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  This book is dedicated to my wife, Sharon, bless her heart. She stepped in as point guard on the kids’ basketball teams and played first base for them when Daddy couldn’t be there. All those times when you get beat and the dog won’t even look at you when you come home, she was always there with support and a smile. So were my kids: Rick, Bebe and Sonny. I can’t thank them enough for their patience with me. Also, if I make a nickel off this book, it will go to the Stoney Garland Fund, to help with the medical expenses for the wonderful former Red Raider who suffered a catastrophic accident in 1995. I also can’t give enough thanks to all the players and coaches who made this such a fun and rewarding ride for me.

  —Spike Dykes

  This one is for K, my wife and best buddy.

  —Dave Boling


  Chapter 1

  Hail to the Chief

  Patting the Presidential Posterior

  In the fall of 1992, my secretary interrupted a staff meeting to tell me that the president was calling. I said thanks; please tell him I’ll get back to him after the meeting. She said, no, this is the president of the United States.

  George H.W. Bush was going to be in Lubbock, it turned out, and he wanted to come watch us practice. That seemed like quite an honor for the Red Raiders. I had coached in Midland, where his family lived for so many years, and he apparently had been vaguely aware of me for that reason. I told him I’d be tickled to death for him to come out and see us.

  There were almost as many Secret Service men as players, but he had a good time. What a gentleman; he spent a lot of time with everybody. He visited with the maintenance people and workers at the stadium, and had his picture made with anybody who wanted it. That was a great experience. He was clearly a guy with a passion for sports and an obvious compassion for all the people who were there working.
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  Spike and President George H.W. Bush (Photo courtesy of Spike Dykes)

  Beyond that, he was a person who made you feel relaxed. Maybe that’s what led to my little indiscretion. Some friends like to kid me about the way President Bush’s visit ended. I thanked him for coming and told him how much it meant to all of us, and that I was honored and flattered.

  And as he turned to leave . . . I slapped him on the butt.

  It was all real spontaneous; I hadn’t thought about it. He was just a good ol’ boy, and I guess I wanted to make him feel at home and like a part of Red Raider Nation.

  Unpack the Boxes

  As happy as I was to get to Lubbock as an assistant to Jerry Moore in 1984, and as much as I wanted to stay there for the long haul, it took us a couple years before my wife, Sharon, and I felt it was safe to unpack . . . just out of habit from all the moves we’d made over the years. Even being optimistic, I figured we might be around for two or three years.

  But I really had a wonderful time working for coach Jerry Moore, who was a great guy. When the head coaching job opened in 1985, I applied for the opening. I didn’t think I really had a chance, but if you’re a coordinator, you’re supposed to do it. They hired David McWilliams, who was a good friend that I had coached against when I was at Big Spring and he was at Abilene High.

  I assumed that since I had applied for the job and didn’t get it, that I was going to be out looking for work. New coaches usually have a staff in mind and want to bring in their own people. I said that to David and he agreed that was often the case, but not when good friends were involved. He was very gracious and kept me on as defensive coordinator, and we had a good team that went 5-3 in the Southwest Conference . . . the first winning league record in seven years.

  The success of the season, in fact, earned David the job at the University of Texas. He headed off to UT after the regular season, but before we were to play Mississippi in the Independence Bowl. David kidded me that if we lost it would go on my record, and if we won, he’d get an extra “W.” He was kidding, but I was so happy to have the job I’d have agreed to anything.

  David made a very nice gesture when he left. We had 10 assistants and he told us that all 10 were welcome to join him in Austin. That’s a rare coach who would do that. I really admired him for that. And the way it worked out was fine: Half left and half stayed.

  Athletic director T Jones didn’t take a lot of time offering me the job; it all happened pretty fast without any national search or trying to bring in 20 candidates for interviews. To be back in West Texas was a big deal for me. And I brought to the job a pretty simple philosophy: I was going to do the best I could with what I had; we were going to have some fun playing football; I was going to be objective and consistent with the players. And if I didn’t get that done, then they didn’t need to bitch about it, just fire me and get somebody else.

  After we got it rolling a little bit, though, I knew I wanted to stay at Tech until I was done coaching. That’s the only job I wanted. I don’t want to make it sound like I turned down a bunch of offers, but I had some calls along the way. I just decided that Texas Tech was where I wanted to be; it was home, and I was going to stay there as long as they wanted me.

