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10 amazing
moments from
‘His Airness’
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MOTOR SPORTS

Hamlin wins;
Busch out

The Associated Press

RICHMOND, Va. — Denny

Hamlin finally grabbed a
coveted win at his home
track in a bittersweet night
for Joe Gibbs Racing. As he
celebrated in Victory Lane,
teammate Kyle Busch was
shut out of the Chase for the
championship.
It was a compelling night
of Saturday night racing at
Richmond
International
Raceway, where 11 drivers
vied for the final eight available spots in NASCAR’s titledeciding Chase.
On the bubble was Daytona 500 winner Matt
Kenseth, who started the race
in the 12th and final qualifying spot, with hard-charging
Brian Vickers and Busch,
owner of four wins this season, right on his bumper.
Kenseth struggled from
the drop of the green flag and
quickly fell out of contention.
But Busch and Vickers
swapped the final spot mul-

IN THE CHASE

% 1. Tony Stewart
% 2. Jeff Gordon
% 3. Jimmie Johnson
% 4. Denny Hamlin
% 5. Kurt Busch
% 6. Mark Martin
% 7. Kasey Kahne
% 8. Carl Edwards
% 9. Ryan Newman
% 10. Juan Pablo Montoya
% 11. Greg Biffle
% 12. Brian Vickers

tiple times over the 400 laps,
setting up a final 14-lap
sprint to the finish.
Busch used a flawless final pit stop to beat Vickers
off of pit road, but he restarted the race sixth and could
only gain one spot on the
track. He finished fifth.
Vickers, meanwhile, finished a career-high seventh
See NASCAR, Page 10C

NO. 19 UNC 12, UCONN 10

Late safety gives
Tar Heels the edge
By Briana Gorman

Durham Herald-Sun

EAST HARTFORD, Conn. –

In North Carolina coach
Butch Davis’ 35-year career,
he’s never won a game like
Saturday’s victory over Connecticut.
With the game tied with
1:32 to play, UConn left
guard Dan Ryan was called
for holding UNC defensive
end Robert Quinn in the end
zone for a safety, and the Tar
Heels’ defense held off the
Huskies in the final minute
and a half to escape
Rentschler Field with a 1210 win.
“We were very fortunate

INSIDE

% Wake, Duke and N.C. State
earn victories, Page 3C
% ECU falls to W. Virginia;
region results, Page 4C
% Top 25 and more, Page 5C
to win this game,” Davis
said. “But to make some of
that fortunate happen, a lot
of things had to happen. Our
kids had to keep competing
and playing hard and they
spilled their guts out there
every single snap.”
It was a defensive struggle for most of the game as
neither team could get much
See HEELS, Page 3C

Who knew fantasy football
could be this stressful?
It’s a Monday night and
the living room is silent as
my wife and I sit on the
couch wondering what to
do next.
Anxiety. Frustration.
Confusion.
INSIDE
Less than
three
% Complete
months
NFL season
since our
preview,
wedding
including
day and
predictions and already
a closer look at we’re facing
our first
local players,
major
Pages 6-7C
marital
% Panthers,
challenge.
Redskins and
Jillian
NFL Gamedays, looks at me,
Page 8C
wanting an
explanation.
Quite frankly, I don’t know
what to say. So I nervously
rap my knuckles on the
table and reach for a cliché.

INTERNATIONAL
BASKETBALL

Dan Wiederer
“No one ever said this
was going to be easy,” I
tell her.
But why, she thinks,
does it have to be this
hard?
We both swallow.
If this whole eternity bit
is going to work, we need to
make a decision. And fast.
Because the clock is ticking.
And if we don’t act now, the
computer is prepared to
auto-select Eli Manning as

Following his

own path
Once dispirited after being overlooked
by the NBA, Terrell McIntyre has
grown into a satisfying career overseas
By Dan Wiederer

