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      He’s the 1993 NBA Most Valuable Player

      He’s a nine-time NBA All Star

      He’s an Olympic gold medal winner

      He’s the most popular player in basketball, and he may be the most quotable figure in sports history.

      He’s…

      SIR CHARLES

   
      RICK REILLY has twice been honored as the national sports-writer of the year. Currently a senior staff writer for Sports Illustrated, he has also reported for the Los Angeles Times and the Denver Post. Rick is coauthor of the bestselling Boz and collaborated with NBA announcer Marv Albert on I’d Love, to but I Have a Game. He lives in Denver, Colorado, with his wife and three children.
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      INTRODUCTION

      There has never been a Quote King quite like Charles Wade Barkley, the Round Mound of Sound. He has retired the trophy, and
         all further competition has been canceled.
      

      There have been guys who were louder (Brian “The Boz” Bosworth), guys who went for volume (“Neon” Deion Sanders), and guys
         who never paused to inhale (Reggie), but nobody has ever handed out the good stuff, the honest, fresh, controversial, funny,
         smart, can-he-say-that? stuff the way Charles Barkley has.
      

      He has not only been an Olympic gold medal winner, an NBA All-Star eight times, an NBA Most Valuable Player, but been voted
         NBA All-Interview since his rookie year. No wonder. Your average gravy-stained sportswriters would send a limo to get Barkley
         to the arena. Barkley gives sportswriters more usable stuff in one western road swing than Kareem did in 22years. There are
         some nights when you are sure Barkley Is going to drain your Bic of ink, talk the pad right out of paper, exhaust the truck’s
         videotape supply, blow the press run and make Sportscenter run late. Set of routine cuts coming up in training camp? “Harold
         Katz is afraid to have an all-black team, ” Barkley says. Boring game in Boston? “As long as [Larry] Bird’s around, I’ll only
         be the second-worst defensive player in basketball, ” Barkley says. Looking for an off-day story on refs? “Vie don’t need refs, but I guess white guys need something to do. All the players are black,” says Barkley.
      

      The man makes the job too easy. “I believe in expressing what you feel,” Barkley once said. “There are people who hide everything
         inside—and it’s guys like that who kill whole families.”
      

      Like his gleaming skull, Barkley hides absolutely nothing. And in hiding nothing, he gets in more trouble than redheaded twins.
         He is perhaps the first modern athlete who simply refuses to take the abuse. If he is being heckled, he will heckle back.
         If he is being attacked in print, he attacks back with quotes. If he is being harassed, duck.
      

      His game with reporters is a lot like his game on the court. He causes extreme havoc. He is best in dense, sweaty circles.
         And he always does the dirty work. Michael Jordan once said that Barkley “never holds his tongue. Sometimes he says the things
         you want to say, but you don’t have the courage to say.”
      

      Among (a) quantum physics, (b) the infield fly rule and (c) Charles Barkley, the most misunderstood is Barkley, the man America
         believes eats live chickens for lunch. In truth, Barkley is 99 percent bark, 1 percent bite. Dave Coskey, the longtime Sixer
         director of public relations once said, “Most of these guys are jerks who want you to think they’re nice guys. But Charles
         is a genuinely nice guy who wants you to think he’s a jerk.”
      

      In truth, Barkley is as friendly as a schoolhouse dog and as open to the public as a 7-Eleven. For every night your average
         NBA superstar is staying in his room, Barkley is out there swan-diving into people. One night at the Phoenix Suns training
         camp in Flagstaff, Arizona, Barkley was eating at a local dive across from the hotel. As he tried to eat, fans swamped his
         table for autographs. Barkley would take a bite, sign, take a bite, sign. One drunk man, slurring his words, kept showing
         up in line over and over again, rubbing Barkley’s famous bald head as he signed, blurting, “I can’t believe it’s him! ” The
         drunk must have gotten five different autographs and rubbed Barkley’s head all five times. Barkley never said a word.
      

      At the Barcelona Olympics, most of the rest of the American Dream Team holed up in its $900-a-night, police-barricaded hotel.
         Barkley, though, was on his nightly meander through the streets and bars and side walk cafes. You’d notice his gleaming head
         first, then the hundred or so stragglers, gawkers and fans that streamed giddily behind. If the late nights and morning tee
         times hurt his game, it fooled the world. He was for and away the most outstanding player of the Games.
      

      The world’s problem with Barkley comes from, a worldwide shortage of sense of humor. “Anybody that takes Charles too seriously,”
         says Phoenix Suns coach Paul Westphal, “needs to get a little more bran in their diets.”
      

      One afternoon, my family and I ran into him in a hotel lobby. It was still six hours to tip-off. My four-year-old girl looked
         up at him in awe and said, “Are you Charles Barkley?”
      

      “Yes, I am,” he said.

      “Are you mean?” she asked.

      “Not till 7:30,” he said.

      —RICK REILLY
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      OPPONENTS

 


      • To Moses Malone, 38, as he walked into the Sun locker room after a game in March 1993:

      “The average age in this room just went up 25 years.”

      —Arizona Republic, 3/27/93
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      • On Michael Jordan: “The black Jesus.”

      —Denver Post, 10/30/93
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      • On the Boston Celtic aging front line of Larry Bird, Robert Parrish and Kevin McHale:

      “I’d rather have older guys who are great players than younger guys who stink.”

