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For Sharon.

Thanks for the patience,

the support and the love.

—Steve
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INTRODUCTION

It was a simple second-down running play. If you were lucky, you’d get three or four yards. With less than three and a half minutes to play, all the Seahawks wanted to do with running back Marshawn Lynch was “pound the rock” and hang on to an evaporating lead against the defending Super Bowl champion New Orleans Saints.

It was a matchup nobody expected. Seattle arrived at the playoffs as the first division winner in NFL history with a losing record (7-9). And it was a game few outside the Hawks locker room thought first-year coach Pete Carroll’s “rebuilding-process” of a team could possibly win. But it was on this raw January 2011 afternoon in Seattle that the Seahawks were reborn. From our broadcast booth at Qwest Field (now CenturyLink Field), Hall of Fame quarterback Warren Moon and I watched the most improbable, impossible play unfold.

“2nd and 10 at the 33. Matthew (Hasselbeck) under center. (Ben) Obomanu goes in motion right to left. Turn and hand to Lynch left side. Finds a little bit of a hole. (LOUDER) Keeps his legs moving. He’s across the 40... midfield... he’s on the run, Lynch. (LOUDER) 40... pushes a man… 35, look at him go. (YELLING) He’s down to the 20, 15… he could go. He is gonna go. (SCREAMING) Touchdown Seahawks!

(CROWD GOES NUTS) Oh my word, a 67-yard run! Marshawn Lynch… unbelievable! He must have knocked five guys down on the way to the end zone. The Beast is alive and well!”

That single play, that remarkable individual and team effort not only shook the football experts down to their shoelaces, it even registered on the Pacific Northwest Seismic Network. Lynch finished with 131 yards, and Hasselbeck threw four touchdowns in Seattle’s 41-36 win over the Saints. Entering my 37th year with the franchise as player, analyst and now play-by-play voice of the team, I’ve seen few plays so dramatic and so consequential.

For after the Holmgren era had passed and Jim Mora’s one-year tenure had run its course, Carroll’s believers have made believers of us all. The Seahawks enter the 2012 season with the biggest, fastest, most talented Seattle defense since the days of Easley, Jake and Tez. The young offensive line is made up of athletic road graders. And “Beast Mode” is still … well … a beast! And for the 12th Man — all those eternally hoarse fans who make Seattle the toughest road game in the NFL — these are the Tales from the Seattle Seahawks Sideline with new and updated stories since our first go-around in 2004.

Now as then, special thanks to Mike Sando, to all those teammates and friends who shared their stories, and to the Seahawks for their support and assistance. And to the fans whose cheering for their Hawks will always ring in my ears.

—Steve Raible, August 2012





CHAPTER  1

Chuck

Chuck Knox had only two losing seasons in nine years as Seahawks coach. His teams made four playoff appearances during a six-year stretch in the 1980s, and one of those non-playoff teams finished 10-6. That’s impressive, particularly since the franchise had never reached the playoffs before his arrival.

Chuck’s greatest challenge, his greatest accomplishment, was getting that first team to believe it could win. He brought in some veterans like Reggie McKenzie, Cullen Bryant and Blair Bush. He drafted a difference maker in Curt Warner. But those 1983 Seahawks were largely comprised of Jack Patera’s players.
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Chuck Knox

Chuck had won with the Rams, of course, and there was a sense about him that the Seahawks hadn’t really existed B.C. (Before Chuck). In fact, Chuck issued an order of sorts when he discovered team pictures hanging at Seahawks headquarters: Either write the team records on the pictures, or take the pictures off the walls. Of course, only the 1978 and 1979 teams had winning records. Perhaps that was Chuck’s point.

It was as though he were saying, “OK, you guys thought you knew how to play, but you didn’t know how to play and here’s what you need to know now.” That said, he did take them within a game of the Super Bowl that first year, and he did it with 90 percent of Jack’s players.
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Mike Tice, shown here with a very young Cortez Kennedy, walked into a punishing left hook … from his own coach.

