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Disclaimer

  I do not know, nor have I ever met Larry Dolan; the present owner of the Cleveland Indians Baseball Team.  I do not know, nor have I ever met Mark Shapiro; the present General Manager of the Cleveland Indians Baseball Team.  In fact, there are a lot of people in this story that I don’t know and have never met: Omar Vizquel, Ellis Burks, Josh Bard, The Van Sweringen brothers, John D Rockefeller, Mayor Ralph Perk, Dick Feagler, Michael Sachs, Drew Cary and Halle Barry – just to name a few more.  

     Although I don’t personally know a lot of people in this story – there are some actual people, whom some readers are likely to recognize.  I have not hesitated for one moment to give these characters a personality and demeanor, that may or may not have any basis in fact whatsoever. I believe I am allowed to do that.  This is a piece of fiction.  The story is entirely made up.  Created out of whole cloth, as the expression goes. Why can I do this? Why can I create fiction out of fact?  Because as a writer, I believe it is my right.  Something to do with “literary license”, or “poetic license” or some such obscure, self-serving, rule of literary law.  

     In addition to creating, molding, and fabricating personalities and behaviors of real people, I have also taken considerable liberties with historical facts and occurrences that I didn’t like or that didn’t fit into the context of this story.  So I just changed or modified them - re wrote history – so to speak.  (As an example: In this story, I have one of the Van Sweringen brothers leaping off the Terminal Tower.  I have no idea if one of the Van Sweringen boys took a flying leap off the Terminal Tower- but maybe he should have.)  My right as a writer to play loose and free with historical facts is based on the same principle I stated justifying playing loose and free with the personalities and behavior of real people – “literary license.” 

      I have no idea what kind of a defense “literary license” will provide when some of the people in this story think I played a little too loosely and a little too freely with their personal lives, personalities and abhorrent behavior and sue the hell out of me.  I suppose I should apologize in advance – but somehow I just can’t get myself to do that.   Maybe you’ll agree with me after you finish So Long, Willie Mays. I sure hope so.

Prologue

     When Jim Thome eventually succumbed to the big bucks and signed with Philadelphia in the fall of 2002, everyone figured the 2003 baseball season for the Cleveland Indians was over – done – finished – kaput.  That would prove to be incorrect.  When everyone thought baseball tickets for the coming season at Jacobs Field would be on the cheap - that would also prove to be incorrect.  When everyone wrote the Indians off as contenders for their division, that too, would also prove to be incorrect.  In January of 2003, Las Vegas had the Indians as 150 to 1 shots to win the World Series.  (You’ll have to read a bit more to determine the validity of those odds.)  But the long and short of it was, Christmas, in Cleveland, in 2002, was a real downer for all the die-hard baseball nuts.

     The Thome loss not withstanding, the general manager, Mark Shapiro, and owner, Larry Dolan, had been diligently working the Indian’s payroll down since the 2002 season ended, which for all practical purposes, was sometime in May. The sports writers for the Plain Dealer and local radio sport’s talk-show mavens had just as diligently worked the local fans into such a frenzy, that it was deemed unsafe for either to appear in public.  Let’s just put it this way: in a popularity poll between Shapiro the GM, Dolan the owner, and Art Modell, former owner of the Cleveland Browns, and persona non-gratta numero uno; Shapiro and Dolan came in a distant second and third to the lovable Art Model.  There was no joy in Mudville, and absolutely no joy in the city “of burning river fame” that Christmas.

      The facts, however, would soon reveal otherwise.  The 2003 baseball season in Cleveland, Ohio turned out to be the most unbelievable baseball season in over 100 years of baseball history.  Lunacy and hysteria gripped not only the city, county and state; but the country, world, universe and galaxy as well. Cleveland would soon be the sports Mecca of the world.  By August, you had to stay in Toledo to interview any of the Cleveland Indians.  Every hotel or motel room in Cuyahoga county and all the surrounding counties was booked through the summer and fall.  Local residents were renting their homes on both the East and West sides of town for $5000 a week – and that was still in the city limits.  Homes in the suburbs, like Shaker Heights and Lakewood, would go for three times that rate. Forget trying to get a reservation at one of the up-scale downtown restaurants, forget trying to get into any downtown restaurants, forget trying to even get downtown.  Television vans and satellite dishes lined the downtown streets – 24 hours a day.  

     And to think all this hysteria was brought about by the simple, seemingly insignificant decision of one Melvin Jacob Morris, manager extraordinaire of the A-Shaw softball team in the JCC (Jewish Community Center) league.   How could the simple request of Mel, to his longtime shortstop, and good friend, David Benjamin Schwartz, to play first base in the coming season, create such havoc?  Walter Mitty couldn’t have dreamed this one up.  

Chapter 1 

     There are few certainties in this world, besides the old standbys, death and taxes.  Perhaps some would include in this category, the return of the swallows to Capistrano, or the buzzards’ annual appearance in Hinkley, Ohio.  But even more reliable than the swallows and buzzards return to their breeding grounds, is the overcast, gray, cloud cover that returns yearly in late October, and soon envelopes all of Cleveland, Ohio and environs. Then just sort of hangs around till the end of March.  I doubt if these overcast skies even dissipate after they leave the Cleveland area.  I would assume they pretty much stay in tact, circumnavigating the globe in some random meandering pattern until the following fall, where they mysteriously find their way right back to the shores of Lake Erie and settle over Cleveland, Ohio for another six month stretch.  

      Native, Clevelanders are used to the grayness, but a lousy baseball and football season combine with the gray skies only to make the sunless skies a little darker, the winter a little longer, and the depression a little deeper.  Clevelanders are, of course, used to the grayness and darkness and even the disappointment in their long-suffering sports teams. So when the alarm clock went off on the last Sunday in March, David Benjamin Schwartz, peered through the bedroom window only to find the clouds were still in place.  He then appropriately smacked the snooze button for another five minutes of sleep before the first day of softball practice would begin. He continued smacking the snooze button, hoping miraculously, the sun would finally appear.  It didn’t.

     I think one could legitimately ask the question: Why the hell would someone, two months shy of his ‘50th birthday, be getting up in March to practice softball?   Why would anyone pushing fifty still be playing softball?  These are perfectly logical questions, often asked of David Schwartz, with no logical answer, other than – Dave is just a softball nut, along with three other twenty year veterans of the A-Shaw softball team.  And those lunatics  are: Melvin (Mel) Morris, manager, captain and left fielder; Carl (Cap) Kaplan, catcher, and Albert (Al) Jay, pitcher.  Both Kaplan and Jay are New York city transplants, who never lost their New Yawk accents, and were damn good ball players – in their youth.             

     Over the last 20 years the A-Shaw softball team has been playing in the JCC league. They played for the championship twice - back in ’85 and ’86.  They lost both games in the bottom of the 7th.  Carl Kaplan, Al Jay, Mel Morris and Dave Schwartz, have been trying to win the league championship ever since.  New blood had been brought onto the team over the years.  Some of the original player’s sons have even been on the team.  But the magic just hasn’t been there.  Last year they came close once again, missing the championship game again by losing in the semifinals, again in the bottom of the 7th.  Did I mention that all those playoff games were lost in the exact same manner. When the usually unflappable, golden glove shortstop, David Benjamin Schwartz, made two fielding errors – one allowing the game to be tied, the second error, a throwing error to first base, after a great backhand diving stop deep in the hole, allowed in the winning run. (The old million-dollar play with the ten cent throw.) 

     So Mel had a surprise for Dave this morning.  Mel brought in a ringer from Ohio State University, a friend of friend’s son - all Big Ten shortstop.  Mel wasn’t taking any chances this year.  This was probably A-Shaw’s last real chance at the league championship, - for the over 50 crowd, anyway.  Morris and Jay were definitely calling it quits.  Dave Schwartz was thinking of playing in one of those old-timer’s leagues in Florida, in the winter.  So as Mel explained it to both Carl and Al - twenty years of friendship be damned. Mel wasn’t going to watch another melt down in the bottom of the 7th.  In his own way, Mel was as crazy about softball as Dave Schwartz.  So when David Benjamin Schwartz would arrive this cold, gray, Sunday morning, he would find a six-foot-two, 210 pound twenty two year old shortstop scooping up grounders.  Grounders Mel Morris would be hitting to him, not to his good buddy Dave Schwartz.

      This was not good.  This had disaster written all over it.  Yes, these were grown men in or near their 50’s.  But boys still in heart and spirit and temperament, when it came to the JCC summer softball league, and who would be playing what positions when the  softball season started – early that first week in April.  No, this would not be a pretty scene at all.  And the senior members of the A-Shaw softball team had been bracing for this moment all week. They all knew what Mel was about to spring on Dave this morning. Carl Kaplan, and Al Jay were standing near the first base bag facing the parking lot at Mercer Elementary School, where the A-Shaw team had been practicing for 20 years before each softball season started.  They wanted to get a good view of Dave’s face when he got out of his car and saw this 22 year-old, six-foot behemoth scooping up grounders - HIS GROUNDERS, at short. Not because they took any special personal satisfaction from this situation.  Quite the contrary.  They all liked David Benjamin Schwartz.  They liked him a lot. Dave Schwartz was a very likeable guy. They were all good friends for over 20 years.  But they knew Dave Schwartz only too well.  They knew how he took his softball.  They knew how he felt about softball.  They knew how he felt about playing shortstop.  And they knew it didn’t matter if Dave were 9 or 19 or 29 or 49 years of age.  He would not take Mel’s decision to ask him to play the season at first base, shall we say gracefully, or graciously. 

     Even pushing fifty, Dave Schwartz was still a pretty good shortstop.  He always played shortstop.  He played shortstop in the Shaker Boy’s League.  He played shortstop in junior high.  He played shortstop in high school.  He played shortstop in college.  And he played shortstop for Mel Morris’s A-Shaw softball team for going on 20 years. 

      He loved baseball.  He loved playing it.  He loved watching it. He loved talking it. He loved analyzing it.  He still got a rush after making a good play in the field.  And there was no greater feeling, according to David Benjamin Schwartz, than the feeling one gets when the fat part of a round bat, squarely meets the fat part of a round ball. When right at that moment of impact, the bat seems to effortlessly - with no noticeable resistance- begin to drive that little round object in the opposite direction from which it came.  Not an ounce of vibration in that bat.  And that pure vibration-less feeling, that impulse, which travels in an instant, like an electrical current, down the bat, into the hands, up the arms, and into the brain. – there was just nothing like it according to David Benjamin Schwartz.  Golfers could say what they wanted about the feeling one gets from smacking that great drive off the first tee. But it pales in comparison to that rifle shot over the shortstop’s head.  And regardless of what any sports mavens said, nothing, nothing was more difficult to accomplish in sports, then hitting someone’s major league  (or minor league, for that matter – just ask Michael Jordon!) fastball – at least that’s what Dave Schwartz thought.

     He saved every baseball glove he ever owned.  Even the first one his dad bought for him at a sporting goods store down on Prospect Avenue.  It was a Marty Marion G-600, made by Rawlings. He played shortstop because his father told him to play shortstop when he bought him his first baseball glove.  Marty Marion was a shortstop, so you played short if you played with a Marty Marion G-600 Rawlings baseball glove.  The explanation seemed perfectly logical to an eight year old. He used that glove right up through high school, and even his freshman year in college.  He loved that glove.  He loved the feel of the pocket he made by keeping a baseball inside the glove, while he kept it under his pillow when he slept at night.  He had a new deerskin 200-dollar glove he bought several years ago - a softball glove.  But always maintained the Marty Marion G-600 was the best glove he ever owned.  If you looked in the back of David Schwartz’ car, a black, Chevy Malibu sedan, you’d find that Marty Marion lying near the spare tire, tightly wrapped up with a major league baseball stuffed in the pocket.  It was a foul ball his dad caught at a 1954 Yankees double header played in early September, when the Indians and Yankees were in the thick of a pennant race.  The Indians won both games.   Dave was only a year old.  His dad caught the foul ball off of George Strickland, Cleveland’s “good-field, no-hit” shortstop.  A label no baseball player appreciates, at any level, regardless of their fielding prowess.  A left-handed compliment, if ever there was one. A moniker, unfortunately, that David Benjamin Schwartz  had occasionally acquired over the years. Seeing that college kid playing short was not going to be a pretty sight.  And both Carl Kaplan and Al Jay knew it.

    David Benjamin Schwartz was born in 1953, one year before the famous September double header with the dreaded New York Yankees.  The Indians won both games with Bob Lemon and Mike Garcia on the mound that Sunday.  It pretty much assured the Indians the Pennant.  They won 111 games that year and set a major league record, but the goddamn Yankees scared the crap out of them by winning 108.  Dave Schwartz swears he remembers parts of those games sitting on his mother’s lap.  But, of course, what he remembers is his parents talking about the games. Both Dave’s mom and dad were baseball fans.  They instilled in Dave his love for the game.  Dave could recite the lineup of both the 1948 and 1954 Indians’ teams -  the last two years of glory in Cleveland Indians baseball.  It would be an excruciating long stretch mostly of lousy and an occasional mediocre team, before the Indians would rise up in 1995 like the Phoenix.  From the 1950’s until the early 1990’s, there wasn’t much to cheer about concerning Cleveland Indians’ baseball.  

     Dave went to lots of baseball games down at the Municipal Stadium near the lakefront.   He went with his dad.  Went sometimes with just his mother, when his dad was out of town.  Which was fairly frequent, as Dave’s dad was a traveling salesman.  And his uncle used to take Dave occasionally.  Before his high school days, Dave went to 15 or 20 games every season.  His father taught him how to score.  They always sat in box seats, on the third base side.  That’s when the Indian’s dugout was on the first base side, and everyone thought it was better to sit on the first base side behind the Indian’s dugout.  But as Dave’s father pointed out, it was usually more interesting to watch the Indians in their dugout, which you could easily do from the third base seats. 

     Dave’s father was a pretty good ball player, himself.  He had a baseball scholarship to the University of Michigan, and played – of course, shortstop.  The Second World War interrupted that potential career, which was quite promising, as several scouts, including one from the Yankees, came up to Michigan to see Dave’s father play. Unfortunately, a German mine, which gave him a permanent limp, finished the promising career before it ever began.   Dave’s father had much more than a fan’s interest and insight when watching the game of baseball.  And he passed this insight on to Dave. 

      He explained to Dave that you could learn a lot about the game and any position if you watched more than the pitcher and catcher “playing catch” as Dave’s father referred to it.  “Watch the shortstop when the ball was being pitched,” he would tell his son, “if you want to learn how to play the position.  Watch the outfielders and listen for the ball when it’s hit.  Does the outfielder move before the sound of the ball hitting the bat?  Is the outfielder or infielder ‘quick off the bat’?  If you hear the ball being struck before the player moves, he’s slow off the bat,” his father would lecture to him. “ Watch the manager and his coaches watch the game, they see the whole game, not like most fans, who see maybe ¼ of the game.  If you want to play good, smart baseball, you can learn a tremendous amount by watching the entire game, not just the pitcher and catcher and batter.  Don’t just follow the baseball”.  His father would go on and on.  Hitting was a God given talent, according to Dave’s dad.  There wasn’t much an average hitter of the baseball could do to make himself a really good hitter.  But an average infielder or outfielder could indeed improve one’s fielding abilities, by learning and watching and practicing. Dave’s mother was a baseball fan.  Dave’s uncle was a baseball fan. But, Dave’s father was a student of the game.  Nothing would drive Dave’s old man crazier than stupidity – throwing to the wrong base or wrong cut-off man.  He could accept a physical error by any ballplayer, but a mental one was grounds for being traded, immediately.  Dave grew to feel exactly the same way – even on the many teams he would play with over the years, both hardball and softball, Dave had very little tolerance for a stupid play, or anyone who made one.  Even at age 49.  Even with his fellow players on the A-Shaw softball team.  And in this regard, Mel Morris, Carl Kaplan, and Albert Jay felt exactly the same as David Benjamin Schwartz.  You threw to the right base, you hit the right cut-off man, you went for the safe out when it mattered, and the double play when it didn’t.  And the only baseball player who could legitimately throw behind the runner, was Roberto Clemente.  Actually, these guys were all nuts.  Yes indeed, the 2003 baseball season would be quite something to behold.

Chapter 2

     Carl Kaplan saw Dave’s black Malibu first, turning the corner at Green and South Woodland roads.  He watched all the way across the two baseball fields at Mercer School, then lost sight as the car drove behind the school to the parking area.  It was still dull and dreary and cold and gray outside.  Both Carl and Al saw Dave pull into the parking lot. They both waved.  Mel was still hitting grounders to the Ohio State phenom and wasn’t aware that Dave had just pulled into the parking area.  The proverbial shit would son hit the proverbial fan.

     Dave got out of the car, rubber baseball cleats already on.  Dave hated the rubber cleats required by the league.  Once they almost imposed a no sliding rule, in which case Dave, Mel, Al and Carl were prepared to enter the A-Shaw team in another league.  Mel was, anyhow.  It was Mel’s money and company that sponsored the team for 20 years.  No sliding, simply wasn’t baseball anymore, It was bad enough that over the years the softball leagues had rules that damn near shortened the 7 inning games to 45 minutes each.

      First, they made a rule that if you were behind by 10 runs going into the last inning, the game was over.  Like it was “impossible” to score 10 runs in the last inning.  Then they came up with the third strike rule.  If you had two strikes on you, and fouled off the next pitch, it was declared a strikeout.  Then if that wasn’t stupid enough, to quicken the pace of the game even further, you came to bat with one strike already in the count.  If no one on either team was hitting that game, you could finish a game in 30 minutes.  Dave Schwartz went crazy as the league kept on changing these rules.  “Shit, this aint baseball!”  he would exclaim.  And someone on the team would answer.  “You’re right Dave. It’s softball!”  But the no sliding rule would have been the straw that broke the camel’s back.  “Too many goddamn pansy-ass doctors and lawyers came into the JCC league” Dave would occasionally lament. 

      After the Second World War and into the 1960’s the JCC was one of the most competitive softball leagues in the county.  Then, as all the war babies got their college degrees and came of softball age, the quality of the league diminished.  “No sliding!  Give me a fucking break! “ Thought David Benjamin Schwartz.

     Dave got his bat out of the trunk of the Malibu and waved to Carl and Al, still standing at first base.  He hadn’t noticed Mel hitting grounders to the young shortstop.  Or at least gave no visible indication that he saw the younger shortstop scooping up ground balls. Dave, still not aware of what was about to transpire broke the silence first.

     “Hey, schmucks, we gonna win it all this year, or what?”  directing his comments to Al and Carl.

     “Yeah, if you don’t find a way to fuck up again and throw the goddamn ball in the stands,” Al responded inappropriately, considering Dave just got a glimpse of the six-foot-two 210 pound shortstop, scooping up a grounder and firing a bb to first.  

     Dave was about to come back with another smart-ass answer, but the sight of the new shortstop made him forget what Al had just said and referred to.  Those six errors Dave made in the three, playoff games.

     Completely disregarding Al’s untimely dig, Dave shot back, “Who’s the new recruit?”  A rhetorical question, as Dave instantly sized up the situation.

     Dave Schwartz was not stupid.  A structural engineering graduate of Cornell University, he knew in an instant what was going on.  Mel Morris heard the banter and came over to where Al and Carl were standing.  By this time Dave too, had wandered over to where Al and Carl were standing. 

     Mel just came right out with it, nothing to gain by beating around the bush.  No way to sugar-coat it.  No way to spare Dave’s feelings.  They all knew how Dave approached the game. So Mel just came right out and asked,

     “Dave, we’d like you to play first base this summer.”  Pausing ever so slightly he started again before Dave could interject any retort.  “Now  I know you’re not gonna want to play first, Dave, but…” and before Mel could utter another word Dave interrupted with his true gut feeling at that precise moment.  Dave was not good at hiding his emotions

    “Fuck you, Mel, “ he responded.  It was an immediate, forceful, angry and honest response, but you could hear there was also some hurt in it.

     This was not some 10–year-old kid whose feelings were hurt because in a pick-up game at the school grounds he was told to play right field.  This was a fifty year-old man, with a good job, a good wife and two good college- age kids.  How could Dave Schwartz feel so hurt and humiliated, at the age of fifty, no less, by simply being asked to play first base on his softball team.  A partial explanation is that, to be honest, Dave Benjamin Schwartz was a little goofy about this sport.  But a more plausible excuse would be generic to all men, most who still think their athletic capabilities couldn’t possible diminish “that much” just because they’re pushing fifty.  Of course men pushing sixty feel the same way, as do men pushing seventy etc.  It’s a macho thing, I guess.  Men just can’t stand to think that their athletic (read sexual) prowess can be any less than it was when they were 20.  How else can you explain a seventy five year old grandfather, breaking three ribs by merely throwing a football to his grandson.  That grandfather would of course be –Bernie Schwartz, Dave’s father.  And so the conversation went like this.

     “C’mon Mel, this is bullshit”, responded Dave in a tone that had more sympathy in it than bravado.

     “Dave, it’s nothing personal, you know that.  Hey, we just need some new blood in the infield, and this is our last year in the league, and our last real chance to win the championship,” Mel answered back, trying to sooth Dave’s feelings.

     “What, are you gonna blame me for the three losses because of those miserable fielding plays?  Is that was all this shit’s about, Mel.  Is that what it comes down too, Mel?  After twenty fucking years with A-Shaw team – that’s perfect Mel.  Just great.”  Dave’s voice tailed off.

     “Aw C’mon Dave, you know that’s bullshit.  Jesus, Dave you’re fifty years old, it’s just a schmucky little softball league, don’t take it so hard.  We still love you, man.  C’mon Dave – look at that kid at short, give him a break.”  Mel was searching for the right words, but of course there weren’t any.  Mel or Carl or Al Jay, would have responded the same way as Dave was responding.  And Mel did want to win the league championship this year – and yes those throwing and fielding errors that wound up costing the A-Shaw team two if not three championships, were indeed on Mel’s mind, as they would have been on Dave Schwartz’s mind had Mel made the errors that cost the game.  

     Al Jay chimmed in. “Dave, the fact of the matter is, we need you at first base, and goddamnit, you’re too old to still be playing shortstop, and you know it!”

     “Fuck you too, Jay – and you too Cap”

     “Hey, Dave I haven’t said a word,” Cap weakly responded.

     “Fuck you anyway, Cap. All you bastards knew about this weeks ago, I’ll bet.  And none of you had the goddamn guts to mention it till I got here this morning.”

      The hurt even more prominent in Dave’s tone.  “You know what, why don’t you just play this goddamn season without me.  Fuck it, I’ll take up golf.”  At which point Mel, Carl and Al burst out laughing.  They all knew about Dave’s disdain for golf, golfers and anything to do with the sport.  Mel tried to be honest and serious and sympathetic for the moment.

    “Look, Dave, it’s nothing personal, you know that.  We still love you pal.  And we want you to play this season – with the A-Shaw team.  It’s gonna be our last season together, and O.K., I’ll be honest, you’re getting too old and slow to play shortstop, and you know it.  We want to go out winning the championship this year.  We almost won it last year.  Look at that kid at short, that’s how you played it 20 years ago. ”

       Mel could have gone on, but Dave had heard enough. Besides, Dave would have done the same thing to Mel or Carl or Al, if he thought it would help them win the championship.  And Dave knew that.  He even participated in removing Al Jay from the third base several years ago and installing him as the pitcher. Carl Kaplan, had long ago accepted his demotion from the outfield to catcher, and Dave Schwartz never uttered a word in defense for his buddies, when Mel made those decisions – which Dave thought were right on.  The banter went back and forth for several more minutes.  The tensions eased. So did some of the hurt feelings.  Dave knew his new position for the A-Shaw softball team would be first base if he decided to play.  Mel wasn’t about to give in, and Dave knew it.  In fact, Dave liked that about Mel and his managerial skills.  Liked it, at least, until those decisions affected Dave.  He knew Mel was right and while all three of his buddy’s were talking and convincing him to stick with the team, Dave blocked out all the bullshit and thought to himself.  ‘ Jesus Christ, playing first base on a softball team was like being told to play right field during elementary school recess.’

     Dave’s reverie continued right through all of Mel’s and Carl’s and Alan’s speeches and attempts to convince Dave to play first.  He already knew he would accept the “demotion”.  He wanted to play softball that summer, and although Dave Schwartz had had a pretty good reputation on the softball diamonds of Cuyahoga county, that was years ago.  No one wanted a fifty year old shortstop.  Not in April, anyway.

     While the four were standing in the Mercer School parking lot, near the backstop, soothing nerves and emotions, Dave noticed a man standing next to an old Pontiac convertible, who seemed to be watching the four of them intently.  Dave noticed the old guy standing next to the 1950’s vintage, powder blue Pontiac as soon as he pulled into the parking lot even before he got out of his car.  It was the old Pontiac convertible that first caught his eye.  He remembered a used Pontiac convertible his dad bought for his mom when he was maybe five years old.   The same powder blue color as the one the distinguished looking, silver haired, old gentleman was now leaning against as he watched the 4, fifty year-old lunatics jawboning about the decision to replace Dave Schwartz at shortstop.  The old guy was wearing an overcoat, camel color, and one of those old gray felt, Stetson hats – the ones you’d see pictures of Al Capone wearing when the evening news programs would have an old Mafia story to tell.  He was leaning against the hood of the Pontiac, his right hand holding onto the hood ornament – the amber-colored, plastic profile of Chief Pontiac, the distinguishing characteristic of all Pontiacs of that era.  He seemed to be observing the four of them with great interest.

Dave was arguing his case but kept seeing the old guy in his peripheral vision.

      David Benjamin Schwartz had incredible peripheral vision.  He never missed an opportunity when he came to the ball diamond before any game to observe everyone on the opposing team.  He’d watch them warm up just casually throwing the ball. He’d watch them at their respective positions.  If he saw any weaknesses –throwing, scooping up grounders, miss-judging a fly ball, weakness moving to the left or right- he would file that information away and use it at some opportune time during the game.  If Dave thought some infielder couldn’t handle a ground ball, Dave would hit it to him, especially in a critical situation.  The two times the A-Shaw softball team got into championship games, it was David Benjamin’s Schwartz’s observation of a players weakness that got them there.  Once to a second basemen that couldn’t move to his left, and once to an aging right fielder whose “quickness and direction off the bat” was suspect. Dave was tutored well by his father and uncle. 

     His attention to detail about the opposing team, the condition of the field, the position of the sun, you name it, Dave Schwartz would use it to win a baseball game.  And use it effectively he did.  His teammates were at first amazed when he would predict exactly   the course of events before he came to bat. “I’m gonna hit a grounder to that second basemen and make him move to his left.  That asshole can’t move that way, so you just take off as soon as the ball’s hit,” he would tell his teammate standing on third.  Bingo, second baseman gets hit right in the mouth with the grounder as the ball bounds of the heel of his glove, run scores, A-Shaw is in the playoff’s.  (The “asshole” just happened to be a doctor at the Cleveland Clinic, coincidentally a proctologist, who recommended the elimination of sliding in the  JCC  baseball league) 

     The second time Dave pulled it off, there were two outs in the bottom of the seventh, (that’s like the bottom of the ninth in hardball.)  He told Mel exactly what he was going to do, and Mel told him to just “get a fucking hit and quit screwing around”.  This time it was a fly ball to right field.  He had watched the right fielder in practice, “wrong step” a fly ball three times.  The manager would hit him a fly, and his first step was toward the plate each time, as the ball would quickly sail over his head.  Dave wanted to hit it to him his very first time at bat, but thought to wait for a more opportune moment.  What could have been a more timely situation than two outs in the bottom of the seventh, tie ball game, runner on second , trip to the championship game on the line.  Dave waits for the first outside pitch and smacks it to right field.  Right fielder takes that first step towards the plate, then, like he’s planted in concrete, watches as the ball sails over his head, just as Dave called it. (Later, Mel Morris would say that the right fielder wouldn’t have caught the ball regardless of what direction he first took off – Dave hit the shit out of the ball – which he did.)  

      David Schwartz didn’t let much escape his eye when he approached a baseball field – and there was the old guy leaning up against an old Pontiac convertible, constantly in Dave’s vision all the while he was talking to Mel and Carl and Al.  ‘Who the hell was this guy?’ thought Dave.  Why is he here watching some aging, Sunday morning, JCC, softball team at their first practice on this cold, gray depressing morning in early March?  ‘It seemed dumb enough just to be out on a cold morning like this practicing on some nondescript softball team.  What did that make the guy in the camel-haired coat?’ Dave thought. ‘Could he be some coach from one of the other teams in the league scouting the A-Shaw team?’  Dave speculated to himself.  ‘Naw, that’s ridiculous,’ Dave decided.  ‘Maybe he’s our guardian angle, assuring our final season will be our championship season.’  Dave’s imagination began running away as he picked up his glove and trotted, less than enthusiastically, over to first base.

Chapter 3

    Mel Morris began the 2003 softball season the way he began all the previous softball seasons, with infield practice.  Starting at third base and working around the horn.  Mel hit ground balls, hard ground balls, right from the get go.  “Let’s get one,” Mel would say.  And each infielder woud scoop up the grounder and fire it to first base.  “Easy with the throw” Mel would holler. “Let’s not throw our arms out the first day.”  But, of course, someone would injure their arm that first day.  Usually one of the older players, trying to prove they still had that rifle throw to first.  The cold March weather didn’t help things in this respect.  But this was Cleveland, Ohio. In March there was little chance of good weather until those damn clouds drifted away.  And this was the A-Shaw softball team, probably their last year in the league, and their last chance at the league championship.  Somewhere contained within that wet, cold, bone-chilling March wind was the faint hope of optimism.  Mel and Dave and Al and Cap, could feel it.  It would hopefully be their last hurrah.  Little did they know!

     Melvin Jacob Morris was a damn good manager.  His teams were well coached.  He was well liked and well respected.  This was no ordinary softball team and no ordinary softball coach, not  in the JCC league.  Everyone on Mel’s team did not always get in the games.  You had to prove yourself both at the plate and in the field.  If you were the best, you played.  If you weren’t, you sat on the bench.  No one on Mel Morris’ team made stupid plays, at least not  twice.  When you made a dumb play, or threw to the wrong base, or got thrown out at the plate after the coach held up his futile hand, you got yanked and sat on the bench.  If you did it twice, you could expect to play somewhere else in the league.  Mel Moris was serious about softball, and you damn better be just as serious.

    Mel Morris was also one hell of a baseball player, even at age fifty one.  Most everyone on the team thought Dave Schwartz was at one time, the most talented ballplayer on the team, most everyone except the one player who knew that Mel Morris was the best baseball player.  That one player was Dave Schwartz himself.  Dave had known Mel Morris for years, since they both played little league baseball in the suburbs of Shaker Heights, and Cleveland Heights, and met many times in inter league play and city championship competition.  They played against each other in high school. Mel was a couple years older than Dave.  Both were all-city and all-state all three years in high school.  (That’s when high school was 10th 11th and 12th grades only, remember?)  Dave likes to recall one special moment in both their baseball lives, a moment David Benjamin Schwartz could never forget, a moment that made it easier for Dave to concede to Melvin Jacob Morris’s wish for Dave to go from short to first.

     The first time Dave and Mel met was in competition for the inner league, little league all star championship series.  Dave was of course at short, and Mel was playing left field for the opposing Cleveland Heights all star team.  Dave was only eleven years old at the time, but was playing with the older division all-stars of thirteen and fourteen year olds.  Dave was small for his age, so most everyone on the field was a head taller than him.  It’s an awkward age for young kids to play baseball, because the physical development of kids at thirteen and fourteen can be so much  more advanced than eleven year olds, not only physically but mentally also.  For some goofy reason, Dave’s manager, a  schmuck who probably never played a day of organized baseball at any level, knew nothing about baseball or children, whom Dave’s father couldn’t stand, thought Dave should pitch the final inning of the game.  Dave Schwartz was not a pitcher, but his manager thought he should be or eventually would be because he threw so hard to first base.  He saw Dave pitch a couple of times during the summer, but always against teams composed of other eleven year olds.  The championship series was against the thirteen and fourteen-year old All-Star team of each suburb, but the managers could choose two players from the eleven year old division.  It was of course an honor to be selected as an eleven year-old, to play with the older boys, and Dave was selected that very first year.  

     The game went into the final inning of a scoreless tie, and Dave got the first two batters with relative ease.  Two harmless ground balls to first.  But then the leading hitter on the Cleveland Heights team came to bat.  A fourteen year old who could have passed for eighteen.  Six feet 180 pounds and the kid could hit.  Two circus-catches earlier in the game by the Shaker Heights left fielder kept the score from being 2, nothing.  Dave’s manager came out to the mound to give Dave advice, while Dave’s old man was having an anxiety attack trying to keep from running on to the filed and tackling the manager.  “Don’t give him anything to hit,” was the manager’s advice. 

      “Why not just intentionally walk him?” Dave peevishly inquired. 

     “We don’t intentionally walk anyone in this league,” the  manager imperiously responded.  So Dave threw three pitches to the outside part of the plate, all called balls.  Dave’s manager quickly runs out again to the mound and then tells Dave, “now whistle three fast balls right by him.”  Dave  didn’t like the strategy, but what could an eleven year old do.  Even at age eleven Dave had more baseball sense then his manager.  Dave never got to “whistle three fast balls right by him” because the first one got hit so hard and so far, that all the left fielder could do was watch it sail 50 feet over his head.  Game over.  

     Dave stood there watching the ball take its long, arcing, parabolic flight.  A mathematical curve Dave would soon be all too familiar with when he began his civil engineering career at Cornell.  But at this time in his life, Dave couldn’t quite appreciate the mathematical beauty and effect of gravity on an objet trying to defy the earth’s pull as it is launched into flight.  And this baseball was definitely launched into flight.  So David Benjamin Schwartz did what every other eleven year-old boy would do when he just lost the championship game,  he cried.  He balled and cried like a baby.  Uncontrollably.  His father came out of the stands, walked briskly by Dave’s manager, wanted to say something, but thought better of it, and tried to console his son.  The Cleveland Heights team was whooping it up, jumping all over their amazon home run king, while Dave and his dad were standing just off the pitcher’s mound.  Out of the corner of one of Dave’s tear laden eyes, he saw one of the opposing players, a short stocky lad who played brilliantly in left field, brake away from the pack of Cleveland Heights players and wander over to where Dave and his dad were still standing.  “You played a hell of game, shortstop.  And, your manager is an idiot,”  consoled Melvin Jacob Morris. 

      They would meet again as rivals in high school, and play together for 20 years in the JCC.  But right at this present moment, Mel Morris was the manager of the A-Shaw softball team, trying to whip his team into shape for the first game of the season.  “Now let’s get two,” Mel hollered after he went around the infield in what he thought was a sufficient time “getting one”.

     Mel Morris’s softball teams were well disciplined and well trained.  Every position was covered by a damn good baseball player.  This was a rather eclectic team, age-wise.  As I mentioned before, Mel had two eighteen year old sons of former players playing in the outfield.  Mel of course played left field, and even at age 51, he could still play the hell out of that position.  Dave Schwartz was a real Mel Morris fan, and not only because of Mel’s classy behavior at that little league all-star championship game, but because Dave knew what a real fine ball player Mel Morris was.  When they were both playing in high school, Dave at Shaker, Mel at Heights, Dave’s dad commented more than once that Mel Morris might some day play Major League Baseball.  He never said that about Dave, and they both knew why.  For all his talent and prowess on the baseball diamonds of Cleveland, Ohio, David Benjamin Schwartz, could not hit the curve ball.  And, as the pitching talent got better and better over the years and competition got better, Dave Schwartz could easily get set up with the curve or slider.  Mel Morris couldn’t.  

     Dave often remarked that Mel Morris almost never, in the 30 odd years Dave had seen or played with Mel, never made one of those running, diving, throw your body into the air, circus catches.  Maybe once or twice Mel would run flat out and have to dive to catch a ball, but rarely.  The reason for that, as Dave’s father would often point out, was the same reason Joe DiMagio, and Roberto Clemente, never really made too many circus catches in their careers.  Those four words that Dave’s father would utter almost like a mantra in Dave’s ear as soon as Dave was old enough to play catch:  “Quick off the bat.”  DiMagio, Dave’s father would often remark, was probably the best defensive outfielder he ever saw play the game because he was so instinctive “off the bat”.  Bernie Schwartz would often comment, that DiMagio would anticipate the ball flight, even before the ball hit the bat.  His keen eyesight, the same eyes that could see the rotation of a 95 mile an hour fast ball on its way to the plate, would see the type and location of the pitch, all the way from his center field position. Combined with the knowledge and capabilities of the hitter, this propelled DiMagio in the direction the ball would travel if it got hit to the outfield.  DiMagio wasn’t quick off the bat, Dave’s dad would say, DiMagio was “quick before the bat”.  Only Clemente may have been a better defensive outfielder.  Playing his shortened career in Pittsburgh, rather than one of the big media cities, kept Roberto Clemente from the accolades he so richly deserved as the consummate ball player he was.  So intoned Bernie Schwartz.  And Melvin Jacob Morris, had those same capabilities and instincts.  When a ball would get hammered to left center - and from the sound and velocity of the ball, it looked to be a sure double or triple, but by the time the crowd and players focused on the ball, there was Mel Morris, almost waiting for the softball to fall into his glove  just another routine catch.

    Mel kept the infielders busy.  He hit it especially harder to Dave at first base.  Playing first was actually easier for Dave since the required range was diminished considerably by the first base line.  Dave handled every grounder, flawlessly.  Bernie Schwartz prepared his kid and taught Dave how to be a classy shortstop.  Much better than the father ever was at fielding that position.  Even pushing 50 years of age, Dave had the soft sure hands he had at age 20.  He just couldn’t move to his right or left and move “quick of the bat” like he did in his youth.  His reflexes were still surprisingly sharp for that age.  And playing on the miserable stone-ridden softball diamonds the JCC League played on,  they had to be.  One of the grounders Mel hit to Dave , the kind that hug the ground like an errant drive off the tee  -  a worm burner – took an incredibly bad hop just before Dave’s glove and bounded straight up heading right for his chin.  Changing the position of his glove in an instant, Dave brought up his glove and snagged the grounder just before getting smacked in the mouth.

     “I knew you were a natural first basemen,” hollered Mel Morris.

     “Fuck you Mel,” Dave retorted, this time with more affection than the first time that day Dave told Mel to go fuck himself.  If you can say, “fuck you” with affection.

     Dave watched the new shortstop with intense interest.  The kid was pretty good, he thought to himself, but a little unsure with those worm-burners hit directly at him, with no angle.  Dave knew, of course, that those type of grounders were always the most difficult to handle, as any infielder would attest to.  The fancy plays that everyone would marvel at, going deep into the hole between third base and short, backhanding the ball and then in a single motion, whirling around and firing the ball, while still in the air, to first, while looking impressive, were never as difficult as those grounders hugging the  earth for dear life, with no angle to gauge their position or intensity.  That’s when most infielders, including the major leaguers, made most of their errors.  Again, Dave’s dad would tell Dave to watch an infielder with the binoculars they brought to every game.  Watch him on one of those grounders that never get more than an inch or two off the ground, until, of course, they get right in front of your glove.  You’ll see a look of fear, ever briefly, just before the ball whips into the pocket or webbing of the glove.  The great shortstops, like Omar Vizquel and Mark Ballanger, disguise that fear pretty good, but its there.  Dave’s dad thought Mark Ballanger was the finest fielding shortstop he’d ever seen play the game.  A pathetic batter of the baseball, but an incredible asset to all those World Series teams he played  on with the Orioles.  Just ask Earl Weaver.  Who knows how many games Mark Ballanger won with his glove.  Enough for Earl Weaver to consider him the most valuable player on the Orioles team.  

     Alan Jay would take over the hitting duties when the outfielders would take the field for practice, and Mel would head out to left field.  But Mel still called the shots.  He would describe the situation; “man on first and third, one out,” Mel would holler, and Al Jay would line one to right field.  You better hit the right cut off man or make the correct throw to the correct base, or Mel would sure as hell chew your ass out!  Sometimes, to make his point, Mel would actually position runners in the situation he desired.  This may have been the JCC summer softball league, but it was serious business to Mel, and Dave and Al and Karl.  I did mentioned already, a couple of times I think, that these four guys were a little wackey about this sport.  Didn’t I?

    Batting practice was always last in the order of things.  Carl Kaplan would perform the pitching duties.  Infield and outfield positions would come in and take 15 cuts at the ball, starting with third base and moving around the infield, then the right fielder would come in.  Mel Morris was always last at the plate.  This was a slow pitch softball league.  The arc of the pitch was unlimited.  Early in the league’s history, the arc was limited.  First to 12 feet then 14, but recently it was unlimited.  This, as Dave, the resident physics guru would explain, allowed for almost no “horizontal vector” to the pitch.  The ball literally dropped down from the heavens in an almost perfectly vertical plane.  A pitch could actually hit the plate and be called, legitimately, a strike.  Because of this almost vertical flight, the batter supplied all the horizontal velocity the ball would ever attain.  Unlike hardball, where the speed of a pitcher could easily be used against him, assuming perfect impulse, this couldn’t happen in slow-pitch, unlimited arc softball.  Dave would drone on and on about hitting ad nauseam, until Mel or Al or Carl, would just ask Dave to “shut the hell up.”  

     Most everyone has played some form of organized baseball in their lifetime.  Even if it was only a pick-up-game at the schoolyard, or a recess activity in grade school.  Baseball, from this perspective seems so simple, so easy.  So everyone seems to think they understand the game.  This is not true of any other sport, like football or basketball or tennis or golf, at least at the professional level.  But everyone thinks they understand Major League Baseball, because of their youthful baseball experiences.  Baseball, at the Major League level, is just as sophisticated and complicated, and difficult, as any other major sport.  It’s just that no one seems to recognize this.  Hitting a Major League fastball is indeed, the most difficult thing to do in sports.  You could indeed get lucky and beat Tiger Woods on a 155-yard par three.  But you could stand in a batter’s box for an entire year, 24 hours a day, and never touch your bat to a Nolan Ryan pitch, and that includes any attempts to even bunt the ball, if Nolan Ryan didn’t want you too.  And I’m talking about the 53 year old Nolan Ryan.  Forget Randy Johnson, or almost any other major league pitcher.  That’s how good these guys are and how tough it is to get to the Major Leagues.  But, of course ,no one believes that.  

     At the JCC softball level, a good hitter would be someone who hit over .600.  If you didn’t hit 550 or better, you didn’t play on a Mel Morris team.  Mel hit 750 consistently.  Dave hit about 100 points less than Mel.  And Al Jay and Carl Kaplan, hit somewhere between Dave and Mel.  But only Mel Morris and Alan Jay could hit the ball over the 280 foot outfield fence.  They could because they had the correct technique to hit a baseball.  They could break their wrists right at impact to, as Dave would explain in his Physics Lecture 101, add more velocity to the swing.  Velocity was additive, Dave would patiently explain, so the velocity from the arm swing and the wrist breaking, could almost increase the speed of the bat through the ball by 50% or more.  This is true for golf also, Dave would explain.  It’s just difficult to get the timing of the wrist breaking and the accuracy required to actually hit the ball.  After much practice, it becomes a natural part of the swing.  Without the added velocity of the wrist, you can’t hit the ball that far or that hard, unless of course you’re 250 pounds and have arms like tree trunks and were corn-fed steroids most of your adult life.  When small guys like Hank Aaron hit home runs, (you remember Henry Aaron, he just happened to hit more home runs than anybody who ever played the game - we seemed to almost have forgotten that fact!) it’s because they know how to hit a baseball correctly.  Mel Morris, 185 pounds, and Al Jay, 165 pounds, could hammer a softball.  It even sounded different when they hit it.  Occasionally, Mel Morris would invite his friend Dennis Beamon to play with the team.  Another pounder of the softball.  Dennis considered it a bad day, if he went 4 for 5 and only hit three home runs.  Dennis weighed about 160 pounds, soaking wet.  Why didn’t Dennis always play with the A-Shaw team?  Dennis was too busy still playing sandlot ball on three different teams five days a week.  He was 47 years old.

     Practice ended around noon.  The first game was in April, and Mel wasn’t satisfied with the practice that day, so he called one during the week.  Dave took his time changing back into his street shoes, and introducing himself to the new shortstop.  The Blue Pontiac and the old gentlemen were still in his peripheral vision.  The old guy was standing in the exact same position, leaning on the hood, hand still gripping the chief Pontiac hood ornament.  He watched all three hours of the practice in that exact position. Mostly he was watching Dave’s every move.  Showing almost no interest in the other members of the A-Shaw team.   Mel and Al and Carl all came by to tell Dave he was a good sport to play first, and no hard feelings, all was forgiven, right, they asked Dave.  Dave forced a laugh and agreed, everything was O.K..  

    Most everyone had left the parking lot.  Mel was always the last one to leave, collecting all the bats and balls and catcher’s paraphernalia.  Today, Dave Schwartz lingered a bit longer than Mel, and waved as Mel finally left the parking lot and headed towards Green Road.  The old gent and powder blue, 1951, Pontiac hadn’t moved one inch.  Dave’s curiosity got the better of him, so he wandered over towards the old guy, shoes glove and bat clutched in his left hand as he waved to him with his right.  The old guy waved back as Dave broke the silence.

     “ You must be with the Local 880 team –what are ya doin, scouting us for the coming season?” Dave said in a jocular voice. Local 880 was the team that beat A-Shaw twice in the championship game, and their biggest rival over the 20 years they both played in the JCC league.

     “Nope”, came the short one word reply.

     “Then you’re obviously a scout for the Cleveland Indians. Find any potential talent for this year’s team.  They sure could use some?”  Dave replied, hoping to keep the conversation going. His curiosity getting the better of him.

     “That would be a little closer to the mark.”  The mysterious well-dressed gentleman replied.  

    “See any potential prospects ready to break in with the Tribe this summer?” Dave sarcastically asked,  keeping up with the snappy repartee .

     “Well, yes, as a matter a fact,” he quickly came back.  “You looked pretty good out there today. “

     “Right, just what the Indians need, a fifty year old weak hitting shortstop.” 

     “But you were playing first base, today, not your usual position.”

Now Dave was completely absorbed by the circumstances that were slowly developing.  ‘How the hell did this guy know, my usual position was at short,’  Dave was thinking as he responded.

     “Say, I never got your name.”

     “I don’t believe I gave it to you.”   

Dave was starting to get a bit annoyed with the old man’s manner and curt replies.

    “Look, mister,”  Dave showing some frustration in his voice now,  “I don’t really care why you stood there for three hours watching us practice.  And I’d really like to talk to ya some more, but I gotta go home and practice the trumpet.” Dave turned and began to walk away.

     “Good luck with the band concert tomorrow night.  I hope your solo goes well.  I’ve always liked the Hyden Trumpet Concerto.” He responded, with no trace of sarcasm at all in his voice.  Stopping Dave dead in his tracks as he turned around and quizzically looked at the old guy, still standing in the same pose, still clutching Chief Pontiac’s plastic amber bust.

    “Now how the hell would you know all that.  What, are you a friend of my dad’s or something?  Do you work with my father?  How do you know all this shit about me?  What the hell are you doin’ here?” Dave’s voice showing frustration, bordering on anger.

     “Take it easy, Dave,” the old gent replied, trying to ease the building tension.  “No, I don’t know your dad, and if I told you right here and now what I was all about, or my interest in you, you’d think I was some kind of an old senile lunatic, and take off without hearing me out.  Look, I’ll get right to the point.  The Shaker Heights baseball team is having a practice this afternoon at the diamond on Aldersyde.  You know where it is, you played on it for many years.  I just want you to go there and ask the coach to pitch a few innings of batting practice.  You know, a little BP..  Tell him who you are and that you played for Shaker many years ago.  He’s probably seen your three All State baseball trophies sitting in the trophy case in the hallway.  After you’ve pitched a couple of innings, give me a call at this phone number, by then you’ll be more inclined to talk to me and, possibly not consider me a nut.”  He held out his hand with a business card.”

   Dave was almost smiling now.  He walked back over to the old guy and took the business card.  He looked at the card.  It was blank except for a phone number.  The area code was not in the Cleveland area.  He recognized it as a Pittsburgh area code, 412.  Shook the old guy’s hand and walked back to his car.  

     Dave pulled out of the Mercer school parking lot onto Wimbledon Road and headed toward the light at the corner of Green and South Woodland roads.  Instead of going down South Woodland, towards the high school, he turned right on Green Road and slowly drove past the baseball diamond, waving at the old guy leaning against his Pontiac, showing him he wasn’t biting that line of crap, and was instead heading home.  But when he got to the intersection of Green Road and Shaker Boulevard, just out of sight of the Mercer school parking lot.  He turned left on Shaker instead of right, being inexorably drawn toward Shaker Heights High, and the baseball diamond he so thoroughly enjoyed and so thoroughly conquered and so fondly remembered, from little league through high school. 