T
Staff writer

errell McIntyre’s still got it.
That look in his eye, that
confident smile, that drive to be
great and then get even better.
From the right wing, he
crouches, darts toward the free
throw line and abruptly halts,
rising to bury a silky pull-up jumper.
Blink once and McIntyre is suddenly in the
left corner firing 3-pointers, one after another
after another like it’s his job on an assembly line.
It’s extremely exhausting just watching this
fast-paced two-hour workout inside a sweltering
UNC-Charlotte gymnasium. Yet McIntyre never
slows — even at the tail end of a morning that
included a 3.5-mile run, 15 minutes of treadmill
sprints and a 45-minute weight-room session.
For McIntyre, this is simply a Tuesday in
August and another opportunity to make sure he
can continue living his dream.
So he attacks each drive with vigor, shoots
each 3 with a surgeon’s focus.
“There’s a lot left to prove,” he says. “I’ve got
a lot of basketball left in me.”
If you measure basketball success strictly by
NBA All-Star appearances or NBA championship
trophies or even handshakes with NBA
commissioner David Stern, then McIntyre’s
basketball career has been a flop.
As he approaches his 32nd birthday and the
11th winter since his college career at Clemson
ended, McIntyre has played in exactly as many
NBA games as Barack Obama.
But if you think this is a sad tale of an
undersized journeyman losing his way and toiling
in obscurity overseas, then you’ll miss the
inspiration of the Terrell McIntyre journey: how
he has learned to attain happiness and stability
and greatness right where he is, becoming the
best point guard in Europe, the MVP and a threetime champion in the Italian League.
See MCINTYRE, Page 9C

EURO TRIP: Terrell McIntyre’s basketball path
has taken him from Clemson to Fayetteville and
then overseas to Italy.

See WIEDERER, Page 9C
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McIntyre
From Page 1C
“Life is good right now,
man,” McIntyre says. “Life
is really good.”
% % %
At the end of this
August morning, McIntyre
retires to the finished
basement of his stylish
6,000-square foot home
near Charlotte, the one in
the cul de sac, just off The
Divide golf course. He
sinks into his plush leather
couch and throws on MTV.
“For today,” he says,
“my work is done.”
And then he points to
the shelving unit against
the wall. It houses his
Italian League MVP
trophies and his first team
All-Euroleague plaques and
his award for being named
Italian SuperCup MVP.
McIntyre, it seems, has
reached the mountaintop.
Or darn close to it.
But to appreciate this
view, it’s best to start in
the valley. It began with
that hollow June night in
1999, that unforgettable
NBA Draft despair —
Duke’s Elton Brand
selected first by the
Chicago Bulls, Virginia
Tech’s Eddie Lucas taken
58th by the Utah Jazz, and
Terrell McIntyre’s name
called nowhere in between.
At 5-foot-9 and 180
pounds, McIntyre knew his
size would be a red flag as
NBA teams analyzed his
scouting report. But at 5foot-9 and 180 pounds, he
had also led the ACC in
scoring as a senior.
Not the Horizon League.
Not the Southland
Conference. The ACC.
Only one other time has
a player led the ACC in
scoring and not been
drafted. That was
Clemson’s Butch Zatezalo
in 1970.
Sure, McIntyre knew he
wasn’t likely to be a firstround selection. But he was
certain there weren’t 58
players more ready for an
NBA role than he was.
Except on June 30,
1999, his dream never
came true.
For McIntyre, the
wallop of disappointment
dizzied him.
“This makes no sense,”
he thought. “Why? How?”
% % %
McIntyre had a backup
plan, a signed contract to
play in France. But that
was hardly what he
wanted. This was like
taking a kid to the counter
at Baskin Robbins, then
asking him to leave with a
cup of asparagus.
McIntyre was crushed.
It wasn’t that he was
some sort of spoiled prima
donna who’d never been
through tough times. As a
kid, he had been the man
of his house, responsible
for taking care of his
younger brother, Teon,
while his mother, Cheryl,
worked the third shift at
Burlington Industries and
J.P. Stevens. And as a
Hoke County High School
senior and Clemson
freshman, he fought
through the despair that
came after his stepfather,
Darcey Cunningham, was
killed in a freak forklift
accident at work.
Still, with as much
toughness as he had built
up through all that, it was
the NBA failure that
finally put him on the
canvas.
Before the draft night
snubbing, basketball had
never flustered McIntyre.
It was the one thing that
always gave him
confidence and energy.
Now he was supposed to
go to France? To play in
some fourth-tier league?
“It’s almost like a booby
prize if treated that way,”
then-Clemson coach Larry
Shyatt said.
This wasn’t an
opportunity. It was a slap
in the face.
“You go to Europe
feeling like you’re better
than Europe,” McIntyre
says. “I felt like my game
was better. I kept thinking
that I should be in the
NBA. I couldn’t shake
that.”
McIntyre shakes his
head now at those first few
years of his professional
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McIntyre goes up for a layup last year in Italy.
career. Before his rookie
season in France, he tore a
tendon in his foot and
required two months of
rehabilitation. Yet
somehow he welcomed the
injury.
“I was cool being hurt,”
he says. “Because it meant
I got to come back home
for a while.”
Even when he got
healthy and returned to
action, his heart wasn’t
pumping the way it always
had. His lifelong
excitement for the game
was being overpowered by
his bitter disappointment.
McIntyre’s second
season in Germany was no
better, ending prematurely
when his team in
Braunschweig went
bankrupt and folded.
So much for the road
less traveled.
McIntyre still had
visions of working his way
into the NBA. But this new
pessimism was playing
lockdown defense.
“Not being in the NBA
crushed me,” he said. “I’d
love to tell you that
immediately made me
work harder and made me
more driven. But honestly,
it took me an extremely
long time to get past.”
As a mother, Cheryl
McIntyre Cunningham
sensed that hurt. Terrell
never said anything to her
about it. And she didn’t
want to say much to him
either.
“But there was that look
on his face whenever he
had to leave to go to the
airport,” Cheryl says. “I
just felt it.”
% % %
With the NBA
Developmental League
launching in 2001 and
bringing a team to
Fayetteville, McIntyre saw
a new path to attack.
In 2002-03, his second
season with the Patriots,
he averaged 12.3 points
and finished in the top five
of the D-League in 3pointers made, free throw
percentage, assists and
steals while also helping
Fayetteville to the league
championship series.
But still, no NBA team
offered him a roster spot.
Too small, they said
again.
Limited upside.
So many other business
decisions to figure in as
well.
It’s not like McIntyre
had simply been overlooked
because he was playing in
some unknown league in a
faraway land. He had just
spent two years playing in
a league directly affiliated
with the NBA. His skills
had certainly been seen
and his game studied by
the NBA’s movers and
shakers. And he had not
quite made the cut.
Only this time, the
rejection somehow
provided an injection of
perspective and motivation.
So when McIntyre
headed back to Europe,
this time to play in Italy,
his outlook had a much
sharper focus. Maybe
basketball overseas wasn’t
a punishment but a big
break.
Playing for Carife
Ferrera in the Italian
Second Division, McIntyre
watched players like