Chuck by TKO

The bigger they come, the harder they fall. And at six foot eight, Mike Tice was plenty big. He came to us from the University of Maryland in 1981 as a quarterback, if you can believe it. Coaches took one look at big Mike’s arm and moved him to tight end.

The switch paid off for all involved. Tice turned into a solid all-around player. He played 14 NFL seasons, including 10 with the Seahawks, and finished with 107 starts, 11 touchdown catches and one knockout loss to Chuck Knox.

That’s right, Mike Tice once lost a fight to his head coach. Except it wasn’t a fight so much as an ambush.

A skirmish had flared on the field. As Tice fled the sideline to aid his teammates’ cause, Chuck intervened with a left hook straight out of the steel mills where he worked summers as a kid.

“Chuck turns, hits me in the gut with a punch, drops me to one knee and knocks the wind out of me,” Tice said.

A day later, when players convened to vote on the big hit of the week, their head coach walked off with the award. The whole team went crazy.

“You almost knocked me out,” Tice told his coach.

Knox’s response was vintage Chuck. “Mike,” he said, “if you’d been on my other side and I’d hit you with my right, you would still be down.”

Mr. Consistency

Dave Wyman came to the Seahawks as a second-round draft choice in 1987. He played for Chuck Knox and Tom Flores, then left in 1993 to play for Mike Shanahan in Denver. Only then did Dave fully appreciate the coach who brought him into the league.

“I really came to respect Chuck more after I went away and played someplace else,” Dave said. “Chuck could be a pretty tough guy, but he was just consistent in the way he approached games, the way he prepared, the way he prepared the team, the way he dealt with players.

“Things weren’t personal with Chuck. It was just business. It was just football issues. And Chuck never sold out his players to the media. We loved the fact that he told reporters all those same Knoxisms every day. Then he’d come in and tell us what it was really like. Maybe he would rip us a new one, but he’d do it privately. And he’d tell you to your face what you needed to do to get better, to keep your job, whatever. He didn’t throw around compliments readily, but when he did, they really stuck with you.”

Air Chuck

People knew him as Ground Chuck, but four of Knox’s nine Seattle teams passed more frequently than they ran. His teams were a lot more balanced than one would expect from the nickname he earned coaching the Rams and Bills in the 1970s.

People forget that Chuck’s first Rams team featured MVP quarterback John Hadl. Your quarterback doesn’t become MVP of the league without throwing the ball. “All I know is if you look at the stats and you see where we ranked, we were running the football, we were throwing it, we were doing whatever was expedient to enable us to win within the framework of the players that we had,” Chuck said. “We were the second team in the National Football League to use the shotgun formation. Dallas was first, we were second. We also had a version of the run-and-shoot that we liked to use that was very successful. I don’t know how you can call it Ground Chuck. We were not.”

Steve Largent only retired as the most prolific pass catcher in NFL history. Daryl Turner averaged nine touchdown catches a season and 18.5 yards a catch from 1984 to 1987. Those teams pounded the ball with Curt Warner and John L. Williams, but they threw it too.

Chuck famously opened a big 1984 game at Denver with an 80-yard touchdown bomb from Dave Krieg to Turner. The Broncos were 11-1 and had won 10 consecutive games that season. Seattle was 10-2 and had won six straight. Chuck was eager to take the Mile High Stadium crowd out of the game early. Curt Warner was long since out for the season with a knee injury, but Chuck proved he could adjust. So, after consulting with receivers coach Steve Moore during the week, they revealed their big plans to Dave on game day.

There Dave was, walking around thinking about this deep ball all during warmups, all during the national anthem. “Gosh, first play of the game, I’m going up on top, we’re going to throw the ball deep. I’ve got to make this throw.” The pass was a little long, but Daryl made an outstanding play and just kept on galloping. There was stunned silence at Mile High. It’s never been as quiet.

Dave passed for 406 yards and three touchdowns that day. Largent caught 12 passes for 191 yards. Turner made the big play early. And, most importantly, the Hawks won the game, 27-24.

Toughness Personified

Chuck Knox took a lot of pride in being tough, and also fair. You’ve got to bring a certain amount of mental and physical toughness to the game, he always said. And his upbringing in Pennsylvania’s steel country reflected that.

