huddle surrounded by the Dallas Cowboy heroes, veteran superstars. They were anxiously waiting, ready to show the world they were not “The team that could not win the big one.” I was just carried along with them in their quest to win.

  Then, just a few years later, I was in the role of a team leader. It sure changed me as a person. I was the veteran, forced to perform with maturity and confidence on the field now, with me having the responsibility to motivate and direct the younger players as I had been. It was quite an experience.

  In just a very few years I had lived a complete lifetime in my pro football career. Like everyone in life, I came in young and eager with not much experience, led by those I believed in then, to an experienced veteran with stability and confidence like in any other job. Then, I turned around and ten years had gone by like a flash. I was 30 years old, viewed by the hungry young new wolves as a beaten-up old-timer veteran. In a flash it seemed my career was over.

  I had lived a whole lifetime in the pro football world. I had come in young, and though I was in the prime of my life, I was old in football years and I retired. It was certainly a different kind of life. Hopefully, my compressed life in pro football has given me a bit of insight on what to expect going through life. Today’s players will go through the same experience in football; the only difference versus my era is that when they come out they are rich, or at least they should be, where most of the guys from my time are still working.

  Since my last book was published, time has slipped further away from my days with the Cowboys, and many thoughts have run through my mind. I have had the chance to reflect and realize how truly fortunate I have been throughout my life. Football has been in my family, mostly in Arkansas, for four generations. My grandfather , OC Harris, played at what is today the University of Central Arkansas, then Arkansas State Normal; my father played at Ouachita before me; and my son, Matt, and brother, Tommy, played for the University of Arkansas. My oldest son, Andrew, played for the University of Richmond. My youngest son, Jason, played in high school. So, football has permeated all our lives for a long time.

  I spent some of the best days of my life in the college that my dad also attended, Ouachita Baptist University, nestled in the heart of the beautiful Ouachita Mountains of Arkansas. There, I developed lifelong friendships and a firm foundation of faith that has guided me through my life. A small school in a beautiful environment, I have said many times, I wouldn’t have done it any other way. There are very talented players playing football in small colleges all over the U.S. who are not there for the fame or the glory, but rather for the love of the game.

  This year some amazing things have happened to me. First, to bring awareness to those great players at small colleges like Ouachita, there will be a new award given to the small college defensive player of the year. The award, the Cliff Harris Small College Defensive Player of the Year, spans Division II, III, and the NAIA. Over 100 amazingly talented applicants were all deserving of the award, but ultimately defensive back Pierre Desire, from Lindenwood University (a DII school) near St Louis, Missouri, took the prize. His parents brought him to the United States on a boat from Haiti when he was a small child. I was very proud that we presented my award to such a deserving young man.

  In the NFL and in life, I believe it is important to always look ahead, rather than behind. As Pierre was headed to the NFL combine, I told him to take his trophy and place it on the shelf at home. It was certainly an honor for him to receive it, but as soon as it touched his hand, it was in the past. The award was something he accomplished in college, but he is faced with a new challenge in front of him, and the trophy will not help him win. That challenge is to make it in the NFL.
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  Cliff holding the inaugural Cliff Harris Award, which was presented to the nation’s top small college defensive player. Photo courtesy of Dr. Wesley Kluck from Ouachita University

  The same is true with anything in life, even winning Super Bowls; once you are successful and win, it is over. I have always tried to put the past “on the shelf” and focus on winning in the future.

  Speaking of the future, I have also been blessed in having a longtime friend in my life, Kelcy Warren. Through his generous and sizeable donation to Ouachita Baptist University, the college will have a new football stadium in the fall of 2014 . Kelcy is a brilliant businessman with great passion in everything he does, and he has a good heart. So, starting in the fall of 2014, the Ouachita Tigers will play in the new Cliff Harris Stadium in Arkadelphia, Arkansas. I only wish that my dad and my college coach Buddy Benson could have seen it. They would have been proud.
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  The new Cliff Harris Stadium, where the Ouachita Tigers will be playing starting in the fall of 2014. Architect’s rendering courtesy of Lewis Architects Engineers

  As for my team, the Dallas Cowboys, the glimmer on their star has faded a bit from both a record and playoff win standpoint. Though their value monetarily is still in the billions, they rank low in winning. Because of that, like others, I have grown to appreciate the timing of the team of my era even more. In reflecting back on that team and writing this book, I have realized how truly fortunate and blessed I have been in my life, particularly with the timing of my career with the Cowboys, who were truly America’s Team.