      He would often drive by that baseball field over the many years since he first played there.  Most often he enjoyed driving by on his bicycle.  It was different driving by that area on a bike rather than a car.  Much more intimate.  It was the way he used to get to the diamond for little league practice.  He’d slide his Marty Marion G-600 on one of the handle bars and try to balance his favorite Louisville Slugger across the handle bars.  A flood of memories would pulse through Dave Benjamin Schwartz when he revisited his field of dreams - where he first felt that incredible, indescribable feeling.  When a round ball moving in the opposite direction of a round bat, meet flush on the sweet spot, sending that impulse through the hands, through the arms, and through the brain.  He knew he would drive to that baseball diamond.  He had no choice. He drove a little faster.

Chapter 4 

     For someone who had never visited Shaker Heights, Ohio, but only heard of its fancy, snooty, reputation, traveling west on Shaker Boulevard was a strong affirmation of why this suburb earned that reputation.  Dave never ceased to marvel at the extravagant homes on both sides of the four-lane boulevard, separated down the middle by the Shaker Rapid tracks.  “Foreigners” would most likely call them train tracks, or rail tracks and even call the Shaker Rapid a train.  But the Van Sweringen brothers, who built the rapid along with most of the extravagant homes in this section of Shaker, in the 1920’s, called it the Shaker Rapid, and the name stuck.  Even after it was absorbed by the county’s Cleveland Transit System, much to the dismay of most of the Shaker residents living along its path, it was still referred to as the Shaker Rapid, by those Shakerites anyway. 

      The Van Sweringen boys were transplanted New Englanders who saw the vast parcels of open land in Shaker as a great real estate opportunity.  So they built the fancy homes in Shaker Heights. Built a private transportation rail line to get there.   And finished in downtown Cleveland, building the gray, dreary, Terminal Tower - a tall, phallic, 800-foot structure, serving as the terminus for the Shaker Rapid, and blending perfectly with the just as gray and dreary, March, Cleveland skies.  The scions and barons of Cleveland’s great industrial families and their ancestors, relatives and associates – the Rockefellers, Hannas, Severences, Mathers and the like; were getting tired of the fancy homes their families had built along Euclid Avenue before the turn of the 19th century, known the world over as Millionaires Row.  “Tired” meaning too many commoners from the shores of New York, immigrants, and Blacks from the south were moving into the downtown neighborhoods of Cleveland.  The Van Sweringen brothers recognized this, and began to offer lavish housing in the heights, both Cleveland and Shaker.  The beginnings of “white flight”.  They completed their rapid transit and lavish suburb just about October of 1929.  Perfect timing.  The Van Sweringens went bankrupt.  One brother tried to see if he could fly from the top of his newly constructed Terminal Tower.  He couldn’t. The other went back to New England, broke.  The suburb of Shaker Heights, however, thrived.  And, the many homes Dave passed along Shaker Boulevard on his way to the high school were built during that time.  They were still marvelous structures,  20 to 30 room mansions, many in the Tudor style, selling today in the range of one million dollars or more.  Not one or two or ten homes, but more than a hundred.  No two alike.  Dave never ceased to be amazed by them, but always thought they never had enough land surrounding them to justify their opulent style and size.

     The Schwartz’s didn’t live in this area of Shaker Heights.  Not on Bernie Schwartz’s salary.  They lived in the area of the suburb that most residents on Shaker Boulevard and environs never really considered part of Shaker.  They lived on a street off Chagrin Boulevard right in a corner of the suburb bordered by Cleveland on both the south and west.  Actually, when the Schwartz’s moved to Chelton Road, Chagrin Boulevard was called Kinsman Avenue – an ancient highway that actually goes back to the American Revolution.  It’s actually U.S. 422, and goes from Philadelphia right through the heart of Cleveland Ohio and points west.  Back in the 1950’s, Kinsman Road went right through a  black ghetto neighborhood before it entered the western section of Shaker Heights.  The merchants in Shaker didn’t like having a Kinsman street address, so the city fathers changed the Kinsman name at E. 154th street just before it entered Shaker Heights to Chagrin Boulevard.  Dave still referred to that part of Chagrin Boulevard as Kinsman.  The Schwartz’s didn’t live in the Shaker Heights that the rest of the country knew to be one of the most affluent suburbs in the United States.  But both their children attended the Shaker Heights School system, which also was considered one of the best school systems in the United States, public or private.

     Memories of those years living on Chelton raced through Dave’s head as he turned off of Shaker Boulevard and south on Lee Road.  He was moving towards his old neighborhood.  The homes began to look more affordable as he headed south on Lee Road.  Still expensive and well beyond the means of Bernie or Dave Schwartz, but nothing like the opulent abodes decorating Shaker Boulevard and the streets off of Shaker Boulevard.  Less than a mile south on Lee Road, Dave turned right on to Aldersyde, where the high school was located.  The rush of nostalgia continued to pulse through David Benjamin Schwartz.

     It was amazing, Dave thought, how unchanged the area around Shaker High had remained.  Here was a public school located in a most fashionable section of the city.  Once you turned off Lee Road, the homes surrounding the high school, took on that “Shaker Heights” look again.  Tudors, colonials, and an occasional architecturally modern-looking home, most with creeping bent, manicured, lawns, not quite the size or opulence of the mansions Dave passed on Shaker Boulevard.  But nothing to turn your nose up at, unless of course you lived in one of those Shaker Boulevard mansions.  Absolutely nothing had changed form the 1950’s and 60’s when Dave was traipsing and biking through this neighborhood.

     The high school was actually part of a campus-like atmosphere.  Besides the high school, there was an elementary and junior high school and board of education building, all within a half mile of the high school.  The high school grounds extended right to the Onaway Elementary School, and the elementary school grounds extended right to  Woodbury Junior High.  The board of education building was adjacent to the tennis courts, used by the high school and open to the public.  When Dave played on them they were clay courts.  They were in spectacular condition.  Well cared for.  Rolled and watered every evening.  They since had been paved over with an asphalt composition. But, still well cared for.

     All the schools were of the same architecture.  Red brick buildings with white, wooden framed windows.  All built in the 1920’s. It looked like Thomas Jefferson himself may have laid the plans for not only the three schools, but also the surrounding grounds - which were still kept in immaculate condition.  A small creek ran right through the grounds of the Board of Education and the Junior High.  Dave thought to himself as he rounded the oval and saw the baseball diamond across from the tennis courts, how incredibly beautiful this area was, and how little and imperceptibly it had changed over the years.  It probably hadn’t changed much from the 1920’s, when it was originally built.

      The change that definitely wasn’t imperceptible, was the academic prowess the school system presently enjoyed, if that’s the right word.  Back in Dave’s and his older brother’s high school days, and before that, Paul Newman’s and his brother’s, (Yes, Paul Newman the famous movie actor went to Shaker Heights High school in the 1940’s).  The academic reputation of Shaker Heights High and the entire school system, was surpassed by none, public or private.  All kinds of reasons were attributed to the slow steady decline of Shaker’s academic reputation, “sociological and changing demographics” being the major code words usually attributed to the academic demise.  Obvious code  words for race.  When Dave and his brother attended Shaker High, no more than a dozen  students were African Americans.  They lived in Cleveland, but were technically in the Shaker School District.  But as Dave approached the baseball diamond, and saw the 2003 Shaker Heights baseball team practicing in the field, half the players were black, which more closely approximated the racial make-up of the present-day, student body of Shaker Heights High School.  

    Dave parked his car on the oval surrounding the high school grounds just across from the tennis courts, and watched, enviously, as the team warmed up.   He saw a left-hander warming up with the catcher in the outfield.  A tall lanky white-boy that reminded him of Jerry Lutz back in his little league days.  Jerry was a couple years younger than Dave, but five years older when it came to his development as a baseball player.  He was simply overpowering, especially in little league.  Dave hated to bat against him.  It always made Dave’s bat feel much heavier than it was. When he would try to swing at a Jerry Lutz fast-ball, he was always late.  It seemed as though he sometimes  swung after he heard the ball pop into the catcher’s mitt. 

     Jerry Lutz was a real talent at ages eleven and twelve and thirteen and fourteen and fifteen.  When he got into high school, Dave was already a senior, and was happy as hell he didn’t have to bat against him, although he started to hit Jerry Lutz better as he got older, like everyone else in the league.  He still hadn’t mastered Jerry, though.  Jerry’s curve ball could make Dave and many others, look down right incompetent.

     Jerry almost took Shaker High to their first State Championship – almost.  Jerry was finding out what everyone aspiring to be a Major League ballplayer finds out as the quality and competition gets better, as the wheat is separated from the baseball chaff.  More and more people can hit your fastball and curve .  Jerry, a good Catholic boy, went on to Notre Dame on a baseball scholarship.  He dropped out of college his sophomore year to give the minor leagues a try.  The New York Yankees signed him and gave him a modest bonus.    Dave later learned Jerry Lutz just didn’t have the stuff to be a Major League pitcher.  They hit the crap out of him in AA ball.  He never made it to AAA.  Had a nervous brake down before he was twenty one years old.  

     The southpaw in the outfield looked to be a bit cocky.  He probably never heard of Jerry Lutz.  Batting practice soon began.  Dave stood behind the fence on the third base side of the field, hands above his head, fingers looped through the chain links, much the same way his own father watched Dave play all those years.  One of the players was running the white lime down the right field foul line.  ‘Computers and software and the internet, men on the moon, but they hadn’t improved upon the age old method of putting down the white chalk lines.’ Dave thought to himself.

       Dave often thought about the sheer beauty and symmetry of the game of baseball.  His strong mathematical background and engineering instincts played into his theories on the nature of the game.  ‘What if Abner Doubleday put the bases 85 or 95 feet apart?  What if the pitchers mound was 55 feet 4 inches from home plate?  What if the angle between first base and third base from home plate was more than 90 degrees?  How would this have changed the game and the record books?  Did Baseball conform and adapt to the dimensions or did the dimensions conform to the game? Was it just by accident that the dimensions and geometry of the game were perfect?‘   Dave’s mind would race through these and other philosophical aspects of the game.  He couldn’t help himself.  The game obsessed him, every aspect of the game, not just the sheer athleticism.  The timing, the poetry, the drama, the mathematics - a really good scripted, well pitched, well played game of baseball, was good theater.  He could talk endlessly about these topics, and often did. 

   Dave’s reverie was broken by a foul ball that threatened to bash in the roof of his parked car as he instinctively scampered over towards the street to catch the ball on the run with his bare hand.  He got a smattering of applause from the 2003 Shaker Heights baseball team.  The baseball felt good in his hand.  He was so used to the larger softball, that he forgot what the little "aspirin" felt like when he gripped it.  This appeared to be the ice- breaker he needed.  He walked the ball back to the diamond and handed it to the coach, a dead ringer for Roger Clemens.

     “Hello, looks like Shaker may have a pretty good team this year,” Dave said, as he handed the ball to the younger looking Roger Clemens.

     “Yep, we have our two junior pitchers back this year. They almost took us to the State Finals last year.  By the way ,I’m the Shaker coach, Ron Berger.  Nice catch.  You look like you may have played the game yourself.”

     “Well, yes, as a matter of fact I played for Shaker many years ago.  Late sixties.”

Dave responded.

     “Sorry, I didn’t get your name.”

     “Oh geez, I’m sorry.  I’m Dave Schwartz,” Dave said, apologetically. 

     “Oh sure, Mr Schwartz, I’ve seen your three All State trophies sitting in the case near the auditorium.  It’s a real pleasure to meet you sir.  Shortstop, wasn’t it.  You played short.  Right?” The coach responded enthusiastically, and then called out to the players on the team.  “Hey fellas, this gentleman here is Dave Schwartz, the three time all-state shortstop.  He played with Shaker back in the sixties.  You’ve seen his trophies in the trophy case.  C’mon over here and say hello to Mr. Schwartz”

     “No, no, that’s not necessary, really” Dave blurted out, a bit embarrassed.  He was also getting a little tired of the “Mr. Schwarz, and “sir”, the coach kept on using when he referred to Dave.  In reality, Dave didn’t look much older than Coach Berger, who was probably in his mid thirties.

     “Mr. Schwartz”, the coach began as Dave quickly interrupted.

      “Dave.  Please just call me Dave, that Mr. Schwartz stuff makes me sound old.”

     “Sure. Dave, how about throwing some batting practice to the team.“

      “Oh I don’t know about that coach, I haven’t pitched that little ball since my youngest son was in grade school.  He's twenty one now." 

     “Oh c’mon Mr. Schwartz, we promise we won’t hit you too hard.”  The smart-ass left handed pitcher threw his two cents in.

   “ Well, O.K., maybe just a couple of batters.”

     “Great,” Responded Ron Berger.  “Get the radar gun on Mr.  …. I mean Dave.”

‘Radar gun’, thought Dave.  ‘Jesus Christ, they have radar guns in high school now’

Dave went to the mound, just as he had done in the Shaker Boy’s League.  That’s the last time he pitched in little league.  He took three  warm-up tosses.

     “57,” shouted a voice from behind the backstop, as one of the players aimed the radar gun at Dave’s next pitch and blurted out. “ 59”.  Then the smart-ass left-hander walked up to the batter’s box.  He batted lefty too.  Dave Schwartz, was a righty.  

     Dave just reared back and let it fly, right down the middle of the plate, belt high- mighty swing and a miss.  Tremendous laughter from the rest of his team mates.  The radar gun registered 56 miles per hour, and the speed was announced loud and clear for all to hear- especially the batter.

     “Too fast for ya, Larry,” Coach Berger laughed.

Larry Bright  was not only the star pitcher, he carried a league leading .450 batting average.  He was pissed.  He didn’t really try to kill the ball.  He didn’t want to embarrass Dave.  But now he was pissed.

     “Throw me another one of those and I’ll put it in the football field,” Larry Bright, Babe Ruth-like shouted out to the mound.  

     The football field was a good 350 feet from home plate.  Dave obliged. Larry swung and missed, and the radar operator shouted out, “55, looks like Mr. Schwartz is getting slower.”  Larry missed the third pitch, another in the mid-50 mile per hour range, by six inches.

     “O.K. Larry, I think you’ve had enough of Mr Schwartz.  Let Mike have a crack at him.”  The coach was laughing hysterically, along with the rest of the team. 

      Mike Ingliss, was a line backer on the football team.  He played catcher on the baseball team.  He weighed about 240 pounds.  He looked like one of those baseball players of the modern era, beefed –up like some steroid fed sumo wrestler.  He didn’t look like a baseball playe, not the kind Dave Schwartz thought should look. like  a baseball player.  Like the major leaguers of his youth, not like these behemoths who come out and become designated hitters – they can’t throw, can’t field – just hit.  Dave had certain strong feelings about baseball and baseball players and how they should look and how they should act, very strong feelings and opinions. He would offer them at the slightest provocation.  Mike Ingliss was exactly how he though a baseball player shouldn’t look.  Mike Inglis carried a .390 batting average in the Lake Erie League, in which Shaker played their baseball.  Mike Inglis swung and missed three 55 mile per hour “fast” balls.  The 2003 Shaker Heights High school baseball team was rolling on the ground with laughter. Howling on the ground with laughter.  Crying on the ground with laughter.  Well, not the entire team was laughing.  Larry Bright, Mike Inglis, and Coach Berger, weren’t laughing.

     “Hey Coach, why don’t you give Mr. Schwartz a try,” one of the players blurted out.  The coach was a minor league burnout, himself.

     “I don’t think that will be necessary.  I think we’ve taken up enough of Mr. Schwartz’s time,” Coach Berger shot back.  And with that, David Benjamin Schwartz , took his queue, flipped the ball to Coach Berger, thanked the 2003 Shaker Heights baseball team, and headed for his car.  

     Six pitches, six strikes, two strikeouts.  ‘Not bad’, Dave thought to himself, as he got ready to get in the car.  He could hear the Coach berate the two batters.  “You guys can’t even get a hit off a guy old enough to be your father – and throwing 55 mile per hour junk to boot.  My two best hitters.  Pathetic!”

    Dave didn’t mind the “55 mile per hour junk” comment, but the “old enough to be your father” bugged him a little.  He would be fifty years old in a couple of months.  He might not have looked it, but he was preparing for that mid-life crises that was boring down on him.  That “old enough to be your father” comment didn’t help.  He turned the rear view mirror towards him to look at his soon to be 50-year-old face.  It was still pretty smooth he thought, but he saw the beginning of two crease lines forming on both sides of his nose, running down through his cheeks.  He drew the skin back by his ears, and removed the crease lines till every feature was smooth again.  He released the hold on his  skin, then pulled it back then released it again, then repeated the procedures a couple more times.  He moved the rear view mirror back to its proper position and reached into his pocket.  He took out the business card the old guy had given him in the Mercer School parking lot.  He looked at the Pittsburgh phone number.  Shook his head a few times, laughed out loud, and put the card back in his pocket. Then he drove home to his house in Cleveland Heights.  

Chapter 5

     Dave Schwartz turned into his driveway on West St James, a lovely, quaint, tree-lined,  street in an area of Cleveland Heights known as the Roxboro neighborhood – named after the elementary and junior high schools located one street south of West St James.  Roxboro was a truly integrated upper-middle class neighborhood with homes mostly built after the First World War, in the 1920’s 30’s and 40’s.  Dave and his wife, Angela, moved there just after their marriage in 1976, just before Dave started work with the H.K. Ferguson Company, an old, established, engineering and construction firm.  The Schwartz’s liked West St James, Roxboro and Cleveland Heights.  And, had no inclination or future plans of ever moving.

     Dave walked in the back door, which was always left open, a rarity in this day and age, but quite normal for the inhabitants of West St James.

     “Is that you Dave?”  bellowed Angela from the depths of the basement.

     “ No,” came Dave’s reply. “I’m a robber who came to pillage and sexually molest the woman of the house.”

    “ Oh terrific!” Angela quickly answered, “I’m down here in the basement, my husband won’t be back for several hours.  Could you please bring a coke down from the fridge. I can get awfully thirsty after sex.”

     “On second thought, I think I’ll just pillage.,”  Dave quickly answered.  The Schwartz’s were much more playful and carefree about sexual innuendoes since their two boys left for college.

     Angela Louise Cirelli and David Benjamin Schwartz met their junior year at Cornell in an Advanced Calculus class.  It was instantaneous mutual attraction during a lecture on the definition of a limit, the basic concept and foundation of understanding calculus.  Angela grasped the concept immediately; Dave had some problems, or at least he said he did, and Angela eagerly accepted his challenge for help.

    If Dave Schwartz looked more like he was approaching 40 than 50, Angela Cirelli Schwartz looked more like she was approaching 30 than 50.  

     In college, Angela could equally be described as: a doll, a dish, a beauty, a looker.  She would walk into one of those lecture halls, with the stadium-type-seating, walk up the steps, and every one in the room would be starring at her.  Statuesque, would be another accurate description.  She was 5’ 9’’, and most of that height was in her shapely legs.  Short auburn hair, in a brush cut, light complexion, high cheekbones, strong straight  nose and delicate facial features.  And even approaching 50, Angela Cirelii was still stunning and indeed cut a striking figure.  And strike she did, that memorable day in Calculus class, right into the heart of one David Benjamin Schwartz, a tall swarthy good-looking guy in his own right.  She boldly sat right next to Dave that first day of class.   The rest, as they say, is history.  They dated exclusively their junior and senior year. After graduating with a B.S. in Civil Engineering, and as soon as Dave got a job with H.K. Ferguson back in Cleveland, they announced their engagement the following year.  There was just one problem.  Well, more than one it turned out.  But the main problem was that Angela Louise Cirelli was from a conservative, Catholic family from the Federal Hill neighborhood of Providence, Rhode Island; and David Benjamin Schwartz was from a conservative Jewish family in Cleveland, Ohio.  This didn’t appear to be a problem to Dave and Angela, just their parents, more specifically, the prospective mothers-in-law. 

     Helen Siegel Schwartz, Dave’s mother, was from an orthodox Jewish family.  She was originally from BroO.K.lyn.  The family moved to Cleveland during the Depression, thinking they might escape the effects of the sinking garment industry, where her father was employed as a tailor.  Cleveland had a strong presence in that industry at the time, but it was sinking faster than New York’s.  She began high school at John Adam’s, where she met one Bernard Michael Schwartz, baseball star and class valedictorian.  Bernie was all set to go to the University of Michigan on a baseball scholarship, so any wedding plans were delayed.  Then came the War.  Bernie dropped out of college his senior year and enlisted.  He married Helen Siegel just before he was sent off to boot camp. After the boys were born, almost three years apart, Helen’s constant mantra was that Louis and David would marry two nice Jewish girls, and “live happily ever after.” She constantly let it be known that if any of her sons married out of the faith, she wouldn’t attend the wedding.  It was not a veiled threat, just  constant, steady, pronouncements, made throughout the year, throughout the boy’s lives, mostly at the holiday gatherings, like Rosh Hashanah, or Passover..

     Gina Cirelli, Angela’s mother, was the quintessential, strong, Italian, matriarch.  Gina was a second generation Italian American, whose family had been an integral part of the fabric of Italian life in Providence, Rhode Island.  Like Helen Schwartz, she had strong feelings about any of her 6 children marrying out of the faith.  There was little need to make frequent pronouncements about inter-faith marriages.  Gina led by example, starting with Baptisms, then First Communions, Church EVERY Sunday, and strictly catholic schools and education.  Gina, herself, went to confession every single day of her life, every morning.  She married John Cirelli towards the end of the depression.  John was an apprentice stone mason.  He was apprenticed to his father, who had, before the Depression, a rather successful contracting business.  The business went into bankruptcy, and then came the War. Like Bernie Schwartz, John enlisted in the Marines.  And just like Bernie Schwartz, John got wounded with shrapnel - not in the leg, but in the buttocks – a source of endless family jokes whenever the topic of the War came up.  John and Gina Cirelli, Helen and Bernie Schwartz, could have been clones of each other.  Their strong family backgrounds. Their strong religious ties.  Their values and morals and the raising of their children. The only visible difference was that John Cirelli wore a cross around his neck, Bernie Schwartz wore the Star of David. But, it was surely no coincidence that when David Schwartz met Angela Cirelli , they would fall in love.

     There were a few awkward moments, however, when Angela first brought David home to Providence, but not as awkward as when David brought Angela to Cleveland, and David’s mother made good on her promise.  She refused to meet Angela Cirelli.  Bernie Schwartz tried to convince his wife that she was being ridiculous, that it was just a college infatuation and nothing serious.  Helen told Bernie, no one, especially David, brings someone home to meet the parents if it’s not serious.  Helen was, of course, right.

     The wedding in Cleveland, was a civil ceremony.  This pleased neither of the mothers –in-law to be.  Both thought a civil ceremony was devoid of any godliness required to bless such a religious and sacred event. 

      There was never any question of Dave or Angela’s converting to the other’s religion.  They never discussed even the possibility.  Both knew it was out of the question.  Dave hadn’t been in a temple since his Bar Mitzvah, except on the high holidays.  Angela had long since stopped going to church every Sunday, much to her mother’s displeasure.  Both had a strong sense of their Jewish and Catholic identities.  Traditions were strong in both families, and important to Dave and Angela.  Potato latkes on Hanukah, the varied  fish preparations before Christmas.  Neither one wanted to give these traditions up.  And they didn’t.  Dave requested one favor from Angela.  He asked, that as long as his parents were alive, no Christmas tree or decorations in the house on West St. James.  Angela offered no objections, but requested that they would go to Providence for Christmas and Easter.  This seemed to work out just fine.  Rosh Hashanah and Passover with the Schwartz’s; Christmas and Easter with the Cirelli’s.  

     Then their first son, Mark was born.  Shortly there after, Philip was born.  Both in-laws predicted that, when Dave and Angela had children, that’s when the family problems would start.  But Dave and Angela had that all worked out.  They had already decided no religious conversions.  The kids would be brought up exposed to both religions and traditions.  Gina and John Cirelli wanted to see their grandchildren baptized, they wanted to see first communions.  Bernie and Helen Schwartz eagerly awaited to see Bar Mitzvahs.  None of those events occurred.  What did occur was the exposure of both boys to Helen Schwartz’s incredible potato latkes and gifilta fish and matzo balls.  And Gina Cirelli’s incredible meat balls, and bacala, and a veal dish called saltinbaca, that could make friends out of Israelis and Palestinians, if they ever took the time to sit down together and eat.  When Mark was nine and Philip was seven, one of Angela’s uncles asked the boys an embarrassing question after dinner while everyone was still at the table digesting one of Gina Cirelli’s incredible Christmas feasts. 

      “Mark and Philip,” blurted out Uncle Frankie, Angela’s favorite of her five uncles. “Do you guys consider yourself Jewish or Catholic?” 

      Angela was furious and her Italian temper was about to explode.  Dave touched her arm gently, as if to say, ‘It’s O.K., let’s hear how the boys answer this.’

      Philip answered.  “On Friday night, Uncle Frankie, we feel Jewish, cause that’s when we visit grandma Helen. But on Sundays, we feel Catholic, cause that’s when we always talk to grandma Gina.”  A perfectly logical and clever answer thought the two proud parents, as they beamed with pride and surprise.

     Then Uncle Frankie, not knowing when to leave well enough alone, prodded further.  “But how bout on Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday?  How do you feel on those days?” Angela’s nostrils started to flare. Dave grabbed her hand.

Philip answered, without missing a beat, “Well that’s easy Uncle Frankie, then we can feel any way we want to feel, right Mom?”  And both boys giggled and laughed like only a seven and nine-year can do when they think they’ve said something funny, or witty or smart.

     It was at that precise moment, Angela Cirelli Schwartz realized she would go back to work as soon as the youngest boy entered 7th grade.  These were two very bright children who would probably wind up going to private, expensive colleges.  Dave Schwartz wasn’t motivated to become rich, and that was fine with Angela. She certainly wasn’t motivated along those lines either.  But Angela was a realist.  David was a dreamer.  Angela was a dreamer too, until she brought two bright sons into the world.   But Angela knew that on an engineer’s salary, with two sons going to college at the same time, the financial burdens would have been excessive, unless she entered the work force.  So she did, happily. 

     Dave had absolutely no problem with Angela working, and in fact often encouraged that possibility long before she accepted her first job after their marriage.  Angela, dominated in certain respects very much by her mother’s words and actions, wanted to be home every day when her sons came back from elementary school.  

     Angela had a Bachelor of Arts degree in mathematics from Cornell, and got a job with the Department of Defense in the payroll department for the Navy.  She worked downtown in the Federal Building located on East 9th Street.  She worked three days a week at first.  The government gave this classification one of its typically oxymoronic titles: “permanent-part time”.  After a few years Angela become a permanent employee of the Department of Defense, slowly working her way up the GS ratings.  She  would soon be employed in  Human Resources in the naval finance department, eventually landing on the 26th floor as its director in a spacious office with a conference table and an incredible view of downtown Cleveland, the Lake Erie  shore-line, and the new Cleveland Browns stadium. Angela Cirelli Schwartz was beautiful, smart, competent, capable, and didn’t suffer fools gladly.  David Benjamin Schwartz, as the saying goes, married well.   Between her salary and Dave’s, they lived a very comfortable life, and would secure theirs sons’ college education, no matter where they decided to go.

      Four or five times a year, Angela would travel to Pearl Harbor and Japan, visiting the Naval installations at both sites.     She blamed the affair on the saki and the Naval Captain’s uniform.  That’s how she rationalized it to herself, anyway.  She had been working in the payroll department for only three years.  She was in her late thirties, but could easily pass for twenty five.  He was a young Naval Captain, handsome, tall and ten years  her junior..  (‘And that damn uniform!’) They went to dinner, drank too many sakis, and went to bed.  It was just that simple. Well, it’s never really that simple.  But she convinced herself it was.  She never told Dave. He never would have understood nor would he have accepted it under any circumstances. She knew that.  It would have meant instant divorce proceedings.  She knew that too.  She loved Dave and didn’t want to loose him.  She never told her mother or her friends.  She never told anyone. And she never saw the Naval Captain again.  She never strayed again.  She kept the little secret of her indiscretion to herself.  “Everyone is entitled to keep a secret,” she would convince herself whenever she was reminded of the incident.   “Keep it for a lifetime, tell no one.”  It’s part of human nature, part of the human condition. Everyone has some dark secret they keep to themselves, revealing it to no one.  Eventually, over time, they get used to the pain and discomfort, it even seems to go away, for a while.  You don’t even notice it.  Like an animal, a dog, limping along on three legs, dragging the bad leg or keeping it of the ground until the poor thing begins to get used to it. Some secrets are better kept private, they will do more harm if exposed”, she further rationalized.  She remembers taking a philosophy course in college, supporting her contention.  So Angela Cirelli Schwartz kept her little secret; thinking it would harm no one.  No one except Angela. 

      The ulcer didn’t appear for a few years, but it kept her reminded of the incident every time a sharp pain tore through her abdomen.  (She felt the guilt as soon as the Captain left her room that night.  Why does every one feel guilty after an affair.  No one seems to get any guilt feelings just before the affair commences. Do they?  Even the word ‘guilt’ seems to presume a past tense, certainly when it comes to adultery. (Can you really feel guilty about cheating on your spouse before you do it? Maybe Jimmy Carter could.)

    It was soon after Dave and Angela had the two boys, that Helen Schwartz and Gina Cirelli began to warm to their daughter–in-law and son-in-law.  What they both saw, after the grandchildren were born, was a good husband and a good wife and a couple truly in love.  They saw two good friends and two wonderful parents.  They saw themselves early in their own marriage.  They derived great comfort from that.  And their own relationship became closer.  In fact, Helen Schwartz and Gina Cirelli would call each other and compare recipes and their feelings about the children and grandchildren.

       Bernie Schwartz and John Cirelli bonded immediately.  They had the common experiences of the Marines and the Second World War.  But, like most veterans of that experience, they seldom talked about them.

Chapter 6

     Dave got the hint, grabbed a coke from the refrigerator and went down the basement.  Angela was taking clothes out of the dryer when Dave startled her by placing the cold coke right on the back of her neck.  She took the coke, popped open the tab, and gave him a peck on the cheek.

     “Hey Dave, Sarah Morris called.  Said I better be prepared for one of those Sunday afternoon miserable baseball moods you guys get in, when you loose a double header, or go “0 for 8” at the plate.”

     “Why is that?” asked Dave.

     “Something about you being asked to play first base this year.  Is that right?” Angela asked.

     “She called you up to tell you that?  She called you up to warn you, huh?”   Dave was bemused.

    “Well, we both have lived with yours and Mel’s goofiness about this sport for 20 years.  I think we both know what you and Mel are like when your baseball prowess is challenged.  I don’t think I could take a week of sulking.  You’re 50 years old David Schwartz. Don’t you think its about time to act your age?”

    “First of all, I’m not sulking about the move to first base.  I’m over it already – I think.  Do you really want me to start acting my age?  And I’m not 50 yet, so don’t rush it.”

Dave placed his hand on his face and with his index finger and thumb, felt the two creases forming near the sides of his nose.

     “I don’t think I can take another year of your sulking.  What does your mother call it.  She has that Jewish word she uses when you get depressed about your baseball abilities.  She said you’ve been like that ever since little league and straight through high school.  Come to think of it, you were like that at Cornell too when you had a bad day on the ball diamond.  What’s that word she uses?”

     “Aungablausin,” Dave responded

     “Yeah, that’s it. You come back on Sunday afternoon after a lousy game and your ongobasin all week.”

    “Not ongobasin, aungablausin,” Dave politely corrected her.

     “Whatever”, Angela answered.  “It’s ridiculous, a grown man acting like that”

     “Hey, can we get off the aungablausin routine, already.  I’m not aungablausin.  I’ll play first base for Mel, and I promise not to sulk once this year.  Even if I go hitless in two straight games”

    “Yeah, right Dave. I’ll believe that when I see it.  Hey, by the way, I think Mark may be coming in tonight from Ann Arbor for your concert tomorrow night.  Are we gonna practice the third movement this afternoon? Or do you feel it would be too much before you play tomorrow?”

     “No, I’ll feel better if we go over it just once today.”

      Angela Schwartz was quite an accomplished pianist.

     David Benjamin Schwartz had many talents besides still playing softball at age 50, and playing the trumpet was one of them.  It’s the one activity he did growing up that rivaled baseball for his attention.  He was a damn good musician.  Good enough to be offered a music scholarship to Ohio State.  He was as serious about the trumpet as he was about baseball.  In fact, his mother used to brag that when David was just 11 years old, he would just leave a pickup game at the schoolyard, saying he had to go back and practice the trumpet.  He would have been hard pressed to make the choice between Principal Trumpet with the Cleveland Orchestra and shortstop with the Cleveland Indians, if, in his Walter Mitty dreams, he were ever presented with that dilemma. 

      He gave up the trumpet temporarily in College.  Girls didn’t dig trumpet players, he reasoned, so he taught himself to play guitar.  He resumed his trumpet playing after his marriage, and recently started taking lessons again at the Cleveland Institute of Music.  His teacher at the Institute recognized his abilities and suggested he play with a good amateur suburban orchestra.  He started playing with the Shaker Suburban Orchestra.  This was a surprisingly, remarkable, talented group of musicians, many doctors and lawyers, who like Dave, at one time entertained the thought of becoming professional musicians. Unfortunately, Dave’s frequent travels out of town, required in his job, made practicing with the orchestra difficult.  Sometimes he even had to miss a concert.  The director recognized Dave’s gift and invited him to play the Hayden Trumpet Concerto with the Suburban Symphony.  Dave was flattered and accepted the invitation instantly.  The performance was scheduled for Monday.  Today would be his last chance to practice.

     Dave and Angela came up from the basement and Angela sat down and started playing the piano accompaniment to the Hayden piece from memory.  “Tell me the truth Dave, are you nervous about the concert tomorrow?”

     “No, not really.  Not yet, anyway.  I’ll probably get nervous tomorrow when I wake up and it hits me that my teacher from the Cleveland Institute is coming.  That’s what I’ll be nervous about.” David said.

     David’s teacher at the Cleveland Institute of Music was none other than Michael Sachs, the Principal Trumpet of the Cleveland Orchestra.

     “Why isn’t Philip coming in for the concert?”  Dave asked.

    “Says he’s got two tests on Wednesday, so it’s touch and go.  He’ll make it if he can.” Angela said. 

     Mark and Philip Schwartz were separated by two grades in school.  Mark was nineteen months older than Philip.  The births of Mark and Philip were the glue that bound the Schwartz and Cirelli families.  Both boys were bright and both good athletes.  Both played baseball, and both were damn good ballplayers.  But Mark Schwartz was a special talent.  His grandfather saw it instantly when Mark first threw a baseball at two or three years of age.  Dave saw it too. 

      He started “T” ball in the Cleveland Heights Little League, But as soon as he progressed to age eight when they started pitching the baseball, Mark was immediately recognized as a rare talent.  By age eleven he was a dominant pitcher in the league, playing with boys 13 and 14 during the week at the Roxboro playground.  At fourteen years of age, private high schools in the area were looking at him, along with several pro scouts.  In high school he pitched several no hitters in his sophomore year.  Dave’s father saw his grandson pitch his first no-hitter and told Dave,  “Mark is Major League material.”  He never said this about his own son.  And Dave knew a statement like this from Bernie Schwartz was not idle praise.  Bernie Schwartz knew baseball and he knew talent.  Mark Schwartz, was a talent, maybe even a prodigy.  And, best of all worlds, he was a lefty, a southpaw.  He wasn’t a big fellow, maybe only 170 pounds, but he threw like the Yankee’s Ron Guidry.  He had that wicked live fast ball, and he could fling it with his wicked, whip-like, arm. 

      Mark would wind up with a baseball scholarship to the University of Michigan, and eventually find out that getting to the Major Leagues required just a bit more talent than he had and a bit more work than he was willing to give it.  He found that out the summer between his sophomore and junior year.  He played that summer on a class C sandlot American Legion team with a bunch of good ol’ boys from South Carolina.  A bunch of good ol’ boys who played baseball year around.  A bunch of good ol’ boys who weren’t intimidated in the least by this University of Michigan star pitcher.  A bunch of 17 and 18 year olds who wanted to play in the big leagues.  A bunch of good ol’ boys who hit Mark Schwartz all over hell and gone and right smack dab into law school.

     Mark’s younger brother, Philip, was a damn good baseball player in his own right.  He played, of course, shortstop. He played with his brother in high school for one year, when his brother was a senior. They would have won the state championship if they had one other decent pitcher.  Philip Schwartz’s only problem was he was born two years after his brother Mark.  “Well if you’re as good as your brother…  If you’re half as good as your brother…Boy your brother Mark could sure hit….”  These were comments poor Philip had to live with throughout his childhood.  

     Dave and Angela saw this coming when the boys were 9 and 7 and Philip couldn’t wait to start playing in the Cleveland Heights Little league. He idolized his older brother. But it all too soon got to be drudgery for Philip, trying to follow his big brother’s legacy.  Both parents made a special attempt to keep Mark’s accomplishments in perspective, and sharing the praise as equally as possible.  But, they had little or no control over everyone else- the parents, the coaches, the managers.  Eventually playing second fiddle to his brother got to Philip, and he got deeply into drugs his junior year in high school.  It got so bad he had to withdraw from school and enter a detoxification program in Arizona.  Eventually, he conquered the drugs and went on to college at Carnegie Melon, majoring in Civil Engineering.  But it was a difficult time for Dave and Angela.

     Dave never wanted to take an integral part in the workings of the Cleveland Heights Little League, although he was asked to on many occasions.  He never offered to be a manager or a coach, and took a completely hands off role in both his children's participation in little league.  He would be coach to both boys in the privacy of their backyard or the schoolyard at Roxboro, but never during a game or during an official practice.  He detested the parents at the games that got so vocal and wrapped up in the games that they booed the coach and screamed at the umpires.  

     This was not an easy thing for Dave to do, watching men manage and coach, who probably never played the game or if they did played it rather poorly.  Their advice during practice and during the games could drive David Schwartz up a wall.  But he never said a word or complained or challenged a coach or manager’s decision, much the same way his father acted when he watched him play.  It was not easy.  During the summers, when both boys were playing little league - and Dave and Angela would attend every single game – Angela would comment that they couldn’t keep their medicine cabinet stocked with enough Zantac for her husband.  

     Baseball was probably the major cause for most of the arguments Dave and Angela had except for family.  Dave and Angela didn’t argue about the bedroom or the finances, or other notorious domestic squabbles.  Most of their arguments began with, “Boy that brother of yours is a real doosey.”  Quickly answered with, “Yeah and what about your sister-in law, she’s a real beaut……”   But one argument they had centered completely around baseball, and it was serious and could have caused an early split in their marriage.

     When Mark was 13, he was offered a complete scholarship to St Ignatius, a locale Catholic Boys school on the West Side of Cleveland.  Ignatius was not only known for its tremendous sports teams, but had just as good a reputation for its academics.  It was kind of a snooty school academically, and considered itself aloof from the other Catholic schools in the area.  It was quite a feather in anyone’s cap to go there, yet alone being offered a full scholarship.

       Angela was overjoyed.  Dave took another view.  Dave simply said no.  He would not send his sons to any parochial school, Catholic or Jewish or otherwise.  Angela was furious, her strong Catholic upbringing surfacing for the first time in their marriage.  Dave also thought the younger son, Philip, would be adversely affected.  There were some real knock-down-drag-out sessions.  Nothing physical, but a lot of hollering and screaming, even the boys got scared a few times.  Dave did not want to relive the “religious” wars between the grandparents again.  The  Schwartz and Cirelli “Crusades”, he thought, were long ago buried and over.  Evidently they weren’t. 

     Eventually, Angela gave in, reluctantly. Not because she thought she was wrong.  There were other non-Catholics that attended Ignatius, and besides she reasoned, Mark was “half” Catholic.  No, Angela gave in because of guilt feelings.  The guilt feelings that crept back into her consciousness other times when Dave and her had arguments, and she would eventually give in.  The guilt feelings that would cause her ulcer to act up.   The guilt she felt about her secret and never having revealed it to anyone, especially Dave.  

Chapter 7

     Dave got up earlier than usual that Tuesday morning after his concert and felt great. His overriding concern now that the concert was history: should he buy a new first-baseman’s glove, or use his old glove to play first. He was completely elated by his performance, which was flawless.  But what really swelled his head was Michael Sachs’ comment after the concert.  He came up to Dave and told him that as far as he was concerned, Dave could have become a professional musician. This was the Principal Trumpet of the Cleveland Orchestra making that comment.  He said it right in front of Angela and the boys and it almost made Dave forget about his demotion to first base – almost. He arrived at his desk at the H.K. Ferguson engineering and construction company before 7, an hour before work officially started at 8.  He always arrived before 7. 

     The H.K. Ferguson, engineering and construction company, was an old-line E&C firm started by Harold Kingsley Ferguson in 1918.  If Cleveland had a Main Line, like Philadelphia, Harold Kingesley would have surely been a Main Liner.  Cleveland had the Union Club instead, the non Jewish, non Catholic, to-the-manor-born WASPS of Cleveland’s high society playground and meeting place.  Harold Kingsley Ferguson’s family were members in good standing.  Harold married one of the daughters of one of the owners, of one of the two old-line engineering firms in Cleveland.  I don’t remember which.  It was either an Austin or a McKee, both families were members of the Union Club.  The young Ferguson, armed with his Yale degree in Civil Engineering, would soon move up the ladder at the company, except a funny thing happened.  Harold didn’t get along with his wife’s old man.  He quit and started his own engineering and construction company, and modestly called it: The H.K. Ferguson Company.  The timing was perfect.  The War had ended and the beginning of the Roaring 20’s was soon to begin.

     The growth was strong and steady for HKF, as it was known.  It thrived well into the 1960’s and 70’s, when Dave began his career there.  But perhaps its finest hour was its participation in the Manhattan Project in the early 1940’s.  H.K.Ferguson was awarded the engineering and construction of the first Uranium diffusion plant, built at Oak Ridge, Tennessee. (Known today as it was in 1940 as the Y-12 and Y-25 Plants) It’s performance on that contract was so incredible - they had the building up and ready to go in 120 days. That none other than General Leslie Groves himself, the man in charge of the entire Manhattan Project, the man even Openheimer had to report to, heaped praise upon praise for Ferguson’s efforts and accomplishment.  (In his memoirs he would write years later, about his role in the Manhattan Project. General Grove would dedicate two full pages praising H.K. Ferguson’s contributions.)  The company Dave Schwartz went to work for, had quite a history, and quite a reputation.

     Dave sat down at his desk, turned on the computer, checked his email, logged on to the Internet, and started reading the New York Times.  When he finished what he wanted to read in the Times, he started reading the sports page of the Cleveland Plain Dealer he brought with him to work.  The Indians had just started playing their exhibition season.  Dave liked to check the box scores and scuttlebutt about the Tribe’s recent machinations.  The sports writers were still ripping the GM Shapiro, (which the GM, himself pronounced, Sha-pie-ro, not Sha-peer-o like it is usually pronounced – which annoyed Dave) Included in the sport’s writer’s diatribes about Shapiro, were always some equally unkind words for the owner, Larry Dolan. Dolan bought the team near the end of 2000 from Richard Jacobs.  Jacobs was a wealthy real estate tycoon and bought the team in the  mid -1980’s for $40 Million. Then sold it to Larry Dolan, 15 years later, for $325 million. 

      Larry Dolan and his brother were Cleveland natives, who  attended St Ignatius, in the 1940’s.  They had since gone on to become very wealthy individuals in New York, where they owned a cable television station, Madison Square Garden, and the New York Rangers.  They both had lavish condominiums on upper 5th Avenue, but kept their permanent residence in Kirkland, Ohio – an exclusive suburb of Cleveland in Geagua County.  Art Modell of Cleveland Browns’ fame had an estate there before he snuck out of town and became,  persona non grata numero uno.  There was a time, in the not too distant past, when neither Dolan, a Catholic, or Modell, a one-time orthodox Jew from BroO.K.lyn, now an Episcopalian (apparently Episopalians aren’t nearly selective as their reputation), would have been allowed near Kirkland, Ohio.  

     Dolan had always wanted to purchase a Cleveland sport’s franchise.  So did George Steinbrenner, another Cleveland native.  Steinbrenner made several offers for the Indians in the 1970’s, but his race track ownership in Tampa, Florida, kept the Major League power brokers suspicious.  So, instead of buying the Indians, they “forced” him to purchase the Yankees.  This,too, annoyed Dave Schwartz and his dad. 

     The Dolans wanted the Browns when they were up for sale and thought their good friend Art Modell would facilitate that purchase.  When the bidding got to half a billion dollars, Dolan bowed out and another transplanted Cleveland billionaire , Al Lerner, of MBNA  credit card fame, bought the Browns.  Dolan waited patiently until the Indians came up for sale in 2000. 

      The Indians had just set a record for consecutive sell-outs at Jacob’s Field. 455 straight games, and two World Series appearances - one in 1995 and the other in 1997.  They were, at one time in their glorious recent history, one out away from their first World Series since 1948. 

      It was the bottom of the ninth at the Florida Marlin’s stadium and the Indians were ahead by one run.  Then Jose Mesa, Cleveland’s “ace” relief pitcher, came in with two outs, managed to give up the tying and winning runs.  End of Game.  End of World Series.  End of any dreams of parades up Euclid Avenue.  Dave and his dad were watching the game together, Dave’s dad reminiscing and rhapsodizing about the glorious 48’ and 54’ Indian’s teams.  “Finally”, Bernie Schwartz said when the bottom of the ninth inning began, “ we can shed that miserable exhibition in 1954 with the Giants.” 

   In the fall of 1954, the Indians were favored in that series, and with the best pitching staff in the Majors, and perhaps one of the best of all times, the Tribe managed to loose four straight.  “If only Willie Mays would have missed that line shot by Vic Wertz,” Bernie Schwartz commented to his son, “Maybe we could have gone on to win that game, and maybe even the Series.” 

      Many of the Indians’ fans attributed the long steady 35-year decline of the Cleveland Indians to the Frank Lane trade of Rocky Collavito to Detroit in 1958, but not Bernie Schwartz.  No way, thought Bernie.  The Indians decline began the moment Willie Mays turned his back on home plate and took off hell bent for election towards the wide open prairie of the Polo Grounds and stabbed Wertz’s drive to dead center field.  Then, just to add insult to injury, Willie whirled around, fired the ball into the infield, easily doubling Al Rosen off first base (Larry Doby, on second base, tagged up and made it to third).  They showed that play a zillion times during both the 1995 and 1997 World Series.  Every time they did, Dave and his dad turned off the TV then turned it back on when they were sure the play and the idle chatter was over.  You would have thought that Dusty Rhodes would have been the villain the Cleveland fans would grow to despise.  After all, it was his 275-foot home run, that was carried another 30 feet by the Polo Ground prevailing westerly to the right field seats, that won the game in the bottom of the tenth.  But the vision of Willie Mays, running with his back to home plate - that would be the  unbearable sight, that for 50 years would instantly bring a visceral response to Cleveland baseball fans.   

     Bernie jokingly blamed the Indians 1997 ninth inning World Series loss to a Cleveland Municipal Judge who failed to lock up Jose Mesa for a recent sexual battery charge at a local bar in the Flats.   Reasoning perfectly logically, that a Jose Mesa in jail could have prevented the loss.  The judge, Bernie surmised, was intimidated by the World Series frenzy, knowing perfectly well his election possibilities would have been dashed if he even contemplated putting Mesa in jail during the World Series.  He lost the next election in a landslide, the Plain Dealer suggesting the judge would have lost even if he ran against Art Modell.  It would have been close.

     Larry Dolan purchased the team from Dick Jacobs for $325 million bucks.  Giving Jacobs a tidy little profit. Dolan was not as fortunate.  Soon after he bought the Indians his cable television company stock, in the mid sixties just before the Indian’s purchase, dropped to below 10 bucks.  He started to purge all the high priced talent on the Indians, or let them escape through free agency - Jim Thome being the most recent in November of 2002.  Shapiro and Dolan announced that 2003 would be a rebuilding year.  Translation: the Cleveland Indians were stripped of any proven baseball talent, with the exception of Omar Vizquel, and prospects for the future seemed dim.  Trusting the patience of the Indian’s fans to hold in there and support, at the turnstiles, this pathetic team, was a bit optimistic on Shapiro and Dolan’s part.  These were, in reality, the same fickle fans who avoided the old lake-front, Cleveland Municipal Stadium and the plethora of pathetic baseball teams, in droves for 40 years. 

      Dave looked away from the newspaper, peering out his office window.  The skies were gray, there was a cold drizzle beginning to collect and run down the window pane.  He shook his head and chuckled quietly to himself.  This was Cleveland.  And this was March.  And the present day Cleveland Indians were starting to remind him of the all too familiar Indians of his youth.