Chuck’s father immigrated from Ireland at age 21. His mother was hired out as a domestic from Scotland at age 20. Chuck and his brother were the first members of the family born in America. They were raised in a tough area and lived in a walk-up flat above a saloon. Suburban America it was not. Chuck’s family never had a car or a phone. But, as Chuck pointed out, his father never needed either.

“All he had to do was walk down two blocks and go to the steel mill. His idea of a vacation was not having to go in that steel mill for two weeks in the summer. He would ride around in a beer truck and say hello to everybody. They were going to make deliveries down to the V.F.W. and he’d just ride along and everybody they’d see, he’d stop and B.S. with them at every stop they made.”

Chuck worked the three-to-11 shift in the mill in the summers. The old-timers told him to get that education so he wouldn’t have to follow in their bootsteps. Chuck never forgot that. He never forgot his roots.

On Top of His Game

We take you to Seattle’s one-time jazz mecca for a glimpse into the life of Chuck Knox at the peak of his popularity.

Lofurno’s was an Italian restaurant in the New York tradition, situated in a converted three-story home on Elliott Avenue.

Pete Gross and I loved the place. You walked in and the bar was right in front. There was booth seating and, if you preferred, you could sit in the back or upstairs. And you know Chuck: former coach with the Jets, aficionado of a good antipasta, etc. Lofurno’s was made for him.

The off season rolled around one year in the late 1980s and Chuck, having heard Pete and I rave about the place, wanted us to take him there. Chuck had grown to like Pete from all the time they spent doing radio. But this was new ground for me; Chuck and I had never really socialized outside of the occasional team-related banquet.

At the coach’s suggestion, Sharon and I swung by to pick up Chuck and his wife, Shirley. The four of us met Pete and Bev for a night that showcased Chuck when the Seahawks truly owned the town.

We started out with a glass of wine and we ordered antipasta and then we ordered Caesar salads, then more wine, then maybe a bottle of wine, then dinner came and Chuck was regaling us with these wonderful stories. We were laughing and this little three-piece jazz band started playing in the bar. We could see them from our table.

People were coming over and saying hello to Chuck, and pretty soon there was more wine and after-dinner drinks and, really, we were having a great time.

Somewhere in there I let it slip that I had played drums since age 11, back when my father played in big bands and jazz bands and orchestras. Chuck, in all his glory, walked over to the bar, bought drinks for everyone and headed over to the band. He pulled out $25 and told the drummer to disappear for a while.

“Steve, go up there, sit down and play for a while.”

So I went up and played. We were all having fun and carrying on, and now Chuck was telling stories to everybody in the bar. He was surrounded and just really in his element. Shirley and Sharon and Bev were sitting up at the booth, just laughing. This was a normal thing for Shirley: her man was out and amongst his people.

Chuck was just absolutely on target that night, on top of the world, and he loved it. He couldn’t have been nicer, or more beloved.

Life at the Day Care

Jack Patera had always allowed players to bring their families to team headquarters on Saturdays. Chuck Knox, unaware of the perk in his first year on the job, grumbled upon entering a locker room filled with kiddies. “What the hell are we running, some kind of day care?”
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Chuck Knox said he stayed “true to my colors” by refusing to put on a smile after management drafted Dan McGwire, right, against his wishes.

Everyone enjoyed a laugh when a team official let Chuck in on the arrangement.

We’re All Gonna Get Fired

Jim Zorn was retired. Dave Krieg was far from finished, but his days in Seattle were running out. A couple years had passed since the ill-fated trade for Kelly Stouffer, and management wanted to use the 16th pick in the 1991 draft on a quarterback.

The team had needs elsewhere, of course, and Chuck Knox was eager to go in another direction. Draft day rolled around and Knox was in the war room with his staff when owner Ken Behring and president Tom Flores pulled the grizzled old coach out into a hallway. They told Chuck the news he didn’t want to hear, that the team planned to use its first pick on the big quarterback from San Diego State, Dan McGwire.