Anthony Parker and
Sarunas Jaskikevicius and
Carlos Delfino excel in the
more prestigious
EuroLeague. They all made
big bucks and later
punched their tickets to the
NBA.
McIntyre realized he
was on the doorstep of a
golden opportunity. And he
started setting new goals.
He wanted to be one of the
best players in Europe. He
wanted to win
championships.
“For too long, all I
thought about, all I talked
about was ‘Why am I not
in the NBA?’ And, ‘How
did that guy go before
me?’ I was living in 1999
instead of in 2001 or 2002
or 2003 or 2004.’
“Finally I told myself,
‘Everybody has their own
path.’ When I stopped
trying to jump in
everybody else’s lane and
stayed in my lane, things
started to work out.”
% % %
Suddenly basketball had
that invigorating kick
again. McIntyre parlayed a
solid season with Capo
d’Orlando in Italy in 200405 into an invitation to
play for Reggio Emilia and
then Montepaschi Siena in
the Italian League First
Division.
Right attitude, right
timing, right team
chemistry and the next
thing he knew he was
dominating again.
Over the past three
seasons, McIntyre has
helped Montepaschi Siena
win 118 of its 127 Italian
League games, cementing
the team’s place in
EuroLeague. Last winter,
the dynamic point guard
averaged 17.7 points and
4.4 assists on that bigger
stage.
He’s still got that
undeniable quickness and
bounce, that savvy and
determination. And he’s
quickly grown into one of
the most popular players in
Italy, if not all of Europe.
Last year, Cheryl and
Teon went over for a visit
to watch a few games. On
their way home, in the
airport in Rome, Teon was
wearing a bunch of
Terrell’s Montepaschi Siena
warmup gear. And before
he knew it, Teon was being
mistaken for his older
brother, swarmed by fans
and asked to take pictures
and sign autographs.
Teon loved the attention
so much that he never felt
obligated to clear things
up. And Cheryl only
laughed as she sat nearby
and watched.
“It occurred to me,
Terrell is like Kobe Bryant
over there,” she says. “My
son. He’s like their LeBron
James.”
% % %
Ten years after his NBA
dreams were shattered,
McIntyre still has scars
and confusion, still wonders
how it is that 10 years
have passed and yet he
still hasn’t played a minute
in the NBA.
But those questions don’t
consume him the way they
once did.
Pouting, McIntyre
learned long ago, is all too
paralyzing. He realizes now
that life is not always
about getting what you