      —Los Angeles Times, 12/19/90
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      • On Bill Laimbeer after a scuffle during a game:

      “I don’t know why he wants to challenge my heavyweight title. He’s not even among the top 10 contenders.”

      —New York Times, 3/17/91
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      • On being fined $22,000 after a fight with Bill Laimbeer, plus $31,700 in suspended salary:

      “I don’t care if I get fined. I make $3 million. What’s a couple thousand dollars?”

      —Sports Illustrated, 4/30/90
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      • 	On Larry Bird:

      “As long as Bird’s around, I’ll only be the second-worst defensive player in basketball.”

      —New York Times, 3/17/91
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      • On the possibility of Bird guarding him one-on-one:

      “They [the Celtics] would never dare guard us man for man. That would be a dream come true, for their 3-man [small forward]
         to guard me. Having Larry guard me would be my wildest dream.”
      

      —Boston Globe, 3/29/90
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      • On which players impressed him after a Phoenix exhibition game in Europe:

      “No. 5, No. 11, No. 14.”

      —Denver Post, 11/1/93
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      • On then-Washington Bullet center Moses Malone, who had vowed to remain silent until the Bullets reached the .500 mark:

      “I guess he won’t be talking for a few years.”

      —Los Angeles Times, 3/25/88
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      • On Kevin McHale and the Celtics:

      “Kevin McHale is the best player I ever played against Bar none. You had to hope he was missing. You couldn’t stop him. In
         his prime he was the best. He was too big for me and everybody on him, whether it was Moses [Malone] or Bobby Jones. That
         Celtics front line was the greatest front line ever to play the game. There were no weaknesses.”
      

      —Playboy, 5/93
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      • On comparisons to Michael Jordan:

      “I would never say another player is better than me. Never. I’m not going to say I’m better than him but I would never say
         he’s better than me ’cause I can play basketball with any basketball player in this world.”
      

      —NBC, 6/16/93

      (Game 4 interview with Bob Costas)
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      • On player management:

      “In Philly, Armon Gilliam used to say the only reason I was better than him was because I got the ball more. I said, ’I get
         the ball more because you ain’t worth a dime.’ In Phoenix, they ain’t jealous of me. And the same in New York. Patrick [Ewing]
         is the man, and the others reap the benefits. They’re not lrn” knuckleheads. That’s how New York got good; they got rid of
         the knuckleheads.”
      

      —New York Times, 5121793
      

      	[image: art]

      • On Mark Price:

      “He’s the best point guard in the NBA today. He’s a weapon. He’s a great scorer and knows how to run a team. He may not get
         the kind of publicity he deserves, but he gets the publicity from the players. That’s all that matters.”
      

      —Cleveland Plain Dealer, 3/2/93
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      • On a flagrant foul committed against the Denver Nugget Scott Hastings:

      “I’ve still got a problem with him from the Philly-Detroit game three years ago. He sucker-punched me. He and I do not get
         along. I’ll get him someday, and I don’t want anybody breaking it up when I do.”
      

      —Arizona Republic, 4/10/93
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      • On Michael Jordan’s golf:

      “If he’s playing as hard as all these books say he’s playing, I must be the only one he’s better than.”

      —The Charlie Rose Show, 12/3/93
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      • On Chuck Person:

      “Get me the ball and let me torture him.”

      —New York Tunes, 3/17/91
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      • On shoving a scrawny Angolan basketball player during an Olympic game in Barcelona:

      “It’s a ghetto thing. You wouldn’t understand.”

      —Boston Globe, 8/9/92
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      • More on elbowing the skinny Angolan player:

      “I’ll hit a fat guy next time.”

      —St. Louis Post-Dispatch, 7/29/92
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      • On Brazilian star Oscar Schmidt:

      Isn’t he that guy with Felix Uinger?”

      —Philadelphia Inquirer, 7/23/92
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      • On whom he’d like to play with:

      “I wouldn’t mind playing with Patrick Ewing and Charles Oakley. I’d kill to have someone on my team fight me for a rebound.”

      —Washington Post, 5/13/91
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      • On the New York Knicks:

      “I love the Knicks’ style because they beat each other up. You got to be a man to play with them boys. Intimidation. It’s
         like Nolan Ryan and Ronnie Lott. You get too close to the plate and Ryan throws at your head to back you off. Same thing with
         the Knicks. Do I like that? I like playing any game when a man plays. Boys stay home.”
      

      —New York Times, 5/27/93
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      • On Cuba, the Dream Team’s first opponent in the Tournament of the Americas:

      “All I know is that they’re led by some old scruffy guy with a beard who smokes cigars.”

      —Detroit News, 7/3/92
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      • On the Dream Team’s goal against Panama in the Tournament of the Americas:

      “To get the Canal back.”

      —Detroit News, 7/3/92
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      • On the NBA’s future:

      “There will be another Michael Jordan, another Larry Bird, and another Charles Barkley. God is so good to us. If someone told
         you five years ago a 6-foot-4, 250-pound guy would lead the league in rebounding, you’d say I was full of shit. If someone
         told you there’d be a 6-foot-10 guy from Nigeria, Hakeem Olajuwon, who could outrun guards, you wouldn’t believe it. If someone
         told you there’d be a white guy 5-foot-whatever who could play like John Stockton, you wouldn’t believe that either. They
         just keep coming.”
      

      —Boston Globe, 2/19/89
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      • On hatred of opponents:

      “I don’t hate anyone, at least not for more than 48 minutes, barring overtime.”

      —Outrageous, p. 206”
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