Chuck was not happy. “Well, now, you know, we’ve got a lot of other needs,” he protested. “If you really want to go after a quarterback, there are a lot of other guys out there.”

Brett Favre was among them. The future three-time league MVP lasted into the second round. But Knox’s pleading went nowhere. Besides, they’d already talked to Dan’s agent. McGwire was going to be the pick, period, end of discussion.

And so Chuck came back into the war room and broke the news to his assistants. “Get ready to coach your asses off,” he groused, “because we’re going to be fired at the end of the season.”

And sure enough, they were. McGwire didn’t last long, either. Just 13 games spread across five injury-plagued seasons.

“That’s the only time in the nine years that I was there that I did not go down the stairs to the pressroom to announce who the first draft choice was,” Chuck said. “I had nothing to do with that thing. I was true to my colors. I wasn’t going to go down there and make it look like this is something I’ve given a lot of thought to.”
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Curt Warner, shown pulling away from the Raiders’ Howie Long and Matt Millen (55), was long gone by 1991.

Talent Drain

Most head coaches run their course inside of 10 years. Sometimes their message stops resonating. Other times the game might begin to pass a coach by. Chuck Knox stopped winning in Seattle mostly because he ran low on talent.

Curt Warner, Dave Brown, Steve Largent and Kenny Easley were gone before 1990. Chuck no longer had the personnel he won with in the mid-1980s. It was that simple.

“First and foremost, I think Chuck just had the reins of the team taken out of his hands by (owner) Ken Behring, which is then what happened to Tom Flores,” linebacker Dave Wyman said. “It was just really a difficult time in the history of this franchise.

“Nobody really knows how difficult it was until you have a chance to look back and see the squandered draft choices and the awful decision to try to move the football team.

“Everybody kind of tiptoed around it for so long, but he very nearly killed that franchise.”





CHAPTER  2

Character and Characters

Not for the Faint of Heart

There have been a lot of tough guys in the NFL. But I’ve only known one who played with a ruptured testicle. Now that is tough.

Fans today know Paul Moyer as the sideline reporter on our radio broadcasts. But from 1983 to 1989, Paul was a hard-nosed safety who took playing through pain to ridiculous levels. And never more than during a victory over Denver in the final game of the 1986 season.

Paul was the strong safety in coverage when the Broncos sent Orson Mobley on a routine hook-and-go pattern in the first half. Mobley was the Broncos’ massive tight end and a good player. He could be a difficult matchup at six foot five and 260 pounds.

Anyway, Mobley ran the route and Paul settled and came up on the hook. Well, when Mobley turned to run the take off, he grabbed Paul’s jersey and tried to get past him. And he kneed Paul right in the groin. Paul never wore a protective cup in those days, so he dropped to the ground almost instantly.

The trauma had pushed one of Paul’s testicles up into his body, but no one knew the extent of the injury. They iced him down in the locker room at halftime and sent him back onto the field for the third quarter, this time with a protective cup.

There were times in the second half, Paul said later, when the pain nearly made him vomit. But he stayed in the game, knowing a victory would result in a 10-6 record and a shot at the playoffs. The Seahawks won the game, 41-16. And while there would be no playoffs, the disappointment could not match the emotions that sent Paul reeling when he undressed in the locker room.

Paul actually screamed when he looked down and saw the massive internal bleeding that had spread into his back and abdomen. They rushed him into surgery that night.

Fortunately for Paul, doctors were able to save the testicle. Unfortunately for Paul, who was single at the time, the headline in the paper screamed something like, “Moyer plays with ruptured testicle”—not exactly the kind of news a young bachelor wants out there.

Everything worked out in the long run. The toughness Paul showed that day in 1986 probably helped him land coaching jobs with Chuck Knox and Tom Flores. Today, Paul is married with a family and successful careers in broadcasting and business.

Drop and Give Me … a Piece of Chalk?

Kenny Easley didn’t want any help in the weight room, but Joe Vitt wasn’t the type of guy to back down. Vitt was the first real strength and conditioning coach we had, and he could be tough. But Easley could be tougher than anyone.

