Can Democrats win back churchgoing Christianvoters?
A Ramadan celebration with a Southern accent
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Not

Your
Ordinary
Mama's
Boy

Alexander Ovechkin
could become the
greatest player in hockey.
For that, the Capitals
may have his strong-
as-steel mother to thank.

BY APRIL WITT




GoalOriented

The luxurious
mansion, gorgeous
girlfriend, hot

car and public
adoration come
right out of an
American dream.
But the iron will
that made the
Capitals’ Alexander
Ovechkin hockey's
future came straight
from Russia.

BY APRIL WITT
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Alexander
Ovechkin,

THE LUMINOUS YOUNG RUSSIAN-BORN HOCKEY PLAYER,
sat in a folding seat at RFK Stadium enjoying a grear American
ritual: ballpark hot dogs. Really enjoying it. He removed a hot dog
from a bun with his fingers and fed it directly into the glossy mouth
of his voluptuous blond gitlfriend. In between bites, the couple
giggled and smooched.

She wore a black knir dress cut so low that a tiny bright pink
bow on the front of her black bra peeked out of her decollete. He
wore ripped, $500 Dolce & Gabbana bluejeans and sported a green
bruise under one eye. The bruise was a souvenir from a preseason
hockey game the night before. The game was Alex’s second withour

Above, Alex and his

girffriend, Veronika
Dyvanskaya. Right,
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scoring a goal since reporting for training camp. It was an annoying
little lull for the Narional Hockey League’s reigning rookie of the
year — a rocket-wristed 21-year-old touted as the greatest offensive
lineman in the game today, and, potentially, the greatest ever. But,
at that moment, Alex didn't look as though he was suffering. “I just
kiss him on his eye,” reported his girlfriend, Veronika Dyvanskaya,
who was visiting from Russia. “And I say, ‘You are a great man, a
strong man.

It was a mild evening in late September. Sitting high in an un-
populated corner of the mezzanine, Alex was waiting to go down to
the field to throw out the ceremonial first pitch in the Nationals
game against the Philadelphia Phillies. Unil this VIP trip to the
ballpark, Alex had never thrown a baseball or swung a bar. His only
experience of the game was playing electronic baseball on his
PlayStation as a boy growing up in Moscow. He had no idea
whether hed throw the ball over the plate. “I'm not nervous,” he
said in accented English. “There aren't lots of people here. If it falls
no good, for me it is okay.”

Some of his teammates were nervous for him. For hardy men
who make their living in the only professional team sport where
fighting is considered part of the game, looking like a geek is not an
option. At game time, seven fellow Capitals accompanied Alex
down through the stands and onro the field. They showed moral
support for their team’s only megawatt star the best way they knew
how. They made fun of him. “A hundred bucks it bounces,” Jamie
Heward, the Capitals’ 215-pound defenseman, said. “Hey; Ovie, you
should have worn your Dolce & Gabbana swear pants!”

in the gym at the
Ashburn Ice House,
the Capitals’
temporary training
site. Opposite, Alex
mentally prepares for
a game against the
Tampa Bay Lightning.
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