want but rather wanting
what you’ve got.
“And these last few
years I’ve been happy,
man,” he says. “I feel
better about that than
anything else.”
McIntyre has been
married for five years
now. In 2007, his wife,
Christy, gave birth to their
first child, a girl named
Siena.
He has worked hard to
take care of his mother,
who worked so much
harder to provide for him.
“I’m very pleased that
Terrell isn’t ashamed to
share his disappointments
and say ‘This is what I did
wrong,’ ” Cheryl says.
“Terrell went through
heartache and he went
through that bitter
disappointment and he
stood tall and said, ‘I’m
going to make it anyway.’ ”
In June, another up-andcoming point guard from
Hoke County with NBA
dreams came to Charlotte
for a chat. And McIntyre
reminded Eric Maynor of
his story, told him to
always remain openminded and flexible, to
understand the business
side of basketball and to
appreciate each and every
opportunity he was given.
“When you hear those
things from somebody
who’s been through the
rough times and has seen
the business and
understands the athletic
parts of it all, I think that
kind of turned Eric’s light
on even brighter,” says
George Maynor, Eric’s dad.
On June 25, Maynor was
selected in the first round
of the NBA draft by the
Utah Jazz and is now
hoping to apply some of
the guidance he absorbed
from McIntyre.
“You have to remember
patience and wait for
things to develop,” George
Maynor says. “If you rush
everything, you’re going to
make a mess of it.”
% % %
Terrell McIntyre is a
star in Europe. He has
made business trips to
Turkey and Russia and
Greece, to Latvia and
Serbia and Poland.
“Coming from Raeford,
North Carolina, I didn’t
even know where Poland
was,” he jokes. “So to see
the world and meet so
many different people, has
been amazing. Basketball
has truly taken me places
I’d never dreamed of.”
And yet still, every time
he comes back to North
Carolina, he gets the same
question.
Why in the world are
you not playing in the
NBA?
That used to cut like a
knife. Now it sort of
tickles McIntyre.
“All I can say is ‘I’m
OK,’ ” he says. “Trust me.
I’m good, man. I’m happy
where I’m at.”
Sure, this isn’t the script
McIntyre would have
written as a college senior.
But so what?
He’s living the life.
Maybe, just maybe, he’ll
one day get the opportunity
to play that first NBA
game. But it would have to
be the right opportunity.
A handful of NBA teams
have inquired about his
services. But their offers
are usually way too small
for a proven point guard
with a salary north of
seven figures.
“I don’t need that NBA
sticker for one year just to
say I played there,”
McIntyre says. “I know
that I can play in the NBA.
But my dream of being a
successful professional
basketball player is
complete without the
NBA.”
He takes a drink of
water and rubs his
shoulder where the phrase
“Can I live?” is tattooed
inside a sketch of a claw.
For McIntyre, it’s a
reminder to live his life
without the worry of how
others will judge it.
He asks himself daily,
“Can I live?”
So can he?
McIntyre smiles and
winks. The answer is
obvious.
Staff writer Dan Wiederer can be
reached at
wiedererd@fayobserver.com or 4863536.
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HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL
DURHAM HILLSIDE 41, E.E. SMITH 27

Smith comes up short
By Paul Shugar
Staff writer

After 41 carries, 275
yards and two touchdowns,
E.E. Smith running back
Damario Eastmon was hurting.
His legs and body were
fine, even after a long night
against the Durham Hillside
defense. This 41-27 nonconference loss on the Golden
Bulls’ field left him in pain
for a different reason.
“We had this game won
and we gave it away,” Eastmon said. “We played too
hard to do that.”
This Smith team doesn’t
believe it’s rebuilding year
after a no-win season. And
these players didn’t back
down from a Hillside squad
that lost in the 4-A Eastern
Regional
championship
game last year.
The Golden Bulls could’ve
folded after the Hornets
shook off their late arrival —
the game started 30 minutes
late because of it — and
raced to an early 14-0 lead.
Smith fought back and was

Wiederer
From Page 1C
the seventh-round pick for
Jillian’s Juggernauts in the
2009 Fleet Feet, Inc. fantasy
football draft.
“Screw it,” Jillian says.
“Take Dwayne Bowe.”
A deep exhale. Then a
smile and an emphatic
high-five.
Crisis averted.
“Who knew fantasy
football could be this
stressful?” she says.