  Today, when I may struggle in business or life, I look back and realize how important timing and the arbitrary breaks are that can change your fortune and your life. I do realize I was a blessed guy.

  When the moment came in my life for my challenge in the pro football world, I did not know at the time but later realized how Tom Landry’s “Flex” defense was built and designed perfectly to suit my style of play. From the beginning, I was a Landry guy who related to him and his subtle but effective motivation style and his very organized way of thinking and approach to football. Like successful businessmen who surround themselves with individuals they can relate to and motivate, Coach Landry did just the same when he chose his coaches and his players.

  The strategic side of his Tom Landry “Flex” defense system relied on understanding percentages with a business-type logic. The successful execution side of the “Flex” demanded much preparation for a well-coordinated, calculated team movement as well as finesse and quick thinking.

  Coach Landry, like every good business leader, for each game would present us a well-thought-out plan with three main priorities with specific objectives necessary to win the game. We had confidence in him and knew if we could execute and accomplish those “business” goals, we could win.

  The defenses were based on the computerized analysis of the opponent’s plays in previous games. The key was to understand the opponent’s strengths and then design the “Flex “to eliminate them. Also, the players individually, diligently studied and prepared thoroughly to know our opponent’s tendencies so well that you would anticipate their moves and beat them to the punch. In other words, the Landry credo suggested that, during a game, you will react faster if you are anticipating actions because you know what to expect ahead of time versus just reacting when you see it the first time.

  Life and time have moved on and the Landry era is gone. Today though, the NFL rules have seen the most dramatic changes they have seen in many years or ever in football. Injuries have always been a part of the game but were never adequately addressed by the teams. Today, with the size and speed of the players, the force of impact has grown past the level of human tolerance. The severity and increasing numbers of injuries are merely a matter of physics—mass times acceleration equals force.

  The NFL Rules Committee goal this time was not to create more scoring opportunities for the offense by tightening restrictions on defense, as in the past, but to actually lessen the injuries to today’s bigger and faster, higher-paid players. As a byproduct though, many passing and scoring records were broken this year as a result of penalizing hard hits.

  The real focus and concern today are head injuries. Not surprisingly, concussions have been found to have a dramatic long-term effect on the brain and memory. How long the NFL has known about these facts and not taken action is a looming question that has yet to be resolved.

  There has been a lot to do today involving the long-term health of today’s players. I am certainly also concerned for my teammates from my era who are not doing very well, some both financially and physically. It is sad to think that this may have been avoided through similar actions taken today that were not done during my time. The team doctors today are acting responsibly and carefully monitoring the young, well-paid players after intense collisions.

  I do believe the NFL has a responsibility to help all of these former dedicated employees. In any other very successful profession, when someone spends a lifetime contributing to the success of the company, it justifies a good retirement and health benefits that shows appreciation to the employee for the contribution they made to their company or profession over their career. There is hope, though, given all that is going on today with the NFL and the players.

  As time goes by, the game will continue to change, but my feelings and passion will have not. Even though football feels so far from the life I live today, for the rest of my life, it will never leave my heart. I know near the end of every summer when I am surprised by that brief cool blast of a chilly wind that blows in from the north, my stomach will flop and that strange, indescribable feeling I’ve known for a long time will shoot through my system and brings the mild excitement knowing that fall and football are coming soon.
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  “Nothing in the world can take the place of persistence. Talent will not; nothing is more common than unsuccessful men with talent.”

  —Calvin Coolidge, 30th president of the United States (1872-1933)


  CHAPTER ONE

  ________________________________

  BEFORE I WAS A COWBOY

  Becoming a Football Player

  Every summer, tourists from all over the world flocked to the beautiful lakes and mountains of the resort town of Hot Springs, Arkansas. Growing up there was like living in paradise. It also created many distractions for the local high school boys, who would rather be swimming, fishing, camping or chasing girls than playing football. There was not a lot of dedication to the game, and Hot Springs High had year after year of losing records. When I was a sophomore, my young teammate buddies and I were ready for change, but we were in the minority. The older guys didn’t really care. They liked the status quo.