  Independence Day

  It didn’t take me long to drop below .500 as a head coach. When coach David McWilliams took the Texas job, I got promoted pretty quickly and we got busy getting ready to play a tough Mississippi team in the Independence Bowl on December 20, 1986.

  What made it nice was that all the coaches were still on board except for David. Of the five coaches who were going to join him at Texas, all continued with their commitment to Tech and worked with us through the bowl game. It was a nice final roundup for the bunch, and it meant that nothing really had to change as we got ready to finish up the season. The defensive guys took care of the defense, the offensive guys took care of the offense, and as head coach, I guess I was just in charge of making sure everybody got over there for the game.

  We trailed 17-7 at halftime but safety Merv Scurlark returned an interception for a touchdown and Scott Segrist kicked a field goal to tie it up for us. Ole Miss kicked a field goal early in the fourth quarter to give them the 20-17 win.

  It was Tech’s first bowl appearance in nine years, though, and we felt maybe we were starting to build something that had some real potential for the long run. That was a fun team that we had, loaded with overachievers. But the new head coach was off to a flying start with an 0-1 record.

  I figured it could only go up from there.

  Rolling the Dice

  No question, T Jones, the Texas Tech athletic director, took a chance on me. You have to remember I was a 49-yearold journeyman coach with most of my resume filled up by short stays at a ton of different high schools. They could have gone out and picked up one of those bright and shiny young coaching stars and nobody would have minded at all.

  Instead, they gave me a chance, and I was very humbled by the opportunity. I will always appreciate it. They really rolled the dice and it turned into a blessing for which I will always be thankful.

  Former athletic director T Jones on hiring Spike Dykes: “I had known Spike for a long time, back when he was with Darrell Royal at Texas. I had already left that staff, but I was still close to them and I had a chance to watch him at practices. It was very evident that he was a very likeable person and a good coach.

  “Spike is the sort of a guy who is a one of a kind. It’s cliché, but what you see is what you get. He’s very unassuming in terms of not seeking the limelight and the cameras; he’s very quick to give the assistants and the athletes credit for what they deserve and not take it for himself.

  “When David McWilliams went to Texas, Spike was his defensive coordinator, and it took me about an hour to make him our new head coach. There was no doubt in my mind that’s what we needed. He was a product of West Texas. He grew up there; he liked Texas Tech and he wanted to stay around for a while.

  “He also had the personality and charisma that I knew would appeal to the fans and alums there. What you have to remember is that at the time he took over, we had fan apathy and we had student apathy. Spike was very well liked across the board. He was very good internally, within the department, and was very eager to work with the alumni and at the golf tournaments and luncheons and all the PR things you have to do. He was very accessible to everybody, and the media liked to interview Spike because they never quite knew what was going to come out of him. Of course, Spike probably didn’t, either.

  “I think the players understood him as a man. He had a little bark to him now and again, but he was very softhearted personally. He could jump on them but then you’d see him with his arm around somebody walking and talking to a kid. He was a good disciplinarian who had a soft approach.”

  Spike-ism

  Maybe it was a health inspector who objected out of personal hygiene concerns, but somebody asked me one time what I meant when I said about our team: “We all drink with the same dipper.”

  Maybe somebody thought that a program with limited resources could only afford one water bucket. It seems pretty obvious to me. It means everybody wins together and everybody loses together. We’ve got a set of rules and everybody follows them. Nobody’s bigger than the team. And it’s a message we tried to send from our first day coaching Texas Tech.


  Chapter 2

  Getting Started, 1987

  Tallahassee Bound

  Athletic director T Jones and I talked about our shared belief that the best way to upgrade our program was to beef up our schedule. We needed a change in perception about our program. No question. We didn’t get started by taking baby steps.

  Originally, we were scheduled to open with Arkansas State. Fine. About the first of June, T came up to me and said he got us out of it.

  “Good, who’s going to replace them?”

  “Uh, we’re going to Florida State.”

  I told him that if we were planning on upgrading to gain more credibility, that was surely one way to do it. Those people were darned good and we had never played in an environment like that.

  The Seminoles were coming off an 11-1 record, a No. 3-ranking and a Sugar Bowl win over Auburn. Meanwhile, we went into the game with what seemed like about the worst luck imaginable. In the last minute of practice on Thursday that week, we were doing some little conditioning drill and quarterback Billy Joe Tolliver sprained his ankle. It was so bad that he was on crutches Friday and there was no way in the world he was going to be able to go on Saturday.