    Dave was reading the sports pages of the Plain Dealer, rehashing the long Indian’s history in his mind.  He looked at the roster of the 2003 Cleveland Indians, and recognized three names, Vizquel, Burks and Sebathia, the rest were a bunch of no-names; rejects from other franchises or minor league ballplayers.  ‘It was pathetic’ Dave thought to himself what Dolan had done to this team.  In his reverie, he thought about the movie Major League.  A comedy/ fantasy, made several years ago, about the Cleveland Indians and their 35 years of wandering in the desert of the Major Leagues. Not unlike the wandering of the 12 lost “tribes” of Israel.  The plot of the movie was simple.  A new owner of the Indians wants to move the team to Miami, Florida, where financial prospects are much brighter.  To accomplish her goal, she puts together a team of has-beens, and minor leaguers, hoping to loose a record number of games in a season, softening up the Major League power brokers who were preventing her from moving the team.  From the looks of the Indians present-day roster, Dave thought it looked a lot like Dolan’s motives were the same as the owner in the movie, a case of “life imitating art”.  Maybe Dolan was smarter than he appeared, Dave thought.  Maybe he is planning a move of the franchise to another city. In the movie, the Indians wind up winning the World Series.  ‘Yeah, right.  Dream on Dave Schwartz’, Dave’s reverie coming to a screeching halt as his phone rang.

     “Hello, Dave, this is Gina, Mr Tanner would like to see you.,”  said Gina Terakitis, John Tanner’s secretary. 

      John Tanner was the Vice president of Engineering at H.K. Ferguson, and Dave’s boss since Dave began working at HKF 26 years ago.  A call from John’s secretary at any time of the day, beckoning Dave to come to Tanner’s office, could ruin Dave’s disposition for the rest of that day.  Getting that call first thing in the morning, was usually a discouraging sign and immediately put Dave in a bad mood.

     Dave Schwartz did not like John Tanner.  John Tanner did not like Dave Schwartz.  John Tanner was a bully, an intimidator.  He ran the 1100 man (and woman, but mostly men) engineering department by intimidation.  Dave never got along with people who operated in that manner.  This was John Tanner’s modus operendi. Dave  Schwartz was not intimidated by John Tanner.  If Dave Schwartz wasn’t one hell of a civil engineer, and, if many of HKF’s clients didn’t specifically ask for Dave to be on their project team, and, if the president of HKF didn’t personally hire Dave, John Tanner would have fired his ass in a New York second.  But, he couldn’t, so somehow, for the last 20 years, Dave  Schwartz and John Tanner tolerated one another and found a way to work together.  John Tanner did respect Dave’s engineering savvy and know-how.  Dave could be quite the contrairian, especially when he felt someone was pressuring him to change a design for the wrong reasons, like politics or economics which could compromise safety concerns.  Often Tanner and other executives would complain that Dave Schwartz was not a “team player”.  Dave would of course incense the management team even more by replying after he was accused of not being a ‘team player’,  “That depends on which team you’re referring to, maybe we’re playing for different teams.” 

This mongoose /cobra relationship with John Tanner went on for 20 years. 

      Why didn’t Dave just leave HKF?  He liked it there. He liked his work.  He liked most everyone else he worked with.  Had he had ambitions to work his way into upper management, he would have split sooner, knowing that promotions would have been impossible.  But he liked engineering, designing, and building structures for industry.  He liked it a lot.  He attributed the simple joy of designing and building some structure, then watching it being constructed in the field, then starting it up, to his enjoyment of a toy his parents bought him when he was about 7 years old.  It was an Erector Set.  He could keep himself occupied for hours creating different structures with the tools inside the Erector Set’s blue metallic case.  He once made an informal survey of the engineers working at HKF between the ages of 40 and 60, asking how many had that Erector Set as a toy when growing up.  His informal, unscientific, survey showed 90% of the engineers he asked, including the women, had those sets.

     Dave got up from his seat and headed towards Tanner’s office.  As he got up, his wallet fell out of his back pocket onto the floor.  The white business card with the Pittsburgh phone number he got from the old guy at the Mercer school parking lot, fell out of the wallet onto the floor.  That was strange, he thought.  He was sure he put that card either back in the trousers he wore for softball practice, or in the glove compartment of his car.  “How the hell did it get in the wallet?”   Maybe he forgot and quickly dismissed the coincidence, attributing the possible memory lapse to “turning 50”, and quickly headed toward the back of the engineering floor where Tanners’s office was located.

     “Good morning, Dave ,” beamed John Tanner, pretending Dave and John were the best of friends.

     “Good morning, John,” Dave responding, not as enthusiastically.

     “Dave Schwartz, I’d like you to meet, Holli Morgan.  She’s just starting here at HKF in the Architectural Department.”

     Dave hadn’t seen Holli Morgan when he walked into Tanners office.  She was sitting along the wall facing Tanner’s desk.  When Dave walked into the office Holli was sitting to Dave’s side.  Evidently, Dave’s peripheral vision only worked on or around baseball diamonds.  He turned and saw Holli sitting down in one of the five wooden chairs John Tanner kept along the wall facing his desk.  She got up and shook Dave’s  hand.

     “Nice to meet you Dave, I’ve heard a lot about you already from Mr. Tanner.” The Sharon Stone look-a-like said.

     Dave was, for the moment, stunned and momentarily at a loss for words.  Holli Morgan was a dead ringer for the movie actress Sharon Stone.  I mean a dead ringer from head to toe.  She could have signed autographs, and no one would have known.

     “Good to have you on board here at HKF”, Dave feebly responded, completely flustered by being in the presence of a stunning “movie star”.  He slowly regained his composure.  John Tanner broke the awkward moment.

     “Dave, I’d like you and Holli to see our client in Tampa, Johnson and Johnson.  They’re expanding their research center and wanted to talk to us about our potential involvement in the project.  They asked to send you and an architect to begin preliminary discussions.  We’d like you and Holli to go down there tonight”

     Dave had worked on several projects for J&J with HKF.  Some of his innovative structural designs saved them a lot of money.  J&J was one of the reasons John Tanner couldn’t shit-can Dave’s ass.  John Tanner continued;  “Holli is new with HKF, so I thought you could spend the rest of the day bringing Ms. Morgan up to speed on our J&J account, and the site down near Tampa.”

     “Be happy to John.  Should I get Gina to get the plane tickets?”  Dave was now back in control of his hormones.

     “That wont be necessary.  She’s already working on the tickets and hotel reservations.” Tanner said.

     Dave and Holli Morgan left John Tanner’s office, leaving just a hint of the New West perfume Holli wore.  New West was Dave Schwartz’s favorite.

     “So what have you already heard about me?” Dave inquired, curious about Holli’s greeting back in Tanner’s office.

     “I worked in Pittsburgh before I came to Cleveland.  Actually, I was born and raised in Pittsburgh, went off to college, worked in New York, then came back to work in Pittsburgh.  Out architectural firm worked on the revitalization of the real estate after they tore down all those steel mills along the Monogahela River.  You guys here at HKF worked on the design and construction of most of those new research facilities.  Your name was mentioned many times during the course of our work.”  Holli Morgan smiled, and lit up the room.

     “I hope most of what you heard was favorable,” Dave replied.

    “ Very.  I had no idea I would be working with you on this project.  When Mr. Tanner mentioned your name I was pleased and surprised.”  He liked the fact that Holli referred to John Tanner, as “Mr. Tanner” and him as just “Dave”.

     “What happened to that distinctive Pittsburgh twang.” Dave said.

     “I must have lost it when I went off to Cornell.  But I still occasionally say “you’ens”.  It just sort of slips out.” 

     They continued to walk to the back of the engineering department towards Dave’s office.  This time his peripheral vision was working overtime.  Heads were turning, necks were craning, every time they passed an office or drafting station.  “Sharon Stone” seemed to be used to all the attention and staring, Dave wasn’t.  He got used to everyone looking at him and Angela, mostly Angela.  This was somehow different.

     “I used to go to Pittsburgh two or three times every year, in the summer.  I like Pittsburgh, its really a beautiful city, and a lot like Cleveland in many ways.” Dave just blurted out.

    “Did you have relatives there?” Holli inquired.

    “No, my dad used to take me there to see Roberto Clemente play with the Pirates.  My dad loved Roberto Clement, and wanted to be sure I saw him play.  We used to go to the old Forbes Field up in Oakland. Great ballpark.  I remember, they had ivy growing all over the outfield walls.  I guess they’ve torn it down.”  Dave said.

    “ Oh, they tore it down years ago.”  Holli said.  “Put up a law school at the University of Pittsburgh.”

     Holli Morgan and Dave Schwartz reviewed the Johnson & Johnson projects of the past the rest of the morning.  They left work early to get packed and ready for the flight to Tampa, which was scheduled to depart at 2:35 in the afternoon.  On the ride back to his home in Cleveland Heights, Dave made the biggest decision he would make that day, not that night, just that day.  He would purchase a first baseman’s glove, rather than use his shortstop’s glove to play first base. He came to that realization and finally accepted his fate. 

      He would have gone to Nichols sporting goods store on Lee Road near Van Aken Boulevard, in Shaker Heights to purchase that glove.  That was where he purchased the gloves for his two sons, and where he purchased all his gloves and sporting goods equipment. Purchasing a baseball glove was a very personal experience for Dave.  Almost a religious experience.  You don’t just change sporting goods stores willy nilly, any more than you change barbers every other week. There was just one problem.  Nichols had recently closed after being in business for 60 years.  And besides, even if it was still open for business, it stopped selling baseball gloves ten years ago.  So he went up to Dicks, a large, impersonal, sporting goods conglomerate, and reluctantly purchased a kangaroo skin, official, softball, first baseman’s glove. 

      He remembered how excited he was whenever his dad bought him a new mitt, or when he bought one for himself or for his sons.  He bought a softball too.  Whenever Dave  Schwartz bought a new mitt, he always bought a ball he could stick in the pocket.  Helped to break in the mitt.  Even though today’s mitts were advertised: “Already Broken In” or “Natural Pocket”

      As soon as he got to his car in the parking lot, he took the glove out of the box and put it on.  He whipped the softball into the pocket several times, just to hear that sweet sound.  But it wasn’t a Marty Marion G-600.  It wasn’t even a shortstop’s glove.  It didn’t feel right.  It didn’t feel good.  And the sound of the softball popping into the pocket – didn’t sound all that sweet!

Chapter 8

     The first three floors of the new parking garage at the Cleveland Hopkin’s International Airport were full.  So Dave parked on the roof.  The new parking garage at the airport must have been designed by the guy who developed the Rubik’s Cube.  It was a real challenge to finally get to the roof of this poorly designed parking facility.  When he finally got there he saw Holli getting her bags out of the trunk of her BMW.  Somehow, Dave thought to himself, that was the kind of car a Holli Morgan -Sharon Stone look-a-like should drive.  He honked his horn and pulled in two spaces away from her.  She turned away from the trunk and waved back.  She looked stunning.

     The morning drizzle had stopped and the sun was breaking through the clouds.  It was still quite cool.  Holli had on a pair of tight-fitting black jeans.  She had a short tan leather jacket that came down to just above her waist.  The jacket was unbuttoned revealing a simple white “T” shirt that wrapped around her ample breasts as tightly as her jeans wrapped around her butt.  She didn’t wear a stitch of make-up.  She didn’t have to.

     “Boy, that was perfect timing,” Dave commented, as he took his briefcase and overnight bag from the back seat of his Malibu.

     “I see you’re an early bird too,” Holli answered back, as she closed the trunk of the BMW.

     “Oh Yeah”, said Dave.  “You never know what to expect these days trying to get through security.” 

     They grabbed their bags and walked into the building and took the elevator down one floor to the walkway leading into the terminal.  At this time of the day, there were hardly any travelers.  They got to the Continental counters and electronically checked in and got their boarding passes.  They headed for the security check- in area for concourse C.  The new procedures required both computers and cell phones  be taken out and placed in the plastic containers. 

      The flight to Tampa was to depart at gate 29, almost at the end of the half- mile concourse.  Holli had taken off her leather jacket to get it through security and decided to carry it rather than put it back on.  Dave was still fumbling, trying to get his computer back in its case.  Holli was standing behind him, waiting for him before they took off for the gate. 

     When Dave got everything together, he looked up and felt a bit self-conscious.  People just coming out of the security check seemed to be lingering and staring in his direction.  He looked down to see if his fly was unzipped, or something.  But they weren’t looking directly at Dave, they were just looking in his general vicinity.  Then he turned around to start walking with Holli, towards the gate, and realized everyone was staring at one Holii Morgan.  Gawking might be a more accurate description of what some of the men were doing, but he noticed many of the women were staring also.  Holli was completely oblivious to this, or used to it, but she showed absolutely no self-consciousness.  

     No sooner did they start walking towards the end of the concourse, when a women came up to both of them and said. “Miss Stone, I thought you were absolutely fantastic in ‘Fatal Attraction’, could I have your autograph – please.”

     Holli thanked the lady, but told her she wasn’t Sharon Stone, and you could see the disappointment in the woman’s eyes.  She walked away telling her friends that it wasn’t Sharon Stone.

     “How often does that happen?”   Dave asked.

     “Quite a bit – you’d be surprised,”  Holli said.

     Dave wouldn’t have been surprised at all.  He then asked.  “Does it bother you?”

     “Not at all,” Holli responded.  “It’s quite flattering, you know”

     “By the way, wasn’t Glen Close in fatal attraction, not Sharon Stone?” Dave asked.

     “ Yeah, a lot of people seem to make that mistake, but I don’t have the heart to tell them,” Holli said.

     They continued walking towards the gate.  Dave’s peripheral vision was working overtime.  It was incredible.  It was even worse when they actually boarded the flight, everyone was so much closer, more intimate –the staring.  Some of the men tried to be cool about it.  They would glance over their Wall Street Journal, quickly look back into the open newspaper, like they couldn’t have been less interested, then catch a quick glance again as Dave and Holli walked by.  It was even more obvious and overt- the gawking- when Holli put her bags in the overhead and stretched out that incredible figure.

Dave didn’t know whether to help her with her bags or just let her do it herself.

     Dave Schwartz was not a male chauvinist pig.  Even though he was brought up in an era that bred some of the finest male chauvinists ever conceived.  Angela Cirelli Schwartz had sensitized David properly, along with David’s mother and mother–in-law.  He reasoned that if Holli was approaching 40, she may not have found his help “offensive” if she was under 30, she probably would have.  Problem was, it was impossible to tell if Holli Morgan was approaching 30 or 40. She definitely looked like she could be under 30, but her demeanor and her hands – they had the look of an older woman – made her appear older to Dave. He decided in his own mind, it was probably safer to just let her put her own travel bag in the overhead. Which she managed to do quite effortlessly.  She had to be some kind of an exercise / work-out nut, Dave thought to himself.  She was. Yoga too. 

     They sat in an emergency row.  They got there early enough to change their original seats.  Dave sat on the aisle, Holli near the window.  The seat between them was open.  The plane was half full.  Dave noticed a lot of the people in the seats in front of them kept glancing back towards the back of the plane, sneaking another peek at Holli in the process.  It was so obvious. For some strange reason it embarrassed Dave.  Just as the stewardess was about to close up the door, the ticket attendant enters with a woman that could have easily weighed 300 pounds.  The heavy-set woman started down the aisle looking at her ticket and the seat numbers posted on the overhead.  Everyone on the plane with an empty seat between them was thinking the same thing, “Jesus Christ, I hope this fat pig doesn’t sit here.” She slowed down at every aisle checking her seat and row number.  Everyone breathed a silent sigh of relief when she passed by, including Holli and Dave.  She wound up in a row of her own near the back of the plane.  Dave wondered if they do that on purpose, if they can.  So did Holli.

     The flight to Tampa was uneventful, much like their conversation.  It was a bit stilted. Dave was still intimidated by Holli’s beauty.  Holli wondered why Dave never mentioned he too went to Cornell.  She knew he did from reading his resume at HKF.  Dave wondered if it was really cold near the window or Holli used that as an excuse to sit next to him.  There were some real mind games going on and this unsettled David Benjamin Schwartz.  Dave didn’t play nor like someone else playing mind games.  Sometime late in the flight, Holli had dozed off. By the time the plane landed, Holli’s shoulder and head were lightly touching Dave.  The scent of her New West perfume acting like a fragrant aphrodisiac.  This was not good.

     You could feel the warm Florida air and sMel the salt water breezes from Tampa Bay as soon as you left the plane and entered the movable walkway.  Coming from three months of an exceptionally cold and snowy winter and the damp, cold, March Cleveland weather, it felt especially good, as soon as it smacked you right in the face. Dave and Holli had no baggage checked, so they could walk directly to the car rental agency.  HKF had a deal with Hertz.  Gina, Tanner’s secretary, made the reservation in Holli Morgan’s name.

     They drove to the Mariott Hotel near the airport.  It wasn’t more than a 10 minute drive, less than that if the traffic was light. You had to be careful though.  A wrong turn exiting the airport put you on the Courtney Campbell Parkway across the bay to Clearwater.  There was no way to turn around until you got all the way across the bay.  It was 6 miles across the bridge, then 6 miles back.  Dave had made that wrong turn twice in his visits to J&J.  Holli navigated the intersection with the bridge like a pro.

      The hotel was near the Interstate 275 and Interstate 4 intersection.  It was only 5 P.M. when they finally checked into their rooms.  Holli said she knew a great restaurant in the Ybor City section of downtown Tampa.  Ybor City was a Latin Quarter, up-scale section of the city, known for good food, good drink and good times.  They were also known for rolling cigars.  Dave was game and they decided to meet at 7 in the lobby.  Dave called Angela back in Cleveland as soon as he got into his room, before he unpacked his bags.

     While unpacking his stuff, he noticed an advertisement on the desk inviting visitors to Tampa to see their favorite major league team in winter training.  Dave knew the Indian’s training facilities were just moved from Homestead, in southern Florida, to Clearwater, just across Tampa Bay.  The exhibition season was just beginning and Dave hoped to catch a game before they went back to Cleveland that Friday.  They even had the schedule of the teams in and around the Tampa area.  Cleveland happened to be playing the Yankees that evening.  He quickly called Holli’s room to see if they could change their plans for dinner.  Dave never liked to miss an opportunity to see the dreaded New York Yankees play against Cleveland.  Like many Cleveland fans who had an appreciation for the game of baseball, Dave had a love-hate relationship with the Yankees since his childhood.  He especially loved to hate Yogi Berra.  He swears that if you look up in the record books to see who beat the Indians with more 9th inning home runs in the 1950’s, Yogi leads the pack.  He maintains that his dad took him to a game that Yogi won in the ninth with a two out, two run, home run, that Yogi hit off a pitched ball that actually bounced in front of home plate. (How the legend grows!) Many years later, Casey Stingle would say that Yogi Berra was the most important player on all those championship teams.  And those teams including enough players to make almost nine distinct positions in the Hall of Fame.  Dave’s absolutely favorite Yogi parable was one his dad told him.  Back in the late 1940’s when Yogi Berra was just starting in the Major Leagues, Yogi talked about the first time he faced Bob Feller.  Feller threw three blazing fast balls right by Berra for three called strikes.  After the third strike whizzed past Yogi, he turned to the Umpire and said,” I don’t know ump, it sounded pretty high to me.”

     Holli said she would love to see the exhibition game, adding baseball was her favorite sport.  She commented on how her father loved to go to Pittsburgh’s Forbes Field and watch the Pirates.  The exhibition with the Yankees had an early start – 6:30.   Dave said he would meet her out in front of the hotel.  Dave changed into some Khakis and a long sleeve, navy blue, tee shirt and went down to meet Holli who said she would get the car.

     Dave Schwartz was quite a handsome guy in his own right, and could still turn a younger woman’s head or two.  In fact, waiting out in front of the hotel, in the warm Florida breeze, he did turn a few heads.  This gave him some confidence for when Holli would come down.  Dave was 6 foot 1 inch tall, and 185 pounds – the exact same weight he played at in high school and college.  His dark swarthy complexion was inherited from his mother’s Sephardic, Jewish side of the family.  He wasn’t an exercise nut, and in fact except for baseball and an occasional tennis match, he didn’t exercise at all. In the winter,  he waited for softball season.  But he was lucky with genes and DNA.  He wore the navy blue long sleeve tee shirt with the sleeves pushed up just above his forearms.  His forearms were very large, Popeye-like compared to the rest of his physique, which was long and lean, much like his father’s baseball idol, Joe DiMagio, perhaps a little more upper body development than Joe.  He waited patiently for Holli, in the warmth of the late afternoon sun.

     Within minutes he felt a cool hand touch his shoulder and move down his back and pat him gently on his rump.  He turned around, startled by the intimacy of the pat, and there was Holli.  It was difficult to be calm and not to say something really stupid.  Holli was wearing short-shorts, really short-shorts.  The kind that, if they moved only one centimeter north they would expose both butt cheeks.  She had on another tight fitting “T” shirt, navy blue like David’s, but it didn’t quite come down far enough to be tucked into her shorts.  It exposed just a bit of her bare mid-section.  If she raised her arms even slightly, it exposed a lot of her mid- section.  She wore a bra, but not much of a bra.

     “Hey, look at us, we’re the Bobsy Twins,” she laughed, comparing the color of their “T” shirts.  She scampered off to get the car.  Dave noticed that her long legs made her look much taller than she actually was.  Maybe she was 5’6” he thought, and thought, and thought some more.

      Holli easily found her way back towards the Courtney Campbell Bridge.  The traffic was quite heavy that time of day.  They got to the Indians training facility parked the car in the spacious parking area, and walked over to the stadium to purchase tickets.  The Indians were coming to bat in the bottom of the first inning. 

      Dave Schwartz hated to get to a ball game after it started.  When he went with his dad or took his sons to the games in Cleveland, they always arrived an hour before the game started.  It was important to see batting practice and watch the ball players warming up.  And you never left a baseball game early with Bernie or David Schwartz. A baseball game was nine or more innings, regardless of the score.  You left when the last out was made.  Period.  A ball game was a “three act play”, said Bernie Schwartz. If you wanted to understand a play, you stayed for all three acts.  If you wanted to understand a baseball game you stayed for all 9 innings.  Regardless of any lopsided scoring that might take place. 

     They walked down to some empty seats about three rows from the infield on the third base line.  Dave was getting used to the scrutiny.  He noticed even the players on the field were looking in their direction.  Holli excused herself and went back out to where the concessions were being sold.  Dave perused the scorecard.  Dave Schwartz never went to a ball game without a scorecard.

     Dave’s uncle and father taught him how to score a ball game.  He was pretty faithful to the usual markings on the card, but created some of his own that he felt were a more accurate description of what had transpired during the game.  When Dave brought a scorecard home for Bernie Schwartz to look at, his father didn’t need any single verbal description to explain what happened.  It was all right there on that scorecard.  A scorecard, properly filled out, was a work of art according to the Schwartz’s.  As Dave was looking over the scorecard, and the Indians roster, in his memory, he could still hear the vender’s voice hawking their scorecards as he crossed over the Shoreway towards the Lakefront Stadium, “Getchya  scorecard lineup here.” The memories of a six-year old going to the ball game with his dad.  

     He began to go over the Indians lineup, but hardly recognized a single name: Philips 2b, Spencer rf, Haftner 1b, Laker c, Blake 3b.  Who the hell were these guys?, he thought.  Holli came back with a box of popcorn.

      “Just can’t watch a baseball game without popcorn,” she cheerful exclaimed. “Want some?”

     Dave reached his hand in the box.

     “Thanks”

     “I’ve got a little surprise for you David Schwartz.”  Holli blurted out.

     “A surprise.  What surprise?  Dave asked.

     “Well if I tell you now, it won’t be much a surprise any more, but you’ll have to wait till the game is over.  We can’t leave until the game is over, regardless of the score.  O.K.?”  She answered.

      “Sure.  No problem there.”  Dave responded.  Curious as hell as to what “surprise” she could possibly have in mind. 

      The Indians went three up and three down and took the field for the top of the second.  Dave was focused on Omar Vizquel.  Bernie Schwartz might have thought Mark Ballanger was the best, but Dave thought Omar was the best.  No one could touch Omar for pure fielding ability.  “Soft hands” as the baseball expression goes, were Omar’s trademark.  A decent hitter of the baseball, especially in the clutch, his defensive skills won a half-dozen games a year.  In a close pennant race, that could make the difference between being in the playoffs and watching them.  And Omar didn’t suffer “baseball fools gladly”.  If he saw a stupid play in the field, he didn’t hesitate in the “privacy” of the dugout to tell whoever made that dumb play, what he thought.  And he didn’t care who made the bonehead play or throw.  Several times there were scenes of Omar yapping angrily at Manny Ramirez, Cleveland’s talented right field hitter who recently was traded to Boston.  But a fly ball hit to Manny was always a crapshoot.  First it was a crapshoot if he would just catch the ball.  Then it was a crapshoot if he would throw the ball to the right cut-off man.  Dave, always the amateur mathematician, once calculated, that if the situation warranted a good catch and proper throw, the combined probability of Manny both making the catch and throwing to the proper base, was less than 50%. Dave and Bernie Schwartz were not that upset when Manny went to Boston.  The rest of Cleveland was, however.

     The game was pretty uneventful, both the Yankees and Indians freely substituting to see all their players get into the game.  The Indians wound up winning a meaningless game, 6 to 5.  Dave was about to get up and leave when Holli said, “I think you better wait, they’re having some kind of a contest after the game to raise money for charity.  It’s announced in the program and look out there at the scoreboard now, see it?”

      STRIKE OUT YOUR FAVORITE CLEVELAND INDIAN FOR CHARITY

     Just then someone came on over the PA system.  It just happened to be Mark Shapiro the general manager. 

       “Ladies and gentleman, welcome to the first ‘Strike out your favorite Cleveland Indian for Charity’ contest.  I’m Mark Sha-PIE-ro, and we are excited to get this charity event going.  (Yeah, right Sha-PIE-ro , Dave thought to himself)  We have quite a few people who registered for this event.  Let me just review the rules and we can get going.  All the contestants, and we have 13 tonight, have paid 50 dollars for the right to try and strike out their favorite Cleveland Indian.  If you strike out your favorite Cleveland player, the Cleveland Indians will donate 10,000 dollars to a charity of the pitcher’s choice. If you walk the batter, or the batter hits the ball anywhere between the foul lines, your turn is up and the next contestant will face his or her Cleveland Indian.  Mr Dolan, the owner of the Indians will present any winners with an official plaque and certificate confirming your accomplishment.  Are we ready to proceed?”  (Roar from the crowd.)  Then let’s announce our first pitcher.  Mr Dolan if you please.”

     Larry Dolan the Indian’s owner took the mike and announced the first contestant.

“Our first pitcher is a Tampa resident, John Schumacker, and let’s see, it says here he plays baseball with University of South Florida, and he has chosen Ellis Burks as his target, oops, that’s not the right word is it?  Sorry Ellis.  Better be careful Ellis, this kid is a pitcher with the University here in Tampa.  And ladies and gentlemen, we will have the radar gun on these folks, so watch the center field scoreboard.”

     “Where the hell did you here about this contest.  Is this your surprise for me? Inquired Dave.

     “There was a big poster announcing it when we entered the stadium.  If you didn’t have your face buried in your scorecard, you would have seen it.  And yes this is sort of the surprise, there’s a bit more.  You’ll see,”  Holli said with a Cheshire cat grin on her face.

     John Schumaker  a tall lanky kid, with his University of Southern Florida baseball shirt on, baseball cleats and Nike shorts, strolls to the mound.  He kicks around the dirt, pats down some areas, and looks like he’s been around a pitching mound before.  He takes several warm up throws to the Indian’s catcher, each throw a bit faster, his last pitch registering a respectable 85 miles per hour.  The crown roars!  Ellis Burks strolls to the plate, Larry Dolan announces. “Better watch out Ellis, this kid looks like he can pitch, you could cost us ten grand.”  The crowd roars again in approval.

     “Are you kidding me,” Dave said to Holli.  “Do these idiots really think this schmuck can strike out a Major Leaguer before he even hits a ball fair.  No way.  I’m telling you no way in hell.  This is a sucker bet if there ever was one.”

     Special instructions were given by the Indians to each player just to hit the ball and try to control the direction, they didn’t want any lawsuits from someone getting a bullet back through the mound knocking some 50 year old wannabe on his head.  But these were professional athletes, nothing is predictable when they step between those white lines.

     John Schumaker made the fatal mistake of throwing Burks a pretty damn good curve, which backed Ellis off the plate for a called strike.  Burks was surprised, but now he dug his back foot into the dirt, he knew this kid had pitched before.  Then he backs Ellis off the plate with a “little chin music” as Mudcat Grant used to say.  A typical second pitch to a curve ball that backed the batter off the plate.  Burks knew what was coming next, another curve, he hadn’t made up his mind to hit it out of the park, or smash it right back over the mound.  Surer than hell, here came the curve, Burks picked up the rotation, waiting for the ball to break, which it did, quite earlier than his first pitch.  Smack! Over the center field fence.  Next pitcher.  (Dolan and Shapiro breathed a sigh of relief.)

    The next four major league wannabe pitchers were a 13 year old from New York, his 44 year old father, a school teacher from St Louis, a woman, and a 65 year old retired steel worker from Lorain, Ohio.  No one, of course came close to striking out their favorite Cleveland Indian, but the whole exhibition was quite a crowd-pleaser with the fans.

     Larry Dolan announced the next contestant.  “As our sixth contestant, we have a 50 year old civil engineer from Cleveland Heights, Ohio, David Schwartz.  Will Mr. Schwartz please take to the field.”

     At first Dave didn’t really pay attention, and thought there was another David Schwartz in attendance, and thought to himself what a coincidence, ‘ another Dave Schwartz, almost the same age from Cleveland ….’ And at that precise moment it dawned on him exactly what was going on and he turned to Holli and said.  “This is your surprise isn’t it”

     “Yep,” Holli replied sheepishly.

    “You just gotta be shitting me!” Dave incredulously responded.

“Is Mr. Schwartz still in the stadium?” Larry Dolan asked over the loud speaker system. 

     “I’ll getchya for this Holli Morgan,” Dave laughed as he walked down towards the field responding to Larry Dolan’s’ inquiry.  “Yeah, Mr. Schwartz is still in the stadium, but he probably should have left.”

 Larry Dolan saw Dave head towards the mound and inquired over the PA system.  “Mr. Schwartz, you didn’t fill out the blank where it says who you want to try and strike out.  Which Cleveland Indian do you think you can handle tonight, Mr. Schwartz?”

     Dave yelled out to the Indian’s dugout.  “Bring out Omar, I feel lucky”

     Dave was slowly starting to get into it now. He was asked if he wanted to throw any warm-up pitches, but declined. Vizquel strolled to the plate. Omar, a switch hitter, batted from the left side of the plate.  His teammates were on him from the get go.  “Looks like that fast ball may be tough to handle, Omar”

     Omar stood ready as Dave hurled the first pitch 55 mile per hour, right down the pike, belt high.  Omar could have placed it in the right field seats with ease, but thought he’d be gentle with Dave and tried to hit the ball on the ground to short.  He swung and missed.  “Strike one” yelled the ump.  More razing from both dugouts, some of the Yankees hung around and seemed to be amused by the contest.  Dave was thinking of throwing the curve ball he had mastered at the tender age of 12 and used to strike out, coincidentally, 14 Indians in the Shaker Heights Little League.  But he thought better of it and fired another 55 mile per hour fast ball, again belt high right down the pike.  This time, Omar the professional athlete’s instincts took over, not to mention his pride, and he tried to park the ball in the right field seats.  “Strike two,” Bellowed the ump, this time several decibel levels louder then the first swing and a miss.  The players from each dugout were rolling on the ground, not unlike the 2003 Shaker Heights High baseball team.  Even Larry Dolan and Mark Shapiro thought Omar might be throwing it.  Everyone had their own reaction to the third “Strike three, your outta there batter!”. 

      The fans went crazy, but most thought it was a fix to make the Indian’s look benevolent. Larry Dolan and Mark Shapiro were pissed, because they knew it wasn’t a fix, at least it wasn’t THEIR fix.  Dolan’s finances were suspect, and he wasn’t about to give out ten grand to anyone or any charity after over paying for the Indians by 150 million bucks. The Yankees and Indian’s players were hysterical, but they too thought Omar had taken it upon himself to get the owner to dish out ten thousand dollars.  But the only person who knew for sure that there wasn’t any fix. The only person in the ballpark who knew for sure he tried to hit all three of those pitches, the only person in the ballpark who knew for sure he couldn’t touch any of those strikes –and tried his damnedest.  The only person in the park besides Larry Dolan and Mark Shapiro who wasn’t wearing a smile  was one, Omar Vizquel.    He left the batter’s box, trying to smile and be gracious, and tipped his hat to Dave Schwartz, who was having some troubles of his own rationalizing what had just happened.  Dave, with thoughts swirling through his head, walked back to the stands where a cheering, gleeful, Holli Morgan, wrapped her sensuous body around him, and planted a kiss on his cheek, very close to his mouth.

     The rest of the contestants were quickly dispensed with.  Several requested Omar again and several requested Ellis Burks.  Omar, still reeling from striking out, hit two balls out of the park, which cemented the feelings of almost everyone in attendance, Omar Vizquel was a hell of a guy for purposely striking out to Dave Schwartz.

     Larry Dolan and Mark Shapiro came out to the pitchers mound and called for Dave to come back onto the field for the formal presentation celebrating his accomplishment.  Dave said to donate the money to the Cleveland Chapter of the Salvation Army.  Omar came out of the dugout to present Dave with a certificate and a plaque.  He was very cordial and as they all walked off the field, Omar said something to Dave in a private way, so that only Dave and he were privy to the brief conversation.

       “Hey amigo,” he said.  “I wasn’t trying to strike out. I’d like another crack at you, sometime.”  There was some concern in his voice.  He was damn serious.  And Dave picked all that up.  He tried to calm Omar’s nerves.

    “Hey Omar,” Dave responded.  “Hey man, I just got lucky.  Not to worry, if I ever tried again, you’d hit me all over the place.”  But Omar didn’t believe what Dave said, and neither did Dave.  Both showed signs of confusion and frustration as they left the pitcher’s mound.  

     Dave walked back to his seat thinking: ‘Should I call that old guy with the 1950 Pontiac?  Did I really strike out Omar Vizquel? Am I really going to be 50 years old next month? What the hell is going on here?’

      Omar walked back into the dugout thinking: ‘How the hell did I swing and miss 3, 55 mile per hour pitches?  Am I loosing it?  Should I have retired last year?  Is 35 too old to still be playing? What the hell is going on here?’ 

     Mark Shapiro left the field thinking: ‘Did Dolan really pay 325 million bucks for this team?  Did I just loose ten grand on a stupid promotion? Maybe I should have traded the damn Venezuelan last year when I could have gotten good money for him? What the hell is going on here?’

Chapter 9

     Dave and Holli walked backed to the car.  Dave offered to drive, but Holli reminded him the car was rented in her name for one driver only.  They still hadn’t had dinner and it was about 8:30 when they finally got back across Tampa Bay from Clearwater.  Holli convinced Dave they should celebrate his incredible accomplishment and head off to Ybor City for dinner like they had originally planned.  Dave was a bit hesitant, but the scent of New West was still noticeable.  They got into Ybor City, found a place to park and headed off to a restaurant that Holli had chosen before Dave changed the plans for the Indian’s exhibition game. 

      It was one of those yuppified, up-scale, eating establishments decorated with a lot of natural wood and ferns, basic Spanish / Cuban cuisine serving a lot of drinks with brightly colored umbrellas hovering over the surface of the glass.  Usually the color of the drink and the umbrella were the same.  Before the food came, Holli was slowly working her way through the rainbow.  She had already conquered red, blue and green – she was now working on pink.  Dave had a Budweiser and wondered about the calling card the old guy left with him at the Mercer School parking lot.  He thought he might still have it in his wallet.  The food came, Paelle for Dave, some Cuban concoction for Holli.  Holli was blitzed, and used her condition to justify playing footsie with Dave.  Dave was totally preoccupied with the old guy and the Pontiac and the whole scene at Mercer School.  ‘What really happened at Shaker later that day’ he thought.  ‘Was the old guy right?  Did I have some magical power to strike anyone out with a 55 mile per hour “fast” ball?  Oh shit, this is ridiculous.’ And he quickly returned his full attention to Holli, who  had worked one of her feet up on the inside of Dave’s thigh.  By now, Dave was used to all the attention Holli would get, but at least no one yet, had asked for ‘Sharon Stone’s’ autograph.

      When they left the restaurant it was about 10.  Coming from Cleveland that afternoon, the warm, slightly humid night breeze felt good.  Holli was completely bombed, clinging mightily to David’s arm just to stay erect.  She was acting a little tipsy. They walked along the streets of Ybor City, looking in all the shops selling mostly chachkas (Yiddish for nick knacks) with a Latin flavor.  They walked along the river walk on the Hillsboro River.  

At one point Holli climbed on Dave’s back, piggy-back style yelling, “getty-up Bob Feller”.  She was bombed!  It was quite a spectacle and would have been considered downright stupid behavior if Holli Morgan wasn’t so goddamn beautiful.  Beautiful people like Holli and Dave can do and act pretty much how they want.  

     Dave could feel Holli’s firm breasts pressed against his back, her long legs wrapped around the front of his body, her hands strO.K.ing his chest – and that damn New West.  Dave was completely aroused, and asked Holli to “dismount”.  She held his hand as they started to walk back towards where they had parked the car.  

     “I think I better drive back to the hotel,” Dave said.

     “You can’t, remember? I’m the only driver insured on the rental agreement.”

     “Holli, you’re in no shape to drive back to the Marriott.  C’mon, give me the keys.”

     Holli took the car keys out of her purse and taunted Dave to get them.  She put them behind her back.  She dangled them from one side to the other.  She put them behind her back again, and Dave grabbed them, both his arms around her.  She broke away from him, took the car key off the key ring and before she placed half the key between her lips, she dared him to take it now.  He reached his hand up to take the key away from her mouth, but she withdrew it quickly before he could grab it.  Then she said, he could have the key and drive if he took it from her lips, with his lips and she put it back in her mouth, half the key extended out.  Just before he attempted to take the key out with his lips, she withdrew the key, opened her mouth, grabbed the back of his head and kissed him passionately. And that damn perfume.  Dave was helpless.  Sharon Stone strikes again.  

     Dave drove back to the Marriott.  There was little conversation.  Holli had her head nestled against Dave’s shoulder, her hand was on his thigh, which she was gently strO.K.ing.  They arrived at the Marriott and Dave parked near the back of the hotel.  They got out of the car and headed towards the front.  Holli gently held Dave’s hand.  Dave looked down at Holli’s face. The sodium vapor lights in the parking lot, which cast that eerie white light on everything, lit up Holli Morgan’s face up like a statue in the Louvre. 

She stopped walking and drew down on Dave’s hand.  Dave stopped and she turned around to face him, now holding both his hands.

     “Dave, would you come back to my room and spend the night with me?” She just blurted out.  She moved closer to him and was barely touching his body with hers.  Dave was flustered and nervous and at a loss for words.

    “Geeze, Holli, I mean, I’m a married man.  I’ve been faithful to my wife.  I don’t know. I mean you’re simply stunning and bright and funny and….” Dave’s words tailed off into silence.

    “Hey Dave, take it easy.” She came back.  “I just thought we could have a good time tonight.  I’m not trying to break up any marriage here.  To be truthful, I find it difficult to believe that a man that looks like you hasn’t taken up this offer before.  But look, I admire you, truthfully.  But I’ll tell you this, this is the first time I’ve been turned down after I’ve offered to fuck a man’s brains out.  And believe me Dave, that’s what I would have done to you tonight, Fuck your goddamn brains out  - and believe me I can do just that.”

     Now she pressed up against his body tightly and felt his complete arousal and smiled to herself.  Goddamn that New West.

     Dave suggested they go back to his room instead, thinking what most married men considered at a time like this.  ‘What if the wife calls and I’m not in my room?’  Holli knew this was the case and was expecting to wind up in Dave’s room.

     Holli Morgan made good on her promise – twice.  Not that Dave’s brains were strewn all over the room, but figuratively they were.  Of course Dave wasn’t thinking much with his brains that evening, he was, figuratively speaking, thinking with another piece of his anatomy.  Actually, I think it would be accurate to say Dave was literally thinking with his schmuck, most of that evening.   They lay in the king size bed, buck naked, as the expression goes.  Dave lying on his back, sweating profusely, starring at the ceiling.  Holli, snuggled next to Dave, one leg wrapped around his like the ritually mating of two snakes.  Her one arm strewn across his chest.  He could feel the air from her heavy breathing on his ears.

     “You were good tonight Dave Schwartz. Very good! What are you thinking about?” inquired Holli.

     “Nothing really, just trying to recoup,” he sighed.

    “Oh c’mon, you must be thinking about something.”

    “No, I don’t know.  You know, just thinking and wondering.” Dave answered her.

     “Wondering? Wondering about what?” Holli said.

     “ The affair and where we go from here, and you know whether we should…I don’t know.  His voice dropped off.

    “Affair!” Holli raised her voice a little.  “What affair?  Are we having an affair? I thought all we did was sleep together.  Where do we go from here?” she repeated the question.  “We go to J&J and then back to Cleveland.”  There was a  coolness in her voice.  Dave didn’t like it.

     “Good” Dave said.  “Because you know I really do love my wife and I don’t think I….”  Holli quickly interrupted before Dave finished his last words.

   “Oh shit, Dave.  Am I gonna get the guilt trip lecture now?  Spare me, please,” her voice now dripping with sarcasm.  “Tell me something Dave.  Why is it that married men always feel so damn guilty AFTER they screw me.  Huh?  I mean, did you feel guilty this evening when I patted your tight butt?  Did you feel guilty when I jumped on your back and rubbed my tits into you?  Did you feel guilty when we kissed, our mouths open wide enough to stick out tongues down each other’s throat.  Or how about on the ride back to the hotel when I was rubbing the inside of your thigh.  Did you feel guilty any of those times, Dave?  Why do you guys always feel guilty after, after, after.  Is there some implicit past tense associated with guilt?  You can’t feel guilty before you fuck me, only after.  How goddamn convenient of you Dave.  Does it help your conscience to feel guilt afterwards?”   

     During Hollie’s soliloquy, Dave noticed a coolness, and a mean spiritedness continue to build.  It was spoO.K.y, almost too Sharon-Stone-like, in one of her fem fatal movies.  He was about to respond, when the phone rang and startled Dave to his soul.  It was almost two in the morning, and Dave was sure it was his wife.  Reflexively he put his hand over Holli’s mouth and let the phone ring two more times to collect his thoughts.  Holli tore his hand away from her mouth in a very unkindly way, rolled away from Dave  as he picked up the phone.

     “Hello” Dave said in a fake voice trying to mimic like he just woke up from a sound sleep. 

    “Yes, hello,” came the voice from the other end.  “Is this Dave Schwartz, the man who participated in the contest last evening and struck out Omar Vizquel?

     “Yes it is.” Dave drew a sigh of relief.  “Who is this?’

     “Dave, this is Mark Shapiro,”  (yeah, right, Sha Pie Ro Dave thought to himself) General Manager of the Cleveland Indians.  So sorry to bother you at this time of night, but Dave I really need your help if you’ll just hear me out, O.K.?

     “Sure, Mark, what’s this all about?”  Dave responded sounding like he and Shapiro were good buddies.

     “Well Mr. Schwartz”  Shapiro continued.

     “Dave, please just call me Dave.”

     “Oh sure, Dave.  Well Dave, you’re going to find this hard to believe I’m sure.  But we thought for sure Omar struck out on purpose, you know, just to be, well, generous with the club’s money.  We certainly didn’t tell him to blow it on purpose.  Omar swears he tried to hit your pitches, but couldn’t.  As slow as they were.  Now Omar’s all upset and thinks he’s loosing it and maybe he should retire, so we need your help.”

     “Sure,” replied Dave.  “But what the hell can I do?”

    “Well”, Mark Shapiro quickly responded, “how about coming back to Clearwater and throwing some pitches to Omar so he can hit the shit out of them?  Can you do that for Omar, for the Indians?”

     “I’d be happy to.  I’d love to.  But I have to be at Johnson and Johnson tomorrow and then we’re, I’m,” he quickly corrected himself. “I mean I’m going back to Cleveland.  So I don’t know when we could do it?  Pitch to Omar.”

     “How about coming down to the park right now,” Mark Shapiro pleaded.

    “Now, you mean right now, it’s almost 2 in the morning.” Dave said, incredulously.

    “No problem, we’ll turn on the lights, Omar is right here beside me.” (You could hear Omar exclaim in the background. “hello amigo”) and you’ll be out of here in 15 minutes.  And don’t think Mr. Dolan and I wouldn’t be ready to properly compensate you for your time.  How does two box seats for all the home games this year sound, Mr. Schwartz.”

     “I’ll be there in 30 minutes.” Dave answered .

     “Great, Dave, we certainly appreciate this.” (Omar in the background said “gracias, muchas gracias, amigo”).  “See you in 30 minutes,”  Shapiro said.

     Dave hung up the phone and thought to himself, ‘Two box seat tickets to every Indian’s home game? Big fucking deal!  The team will be lucky to play .400 ball this summer.’

     He explained what just transpired to Holli, although she could figure out what was happening from just Dave’s half of the conversation.  He asked to borrow the car, but she insisted on driving and being there.  He said wouldn’t that look funny, him being there at 3 in the morning with a woman who couldn’t be introduced as his wife.

    “Hey Dave,” she said in a very sarcastic condescending manner.  “How about just telling him the truth about how I rented the car and it’s only insured to be driven by me, so I had to come.  You don’t really have to tell him the part about fucking your brains out this evening - unless of course you want to.  I really don’t care.”

    They quickly dressed and got the car and headed back over Tampa Bay for the third time this evening.  They arrived in the Indian’s training center in Clearwater just before 2:30 A.M.  The stadium was completely lighted.  Omar, Shapiro, Ellis Burks and Larry Dolan were all waiting in the parking lot when Holli and Dave pulled up and parked directly in front of them.  They all made the proper introductions, Dave left out the part about brain fucking, and they entered the playing field.  A catcher was already behind the plate.  Holli went up into the stands on the third base side.  Dolan and Shapiro stood right behind home plate just behind the catcher, but far enough away so as not to require a mask and padding in case of a foul tip.  Dave went out to the pitchers mound.  The scoreboard was lit up like a Christmas tree.  Someone was manning the radar gun.

    “Want to take some practice”? Shapiro Inquired.

    “No,” answered Dave.  “I’m ready”.  And Omar went to the plate, batting from the right side of home plate this time, not the left, against the right-handed Dave Schwartz, like he did earlier that evening.

     Omar was no more successful against Dave than he was earlier in the evening, or I guess the previous day since it was already 3 in the morning.  Three pitches – three swings – three misses.  Omar just shook. his head and walked away.  Dave looked to the ground, looked back up towards the catcher, Shapiro and Dolan, shrugged his shoulders in an “I don’t understand it either” manner and started walking away from the mound.

     “Hey Dave!” hollered Mark Shapiro.  “Would you mind pitching to Ellis Burks, he wants a crack at you.”

     “Sure, no problem,” answered Dave and slowly walked back to the mound.  Dave was as confused as anyone.  Well, maybe not quite as confused.  He had a possible explanation for all this, but it was so outlandish, he dared mention anything about the old guy in the Stetson with the Pontiac, at least until he had a chance to talk with him.  He hoped he could remember where he put that business card with the Pittsburgh phone number.  Ellis Burks stepped to the plate.

      Dave thought how bizarre this whole scene was.  Here it is 3 in the morning at the Cleveland Indians spring training site in Clearwater Florida.  Here was one Dave Schwartz, almost 50 years old, standing on the mound in front of the owner and general manager of a Major League baseball franchise, in what for all appearances was a tryout. In the stands watching all this is one, Sharon Stone, who he had just slept with.  ‘It must be a dream,’ Dave thought.  That’s it.  It must be a goddamn dream.  Dave was in a reverie, which was broken by Ellis Burks.

     “Hey Dave, you gonna pitch or just stand there and daydream?” hollered Burks, which was a difficult thing to do – daydream at three in the morning. “I ain’t no Omar Vizquel.”

     Then something came over Dave.  His humbleness all of a sudden disappeared.  He decided he’d just go with it, whatever “it” was.  He hollered back at Ellis.  “Well you ain’t gonna do any better than Omar, smart guy.”  And proceeded to get Burks to swing and miss at 3, 56 mile per hour “fast” balls.

     Burks was stunned.  He almost screwed himself into the batter’s box on his last swing. He turned back to Dolan and Shapiro.  “The kid, must be throwing some kind of a spitter.”