One day when Kenny refused to follow Joe’s suggestions in the weight room, Joe kept chipping away at him like a chihuahua, right into the parking lot. After a while of this, Kenny just turned around and cold-cocked him. Dropped him right there in the parking lot. That was Kenny. Push him at your own peril.

“I show up a little bit later,” quarterback Sam Adkins recalled, “and somebody had gone out in the parking lot and taken chalk and outlined the body.”

The Power to Endure

Joe Nash was the least flashy member of the best defensive line in franchise history. Jacob Green and Jeff Bryant got most of the attention, and deservedly so. But Joe Nash played 218 games for the franchise, most in Seahawks history and 18 more than Steve Largent.

“Joe Nash lasted because he was tough,” Chuck Knox said. “What you see is what you’d get. He’d bring his A game every week. He knew the defensive schemes well. He played well with Jacob Green and Jeff Bryant and those guys. He made a lot of big plays.
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Joe Nash earned senior-citizen status around team headquarters.

“He never got the credit because you’d look at him and he’s not physically the biggest guy and he’s not physically the fastest guy. But he’s smart, he studied film and he played hard.”

Mike Holmgren, Fan of the Game

The final regular-season game in the Kingdome served as a bridge between current and former Seahawks. It was December 1999 and Mike Holmgren was still getting acclimated to being a Seahawk, but his appreciation for NFL history was firmly established.

I was down on the field emceeing the postgame activities when Mike leaned over and issued a special request.

“Hey, introduce me to Jack Patera. I’ve always wanted to meet him.”

That was refreshing. Coaches can be so myopic about what they have to do for the here and now. This franchise has meant a lot to a lot of people over the years, and Mike Holmgren seemed to sense it. First and foremost, he’s a fan of the game.

Fighting Feasel

Grant Feasel would fight anyone, anytime, anywhere. Thus the nickname, Fighting Feasel. He’s a nice guy in real life. But during his run at center from 1987 to 1993, all bets were off. It just so happened, too, that Grant was a hilarious practical joker.

They would be holding a Saturday morning walkthrough practice and Grant would secretly cut out the inseam of his shorts and ditch his jock altogether. An unsuspecting Dave Krieg would stick his hands under center and, well, at least the offensive linemen thought it was funny.

You gotta love pro football. These guys are nothing but a bunch of overgrown kids when you really think about it.

Pain in the Glass

The old Bellevue Holiday Inn was hardly a five-star resort, but the maids kept some of the cleanest sliding-glass doors in greater Seattle. Ken Meyer, who coached quarterbacks under Chuck Knox, found out the hard way during a meeting one night before a game.

NFL teams generally stay in local hotels on the night before home games to facilitate meetings and minimize distractions.

Ken Meyer and the quarterbacks were making lastminute preparations when Kenny decided to shut the sliding-glass door leading out to the hotel atrium. Except the door was already closed.

He smashed face-first into the window, spilled his drink all over himself and, in a brazen attempt to play it off, immediately turned to the blackboard and began diagramming a play. Didn’t miss a beat.

And for the longest time, none of the players said a word. Sure, an assistant coach had just left a detailed imprint of his face on the glass. But this wasn’t just any assistant coach. Ken Meyer had played for Woody Hayes and coached under Bear Bryant, to say nothing of his own stint as head coach of the San Francisco 49ers.

If there was a certain amount of respect for a guy like that, well, Dave Krieg would have to pay it another time. Dave started giggling from his seat a couple rows back.

“I don’t know if anybody is not going to laugh or not, but that is funnier than hell. He just ran into the door. You’re not going to say anything about it?”

Everybody enjoyed a great laugh out of it. Poor Kenny Meyer. The imprint of his face was still on the glass the next day, at least until those maids found their way into the room.

Ron Essink (Call Him Mariah)

Back in the early days, the rookies always had to stand up and sing in the dining hall at training camp. Some guys were just really, truly so desperately awful that nobody would ask them to sing again. That was probably a good thing.

Some of us could sort of carry a tune, so we’d have to sing.