The love of the game
I’m not sure how we got
ourselves into this mess.
But the Cliff’s Notes
version reads like this:
Jillian needed a quick way
to socialize at her new job
and I needed an excuse to
watch more football on
Sundays. So in August I
nudged her to accept her
invitation into the office
fantasy league. And now an
NFL addict and a pigskin
adversary are co-owning a
fantasy football team and
staging a 16-week
experiment in marital
patience. (Somebody call
the producers at “Oprah.”)
This, I tell Jillian,
should be everything
marriage is about.
Unity. Compromise.
Resilience.
Oh, and of course
football. After all, we are
native Chicagoans and
dedicated Bears fans.
For me, between
September and January,
football ranks third on my
“must have to live” list,
behind oxygen and lowgrade beer.
For Jillian? Well, let’s
just say she could tell you
more about the innerworkings of the Russian
Parliament than she could
about Adrian Peterson.
So our initial
preparation for her fantasy
draft was shaky at best.
“You know who Tom
Brady is, right?” I ask.
“Yeah,” she answers
confidently. “He’s the guy
who’s dating Jessica
Simpson.”
No. That’s Tony Romo.
And he USED to be dating
Jessica Simpson.
What about Greg Olsen?
Ever heard of him?
“That’s the Bears new
quarterback,” she responds.
Close enough, I guess.
And Brett Favre?
“Isn’t he the guy who
keeps quitting but never
actually quits?”
Bingo.
“See. I’m pretty good,”
she brags. “And I know
who Rex Grossman is!”
Oh boy.

Pre-game jitters
So here we now are on
the first Sunday of the
2009 season both wondering
how today will go.
Last weekend, Jillian was
indifferent at best to this
whole fantasy football thing.
And then draft night came
and she stared at a list of
players and saw that draft
clock ticking like a time-

about to tie the game with 9
minutes, 55 seconds left in
the fourth quarter.
Angelo Stephens picked
off Hillside quarterback Vad
Lee, returning the ball 20
yards for what appeared to
be the game-tying score. But
the extra point was blocked
to leave Hillside ahead 28-27,
and the Golden Bulls never
scored again.
“Really, when it’s all said
and done, coach (Duran)
McLaurin had his boys ready
to play,” said Hillside coach
Antonio King, whose team is
3-1 overall. “... This just isn’t
the same E.E. Smith team of
the past two years.”
The loss dropped the
Golden Bulls to 1-3 on the
season. But the bright spots
— such as speedy receiver
Joshua Rayford’s (59 yards,
one TD) development — have
McLaurin hopeful.
“I think we’re very close,”
McLaurin said. “The kids
just have to learn how to win
the close ball games.”
Staff writer Paul Shugar can be
reached at shugarp@fayobserver.com
or 486-3513.

bomb and her competitive
adrenaline spiked.
On Wednesday, she woke
up in the middle of the
night and immediately
started worrying about
whether she had set her
lineup correctly.
“I’m not going to lie,”
she said. “I’m actually
nervous. I can’t wait to see
how my guys do. This is
kind of exciting.”
If she only knew what
was ahead.
So far I’ve only had to
provide marginal support,
like a parent holding the
handlebars steady as their
5-year-old pedals down the
sidewalk.
There were tense
moments Monday. Like
when I had to quell
Jillian’s urge to draft
Cleveland’s Jamal Lewis.
“For some reason,” she
said, “I just want a guy
named Jamal on my team.”
Instead I gave her a
Julius, as in Seattle’s
Jones. And she seemed
mildly excited by that too.

Ready for football
Besides, she could have
things a lot worse.
Last weekend, for
example, she found out her
close friend Terra’s husband
owns three fantasy football
teams plus a fantasy
NASCAR squad. And her
friend Kenzie’s fiancée not
only has a complicated
spreadsheet program he uses
to draft, but he also
demanded she draft for him
because he was playing in
an Ultimate Frisbee
tournament he couldn’t miss.
So there was poor
Kenzie, on a weekend
getaway with her sister in
Virginia Beach, trying to
determine whether the
M.I.T. formula in her
husband’s spreadsheet was
pointing her towards
Santonio Holmes or Jerricho
Cotchery. And somehow she
picked Donald Driver.
“I actually screamed a
few times,” Kenzie said. “I
just quit my job last month
because I was getting so
frazzled that I was waking
up in the middle of the
night with work
nightmares. And ya know
what? That fantasy draft
was the most stressful
three hours of my life.”
Jillian looked frightened.
Look, I remind her
again, no one ever said this
was supposed to be easy.
And if we’re truly going to
live happily ever after,
we’re going to have to
walk in each other’s shoes
every once in a while.
So today that might
mean watching PanthersEagles at 1 p.m., 49ersCardinals at 4:15 and of
course Bears-Packers in
prime time. After all, she is
the proud new owner of both
Greg Olsen and Jay Cutler.
“Well, if I have to
watch football all day,” she
tells me, “you’re going to
have to clean the toilets
next weekend.”
Who knew fantasy
football could be this
stressful?