  That left us no choice but to start a transfer named Scott Toman, who had never taken a snap for Texas Tech, and who really hadn’t taken very many in college football at all. All he did was play one of the most phenomenal games, given the circumstances, I’d ever seen. That was maybe the toughest defense I’d ever seen, and he just hung in there and kept making enough plays to keep us close. It was something like 20-16 heading into the fourth quarter.

  They pulled away from us at the end to win 40-16, and went on to another 11-1 record and a No. 2-ranking. But for us, Scott Toman put up one of the gutsiest performances ever, and we were clearly taking our first steps on the tough road toward scheduling respectability.

  Former athletic director T Jones on upgrading the Texas Tech schedule: “The thing that we felt was so important for us to change was that we weren’t getting the right kind of athletes. We needed to get better athletes and better students. Plus, we were playing the wrong teams; we didn’t have a non-conference schedule that would challenge the athletes.

  “With Spike’s agreement, we both felt the athletes needed to play those great teams to get a personal idea of what it took to be in that championship class. You take your lumps for a while, but the athletes responded well. What we were trying to get through to them was that we needed to develop the mindset that we were eager to face anybody, anywhere at any time. And they sure developed that.”

  Edging the Aggies

  The Texas A&M Aggies came into Lubbock as the No. 15-ranked team in the country and we managed to send them home with a 27-21 loss, mostly on the strength of two good defensive stands late in the game.

  Really, that was the first big win for me as a head coach. It was important in what it seemed to say about our program and us. The Aggies had been down a bit, but they had hired Jackie Sherrill and were making great progress.

  We made a statement about our readiness to play very early on as little Tyrone Thurman returned a punt 74 yards for a touchdown, and quarterback Billy Joe Tolliver hit Wayne Walker on a deep pass to give us a 14-0 lead in the game’s first five minutes.

  Linebacker Dwayne Jiles made a huge tackle on their fullback behind the line of scrimmage on a fourth-down attempt, and our middle linebacker Brad Hastings had about 20 tackles to lead us in a very impressive defensive effort. Boyd Cowan made the final interception to finally let us stop holding our breath.

  Nice Gesture

  One of the first great surprises I had as a head coach came when we beat the Texas A&M Aggies in Lubbock my first year. Their head coach, Jackie Sherrill, had an image as sort of a tough and gruff kind of guy.

  They were something like 21-point favorites and we beat them for our first win over a ranked team. A lot of coaches, caught up in the emotions of that kind of loss, can be pretty irritable afterward, or want to lash out and downplay the effort of the other team.

  But Jackie Sherrill was in our locker room almost before I was. He told them how well they played and how proud he was of them. I was completely amazed. I’d never seen anything like that before. He was entirely sincere. Jackie is a good friend of mine . . . especially after witnessing that thoughtful display.

  Hog Slop

  You’d have to say that spirits were rising after the win over the Texas A&M Aggies, and expectations were elevated when the No. 20-ranked Arkansas Razorbacks came to Lubbock the next week.

  Given those circumstances, all we did was fall on our faces, getting skunked 31-0. It’s hard to play such an emotional game one week, and really play somewhat over your head to get a win, and then expect to come back the next week and be sharp. If you can do it, you’re one of the top teams in the nation.

  We weren’t. We had a hangover from the Aggie win. I don’t think fans really understand the impact of emotions in this game. I don’t think you can realistically expect a team to play Notre Dame one Saturday and Decatur Baptist the next Saturday and play with the same intensity.

  But that’s what the good coaches manage to do and it’s something I never did figure out. We had our share of great games and upsets, but we had our share of losing to teams we shouldn’t have lost to.

  Spike-ism

  If I had a bull’s-eye on my back, it was because of not always taking care of business in the games we should have won. That’s fair; I understand that. Inconsistency really hurts your fans. They get really fragile when they never know which team is going to show up. You hate it as a coach, but it’s awful tough on the folks in the stands, too.

  Texas Winds

  The Texas Longhorns beat us in 1987 in a wicked windstorm that came across that stadium in Austin blowing about 60 miles an hour. We played hard and pretty well in front of a big crowd, but we got down in our end in that third quarter and could not push our way out of it against the wind. They scored 24 points against us in that quarter and that was surely the difference.

  A lot of coaches don’t really study the forecast and prepare accordingly, but I’ll tell you that we had more amateur and part-time weathermen on our staff than any other team in the country. Weather changes fast in West Texas, and when those fronts hit, it can dramatically change the way you play football.