    “The ‘kid’, is 50 years old,” 

     Dave hollered back, “Not yet, I’m still 49.” 

     “49, sorry Dave,” Shapiro corrected himself.  “And that ball is coming in so fucking straight you could hang cloths on it.”

     Burks was getting as nervous as Omar was, who was watching all this with his keen, critical baseball eyes.  “He’s not throwing any spitter, Ellis, let’s see you go one more time.  Is that O.K. Dave?” Omar inquired.

     “Sure Omar,” said Dave, now very comfortable being on a first name basis with a potential Hall of Fame shortstop.  And Dave proceeded to strike out Ellis Burks on three straight pitches, which sent Ellis into a ballistic rage.

     “Fuck this shit!” Ellis fumed.  And proceeded to fling his bat into the Indian’s dugout where it rattled around the concrete.  He walked off the field, leaving Shapiro, Dolan and Vizquel standing behind the plate talking quietly with the catcher, whose name was Laker.  Dave couldn’t make out a word.  Then Mark Shapiro called Dave over to the plate.

     “Thanks for your time Dave, we really appreciate this.  We hope it wasn’t too much of an inconvenience.  We’ll get your season tickets to you next week.  I think we have your name and address on the application you filled out for the contest last night. But just to be sure why don’t you give me your phone number in Cleveland.  Let’s see, you live in Cleveland Heights, is that right?”

     “That’s right,” answered Dave.  “In the Roxboro area”

     “Oh, that’s not far from where I live in Little Italy,” said Mark.

     “You mean you’re not going to sign me to a contract today?” Dave said, mockingly.  Trying to lighten things up from the tenseness created by the uncertainty of the entire episode and Burks’ final temper tantrum.

     “Well, Dave”, Mark quickly responded.  “We’re not sure we’re in the market for a 50 year old rookie pitcher, but we’ll let you know.  We’ll be in touch.”

     “49,” Dave quickly corrected Mark.

     “That’s right, 49, I keep forgetting,” Mark said.

     They all shook hands and Dave went up into the stands to get Holli, who was taking all of this in.  They walked back to the car and drove back across Tampa Bay for the 4th time in 24 hours.  They got back to the Marriott in 25 minutes.  They slept in their own rooms and decided to meet for breakfast at 7.  They had to be at the meeting at Johnson and Johnson at 9 that morning.  It was a 25-mile drive to Tarpon Springs where the research center was located.

     Dave was waiting in the restaurant for Holli that morning.  He was wearing a Khaki colored suit.  His swarthy complexion, always giving him a perennial tan, played well against the light khaki color. He was getting a stare or two, himself, from the female patrons as they walked into the room.  Then Holli Morgan entered the room.  Holli Morgan never just walked into a room, she made an entrance into a room.  She looked spectacular.  She had on some type of a navy blue pants suit made of some type of a silk like material.  Her lightly streaked short straight blond hair set off perfectly by the dark navy blue.  The cloths hung on Holli like you’d see in a mannequin in a fancy department store.  It was a perfect business-like outfit, but leave it to Holli to be sure her sexuality and sensuality found a subtle way to be noticed, while maintaining a business-like presence.  The material of her suit hung nicely where it should and clung nicely where it had to.

     They ate leisurely and talked about how they would handle the presentation they prepared back in Cleveland.  Dave was a little self conscious about last night and their encounter.  Holli was totally unaffected and indifferent.  She was cool, almost aloof.  Almost like she had already forgotten about it. She was something, thought Dave.

     They arrived at the plant in Tarpon  Springs, fifteen minutes early for the meeting.  Dave was greeted warmly by the J&J representatives he had worked with over the years.  He introduced them to Holli.  They tried their best not to be surprised by her beauty and her incredible presence, but to no avail.  The meeting began at exactly 9.  J&J opened the meeting and introduced the H.K. Ferguson representatives and soon handed the meeting over to Dave.  Dave’s fine peripheral vision working overtime.  The J&J contingent trying to focus on Dave, but frequently wandering over to Holli’s direction.  Holli sat there stoic and attentive to every word Dave spoke.  She would comment only when asked to by Dave or someone from J&J.  Everyone could see she was as intelligent as she was beautiful.  Soon it would be her turn to take over the meeting.  Dave was talking about the possible structural problems of the research addition, what with sinkholes and water tables.  Holli would take over when they got to the specific architectural topics – boy would she ever.  Dave’s presentation took about half an hour.  He was quite the consummate salesman himself, but only because he was such a capable structural engineer - his contributions to J&J well known by most of the people sitting around the table.  Now it was Holli Morgan’s turn.

     She stood up to go in front of the table with her Power Point presentation.  All 5 feet six inches of her – streaked short blond hair set off nicely by the navy blue pants suit, clinging and hanging in all the right spots.  She had a commanding visual presence, but it paled in comparison to her presentation and ability to adlib and answer questions off the cuff.  

    First she suggested a possible cantilevered structure over the large pond near the research cafeteria, for the new library.  Then she sketched her concept on the board with different color magic markers.  When she finished, it looked like something that could have been entered in the May art show at the Cleveland Museum of Art.  It was quite simply, a dazzling performance.  And that’s exactly what it was – a performance, not a presentation. 

      Dave was stupefied with mouth open like everyone else at the table.   In point of fact, this is where Holli Morgan really “fucked Dave’s brains out,” not in the Marriott Hotel, but right there in the J&J conference room at their research center in Tarpon Springs, Florida.

     Dave was infinite in his praise for Holli on the drive back to the Marriott.  She accepted graciously, but was a bit cool towards him.  Dave thought she acted like his mother and wife used to accuse him of acting when he went hitless in two softball games on a Sunday morning. I guess you could say, Holli was aungablausin.   They decided to see if they could catch a flight that night so they could be home that evening instead of waiting till Friday morning, when they were scheduled to leave Tampa.  Dave especially wanted to avoid another evening at the hotel, and Holli seemed just as eager.  Dave was surprised about the lack of conversation centering around the Cleveland Indian’s activities.  Dave was a pretty modest individual and didn’t like to talk about himself or his accomplishments.  But he thought Holli would pursue that line of questioning, after all he did strike out Omar Vizquel twice and Ellis Burks twice.  And she was responsible for the entire episode since she was the person who signed him up for the pitching contest in the first place.  But they spoke not a word about either the bedroom activities, nor the pitching mound activities.  If Holli directed any conversation, it was strictly about the work for J&J.

    They got on a 7 o’clock flight back to Cleveland, but didn’t bother to arrange their seating next to one another this time.  They sat in their assigned seats, Dave near the front of the plane, Holli near the back.  They made no contact during the flight.  Dave’s mind immediately focused on the old guy and his phone number on the blank business card.  He decided after the recent exhibition at 3 in the morning at the Indians spring training site in Clearwater, he had to contact the old fellow now, and decided he would as soon as he got back to Cleveland.  He started to drift off to sleep, thinking about his infidelity to Angela.  He worried about the fact that he didn’t use protection.  Would Angela be able to sense something different in his behavior?  If he got a sexually transmitted disease, how long before he would know?  Could he avoid sex with Angela for that length of time without raising suspicion?  He was a neophyte at all this.  He and Angela always made love the day he came back from a trip, except when the boys were young and living at home.  Since they both left for college, it was automatic. 

     He woke up and became very nervous and felt very guilty.  Holli was right he thought, guilt does imply a past tense.  The plane was landing at the Cleveland Hopkins Airport.  He waited for Holli in the terminal till she came off the plane.  It seemed to take an eternity.  The walk to the parking garage did take an eternity.  The talk was mostly small talk.  They got to the garage and took the elevator up to the roof where their cars were parked, two spaces apart.  They both opened their respective trunks and put their luggage and computers away, and then Holli walked over towards Dave, standing there again bathed in the whiteness of the light only those sodium vapor lights can produce.

    “You know Dave,” she began, “If you don’t mind, let me make a helpful suggestion next time you decide to have an “affair” (and boy did she lay sarcasm on that word!) with another woman.  Try your best to forget the guilty part after you finish fucking her.  It might make you feel better about your infidelity, but it makes her feel like shit.”  She paused to collect her thoughts.“ It’s really too bad too.  Because I thought we had a lot more going than just the sex, which was great by the way, don’t get me wrong.  After our presentation at J&J I think we both saw each other in a different light.  But you’ll always have that guilt thing going, Dave Schwartz.  Even if you don’t mention it, I’ll feel it.  And quite frankly, I just don’t feel like putting up with it.  See ya tomorrow at the office” 

    She quickly walked back to her car without giving Dave any chance to respond, which he wasn’t planning on doing, because he knew everything Holli said was exactly correct.  He would always feel guilty, there was nothing he could do about that.  That’s the way he was. Problem was, he loved Angela Cirelli Schwartz very much.  And there was nothing he could do about that either. He watched her pull away and then started his Malibu, left the garage, paid his parking toll, and headed out towards Interstate 71 north to Cleveland.  He hadn’t realized how down right cold it was and quickly turned on the car heater.  It was starting to snow very lightly, that wonderful lake effect this area of the country was privy to, he thought.  Coming from the warmth of Tampa he was surprised how cold it was.  But he shouldn’t have been.  This was March, and this was Cleveland. 

Chapter 10

     Dave got back to his house in Cleveland Heights around 10:30.  As he drove up Cedar Hill, the snow was coming down a little harder, as it always did up in the heights.  He turned off Fairmount Boulevard, a tree-lined, four-lane, divided road with 75-year-old Tudor mansions, on to the more modest West St. James.  The lights were still on in the living room and Dave could make out the silhouette of Angela against the drawn curtains.  He became nervous, wondering how the rest of the evening would unfold, especially in the bedroom.  Angela got up when she saw the headlights briefly flash through the living room.  It startled her momentarily, she was just about to nod off.  She went to the side door to let Dave in the house.

      “The boys called and said they’re coming in for your 50th birthday party next month.” She said as she gave him a hug and a peck on the cheek.

     “Is that how you greet your husband after three strenuous days out of town?  Remind him he’s going to be 50 next month.”  Dave said.

     “Hey Dave, getting to 50 is not such a traumatic experience.  Get over it Dave.  What does your mother always say?  “’The alternative to celebrating your birthday is not very pleasant.’”

    He must have held Angela a little tighter, squeezed a little longer, than usual cause Angela said.  “Wow, it must have been a helluva trip, what happened down in Tampa, did you loose a client or what?” He stiffened momentarily, then let Angela go.

     “No, it was just a little tiring, and then that damn Cleveland weather hits us as soon as we get back into town.”

    “Hey David, this is Cleveland Ohio and this is March, and you’ve only been living here almost 50 YEARS. Get used to it and get over it.”  

    “Angela you are so sensitive and compassionate and understanding.” Dave said, sarcasm dripping on every word.  I certainly hope we get a little more compassion when we get in bed tonight.”  He continued with a twinkle in his eye, still not having figured out how he will handle the situation soon to unfold.  

      “Hey Dave, don’t get too excited.  Remember what time of the month it is? Maybe that 50-year-old milestone is having an effect on your memory.”  She smiled and turned away to walk back into the kitchen.  He thought for a moment what the date was and when he realized it was that time of month for Angela, the tension and anxiety immediately released.  He damn near breathed an audible sigh of relief.  

     “I know damn well what time of the month it is, but all you think about, Angela Cirelli Schwartz is sex.  Sex. Sex. Sex.”  The release of tension and anxiety allowing Dave to be more relaxed.

     “Sex. Sex. Sex?”  Angela repeated.  “Why David Benjamin Schwartz, I thought that was the main reason you married me, wasn’t it?

    “Actually, Angela Cirelli, it was the only reason.  Can you give me a better one?”

    “Not really.”  And Angela and Dave went upstairs, compassionately, to bed.  

          Friday morning, Dave was already working at his desk at HK Ferguson by 7 o’clock.   And so was Holli Morgan.  They were professional and business-like in everything they did that day, including their presentation to John Tanner, the Vice President of Engineering.  Dave mentioned the terrific job Holli did for HKF with her presentation.  Tanner mentioned J&J had called that Thursday and pretty much told him they would award the job to HKF.  When they left Tanner’s office Dave mentioned that maybe they should celebrate their hard won victory over lunch.  Holli didn’t think that would be such a good idea, and Dave got the hint and the message loud and strong. 

     Dave was starting to think about the A-shaw softball practice Sunday morning and how his new first basemen’s mitt would perform,or more accurately, how he would perform.  He suddenly remembered he wanted to see if he could call that old guy with the Stetson and Pontiac.  He found the business card with the Pittsburgh phone number in his glove compartment - just were he thought he left it.  He was going to call that morning, but the meeting with Tanner and Holli, especially Holli, made him forget.  

     He slowly dialed the Pittsburgh number wondering what he’d find at the other end of the line.  The phone rang three times and then a voice came over the phone indicating the number had been discontinued.  ‘Just great’, he thought to himself.  ‘Now I’m really screwed, the guy probably gave up on me anyhow.’  It annoyed him for the rest of the day.

     That night he and Angela went to dinner in Little Italy and caught the Cleveland Orchestra.  Saturday, Dave stopped over at his mother and father’s house in South Euclid.  Bernie was technically still a salesman, but approaching 82, he was basically retired.  Dave never tired of talking baseball with his dad.  They always had some crusade going.  They hated the idea of a DH.  Said it made the manager useless.  Just didn’t like the whole concept and were happy the National League never adopted it.  They never missed an opportunity to go to bat for Pete Rose and his quest, and baseball’s obligation, to be put in the Hall of Fame.  Dave’s old man would rant and rave with all sorts of rhetorical questions.  He would start his diatribe in a calm even-tempered rational manner, but when he finished he was almost psychotic:

       “Isn’t one of the major objectives in baseball to get a hit?”  “If you get more hits than anyone who has ever played the game, how can’t you go immediately, directly into the Hall?”  I don’t give a shit what he did or didn’t do!”  “I don’t give a crap if he bet on the game!”  “I don’t care if he was arrested for rape and murder, goddamnit, that doesn’t have anything to do with baseball ability!”  “THE MAN GOT MORE HITS THAN ANYONE IN THE GAME OF BASEBALL FROM TIME IMMEMORIAL!!!” 

THEY GAVE THE GODDAMN NOBEL PEACE PRICE TO THAT JACKASS KISSINGER, FOR CHRIST’S SAKE, WHAT SENSE DID THAT MAKE!!??”

    Dave ate it up when his dad talked like that.  Dave would carry on his dad’s mantra during softball practice.  Anyone who played with the A-Shaw team long enough, could give Dave’s talks, verbatim. They even had them categorized on almost any sports subject.  There was the “Golf isn’t a sport” speech.  The “Why isn’t Pete Rose in the Hall of Fame speech.”  “Pitching isn’t as good today” speech.  “The D H is a crock of shit” speech.  “Baseball players were better in the ‘50’s” speech.  “Football is played by Neanderthals” speech.  And of course, the ever popular: “Does Bob Costas have any idea of what the fuck he’s talking about” speech.   Mel Morris would shut Dave up at least once almost every practice for some of the lectures he could spontaneously give.  It was really hilarious, when Mel would imitate Dave and one of his speeches, right in front of Dave and the team.  Dave would always say, “hey c’mon Mel I don’t sound like that”  Answered immediately by the chorus of his teammates.  “The fuck you don’t!”

     After visiting his folks Dave took a ride past the Shaker Heights baseball field, then drove up near his old house on Chelton Road, then headed back towards West St. James.  Angela was working in the yard, dressed in shorts and a tee shirt.  Angela could still turn a few heads in her own right, and Dave wondered, as he pulled in the driveway, how the hell he ever cheated on her.  That too was a rhetorical thought.  He knew damn well how he could cheat on her, because he did, but he swore in his own mind, it would never happen again.  He thought about a line in a poem that was Angela’s favorite by T.S. Eliot, “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock” and would use that as his justification for his infidelities.  “Is it perfume from a dress, that makes me so digress?” ‘Damn that New West, he thought to himself as he got out of his Malibu.

     “How’s your mom and dad?” Angela asked as she dug up the vegetable garden.

     “Fine,” Dave responded.  “She wants to know if you’re gonna make the matzo balls for Passover this year.  Says she’s getting to old to make them.”

     “That’s what she says every year.  I’ll call her.  We’ll make them together like we did last year,” Angela said. “By the way, someone called from Pittsburgh, but hung up when I answered the phone.  I got his number on the caller I.D. if you want to call it.”

    “Pittsburgh?”  Dave said. “I wasn’t expecting any call from Pittsburgh, probably a wrong ….”  And instantly Dave thought about the Pontiac and the Stetson and the old guy.  “Is the number still on the caller I.D. ?”

     “Yep” Angela answered.  And Dave walked in the house and went right to the phone with the caller I.D.

     There was the exact, same Pittsburgh number he tried to call at HKF but said it was discontinued, so he called it right back and proceeded to get the same discontinued message he got at work.  This is starting to get very weird he thought.  He went to get his new first baseman’s mitt.  It still had the new softball in the pocket.  He went out in the backyard, and like he did as a child, he threw himself some pop-ups, throwing the ball almost straight up in the air, higher and higher.  He wanted to go back over to his parents and play some catch with his dad.  This is something he always did as a kid when he wanted to clear his mind.  ‘C’mon dad let’s play some catch’ the 7 year old with Major League dreams in his head would beckon Bernie Schwartz.  His dad never turned that request down. Never. No matter what he might be doing.  He long ago stopped asking his dad to throw him a baseball, but that’s the way he felt today.  Maybe at softball practice tomorrow, things would get cleared up.  He always looked forward to baseball practice, even approaching 50 years of age.

     Sunday morning, one week later in March, but nothing had changed when David Schwartz woke up around 7 to get ready for softball practice at Mercer.  One  week closer to spring, but it was still dark and dreary and cold in Cleveland, Ohio.  Dave was eager to try out his new first basemen’s glove.  Mel  Morris was usually the first to show up at the field, but Dave thought he’d get a jump on Mel and left before 7:30.  Mercer was a 15 minute ride from West St. James.  Angela was still asleep when Dave drove out of the driveway.

     Dave hadn’t told a sooul about his experiences in Tampa, sexual or otherwise.  His striking out of Omar Vizquel and Ellis Burks, under the mysterious circumstances surrounding his pitching exhibition, was known only to Holli and the Indians present for the 3 A.M. tryout.  Besides, thought Dave, no one in their right mind would believe a story like that anyhow.  Telling anyone at baseball practice would just add to the legend of Dave Schwartz the baseball loony. When he got to the Mercer parking lot, Mel was just unpacking all the gear from his station wagon.  He pulled right next to Mel and got out of the car and put on his shoes.  He first threw his new mitt right at Mel, causing Mel to drop a bag of old softballs and catch Dave’s new glove.  The softballs rolled out of the bag and over the parking lot.  Dave ran after them to scoop them up.

     “Well, it looks like you’ve taken the position change to heart.” Mel said, as he looked over the new first basemen’s mitt.

     “It was either that, or look for another team to play with.” Dave casually remarked.

     “That’s probably right Dave, after 20 years, you know me pretty well. No hard feelings pal”

     “Absolutely none, Mel.  You know I would have done the same thing.” Dave said.

     “That’s for sure,” answered Mel.  Changing the subject quickly, he said,  “Dave this is our year.  I feel it.  I feel it in my bones. We’re gonna beat those bastards at local 880 this year for the league championship.  I just know it.”

     “If we don’t, we’ll have to take it to our graves, cause I think this is the last year for me.  Angela said she can’t put up with our behavior anymore, after we loose or go hitless on a Sunday.” Dave said.

     “Yeah, my wife ,too, is getting a little sick of it.  So this is definitely the last hurrah for the A-Shaw softball team,”  Mel said. 

     Just then Alan Jay and Carl Kaplan came flying into the parking lot.  The New York contingent always came together to practice and to the games.  Now all four original members of the A-Shaw softball team were getting ready for practice.  The four loonies were getting ready for their final season.  If they only knew what was in store for them that summer.  If the city of Cleveland knew what was in store for them that summer.  If the nation, as a whole knew, what was in store for them that summer, they may have reconsidered.  But the gears were in motion, there was no stopping the events which would soon unfold.

     The rest of the A-Shaw team soon showed up, including their new shortstop.  Mel started as usual with infield practice.  He hit the ball on the ground around the infield starting at third.  “O.K., let’s get one,” Mel yelled out.

    Dave liked the looks of this team.  Every position was solid.  Everyone could play.  Mel went around the infield for a second time.  This time hitting the grounders a little harder.  Again no errors.  Mel liked what he saw, too.  A third time around the infield, and then Mel would begin his “situation” drill.  He’d set up certain infield and game situations and see if the infielders had the right instincts for the right play.  Just as he was about to hit a grounder to Dave, with one out and a hypothetical man on third, Dave, in his peripheral vision, saw the 1950’s vintage powder blue Pontiac pull into the parking lot.  The old guy, still in his Stetson, was behind the wheel.  Dave momentarily lost his bead on the grounder, the ball took a bad hop and rolled right through his legs into right field.  Alan Jay made the next mistake.

     “Oh, Oh, shades of Bill Buckner,” shouted Jay, as ball rolled right between Dave’s legs.

     The response was immediate.  “Go fuck yourself, Jay,” screamed Dave.  The inference was almost too much for Dave to bear.  Buckner (unfairly) credited with  Boston’s World Series loss; Schwartz credited with two championship losses.  Al Jay didn’t mean it the way Dave took it.  But it was way too late for those types of explanations.

     “Fuck you Schwartz, don’t be so goddamn sensitive,” Jay hollered back.

     Mel Morris stepped in right away.  “Hey c’mon children, could we practice a little baseball?” But Schwartz was on a rampage now.  This was baseball talk, and Dave was going to explain the Bill Buckner situation to anyone and everyone within ear shot.  This would come under Dave’s baseball lecture:  “Why Bill Buckner was unfairly vilified and should be in the Hall of Fame.”  Lot’s of the original A-Shaw team players could give that lecture as good as Dave.  Mel Morris could do it better than Dave.  So again, as Dave was going into lecture mode, Mel stepped in.

     “Dave, please, we know.  Bill Buckner didn’t loose that game or the World Series.  We know Bill Buckner played 20 years in the Majors and carried a batting average over 300.  We know that those statistics alone should get him into the Hall.  We know he was unfairly vilified and that his family was even damaged by that grounder and its legacy.”

    It sounded like Mel was on a roll, so Carl Kaplan stepped in.   “Would both you guys shut the fuck up so we could practice a little softball.”

     Tensions eased and practice continued.  Mel went to the outfield and outfield practice commenced.  After about an hour batting practice would begin.  Dave was the first up and he was still pissed with the Buckner comment, so he batted lefty.  When Dave was pissed, he liked to bat from the left, because he could hit the ball much farther as a lefty.  A natural right-handed batter can hit the ball farther batting from the  left side  because the power arm, the one that draws the bat through the ball, is the right arm when batting lefty.  Consequently the right arm on a right-handed person is stronger, so if you connect, the ball goes farther.

      “If you connect” is the operative phrase.  Because  for a natural right-handed batter, it’s the right hand that directs the location of the bat, so you will have more consistency in making contact if you let your power arm direct bat location.  For a fast pitched game like hardball, you really need consistency more than power, but in softball, it doesn’t matter as much.  So Dave went to bat from the left side, because he was pissed and wanted to hit the crap out of the ball.  Now Mel was pissed and told Dave to quit screwing around and bat righty.  Dave paid no attention.  Dave hit the first pitch deep to right over the right fielders head probably 300 feet.  It would have gone over the fence in most softball parks in Cleveland.  Dave proceeded to give Mel the finger, and trotted  around the bases.  Mel was not pleased and as Dave rounded third he heard Mel say,  “Maybe you think you should play with Pyramid Café this summer.”

     Pyramid Café was a team composed of softball mutants from the West Side of Cleveland with a national powerhouse reputation.  They almost always won the local softball championships at the end of the season.  They qualified for the national slow pitch championship every year, winning it three times in the early 1980’s.  Their reputation and prowess had waned a bit in the last ten years, but they were still a dominant force on the local softball scene.

     Everyone on the Pyramid Café softball team could “jack” a home run, as the expression goes.  Everyone!  The shortstop, the pitcher, the catcher, anyone coming off the bench, they could all hit a home run.  They were all huge.  All over 220 pounds.  They didn’t have much finesse as far as real baseball players go.  Their fielding prowess was adequate.  They won by merely bludgeoning the other team to death  with home runs.  It was incredible the home run display they could put on.  Dave and Mel would sometimes travel to the West Side at a place called Softball World that the ex-owner of  the Cleveland Cavaliers basketball team, Ted Stepien built. 

      Softball World was a first class operation and had 4 softball fields – fences, lights, scoreboards, stands, concessions.  Cleveland, Ohio was considered a real Mecca for softball and had nationally recognized teams, Pyramid Café being the most recognizable.  

     Dave and Mel once saw Pyramid Café score nine straight runs their first time at bat, on nine straight home runs, before the first out was made, by the pitcher.  If you tried out for the Pyramid Café team, you simply had to hit the ball over the fence, consistently.  Mel Morris used to make the comment, that when you tried out for the Pyramid Café team, you had to bring your wife.  Because she also had to be able to hit the ball over the fence – and from the looks of some of the wives, that didn’t appear to be too difficult a task.  

     The second year the A-Shaw team was in the JCC league, when Mel and Dave and Allan and Carl were all in their early 30’s, they qualified for the softball championships at Ted Stepien’s Softball World.  That year they lost to locale 880 in the JCC finals.  The first time Dave made his two errors in the last inning to loose the game.  A-Shaw’s first game was with Pyramid Café.  Mel was just hoping that Pyramid Café would have an off-night, because the 10 run rule was in effect.  If any team was behind by ten runs after five innings, the game was over.  The only way to keep the score close with Pyramid Café, was to jack some homeruns yourself, to keep the high scoring game close. 

     There certainly wasn’t any kind of strategy one employed in a slow pitch softball game, (pitch this guy high and tight).  But on occasion, even in slow pitch high arc softball, an entire team couldn’t hit the damn ball.  The entire team was like under a spell.  It happened several times with A-Shaw, but it even happened to Pyramid Café.  Sometimes Mel or Dave would check the sports pages on Monday in the Plain Dealer and see a Pyramid Café score of 6 to 5.  So that’s all Mel and Dave could hope for.  And sure enough that’s exactly what happened.  Neither team could hit the ball, so all of a sudden defense became of paramount importance.  Dave Schwartz was making plays that garnered the applause of every member of Pyramid Café.  He was spectacular that day in the field.  You simply couldn’t get a ball by him.  Dave Schwartz would rather make a great play in the field than hit a home run.  And he was making one great play after another.

     A-Shaw was actually winning 3 to 2 until the bottom of the seventh when, unfortunately, Pyramid Café woke from their slumber, found their range, and jacked two straight homers to end the game.  Except for the fight in the parking lot after the game, it was considered a moral victory for the A-Shaw team. Here’s what happened.

     Most of the players for Pyramid Café had crucifixes dangling outside their uniforms.  Several members of the A-Shaw team had Stars of David dangling outside their tee shirts. (Mel never bought full uniforms for his teams, just ugly green tee shirts with A-Shaw in large white block letters printed across the backs)  The New York contingent of Allan Jay and Carl Kaplan would wear their Stars of David most prominently.  Throughout the game, Pyramid’s third basemen was making anti-Semitic comments and gestures.  He went out of his way to insult Allan Jay.  As the game stayed close through the latter innings, the comments and gestures became more frequent and strident.  (“I didn’t know you Jews played baseball, I thought that all you Sheenies played with was money.”)

     Allan Jay was born and bred in Queen’s New York.  His parents were both Holocaust survivors.  Jay knew Mel through his association at Park Synagogue where both families belonged.  Allan was not your stereotypical New Yorker.  Quite the contrary, he was quite modest, self-deprecating, and basically quiet.  Who knew how violent and down right scary the guy could be when provoked by anti-Semitic taunts.

     After five innings of incessant comments from Pyramid’s third basemen, Al Jay, who played third base the for the A-Shaw team, walked over to Pyramid’s bench between innings and said something to this guy.  Everyone thought a fight was going to break out then and there, but no, Jay calmly walked away, and the game continued.  But the anti –Semitic comments got even worse.

     Allan Jay was not a very big fellow.  He weighed maybe 165 pounds, and was just shy  of six feet tall.  Rumor had it he was a member of the JDL, the Jewish Defense League, a loose rather rag tag organization of Jews, determined never to let a Holocaust situation happen again.  “Never Again” was their mantra.  Jay never admitted to being a member, but often solicited other team members to come to JDL meetings.  Dave went once, because he liked Al Jay, but told his wife Angela, after attending the clandestine meeting, except for Al Jay and himself, he wasn’t sure any of the other attendees could pass a saliva test.

    In some respects, Al Jay frightened Dave and Mel.  He possessed an intense, introspective, demeanor, just below the surface that was, at times, down right scary. Dave attributed that and his sometimes moody disposition to his parents Holocaust experiences.

But they all liked Al Jay, who could be funnier than Woody Allen, with that same deadpan delivery.  They did get a little sick and tired of his stick-ball escapades, which he played on the streets of New York.  With Carl Kaplan, the other native New Yorker, they could talk about their stick ball prowess ad nauseam.  

     The scene in the Softball World parking lot after the game looked like it came right out of West Side Story – both teams in their uniforms gathered behind each protagonist. The fight between the two third basemen, lasted all of maybe 5 seconds.  The 6 foot 4, 250 pound Pyramid Café third baseman dropping like the proverbial sack of shit after Al Jay stepped aside the charging bull and dropped him with a ferocious right to the side of his temple.  Several Pyramid Café players came over to the A-Shaw team and apologized for their third basemen.  No one looked at Albert Herman Jay the same way again.  He earned a new respect from everyone, including the Pyramid Café national champs.

    Dave couldn’t wait to get practice over with that day.  The elderly gent was assuming his position – leaning back against the hood of the powder blue Pontiac while holding onto the hood ornament bust of Chief Pontiac, properly attired in his Stetson and camel hair coat.  Dave would wait till the rest of the A-Shaw team left the parking lot before he would approach the old guy.  It was almost noon before Mel finally collected all the equipment and gear leaving Dave, the old guy, and the 1950 powder blue Pontiac convertible in the school parking lot.  Dave had already changed his shoes and started walking towards the old gentleman, he looked older than before.  It seemed to Dave, a year’s worth of events transpired since he saw him last, which was only last Sunday.

     “I tried to call you at the Pittsburgh number, but it kept saying the number was disconnected,” Dave said as he walked over to the Pontiac.

     “Maybe you dialed the wrong number by mistake,” the old guy replied.

     “I guess that’s possible,” replied Dave.  Not really believing he could have dialed the number incorrectly, repeatedly.  “Did you call my home the other day?”

     “Yep, that was me.  I think your wife answered, so I just hung up.  No real need to talk to her.  I’m sure you haven’t told anyone what happened in Florida yet.  Did You?”

    “No, not yet” Dave said.  “Could you tell me what the hell is going on here.  I’m a bit confused.”

     “Confused about what?” the old guy answered.

     “Confused about what?” Dave repeated the question incredulously.  “How about being confused about striking out Omar Vizquel twice and Ellis twice, for starters.  I’d say that would be pretty confusing to anyone.”

     “Evidently you didn’t believe me last week when I told you the Indians would be taking a serious look at you.  And you’d be heading for a pretty incredible 50th birthday this year.  And this year would be an incredible year for you and Cleveland and the country.  Do you believe me now, Dave?”  he asked.

    “All of that is going to happen just because I struck out Omar Vizquel.  That could have just been a lucky strikeout.”  Dave said.

    “How about the second strikeout?  Was that luck too?”  the old man answered back..

    “Could have been.” replied Dave.

    “How bout Ellis Burks and those heavy hitters at Shaker High? I suppose that was luck too?”

     “So what are you trying to tell me, old man, that no one can hit my 56 mile per hour fast ball.  You expect me to believe that?”

     “No one’s hit it yet, have they?  You think all six of those strikeouts were just luck?  I don’t think someone as savvy as you are about baseball, Dave, would ever believe that all those strikeouts were just happenstance.”  The old guy replied.

     “So what are you saying?  No one can hit Dave Schwartz. He’s un-hittable? You really expect me to buy into that? C’mon old man.” Dave was loosing patience.

    “That’s exactly what I’m saying.” The old man quickly replied.  “It’s even more remarkable than that.  All you can throw are strikes Dave. And no one, absolutely no one will even get their bat on the ball.  No foul tip.  No foul balls.  Nothing. Zip. Nada.  You throw six pitches, you’ll strike out two players.  You throw 9, you’ll strike out three, and you throw 81 pitches, David Benjamin Schwartz, you strike out 27 players.”

    “Old man, with all due respect, you’re out of you’re fucking mind.” Dave said politely.

     “Well you doubted me last week, Dave.  And since then you’ve struck out six batters, four of those strikeouts were to major league ballplayers. You want to attribute that to coincidence, be my guest,” the old man was slowly making his point.

     “Hey I got it.  This is all a dream.  This is the Devil and Daniel Webster story, or the Damn Yankees play, right?  I get this incredible gift, the ability to strike out anyone on the planets, but then I have to sell my soul. Right?  This is gonna cost me my soul or life or something.” Dave jO.K.ingly said.

    “Let’s not get carried away here, Dave.  It’s not gonna cost you your life or your soul.  But there will be a price to pay.  There always is for fame, Dave.  Just ask Tiger Woods. And Dave you are about to be famous.  Perhaps the most famous person on this planet.  Tiger Woods will pale by comparison.  But only if you decide to go along.  Will you go along Dave?”

     “Sure old man, I’ll play along for a while.  What do I have to do next?”  Dave asked. 

     “Nothing Dave.  You don’t have to do anything.  The Indians woes will provide all the reasons necessary to continue this plot.  Just like the pitching contest down in Clearwater, you’ll figure out what comes next.  Eventually, you’ll be contacted by the Tribe brass.  They will have no choice but to get in touch with you.  April will be a miserable month for the Cleveland Indians, Dave. And then the insanity will begin.  Trust me on this one, Dave.”  And the old man got in his car and left the Mercer school parking lot.  Leaving David Benjamin Schwartz, partially bemused, partially amused, and totally confused. 

Chapter 11 
     If March of 2003 rolled in like a lion, then it rolled out like a tiger.  At 12 midnight on March 31st, Cleveland had three inches of freshly fallen snow on the ground.  April 1st was a Sunday, and it looked like Mel Morris would have to call off softball practice.  You had to show up to Mercer school no matter what, unless you received an official call from Mel or Dave or Carl or Al Jay saying softball practice was called off, regardless of the weather.  Sometimes these four loonies liked to have a skull session if the weather was inclement – inclement, defined by Mel Morris.  The skull sessions would usually be held at Jack’s Delicatessen, about a mile and half from Mercer on Green Road.  Here Mel and his triumvirate would hold court, discussing strategies etc. of the coming softball season.  If you thought this was a stupid or frivolous activity – you would wind up playing for another team that summer.  I did mention several times, that Mel and his Triumvirate were wacko, didn’t I?

    This Sunday, Mel called everyone and cancelled practice.  The first game of the softball season would be next Sunday, so Mel called a practice for Wednesday at 5:30.  Since Daylight Savings Time would be in effect, there would be plenty of light to finish a 2-hour practice.  Dave was excited to begin a new season.  This one would most likely be his last.  It seemed fitting to turn fifty and then declare that his baseball career would “officially” be over, or so he thought.  He wondered what he would do to replace an activity that was a large part of his life since he was five years old.  

     Golf was out of the question.  He thought it was a stupid sport.  He didn’t even consider it a sport.  He thought most of the people he knew who played golf were either snobs or jerks or cheats, usually all three at the same time. The irony is that Dave Schwartz was not a bad golfer.  He played maybe 20 times in his life, but his athletic ability allowed him to damn near play boggy golf.  Still he thought the game was a waste of time and discounted all that television bullshit about how honorably the game was played.  As far as he could tell, on any given Sunday, on any given golf course, 90% of the people on the course cheated at some time during the round.  They either moved the ball to improve a lie, miscounted their strokes or simply didn’t know the rules or didn’t much care about them.  He reasoned that the professional golfers on tour were “honorable” because 3 million people watching on TV and 40,000 people following in the galleries could see their every move.  So they couldn’t cheat, otherwise he surmised, they most likely would.  

     Dave didn’t like golf or golfers – amateurs, professionals or weekend duffers.  Thought they were crybabies, especially the pro’s.  How aggravated they seemed to get when the slightest noise from the crowd broke their concentration on a putt or a drive and they would turn in the direction of the noise with a scowl and often a tirade.  Tiger Woods seemed to be the most proficient at both, Dave thought that was a crock of shit.  If Omar Vizquel could face Pedro Marinez’s 96 mile-per-hour fast ball, fluttering like a butterfly as it came towards the plate, with 47,000 screaming fans, and maintain his concentration enough to even get his bat on the ball. Then why couldn’t Tiger hit a stationary ball with the same crowd noise?  And don’t tell Dave about how hard it is to hit a golf ball, or that bullshit about “Yeah but we have to play all our foul balls,” an apocryphal line from that con-artist, Sam Snead when comparing hitting a baseball and a golf ball with Ted Williams.  So golf would never be a substitute for baseball for David Benjamin Schwartz.

     Dave and Holli took two more trips together down to Tampa in March.  The first one was quite strained, and Dave asked to get two cars.  Gina, Mr Tanner’s secretary refused at first, saying Johnson & Johnson would never approve the cost, but Dave said he would take care of that if there was a problem.  There wasn’t, so Dave and Holli didn’t even meet for dinner on that first trip.  

     The second trip was a bit more interesting.  They shared one rental car, but made sure both were registered to drive it.  Holli seemed to be more cordial right from the flight to Tampa.  Her whole demeanor was different.  She  wasn’t the ice-lady, professional, business-women she pretended to be after that first trip to Tampa.  Or maybe she wasn’t pretending, maybe she was in fact that cold and austere, pretending to be flirtatious and friendly like she was that first trip.  She was a real puzzle to Dave, and this bothered him.  He liked to figure people out.  He prided himself on being able to do that.  In his business, it was a necessary attribute.  Phonies and bullshitters in the engineering and construction trade were a portend for eventual disaster.  So it annoyed him that he couldn’t figure out one Holli Morgan.  But damn she was nice to look at and smell – and incredible in bed.  In fact, she was incredible in and out of bed when she wanted to be. 

     On this trip to Tampa she seemed to be morphing back into that seductress and temptress that lured poor David Schwartz, at the age of 49, into his very first infidelity.  A direct descendent of the Sirens that lured Ulysses and his shipmates onto the rocks of the Bosporus. 

     That first night in Tampa they decided to eat at the restaurant in the hotel.  Dave was waiting for her at a table facing the entrance to the restaurant.  He didn’t really need to face the entrance to see her coming, all he had to do was look at the people already sitting and eating.  One by one they looked up as she entered the room.  ‘Boy she sure could make an entrance,’ Dave thought to himself. 

      During the course of the dinner, while they were talking about how their presentation to J&J would go, Holli slipped her foot out of one of her sandals and started to stroke Dave’s thigh – the inside of his thigh.  The conversation soon strayed away from business and J&J and started to get personal.  She couldn’t use  alcohol as an excuse because neither Dave nor her had any drinks.  Finally, she just placed her bare foot right on Dave’s crotch. Holli Morgan was good with her feet.  He was completely aroused and she smiled and they both knew where they were headed next, except this time Holli convinced Dave to sleep in her room.  A big mistake, and Dave knew it.  He left the phone in his room off the hook, just in case.

     The Cleveland Indian’s first game was in Baltimore on April 5th.  Their exhibition season was nothing to brag about.  But then again, exhibition wins and losses mean nothing.  Major League teams use the spring training season for hopefully finding a diamond in the minor league rough.  They give their minor league hopefuls a lot of playing time during the exhibition season.  Of course in the Indian’s case, the whole damn team was a minor league hopeful.  The Indians split their series in Baltimore, losing the first game, winning the second.  The third was snowed out.  They came back to Cleveland to play their home opener with Chicago.  The weather was bright and cheerful, but cold. The opener wasn’t sold out, an omen of bad things to come.  Hope springs eternal is the saying, but it would take more than hope to even pretend the 2003 Indian’s even had a chance to be competitive.  It would take a séance at the minimum, and most likely a miracle.  Little did they and the city of Cleveland know, but a miracle was on its way.

     It would be difficult to describe how miserable the Cleveland Indians were in the month of April.  Bernie Schwartz couldn’t even watch them on TV.  ‘How could they, in good conscience,  put a team like this together and pretend they were playing in the Major’s” Bernie Schwartz would rant and rave.  (Bernie Schwartz was a professional ranter and raver, when it came to baseball.)  The sports writers were having a field day ripping Shapiro and Dolan.  They deserved every criticism.  “Come watch the Indian’s grow” was a sales pitch that lasted all of one week before it was ridiculed into oblivion.  After a seven game losing streak, the front page of the sports section of the Cleveland Plain Dealer had a picture of Omar Vizquel sitting alone on the bench, looking – well looking aungablausim, as Helen Schwartz would say.  It was pathetic.  The team batting average was .185.  Some astute fan, writing to the editor of the sports page noted that collectively, the Cleveland Indians couldn’t bat their weight.  And another fan noted that was even with Sabathia’s weight listed at 265 pounds, his real weight of over 300 pounds made the statistic even worse

   The crowds at the Jake were  somewhere in the 15,000  range and getting lower each successive game.  Season ticket sales were 15,000 that year, but already fans weren’t even showing up for their seats.  Dolan’s stock holdings in his cable company were tanking fast, like the rest of the communications stocks.  And this was only April.  The Indians were barely playing .300 baseball. At their present pace they would loose 120 games this season.  Crowds would soon be looking like the old Cleveland Municipal Stadium.  And it wouldn’t start in August or September, but June or July, maybe even by the middle of May.  Something had to be done, fast.

     On the other hand, the A-Shaw softball team in the JCC league was having a spectacular April.  Their first doubleheader of the season was with their nemesis, Local 880.  Mel wanted to send them a message that first game, and a message he did send them.  The ten run rule made the game only 5 innings.  A-Shaw played an errorless game – almost a miracle in softball, especially considering the condition of many of the ball fields they played on.  Mel and Dave and Carl and Al Jay loved to play an errorless game of softball.  Dave was spectacular at first base.  Having the foul line protecting his left side, a side he always had trouble moving to, he made some spectacular plays – and he was 4 for 4 at the plate.  No chance to test his pledge of never again coming home aungablausin. They won the second game too.  This one went all 7 innings. Dave went 4 for 4 again, but made an error at first when a ball took a bad hop and hit him in the mouth.  He was worried the next few days.  The last time that happened, back in college, he spent two days getting a lower front tooth drilled.  The ball killed a nerve in his front tooth, so he sat through two days of root canal.  He was spared the agony this time. 

      The new shortstop was even better, and he could hit the crap out of the ball.  A-Shaw, finally had a legitimate home run hitter.  Dave’s dad even came to the games.  He long ago stopped watching his sons play baseball, but would occasionally come to one of Dave’s softball games.  Angela came too and sat with the wives of the other loonies.   She was happier than Dave with his fielding and batting prowess.  She never believed for a minute that he wouldn’t come home brooding if he had a bad day in the field or at the plate.  The month of April was much kinder to the A-Shaw softball team than the Cleveland Indians.  A-Shaw went 6 and 0 in April, one weekend got rained out.  Cleveland lost 7 straight ball games in April and barely played .300 ball.  Something had to be done.  Something would be done.

     At 9 o’clock, Monday morning , April 30th, Larry Dolan had his secretary get Mark Shapiro in his office for a lengthy chat.  Dolan had the front sports page turned around on his desk so Shapiro would see it when he sat down.  There was the lonely picture of Omar Vizquel sitting in the dugout looking very aungablausin.  Shapiro walked in, sensing something was about to happen.  It was.

     Dolan didn’t wait very long.  Before Shapiro even sat down, “Well, Mark, what are we gonna do about this team?”

    “Larry, it’s early in the season.  I don’t think any moves would be advisable just yet.”  Shapiro sat down glancing at the picture of Omar.

     “How long would you advise we wait?” Dolan shot back impatiently.

     “Well I would at least wait till the end of May.”

     “End of May? Christ, by then we could be 30 games out of first place! End of May is too late Mark.  I want to put fans in the seats now.  Right now! You want to tell me your plans for getting more people in our empty seats?”

     “Well Mr. Dolan, we did say this would be a rebuilding year.  It’s gonna take some time to get people familiar with our players and lineup.  Letting our younger players develop.  We’re almost starting from scratch.”

     “Godamnit Mark.”  Dolan was getting excited now.  “I don’t want to hear those excuses.  Starting from scratch?  Shit I paid 350 million dollars for this team!  Now I’ve got an idea and I want to bounce it off you.  I know what your initial reaction is gonna be, but hear me out.” Dolan started to calm down and regain his composure.

     “I want you to call that guy who struck out Omar and Burks during spring training.  What was his name?  Stein or Cohen or Schwartz or something like that.”

     “But Mr. Dolan you …” Mark interrupted.

     “Just a second Mark, let me finish this, I’ll give you a chance,” Dolan quickly responded to Mark’s interruption.  “Now I want you to get a hold of this fellow and talk to him and bring him down to our offices.  Maybe we can get him to pitch to a few more players in our batting cages downstairs.  But I want him in here and I want to talk to him and maybe, just maybe we’ll sign him to a minor league contract, or, who knows, we just might sign him up to a rookie contract with the Indians.  I don’t know exactly what we’ll do.  Just bring him in - today if possible - but definitely by the end of the week.”

     This time Mark Shapiro let his boss finish his comments, then waited a few seconds to be sure he was done, then in a calm manner he replied.  “Mr Dolan, with all due respect, we can’t just bring on board a 50 year old rookie pitcher, with absolutely no minor league experience.  We’ll be the laughing stock of the Major Leagues.”

     “We already are the laughing stock of the Major Leagues,” Dolan interrupted.

     “Look Mr. Dolan, please let’s give this some more thought.  This is going to be interpreted as some kind of a stunt, a gimmick.  The sports writers all over the country will have a field day with this.  They’ll compare you to Bill Veeck when he signed up a midget and brought him up to the majors as an automatic walk.  They’ll just ridicule the hell out of us.  The guy is 50 years old!!”

     “Well, correct me if I’m wrong, but the last time Cleveland won a World Series, and people were dancing the length of Euclid Avenue, I believe one Bill Veeck was the owner of the team.  So that comparison would be most welcome,”  Dolan interrupted.

     Shapiro continued again.  “Mr Dolan, please, let’s just wait a couple of weeks on this.  Let’s think it through.”  It was obvious Shapiro was also thinking about his own reputation and career. How might this tarnish his career in baseball?  After all, Mark Shapiro came from a well-respected baseball family.  His father was a GM for Baltimore.  His uncle was an agent for many of the Major League players.  But to no avail.  Dolan was persistent – even adamant.

     “Mark,” Dolan continued, almost as if he never heard Shapiro’s pleas,  “You get that guy in here today.  Today, Mark.  You call him on the phone as soon as you leave my office.”  Dolan’s voice getting more strident with each sentence.  “You get him on the phone today.  And you ask him to come down to talk to us.  You get Omar and Burks to come to the meeting.  Now either you call him, or I’ll call him.  And if I call him, that means we’ll have two General Managers on this club.  And, we sure as hell don’t need two general managers, now do we Mark?”

     The threat was neither subtle nor implicit.  It was a direct threat and Shapiro took it that way –which he was well advised to do. Dolan was unpredictable, what with his entire business empire imploding before his very eyes.  Mark Shapiro could either call David Benjamin Schwartz immediately, or he could begin looking for employment elsewhere.  And, so he went back to his office and looked up Dave Schwartz’s phone number.  He called his home first because that was the number Dave gave them in Clearwater and talked briefly with Angela, asking for Dave’s phone number at H.K. Ferguson.  He then dialed Dave at work.  In was 10:30 in the morning, April 30th.

Chapter 12

     It was 7 in the morning on April 30th, when Dave Schwartz got to his desk.  He saw a note from John Tanner the Vice President of Engineering.  He recognized the handwriting.  The note said that Holli Morgan quit that Friday evening.  She gave no notice.  She just walked into Tanner’s office at 5 and told him she was leaving.  She gave no reason other than she had another opportunity back in Pittsburgh with her previous employer.  She said she could not give two weeks notice because she had to start work that Monday.  Tanner wanted to know from Dave if there was any other reason and asked him to come to his office at 9:30 that morning.  Both knew J&J would not be pleased with Holli Morgan leaving the company.