  I was dedicated to winning, but weighed in at only 150 pounds. I was too small to have much impact in games and didn’t have much sway with the varsity. But our junior varsity team was undefeated that year. Even back then I enjoyed hitting hard and getting after ’em on the field.

  A year later, Hot Springs hired a new coach named Ben Burton. He was determined to turn things around. Coach Burton had a new, innovative plan—get the guys in shape. He implemented a new weight program, and I began to see a difference. I started to develop confidence in my body and my ability. My athletic career and my life began to change.

  I really worked hard at trying to improve my strength. Through the weight program I began to see some muscles develop, and I became one of the fastest and strongest guys on the team.

  Our team was still struggling, and the coaches could have brought me up to varsity my junior year to help, but they didn’t. I never got the chance, so I kept working out and getting stronger. I was about 6 feet tall and 160 pounds, and at the end of my junior year Arkansas Football Magazine had listed me as one of the potential stars for the Hot Springs Trojans. That got me excited, but I was a little concerned about playing for a losing team my senior year.

  Then things really changed.

  My dad was working for Arkansas Power and Light and was offered a promotion to become district manager. The only problem was that we had to move from Hot Springs to a small town northeast of Little Rock called Des Arc with a population of 1,487.

  My dad didn’t force me to move to Des Arc. He asked me to come with him and spend some time there in the summer before my senior year. He wanted me to check it out and then make my decision. To make my decision tougher, one of my high school coaches in Hot Springs told me I could stay with him and his wife in the downstairs portion of their house on Lake Hamilton when my family moved to Des Arc. I was torn.

  My dad and I visited Des Arc and talked with John Rollins, the head football coach, and some of his assistants. They told us they really wanted me to play for them. They had all the positions filled except for quarterback, which was my position, and they had the potential to be a good team.
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  As Des Arc’s quarterback, I led the team to an undefeated season my senior year, 1966. Photo courtesy of Cliff Harris
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  The 1966 Des Arc High School football team—I’m No. 10. Photo courtesy of Cliff Harris

  Some of the cheerleaders drove me around the town and showed me the sights—the flat farming terrain, the White River, and the soybean, rice, and cotton fields around the area. This certainly was not like the mountains where I grew up, but I sure liked the interest the coaches and the cheerleaders had shown in me. There was also the potential to win.

  I decided to move to Des Arc with my family, and it was the best thing that could have happened to me. I quarterbacked an undefeated team and was on my way to playing more football. After my senior year, Ouachita Baptist University offered me a full scholarship. My future in football was beginning to unfold.

  Almost a Hog

  In the fall when leaves changed to a fiery bright red, so did the passion in the hearts of all the sports fans in Arkansas. The autumn chill in the air meant two things: hunting and Razorbacks football. Razorbacks footballers were legends to Arkansas kids of any age who ever wore shoulder pads and a helmet. From when I was a kid until even today, there has been no team in all of sports that sparked the interest of Arkansas sports fans like the Hogs.

  Even though my dad attended Ouachita Baptist University for his undergraduate degree—he later went to U of A for his master’s—and my mom Henderson Methodist College in Arkadelphia, Arkansas, they both followed the Razorbacks.

  My maternal grandfather, Ansel Weaver, was the most avid Razorbacks fan in our family. He lived in the small mountain town of Glenwood, Arkansas, and loved football. His excitement and passion drove my initial interest in the game. My grandmother, Amy, was a math teacher named “Teacher of the Century” in the small town for her devotion and commitment to her students and teaching.

  Ansel and Amy never missed a Razorbacks home game, which was played at Fayetteville or Little Rock. They went to the game with another couple from Glenwood and sometimes took me with them to the afternoon games. We all put something red on, packed a lunch, and went up Highway 71, the winding mountain road to the University of Arkansas through the beautiful Ozark Mountains. It was a breathtaking ride through the forests, although it was a narrow, curvy, and dangerous two-lane road. The car was filled with excitement, but I usually got carsick on the way. I recovered enough by game time. Hearing the deafening “Piggg Sooeeeyyyy!” echoing through the valley somehow brought me around.
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