  A lot of times a game would start out calm and by the fourth quarter, the wind starts howling and if you don’t have the wind at your back, you can just forget about it. One game we played in Lubbock against the Longhorns was an example. We lost the toss and I muttered to myself that we just lost the game because they’ll take the wind. But they deferred the choice, so we took the wind and went up 21-0 in the first quarter.

  Smoochin’ Sis

  We closed down the 1987 season with one of the wildest wins you ever saw, 36-35 over Texas Christian University, and then a disappointing 10-10 tie with University of Houston.

  Quarterback Billy Joe Tolliver was brilliant in the win over the Horned Frogs, who led 35-30 with two minutes left in the game. With 54 seconds left, we scored when Billy Joe threw a touchdown to Wayne Walker.

  That had us rolling pretty good heading into Houston to play in the Astrodome. We were up 10-0 going into the fourth quarter but they came back to tie us. We missed a short field goal and had a lot of opportunities to win it, but we didn’t play well and we didn’t get it done, and we ended up 6-4-1 and not getting the bowl bid we had in mind.

  Hump Games

  To have made a short field goal or to have capitalized on any of the chances we had to avoid that tie against University of Houston would have made a huge difference. A win would have meant a second straight bowl game for us, which would have been the first time Tech had accomplished that in 10 seasons. So, the Houston game was what we call a “hump” game. It would have gotten us over the hump, it would have gone a long way toward establishing us as on our way to the next level.

  Over the years, we had quite a few of those, and we were in a lot of them, but we didn’t win many. It’s hard to do, and you don’t do it by wishin’, you do it by getting the job done. You remember these losses way more than anything else in your career. Coaches don’t really remember the wins that much.

  But in my career at Tech, we had three or four really great chances to get ourselves a win in one of these games, and we came up just short. We had a chance against Ohio State in 1990 and Penn State in 1995, and we lost them. For me, that was as frustrating as the dickens.

  Moving Violation

  The first year I was head coach at Tech, we had a couple tough hombres at linebacker named Mike Kinsey and Brad Hastings. They were great players who loved contact. Maybe a little too much, in fact.

  They were riding together to the stadium on Saturday morning to get taped and ready for the season-opening game when somebody bumped them at a stoplight. As the story goes, the four guys in the car that hit them got out and made some comments. Big mistake. Then things got ugly.

  Kinsey and Hastings just wore them out, all four of them, right there in the intersection. This was not my idea of a sanctioned pregame warmup, but I didn’t even hear about it until the middle of the next week. No charges were filed and witnesses seemed to support the players’ claims that the other guys started it.

  Of course, Kinsey and Hastings finished it.

  Ode to Billy Joe

  In Texas we’ve got a classification of native sons that are known as “Bubbas.” You know them when you see them. Quarterback Billy Joe Tolliver was a true Bubba. He was from a little old town and was as country as they come. He didn’t try to be; he just was. His daddy ran a junkyard and Billy Joe came from what you’d call humble origins.

  He was a unique character, always good with clever one-liners and always saying things that really meant a lot and had a lot more context than you could ever imagine.

  Of all the guys I ever coached, I don’t think anybody enjoyed playing football as much as he did. He would stay out on the field an hour after practice, throwing passes to any little kid who was out there. He simply loved playing it and being around it. And he was a great player, too, and there’s no telling how many big games he had for us.

  He never lacked confidence, I’ll promise you that. If you took him to Mount Everest tomorrow, he would convince you he could just haul off and climb it. I wouldn’t bet against him doing it, either. That’s what you want in a team leader because he always, always thought he could win a game for us.

  When we beat the Texas A&M Aggies in 1987, he threw a bomb to Wayne Walker late in the game and we won 27-21 at a time when they were in the top 15 in the nation. The same year we beat Texas Christian University 36-35, and with 54 seconds to go, he picked up 60 yards passing to lead us. In the Japan Bowl against Oklahoma State the next year, he played like Godzilla, passing for 446 yards.

  In 1988, we were down to Texas by 17 points going into the fourth quarter, but Billy Joe just took over the game . . . and this was in Austin, where that kind of thing is pretty hard to do. We got down to the end and we had a two-point conversion attempt to win it. Billy Joe was trying to throw to Tyrone Thurman, but he was covered and he wheeled around and found Travis Price for the two points that gave us a 33-32 win.
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