     After their last sexual encounter in Tampa in March, Holli could feel Dave getting those old guilt feelings back. She wasn’t about to put up with it and they had a long conversation about their future over a two-hour lunch.  That was the first week in April.  After that, it was back to the ice-lady impersonation, but Dave thought they had an understanding, and the rest of April went rather smoothly. In fact, they had made several more trips back to Tarpon Springs and J&J.  Things went well.  During those trips to Tampa, they dinned together every evening over pleasant conversation.  Dave thought they had an understanding, evidently they didn’t – or so Dave thought after he read Tanner’s note.  In a strange way, Dave felt relieved she was gone.  Tanner was worried about J&J but Dave knew he could explain it and keep the contract in tact – even if Holli tried to take it away with her firm in Pittsburgh.  From the tone of Tanner’s note, he was not as confident as Dave.

    In addition to Tanner’s note, Dave had a postcard from Pittsburgh on his desk.  On the card was a very cryptic message, and Dave knew immediately it was from the old guy with the Pontiac.  The post card had a number written on it with the message,  “The solution to your pitching dilemma is a Diophantine Equation” The number in large print was “747”.

    Dave immediately forgot about Tanner’s note.  He was completely absorbed by the riddle.  He knew it had something to do with the number of pitches and the length of time he would posses this “gift” of striking out batters.  Dave had a mathematics minor at Cornell and seriously entertained going on for a Ph.D. in mathematics.  So, he was determined to solve the puzzle presented by the old guy, whose name he still didn’t know.  He did know however, that any solution to a Diophantine Equation had to have integer solutions, i.e. no fractional numbered answers, just whole numbers as possible solutions -1,2,3,4  etc. He first divided the number by three, an obvious choice, as three strikes comprised one out.  Success.  When divided by three he got 248.  So he surmised correctly, he could strike out 248 batters.  He then divided that number by 81, the theoretical number of batters one could strike out in a nine-inning game.  But, that answer resulted in a number composed of a decimal, impossible for a Diophantine solution. He played some more with the numbers and then it struck him.  He would subtract out the four batters he faced between the Shaker Heights baseball team and Omar and Burks.  Six strikeouts total.  Then he would divide by 81, and bingo, the integer solution of 9.  Nine, he thought to himself, the old guy has given me nine complete games to pitch if I strikeout the side for 9 innings.  ‘Incredible’  he thought to himself.  ‘Just incredible’

As the Walter Mitty reverie continued, the phone rang.  

     “This is Gina, come on down, Mr. Tanner would like to see you,”  bellowed Gina Terikidis.

     “Yeah, O.K. Gina, I’ll be right down.”  God he hated hearing her voice and that message early in the morning.

     He assured Tanner that he would call J&J and make sure Holli’s departure wouldn’t cause any strain on the relationship with HKF.  He would make a trip there towards the end of the week.  Tanner and Dave agreed, a face to face meeting would be required.  Dave walked back to his office, and played some more with the Diophantine equations he set up with the number, 747.  The only solution he kept on getting was 9.  That had to be what the old guy was hinting at.  Dave Schwartz could pitch nine complete 9-inning games, striking out the side for all nine innings.  He thought the whole thing was ridiculous and ludicrous  and no one would ever believe it.  ‘But damnit,’ he thought to himself, ‘he did strikeout Omar Vizquel and Ellis Burks – twice.’  Again, his phone rang to break him out of his reverie.

     “Is this David Schwartz?” the voice at the other end inquired.

    “ Yes,” replied Dave.

    “Could you please hold for Mr. ShaPieRo?”

     “Sure,” answered Dave. ‘Yeah right Sha-Pie-ro he silently thought to himself.’

     “Dave, this is Mark Shapiro.  How are ya doin?”

     “Just fine Mark.  It’s been a while. How are you doin?”

     “I’m fine Dave.  Hey you must be 50 by now.”

     “No not yet Mark.  Please don’t rush it.  I’ll be 50 next week.” He drew his index finger and thumb along the creases in his cheek along both sides of his nose.  He thought they were becoming a bit more pronounced.  “I thought you’d be calling before this, what with the state of the Cleveland Indians in the month of April,” he said jokingly.

     “Well, it takes time to put together a young team like the Indians.  Be patient, we’ll come around.” Mark  replied, defensively, then continued after a brief pause in a less defensive tone.  “Mr. Dolan and I were talking this morning and we were wondering if you could spare some time.  Perhaps come over for lunch.  You work just down the street at the old post office. Right?”

     “I’d love to Mark.”  The old guy was exactly right he thought.  He told Dave the Indians would get in contact with him.  This must be what he was referring to.  “When would you like to meet for lunch?”

    “Well how bout today?  Can you make it over today?”  Mark inquired.

    “Sure, no problem, Mark.  What time?”

    “Come over about 11:30.  Come to the player’s entrance near Gate A.  I’ll be there to let you in.”

    David Benjamin Schwartz, was visibly shaking after he hung up the phone.  His hands were uncontrollably shaking.  He was so nervous he had to go to the bathroom.  He was in utter disbelief.  He, David Schwartz, was just invited to go over to Jacob’s Field and meet and have lunch with the General Manager, Mark ShaPieRo and owner Larry Dolan.  He would be let in at the player’s entrance.  THE PLAYER’S ENTRANCE! He repeated all of this in his mind.  Is this for real?  Is this really happening?  Who the hell would believe this?  This has got to be a dream.  He kept on repeating all of this to himself as he made the short ten-minute walk from the old post office building to Gate A at Jacobs Field.  The players entrance.  If only Bernie Schwartz could see his son now!  Mark Shapiro was waiting for Dave at Gate A.  He had the attendant unlock the gate.

     This had to be the player’s entrance, Dave thought.  The parking lot had nothing but Hummers, huge SUV’s’, BMW’s and one canary - yellow Ferrari, which belonged to Omar Vizquel.  Omar was famous for driving his yellow Ferrari around town, especially in Little Italy, where he had a favorite restaurant.  Before the Indians played their first World Series game in Cleveland in 1995, Dave saw Omar in his Ferrari about 4 in the afternoon driving away from his favorite restaurant at the corner of Murray Hill and Mayfield.  They opened it early so Omar could eat and get down to the Jake.  He was mobbed when he had to stop at the light at the intersection.

     Dave and Mark worked their way to Dick Jacob’s offices in the administration building, which was attached to the Jake, but faced Ontario street.  They walked along the corridors of the ballpark, occasionally getting glimpses of the infield.  Dave was still in a state of shock, but couldn’t help himself and walked up the ramp to get a better view of the stadium.  He was just like a kid.  Who can ever forget that sight of entering the playing field the first time you went to a Major League game?   The grass always looked greener than any grass in the world, the dirt, a darker, richer, brown then he had ever played on. Sometimes, down at the old lakefront stadium, after they watered the infield just before the start of a game, Dave thought the dirt looked like the fresh coffee grounds his mom would scoop into the coffee-pot every morning. Both the grass and the dirt looked like they were artificially colored, Dave thought.

     Dave remembered that sight when he first walked into the old lakefront stadium, since torn down and replaced with a football stadium for the Browns..  You walked up a ramp from the cold, dank, innards of the steel and concrete and there, just as you got to the top of the ramp, the infield almost exploded into sight, all at once.  The famous Bossard family took care of that infield. Cleveland had the reputation for having the best infield in the Major’s because of the well-known and well-respected Bossard family.  The memories flooded back to Dave Schwartz.  Like most kids who went to their first baseball game, he dreamed of playing on that field one day. 

     “Quite a sight, isn’t?” remarked Mark Shapiro, as they paused to take in the view.

     “Nothing like it. It’s like the first time you take in the grandeur of the Grand Canyon.  You never forget that first view of a Major League ballpark. Never.” Dave paused for a moment, remembering when his father took him to his first Indian’s game.  “ It’s a beautiful ballpark, Mark, but the old Municipal Stadium by the lakefront is the one I’ll always remember most.  How many times me and my dad traipsed from downtown Cleveland, across those railroad tracks, up and down those concrete ramps and into that cavernous stadium.  Always buying a scorecard lineup on the way.  That’s a feeling you can never forget, can you?  You don’t want to forget.”  Dave’s eyes glassed over as they left the sight of the infield and headed for Dolan’s office.

     Dolan’s secretary ushered both Mark and Dave into Dolan’s office, where they took a seat in front of Dolan’s mammoth oak desk.  Larry Dolan had just stepped out, but would be back in a few minutes, his secretary informed them. Except for the huge desk, the rest of the office decorations were rather modest.  Of course the walls were lined with the obligatory sports photographs you would expect to see in a club owner’s office.  Pictures of Larry Dolan with everyone in sports, including one with the President of the United States, George Walker Bush. Sure enough, in a couple of minutes Larry Dolan came back into his office.  Mark Shapiro introducing Dave Schwartz to Larry Dolan for the second time.  The first time was back in March in Clearwater, Florida.

     “Dave, I’m gonna get right to the point and be brutally honest with you.” Dolan said looking directly into Dave Schwartz’s eyes.  “I wanna see if those strikeouts last March were for real, or just plain luck.  And I’m willing to take a chance and sign you up as a Cleveland Indian, today, before you leave this office.  Mark Shapiro thinks I’m nuts.  What do you think?”

    Dave was taken by surprise at Dolan’s very direct approach.   Mark Shapiro was simply overwhelmed.  He had no idea that his boss was that intent on signing Dave, not at least until he pitched to a few more Indians., or proved himself in the minor leagues for a few games.  But here was Dolan, making Dave an offer of unknown details, within minutes of their reunion.  Dolan was nuts, thought Shapiro.

     “Well, Mr. Dolan, you caught me a little off-guard.  I don’t really know what to say.  Perhaps we might discuss in greater detail, exactly what you mean by ‘signing me up today’.  Dave was trying to regain his composure as he answered Dolan.  

     “Dave, I think I’ve been pretty clear.  I want to sign you to a contract to pitch for the Cleveland Indians.  Today, if possible,”  Dolan spoke slowly distinctly and quite clearly.

     “I think what Mr. Dolan means, Dave …” Shapiro tried to chime in before Dolan cut him off.

     “I think Dave knows exactly what I mean Mark.  It requires little if no clarification except for the details of the contract.  I want Dave Schwartz pitching for the Cleveland Indians as soon as possible.  And, goddamnit, I’m’ willing to get it done today, if Mr. Schwartz can see fit to signing with us,”  Dolan looked sternly at Mark Shapiro.

     Dave was totally bewildered.  He had been in Larry Dolan’s presence, for no more than two minutes and was just made an offer to sign with the Cleveland Indians.  He, David Benjamin Schwartz, was asked to sign a contract to pitch for the Cleveland Indians.  When will I wake up and find this whole scene a dream, Dave thought to himself.  He tried to be calm, cool and collected but it was just impossible.  This whole scene was simply too much to even begin to comprehend.  He hesitated for several minutes before he even attempted to answer Larry Dolan.  The several minutes of silence was eerie and deafening. Dave collected his thoughts and tried to answer Dolan and a cowering Mark Shapiro, who was more shocked than Dave by this scene.

    “Mr. Dolan, I am of course flattered to be made an offer to play with the Cleveland Indians.  What Cleveland resident, playing baseball at any age and any level, wouldn’t sell his soul to play for his beloved Indians.”  (‘Sell his soul’ he immediately thought to himself was a poor choice of words.  Because, that is just what he might be doing if he continued on with this.)  Dave was back in control and continued.  “But Mr. Dolan, don’t you think you’re taking quite a chance.  Remember I’ll be fifty years old next week and I’ve only pitched to two Major Leaguers in my life.  I think, before you sign me to any contract, you better hear the whole story and my limitations as a pitcher: You’ve been up front and honest with me.  I can’t be any less up front and honest with you”

    Dave proceeded to tell Mark Shapiro  and Larry Dolan the entire story.  The old guy and the Pontiac at the Mercer School parking lot.  His own initial disbelief.  His venture to the Shaker Heights High School ball diamond.  Striking out two Shaker ball players with his 56 mile per hour fast ball.  That first trip to Tampa and how his associate signed him up for the pitching contest.  (He wisely left out the part about how his associate fucked his brains out.)  He informed them that he could only pitch one year.  That he only had so many pitches he could throw.  He tried to explain about the Diophantine Equations, but he could see that they were already shocked into oblivion, and besides, Diophantine Equations were the last things Mark Shapiro and Larry Dolan wanted to hear about.  He left out nothing.  He told the story just as it happened to him.  He knew that if he just told the truth they would find it totally unbelievable.  They would just assume that he was some kind of a nut.  And so he waited for a response.

     Mark Shapiro was totally speechless.  He wanted Dolan to just throw Dave Schwartz right the hell out of the office.  He had never heard such bullshit before.  And as a GM he had heard his share of bullshit during contract negotiations.  But this was bullshit to a whole new level.  If he thought Dolan was crazy for bringing Dave in and making him an offer, he thought Dave was just completely out of his fucking mind.  Certainly he could of come up with something better than the fairy tale he just blurted out. 

      Dolan, however, was of a different mind.  After all, Shapiro didn’t just shell out 325 million bucks for the team, and his cable company wasn’t going down the tubes.  In fact Dolan found Dave’s tale so fascinating, not believing a single word of it, of course, he immediately thought of the marketing value of such a tale, should Dave prove to be even 50% of the pitcher he hoped he would.  Dave would be great for the gate, was all Dolan could think of after Dave’s presentation.  Dave waited patiently for a response.  It took a while but Larry Dolan finally responded.

     “Well, Dave, that’s quite a story.  Yes sir, quite a story.  I’m sure you don’t expect myself or Mark to buy any of that bullshit, but maybe you’re doing this to start contract negotiations off on an interesting note.”

     “Mr Dolan, Mr Shapiro, every word I’ve just told you is the absolute truth.”  Dave said, realizing any adult, rational, human being with a modicum of intelligence would reach the conclusion both Shapiro and Dolan reached.  This is so outlandish a tale, how could anyone come up with this bullshit.    

     “O.K., fine Dave, if that’s your story, that’s your story,” replied Dolan.

     “That’s my story, and I’m sticking to it,” Dave interrupted, with a Cheshire cat grin from ear to ear, making reference to the Doctor Pepper advertisement.

     “Dave, that’s fine with us.  You just keep telling that story.  We appreciate your honesty about how long you can play for us.  We wouldn’t want to sign you for more than a year anyway.  The fact that you can pitch the equivalent of nine, nine inning games is O.K. too.  We have no problem there, do we Mark?”

     Mark Shapiro was in a state of shock that bordered on catatonic.  He couldn’t believe what Dave Schwartz had just said, and was in utter denial with what Larry Dolan, his boss was saying.  Both these guys were crazy, Mark thought to himself.

     “Do we Mark?” Dolan repeated after he got no response.

     “Absolutely.  Absolutely no problem, Mr. Dolan.” Shapiro finally uttered, and began thinking immediately where he would begin looking for another job.

     “Look, why don’t we all have lunch here at the restaurant in the stands in left field.  I’m buying.  Then we can hammer out the details of the contract after lunch.  How does that sound?”

    “Sounds good to me Mr. Dolan,” Mark Shapiro responded.

    “O.K. by me, “ Dave said.  “But I’ll have to make a call back at work and let them know I will be delayed this afternoon. Can I use your phone Mr. Dolan?”

    “Be my guest, Dave,” Larry replied.

     They all took off for the restaurant in the left field stands.

     Dave had never been in the huge restaurant located up in the left field seats just past third base extending about half way to the foul poll.  It looked to seat a couple hundred people at least. You had a really great view of the entire field below – especially if you got to sit a table right next to the wall-to-ceiling glass windows,  which is exactly where Larry Dolan, Mark Shapiro and David Benjamin Schwartz, were seated.  There was a good crowd in the restaurant already, and it wasn’t even 12:30.

     Well-wishers and associates alike came to Dolan’s table to wish him and the Indians well this season.  Larry introduced Dave Schwartz as a “friend”.  At this point there wasn’t any need to get into the particulars. And who would believe the “particulars” anyway.  Mark Shapiro, usually a very gregarious and talkative fellow, was reserve and noticeably uncomfortable.  Dave and Larry Dolan, on the other hand were slowly becoming “good buddies”.  Dolan ordered a round of drinks.  Shapiro declined.  Dave ordered his standard Budweiser.  The talk soon centered on the Indians of the past – especially the 1948 and 1954 teams.  Dolan was born and raised in Cleveland.  He attended St Ignatius and was a devoted Indians fan, even when he lived in New York City.  Mark Shapiro, a Baltimore native was third man out during most of the reminiscing over the Indians.  Besides, at age 38 he was too young to even remember that era of baseball – considered by many to be baseball’s finest hour – especially the 1950’s.

    Dave Schwartz and Larry Dolan agreed on almost every topic that came up during the course of their lunch.  ‘The 1950’s was the golden era of baseball.  The player talent has been diluted with the addition of almost twice as many teams. All aspects of the game were better executed back then.  The baseball players of the 50’s were more complete ball players.’ On and on they went, agreeing on every point.  Dolan was in his late sixties.  Dave was approaching 50. But their generation gap wasn’t ever a problem.  You might say Larry Dolan and Dave Schwartz were bonding.  Mark Shapiro was fuming, silently of course, plotting his first call after lunch, most likely to his old boss, former GM of the Indians, John Hart – who was still struggling after two years with his Texas Rangers team.

     Dave astounded Larry Dolan with his intimate knowledge of both the 1948 and 1954 Indians teams, even though he was only born in 1953.  He reminded Dolan, who was a teenager in 1948 that both Al Rosen and Ray Boone were on the 48’ team, but seldom played.  Kenny Keltner was the starting third baseman – best remembered for ending DiMagio’s 56 game hitting streak.  He also reminded Larry Dolan that Hal Newhouser (Prince Hal) was on the 1954 pitching staff.  He listed the starting players at each position on both the 1948 and 1954 Indian’s teams.  He even listed the complete pitching staffs of both teams.  Dolan was impressed.  Shapiro just thought it was part of the con.

    After a second round of drinks, a Martini for Larry, another Budweisser for Dave, nothing for Shapiro,  Dave even made Larry  Dolan laugh out loud and rather raucously, although Dolan’s third Martini may have provoked the sustained laughter, more than Dave’s observation.

     Somehow the conversation wandered towards umpiring skills and the natural comparison between today’s men in blue with those of the 1950’s.  Dave immediately brought up the name of Nestor Shylack, a good ol’ boy from South Carolina who umpired during the 1950’s and 60’s. He was always selected as an American League umpire during the World Series.  Dave liked Nestor Shylack.  Mostly he just liked pronouncing his name and philosophically observed:  “When you’re born and given the name Nestor Shylack, do you really have a choice as to what you will grow up to be? I mean could you really ever become a Doctor Nestor Shylack? Who would dare contemplate going to a brain surgeon named Nestor? Or even a lawyer or an engineer or a teacher.  No way in hell,  (Dave could see he was on a roll now, his third Budweisser was almost finished!) With a moniker like Nestor Shylack, your fate was pretty much sealed, wouldn’t you agree Larry?  No sir, Nestor Shylack wasn’t born to be a Major League umpire, he was NAMED to be a Major League umpire.”  

     Dolan just roared with laughter while downing his third Martini and the bonding appeared to be complete.  Mark Shapiro excused himself. He had to retreat to the bathroom. When he came back to the table he said he had some things to attend to and excused himself once again.  Dolan told him to be in his office at 3 that afternoon to see if they could sign Dave to a contract.  Mark said that was fine and took off for his office where he would immediately begin sounding out other teams about potential,  employment, although this late into a new baseball season prospects would most definitely be limited. He also thought he’d do some investigating to see if this Dave Schwartz character had tried this scam elsewhere in the league, even though it was his brainchild to have that “Strike out your favorite Major Leaguer” contest in Clearwater during the exhibition season. So really, maybe he just had himself to blame.  Shapiro was as confused as Dave Schwartz.  It was a little after 3 in the afternoon when Dave and Larry Dolan returned from lunch.  They both had time to sober up a bit.  Mark Shapiro was already sitting in Larry Dolan’s office.

     “Take a seat Mr. Schwartz, please,” said Larry Dolan taking on a more business-like professional tone, addressing Dave as Mr. Schwartz.  Dave sat down.  “Well Dave,” Dolan continued, “I hope by the end of the day we have a new rookie pitcher on the Indian’s roster.  You know I think the minimum starting salary for a rookie is what, Mark, $200,000 for the season.?”

     “That’s right Larry,” Mark responded.  “I’m wondering though, if maybe Mr. Schwartz wouldn’t like to get some professional advice or assistance, with perhaps an agent or maybe an attorney.”  Mark only making that suggestion to buy some time and check on Dave throughout the league.  Dolan didn’t take it that way at all and couldn’t believe his ears when his own GM was suggesting to a potential draftee to get an agent, or even worse an attorney.  ‘Who the hell is this guy working for?” Dolan thought to himself then immediately interrupted.

    “Oh, I don’t think that will be necessary, Mark.” Dolan shot back.  “You’re Jewish, isn’t that right Dave?” Dolan half inquired.

      Dave immediately didn’t like the direction the conversation was taking, and almost knew what to expect next.  He had been there many times before in the engineering and construction profession with clients and vendors.  A profession not exactly populated with members of the Jewish faith.

     “Yes I am,” Dave answered.   Larry Dolan proceeded to place foot squarely in mouth.  Maybe it was the lingering effects of three Martini’s. It didn’t matter much to Dave, he knew what was coming and he was ready with an answer.

    “Well Dave, I’ve dealt with many Jews in my business.  I’m in the TV entertainment business as I’m sure you know. You Jews do pretty well negotiating by yourselves.”  And in an instant, the three hours of bonding during lunch, the nostalgic conversations about the 1948 and 1954 Indians, the baseball talk, the Nestor Shylack references, all went up in smoke.  But before Dave could fire back at the insult, Mark Shapiro interrupted.

     “I don’t think Mr. Schwartz finds those comments appropriate, Mr. Dolan, and quite frankly neither do I. As a person of the Jewish faith, I personally find that comment offensive.”  There was absolute silence in the room and the chatter of the keyboard in Dolan’s secretary’s office, a constant source of sound, was now also noticeable absent.    

     Dolan broke the silence in a jocular tone, “Oh c’mon fellas, I didn’t mean anything by that, I just meant that Jewish people were usually pretty savvy when it came to business dealings – I work with lots of  Jewish people.”  And the more Dolan ran on the more Mark and Dave Schwartz bonded, a complete reversal of the days previous emotions and loyalties.  Both privately thinking the same thought. ‘Yeah and some of your best friends are blacks,’  “C’mon, what do ya say we just forget it and get on with the negotiations.  I’m sure we’ll come up with something you can live with Dave.”

     “Fine,” was Dave’s icy one word reply.  But now Dave had a plan.  While Dolan was running on about how wonderful the Jews and Jewish race was, Dave decided he had nothing to loose.  He never negotiated his salary raises with his boss at HKF, John Tanner, very well.  Early in his career he just accepted any raise Tanner offered.  Later on, when he realized that all those early raises cost him dearly over the years, he wised up and used his good relationships with clients like J&J to his advantage, but it was really too late in his career to make any kind of monetary difference.  Dave was a mathematician, he understood the concept of compounding and time value of money.  Unfortunately, early in his career, when that understanding made the most difference, he was too enamoured with engineering and building things to pay any attention.  Once Angela got her job with the Navy, it didn’t make that much difference anyway.  Neither Angela or Dave were preoccupied with material things.  They lived well; they lived well enough.  But now, with Dolan’s insensitive, stupid, remarks, and with nothing to , what the hell, if he left Dolan’s office with nothing and didn’t pitch for the Indians, he’d go back to HKF the same way he left that afternoon.  So big deal, he thought.

    This, of course, is the essence of good negotiating.  Go into the negotiations convincing yourself you’ve got nothing to loose.  That’s why an agent can be so successful compared to whom they are representing. They don’t have anything to loose.  So in that instant, Dave Schwartz not only bonded with Mark Shapiro, he turned into Warren Buffet and Donald Trump.

     “Excuse me Mr. Dolan, but besides the minimum $200,000 a year salary, don’t rookies sometimes sign for bonuses?”  Dave calmly inquired.

     “Bonus! You want to sign for a bonus?  You haven’t pitched a single goddamn inning in the Majors let alone the Minors.  And you’re inquiring about a bonus?”  Dolan was visibly annoyed with the hint of a bonus.  Dave remained calm.

     “I’m just inquiring, Mr. Dolan.  After all, if I can guarantee 9 victories, and maybe even set some records and bring people into those empty seats, I’m surely worth more than $200,000 for the year.  An abbreviated year at that.  Maybe you can just pay me more than the 200,000 minimum.”

    “That’s not possible Dave,” answered Mark Shapiro.  “The league rules won’t allow paying a first year rookie more than another veteran player on the team .  You’d have to negotiate anything more than the $200,000 in a bonus.  That’s the league rules.”  Shapiro was now secretly rooting for Dave to get everything he could from Dolan.  Dolan sensed this turn of events and was contemplating firing Shapiro on the spot.  If looks could kill, Shapiro would be dead within the hour.  Dave sensed this reversal of loyalties and immediately spoke up.

    “Look, Mr. Dolan, I’ve been very up front and honest with you.  I didn’t have to tell you my pitching talents wouldn’t last more than a year.  I could easily have let you think otherwise, and taken you to the cleaners during negotiations for a second year.  But I didn’t’ do that.”  (Long dramatic pause) “If for the moment we assume that I can indeed win 9 baseball games, fill empty seats and set some Major League records , then what is that worth to you and the Cleveland Indians? - a hell of a lot more than $200,000, right? But what would I get out of all that extra profit you’d make off my pitching and who knows what else.  So your only risk is $200,000.  I just don’t think that’s fair, and quite frankly, if that’s your offer, I’m outta here and back at my desk at The H.K. Ferguson Company. And we can pretend this day never took place.”

     Absolute silence.  Deafening silence.  An eerie silence.  Dolan was stunned.  Shapiro wanted to applaud.  Dave was brilliant.  His soliloquy could have been written by Shakespeare. Finally Larry Dolan responded.

     “O.K., Dave, if that’s how you feel.  Why don’t you tell me what you think is fair?”

     Mark Shapiro was  leaning in his chair so that only two of the chair’s legs were on the floor as he leaned back against the wall.  Almost like in a comedy scene on Saturday Night Live, upon listening to Dolan’s inquiry to Dave, he almost lost his balance and fell on the floor.  Dave pondered Dolan’s question than began his response.

     “Well, Larry, (he thought a first name basis was now appropriate) let’s do some quick simple mathematics.  Let’s just say I can do what I say I can do.  I’m sure that every game I pitch will be sold out.  If we take your average crowds to date, and I’m sure they will get smaller if your season continues at its present pace, but we can discount that.  I’m sure I can put another 30,000 people in the seats and sell out every game I pitch.  If I can do what I say I can do.  So 9 times 30,000 at say 30 bucks per seat, that roughly comes to, what, 8 million dollars?  And that is an absolute guaranteed minimum number.  So, I’d say I was worth at least a million dollars and that would be after taxes.  I’d say as a starter I’d want 1 million dollars, plus of course the $200,000 minimum yearly salary.  So, that’s probably around 2 million before taxes, give or take a few hundred thousand.”

     More deafening silence.  The term chutzpah was being redefined the more David Schwartz spoke.  Dave Schwartz was talking but couldn’t appreciate what he was saying or how he was presenting himself.  He was nothing short of brilliant.  Mark Shapiro was thinking how fortunate he was that Dave Schwartz didn’t represent any of the Indians during their contract negotiations.

     “You want me to risk 2 million dollars on a 50-year-old untested pitcher?  Is that what I’m hearing, Dave?”  

    “I did strike out Omar and Burks.”

    “Like I said an UNTESTED 50 YEAR OLD ROOKIE!”

    Dave instantly thought of a way out and took control of the conversation again.

    “O.K., Mr. Dolan (he was back to addressing him as Mr. Dolan), I can understand your reluctance to take on a 2 million dollar plus risk.  But someone here is going to have to take a risk, or we’ll get nowhere.  So let me suggest the following, and this is definitely my last offer.  We sign a contract today for 2 million dollars, and you and Mark pick the first game you want me to pitch.  Now I know it would be against Major League rules to stipulate in the contract that I have to give back the bonus if I don’t live up to your expectations, I’m sure that would be interpreted as salary.”

     “That’s right Dave,” confirmed Mark Shapiro.

     “O.K. then, here’s what I’ll do, and this takes some trust on your part.  I pitch that first game, you choose the team.  If I’m not up to your expectations, I keep 200,000 and return the rest.  You get that set up today before I leave, and I’m the first 50 year-old rookie pitcher that the Cleveland Indians ever signed.  And that alone might be worth some valuable publicity.”

     And without missing a beat Larry Dolan piped up. “David Benjamin Schwartz, welcome to the Cleveland Indians.  But, you may have your facts wrong.  You may just be the second 50-year-old rookie pitcher to be signed by the Indians.  It’s quite possible Satchel Paige may have even been older than 50 when Veeck signed him in ‘48.”

    And by 5 o’clock that evening, Dave Schwartz was an official member of the Cleveland Indians.  The palms of his hands were sweating profusely, his heart was racing, and his head was spinning.  Somehow he walked back to the old post office without getting hit by a car as the downtown evening traffic was heading back to the suburbs. Repeating to himself: “I am a Cleveland Indian.  I am a Cleveland Indian.  I am a goddamn Cleveland Indian!”

Chapter 13 
     Dave Schwartz drove home that evening in one of those ether-like states.  When you finally arrive at your destination and you can’t remember a thing about the drive home – whether you stopped at any lights or where you made any turns.  You’re not even sure how the hell you got home.  All you know is that you did.  That’s the condition in which Dave arrived in front of his home on West St. James. 

      His mind raced from one thought to the next.  He wondered if he remembered to tell Larry Dolan to deposit the 2 million-dollar check into a new account he would open up on Tuesday.  He wondered if Holli Morgan really quit because she got another job, and wondered if she would cause any problems with J&J.  He wondered if he should tell Angela about the strange course of events.  Should he tell his dad?  Should he tell anyone? Could he possibly hold out without telling this bizarre story to anyone?  Would anyone believe it?  He decided to just keep everything to himself until the Indians picked a time and place for him to pitch his first major league game. ( ‘Yeah, right’ he thought to himself, ‘my first major league game!’)

    He thought about Holli Morgan and why he didn’t feel any guilt about his dalliance with her.  Unlike Angela, whose youthful indiscretion with the Naval Captain more than 20 years ago had worked itself into a full blown ulcer condition.  Dave didn’t suffer physically or emotionally from the affair, at least not outwardly.  He rationalized this lack of guilt or remorse as a result of his love for Angela, which never for a moment wavered.  He chalked it up to a mid-life-crises and turning 50 and felt the creases along his nose for the umpteenth time that day as he got out of his Malibu and walked into the house.  Angela was in the kitchen making a salad.  He kissed her on the back of her neck as he put his computer down on the kitchen table.

    “Where the hell were you all day?  I tried to call you a half dozen times at work this afternoon,”  Angela seemed perplexed.  

     “I had to take care of some business away from the office.  I’ll tell you about it latter.  You won’t believe what happened this afternoon.  What did you want to tell me that was so pressing?”

     “Nothing important.  Just about your 50th birthday party this Friday.  Mark and Phillip are both coming in from their summer jobs.  And your brother and his “charming” wife will be there but not Judy’s parents.  They have some important function they must attend.  Something to do with their involvement in the Cleveland Council on World Affairs.  No big loss.  Who can take those people for more than 10 minutes.  I can barely stand listening to Judy babble on all night about all her goddamn pretentious activities.”

    “Easy dear, that’s my brother’s wife and family you’re talking about.”

     “Dave, your brother is a great guy, I know you guys are close.  I know you love your brother.  I love your brother.  But how the hell he ever hooked up with that phony bitch is beyond me.  Oh, and by the way, my parents are coming in from Providence.”

     Louis Schwartz was 3 years older than his brother Dave.  Dave idolized his older brother growing up.  Louis was very protective of his younger brother and Louis was no one to trifle with.  He was big and tough and didn’t like to be pushed around, even by the bigger and older boys in the neighborhood.  Louis was a tremendous athlete in his own right.  Good at baseball, but tremendous at tennis.  Except for elementary school, the brothers were never in the same school at the same time.  So when Dave entered 7th grade, Louis went into 10th.  Louis entered college when Dave entered high school.

     Dave never felt like he was always in his brother’s shadow as they went through school.  He never minded being compared to his older brother, either on the baseball diamond or tennis courts or in the classroom, unlike Dave’s two sons, where the younger son Mark, had some real problems with his older brother Phillip’s successes.

    When Dave and Louis were younger and running around the playing fields of Moreland Elementary school, Louis would always include his younger brother in the pickup baseball games.  

     Louis was an excellent student and went off to Columbia to study pre-law.  He could have gotten several tennis scholarships but decided to get an Ivy League education.  This of course put a special financial burden on Helen and Bernie Schwartz.  He was offered a full scholarship to Ohio State based on his second place finish in the high school men’s single’s championship, but declined.  He also had a full academic scholarship to O.S.U.

     Bernie Schwartz was a paint salesman. He worked for a local manufacturer that made paint and roof coatings called Shefield Bronze Corporation.  It was located on Waterloo Road in Cleveland.  He got the job immediately after he had returned home from the war.  Instead of completing college, like he could have done on the GI bill, he decided to work for a local paint manufacturer and start raising a family.

      Bernie Schwartz could have become a Major League ballplayer.  Scouts from several teams came back several times to watch him play at the University of Michigan.  But, like a lot of college-age men of his day, he quit in his senior year to join the Marines.  He didn’t wait to be drafted.  He felt it was his duty to fight this war, and the Nazi treatment of the Jews just inflamed Bernie’s passion to fight even more. And fight he did. 

      The German mine, which severely wounded him in the right leg and would eventually give him his permanent limp - ruining any chances to play ball after the service, didn’t incapacitate him enough to prevent him from rescuing a fellow soldier and earning him a Purple Heart, Bronze Star, Silver Star and the Distinguished Service Cross.  He never talked about his medals.  Bernie Schwartz was a modest fellow.  He never talked about Bernie Schwartz, and passed those enviable traits on to both his sons.

     Bernie was a good salesman and did well, but not well enough to send two sons to Ivy League schools at the same time.  Helen saw the capabilities of her sons early on, and having been toughened and tempered by the depression, she knew they would have to start saving early for their son’s education.

    As the years passed by, Bernie started to do quite well in his job.  But they never moved from their double house on Chelton Rd. because of the realities of sending two boys to college.  They could have moved to a “better” neighborhood and “better” home.  But, Helen and Bernie were both children of the Depression.  They knew what was and was not important in their lives.  A bigger home was not important.  Their sons’ education was.  

     Helen Schwartz never pushed her husband to make a better living.  She never pushed her sons to excel.  The Depression was a great teacher and molder of character.  Helen Schwartz never wanted a bigger car or a bigger home or a bigger anything.  Helen Schwartz figured out the mystery of life.  Helen Siegel Schwartz figured out how to be happy with whatever she had , as long as her family was healthy and happy.  Helen Schwartz understood and practiced the Gestalt philosophy long before the 60’s generation made it campy.  She knew it was never the destination, but always the journey. 

     Louis went from Columbia to Harvard Law School.  He went on a partial scholarship and a student loan.  He went to work at a fancy New York law firm, noted for its liberal Democratic leanings.  One of John Kennedy’s speechwriters was a partner, Ted Sorrenson.  But, Louis soon grew tired of the New York scene and came back to Cleveland where the old-line law firm of Jones and Day (Reavis and Pogue) offered him a job.  He certainly had the right credentials, except for his Jewish heritage, but even Jones Day was eventually dragged into the 20th century, although they probably weren’t too thrilled at first. He met his future wife, Judy Stone, at a function at the Union Club, where the Stone family became one of the first Jewish club members.

     The Stone family first came to Cleveland in the 1850’s.  They were “assimilated” Jews.  Like the Kennedy’s of Boston fame, tried to be “assimilated” Catholics.  The Stone’s were original members of the Oakwood Country Club, which began in 1905, the first Jewish country club in Cleveland, located in Cleveland Heights.  For the “assimilated” Jews of Cleveland, Oakwood was THE country club.  Oakwood was THE ONLY CLUB.  Several other Jewish country clubs opened since the founding of Oakwood, but none with the prestige of Oakwood.  Assimilated Jews were also Reformed Jews, as opposed to Conservative or (God forbid) Orthodox Jews.  The Stones were definitely Reformed Jews, members of Suburban Temple – a temple in name only according to Helen and Bernie Schwartz.  

     When Louis announce he was marrying Judy Stone, both parents were ecstatic, not because Judy Stone was from the well known Stones of Cleveland, but just because she was Jewish.  That’s all Helen and Bernie, mostly Helen, cared about.  But Judy and her parents were never too close with the Schwartz’s.  Judy had a tendency to talk down to Helen, and her parents were just plain aloof, seldom attending any of the usual Jewish holiday dinners like Rosh Hashanah, Pesach, and Hanukah, that Helen Schwartz invited them to. After awhile, the Schwartz’s weren’t even offended by the Stone’s behavior, and Louis seemed happy, and as far as Helen was concerned, that’s all that mattered. Helen, especially, would have been happier if she could have been closer to Judy and her in-laws, but the marriage lasted and produced two beautiful girls – a real departure from the male offspring the Schwartz’s were noted for – and a great grandchild.  Family arguments always ended with the phrase, “Louis is happy –that’s all that counts.”

     Louis got married first and thank God to a Jew.  When Dave announced he was getting married to Angela Cirelli, Helen not only threatened not to attend the wedding, but would immediately begin sitting Shiva the day of the marriage ceremony and continue sitting for a one  week period.  Shiva is the period of mourning Jews set aside to grieve the loss of a family member.  As far as Helen Schwartz was concerned, David died the day he married a non-Jew – a Goy.  Bernie pleaded with Helen not to follow through with her pledge and convinced her to go to the civil ceremony, which she did, reluctantly.  Now here is the great irony.

     Angela Cirelli would eventually become the daughter that Helen Schwartz never had, not Judy Stone.  Not right away. Helen resented Angela, but Angela was always respectful of Helen, regardless of the abuse she took in the beginning of their marriage.  Not verbal abuse, but just the cold shoulder Helen Siegel Schwartz was an expert at throwing.  After Dave and Angela had the two boys, actually after the first child, Helen saw the wonderful mother and wife that Angela became.  Angela never talked down to Helen or Bernie, like Judy Stone had a tendency to do.  Soon Angela was learning to coO.K. all of David’s favorite Jewish foods, and she learned well from her mother how to coO.K. all those Italian specialties Gina Cirelli could create.  And better yet, Helen and Bernie Schwartz and Gina and John Cirelli, united in their effort to protect their children and grandchildren, became quite close. Close enough to travel and take vacations together.   

     Angela Cirelli detested Judy Stone, and didn’t hesitate to share her opinion with anyone who would listen. This was the source and cause of many family feuds between her and Dave.  Judy Stone was beautiful and stupid.  Angela Cirelli was beautiful and smart.  At family gatherings, while Judy was off blabbering about this organization she was in and that function she would attend, Angela couldn’t help but make some smart, sarcastic comment which made Judy look foolish.  Judy was too dumb to pick up on it, but everyone else did, especially her husband, Louis.  He’d call the next day to his mother or Dave, and a domestic squabble would follow.  “He’s my brother, and that’s his wife.  Can’t you just keep quiet.  Do you have to go for the goddamn jugular, Angela.  Can’t you just let it lie, goddamnit.”  And Angela’s simple one word answer was always the same.  “No!”  Which is exactly what Helen Siegel Schwartz would have said if Judy Stone wasn’t married to her son.  Which is exactly why Helen Siegel Schwartz’s support for her son  was less than enthusiastic during those family squabbles.  Which is one reason why, over the years, Helen Siegel Schwartz and Angela Cirelli Schwartz became so close.

     “Angela, honey, please, for me, just let Judy’s stupid, obnoxious comments pass this Friday without any mean, sarcastic, witty, response.  Please!   I just don’t want to get that call the next morning from mom or my brother.”  Dave almost was pleading with his wife.

     “Well, I’ll do my best, dear.  It is your 50th birthday.  But it won’t be easy,” She replied.

     “Damn it Angela, don’t do your best.  Just don’t say anything.”

     “Well you’re always bad-mouthing my sister.”

    “Not in front of her.  Not in a room full of people, for Christ’s sake.”

    “O.K., O.K.. I ‘ll keep my mouth shut.  And you stop saying for ‘Christ’s sake’.  You know how my mother hates when you say that.”

    So Dave and Angela made a pact.  No snide, sarcastic, comments directed towards Judy Schwartz.  And Dave would cease with the “Christ’s sakes” for the rest of the week.

     Thursday of that week Dave went down to Tampa and met with the Project Manager for J&J.  He told her that Holli Morgan had left the company, and a new architect would be on the job by the end of the week.  Holli had not yet called J&J, but you could see the Project Manager was a little disappointed.  Dave was assured that HKF would not be removed from the job, and flew back to Cleveland that evening.

     By Friday, the Cleveland Indians had deposited a check for $2,200,000 into the new brokerage account Dave opened with McDonald, an old line Cleveland brokerage firm that was recently taken over by Key Bank.  Annika Sorenstam had already put the sporting world and indeed the whole world on notice and in an absolute frenzy by playing her first round at a PGA event at the Colonial Tournament just outside Fort Worth, Texas.  She shot an incredible 71 - under pressures Tiger Woods never even faced.  In addition, Cleveland was a buzz when the Cavaliers won first selection in the NBA draft, and picked Lebron James, a local high school phenom  out of Akron, who decided to play pro ball and forego college.  But, both events would pale in comparison and be quickly forgotten by Cleveland and the world by Tuesday of the following week. 

      Tuesday May 7th, 2003, was the first time this year the Indians would play the New York Yankees.  They would play in New York at Yankee Stadium.  And Larry Dolan and Mark Shapiro agreed, this was the proper venue for David Benjamin Schwartz to showcase his talents.  They thought about pitching him at a home game first, but wisely reasoned, the gate would be small no matter where Dave pitched the first time.  It was the second time he pitched that Dolan and Shapiro wanted him to pitch in Cleveland for a maximum crowd.  Again, they reasoned, to pitch Dave in a market which would provide maximum media exposure and hype.  The game with the Yankees would provide all they could ever hope for.  They hadn’t told Dave yet, but they soon would.  They would call Friday morning on his 50th birthday.  They said they wouldn’t announce it till the day of the game.  Sabathia was scheduled to pitch that first game with New York.  They would leave his name on the schedule right until game time before they made the switch.  No one on the Indians team knew that David Benjamin Schwartz was on the squad, except Omar and Ellis Burks, and their new 32-year-old rookie manager, Eric Wedge.  They were all sworn to secrecy.  

     The Indians sent some nondescript pitcher back to Buffalo for more work and announced they would be bringing someone on the team before the New York game.  There was a small blurb in the Plain Dealer sports section on Friday.  No one was the wiser.  Cleveland’s sports maven’s didn’t have a clue as to what was about to happen Tuesday evening.  By 10:30 that night, the sports world, and indeed the entire world would never be the same.  Neither would David Benjamin Schwartz - nor his family.

Chapter 14
     Dave and Angela made love at the stroke of midnight, Friday May 5th.  When they were finished, Angela snuggled up to Dave and wished him a happy birthday and told him he was just as good as he was that first time they became intimate at the Holiday Inn on College Drive in Ithaca, New York.  Dave thought that was faint praise, and after 28 years of marriage, he thought he should have been much better.  To prove his point, they made love again at 5 in the morning.  “Fifty shmifty” he thought to himself and got up to go to the bathroom to get ready for the day.  He looked in the mirror and tried to press back the deepening crease lines along his nose.  He thought he looked younger when he removed them.  He repeated the process several more times and then saw his wife’s silhouette and reflection in the mirror watching him with great amusement.

    “Ya know, plastic surgery would probably remove those lines for, oh, maybe 3 or 4 years.” Angela had sneaked up behind Dave and put her arms around him.

     “Yeah right, I’m gonna get plastic surgery.”

     “Well, you do seemed to be preoccupied with those creases on your face David Schwartz.  I’ve caught you several times running your thumb and finger down those lines.” 

     “You’ll be fifty this fall.  We’ll see how well you take it.”

     She drew her face right next to his as they both stared at their reflection in the bathroom mirror.

     “Yeah, but look.  Not a line or crease.”  She smiled.  “Not too shabby for 49.”

    “O.K. Miss America, can I shave in peace here and get ready for work?”

    “Shave, go shave.  Get ready for work. Go. Did anyone tell you your getting pretty grumpy at your old age.”  She patted him on the rump as she left the bathroom.  “Don’t forget to pick up my folks at the airport this afternoon.  Their plane gets in around 3:30.”

     Dave got into his office just before 7.  Mark Shapiro called at 7:05 and told him about 

his first start at Yankee Stadium, slated for Tuesday.  It would be announced as a pitching

change just before game time, he was informed.  He would not fly with the team 

Monday evening.  Dolan didn’t want any questions from the press until he was sure this 

little experiment was successful.  That was fine with Dave.  He planned on telling 

Angela he had business in New York on Tuesday.  He would tell John Tanner he was 

taking Tuesday off for personal business.  He was nervous the rest of the day.  He

was hoping to hear from the old guy with the Pontiac.  He needed some reassurance.  But

the old guy never called.  He left for the airport around 2:30 to pick up Angela’s parents.

By the time he got back to his home, both boys, Phillip and Mark had arrived home from 

their summer jobs and were already decorating the living room with all kinds of 

reminders people turning fifty don’t necessarily want to be reminded about.  

     The guests starting arriving around 6.  Dave’s mom and dad were the first to arrive.

Then his brother and Judy arrived.  Then Mel Morris and the A-Shaw crowd arrived with

 their wives.  Dave soon forgot that he would be the starting pitcher for the Cleveland 

Indians in less than 72 hours.  Of course the conversation soon centered on baseball. 

How could it do anything else, with Bernie Schwartz and Dave Schwartz and Louis 

Schwartz, and Melvin Morris, Alan Jay and Carl Kaplan.  They all agreed. The Indians were pathetic.  Dave started to think about Tuesday again.  Mel Morris changed the subject to the A-Shaw softball team and thought their chances for a league championship were good.

     Dave’s brother, Louis, reminisced about how he and Dave used to go over to Moreland, school and play a game called strikeout.  During their summer vacation they would get to the playground by 8 in the morning to assure a place against the red brick school building where they would scratch in a rectangular box against the wall with a stone or piece of chalk.  You played strikeout with a tennis ball.  You pitched the tennis ball with all your might, and if the batter either missed or didn’t swing and the ball hit within the rectangle, it was a strike.  (“No way that goddamn ball landed in that box, Dave!!”  “Bullshit Louis, it was two inches inside the line.”) Strikeout required great eyesight and a good bit of honesty.  If you hit the ball over the playground fence into the tennis courts, it was a home run.  If you hit the fence on a fly it was a triple, one bounce was a double, grounder a single.  If the pitcher stopped the ball from hitting the fence or caught it on a fly, it was an out. And, of course, three strikes were an out.  One out per time at bat.  The brothers could play for hours.  Sometimes Helen or Bernie would have to come to the schoolyard and remind the boys to come home and eat. 

     The party roared on till midnight, when Judy commented they had to leave to get to a function at the Club early the next morning.  The Club of course, for anyone who gave a damn, was Oakwood.  Angela had remained true to her pledge the entire evening.  Not a snide comment, and there was opportunity for plenty of them. The A-Shaw contingent didn’t leave until one in the morning.  

    That weekend A-Shaw won another double header on Sunday.  They were still undefeated for the year.  Dave had a so, so, kiss your sister, kind of double header.  He batted .500, and didn’t make any errors.  But, he was totally preoccupied with other thoughts – like pitching the first game of the series with the New York Yankees that Tuesday.  Even some A-Shaw teammates saw Dave’s lack of attention and normal enthusiasm.  

    He came home Sunday around noon and took his in-laws back to Cleveland Hopkins Airport.  Angela went along this time and saw the introspection and moodiness in Dave’s behavior, but waited until her parents got into the airport and was alone with Dave headed back for Cleveland Heights.

     “Well you’re just a ball of fun today, Dave.  Another bad day at the ballpark, Mr Aungablausin?  What about that promise not to get moody after a bad double header? Huh?”  Angela annoyingly blurted out.

     “I’m not Aungablausin and I had a decent day at the games.  Nothing to brag about, but I did O.K...  I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about.”

    “C’mon Dave, you’re been miserable since you woke up this morning.  Jeeze, it can’t still be your turning 50.  Get over it.”

    “Angela, will you stop with the turning 50 shit, already.  Believe me it’s not that.  You’ll understand much better when I get back from New York.”

