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N ot all entertainment in sports 
comes from what happens 
on the field or in the gym. 

Athletes crack up reporters with one-
liners or make asses of themselves on 
an almost-daily basis. From Tyson 
Jones heckling a teammate during 
an interview to AC Green admitting 
to being the only virgin in the NBA, 
athletes make the funnies all the 
time. With that in mind, here are the 
Gateway’s picks for most amusing ath-
letes—intentional or not.

Andrew Renfree

Mike Tyson always makes me chuckle 
in the same way that crazy uncle that 
everybody has does when he performs 
something lewd with the turkey at 
Thanksgiving. Tyson is the king of the 
amusing and more often than not, dis-
turbing athletes. 

So where to start with Mikey? 
There’s his claim that he was the great-
est boxer, which is clearly a moniker 
Muhammad Ali dibbed 40 years ago. 
Then Tyson got on a religious kick and 
finished an interview with this gem: 
“I want your heart, I want to eat your 
children. Praise be to Allah.” Right. 

But Tyson’s antics often shift from 
funny to shockingly offensive. On 
more than one occasion during an 
interview, he has asked female report-
ers for sexual favours. Then there’s 

that whole incident where he bit off 
part of Evander Holyfield’s ear during 
a bout. Not even Hannibal Lector is 
that creepy. 

However, the crown jewel in 
Tyson’s repertoire has got to be the 
tattoo he got on his face a few years 
ago. Nothing says class like a face 
tattoo. In fact, four-out-of-five inmates 
say they’re more likely to accept some-
one with a face-tat into their gang 
than someone without. For Tyson that 
could be beneficial because he already 
spent several years in prison for rape.

Robin Collum

Shaquille O’Neal doesn’t get stoned 
and kicked off his team or threaten to 
eat someone else’s children; he’s good 
clean family fun. Normally, I would be 
pretty intimidated by a 7’0” man who 
outweighs me by about 200 pounds. 
Not Shaq, though, because I’ve seen 
Kazaam. Actually, that’s a lie, but I’ve 
seen posters for it, and the actual tag 
lines for the movie included, “The 
world’s most powerful genie has just 
met his match” and, “He’s A Rappin’ 
Genie With An Attitude ... And He’s 
Ready For Slam-Dunk Fun!” Anyone 
who appears in a movie like that by 
choice—as opposed to the rest of the 
cast, who were probably one waitress-
ing paycheque away from eviction—is 
pretty entertaining.

Perhaps my favourite Shaq antic, 
aside from when he handed George 
W Bush an empty ball to dribble, is 
his love of law and order. He’s an hon-
ourary US Deputy Marshal, as well as 
an official Miami Beach reserve police 
officer. He’s serious about it, and has 
used his name to bring attention to 
online crime against children, but 

there’s an element of the ridiculous 
involved. His big busts so far include 
helping the police catch a man who 
hit his car by pursuing him “at a safe 
distance and speed” and according to 
correct police procedure.
The streets may be safer with him 
around, but our ears may not be. 
The Shaq Attack has also come out 
with a number of albums, includ-
ing such greats as Shaq Diesel, Shaq-
Fu: Da Return and Shaq Presents his 
Superfriends. 

Janelle Sloychuk

With a full assortment of cameos, law-
suits, gambling losses and occurences 
dubbed as “incidents,” Charles Barkley 
is by far one of the more entertaining 
athletes of this generation. Whether 
he’s tossing men out of windows or 
misdirecting his spit onto prepubes-
cent girls, Sir Charles lives without 
regret or apology and has bestowed 
unto the world a corresponding set of 
Chuck-isms that at times are “wronger 
than ketchup on pancakes.” 

While often dubbed a sexist and a 
racist, Charles is at least consistent in 
that he doesn’t claim to be a role model 
while spouting off offensive rants 
and posing for his mug shot. Really 
though, Barkley’s quotes leave no 
room for commentary, so in sparing 
you that much, here’s a brief glance at 
some of the invaluable wisdom he has 
left us with over the years: “There are 
only three things women are better 
at than men: cleaning, cooking and 
having sex.” 

“You know they can’t make the 
Double-Stuff Oreos anymore because 
fat people can’t keep their mouths 
shut. I’m so sick of these fat people 

suing these companies. Stop eating!”
But nothing tops this one: “Man, 

there’s nothing in the world that 
makes me as nervous as seeing white 
people dance.”

Nick Frost

Have you ever lied to the cops? You 
know, just for a larf—something you 
could tell the grandkids to try and 
sound cool one day? “I swear, officer, 
that prostitute robbed me at knife-
point and took that $300 from me!” 
Hell, even just for the rush one gets 
from lying to an authority figure?

Sure you haven’t, and neither have I. 
Although, I’m sure if I did, I wouldn’t 
be able to come up with a punchline 
nearly as funny as what Peter Worrell, 
former NHLer and currently unem-
ployed tough guy, told the Pompano 
Beach 5-0 two-and-a-half years ago.

In the early morning hours of 6 
December, 2004, Worrell was pulled 
over in an SUV owned by friend and 
former Florida Panther teammate, 
Andreas Lilja, for driving with expired 
tags. When the cops asked Worrell—a 
6’7” Canadian-born black guy—to 
identify himself, he proceeded to tell 
them that he was in actuality his friend 
and former Florida Panther teammate 
Andreas Lilja—a 6’3” Swedish white 
guy. As the cops persistently tried to get 
Worrell to correctly identify himself, 
he persistently kept identifying himself 
as Lilja. Eventually, Worrell’s passport 
was found in the SUV to confirm that 
he wasn’t the about-as-white-as-one-
can-get Scandinavian defenceman.

Worrell—or Lilja, depending on 
who you ask apparently—was even-
tually charged with driving with a 
suspended licence and resisting arrest 

without violence, with no jail time 
served. Of course, since the incident, 
Worrell has only played in a handful 
of NHL games, and Lilja was accused 
and acquitted, along with two Swedish 
teammates, of raping a woman in their 
home country. Or was it Worrell who 
did that? Shit, now I’m confused.

Mike Kendrick

If professional hockey has had a player 
in recent memory to define the term 
“loose cannon,” it’s without a doubt, 
Theoren Fleury. This pint-sized fire-
brand tore up the league in the ’90s and 
established himself as an imp-like force 
to be reckoned with. He proved to the 
heavyweights that size doesn’t matter if 
you could convince the other team that 
you’re completely bat-shit insane.

From his game winner in overtime 
against the Oilers in their 1991 playoff 
series, Fleury was all about making his 
presence known. I’ve never seen such 
a tiny little man slide so far across a 
hockey rink on his knees in celebra-
tion of a goal.

And his tricks didn’t stop in the 
NHL, either. Having learned nothing 
from Tie Domi’s escapades, Theo tried 
to pick a fight with a fan while playing 
in Belfast last season by climbing over 
the penalty box to speak with him on 
a more intimate level. By the end of 
the season, he had resigned from the 
league, citing poor and over-restrictive 
officiating as the cause of his leave.

Perhaps the weirdest thing about this 
wacky winger is that he’s since retired 
from the game and has expressed no 
desire to return to hockey. In fact, 
he owns a concrete sealing company 
in Calgary with new wife and his 
brother.

OJ Simpson failed as a comedian, but these guys didn’t