And then others became instant cult heroes, like Ron Essink. He was a national champion wrestler in college who came in with Dave Krieg in 1980, and it was, “OK, rook, get up there, tell us your name, tell us your school, sing a song.”

And so he goes, “Ron Essink, offensive tackle from Grand Valley State.” And he started to sing “Mariah” by the Kingston Trio. And I mean, I thought he was on stage in a Broadway play. The rain is Tess, the fire’s Joe and they call the wind Mariah. He was belting it out. Mariiiiiaaaaah.
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Ron Essink stunned teammates with his singing ability.

Well, he got a “standing O” in the dining hall and his nickname from that day on was Mariah. If he walked in the room right now I’d say, “Mariah! How you doing?” And he’d know exactly what I was talking about.

Every time he got up to sing after that, he sang “Mariah.” We wouldn’t let him sing anything else because he was so good.

FIRST IMPRESSION: The Boz

Sizing up linebacker Brian Bosworth was easy for Edwin Bailey. The veteran guard, who for a decade was one of the Hawks’ most consistent offensive linemen, took one look at The Boz and knew exactly how to handle the overhyped prospect from Oklahoma.

One of the first times Bosworth assumed his position on defense at a Seahawks practice, Bailey came to the line of scrimmage and planted his paw on the ground, same as he’d done countless times before. Two things stood out as Edwin cocked his head to scan the defense: Bosworth’s cartoonishly tiny feet.

[image: image]

Edwin “Pearl” Bailey yuks it up with Brian Bosworth.

They were the smallest feet Bailey had ever seen on an NFL player. The big guard knew instantly that all he had to do was hit The Boz in the middle of the chest, because no player with feet that small could muster enough leverage to tangle with a lineman.

Bosworth relied on his quickness, but with those feet, he had no base.

“All I had to do was square him up and he was mine,” Bailey said.

Brian Bosworth Unmasked

Players can sniff out the punks from the teammates who are out there fighting for one another. And despite his obnoxious appearance and antics, Brian Bosworth wasn’t a punk. Beneath the goofy hair, the earrings and the cocky shtick was a likeable guy whose puffed-up body simply couldn’t take the pounding of NFL life.

Outside the locker room, it was always a me-me-me thing with “The Boz.” On the inside, teammates discovered he was a team guy. Dave Wyman credited Brian for helping him get through some nervous moments as a first-year starter in 1988.

“We were good buddies,” Wyman said. “He was just as quick as anybody you ever saw play, but it was obvious he probably wouldn’t have a very long career just because he wasn’t naturally a big, strong guy. You knew that injuries were probably going to get to him at some point.”

People forget, too, that Bosworth was actually pretty productive until his shoulder gave out after 24 games. In 12 starts as a rookie in 1987, “The Boz” amassed an admirable stat line: 78 tackles, four sacks, three passes defensed, two forced fumbles and two fumble recoveries.

“Bosworth had a lot of ability,” Chuck Knox said. “We didn’t get a chance to scout him because we got him in the supplemental draft. We didn’t know he was going to be available. It was a 37-to-1 shot. We got him and he could really run.

“He had a big game up in Denver. We had him spying on John Elway because he was the only linebacker we had who was as fast as Elway. He did a good job for us. It was unfortunate that he had a career-ending injury because of the deterioration of the cartilage in his shoulders.”

Hard Knocks

Pro football is a tough game played by tough guys. Linebacker Winston Moss played one week after suffering a torn anterior-cruciate ligament in his knee. Center Kevin Glover played a game with a blood clot in his lung. Tight end Mike Tice kept playing after jamming multiple dislocated fingers back into place. Joe Nash played with a broken leg. The stories are endless.

Like a lot of guys, guard Pete Kendall tried to play with concussions, but doctors could always tell when he was bluffing. Kendall would lose his Boston accent whenever he got his bell rung.

Pretty Boy Roche

Receding hairline, freckled face, toothless smile. That was Alden Roche, the defensive lineman who came to us from Green Bay in 1977.