    “You didn’t tell me when you’re returning from New York yet”

    “Well, I don’t really know, it depends on what I have to do with Pfizer and how long they want me to stay.  I could be back Wednesday or Friday.  I don’t know yet.  I’ll let you know Tuesday night.  By then I should know everything and so will you.”

     “Boy, you’ve been awfully secretive about this New York trip.  If I didn’t know you better I’d be worried about some secret mistress you’re hiding from me.”

     Dave stiffened immediately and hoped Angela didn’t notice.  He felt the need to say something as soon as she finished.

     “Mistress, yeah that’s it Angela.  Just what I need to help the midlife crisis you seem to think I’m going through.”  And reflexively, he reached up and felt the sharp creases around his nose.

     “There, see, there you go again with your wrinkles.  Always touching those wrinkles down both sides of your nose.  You’re obsessed with that.  It makes me nervous when you keep doing that.  You can’t stop that, can you?”

    He withdrew his hand from his face, chuckled and grabbed Angela’s hand and kissed it.

     “Angela, all I can say is I love you very much.  If my behavior seems a bit odd these last few days.  I promise you, it will all be crystal clear by Tuesday evening.  You’ll have to trust me on this, Angela.  That’s all I can tell you now.”

     Dave didn’t get an hour of sleep that night.  He was scheduled to leave for New York at noon on Monday.  Mark Shapiro said he would have a single king-size, non-smO.K.ing room reserved for him under his name at the New York Hilton near Rockefeller Center.  That’s where the Indians team stayed in New York.  None of the Indians players would see him until Tuesday afternoon, when Mark Shapiro would take Dave by taxi to the Bronx and to Yankee Stadium.  There he would be introduced to his Indian’s teammates for the first time.  By three o’clock Tuesday afternoon, David Benjamin Schwartz would replace Sabathia as the starting pitcher for that evening’s game.  Then, the Indian’s and the rest of the people at Yankee Stadium would wonder the exact same thing.  ‘Who the hell is David Benjamin Schwartz?”  By midnight, the rest of the world would be asking the exact same question.

Chapter 15 
     Dave decided to go into work that Monday morning and had Angela drive him downtown. He thought being at the office might relax him. He would take the rapid transit from work to the airport. She wondered why he didn’t take his car to work, then drive to the airport and park it at the airport garage like he always did.  He gave some lame excuse that Angela didn’t buy for a New York minute, but let it slide.  She could see Dave was extremely edgy.  She knew any questioning from her would only make matters that much worse.  Then, Dave did something that totally baffled his wife.  When they got to the old post office where the HKF offices were located, he got out of the car and asked her to open the trunk.  She opened it from the inside switch and Dave proceeded to take out his old Marty Marion G-600 baseball glove with the hardball still wrapped inside.  Then he closed the trunk, and went over to the driver’s side to kiss Angela goodbye. 

     “David Schwartz,” she exclaimed, “What the hell are you doing taking that ancient baseball glove to New York with you?  Have you gone completely mad?  You gonna challenge Pfizer to a pitching duel, or what?”

     “Angela, please, you have to trust me on this.  There’s no way I could possibly explain anything now.  You’ll think I’m crazier than you already do.  Just watch the Indian’s game Tuesday night.  That will explain some of it, I think.  I love you.”

     He kissed Angela again, tucked his Rawlings glove under his arm, grabbed his over-night bag, and put his computer in the back seat of the car.  He realized, that the ruse of doing work with Pfizer was no longer necessary and didn’t feel liking schlepping that 10 pound weight through concourse C when he got to the airport.  Angela drove away and Dave headed for his office, his trusty Marty Marion G-600 tucked under his arm.

     He boarded the rapid for the airport at 10:30.  It was only a 20 minute ride to the airport.  He wondered why he didn't take the rapid more often.  It was so convenient, and you never had to worry about getting tied up in traffic. But then he remembered the inconvenience of waiting for the rapid late at night when he would often return from his trips, then walking to his car parked beneath the Terminal Tower complex where the rapid would make a stop.  He could have taken the rapid all the way back to University Circle, an area of Cleveland where the Art Museum, Cleveland Orchestra Concert Hall (Severance Hall) and Case Western Reserve University and other cultural institutions were located, which was only minutes from his home in Cleveland Heights. But getting off the rapid late at night in that area of town could be dangerous, so he opted to take his car to the airport and eventually got used to the convenience. 

    Dave arrived in New York at 1:45 and took a taxi to Mid-Town via the Tri-borough Bridge.  The Mid Town Tunnel was usually a mess at that time of day, so the Taxi driver took the Tri-borough Bridge route.  He was checking in at the Hilton by 2:15.  There was a message for him to call Mark Shapiro as soon as he signed in.  

     “Can I help you to your room sir?” asked one of the bellhops standing near the check in desk.

     “No thanks,” answered Dave. “All I have is my overnight bag.”

     Noticing the baseball glove Dave had tucked under his armpit, and pissed that Dave wanted to carry his own bag, the bellhop then sarcastically commented.  “Gonna play catch with the Yankees tomorrow, are ya?”

     Dave, detesting smart asses, especially from New York, answered back.  “Actually, I’m gonna pitch against them.”  And then, after taking several steps towards the elevators wheeled around and said, “And kick their asses”.

     Dave got into his room on the 17th floor and called Shapiro even before he unpacked.  He wished he didn’t say anything to the bellhop, but he had to release some nervous energy, and the bellhop was an obvious target after his smart-ass comment.  Shapiro told Dave to meet him in the coffee shop around 5.  Then they would go out to eat with Larry Dolan at one of Dolan’s favorite Mid Town restaurants.  They wanted to keep Dave away from the team and away from the press until game time. 

      Both Dolan and Shapiro were having second thoughts about this experiment.  Dolan finally seeing Mark Shapiro’s point about how this whole thing could blow up and make Dolan look like a horse’s ass and the laughing stock of the Major Leagues.  Mark Shapiro was just worrying about his entire future, and that of his newborn son.  Dave Schwartz was just worrying – about everything.  He wanted to get some sort of a confirmation from the old guy he met at the Mercer school parking lot.  Some sort of sign that everything would work out just the way he told Dave it would.  But, the old guy and his powder blue, 1950, Pontiac never made another appearance. 

     Larry Dolan was waiting at a table in the Palm Steakhouse when Dave and Mark Shapiro got out of the taxi and entered the restaurant.  Dolan saw them first and waved them over.  

     “Glad to see you made it, Dave.  Nervous about your pitching debut, tomorrow night?”  Dolan inquired, probably more nervous about the debut than Dave.

     “Not too, but I wouldn’t be human if I weren’t nervous at all.  Would I?” responded Dave.

    “Well, that’s true, Dave.”  Then in a moment of brutal honesty Dolan continued,  “Dave, tell me honestly, can you pull this off?  Or am I gonna be the laughing stock of the sports world tomorrow night?”

    “Mr Dolan, I swear to you, I have no idea what will happen tomorrow.  I have been nothing but truthful with you and Mark from the beginning.  The story I told you  last week was exactly how everything happened.  I know you don’t believe a word of it, but I didn’t make any of it up.  Truthfully, I am as puzzled and concerned as you. Until I pitch that first pitch and see what the batter does, I can’t guarantee you anything.  He just might hit that first pitch out of the goddamn park.  Then you can yank me, and I’ll give you back 2 million dollars, just like I said I would.”

     Shapiro interrupted, “But Dave, what do we tell everyone if this experiment fails miserably?  What do we tell the press?  What do we tell the Indian’s fans?  What do we tell our own families?”

     “Just tell them the truth,” Dave quickly answered.  “Anything else you might say will only get everyone into more trouble.”

     But, Larry Dolan and Mark Shapiro thought the truth would be as much trouble, if not more, than a fabrication of the truth, which both would collaborate on later that evening should this whole experiment go awry and turn out to be a total disaster.  

     No one left the Palm satisfied that evening.  The steaks were on the tough side.  The conversation was even tougher.  Before going up to his room, Mark Shapiro told Dave to meet him in the lobby at 2:30 the next afternoon and they would take a taxi to Yankee Stadium.  He didn’t want Dave on the team bus just yet. 

     Dave didn’t sleep well that night, getting up several times to hear the sweet sound of his baseball smacking in the pocket of his beloved Marty Marion G-600.  Dolan and Shapiro didn’t sleep much either.

     Dave was up and eating breakfast in the coffee shop by 6 that morning.  He was hungry, unlike the night before when his nerves killed any potential appetite. He noticed an incredible calm came over him.  He was chowing down his two eggs over easy, bacon and a side order of pancakes, when Mark Shapiro came up and sat down right next to Dave at the counter.

    “Tough night, huh, Dave ?” inquired Mark.

     “Yeah.  You don’t look any too refreshed yourself, Mark,”  Dave said.

     “I’ve slept better.  Your nerves don’t seem to be effecting your appetite, Dave.”

     “Mark, I don’t know what’s come over me, But I’m as calm as can be.  Not a bit nervous.  Maybe by game-time things will change.  But right now I feel great.”

     “Well that’s great, Dave.  Good to hear to talk like that.  Encouraging after our little discussion last night.  Very encouraging.”

     “I think we’re gonna pull this off Mark.  I honestly do.  I don’t know why I feel like this, all of a sudden.  But I just do.  I’ll see ya at 2:30 in the lobby.  I gotta go now.  Relax and take a walk around Rockefeller Center and Central Park.”

    “Just be careful.  Especially in Central Park,” Mark called out as Dave left the counter. “And don’t get involved in any pick-up games in the park.  They play a lot of softball early in the morning in the park.”

     Dave left his room on the 17th floor at 2:15 thinking he’d be in the Hilton lobby early to meet Mark Shapiro.  But, Mark had been in the lobby since 2:00 nervously waiting and hoping  Dave would come down earlier. They hailed a taxi and got to the Bronx and Yankee Stadium before 3.  The rest of the Indian’s team had been in the clubhouse since noon.  Dave had never been to Yankee Stadium before.  His father had taken him to many of the well-known Major League ballparks when he was growing up. Dave had visited Forbe’s Field in Pittsburgh, Crosley Field in Cincinnati, Comisky Park in Chicago, Busch Stadium in St. Louis, Tiger Stadium in Detroit, but never the famous one in the Bronx, even though the family had made several trips to New York City.

       Bernie Schwartz had the greatest respect for many of the Yankee’s teams and players, but couldn’t quite get past his bitterness when those teams beat his beloved Indians during the 1940’s and 50’s. Now the impressive ‘House That Ruth Built’, was right in front of David Benjamin Schwartz.  Daring him to come inside and pitch to the New York Yankees.  Dave asked Mark Shapiro to hold up a minute before he rushed him into the Indian’s locker room.  He wanted to take this scene in.  He started to get nervous again.  They walked toward the guard and displayed the proper identification and walked into the stadium.  Dave was carrying his Marty Marion G-600 glove.  He realized he didn’t have any other baseball equipment with him, like his spikes.  He started to panic just a little, but Shapiro assured him he would get the proper equipment, including his choice of shoes, once they got into the visiting team locker room.

     Up until this moment, Dave always thought he was in a bit of a dream world.  Never really believing this moment would come.  But now, here in the presence of the vastness of Yankee Stadium, ready to momentarily enter the Indian’s locker room, he realized it was no longer a dream.  In four hours, he would be standing on the pitcher’s mound of Yankee Stadium getting ready to throw his very first (and maybe last) Major League pitch.  Again, an uncanny calm enveloped him.  All nervousness vanished as he was led directly into the midst of the entire Cleveland Indian’s team.

     The team was wandering around the large room in various modes of dress.  Some players still in civilian cloths, others in just underwear, some in just jock straps, others fully uniformed.   Most seemed to be munching on food from the large buffet set up in the middle of the room.  A vast variety of both hot and cold foods that only the city of New York could provide.  Dave was still calm and for some reason didn’t feel the least bit self-conscious, although every player was wondering who the hell this guy was that Mark Shapiro had just brought into the room.  Mark went to the phone and called Larry Dolan to announce he was in the locker room with Dave Schwartz.  Dolan was on his way down to the locker room to make the formal announcement that Sabathia would not be pitching that evening, but would be replaced with David Benjamin Schwartz.  Eric Wedge, the young Indian manager and Dolan entered the locker room together.

     “Could I have your attention for a minute here, please?” Dolan yelled out above the din of the player’s chatter.  “Please, could everyone just gather over here for a brief announcement?” He continued.  The players began to gather around Dolan, Wedge, and Mark Shapiro.  Standing off to their side several feet away, was Dave, still cool as a cucumber.  

     “Gentleman,” Dolan continued.  “I have a brief announcement to make.”  The room turned deathly quiet.  Dolan only addressed the team in a looker room situation when something dire was about to happen.  And something very dire was about to happen, in- deed. 

     “We are going to make a pitching change this evening for our first game of the season with the Yankee’s.  I know we don’t usually make a big thing out of a pitching change, and normally Eric would make this announcement to the team.  But, this is a rather special change and I thought I better make this announcement this time, especially since this change was my decision and my decision alone.  So, bear with me for a minute or two.”  He paused briefly. “C.C. Sabathia will not be starting this evening against the Yankees.  We signed up a new pitcher last week.  He’s standing right here to our right.  His name is David Schwartz and I will let Mark fill you in on the details.”  Dolan abruptly left the room leaving Mark Shapiro to fend off any questions after he gave Dave’s bio to the rest of the Indian’s squad.  The silence, was broken with a constant buzz of chatter by Dave’s new teammates.  Most of the chatter amongst the Indian’s beginning with the  question: “Who the fuck is this guy?”

     Mark Shapiro’s brief biography of Dave did little to quiet the concern of Dave’s teammates.  In fact, it just exacerbated the situation and all the confusion. 

      “Shortstop with Cornell back in the 60’s, presently with the A-Shaw softball team, three time All State Shortstop with Shaker Heights High School?  You gotta be shitting me!” C.C. Sabathia remarked loud enough for Dave and everyone else to hear.  

     “The whole fuckin management has gone loco,” remarked another player.

Eventually the quiet din of player’s remarks grew to a steady roar of uncomplimentary comments and raucous laughter.  

    “Could we settle down here a bit?”  Shapiro said.  “Let’s give Dave Schwartz a chance to talk and answer some of your questions.  Dave could you come over here?  Would you like to add anything to what I’ve just said?”  Dave walked over to where Shapiro was standing.

     “Mark, I think you’ve  covered my background pretty thoroughly. It might be better if I just answer some of the teams pressing questions.”  Dave was still cool, calm, and collected.  He continued.  “If anyone has any questions, I’ll be glad to try and answer them.”  There was an eerie silence for almost a minute.  Then Josh Bard, the Indian’s catcher spoke up in a sarcastic manner.

     “Say Dave,” he intoned.  “I didn’t hear anything in your bio about your pitching experience.  Yet you’re pitching tonight against the New York Yankees.  Do you have any pitching experience in your long illustrious background?  And by the way, just for general reference, how old are you, anyway?”

    “Well, Josh,” Dave answered in a fatherly manner, and he was definitely old enough to be Josh Bard’s father,  “Let me answer your last question first. I’m 50. Just had my 50th birthday last Friday.”  (“Yeah, happy birthday grandpa,” one of the players mumbled under his breath.)  Dave pretended not to hear the comment and continued unruffled in the least.  “And, as for my last pitching performance.  Well, that would have to have been for the Shaker Boy’s league, back in, let’s see, that was back in 1964, I believe.” 

      Dave was now really into this question/answer thing.  The more sarcastic and mean-spirited the question, the more tongue in cheek was Dave’s answer.   Even Mark Shapiro, a Princeton Graduate, was impressed with Dave’s aplomb and deft handling of the player’s questions.  

     “Where did you play last before you came to us?” another Indian questioned.

     “Well I haven’t played professionally anywhere, if that’s what you’re wondering.” responded Dave.  “Actually, I am a civil engineer and have been working as an engineer for over 25 years.  To get back to your specific question, I played my last baseball, correct that, softball game in Cleveland this past Sunday at Edgewater Park with the A-Shaw team.  I play first base with the A-shaw softball team.  I used to play short with them for 20 years, but got demoted to first base at the beginning of the season.  Mel Morris, our manager didn’t think I could cut it anymore at short, and asked me to play first base. Does that pretty much answer your question?”

       Mark Shapiro smiled.  He was beginning to enjoy this.  Dave might be a complete fraud as a pitcher, but he sure could handle this situation nicely, thought Shapiro.  Soon Mark Shapiro stepped in.  “I think that’s enough questions for Dave for the time being.  He is 50, so lets let Dave get some rest before the game.  I’m sure you’ll have a lot more questions after the game tonight.”

       The Indian’s broke up into little groups trying to comprehend what just took place.  They were having a hell of a time adjusting to what they just witnessed.   Their mean-spirited comments getting louder as they moved away from Dave and Mark Shapiro.  

     “If you can pitch tonight half as good as you just appeared here, we’ll have no regrets.”

    “I’ll do my best, Mark.”  

     Omar Vizquel walked over to Dave.  He had been sitting back on one of the trainers tables listening to the press-like conference held between Mark and the Indian’s.  He was amused.  For some reason, unlike Ellis Burks, who Dave also struck out, Omar believed in Dave Schwartz.  He knew for certain that he couldn’t hit him in his two attempts.  Omar wanted to believe.  He had to believe in something.  He sure as hell couldn’t believe in the present capabilities of his teammates.  They were still barely playing .300 ball.

    “Hey amigo,” shouted Omar as he wandered over to Dave.  “Remember me?”

     “Sure Omar,” answered Dave.  “How could I ever forget the first Major Leaguer I struck out.”  

     Dave had the greatest  respect for Omar Visquel as a professional baseball player.  He thought he was by far the best shortstop he ever saw play the game, and maybe the best of all times, certainly as a defensive specialist in the field.  But, he was also beginning to like Omar as a person.  He didn’t know why, because he hardly knew him.  But, he could see Omar was trying to give him the benefit of the doubt and even protect him from the other ballplayers, who, by this time, thought Dave and the Indian’s management were just plain nuts.  Omar and Dave talked away from the rest of the players almost till they were scheduled to take BP around 5:30.  Omar showed Dave where he could get his cleats and took him to the equipment manager to get his uniform and glove.  Dave said he didn’t need a glove and showed Omar his Marty Marion G-600.  Omar just smiled and laughed and replied: “Looks good to me, amigo.”

     Omar had asked that Dave’s locker be placed next to his.  Dave was asked what number uniform he wanted.  Since the initial meeting with Dolan and Shapiro, nobody remembered to ask Dave what number he wanted, so he had a limited number of options.  The number 50, was available, and since Dave just turned 50, he thought that would be appropriate.  

Chapter 16
     At 5:30 the Indians came onto the field for batting practice.  Josh Bard was scheduled to catch that evening and asked Dave if he wanted to go over to the bullpen, begin warming up – and go over the signs. Dave told Josh that wouldn’t be necessary.  He would only throw one pitch the entire game, a “fast” ball.  If they started hitting that pitch, he had no other pitches to throw and Eric Wedge, the manager, would yank him immediately.  He didn’t think Josh would understand the principle of Diophantine  Equations and the significance of the number 747, so he just told him he never warms up for a game.  This discussion pretty much sent Josh Bard right back to the dugout and an intense discussion with the manager.

     Dave wandered out onto the field of Yankee Stadium in utter amazement and disbelief.  The rest of the team was shagging flies or just playing catch to loosen up or jogging back and forth across the outfield, or just bullshitting with one another around the batting cage waiting for their turn at BP.  Dave walked out to center field to take a look at what has become known as Monument Park. A cordoned off section not in the playing area, were the original statues of Miller Huggins, Lou Gehrig and Babe Ruth were recently joined by bronze statues of Joe Dimaggio and Mickey Mantle.  The original three bronze statues were actually part of the playing area in center field until the stadium was altered to put in more seats and field boxes.  Also, it was deemed a little dangerous, not to mention stupid to keep three bronze statues in the center field playing area, regardless of how far out in deep center they were located.

     Dave continued to walk around the playing field.  Josh Bard, the catcher was jawboning with anyone who would listen to him about Dave’s reluctance to either warm up or learn the signals.  Dave watched this with amusement.  He still wasn’t the least bit nervous.  Somehow he bought into all this mystery and reasoned, if it all fell through – what the hell, it was a fantastic experience.  Besides, Shapiro and Dolan would have to do most of the explaining.  

     After about an hou,r the Yankees came out onto the field and began their BP session, freely mingling with some of the Indian’s players.  Roger Clemens was the scheduled pitcher and went right to the bullpen and began warming up.  He spoke to no one, neither to his teammates and certainly not to any opposing players.  That was Roger’s MO and reputation.  He owned the inside of the plate, and never mingled with players on the other team – never, either before, during or after the games. He was all business.

       Dave Schwartz was like a kid in a candy shop.  He wanted to observe and talk with everyone, especially some of the Yankees.  He was dying to talk to Jeeter, the Yankee shortstop.  He asked Omar to introduce them, which Omar graciously did.

     “Hey amigo,” Omar said to Jeeter as he approached him on the field,  “I want you to meet our pitcher this evening.  His name is Dave Schwartz.”

     Jeeter was a little shocked.  The opposing pitcher never goes around greeting his potential adversaries before game-time.  Dave stuck out his hand and Jeeter shook it.

     “Nice to meet you, Dave. I thought Sabathia was pitching tonight.  Shouldn’t you be warming up in the bullpen?”

     “I never warm up,” Dave lied.  “I might leave my best pitches back behind that wall,” he pointed to the bullpen in left field.

     Dave and Omar left and continued walking around the infield.  Jeeter was just shaking his head in disbelief, but had the good sense to tell Joe Torre about the pitching change.  Torre was already informed of the change when he was presented with the Indian’s lineup.  Torre had his front office begin a search on information about Dave Schwartz.  They found nothing in the Major and Minor league handbooks.  Now Torre was wondering just what the hell was going on.

     By 6:30 all the teams had cleared the field and the Yankee ground crew was watering and raking the infield dirt.  It was a rich dark brown, just like his mother’s coffee grounds used to look, Dave thought.  His stomach was starting to churn ever so slightly.  It was 7:05 now and the Yankees had taken the field.  No one was warming up in the Indian’s bullpen.  The Indian’s were standing in the dugout as the players removed their hats and the New York singing cop, the one who sang at so many of the ceremonies during 9/11, began The Star Spangled Banner.  As the National Anthem was coming to an end, the crowd noise began to swell and the Yankee catcher, Posada, rifled the ball down to second base.  Cleveland’s first batter, Omar Vazquel positioned himself in the batter’s box as the third baseman tossed Roger Clemens the ball.

     Back on West St. James, in Cleveland Heights, Angela Schwartz almost forgot about her husband’s request to be sure to watch the ball game that Tuesday evening.  She turned on the TV but was barely paying any attention to it.  Her ulcer was starting to act up a bit.  She brought some work home from the Federal Building that night.

     Over in South Euclid in a little bungalow on Belvoir Boulevard, Bernie Schwartz had the TV on and a cold beer at the ready.  Bernie never missed an opportunity to watch the Yankees and Indians do battle.  He had the same love - hate relationship all true Indian’s baseball fans had with the dreaded team from New York.  Secretly he wanted Roger Clemens to win and get closer to that elusive 300th victory, which Roger would certainly reach this year.  There were only 20 members of that exclusive 300-victory club.  Bernie knew this was an achievement in sports that ranked with sports’ greatest.  He secretly wanted Clemens to reach that goal, even at the expense of a victory for the Indians.  Bernie would change that sentiment quickly.  As soon as Indians took the field.

     Over in Pepper Pike, an exclusive eastern suburb of Cleveland, Mel Morris, Alan Jay, and Carl Kaplan were all sitting around Mel’s huge TV screen already working on their second beers when Omar came to bat.  

     “C’mon Omar, get this thing started and let’s knock that  jackass out of the game in the first inning,” hollered Mel.

     “Fuck you Mel,” responded Alan Jay.

    “Yeah fuck you Mel,” Carl Kaplan chimed in.

     Jay and Kaplan never forgot their New York roots especially when the Indians played the Yankees.  When the Yankees were in town, Dave, Mel, Alan, and Carl all went to the game and sat in Mel’s box seats.  When they played on TV, they all got together at Mel’s and watched the game on Mel’s big screen TV.  Dave Schwartz couldn’t be at Mel’s this evening.  Tonight, Alan Jay and Carl Kaplan would soon forget their loyalties to their beloved New York Yankees.

    In a condominium in the up-scale, trendy, suburb of Pittsburgh, Pa., Shadyside, just near Chatham College off Fifth Avenue, Holli Morgan was in the process of luring another married man onto the rocks.  She was parading around her living room with nothing but a pair of skimpy panties and a loose hanging tee-shirt that managed to show off her ample breasts, the TV blaring away as Omar came to bat.  Her new beau was a Yankee fan and the game was being televised nationally on ESPN.  It was indeed difficult for this chap to concentrate on the TV while the statuesque Ms Morgan was traipsing back and forth between the living room and kitchen.

     Also in Pittsburgh, driving down the expressway along the Monongahela River in his 1951, powder blue, Pontiac, convertible, with the amber bust of Chief Pontiac glistening off the setting sun. a man in a gray, Stetson, sans the camel haired coat, was just about to enter the Squirrel Hill Tunnel, momentarily loosing the broadcast of the game from a Harrisburg station he had picked up.  He would resume listening to the game when he got out the other side of the tunnel.

     Omar was crowding the left side of the plate and Clemen’s first pitch told him he shouldn’t do that, as he quickly ducked down and dropped out of the way of Clemen’s “chin music” fast ball. It was usually more difficult for a right-handed pitcher to back  a left-handed batter off the inside of the plate.  But not for Clemens.  He owned the inside of the plate, regardless of how you might define “inside”.  Omar got back up and proceeded to crowd the plate, maybe not quite as close as the first time and then proceeded to lay down a perfect bunt which he easily beat out for a single.  The Indian’s bench was standing and applauding, no one louder or more exuberant than David Schwartz.  Then Omar stole second on Clement’s very first pitch to Bradly, Cleveland’s center fielder.  Omar took third on Bradly’s slow grounder to second.  One out runner on third.  After a full count on Ellis Burks, Omar scored easily on Burk’s fly ball to deep center field.  Lawton, Cleveland’s left fielder, struck out to end the inning.  The Indians took the field with a one run lead.

     Dave headed out towards the mound and picked up the baseball and began pounding it into his mitt.  Josh Bard was patiently waiting for Dave to throw some warm-up pitches.  But, Dave was still concerned with the number 747.  So he just stood there watching the first basemen throw some lazy grounders to the infielders.  Josh Bard came out to the mound.

     “Hey Dave, what the fuck are you doin?  Dontcha wanna warm up a little?”

     “Nope, not necessary Josh.  I’ll explain it after the game.  I’m superstitious so I don’t throw any warm-up pitches.”  He gave Josh the ball and told him, “I’m ready when ever you are.  Just throw the ball down to second.”  Which is exactly what Josh Bard did as soon as he got back behind home plate.  Shaking his head in disbelief.  The Yankee dugout picked up on this and thought this was some kind of a joke and soon C.C. Sabathia would come out to pitch.  No such luck for the Yankees.

    Up in the Indian’s announcer’s booth they were doing their best to find out what happened to Sabathia, where the hell this David Benjamin Schwartz came from, and why the Indian’s were so secretive about the addition of Schwartz to the team roster. And, why they announced the pitching change just hours before game time.  Sabathia was sitting on the bench and looked perfectly fine according to the spotters in the booth.  No reason was given by the Indian’s management for the abrupt change.  Both announcers tried to cover their ignorance of the situation as best they could, without insulting the Indian’s hierarchy.  They knew their jobs depended on diplomacy.

     The two announcers for Fox Sports Net were Rick Manning, a former center fielder for the Indians in the 80's and Mike Hegan, also a former Major Leaguer with the Yankees, back in the late 60’s early 70’s. But Mike was best known in Cleveland for being the son of Jim Hegan, the Indian’s great defensive catcher of both 1948 and 1954 fame.  In fact, the Hegans didn’t live that far from the Schwartz’s back in the 1950’s when the Schwartzs lived on Chelton Road.  At that time, it was rumored that the Hegans lived in Cleveland near the Lee Harvard area not a half mile from the Cleveland- Shaker boarder, and no more than a mile from the Schwartzs, if that far.  Dave and his brother Louis would ride their bikes all through that area hoping to catch a glimpse of Jim Hegan – no such luck.  (Early Wynn, the great Indian’s pitcher in the 50’s, was rumored to be living even closer to Dave at the corner of Lee Road and Scottsdale in a Tudor apartment building.  Literally a stones throw from the Schwartz’s home.  But they never caught a glimpse of the morose, surly, Wynn, either.)

     “I don’t know Mike, it’s certainly strange to see this Dave Schwartz out there on the mound.  We have so little information on this guy,”  Rick Manning said to Mike Hegan,  rolling his eyes and making an expression  on his face, like ‘what the hell is going on here?’  Then he turned away from the microphone telling one of the spotters to find out more about this Dave Schwartz character.

     “Well, we’ll find out soon enough, Rick.  He’s getting ready to throw his first pitch to Derek Jeeter.  Derek’s had a rough start this year, what with that injury he got last month sliding into third.  He’s lucky to even be playing.  They thought he might be out for the season.”

    Jeeter was set in the batter’s box as Dave wound up and threw his first Major League pitch.  A 59-mile per hour “fast” ball right down the middle of the plate, belt high, which Jeeter took for a “strike one!” call.  Jeeter was tempted to belt the first pitch out of the park, but wanted to see what Dave was throwing – size him up a bit.  It looked to Jeeter like the guy was throwing batting practice.  There was nothing on the ball, he thought.  Nothing!  The ball came in straight as a rope.  He set himself and waited on the second pitch, a carbon copy of pitch number one.  He could count the stitches on the seams of the baseball as it came towards him.  A mighty swing and a miss.  Strike two.

     Jeeter couldn’t believe he swung and missed at such a harmless pitch.  He attributed it to being over anxious. He backed out of the batter’s box, banged his cleats with his bat, straightened out his batting gloves, and went back into his stance.  He’d be more patient with the next pitch.  He wasn’t used to seeing pitches like this in actual competition, especially at this level of play.  Dave wound up and threw the third pitch to Jeeter.  Jeeter took a nice easy level swing and struck out.

     Josh Bard, the catcher was more surprised than Jeeter.  But, being the smart-ass that he was, he couldn’t resist a jab at Jeeter as he walked away from the plate, confused and a little depressed.  “Too slow for you, huh Derek?” and threw the ball back to Dave.  Even the umpire was a little surprised.

    Back up in the Indian’s announcer’s booth Mike Hegan couldn’t quite get it either.

“Maybe someone should check that radar gun out in center field, Rick.  All those pitches by Schwartz were around 55 miles per hour.  I think someone should recalibrate that device.”

    “I think you’re right Mike.  Either that or Jeeter was a bit over anxious. Or, maybe this Dave Schwartz has found out a new way to pitch to Major Leaguers,” Manning laughed.

     “Well one strikeout does not a Major League pitcher make.  Let’s see what he does with Matsui.”  As Matsui came over from the on deck circle and positioned himself in the batter’s box.

     Back in the Yankee dugout, Jeeter’s teammates were razing him no end with his pitiful batting exhibition – not unlike the Shaker Heights baseball team did to their super stars when Dave struck them out, and the Indians during spring training did to Omar during the “Strike out a Major Leaguer” contest.   Everyone in the Yankee dugout was howling it up.  Everyone but Derek  Jeeter.

     Matsui faired no better than Jeeter and struck out swinging at three straight 56 mile per hour strikes.  Then Soriano came and went on three straight strikes.  The laughing in the Yankee dugout had been replaced by utter silence.  The Indian dugout was just as quiet and baffled as the Yankee’s.  The 22,345 paid attendance at the game were highly amused.

    Back up in the announcer’s booth, Hegan and Manning were beside themselves with questions.  When they were on the microphones they tried to be cool and analytical.  Away from the mike, they were ordering everyone on the staff to find out: ‘What the fuck was going on.  Who the hell is this Schwartz guy.  Where did he come from.  Get your ass down stairs into that goddamn dugout and find out about this guy.  We’re appearing like jerk-offs on the air.  Now get some reliable information on Dave Schwartz, and get it before the next inning.  GODDAMNIT!!!’

   Back on the air:

    “We’re trying to get some more detailed information on Dave Schwartz for our listeners, Rick.  But there isn’t much we have been able to find out.  He’s not listed as ever having played in the Major’s or Minor Leagues, as far as we can tell.”

    “That alone is pretty remarkable, wouldn’t you say Mike?”

    “Absolutely Rick, but let’s not get carried away. It’s just the first inning.  There’s a lot of baseball left. We do know he was just signed to a contract a few weeks ago, he lives, let’s see , it say he lives right here in Cleveland Heights.  It looks like they may have a misprint for his age.  This has got to be a mistake, Rick.  It says he’s 49.  They must have meant 29.  No way this guy looks 49.  (If only Dave Schwartz could have heard that.  He would have packed it in right then and there and caught the first plane back to Cleveland.)  

      The Indian’s went three up and three out.  Clemen’s answered Dave’s three strikeouts with two of his own.  The second inning would begin with Giambi leading off at the plate.

    Back in Cleveland on West St. James, Angela was barely paying attention to the game.  She thought she heard the announcer say a David Schwartz was pitching for the Indians, and thought ‘what a coincidence the pitcher has the same name as my husband’.  Then she heard the announcer mention that this Dave Schwartz also lived in Cleveland Heights, and  she looked at the TV a little more intensely. Then they showed a close-up of the pitcher before he delivered his first pitch to Giambi.  “Jesus Christ!”  Angela exclaimed. “It’s my husband!”  The phones began ringing off the hook.

     As usual, Mel, Alan and Carl were well into their beers by the time the first inning had finished.  They didn’t even hear when it was announce that Sabathia was replaced by a rookie with the name of Dave Schwartz.  Mel heard something about a Schwartz  pitching for the Indians, but like Angela, he just thought it was a coincidence.  They usually listened to the ball games with the sound turned way down, cause they didn’t like either announcer for the Indian’s games on TV.  Often they would turn the sound off, and just listen to the radio.  But Al Jay, even in his semi-coherent state, thought he “recognized” the Indian pitcher as Dave, as the close up showed his facial details as clearly as if he was right in their living room.

     “Holy shit!” exclaimed Alan Jay.  “HOLY SHIT!  That’s Dave Schwartz.  That’s our goddamn Dave Schwartz pitching for the Indians.”  The TV camera panned towards Giambi taking his first swing and a miss at Dave’s 58 mile per hour “fast” ball.

    “What did you say?” inquired Mel.

    “I - said - that - our – first - baseman – for -  the - A-Shaw - softball - team, -David Benjamin – Schwartz – is –on – the – pitching - mound, as we speak, in Yankee stadium,” Jay repeated very slowly and distinctly, each word spoken with a dramatic pause before the next word was uttered.

     Mel and Carl, who weren’t even watching the TV at the time, whirled around,

     “Are you out of your fuckin mind, Jay or just drunk as a skunk.” Carl Kaplan said, just as the TV camera drew a close-up of Dave getting ready to throw his second pitch to Giambi, and now all three were intently watching the large-screen TV.

     “ GODDAMNIT!  THAT IS SCHWARTZ.  THAT’S HIM FOR CHRIST’S SAKE!  EITHER THAT OR WE’RE SO GODDAMN DRUNK WE CAN’T SEE STRAIGHT!  Mel Shrieked so loud that his wife came running into the living room.  All the phones started ringing off their hooks.  Mel Morris had lots of telephones in his Pepper Pike home.

     Bernie Schwartz loved to watch a baseball game, any baseball game, a women’s fast pitch baseball game, especially a women’s fast pitch baseball game. He marveled at the athleticism of women playing a sport that he was so familiar playing. But any baseball game would suffice.  Helen also was a fan of baseball, but her enthusiasm waned after 1954 when Willie Mays caught that ball in center field on the dead run to rob Vic Wertz and the Cleveland Indians of game two in the World Series.

    Bernie watched baseball in the living room of his home on Belvoir Boulevard in his favorite, 20-year-old, reclining Lazy Boy chair.  At 82, his eyesight was beginning to show the effects of macular degeneration. His hearing was failing to the point of requiring a hearing aide, which he steadfastly refused to get and said he didn’t need.  So, he had the sound blasting in the living room so he could hear the announcers, who unlike Mel and his loyal teammates, he liked very much.  Especially Mike Hegan, whom he thought was most knowledgeable and perceptive, and thought his dad was a very underrated and under appreciated contributor to both the success of the 1948 and 1954 Indian’s teams.

     Helen actually heard the name Dave Schwartz from the kitchen, before Bernie heard it right there watching in the living room.  At first she thought it was a coincidence too, but came into the living room to see the first close up of her son, standing on the pitcher’s mound in Yankee Stadium.  

     “Bernie, that’s our son, David!” she exclaimed.

    “What are you talking about, Helen?”

    “Bernie, get up closer to the TV!  That’s David, don’t you think I recognize my own son.  My own flesh and blood!”  I’m telling you, Bernie.  THAT’S OUR SON!”

    Bernie got off the Lazy Boy and got closer to the screen, waiting for the next close-up of the pitcher.  “My god Helen, that is David! That’s our son David standing on the pitcher’s mound at Yankee Stadium!  What the hell is he doing out there?”

    “What’s he doing? What’s he doing?” she repeated rhetorically.  “He’s pitching for the Cleveland Indians against the New York Yankees.  That’s what he’s doing.  You still want Roger Clemens to win?” she asked again.  And now everyone’s phones were ringing off the hook.

     Giambi went down on three straight swings.  Flung his bat clear into the Yankee dugout where it rattled around almost taking Joe Torre’s head off.  Giambi was mumbling to himself as he stepped down into the dugout.  Something about how they should be able to hit the crap out of this pitcher and something fishy was going on.  Four batters, 12 pitches, four strikeouts.  That was enough for Torre and he came bounding out of the dugout and called time as he approached the home plate umpire.  The other umpires starting walking towards home plate as Torre spoke with the home plate umpire.

     “All right, what the hell is going on here?” questioned Joe to anyone who would listen.

    “What do ya mean, ‘what’s going on here?’” the umpire questioned back at Joe.

    “Alright, I want this guy checked from top to bottom.  He’s throwing some kind of  shit up there.  No way he can strike out four of my Yankees with the crap he’s throwing.  56-mile per hour “fast” balls. Gimmee a break. This is bullshit and you guys know it.”

    “What are you saying, Joe?  This guy is throwing 56 mile per hour spitters?  Those balls are coming in so goddamn straight I could get up there and hit them.”

    “Then what’s the problem?”

    “The problem? There aint no problem, Joe.  Your Yankees are cold as ice and can’t hit for shit.  That’s the problem.”

    “Look,” answered Joe, getting hotter by the second.  “It’s my prerogative to ask you to check this guy.  And goddamnit, I want him checked.  Now! Or this game will be played under protest.”

    “O.K., Joe.  It’s your right to ask that this Schwartz guy be checked for a foreign substance that you claim he’s using.  I suppose that’s what you’re claiming.”

     “That’s exactly what I’m claiming.  And I want him checked here at home plate with the other umpires and I want to watch.”

    “Fine, Joe,” the umpire said, trying to maintain his patience with Torre.  And motioned for Dave to come over to home plate. 

     Josh Bard was  laughing hysterically.  He knew Dave wasn’t doctoring the ball with anything. But he couldn’t figure out why none of the Yankees could even touch the ball.  No one had hit any of Dave’s 12 pitches.  Not a foul ball. Not a foul tip. The umpire had Dave remove his glove, noting it was a very old Rawlings mitt and one he thought he had played with when he was a kid.  He frisked Dave along his arms like he was a cop.  He looked at the bill of Dave’s cap.  Checked his belt.  All the usual places players like to hide their “stuff” when they threw suspected pitches.  Nothing, of course, was found, and everyone went back to their respective positions as Dave proceeded to strike out the side.  Eighteen pitches, six strikeouts.

     Dave walked back to the dugout and took his seat near the end of the bench.  The rest of the team gave him plenty of room and didn’t speak a word to him.  This was common behavior if you thought your pitcher was about to throw no-hitter.  You didn’t want to give him the whammy or jinx him.  But not after only two innings.  The rest of Dave’s team was, in their own way as confused as the Yankees.  But up in the owner’s box, sitting next to his good friend George Steinbrenner, Larry Dolan had a shit-eating grin a mile wide.  Mark Shapiro’s was two miles wide.  Steinbrenner was ready to fire the entire Yankees team.

   Finally, someone in the Indian’s announcers booth gave up trying to get more info on Dave Schwartz through the normal routes, i.e. the League Office, the AP, etc., and just tried entering “David Benjamin Schwartz” on a Google  search on the Internet.  Bingo!  Dave Schwartz was all over the Internet.  The question was which of the many “David Schwartz’s” listed  (130,000 entries of Dave Schwartz’s popped up on the Google search) was the David Benjamin Schwartz presently standing on the pitchers mound at Yankee Stadium.  As luck would have it, the second page of David Schwartz’s did indeed list a David Benjamin Schwartz of Cleveland Heights, Ohio several times.  Further investigation showed that several of the Google entries listed a “David Schwartz, civil engineer who worked with the H.K. Ferguson Company and  graduated from Cornell University.”  One of the entries had a picture of Dave, which positively identified him as the same fellow standing on the pitcher’s mound.  Dave had written many articles for several civil engineering publications over the last 25 years.  Many of these articles were listed on the Internet, much to the delight of both Mike Hegan and Rick Manning.  

    Hegan’s and Manning’s assistants were pouring over the Internet listings, reading everything they could and feeding it as fast as they could scribble messages to both announcers, who were repeating the info during the broadcast.

     “So far Rick, it doesn’t look like Dave Schwartz has had any minor league experience,”  Mike Hegan told his partner Rick.  “But wait a minute, we just got some new info.  Looks like he plays with a team in the Cleveland area called A-Shaw.  Must be an American Legion Team, Rick.”

    Back in Pepper Pike, upon hearing Mike Hegan utter those words, Mel Morris screamed at the TV.  “It’s not an American Legion team, you putz!  It’s a team in the Jewish Community Center League.  Hey Al, see if you can get the phone number of the Sports Net people so we can contact those jackasses and get this information straight.”

    If Hegan’s researcher would have read a bit further on the Internet, he would have seen the A-Shaw team was listed on a JCC web site.  But nobody was really thinking clearly anymore.  It was already the bottom of the fifth inning and Dave had struck out 14 Yankees and the fifteenth was about ready to bite the dust. Ventura had two strikes and was watching as the third sailed by, untouched by his pathetic swing. 

      Someone in the left field stands had begun posting Dave’s strikeouts on cardboard posters.  There they were, 15 “K’s” standing side by side along the left field wall.  Poor Roger Clements.  He was pitching a whale of a game himself.  Only giving up that bunt single to Omar, and striking out 9 players in five innings.

     The 22 thousand plus fans now sensed something very special was happening.  There was indeed electricity in the air.  New Yorkers were now pulling for Dave Schwartz in large numbers.  Beginning with a chant as soon as Dave took off for the mound.  “Schwartz, Schwartz, Schwartz!”  they would shout as soon as he left the dugout.  Nothing very original, for a New York crowd, but under the circumstances, all they could come up with. 

     By this time Joe Torre was determined to play the rest of the game under an official protest, which he lodged with the plate umpire.  The Yankees were completely mystified, as were most of the Cleveland Indians.  But besides being mystified, the Indians were completely elated by what was happening.  The Yankees were totally depressed, confused and angry.

    After the sixth inning was completed, the Indians had gotten to Clemens for 2 more runs on two successive homeruns. One by Ellis Burks, the other by Spencer, who coincidenrtally played with the Yankees the previous season.  Dave Schwartz was pitching the ultimate perfect game.  No runs. No hits. No walks. No one reaching first base.  No foul tips.  No foul balls.  Even two attempted bunts went for strikes.  Dave faced 18 batters, and logged 18 strikeouts.  He threw the baseball towards home plate 54 times.  He threw 54 unmolested strikes.

       By now, the statistics and the proceedings of what was going on in Yankee Stadium were being fed to all the other teams around the league.  To all the news agencies.  Most editors receiving the information over the wire services, or by e-mail, thought there must be a mistake.  No one could possibly be pitching a game like this with these statistics.  Some disregarded the news. Others knew the game was being televised nationally on ESPN and immediately flipped the game on.  To their amazement, it was all true.  Eventually, when only the bottom of the ninth remained, and a new strikeout record had already been achieved, did the enormity of what was happing become apparent to all.  All the TV channels were running a minute by minute play by play ticker of the game along the bottom of the screen.  Several networks obtained permission from ESPN to broadcast the remainder of the game live.  People turning on their TV’s for the first time didn’t have a clue of what the hell was going on.  Some thought it was an April fool’s joke. Before David Benjamin Schwartz would log his 27th and final strikeout of the game.  Over 200 million people were purported to be watching their TV sets.  Just about the same number of people who, 25 years later, would swear they attended that game.

     Before Dave Schwartz took the mound for the bottom of the ninth, he gathered all his teammates in the dugout before they took the field.  It was obvious that even if he didn’t strike out the remaining three Yankee batters, he would established all sorts of records.  He told his teammates that after the last out, he would appreciate if they didn’t jump all over him and send him crashing to the ground. He reminded them that he just turned 50 and did have a slight lower back problem.  This, of course, just added more to the myth and lunacy of the Hollywood-like atmosphere and of Dave Schwartz.  They assured Dave they would be “gentle” in their celebration.  

    The last inning was a very strange and unique scene.  Instead of the crowd noise increasing with every pitch, blasting out the usual deafening roar that accompanied most

potential no-hit games.  The crowd got increasingly quieter.  Until, by the time the last batter, Rivera, came up to bat, the entire Yankee Stadium was as quiet as a golf match with Tiger Woods putting for a Masters victory on the 18th hole.  (An analogy David Benjamin Schwartz would not have appreciated in the least.  Remember his “golf is not a sport, 101 diatribe.)  It was eerie it was so quiet; it was so un-baseball like.  People watching at home thought something was wrong with the sound on their TV, or their reception.  Several called their cable companies and complained.  

     And then Dave Schwartz “blew” strike three, right by a swinging Rivera, and the place went crazy.  Absolutely wacky.  Nuts.  Goofey.  Fans stood up and just kept clapping and hollering, “Schwartz, Schwartz, Schwartz.”  They still hadn’t come up with anything more clever.  Dave’s teammates, true to their promise, ran over from their respective positions and out from the dugout, and gentlemanly like, shook Dave’s hand and patted him gently on the back.  Even some of the Yankees stood out in front of their dugout and clapped for Dave.  Not Joe Torre, he was gone, back into the locker room in a flash after Rivera struck out for the 27th strikeout of the game.  “For the good of the game,” Joe protested to the many reporters waiting in the Yankee locker room,  He wanted this Dave Schwartz to be completely checked out with a total body scan if necessary.  He wanted every bodily orifice checked.  And he demanded it be done immediately after the game at a local hospital.  Joe Torre was slowly working himself into a hospital – Bellview. 

      No one wanted this scene to end, so no one left the ballpark.  For 15 minutes everyone steadfastly held their position in that stadium.  They didn’t want that feeling to end. They thought if they left, well maybe the whole thing didn’t really happen.  Maybe it was all just a hoax.  Make believe.  A fantasy.  So nobody left, reinforcing what they had just witnessed by talking to the person next to them and confirming what their eyes had just watched - by the way, in record time.  The nine inning game lasted only one hour and 27 minutes.  It’s amazing how fast a baseball game goes by when you only throw 81 pitches.  

     A half hour later, after all the Indians had finally gone back to the locker room, several thousand fans were still milling around the stadium.  Some trying to take it apart for a souvenir, and were arrested by New York’s finest.

 Chapter 17  
     Dolan and Shapiro had already begun locking down the Indians locker room, keeping all sports writers and “foreigners” away until they had a private meeting with Dave the coaches and the rest of the team.  They wanted to get a few things straight before Dave met the throngs of journalist that were now lined up 10 deep outside the Indian’s locker room.  More were coming into Yankee stadium by the minute.

     All Dave Schwartz wanted to do was talk to his wife and family.  He especially wanted to talk with his dad.  But, he knew all that would have to wait.  Pandemonium was breaking out everywhere – Yankee Stadium, New York City, Cleveland, Ohio, Cleveland Heights, Ohio, Pepper Pike, Ohio, South Euclid, Ohio, West St. James Street.  It was just the beginning.  Even Mike Hegan and Rick Manning had to do their post- game interviews outside the locker room.  Dolan and Shapiro were determined to get control of situation.  Besides, there weren’t any Cleveland Indians available to interview.  They were all locked down inside the locker room.  Manning and Hegan tried, as best they could, to make some semblance of sense out of all the commotion.

    “Rick, I’m not exactly sure what to say at a time like this.  I’m not even sure what just happened here.  And I’m pretty sure I was right here to see it all,”  Hegan half looked at the TV camera and Rick Manning as he spoke.

     “Mike, I think we’ve just witnessed perhaps the most incredible baseball game in history, perhaps the greatest moment in all of sports.  Please pinch me, cause I’m not sure either what just happened,”  Manning responded, still in a state of mild shock.

     “Well, Rick, let’s recap as best as possible, what do you say?”

    “Well, let’s give it a try.  It should be pretty easy.  Let’s see.  David Benjamin Schwartz, a 49 year old rookie pitcher, that the Indians signed only a few weeks ago, who had no Minor or Major League experience, just won his first professional baseball game.  He won it, in shall we say, convincing fashion.”

    “Very convincing to say the least,” interrupted Mike Hegan.

    “Yes, most convincing,” repeated Rick Manning.  “It was a pretty easy game to score from the Cleveland side.  Schwartz threw 81 pitches, every one for a strike.  The Yankees struck out 27 times.  Not one Yankee even foul tipped a pitch, Mike.”

   And Hegan and Manning rambled on for 20 minutes, repeating themselves several times.  Then repeating themselves again and again.  Almost as if they were trying to convince themselves that what just happened on a Major League diamond, did in fact truly happen.  It was beginning to take on a mood and feeling resembling the theater of the absurd.  Eventually their producer had to tell them to shut the hell up and get in the damn locker room.  Which they tried to do, but Dolan still had it locked up tighter than a drum, as he and Mark Shapiro spoke first with Dave Schwartz, in private, and then with the entire team.

     “Dave,I saw it with my own eyes, but I still don’t believe it,” Dolan said. “You certainly came through and did everything you said you would do.  God only knows what will come of this.  It may soon be out of everyone’s control.  But before that happens, I just want you to know how grateful I am.  I know I won’t be able to thank you enough.  I just want you to know that if you never throw another pitch for us or anyone else, your contract is valid.  You can take the 2.2 million now and do whatever the hell you want to do.  You sure as hell made believers out me and Mark.  Didn’t he Mark?”

     “Absolutely.  I just want to echo everything Larry just said.  And, personally apologize for ever having doubted you, Dave.  I’m also having trouble taking all this in.   I do know one thing, before we go out there and meet that throng of avaricious reporters,  we should have our ducks in a row, so to speak.  They are going to have a thousand questions like, “where the hell did we find you Dave?”  And how you found out at your “advanced” age, you had this incredible talent.  How many more times do you think you can do this and….”

     “Just a second here, Mark.” Dave quickly interrupted.  “I’m going to answer any questions from the press with the truth.  Simple as that.  If they don’t believe my story, tough shit.  They can’t find another one, cause there isn’t another one.  Any other story that materializes through a creative press would simply be a damn lie.  There’s no way they can substantiate it  without lying themselves.”

    “I’m not talking about altering your story, Dave.  You want to tell them how you came to be a pitcher for the Indians, that’s fine.  But, hear me out on this Dave.  If you tell them that you only have so many games you can pitch, that you will not be pitching next year,  this could have an effect on our chances of winning a World Series.  I’m not suggesting anyone not tell the truth.   I am suggesting you answer some questions by simply saying, ‘I can’t answer that question just yet’ or something in a similar vain.”

     “I agree with Mark on this, Dave.  It could hurt our chances in the playoffs  if we make the playoffs, if other teams know the limits of your capabilities.”  Dolan interjected.

     “Playoffs? World Series?  Aren’t you guys jumping the gun here a little.  Shit, we’re 12 games out of first place…

     “11, Minnesota lost this evening,”  Shapiro interrupted.

     “O.K. 11,” Dave continued.  “But that’s still a stretch to think we’re in the playoffs just cause I pitched one game. Remember, I can only pitch 8 more.”

    “Exactly our point, Dave.  Why would we advertise to our competition that you can only pitch eight more games?  This would effect how they play us.  Don’t you see?  We want to keep them guessing.  We don’t even want to give out your pitching rotation.”

    “Mark’s right on ,Dave,” Larry Dolan quickly backed Mark’s every word.  “We have a hell of a chance to go all the way.  We’re in a very weak division.  .560 or .570 baseball could easily make the playoffs in this division.”

     “Well, I can see your point.  But, I’m not going to lie or bullshit anyone.  I still have a job and a reputation outside of baseball that I have to maintain.  I have to go to work everyday at H.K. Ferguson when I get back to Cleveland.”

    “What?”  Shapiro and Dolan both exclaimed simultaneously. 

     “You can’t go back to work at your old engineering company, you’re an employee with the Cleveland Indians.  Besides, after today you’d only be a distraction of unimaginable proportions at any place you went to work,” Dolan said.

     “Well I beg to differ with both of you.  I can and will go back to work at H.K. Ferguson.  I would guess they’d love to have the publicity.  I plan on keeping my life as normal as possible.  In fact, I’ve got to call Mel Morris tonight and find out where the A-Shaw team is playing this Sunday.”

    “Are you completely nuts?” screamed Dolan.  They could hear Dolan back in the locker room.  “You can’t play on that stupid ass softball team anymore.  You’re a Cleveland Indian Major League baseball player.  Look at the contract you signed.  It’s a standard clause in every contract that you can’t play other sports where you could get injured during the season.”

    “I suggest you look at the contract ,Mr. Dolan.” Dave quickly shot back.  “I crossed out that clause and wrote in: ‘I will indeed work at HKF and also continue playing with the A-Shaw softball team.’  You signed it.  Go check it out.  I also said that I would not travel with the team unless I was scheduled to pitch.”

     Dolan asked Shapiro to check the contract.  NOW!  Mark had a copy in his briefcase.  Sure enough, on the third page everything was crossed out and written in pen just as Dave had described it.  Initialed by Dave and Shapiro, then the final page signed by all three with their lawyer from Squires, Sanders and Demsey as the witness. 

    “Dave, why don’t you go out there and talk with your teammates for a while.  Then we can all meet the press together.  I want to talk with Mark in private.”

     Dave left the office and walked out into the locker room, where he got a five  minute standing ovation from his teammates.  Dolan wanted to know how the hell Shapiro could O.K. the removal of the clause and O.K. Dave’s request to continue on with his normal life style.  Shapiro simply answered he thought this whole thing was a hoax and would be over by this time today, so he saw no harm in the clause’s removal or Dave’s request to maintain his “normal” life.  Dolan told Shapiro not to think anymore.  From now on he would do all the thinking and to get his ass outside and ready the press for the press conference.  It was still only 9:30.

     Dave told Mark Shapiro as he came out of the office that before they did anything he wanted to talk to his wife.  Dolan was still in his office calling his lawyer from Squires, Sanders and Demsey, to see if there was some kind of a loophole.  There wasn’t, his lawyer assured him and told him not to be so dismayed.  Dave Schwartz would make his Cleveland Indians marketable all over the world, and take advantage of that.  He also suggested that they adopt a new policy.  They wouldn’t announce the starting pitcher at home games until the day of the game.  This would probably sell thousands of extra tickets to each game.  Probably even sell out every home game.  Dolan thought his lawyer should be his general manager.  Shapiro was on very thin ice.  Dolan left the office and Dave walked in to call Angela.

     He made five attempts to get Angela, but the phone was always busy.  Then he tried his parents, his brother, Mel Morris – all lines were busy.  He tried his wife again.  No success.  He tried his in-laws in Providence.  Busy.  Finally he called the local operator and told her he had an emergency and that she had to break in the line so he could talk to his wife.

     “And who is the party you wish to speak with?” the operator inquired.

     “Angela Schwartz.”

     “And who is calling for Ms. Schwartz?”

     “Her husband, David Schwartz.”

     “One moment Mr…..Oh, my God. This is a Cleveland exchange.  Are you the guy who just pitched that incredible game against the Yankees?    Are you that Dave Schwartz?”

    “Yes, that’s me, now could you please interrupt on my wife’s line.  I really would like to speak with her.”

     “Oh, absolutely Mr. Schwartz.  We’re having a hell of a time getting into the Cleveland exchanges right now, but I can use an emergency line.  We are supposed to reserve this line for people like the President of the United States, but I don't think anyone will mind if I use it in this case.”

    “Yes , yes, please use it. I really want to talk with my wife.”

     The operator finally got to break into Angela’s phone line.  She was on the phone with both her sons using the call-waiting button so they all could speak.

    “Ms. Schwartz, we have an emergency call from David Schwartz, would you ….”

    “Yes, yes, put my husband through.,” Angela excitedly said.

    “David?  David?”
    “Yes, Angela. It’s me”

    “David, what the hell is going on?”

     “Didn’t you watch the game on TV?”

     “Yes I watched. The whole city of Cleveland was watching it.  Why the hell didn’t you tell me about this before?”

     “Angela, I couldn’t.  You never would have believed it.  I still can’t believe it.  I’m suppose to be in a press conference right now.”

     “Yes ,I know, I’m watching it as we speak.”

     “I wanted to talk to you first.  What’s going on there?  Did you talk to my mom and dad?  Did any body call?”

     “What’s going on?  Are you nuts?  This place is a madhouse.  The city is a madhouse.  Your mom and dad and brother and Mel Morris and your loony tune baseball buddies are all driving over.  They’ll never get near the place though.  They got satellite trucks parked on the damn tree lawns up and down West St. James. They had to use the parking lot at Roxboro Junior High and Elementary school for the overflow.  Half the Cleveland Heights Police Force is around here.  Mark and Phillip are both on their way home.  What’s going on here ?  Pandemonium.  That’s what’s going on here.”

     All the while Angela and Dave were talking the call waiting button was clicking every 2 seconds, but Angela paid no attention.

     “When will you be coming home, David?”

     “Probably Friday, but maybe sooner. I’ve got this press conference I’m holding up.  Then there is some talk about a morning press conference at Madison Square Garden.  They said they need the space for all the journalist that have requested interviews.  It’s a little crazy here too.  I love you Angela.” 

     “I love you too David,”  Angela paused.  “I think.  Boy, you’ve got a hell of a lot of explaining to do.”

    And David left for the post-game press conference.

     When David Schwartz entered the locker room, he immediately received a standing ovation from the 60 or 70 journalists that could fit into the room.  That was a first.  Larry Dolan got up from the table they had set up and said that Mr. Schwartz was very tired and would be answering most of your questions tomorrow morning at Madison Square Garden.  But, he would be willing to answer some questions for 20 minutes or so.  Dave was not tired.  The adrenaline was pumping so fast that he had to consciously take deep breaths and slow everything down.  He didn’t like to be spoken for by anyone, including the owner of the team.  The questioning would go on for over an hour.  It was obvious that Mr. Dolan would not be controlling Dave Schwartz in any way shape or form.  John Tanner, the Vice President of Engineering at HKF couldn’t do it, and he’d had a 20-year head start on Dolan. 

     Mark Shapiro was taking to Dave Schwartz.  He liked his independence.  He liked his honesty.  Mark was determined to protect Dave during this time, to be sure he was properly represented.  He knew Dave would immediately be bombarded with people who would want to be his agent and represent him for all sorts of business opportunities.  He would take on this task of guiding Dave through this maze, while secretly looking for future employment. He knew he was on shaky grounds with Larry Dolan.

    The very first question from the press corps set things in motion on a very humorous note.

     “Dave, I’m Dave Anderson from the New York Times.” (Long pause)  “Without trying to sound impertinent or rude, (Another long pause)  Just who the hell are you? And where the hell did you come from?”

    This broke everyone up. Then Dave tried to answer.

    “Well, Dave,  and by the way I read you in the Times, and usually enjoy your articles,– but in answer to your  ‘impertinent and rude’ question, (pause) I’m David Benjamin Schwartz. (longer pause)  Married to the beautiful Angela Cirelli Schwartz.  Son of Helen and Bernie Schwartz. I have two wonderful sons, Mark and Phillip and I live in Cleveland Heights, Ohio.  I’m a structural/civil engineer and I work for the H.K. Ferguson Engineering and Construction Company.”

    Larry Dolan quickly interrupted.  “And the Cleveland Indians”

    “Yes, of course, how could I forget,” repeated Dave,  “and the Cleveland Indians.”

    “Well, that’s very interesting Dave, and we have most of that information already.  But what I meant was, how did you get started pitching and come to the attention of the Indians, at such a, shall we say, mature age.  By the way, you certainly don’t look 49.”

     He sure knew how to get on Dave’s good side.

    “Well thank you for the compliment, Dave.  Actually, I turned 50 just this past Friday, so we’ll have to update that bio they gave out.  But the answer I think you’re looking for would take up most of the rest of this press conference.  How bout if I answer how I got to this position at the press conference tomorrow at Madison Square Garden, where we’ll have so much more time.  I’ll make that my first statement.  How’s that?”

    As Dave continued to answer the reporter’s questions, Mark Shapiro placed a portable phone down in front of him and whispered in his ear.  “Dave, the President’s on the line.”

Dave turned to Mark and quizzically asked. “The president of H.K. Ferguson, wants to talk to me?”  In 20 years at HKF Dave maybe talked with the president twice.

     “No, Dave.  Not the president of HKF,” He laughed.  “The President of the United States.”

     The impromptu press conference lasted much longer than Larry Dolan wanted it to.  Marke Shapiro wanted more.  Dave was simply brilliant. You’d think he’d been through this experience 1000 times.  The press was in admiration of not only the incredible accomplishment that evening on the ball field, but with his ability to handle the present situation.  He was obviously very bright.  Had a great sense of humor.  Didn’t dodge any questions.  And appeared honest and forthright, and down right modest.  Angela and her sons watched with delight. Dave’s parents were just plain kvelling.  (A yiddish term that goes well beyond just being proud.)

     All the points Dave scored with the press at the impromptu conference right after Tuesday’s game were almost lost the next morning at Madison Square Garden after Dave finished telling his unbelievable story of how he eventually got to Yankee Stadium.  He even mentioned the gray Stetson and camel hair coat the old gent was wearing at softball practice that cold gray Sunday afternoon in March.  When he finally finished there was absolute silence among the throng of 3 thousand journalists.  Finally a journalist  stood up and simply asked Dave if he expected anyone to believe that yarn he just spun.  He calmly answered the same way he answered Dolan and Shapiro when he

first spoke with them at their offices at the Jake.  “Well, you can believe what you want, but it’s the absolute truth.”  Then he added, unnecessarily, like he did in front of Larry and Mark.  “It’s my story and I’m sticking to it.”  The murmur and buzz of disbelief amongst the throng of attendees grew louder.

     When asked when he would pitch next, he deferred to Mark Shapiro and Larry Dolan, who answered they weren’t sure just yet.  When asked if he thought he could do it again, pitch another remarkable game like he just did against the Yankees, he answered truthfully, he wasn’t sure.  When asked how many wins he thought he could contribute to the Indians that year, he said that that information was proprietary and wouldn’t answer.  The more the press pursued what he meant by that, he continued to answer the same way.  It was proprietary information.  The journalists liked Dave much more the previous evening than they did the following morning.  But he didn’t completely loose his good rapport.  His good wit and humor were still appreciated. By the time the press conference was over, and it went until noon from 8 in the morning, he had regained some of his good will.  He never wavered from his initial opening remarks.  Most of the three thousand reporters thought Dave was trying to pull one over on them with his tall tale.  But that didn’t stop many of them from heading off to Pittsburgh in search of a 1950’s vintage, powder blue, convertible with the amber bust of Chief Pontiac prominently displayed on the hood.

     Dave told Dolan and Shapiro, he wanted to go home and be home by Thursday.  He didn’t feel like traveling with the team.  He was showing signs of becoming weary from all the attention already.  He needed to get home and be with Angela and the family, but he could hardly make a move anywhere in the city without being bombarded with questions and requests for interviews.  He went back up to his room on the 17th floor and removed the telephone from the receiver.  He walked over to Omar Vizquel’s room and asked him to go out and find some type of a shop where he could get a disguise.  A wig, mustache, whatever.  Omar obliged before he left for the ball park that afternoon and left the disguise materials with Dave. 

      Dave asked Mark Shapiro to check out for him.  He dawned the disguise, blond hair, mustache and walked down 17 flights of stairs, but then thought there would be reporters at the stairwell, so he walked back up to the second floor and waited for an elevator crowded with people.  No one recognized him in the elevator, so he thought that was a pretty good test.  The elevator opened in the lobby and at least fifty reporters were milling around.  No one gave Dave a second look.  He walked down 6th avenue, Avenue of the Americas and flagged a taxi.  He took the taxi to the Budget rent a car agency on U.S. Highway 1 near the Newark airport.  He had rented from Budget before on one of his business trips to New York and knew the agency was one of several off the airport grounds, a better chance of not being recognized.  He rented a car from an agent working alone.  It was already past midnight.  He heard on the radio the attendant was playing, that the Indians lost that evening, 8 to 2.  He presented his driver’s license and credit card to rent a compact car.  The attendant, a young girl, looked at him and the driver’s license suspiciously, but didn’t say anything.  

     He headed out on U.S. 1 and headed for Interstate 78.  From I-78 he took Interstate 287.  He was tempted to stop in Basking Ridge and visit a close friend who lived there, but decided to get on Interstate 80 as soon as he could and drive directly back to Cleveland.  He would arrive on the outskirts of Cleveland 8 hours later, getting off the Ohio Turnpike at the Cleveland Hopkins Airport exit.  Returning the car to Budget at the airport.  He would take a taxi from the airport to his home in Cleveland, Heights.  To get home he would have to first go downtown then head out Carnegie to the Cedar Road Hill and up to the Heights.  He was feeling tired.  Tired from the 8 hours on the road.  Tired from the hoards of journalists.  Just plain tired from the whole experience of the last three days.

Chapter 18
     Cleveland, Ohio is a segregated city.  It  may be one of the most segregated cities in the country.  It may one of the most segregated cities in the world.  Perhaps it might be more descriptive to call Cleveland, Ohio a segregated and separated city.  Segregated, by itself, may give the wrong impression.  Segregation has racist overtones.  Cleveland, Ohio is not segregated by race or ethnicity, at least not any more than dozens of other cities across the United States.  No, what segregates and separates Cleveland, Ohio is a geographical barrier, and perhaps to some extent, a psychological barrier as well.  

     Cleveland, Ohio is separated into an East Side and a West Side.  Besides just the actual city of Cleveland proper, which has a West and East Side, the capital letters used appropriately. The entire city and surrounding suburbs fall into this east side, west side geography.  Now what physically separates the city - and many would arguably contend also separates Cleveland psychologically and even emotionally - is a crooked little river and its mile-wide valley that extends north from Lake Erie all the way to Akron, Ohio, 40 miles south of Cleveland.  

     The word Cuyahoga , as the original land owners called it, is suppose to mean, croO.K.ed, and it certainly lives up to that name.  The river became famous, or infamous, back in the 1970’s when it caught on fire and managed to actually burn down a couple of railroad trestles.  Before that it was noted for another fire, this one on the Mayor’s head, when Mayor Ralph Perk was dedicating something on the river, and a spark from a blowtorch ignited his unkempt, straw-like, head of hair.  Be assured of this: that croO.K.ed river and its valley segregates and separates Cleveland as sure as the Great Wall of China or the Berlin Wall separated their country and city. For the residents of the East and West sides of Cleveland and its suburbs, that crooked little river is as physically and psychologically impenetrable as both those structures.

     For people born on either sides of the city of Cleveland, you can pretty much count on the following.  A West Sider will almost surely spend their entire lives ensconced on the West Side, almost never crossing the Cuyahoga River, unless they work in downtown Cleveland, which is theoretically on the east  side of the river.  Or venture off to a local university like Cleveland State or Case Western Reserve, both located on the east side of town, or to a sporting event. Those West Side residents will never venture over to the east side.  Not to dine.  Not to shop.  Not to visit any friends.  Most likely they won’t even have any friends living on the East Side.  That’s because they’ve spent their every waking moment avoiding the East Side, from birth to death. And of course everything is true in reverse for an East Sider.  An East Sider goes to the West Side of town only to go to the airport, which again is theoretically on the West Side of Cleveland.  (You have to cross the Cuyahoga to get to the airport from the East Side.)  Actually, a good restaurant on the East or West Side can draw people across the river.  Jimmy Dadannos or Aldos on the West Side can draw East Siders from as far east as Pepper Pike and Beachwood.   Aldos on Memphis Road was the favorite Italian eatery of the Cirelli’s whenever they came into town.  

     If you told a West Sider to meet you at some well-known intersection on the East Side, say Green Road and South Woodland Road, you may as well tell then to meet you in Erie, Pa.  They would have no idea where that location is.  And of Course the East Sider would be equally  lost if you told them to meet you at Dover Center and Hilliard, a very well known West Side intersection.  You may as well tell that person to meet you in Toledo, Ohio.

       Both residents from their respective sides of town feel like foreigners when they dare travel across that river.  Just ask Hugh Carrie, a well known personality and Cleveland booster, who grew up in BroO.K.lyn, on Cleveland’s West Side, or the Academy Award winning actress Ms Halle Berry, a life long East Sider.  When Rudyard Kippling wrote those famous words: “East is East and West is West.  And never the twain shall meet.”  He could easily have been referring to Cleveland, Ohio. 

     Now I would be less than honest if I didn’t add that West Siders were also afraid  (and still are) to travel to or through the East Side.  Because, to get to the far-eastern suburbs like Shaker and even Cleveland Heights, you have to travel through heavily populated African American sections of town.  For some reason, Blacks lived mostly on the East Side of Cleveland. I guess it was just the way the city developed.  You know the common sociological migration of most of the northern and mid-western cities.  The WASPS finally agreed to sell to the Catholics, who eventually broke down and sold to the Jews, who then sold their properties to African Americans. 

     I would be remiss if I didn’t make one last point about this subject.  East Siders feel superior to West Siders.  They think their more hip.  More with it.  More cool.  They think, in general, they’re smarter and more  savvy than West Siders.  They have a superiority complex over their West Side brethren.  And I’m sad to say, there is a bit of an inferiority complex on the West Side.   And even within the West Side itself, there is a little aloofness and snobbery. Residents along Lake Erie, in the toney up-scale suburbs of Lakewood, and Rocky River, and Westlake and Bay Village, look down their noses at the West Siders living in the southwest suburbs of Parma and North Royalton.  In fact, some of those residents don’t even consider Parma and North Royalton to be true West Side suburbs, but “southern” suburbs, even though you still must cross the Cuyahoga River to get to them. 

     David Benjamin Schwartz knew the West Side of town better than most East Side residents.  There were several reasons for this.  First, Dave had a summer job with Ferbert Schorndorfer, an old line automotive paint manufacturer. He played on their softball team, which was in a very good industrial league on the West Side.  As a result, Dave had to travel west to play on the many softball diamonds on the West side, excellent softball diamonds with lights and stands and announcers like: Elks field at the corner of Bunts and Detroit roads where the famous softball team composed of only  4 players called The King and His Court, used to play a yearly exhibition game to a sold-out crowd. 

      There was also Andrew field located behind a strip mall west of Warren Road, also located on Detroit.  Then there was Harding field at Harding Junior High, lights but no outfield fences.  Dave had his collar bone broken at Harding Field trying to score from third on a slow infield grounder. He was out at the plate, out cold.  

     The other reason Dave was fairly familiar with the West Side was because when Dave turned 40, he made two major changes in his life-style.  He began wearing contact lenses, and took up golf.  Many of the golf courses he played  that summer were West Side courses.  He stuck with golf for only that one summer, then quit.  He stopped wearing the contact lenses after one week.  

    I went to great lengths to describe this East Side  / West Side psychosis, and believe me, the isolation of both sides of town, both physically and psychologically are like no other city in America. Some events do bring both sides of town together, keeping their respective fears at bay.  Those events are almost always related to sports, or some sporting event.  Pitching a no-hit, 27 strikeout, 81 pitch victory of the dreaded New York Yankees, would certainly fall into that category.  So, when Dave Schwartz, still in disguise, took a taxi from the airport to Cleveland Heights, he had to go from the West Side to the East side and then through the downtown area.  It was already 9 in the morning and what he saw as the taxi came off I-71 on to the East 9th street ramp, which is right near Jacob’s field, startled him.  The Indians had already blown up a picture of Dave, a huge picture at least ten feet tall, and were already installing it on the stadium façade, along with the rest of the Indian’s team photos.

     Dave , who had been taking in all the commotion on both sides of town, finally spoke to the taxi driver for the first time.  “Boy, they’re really going nuts with this Dave Schwartz character, huh?”

     “Nuts?  Nuts?  That’s putting it mildly.  The city has gone wacky.  You should have seen it late Tuesday night all the way into Wednesday morning.  I never had so many fares from downtown Cleveland.  Last time we had that many people on Euclid Avenue was in 1948 when the Indian’s won the World Series.  You can’t even drive down Euclid Avenue, now.  Every damn news agency in the world has a satellite truck down there.  The restaurants downtown were all open for breakfast this morning. Even  Downtown Johnny’s.  For breakfast, for Christ’s sake!  Shit, they never open for breakfast in downtown Cleveland.  And the hotels are full.  You can’t get a room for love or money.  They’re full all the way to Akron.  They’re booked almost to Toledo.  I hear you can’t get a room in Erie.”  

     The taxi driver drew a breath and continued.   “The Mayor is planning something for the Indian’s return, and some kind of a special ceremony for this Schwartz character, but they don’t know where the hell the guy is.  Can’t find him in New York.  He like just vanished. Did you hear him at that press conference yesterday?  Did you hear that cockamamie story he came up with?  Was that a crock of shit or what?”

    “Yeah that was real whopper.” Dave finally got in a word.  “Say would you mind driving over to Euclid, I’d like to see some of this insanity.”

     “Drive over to Euclid? What are you crazy mister.  It’s a nightmare over there on Euclid.  We’ll never get out of there.  I think they may even have the entire street blocked off from Public Square to 9th Street.”

    “Yeah, O.K. then, just take Carnegie.”

Chapter 19
     The taxi came off Carnegie and turned up Cedar Hill into Cleveland Heights.  Dave noticed the Case Western Reserve University dormitories, which sit up on the hill, had makeshift banners and signs that just said “ Schwartz!!”  Evidently, the Yankee fan’s lack of originality and spontaneity caught on in Cleveland.  Their chant of “Schwartz, Schwartz, Schwartz !” seemed to catch on even in Cleveland.

     The taxi turned right onto Fairmount.  Here the  mansion size homes lining both sides of the divided boulevard showed no signs of participating in the Schwartz mania.  No signs, no posters.  Nothing to mar their precious lawns.  As the taxi got closer to West St. James, all sorts of satellite trucks were parked in the median, and the “Schwartz” and “Go Schwartz!” signs started to pop up all over the place, including some of the historic Fairmount Boulevard mansions.

     As they approached West St. James, Dave told the taxi driver to pull over.  He decided he would walk the several blocks to his home.  He thought the taxi pulling up to his drive would draw too much attention.  He was not seeking any more attention at this time.  He just wanted to see Angela and his sons.  He was still in disguise, which had fooled the car rental attendant and taxi driver, so he felt confident he could walk to his home undetected.

     West St. James was partially blocked off by a police car.  They had evidently moved all the media trucks off the street and on to the grassy median strip on Fairmount. Dave walked up the street.  It looked like the remnants of a block party.  People were still cleaning up the unraveled rolls of toilet paper strewn all over the branches of the old, oak and maple trees which line West St. James.  Dave’s home was near the end of the street.  The neighbors, he and Angela had known for the 27 years  they lived here, were all out in their yards.  Some cleaning up the mess from the celebration from Tuesday evening; others planting lawn signs that just said “Schwartz!”  “Why wasn’t everybody at work?” Dave thought.  It was already past 10 o’clock in the morning.  It looked like about 40 or 50 members of the press were milling about in front of Dave’s house as he walked past them, unrecognized.  Hand held TV cameras were all over the place.  From every network and local station known to the human race, and some that weren’t.  Foreign correspondents from Europe and Japan were among the group.  As Dave walked through the throng of reporters, a Cleveland Heights Policeman, standing in the driveway stopped Dave.

     “Excuse me sir, but you can’t enter the Schwartz’s property, you must stand back behind that rope,” The policeman said to Dave. 

     Dave reached in his back pocket and took out his wallet.   “Look, officer, and please keep this quiet, I am Dave Schwartz.”  Dave proceeded to show his driver’s license to the cop while simultaneously removing his disguise.

     “Holy shit!” exclaimed the Policeman.  “Holy shit!”  he repeated in a whisper.  “You are him, you are Dave Schwartz.  Sure go ahead in Mr. Schwartz.  Goddamn that was a hell of a game you pitched the other night!

     “Thanks, officer.”

     Dave’s older son, Phillip, who drove home from Ann Arbor the night of the game, was peering out through the drawn drapes in the living room.  He saw his father remove his disguise while talking to the cop.

     “Mom, Mark!” Phillip screamed out.  “It’s dad.  Dad’s back home!”  And with that Angela, Mark and Phillip ran out the front door to embrace Dave.

     By now the throng of reporters figured out what was going on and began to swarm around the three people embracing in the driveway.  Both boys were crying, as the reporters struggled to get close to the Schwartz family.  

     “Hey, Dave Schwartz has been found!” screamed one of the reporters.

     “Where did you go Dave?  screamed another.

     “Why did you leave New York so fast?” another hollered.

     The questions were flying fast and furiously.  Dave and family were oblivious to everything around them.  Cameras beamed the scene right to their affiliate stations and then on to all the networks, who immediately announced that Dave Schwartz has been located.  Some programs carried the feed live and interrupted their broadcasts.

Others just flashed the news across the screen.  Mark Shapiro and Larry Dolan were immediately notified that their star pitcher is alive and well and in Cleveland, Ohio.  

     “That guy Schwartz is gonna be nothing but trouble.  I just gotta feeling.  A bad feeling about that guy.  He’s too unpredictable.  He’s too damn independent,”  Dolan rambled on and on.  Secretly happier than hell and relieved he showed up safe and sound.

     “And too damn smart,” added Shapiro.

     “C’mon let’s get back into the house so we can talk.” Dave said, ushering his wife and kids quickly back into their home.  Things began to calm down only slightly.  Angela was so relieved to see her husband and have a chance to ask some of the thousands of questions she’d been formulating in her mind ever since that 27th strikeout.  First she blurted out in voice that had as much anger as it showed relief,  “Were the hell have you been? And why have you kept all of this a secret from me?”

     “Yeah, Dad,” chimed in Mark.  “You’ve got some explaining to do.”

     “You damn sure do, Dad,” Phillip added to the chorus.

    “Everybody please calm down. Please,” Dave said as he plopped down into his favorite Lazy Boy recliner, totally exhausted from the drive from New York and the events of the last few days.  His adrenaline supply tank was just about on zero.  “I know I’ve got some explaining to do.”

    “ SOME!”  said Angela.

    “O.K., alright, I’ve got a lot of explaining to do,” Dave answered.  “First, how’s my mom and dad doin?”

    “Your folks are fine, Dave.  They probably have more reporters and satellite vans in front of their house than we have.  They tried to drive over Tuesday after the game, but couldn’t get out of their driveway.  They just decided to wait till you got back. You should have called them,” Angela was calming down too.

    “I couldn’t get a phone line to anyone.  I had to have the operator break into your line Angela.”

     “That’s what I told your mom when I finally got through after you called.”

     “How’s your folks doing in Providence?”

     “They’re swamped with reporters and interviews and satellite trucks parked outside their house, too.  Federal Hill hasn’t seen this kind of activity since the bootleg wars of Prohibition.” 

     “The worlds gone mad,” Dave commented.

     “Gone mad? Hey dad, they’re calling this the sports achievement of the century,         

 for Christ’s sake,”  Mark said.

     “Quit saying ‘for Christ’s sake’, Mark,”  Angela sternly interrupted.

     “Oh Mom.”

     “Don’t ‘Oh, Mom’ me.  Just quit using that expression around here.  How many times have I told you that?”

     “Hey, hey.  Would everyone just calm down for a minute around here.  Easy.  I’ll explain everything.  But we just gotta calm down and get some perspective on this or we’ll all go nuts,”  Dave interrupted Angela.  But Angela was not in any mood now to be interrupted.

    “ Oh ,hat’s just great Dave.  Great advice, ‘ let’s every body just calm down,’” Angela sarcastically repeated.  “Let’s see.  Last Monday I take my husband to work cause he tells me he’s got to go to see Pfizer on business.  He takes his old Marty Marion G-600, 40- year- old baseball glove with him.  Tuesday evening my husband is on television pitching against the New York Yankees.  Unbeknownst to any of his family or friends.” (The sarcasm and intensity are growing with every utterance.)  “He proceeds to pitch a no hitter and strike out the side for 9 straight innings.  He holds a press conference after the game. The next morning, from Madison Square Garden, no less, he holds another press conference, where he spins a yarn, the likes of which Mr. Grimm would have been envious.  He disappears from the radar screen and has an entire nation looking for him. Finally, he shows up and asks everyone to remain calm.  This is vintage Dave Schwartz..  Just beautiful Dave.”

     “Boy,this is just like the Schwartz family.  I thought everyone would be just ecstatic and jumping for joy.  But before we can celebrate anything in this family we need explanations and reasons and justifications.  It’s like a damn math proof around here.”

     “Well, if you think we want some answers in this household, Mr. All Star, just wait till Helen Siegle Schwarz gets a hold of you, buster.  Your mom is worried sick about you and your mysterious disappearance.  That story you spun about how you became this incredible pitching sensation.  Maybe that would be a good starting place for this family discussion.”

     “Yeah, Dad.  Where the hell did you come up with that beaut?”  Mark asked.

     “Yeah, Dad.  That was a real whopper. Couldn’t you come up with something more believable than that?” the future lawyer of the house spoke up next.

     “O.K., look, let’s get my mom and dad over hear, cause I’m only gonna tell this story once, to the entire family,”  Dave said with more than a trace of frustration in his voice.

     “Hey, Angela, “ Dave said, changing the subject.  “I thought the phones would be ringing off the hook from the way you talked last night.  I don’t think it’s rung once since I’ve been here.”

     “That’s because they are off the hook.  If I didn’t take them off the hook, that’s all it would be doing around here, ringing.  And that reminds me. We have to call the phone company and get another number and make sure it’s unlisted.  Or, we’ll never be able to make another call out of this house again.”

    “O.K. let’s get this Schwartz family thing organized,” responded Dave, like a drill instructor.  “Mark, you call the phone company and we’ll get an additional line.  First, I’ll call my mom and dad and get them to drive over here and tell my story again.  Although you’re probably going to have just as much trouble with it as you did when you heard it at the Madison Square Garden press conference.”

           About a half-hour later, Dave’s mom and dad drove over followed by an army of reporters and TV correspondents. The family assembled in the living room. Dave proceeded to tell the exact same story he  always told.  After Dave’s tale, there was total silence.  Then everyone started talking at the same time with a thousand questions, like: ‘why didn’t you tell anybody about this mysterious man in the Pontiac?’,  ‘why didn’t you tell anyone about the pitching contest in Clearwater?’, and ‘why didn’t you tell anyone you were going to New York to pitch for the Cleveland Indians?’

     Dave answered every question the same plausible way:  ‘Because if I told you guys any of this story before I pitched that game against the Yankees, you’d have had me committed.’  Dave’s mom listened to the family conference quietly and patiently.  She was the only one who didn’t ask her son a single question, and then she spoke.

     “My son David has never lied to me, or anyone else in this family, for that matter.  At least no lie that I know of.  Does anyone in this living room feel Dave has ever in his life lied to them?”  Helen Schwartz asked and paused.  “I believe my son.  I believe his story.”

     “I believe my husband too,”  Angela quietly agreed with her mother-in-law. “ He has never lied to me once in the almost 30 years I’ve known him.  Nor to anyone else he has ever befriended or worked with.  If there is a more honest, honorable man on this planet, than my husband, I haven’t met him.”

    “We believe you dad,” Both boys said.

    “I believe you son,” Bernie Schwartz said as he hugged his son and began to cry.  Then Helen started to cry and then Angela and then both boys.  And they all hugged one another.

    “Hey, hey, hey, this is supposed to be a time of celebration.  I just pitched the game of the century.  What the hell are we all crying for, for Christ’s sake.”

    “David, damn it, stop saying that,” Angela quickly remarked

    “O.K. O.K.., I’m sorry.  Now we’ve got to get this insanity soon to unfold, organized.”

    “Well you’re certainly not the most qualified for that, son.  Better let your wife get this thing under control,” Dave’s mother quickly remarked.

    “Fine,” answered Dave.  “Angela, my love.  You’re in charge of everything.  Interviews, endorsements, whatever.  Somehow we’ve got to control this press.  Shit, we probably can’t even go to Geracci’s for Pizza anymore without being hounded.  I am not going to just give our private lives up because I pitched one goddamn game in the Major Leagues.”

    “One goddamn game?”  his son Phillip repeated.  “It’s a little more than that pop, wouldn’t you say?”

    “O.K., look.  I’ve got a zillion things to do.  I’ve got to get a hold of Mark Shapiro and Larry Dolan.  Has anybody asked for any interviews yet?”

     “Are you kidding me?” Angela quickly spoke up.  “Before I left the receiver off the hook – let’s see: the Today Show called, the Morning Show on CBS, Good Morning America. What’s that ABC?  Morely Safer wants an interview for 60 Minutes.”

    “60 Minutes called already? Morely Safer?”  Dave interrupted.

    “I stopped making a list at 3 in the morning and just took the receiver off the hook.  I’m sure there’s 100 more people seeking interviews.”

    “O.K., Angela, you line up the interviews however you want.  First let’s give a local station the first interview.  Maybe someone like Dick Feagler.  Right Mom?”

     Dick Feagler was a local columnist for the Plain Dealer, and before that, for many years with the now defunct Cleveland Press.  He also had a half-hour talk-show on the local PBS station.  Dave liked his columns and Helen Schwartz loved him because he often wrote about his high school years at John Adams, fondly.  A generation before Feagler, Helen Schwartz also went to John Adams and remembered her high school days there as warmly as Feagler wrote about his.  Helen Schwartz had a soft spot in her heart for Dick Feagler.

      Besides being a fine columnist (It certainly took the rival Plain Dealer long enough to figure that out.  Even after the Press closed down, it took the Plain Dealer years before they offered Feagler a position.)  he was a no bullshit interviewer on his PBS program. Helen Schwartz liked that idea of giving him the very first in depth interview.  Angela was also in favor of granting Feagler the very first interview and especially liked the fact that it would be an uninterrupted half-hour.  (It turned out to be an uninterrupted hour.)  

     Things were beginning to take on some semblance of order as the Schwartz family mobilized their brains and resources.  Mark and Phillip would return to their summer jobs in Pittsburgh and Ann Arbor, realizing they too would be endlessly asked for interviews.  Their grandmother warned them like she had always warned her own sons Dave and Louis when they were growing up:  “If you talk too long or too much, eventually you’ll say something stupid that you’ll regret.” 

      Things looked to be progressing smoothly when Dave Schwartz proved what Larry Dolan had warned Mark Shapiro about when Dave disappeared.  He was too much of a maverick and uncontrollable.

     “Hey, Angela, did Mel Morris call and say where the softball games were this Sunday?”

     “What are you talking about?”  Angela asked.  “You want to go watch the A-Shaw softball games this Sunday?”

     “ No, I don’t want to watch them.  I’m gonna play in them.” Dave answered matter-of-factly.

     “You’re what?”

     “I’m playing first base for Mel this Sunday.  We’re undefeated and I think this year we’re gonna finally win the championship.”

     “Are you nuts?  Are you just completely off your rocker, for Christ’s sake,”  Angela was irritated.

    “Hey, watch the ‘Christ’s sake’”

     “Don’t worry about the ‘Christ’s sake’ I can say that, you can’t.” Angela paused briefly.  “Damn it Dave, you can’t continue playing with A-Shaw.  You’re playing on a Major League baseball team.  You’re a Cleveland Indian!  They probably won’t even let you play.  It’s gotta be a clause in the contract.  What if you get hurt playing softball? You are nuts.  You are completely crazy,”  Angela turned sympathetically towards her father-in law and pleaded.  “Dad, tell him he’s crazy.  He’ll listen to you.”

     “Dave I’m sure you can’t play any other sports during the season.  It’s got to be in the contract,”  Bernie Schwartz pleaded with his son.

     “Oh, it’s in there Dad.  But, I crossed it out and they mistakenly initialed it.  They’re not too pleased about it either.  I also stated I’m not quitting my job at HKF. And I’m only traveling with the team when I pitch but that I would attend every home game, whether I pitch or not.”

     “Would someone please talk some sense into this man!” Angela exclaimed, thoroughly exhausted by the conversation.  “I’m telling you, I married a lunatic.  A stark, raving, lunatic.  Is anybody listening to my husband?  Do you hear what he’s saying, mom?  He’s willing to jeopardize everything for a goddamn softball team.  Damn it!  Mel Morris knows you better than I do.  After the game Tuesday, Mel and Alan and Carl, said you’d probably still want to play softball Sunday.  I told them they were nuts.  They bet me dinner you’d want to play.  You’re all nuts!” ( I did mention throughout this tale, that some of those A-Shaw guys were loony.  Didn’t I?)

Chapter 20
     The rest of Thursday the Schwartz families stayed entrenched in their West St. James fortress, planing strategies and watching the TV, occasionally peering out at the gaggle of reporters and journalists milling about outside the house .  Occasionally the reporters wandered down to Roxboro Junior High where they seemed to have established a makeshift base of operations.

     May started off wetter than April, making conditions for the reporters uncomfortable.  Dave and his dad were watching the cable channels most of the afternoon while Angela and her mother-in law were in the kitchen trying to determine how the families would cope with the insanity that was sure to build.

    The media had quickly begun trying to verify Dave’s incredible story the minute the Madison Square Garden press conference was over.  They quickly descended on Shaker Heights High School’s baseball coach, Ron Berger, and the two Shaker ballplayers Dave struck out.  They confirmed everything Dave said at the press conference.  The interviews were played and replayed on every network and cable station for the next three days, especially the cable stations – especially the sports dominated cable stations. ESPN 1,2 and Fox Sports Net simply couldn’t get enough of this story, or any of the interviews.  TV news crews interviewed people at the exhibition game in Clearwater where Dave struck out Omar Vizquel.  Dave and his dad were watching this all afternoon with great amusement.  At the end of each of the interviews with the Shaker coach or fans from the exhibition game, the anchor of the moment would reflect in a philosophical way and pose the question: “Maybe David Benjamin Schwartz’s story is legitimate?” 

     Of course the missing piece to this drama was the old gent and his powder blue, 1950’s vintage, Pontiac, convertible.  Pittsburgh was the center of activity for this investigation.  Newspapers and TV and radio stations were offering rewards and contests for any information leading to the location of the car or the owner.  The city of Pittsburgh, along with Cleveland, was thrilled with all this activity. The money pouring into the cities’ economies was incredible.  A carnival like atmosphere consumed both towns.  In an economy that was beginning to slow down from the hyper dot com world of the late 1990’s, David Schwartz was a God send.

     The Indians returned from New York late Thursday night.  They also lost Thursday’s game.  Dolan and Shapiro didn’t seem too chagrined by the losses Wednesday and Thursday, stilling thriving off the Dave Schwartz victory on Tuesday.  By Friday afternoon, Dave had his new unlisted phone line installed and called everyone who counted and gave out the new phone number.  They left the old phone line in, but turned off all the ringers on the phones.  Now if a phone rang, it must be someone they wanted to talk two.  This worked quite well until, somehow the phone number got out.  So they would have to repeat the process and eventually get another unlisted number.

     As Dave was watching TV and another replay of an interview with a fan who saw Dave strike out Omar in the “Strike Out A Major Leaguer” contest, he got a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach.  “Jesus” he thought.  “What if a fan mentioned the women he went to the game with.”  It’s not like Holli Morgan could be out publicly and go unnoticed.  He remembers the ballplayers looking up into the stands as they walked into the park during that first inning.  He quickly rationalized that he could easily claim she came along just to see the game and was an avid baseball fan.  Angela knew he was traveling to Tampa with an architect.  Dave was sure he even mentioned her name to Angela.  He calmed down and realized he was overreacting.  Then he thought about Holli Morgan.  Unless she’d been in a cave since Tuesday, she had to know what was going on.  Would she decide to break her silence and give an interview?  How long before some scandal sheet like the Star or the National Inquirer would find Holli Morgan?  Would she sell her story?  He turned the TV off and went into the kitchen for a beer. 

     He wanted to go outside and take a walk over to Roxboro and watch the little league teams practicing but didn’t want to put up with questions from the reporters.  It hadn’t even been a week since his incredible pitching feat and already he was getting resentful about loosing his freedom.  Mostly he was worrying about Holli Morgan.  He decided, the hell with it, and walked over to Roxboro Junior High.  As soon as he stepped out of his house and walked to the sidewalk, the TV lights and reporters gathered around and began asking the same questions they’d been asking since the press conference.  He answered all the questions the exact same way.  He walked down West St. James and the TV lights and cameras and reporters followed.  He was pleasant, but got annoyed when someone just jammed a microphone in his face and proceeded to ask a stupid, inane question like some of those local reporters can do.  How did you feel after you struck out 27 Yankees?  He felt like answering “How would you feel, asshole!”  But Angela warned him to be on his best behavior until they had planned their marketing strategy and which companies they wanted to work with.  Angela knew her husband all too well.  His independent streak and ability to suffer fools gladly were incompatible. So was hers!  But together they figured they could control each other.  He could easily alienate any and every potential company. He just ignored the stupid questions with out any sarcastic, biting commentary.  It wasn’t easy.  But, he promised Angela.  He couldn’t wait until Sunday when he would play softball with his A-Shaw soul mates.  He hadn’t seen Mel or Al or Carl since last Sunday.  He thought about last Sunday’s games as he walked over to the schoolyard.  He vaguely remembered how it felt when things used to be “normal”.   

     Dolan told Shapiro to get in touch with Dave as soon as he got back into the offices at the Jake.  Angela had left their new unlisted number with Dolan’s and Shapiro’s secretaries.  It was Friday and Angela decided to try and go into work at the Federal Building.  She hadn’t gone into the Naval Payroll offices since Tuesday.  It was futile to even try.  Her superiors understood and weren’t expecting her till after the weekend.  She left Dave in the care of his mother and father who came over Friday morning to see if they could help Dave determine what companies he might  best represent as a spokesperson.  Although as of Friday, only Rawlings showed immediate interest.  They even announced they were going to begin producing a new version of the Marty Marion G-600 that Dave’s fame was resurrecting.  This pleased Dave no end.  

     Dolan called that Friday morning and spoke with Dave at length.  The Indians were beginning a weekend series with Detroit and Dave was expected at the game Friday evening.  All the games were sold out in anticipation of Dave pitching one of them.  They wouldn’t announce the pitcher until the day of the game.  This was Dolan’s greedy plan to fill the stadium, and Dave wasn’t happy to be part of the deception and told Mark Shapiro exactly how he felt.  He made a veiled threat to tell the media he wasn’t pitching any games that weekend if anyone asked.  And someone would surely ask.  When Shapiro told Dolan, Dolan exploded and said something about “that ungrateful little shit”, but already knew what Dave Schwartz was capable of, and decided to announce to the press that Dave wouldn’t pitch any games that weekend.  No one returned any tickets.  They just wanted to be at the Jake and see Dave, who said he would be happy to make an appearance and step out from the dugout.

     Mark Shapiro wanted to help Dave with the aspects of his newly found fame.  This was highly irregular and if Dolan found out, Shapiro would be gone in a New York second.  So he asked Dave to keep this chat on the QT. He tried to convince Dave that trying to handle the business aspects of fame within the family was tantamount to disaster.  These matters required experienced people to maximize the amount of revenue Dave could produce for his family, not to mention the internal family squabbles that would surely result.  Dave listened carefully, but was not convinced.  He did agree to let Mark make an appointment with the internationally known IMG Group. (They represented Tiger Woods) They were headquartered in Cleveland. Mark Shapiro made the appointment for Monday morning.  This would be very convenient because IMG’s offices were in a building located on the corner of Ninth Street and St Clair, a 60 second walk from where Angela worked at the Federal Building.  Dave said he would see Mark that evening at the game. 

      As soon as he hung up the phone with Shapiro, he immediately called Angela at work and told her about his conversation with Mark.  She was having second thoughts about their ability to manage the situation, and thought about going to IMG herself.  She thought that was a good idea and would meet him in the IMG building lobby at 9 in the morning.  They would have all weekend to get their thoughts together before they talked with the IMG personnel

     As soon as Dave came back from his stroll over to Roxboro Junior High, his phone rang.  It was Mel Morris.  They hadn’t talked since they played together last Sunday, although Dave tried to call Mel that Tuesday after the game and press conference.  He was the first person he wanted to talk to after talking with Angela and his family.