We were at practice on Alden’s first day as a Seahawk and the offense broke the huddle. Tom Lynch, who played guard for us from 1977 through 1980, assumed his usual stance. He looked both ways, looked up and there was Alden Roche grinning in all his natural beauty.

Tommy’s eyes got real wide and Alden looked at him and said, “Heh, heh. I’s ugly, ain’t I?”

Comfort Zone

After a few years, we started winning some games and getting some confidence. Not that we thought we were great, but now we were starting to become veterans. We were in our fourth and fifth years playing together, and we knew the offense, and we knew what we were doing.

Offensive coordinator Jerry Rhome had coached pretty much the same people since the beginning, with a few exceptions. Zorn, Largent and I were all there from Day One. It was a good feeling.

You still felt the urgency to want to play well and make the team. I certainly did. Obviously Steve and Jim were the stars. But you still felt like when push came to shove that you were gonna make that team. You knew that unless they brought in some guy who was just a fabulous athlete, you had the experience and you knew what Jerry wanted.

And so we started having a little more fun. Jerry liked to spice up training camp with nickname nights. We had nominations and you’d come up with about 10 of them. Then we’d vote and the winning vote would become a guy’s nickname. There was no negotiating, either.

Dave Krieg lobbied hard for “Cobra” but nobody cared what they called him at Milton College. We called him Mudbone instead, after the character Richard Pryor made famous in his stand-up routines. Dave hated his new moniker—we can assume Richard Pryor never made it to Milton—but the vets loved it and that’s all that mattered.

After all, Dave was just a no-name free agent without a school at that point, Milton College having closed its doors in 1982. No one suspected he would rank among the NFL’s top 10 in passing yards when he retired. “When you come from Milton and then the school goes away, you’ve got to be a pretty humble guy anyway,” Dave said.

Zorn was “Z-man” and I was “Peach” because I played college ball in Georgia. Sam McCullum was “Magic” and just so smooth when he ran. Mike Tice was Lurch, for obvious reasons. And Largent became Yoda thanks to the Star Wars costume he wore to a Halloween party (his wife actually came as Yoda to Steve’s Princess Lea, but giving Steve “Princess” as a nickname wasn’t going to work).

To this day I’ll call him Steve, but I’ll call him Yoda, too, in a heartbeat. That never goes away. In fact, that’s the way it was a few years ago when he was in Congress and I visited him at the Cannon House Office Building on Capitol Hill.

I walked in and saw old Yoda across the room. His constituents were in there and his staff and all that, but I didn’t care. “Yoda!” And his staff, they were just stricken. This look came over their faces: “How dare you? This is a U.S. Congressman!” And Yoda goes, “Raibs!” And we came over and hugged. That’s the way it is. Same thing for all these guys. It just stays with them.

Joe Camel?

Joe Cain smoked like a chimney. Before games, he would lapse into this deep coughing ritual which he claimed would pull air into his backside and push it out through his mouth, purging his body of all toxins. Seriously.

Joe might have been crazy, but he wasn’t stupid. The guy actually attended Stanford for a while. He wound up transferring to Oregon Institute of Technology, where he played for future Hawks defensive coordinator Greg McMackin, and somewhere in there guys started calling him Joe Brain. Chad Brown, who played with Cain in 1997, called Joe one of the classic characters he’d ever met.

“Joe was an older guy. He was a backup linebacker, and I guess we got kind of thin on special teams. They put Joe on the kickoff team, and it was his first time running down on kickoff in years. I think he bruised his chest, hyperextended his knee and sprained his ankle all on one play.

“Joe had been through the wars, and at that point in his career he really didn’t care what happened. He would cuss at a coach. We were at one of the last minicamps before training camp and we had to do a conditioning test. And Joe looked right at the coach and said, ‘If y’all SOBs plan on cutting me, tell me now because I don’t want to do this test.’ He was only willing to put as much effort as needed at that point in his career.”

Mr. Clutch

Norm Johnson goes down as the best kicker in Seahawks history, but for Jack Patera’s money, no one could top Efren Herrera. Efren wasn’t your typical kicker. He could be cocky and brash, but Jack said he never saw a kicker with more cool in the clutch.
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