    “Hey asshole, I thought you would have called me by now.  Too big for your britches already, huh?”  Mel bellowed into the phone.  Mel was joking of course but Dave took him seriously.

     “That’s bullshit and you know it Mel.  I tried to call you Tuesday but couldn’t get through and I tried to get in touch today and left my new phone number on your answering machine.  Since I got back Thursday – well, it’s just complete chaos and insanity.”

     “Hey, hey, I was kidding.  Don’t be so sensitive.  I was with Angela when you called,  I think it was already early Wednesday morning.  You’ve got some splainin’ to do big guy. But that’s not why I called.  Angela called and said I know you better than she does.  I knew you’d be playing with the boys from A-Shaw.  Hey, seriously Dave, you sure you want to do this?  What if you get hurt? Shit the Cleveland fans will crucify us.”

     “I’m playin’ Mel.  And that’s it. Got it?”

     “Fine with me pall.  O.K., now here is why I called.  The A-Shaw softball team is now the most recognized and observed softball team that ever walked the face of the earth, thanks to our good bud Dave Schwartz.  Seems like the JCC is getting a little greedy and wanted to hold our game in that new minor league stadium in Eastlake and charge admission.”

     “What did you tell em’?
     “I told them to go fuck off.  We’re playing at the scheduled field, which this Sunday is at Forest Hill Park.  I called Al and Carl and they were with me 100%.  How do you feel about it?”

     “Absolutely, Mel.  They’re full of shit.  We’re undefeated this year and we’ll make the championships for sure.  Why the hell would we upset the apple cart now.  Bad luck, Mel.  Especially not this year.  I got a feeling we’re going all the way. Let’s just keep things as normal as we possibly can.  Let’s not change a damn thing.”

     “Exactly how we all felt about it, Dave.  You haven’t changed, you’re as crazy as we are.  I even called the Manager of the Owetana Lodge, that’s who we’re playing.  They don’t want any change in the field either.  Man, the JCC was pissed, but what the hell could they do.  We refused to play in Eastlake.  Fuck em."

     “Do you think we’ll have a lot of people at the game ?”

     “You’re shitting me, Schwartz, right?  The JCC said they had over 800 calls asking where the game was being played Wednesday morning after your Madison Square Garden press conference.  That’s when they called wanting to change the location.  I hear the Cleveland Heights cops asked the Cleveland police if they would help in the crowd control.  Al Jay said he heard over 15,000 people are expected to squeeze into that park area.  The TV coverage will be as big as the game down at the Jake that afternoon.  I wouldn’t advise making any errors at first this Sunday.  It will be broadcast all over the world,”  Mel finally took a breath and continued.  “Do you believe this Dave?  I mean can you fucking believe this?”

    And in a rather subdued less than enthusiastic tone, Dave replied, “No, Mel.  No, I really don’t believe any of this.  See you Sunday morning.”

    “An hour before the game as usual, pal”

    “Absolutely, maybe even an hour and a half before the game.”

Chapter 21
     Dave drove down to the Jake Friday afternoon around one o’clock.  Angela and Dave’s parents were invited to sit in Dolan’s box, but decided to stay home and watch the game on TV.  They’d wait for Dave to pitch again before they’d come to the stadium, and besides, they didn’t feel like being hassled by all the reporters and the media. So they explained to Dave. Not even a week since Dave’s pitching performance and already the Schwartz families had their fill of attention.  

     The local and national news media were having a field day with Dave .  His story was being analyzed by every TV shrink in the business.  Was it believable?  Was Dave being truthful when he told it. Geraldo was at his best and most obnoxious, with the professional lie detector analysts.  These polygraph maven’s would endlessly analyze Dave’s voice patterns every time he told and retold his story.  Some of the experts maintain he was telling the truth, others said the results showed some irregularities.  “So much for the consistency of the polygraph,” Dave thought as he watched some of these programs and listened to the experts pontificate.

     The media coverage was soon approaching O.J. proportions.  The cable news networks, especially, were their own obnoxious selves.  They simply couldn’t get enough of this story. Ad nauseum.  

     Dave’s life was dissected with microscopic intensity.  Everyone Dave had any contact with since he was five years old was dredged out of his past.  Kids from kindergarten class.  Old high school teammates Dave hadn’t seen in 35 years.  They even found a fellow who went by the nickname Tennessee and used to come from St. Cecillia’s, a Catholic elementary school in the area, to play strikeout against the Moreland School brick wall with Dave during summer vacation.  Dave could hardly believe his eyes when he saw Tennessee being interviewed on TV.  “Where the hell did they find him?” Dave spoke to the TV.

      It was never ending.  The media would get to the bottom of this mystery.  The world would eventual know how Dave Schwartz really managed to pitch that incredible game.

     The sports analysts were the most intense and appeared quite serious when trying to “put this whole episode in perspective”, like some earth shattering event or discovery took place last Tuesday.  You’d think Dave Schwartz’s feat was right up there in importance with the Magna Carta,  the Theory of Relativity, the signing of the Declaration of Independence, the Great Depression, and the Second World War.

     Dave pulled his Chevy Malibu sedan up to the Player’s gate and this time was immediately recognized by the attendant and allowed to pull into the Player’s parking lot.  The convoy of media vehicles scampered around Carnegie Avenue looking for places to park.  Dave pulled along side Omar’s cannery yellow Ferrari.  Dave’s 2001, black, Malibu looked a little out of place parked next to a sea of SUV’s, Beemers, Hummers, and Mercedes’.  Mark Shapiro was waiting for Dave and quickly tried to usher him into the Jake before the hoards of media had a chance to assemble and scream out questions. 

But Dave wandered towards the fence of the parking lot and waited until the reporters and news people had a chance to park and assemble near Gate A.

     Dave looked at “handling” the media as a challenge, like an engineering problem.  He wasn’t afraid of any of their questions because he would just answer truthfully.  He rather liked the jousting, when he simply refused to answer a specific question about his family or a personal matter.  He was quick.  He was often funny.  He came across as honest to a point.  And he sensed they liked him.  They desperately wanted to believe him and his story.  He would get annoyed with a silly or stupid question and answered in a way that would demonstrate that the question and questioner, were, well, were silly and stupid.  This kept the media on its toes and slowly endeared Dave to the public.  They could relate to Dave.  He didn’t act like he just pitched the game of the century.It was apparent there was no false modesty.  He drove a modest car, and lived in a modest neighborhood.  He had a beautiful wife, who, when interviewed, could match her husband’s wit and humor and self - deprecation, and when necessary, sarcasm, and engendered the same kind of warmth and honesty with both the media and the public.

    “Hey, Dave,” a reported shouted through the fence, “When will ya pitch again?”

    “I have no idea.  When they ask me too, I guess.”

    “Think you can do it again, Dave?  Can ya strike out 27 Major league ball players?”

    “Well, we’ll see soon enough.  But yeah, I think I might be able to do it again.”

    “Do you know when you pitch next, Dave?  another reported shouted.

     “Nope,” was Dave’s simple one word answer.

     “Hey, Dave, are you a Democrat or a Republican?”  A female journalist screamed out.

     “What are you?”  Dave shouted back.

     “I can’t say Dave, I’m a reporter.  We don’t divulge that information,” She quickly answered.

     “Well then, I guess you’ve answered your own question,”  Dave said.

    Dave was actually a closet Republican.  He voted for Bush, much to the dismay of Angela.  His mom and dad were Roosevelt Democrats, like most middle class working people from the Depression and Second World War generation.  Just like Angela’s parents, who were also Yellow Dog Democrats.  Angela blamed Dave’s slow conversion to a moderate republican view on his brother, Louis.  Louis was obviously influenced by his law partners at Jones, Day.  But, more so by his assimilated, politically (Republican) connected in-laws, the Stones.   Angela loved Dave anyway, and so did his folks.

     Shapiro slowly worked Dave away from the reporters and TV crews.  Of course everything would be on TV within minutes. Any editing the networks thought they had to do in their vans could be accomplished in no time.

     Dave entered the locker room. The Indians were already lounging around and waiting for the game with Detroit that night.  Some were still apprehensive of approaching Dave because of his newly found fame and because he just may have pitched himself directly into the Hall of Fame.  It was a complete reversal of the first time Dave entering the locker room in Yankee Stadium when, Dave was intimidated by the players.

     Dave tried to break the ice by going up and talking with Josh Bard, who would certainly become an answer in Trivial Pursuit in the years to come.  (Who caught Dave Schwartz’s perfect game against the Yankees?)

     “Hey ,Josh, that was quite a game you called for me last Tuesday.”

      That broke the ice. And everyone within earshot broke up laughing, especially Josh.

Dave just wanted to be a teammate, no more,no less.  He didn’t want any special treatment, although he knew under the present circumstances that might be difficult. Humor looked like the logical approach.  Then Omar Visquel came out into the locker room and started to razz Dave that he could only throw one pitch and that eventually everyone would figure him out.

     “You didn’t figure it out, Omar.” Dave razzed Omar Back.  Now the entire team was in a razzing mood.  Humor was definitely the right approach.

     Even with all the hoopla of the last few days - with all the media attention, with all the interviews, with all the hype and all the chatter and all the commotion.  Dave simply was not prepared for the scene he would face when the Indians came out of the locker room and onto the field for BP.  It was an hour and a half before the game.  The stands were already completely filled, not an empty seat. As soon as the team jogged from the dugout on to the playing field, everyone stood and gave Dave and the team a roaring, standing ovation.  They wouldn’t stop for 15 straight minutes.  The roar just kept building until it reached a fever pitch and there it lingered  for 15 minutes.  It was deafening if you were standing on the field.  Like the Dolby, surround sound  stereo systems of the Omni Max Cinemas, multiplied by 100.  It was so loud and even terrifying, that unless you knew what was happening - that the entire Tiger team came out from their locker and onto the field to see what the commotion was all about. 

      Dave looked up into the stands just to the right of home plate.  There in the owners box stood Larry Dolan, arms extended out over the railing leading the applause. Mark Shapiro was standing right along side Larry, clapping just as furiously.

     Dave spun around as Omar grabbed his shoulders and helped spin him towards left-center field.  There, standing up side by side along the railing in the front row, were 27 rectangular posters with a large, black, bold face, capital “K” imprinted on them.  Then Omar turned Dave to the left.  Hand-crafted posters and signs littered the stands.  Dave had thought he had seen it all, but nothing compared to what he saw written on some of the signs.

     “DAVE, WE BELIEVE”

      “WE BELIEVE YOU, DAVE”

      “SCHWARTZ’S STORY IS KOSHER”  (this one had Stars of David decorating the 4 corners.)

      “SCHWARTZ IS SCHMALTZ”, whatever the hell that meant.  Dave told Omar that he thought it meant that “Dave was smooth”. But even Dave couldn’t explain for certain what that cryptic message was trying to say.

     Then of course there where hundreds of signs that just said “SCHWARTZ”, or just “GO SCHWARTZ.”  It just couldn’t get any crazier than this, Dave thought as he turned back towards home plate and looked up towards Dolan’s box.  He noticed there were a lot more people in Dolan’s box now and as he focused he saw his whole family was there. Angela with a smile as wide as the Mississippi, his mom and dad, his dad looked to be wiping away a tear or two, his brother and wife Judy.  Gina and John Cirelli came in from their Federal Hill home in Providence.  Dave himself could barely focus - his eyes slowly clouding with tears.  

     Dave had no idea his family would show up. He was completely surprised. They were pretty good actors, he thought.  All that bullshit about not wanting to come that evening.  That they’d wait till Dave was scheduled to pitch in another game. Larry Dolan set the whole thing up.  He even flew Angela’s folks up in a private jet and brought everyone to the ballpark in limousines.  “Could it ever possibly get better than this?” Dave thought.  Then the announcer came on the public address system and said Dave Schwartz celebrated his 50th birthday last Friday and asked the 46,365 fans if they’d sing Dave a belated “Happy Birthday.” The organist hit the chord and 46,365 people sang Happy Birthday.  Evidently it could get better.   Sunday morning and the softball game with Owetana Lodge was still to come.  Not only that, but the Indians beat the Tigers both Friday and Saturday.

Chapter 22
    Forest Hill Park (not Hills) straddles both the suburbs of Cleveland Heights and East Cleveland.  About 2/3 of the park is in East Cleveland.  The softball diamonds are in the Cleveland Heights section located off Forest Hill Boulevard near Monticello Road.  Originally, the park was the summer home of John D. Rockefeller, the oil tycoon who created The Standard Oil Company.  He built a home in 1870 on the original 100 acres he purchased, used primarily as a sanitarium for people with respiratory ailments.  Eventually he turned the home and land into a private summer respite with a nine hole golf course.  He eventually bought another 135 acres.  Many years later a dispute with the taxing authorities of Cleveland pissed J.D. off.  So he took off for New York, never to return to Cleveland again, until they brought him back in a casket on a private train and buried him in Lake View Cemetery, only a mile or so from his beloved summer home. 

      Later in the 1900’s, John D’s son gave the land to Cleveland Heights and East Cleveland where the Forest Hill Park was eventually created.  The summer mansion, a grand wooden structure, was on the park site until the early 1960’s, when a mysterious fire burned it to the ground.  It was never restored.  Early in the 1950’s Dave and Louis romped around the park every Memorial Day, where the Schwartz and Seigel families celebrated their annual family gathering.

     Dave didn’t sleep very well Saturday before the softball game.  He was still feeling the warmth of Friday night’s celebration and the effect of hearing Happy Birthday sung by 46,000 adoring fans.  And then, of course, there was the game with the Owetona Lodge to be played Sunday morning.  Like A-Shaw, the Owetona Team was undefeated in 8 games.  This was actually making Dave more restless than the activities at the Jake on Friday. He was up at 4 in the morning, then again at 5.

     “Damn it, will you go to sleep, or just stay in bed,” Angela complained.  “What the hell time is it, anyway?”

     “It’s about 5.”

     “ 5!  When does the game start?”

     “9, but I’m gonna get their at 7:30.”

     “Well I’m not going at 7:30.  We’ll meet you there.  I’ll pick up your mom and dad.”

     “Is there enough room in the car for your folks and mine?”

     “It’s not a very long ride.  There’s plenty of room.”

     Angela went back to sleep. Dave went downstairs and made some breakfast, although he didn’t like to eat much before a game.  Toast, cereal and some coffee was all his stomach could handle before any baseball activity, even practices.  He made a deal with the press and TV people.  If they’d stay clear of West St. James and surrounding environs, he would meet them at a site of there choosing once a week, for as long as necessary and answer any and all of their questions.  He made this arrangement mostly for the benefit of his neighbors, who, after a week of the attention, got pretty annoyed with the situation and asked Dave if he could do something about it.  This was the arrangement he came up with and everyone seemed satisfied.  Only the Fox Network journalists didn’t totally accept the deal and hung around the neighborhood at all times of the night and day.  They were meandering around Dave’s house when he pulled out of his drive and headed towards Forest Hill Park.  They ran to the end of West St. James to get to their van and followed.

     Dave turned on to Fairmount Boulevard, left on Coventry to Mayfield, right on Mayfield and headed toward the park, only a mile away.  It was still only 7:15.  He couldn’t wait till 7:30.  Neither could Mel Morris as Mel honked and pulled up along side Dave’s Malibu when Dave got to Monticello.  Monticello Road already had cars parked up on the tree lawns and front lawns of all the homes.  Signs on the lawns were charging 50 dollars to park.  The closer to Forest hills, the higher the rate.  They were charging the TV network vans 500 dollars to park in their driveways.  As Dave and Mel pulled into the park, three Cleveland Police officers checked them and their cars.  Dave was recognized immediately, but Mel had to brandish his ugly green A-Shaw jersey to get into the parking area.  The Park and surrounding streets had already taken on a carnival atmosphere.  Lemonade stands, popcorn stands, hot dog stands, and souvenir stands, selling “Go Schwartz” pins.  It looked like the midway at the Ohio State Fair.  Only two other ball players were already on the diamond playing a lazy game of catch.  Absolutely, you guessed it.  The other two loonies part and parcel of Mel Morris and his Triumvirate,  Carl Kaplan and Alan Jay.

     Mel and Dave got out of their cars, put on their spikes and ugly green tee shirts and starting walking towards the field.  At least 50 people from the press and TV stations were ready and waiting, cordoned off just to the left of third base.  The Cleveland Heights police seemed to be well prepared and well organized for the onslaught of humanity soon to descend on the park.  Already, there were several thousand people standing or sitting, (some folks brought those little folding chairs), around the field.

     “What took you guys so long?” hollered Al Jay.

     “What did you guys do, sleep here last night?” answered Mel.

     “What time did you guys get here?” Dave asked as he caught a bullet fired to him by Carl Kaplan, thinking he’d catch Dave off guard.  (fat chance!). Whap! The sound of the new softball made as Dave caught the ball in the pocket of his new first basemen’s glove.

    “I don’t know.  What time did we get here, Al?  asked Carl.

    “Oh, about 5 this morning”

    “You’ve been here since 5 this morning?  You guys are nuts.”  Dave said.

    “Yeah, right Schwartz.  What time were you up this morning,3, 4 o’clock? Huh?” Al Jay asked.

     The journalists were furiously writing down every word these guys were saying.  Then the Owetona Lodge players started showing up.  It still wasn’t even 7:30.

    If Local 880 was A-Shaw’s chief rival over the last 20 years, the Owetona Lodge wasn’t far behind.  They could match A-Shaw position for position. Some of their starters, like A-Shaw’s,were 50 years old or older.  Their left fielder was approaching 56, and like Mel, he hadn’t lost a step and could still hit the crap out of a softball.

     The Owetona Lodge was the only other of the 8 teams in the JCC league with uglier uniforms than A-Shaw.  They wore brown tee shirts with a light blue “Owetona Lodge” written in script, no less, on both the back and front of the shirt.  Even though Mel Morris was too cheap to provide suitable pants and socks, he did provide blue sweatpants for the team.  The Owetona players wore whatever pants they decide to wear that day.  No two ever came with the same color or same style.  Some even wore Bermuda shorts.  No one was fooled by this apparent lackadaisical style of sartorial splendor.  These guys could play ball.  They would demonstrate that in just about an hour and a half.

         By 7:45 both teams were completely assembled and ready to take some infield and batting  practice.  Mel’s team took the field first.  There was considerable razzing and trash talk going on between members of both teams. They knew each other well, perhaps too well.

    A-Shaw’s new shortstop came up to bat and was so excited he actually swung and missed the first pitch.  Mel calmly walked over to him at home plate and said,  “ Hey, man calm down.  It’s only another softball game.”

     “Just another softball game? Hey Mel, look around.  How many softball games have you played like this.  Shit I ain’t never seen anything like this in the Big Ten.”  The muscular shortstop said

     “Yeah, well you better block all this shit out of your head and concentrate on this game and quit swingin’ and missin’ at pitches or I’ll bench your ass.  These guys are undefeated just like us.  They’ve won more JCC championships than Local 880.  I want both these games.  I want to send a message to Owetona.  You got it?”

     Dave heard Mel’s little sermon from his position at first base.  He liked what he heard.  Leave it to Melvin Jacob Morris to focus on what is and isn’t important, Dave thought.

     Dave saw Angela and his in-laws and parents get ushered by the Cleveland Heights police to their seats near the first base line where the A-Shaw team would be sitting.   Dave was really surprised when he saw Omar Visquel, Josh Bard and several other Indians teammates get ushered to seats behind the first base line.  He looked overhead, and there was the damn Goodyear blimp.  TV cameras where positioned everywhere, almost like a World Series game. 

      A-Shaw gave up the field to the Owetona Lodge.  There really wasn’t any need to study these guys.  They’ve been playing each other for 20 years.   Dave walked behind the fence at first base and sat with his family.  The press was kept at bay till after the games

     There was only one umpire for the softball games.  The JCC wanted to provide two for the special occasion, but again Mel and the Owetona Manager voted it down.  The two managers came out to home plate providing the umpire with a brand new softball, each.  Every game started with two new, 12 inch softballs.  “Soft” ball was a bit of a misnomer.  When the balls were fresh, before the 220-pound giants hit the crap out of them, the softballs were as hard as any major league baseball, for the first few innings, anyway.  After the third or fourth inning, they softened quite a bit.  Those first few innings, when the ball was hard as a rock, the pitcher, first basemen, and third baseman were at their greatest peril.  Remember, in softball the bases were only 60 feet apart – not 90 like in the big leagues.  Bunting was a cheap shit way to get on first, but a legitimate strategy, if the first or third baseman were chicken and playing well behind the bag. Bunting was actually illegal in slow-pitch softball, so you had to fake a swing. Remember, too, that aluminum bats could project that softball to over 100 miles per hour.  Owetona had a lot of cheap shit artists, and would get on first to lead off an inning any way they could.  So ,of course, would anyone on the A-Shaw team.

     Owetona’s first batter was their left-handed, left fielder, and coincidentally a distant cousin of Dave’s.  He hit the hell out of a softball, a slashing hitter, line shots any damn place he wanted to hit it.  He always led the league in batting average.  He wasn’t a tough out.  He was, for all practical purposes, an impossible out.  He looked smack dab at Dave at first base, who was playing almost even with the bag, just off the line – maybe a foot or two. The very first pitch was pulled right down the first base line, foul.  The very next one was also ripped down the first base line directly at Dave, except it was one of those balls that comes off the bat with no spin.  Just like a Hoyt Wilhelm knuckle ball, except this one wasn’t going 50 miles an hour but more like 90 miles an hour.  And just like a knuckle ball Dave had no idea where the ball would wind up.  It just came at Dave fluttering, bobbing and weaving every which way.  A ball coming off a bat like that just freezes the infielder.  When you make a catch of a ball like that, it’s not so much a great defensive play as it is just plain defensive.  You’re basically just trying to defend yourself and hope the damn ball doesn’t hit you where the glove is not. A common expression used when a ball comes at you like a knuckle ball is, “fight the ball off”.  At the last minute the ball moved for Dave’s throat, but Dave got his glove up and caught it at the last second.  He drew a sigh of relief and waved at his cousin as he walked back to the bench.  Dave caught a glimpse of Omar standing and applauding.

     Both games were over in three hours.  Both were low scoring.  A-Shaw won the first 6 to 5, but lost the second by the identical score.  Dave was superb in game one.  He hit a homerun with two men on in the bottom of the fifth to give A-Shaw the lead.  It wasn’t a towering blast, just a well struck ball between the left and left-center fielder, that rolled for miles.  There wasn’t even a play at the plate.

     The second game Dave went hitless in four trips to the plate and left runners in scoring position all four times.  This was not good.  Then he missed a questionable ball that could have been scored an error.  It was hit like a bullet by his cousin and glanced off the top of his glove, after a well-timed jump.  It allowed in the winning run in the last inning.  This was not good either.  Dave was from the true baseball fanatic’s club that believed if the ball touched your glove you should catch it.  After the game, everyone on the team tried to console Dave, and told him he never could have caught it, and don’t worry they’ll get Owetona in the playoffs.  Everyone, that is, except Mel Morris, Al Jay and Carl Kaplan, who said nothing to Dave. Their silence spoke volumes.  Angela saw only too quickly what was coming next.

     “Don’t you dare.  Don’t you even think about it,” She called to Dave as he walked towards her.

     “Don’t I dare what.  Don’t think about what?” Dave innocently answered.  “What the hell are you talking about?”

     “You know what I’m talking about.  I can see it in your face already.  David Schwartz, if you pull that moody, aungablausin routine on me now  you’re sleeping on the couch tonight.  Look, look mom, (She turned to her mother-in-law for confirmation) look at that expression on his puss.  He’s gonna be like that the whole damn day.  Get over it Dave!  Just get over it.  No one could have caught that ball.  JUST GET OVER IT!  Tell him Mom.”

     Dave broke out with a big grin and went up to Angela and hugged her and whispered in her ear so no one would hear him.  The picture of Dave embracing his wife was all over the news that evening.

     “Here’s the deal, Angela dear.  Tonight, at the party we’re having for our family in our back yard, the one  we negotiated with the press to cut us some slack so we could be alone and together with our friends and family, the party my brother and his wife and Judy’s parents are coming to.  The aungablausin stops right now.  And you promise not to make one, single, snide, sarcastic, snotty, remark or comment about my sister-in-law or her parents to me or anyone in the yard.  Not a one.  Deal?”

    Angela withdrew from Dave’s embrace and looked him straight in the eye. “Boy you drive one hell of a tough bargain, David Schwartz.  I hope you’re as tough tomorrow in IMG’s offices.”

    “Deal or not?”

    “Deal.”  

     Dave broke away to fulfill his deal with the press and held a impromptu press conference at Forest Hill Park.  Then he drove down to the Jake and made a quick appearance, but stayed in the dugout.  He left around the sixth inning to get home and prepare for the Schwartz family celebration.  His sons both came in for the shindig.  It hadn’t even been a week since his amazing pitching performance.  He seemed to be already making deals with everyone, even his wife. The Indians swept the three game series with Detroit.  There were still a few more deals he would have to make.

Chapter 23
    Monday morning Dave got ready to go to work at HKF.  Part of the deal he made with Dolan and Shapiro. He refused to quit working at H.K.Ferguson while his pitching career was taking off, much to the chagrin of both Shapiro and Dolan, but there was absolutely nothing they could do about it.  They checked with their lawyers and some specialists in New York.  Evidently, Dave Schwartz penciled in an ironclad clause.  So Dave got up that Monday and got to his desk just before 7, like he always did, except this time everybody else at HKF got to work at 6:30.  They were ready as Dave stepped off the elevator.  The greeting was warm.  These were people Dave had worked with for 26 plus years.  People who knew him well, and liked him.  He had his enemies at HKF, mostly in the management ranks, like John Tanner. Even John Tanner was there cheering Dave on as he exited the elevator and walked slowly to his office, shaking hands and embracing associates and friends he had worked with his entire career at HKF.  

Even the company president came down to the third floor, an area of the building he was so unfamiliar with and so seldom seen, some people asked who the hell the guy was.  The standard joke around HKF was that if the President was ever seen walking around the third floor, it had to be reported immediately to the Air Force just like a UFO.

     Dave made it through the throng of well-wishers and finally reached his office.  There was a stack of mail from the previous week sitting on his desk. He quickly scanned through the mail.  One enveloped immediately caught his attention.  A plain white ordinary looking letter-size envelope with no return address but a Pittsburgh postmark.  He put the rest of the mail back on his desk and quickly tore open the envelope, thinking maybe the old guy with the Pontiac was finally making contact.  He started to read the letter in utter amazement and horror, as he focused after reading the first few lines right to the bottom.

                      Dear Mr. Feller,

                       Remember me?  I knew you before you were so famous. We used to

                        travel to Tampa together.  Had some pretty good times as I recall.  One

                        in particular, but you’re much too famous now to remember that!

                               I miss you Dave Schwartz, and it’s impossible to get you out of my        

                    thoughts, especially with your damn picture on the tube every 15 minutes.

                    I tried to get through to J&J but you certainly have them tied up.  You had 

                    them in the bag even before you pitched that crazy game last Tuesday.  You 

                     know, you really have me to thank for your success and fame.  I signed you

                    up for that pitching contest in Clearwater.  Remember?

                             No, Dave, I’m not writing now because you’re going to be rich (you 

                    already are famous!). I was attracted to you when you were just Dave 

                    Schwartz, civil engineer.  I probably shouldn’t even be writing you –what 

                    with all you have on your platter these days. I wish you well David Benjamin  

                   Schwartz.  I truly do.  If anyone can handle this situation and remain mostly  

                   Unaffected, it’s definitely you.  Just remember one thing.  While the whole 

                   world knows about  your pitching talent.  Just two of us know about your 

                   other great talent, Angela and me.  And I’m certainly not telling anyone.

                    Fondly,

                     H.M.

     Dave finished reading the letter, then read it twice more.  He was nervous.  His stomach was getting upset. He was angry.  What a time to get something like this.  Just before he was set to meet his wife at the IMG offices.  “Shit,” he thought to himself and  wondered.  “Is that a veiled threat to reveal their brief encounter in Tampa to the Inquirer or one of the network entertainment gossip shows?” He crumpled up the letter and threw it in the wastebasket and left his office.  He quickly returned and got the crumpled letter from the wastebasket, thinking someone might actually go through his trash.  He thought about calling Angela and revealing the whole mess but he knew what that would mean.  He knew Angela only too well.  She would be in her car headed for Providence and her parent’s Federal Hill home before he could even drive back to West St. James.

     He left his office again, but realized there really wasn’t any place to go. He wanted to go to the Cleveland Public Library, where he often went to get some peace and quiet and think about the many projects he worked on.  That wasn’t remotely possible today.  His only safe refuge was in his office.  He took out his old college calculus book and passed the rest of the morning doing math problems.  He marveled at the fact that he really hadn't forgotten any of that stuff.  When he checked the answers of the even problems in the back of the book, he still got them right.  For some strange reason, this lessened his anxiety.

     Then Gina, Tanner’s secretary,called with the message that always sent him into a mild state of rigormortis. “Hello this is Gina, Mr. Tanner wants to see you.”  For the first time in 26 years, Gina’s voice and the message were welcomed.  He couldn’t get over to Tanner’s office fast enough.

     Tanner and Dave talked for almost 2 hours, right up to the time Dave had to leave and meet his wife at 9th and St Clair, where IMG’s offices were located.  Tanner wanted to be sure Dave Schwartz bore no personal grudges against him, for obvious reasons.  Tanner knew the President of HKF was going to have a private meeting with Dave.  Dave assured John that everything would remain as it had before Dave ever pitched that game last Tuesday.  That’s probably not exactly what Tanner wanted to hear.But under the circumstances and considering their 20-year tenuous relationship, that was all John Tanner was going to get.  Dave excused himself and said he had to meet his wife at noon.

     The sports conglomerate known as IMG, International Management Group, was  started by Mark McCormick back in the early sixties.  The story, possibly apocryphal, or maybe just generously embellished over the years, was that McCormick, a lawyer for a prestigious Cleveland law firm, possibly Arder and Haden, I can’t remember exactly, quit to represent the then ever popular golfer Arnold Palmer.  The deal was struck with a handshake, no legal document was ever prepared.  To this day, that handshake is still their binding agreement.  From that auspicious beginning, Mark McCormick made IMG into one of the most powerful and influential and dominating businesses in sports and entertainment, their powerful tentacles reaching all over the world.  McCormick had very recently passed away.  He suffered a stroke some months back then remained in a coma for several months before he died in a New York hospital.

     IMG have maintained their corporate offices in Cleveland from the start.  For the last 30 years they have been located at the corner of 9th Street and St Clair Avenue.  The building now bears their name but used to be called the Cuyahoga Savings Bank Building.  HKF had their offices there for 25 years before they moved in 1990 to the old Federal Post Office building, just behind the Terminal Tower.  While Dave was working at the 9th Street site, he would often get on the elevator with well-known sports and entertainment figures IMG were representing.  IMG would eventually buy the building and rename it.

     It took Dave about 25 minutes before he made it from the Post Office to 9th and St Clair.  It was normally a 10-minute walk, tops.  But, walking with a phalanx of reporters and TV cameras following your every move, and trying to answer questions at the same time , it was soon becoming very apparent to Dave  nothing would ever come close to being normal again.  

     Dave and his trail of TV cameras and reporters converged with Angela’s right at the corner of 9th Street and St. Clair, perfect timing.  Of Course, Angela just had a few hundred yards to walk to get from her offices at the Federal building to IMG’s offices.

Reporters were shouting out one question after another as Dave and Angela embraced outside the IMG building.  Another made for TV photo soon to appear on all the network newscasts and cable channels.

     “Hey, Dave ,is IMG representing you now?” one of the reporters asked.

     “Not yet,” answered Dave just before entering the reception area. 

      Two security personnel from IMG kept the reporters outside behind the large glass floor to ceiling windows which surrounded the large atrium entrance to the building.  Dave and Angela were greeted by the receptionist. She looked like she just walked right off  the cover of Vogue.  She was cordial without being overbearing.  Dave Schwartz was quite a catch for IMG, if they could, in fact, sign him up.  

     “Please take a seat Mr. Schwartz, Mrs. Schwartz. Bonnie Gray, Mr. Walters administrative assistant, will be down in a few minutes to take you up to meet with Mr. Walters.”  

     “Are these paintings originals?” Angela asked, looking around the reception area at the several paintings hanging on the dark, walnut, wood-paneled walls. 

     “Yes, they are Mrs. Schwartz.” the receptionist answered.

     “So that’s an original Monet, and the other one is an original Dali.”  (Angela Cirelli was an art history minor at Cornell.)  “Wow, that’s impressive,” Angela whispered to her husband.

     Bonnie Gray entered the reception area looking more like a model from the Land’s End catalogue.  That clean-cut waspy “anyone for a game of tennis”, look. She was every bit as tall as Angela.

    “Welcome to IMG, Mr and Mrs. Schwartz.  Let’s go up to the 13th floor.  Mr Walters will be there in a few minutes  I hope you don’t mind waiting a while.  He should be out of a conference call pretty soon.  Tiger called up this morning, unexpectedly, so I’m sure you understand.”  Bonnie pleasantly explained the situation.

     “Sure, no problem,” Dave said.

     “Tiger who?” Angela asked.

     “Oh, I’m sorry.  That’s Tiger Woods,” Bonnie explained, rolling her eyes in surprise that Angela didn’t know who “Tiger” was by mere mention of the first name.

     “Oh, of course.  How stupid of me,” Angela said.  “Tiger, Tiger Woods, the golfer, right?”  Angela decided to draw out this little scene.  Dave was getting annoyed.  He knew his wife only too well.  He knew she was starting to cop an attitude.

     “Yes, we represent Tiger with all his endorsements and help manage his income, but Mr. Walters will explain all of that.”  Bonnie’s attitude was getting a bit too uppity for Angela.  Dave thought he better step in before things got too messy.

     “Yes, my wife knows that, Bonnie.  She’s just being – well she’s just being cute.  Right dear?”  

     “Yes cute, dear.  I’m just trying to be cute.  How am I doing, honey?”  Angela’s voice dripping with sarcasm.  Angela didn’t like her conversation being cut off or curtailed by anyone.

     The elevator ride up to the top floor of the IMG building was deathly quiet.  They took the private elevator that goes directly to the executive offices.  When the elevator doors opened they were right in the middle of a large area decorated with modern furniture and again original artwork hanging on the walls.  Off of the main room were the executive offices protected by floor to ceiling massive solid oak doors.  The names of the executives were emblazoned on each door in stainless steel.  Mark McCormick’s name was still on his office door.  Dave and Angela were directed to a couch where they were told Mr. G. Bretnell Walters would see them as soon as his telephone conference with Tiger was over.  Bonnie said she didn’t expect it would be much more than 5 or 10 more minutes.  Angela and Dave began talking in hushed tones.  

     “Don’t ever do that again, Dave,” Angela admonished her husband.

     “Do what?”

     “You know what.  I don’t like being shut up like that.”

     “You were starting to get on that high horse of yours, Angela.”

     “Look.  I didn’t like Bonnie’s attitude or tone of voice. This place is pretentious as hell, and so is everyone we’ve met so far.”

     “Hey, look, damnit.  This was your idea, remember.  You thought it was a good idea to talk to these people.  I wanted to just handle everything in the family.  You agreed with Shapiro, remember?”

     “O.K., O.K., lets just calm down. Maybe I made a mistake.  I did some thinking today at work.  Maybe we should go it alone.  These people here make me nervous.  But O.K. we’re here already.  Let’s see what the great Mr. G. Bretnell Walters has to say.”

     “See there you go.  There’s that defensive attitude.  ‘The great Mr. G. Bretnell Walters’, Dave imitated her sarcastic repeating of Mr. Walters full name.

   “Hey, David Benjamin” (Dave knew something snotty was coming down the pike now.  She only addressed him as David Benjamin when she was in a particularly, nasty, sarcastic mood.), “correct me if I’m wrong, but isn’t it your theory that anyone who goes by a first initial and middle name is not to be trusted.” She cleared her throat for effect and continued. “H. Robert Halderman, G.Gordon Liddy, H. Howard Hunt, something like that, right?”

     “O.K. Clarence Darrow, you’ve made your point.  Now can we try and be civil for the next hour.”  

     “I’ll try, but I’m not promising anything.” 

     “What do you want to do now, just get up and leave.”

     “I’m game if you are.  We don’t need IMG, Dave.”

     “Now we don’t need them.  The other day we needed them.  Make up your mind Angela, Will you?   You would too, wouldn’t you?”

     “Wouldn’t I what?”

     “You’d just get up and walk the hell right out of here.”

    “C’mon, lets go,” Angela was dead serious.

    “No way.  We’re gonna see this little episode right through to its completion, whatever the hell that happens to be.  God only knows.”  They both kept silent for a while. 

     Executives and administrative assistants were wandering through the waiting area, walking over to each other’s offices while Dave and Angela were having their heated conversation. Some occasionally staring at them, but no one going over and asking for an autograph.  Not at IMG, where everyone is accustomed to seeing famous people walk in their offices all the time.  They’re probably well trained not to fawn and gawk at the clients.

     Then Dave started up again. “O.K., look, we’ll just see what Mr. Walters and company have to say.  We’ll listen and be patient.  Something the Schwartz family has a hard time doing once they have their minds made up,” Dave was pleading with Angela.  But Angela reverted back to form.  She was on a tear now, changing the subject completely.

     “Hey, Dave, how come none of the men around here wear socks.  Didn’t you notice that?  They all seem to wear penny loafers or Dock Siders, but no socks. Khaki pants, blue, broad cloth, button down, shirts, and no socks.  What is this place, some kind of a resort?”

     “C’mon Angela give it a rest, will ya?”

     “No, Dave, I’m serious.  Look at these guys.”  

     Just then a bond, blue–eyed, preppy, Khaki clad, gent goes over to the drinking fountain.  Penny loafers , no socks.

     “See, there’s another sockless preppy.”  This time she said it a bit louder than in a whisper.

     “Please, Angela. Damnit.  Someone’s gonna hear you.”  But Angela couldn’t stop now.

     “Hey Dave did you notice everyone around here wears a Rolex watch.  Even the receptionist and Bonnie had one.  You think if IMG represents you, you’ll have to wear one, too?”

     “O.K. that’s it I’m going to the bathroom.  You can talk to yourself.”  But just as Dave got up to leave, G. Bretnell Walters, Exectutive Vice President at IMG came over and introduced himself. 

     “Mr and Mrs. Schwartz,” he said in a voice straight out of The Great Gatsby, sounding a bit like George Plimpton.  So nice of you to come.  Please, let’s go to my office. Dave shot Angela his best “Now cut the crap”, look and they headed for G. Bretnell Walter’s office, right next to the office of Mark McCormick. 

     More paneled walls, more original artwork; but these had the unmistakable markings of the well known, mustached, sports, artist, Leroy Nieman. Along with the artwork  there were several framed letters signed by famous sports stars or entertainment artists, one from Tiger Woods, one from Bob Hope.   Dave and Angela sat down in leather, padded, chairs directly in front of Bret’s massive, mahogany desk.

     “Can I get you something to drink, coffee, Cappuccino, perhaps?”

     “You have cappuccino?”  Angela repeated.  Dave shot her a “Not now, please” glance.

     “I’ll have some cappuccino,” Angela said.

     “Anything for you Dave?”  Bret inquired.

    “No, I’m fine, Bret, thanks.” Dave said nervously waiting for Angela to make some smart – ass comment.  She didn’t as she shot him a “Don’t even try to censer me” look.

     G. Bretnell Walters was a Stone Phillips look- a- like, the TV personality from the NBC newsmagazine Dateline on 5 nights a week.  He was about 2 inches taller than Dave’s six-foot frame.  Probably in his early 40’s, he had his college diplomas framed just behind his desk, like your internist has in his (her) office after the examination and she (he) wants you to know they’re legit.  Bret’s degrees fit the image perfectly – Princeton and an MBA from Harvard. In his defense, his elitist Ivy League demeanor was not affected, he came by it naturally, he was a Philadelphia Mainliner. That didn’t help Angela’s disposition. Every time he opened his mouth to speak, Angela just cringed.

     Bonnie, Brets administrative assistant, (They used to be called secretaries, but then again Human Resource Departments used to go by the kinder gentler name of Personnel Departments.), brought in Angela’s cappuccino and his coffee.

     “I have that call into Tiger, Mr Walters.  He’s on the course at his home in Orlando, says he’s ready any time we are.” Bonnie said as she turned around to leave the office.

     O.K., great.  Thanks Bonnie,” Bret said and then spoke directly to Dave and Angela.  “I thought you might want to chat with Tiger Woods this morning.”

      “Why would we want to do that?” Angela not so innocently asked.

     “No, that will be fine, Bret,” Dave interrupted and cut off Angela for the second time that day.  “But maybe when we’re finished talking here.  Would that be O.K.?”

     “Absolutely ,Dave,”  Bret pressed the intercom.  “Bonnie, tell Tiger we’ll get back to him later this morning.  Angela clamped down on her lip.

     “Well, Dave Schwartz, you’ve certainly stirred things up here in Cleveland – the entire world for that matter, haven’t you?”  Bret said trying to ease the tensions rising between Angela, Dave and himself.  “As you know, I’ve talked with Mark Shapiro.  Mark feels IMG could be of considerable help to you both. In terms of organizing and prioritizing the numerous offers that will soon be coming at you, from all directions and then, if you wish, helping invest the large sums of money your accomplishment and reputation will surely provide you and your family.  I’m sure you’re well aware of our reputation in these areas.  We’d certainly be proud to represent you, Dave, and add you to our team.  That performance of yours last Tuesday set the entire sports world on its head.”

    “Well, thank you for those kind words, Bret,” Dave modestly replied.  Angela sat absolutely still and continued listening.

     “Dave, one of the first things you should probably do, whether you sign with IMG or not is establish a permanent residence in Florida.  You see Dave…”

     Angela immediately interrupted Bret,  “Why would we do that?”

     “Well, Angela, Florida has no state income tax.  With your husband’s earning potential that could easily translate to millions of dollars a year in savings.  That’s why so many of today’s sports mega-stars reside in Florida.  Tiger lives there.”

     “Well our family lives here in Cleveland or in the northeast.  Dave’s parents live right here in Cleveland and mine live in Providence, a short plane ride or car ride away, so I’m not sure…”

     “Yes dear,” Dave interrupted her for the third time that day.  Then turning towards Bret.  “I doubt we would move to Florida just for the tax savings, Bret.  We’re pretty close to our families.” Then turning back towards a scowling Angela.  “Mr. Walters was just offering a suggestion on how we might be able to save some money.”

     “Yes, that’s right, Dave.”  Bret answered.  “It was just something I threw out there to show how IMG has your best interests at heart.”

     “Financial interests,” Angela quickly spoke up.

     “Well I’m sure you’ll do what you want and live where you want,” Bret tried to move on as things were getting a bit uncomfortable.

     “I hate to cut you off Bret, but could we get to the financial aspects of how IMG works.  To be perfectly blunt, what are the percentages on the  - well I guess for lack of a better word, deals.  What is IMG’s take on any deals we make with potential companies wanting product endorsements, stuff like that?”

     Bret was taken aback at Dave’s insistence on getting right to the financial details of any potential agreement they may enter into.  He had a lot more schmoozing and bragging about IMG to accomplish, but could see Dave and especially Angela were not in the mood for any more of a sales pitch.

     “Before we get into that, Dave. there is just one more topic I’d like to quickly get into, if that’s O.K. with you .  I’ve taken the liberty of letting our market research group investigate your potential as a product spokesman.  We have great relations with many major brands, as you well know.  Nike being one, of course.

     “That’s fine, Bret, go ahead.  What did they find out about my potential?”  Dave asked.

     “Well Dave, your potential is limitless, as you might have expected.  You have great appeal to the mass audience.  You come across as modest, self-deprecating, quite humorous, intelligent, and for the most part quite honorable.”

     Dave quickly interrupted, “What do you mean ‘for the most part?’”

     “Well, Dave,” Bret continued, to be perfectly truthful, that story you always tell about how you came to be this pitching sensation, you know, the old guy with the 1950 Pontiac and all that crap. ( Now Dave was listening most intently.)  Well, many potential advertisers have difficulty rationalizing that tall tale, and then standing in front of a TV screen and promoting their product.  See what I mean?”

     “No,” both Angela and Dave answered in perfect unison.

     “C’mon Dave, you don’t really think anyone buys that story.  I mean it has a certain appeal, maybe as an Uncle Remus story or something, but do you really think anyone honesty buys it?  See, Dave, that’s the basic problem we’ll have with the likes of Nike and GM and the cereal makers and the pharmaceutical houses.  We talked to them through our market research people.  As it stands right now, very few would be willing to let you become their spokesperson unless we can change that story to something more believable.”

     Dave Schwartz started a slow boil.  He just didn’t like his veracity being challenged by anyone. Especially by some pompous stranger he just met 10 minutes ago.  Few things could set Dave off, more than that.  In fact, few things could set Dave Schwartz off, period.  Angela was the firebrand in the Schwartz house.  Dave was usually the mediator, the conciliator, the peacemaker.  But when Dave finally lost it, it was a cataclysmic event.  He only lost it a half dozen times in his life, but when he did, it was an event that wasn’t forgotten by anyone within earshot.

     He lost it at work only twice in the 26 years he worked at H.K. Ferguson.  Because of his mostly calm, rational demeanor, his demonstration of his explosive rage just shocked and scared the hell out of everybody at the company.  He exploded only twice in 26 years, but that was enough for everyone to remark if someone at the company started an argument or got mad at someone else,  “Did he pull a Schwartz?”  That’s how outbursts were measured at HKF.  When you pulled a “Schwartz” it was basically understood you pretty much went berserk.  Angela saw the beginnings of a “Schwartz” beginning to erupt.  Even she didn’t want that to happen. Dave lost control only twice during their marriage.  Once when they had the argument about sending their oldest son Phillip to St, Ignatius, Dave pulled a “Schwartz.”  The other “Schwartz”-like episode had to do with a croO.K.ed roofing contractor.  Trust me on this.  When Dave Schwartz pulls a “Schwartz” it’s not a pretty sight, and you definitely don’t want to be present.  Angela would have to say something quickly to diffuse the situation or everyone would be embarrassed.

    “Well, I believe my husband’s story and so does the rest of our family, Mr. Walters.” Angela quickly spoke up and this time cut Dave off as he was about to speak.  “If my husband changed any part of that story, as you suggest, he would not be telling the truth. We seem to be at an impasse, so I suggest you accept the story, at face value, or find the old guy and the Pontiac, ASAP.”  Dave started to calm down a bit and let Angela do the talking.  He knew only too well of what he was capable of.

     “Let’s all just take it easy here for a minute,” Bret said as the decibel level from the Schwartz’s was increasing with every utterance.  “I’m sure we can work something out that’s suitable to everyone – should we decide to join forces, that is.”  That was the first indication that maybe Bret was having second thoughts and Angela and Dave immediately picked up on that.

     Dave decided it was time to get off this subject and blurted out.  “Let’s get back to IMG’s cut should we decide to ‘join forces’ as you just put I,t Bret,”  Dave now as miffed as Angela had been.  Bret was only too happy to leave the subject and began in a jocular vein, almost as if the brief disagreement had never even taken place.  Unfortunately G. Bretnell Walters and  IMG never had too many Jewish clients.

     “Absolutely, Dave, we can certainly talk about the financial arrangements.  You’re Jewish right?”  Dave and Angela both sat straight up in their leather padded chairs.  Dave answered before Angela had a chance.

    “What the hell does that have to do with anything?” Dave answered in a combative tone, loud enough for the entire office to hear.

    “ No, no I didn’t mean anything by that.  I just know Jewish people are usually quite competent in this area.  I mean more comfortable.  Bret  was starting to stumble over his words as he was inserting his foot deeper and deeper into his mouth.

    Angela never let him finish the complete insertion of his foot.  She spoke up before Dave had a chance, this time.  “Well, what exactly did you mean, Bret?”  Angela raising the decibel level a few notches more.

     “Say, would you mind just keeping it down a little.  We don’t want to broadcast this little chat throughout the office, do we?”  G. Bretnell Walters was sweating profusely.  G. Bretnell Walters never sweats.

     “Yes, yes we would mind keeping it down.  And yes we do want to broadcast this little chat all over this office, Bret.”  Dave was building to “Schwartz”- like force, as the decibel level kept on climbing, and Bret kept on sweating.

    Now Angela jumped right into the fray, hoping to keep Dave from going totally bonkers.  She stood up and tugged at her husband’s shirt to stand with her.  “I think we talked enough with Mr. Walters and IMG.  It doesn’t appear that we have a fit here. Do we Bret?” she never let him answer.  Dave was on his feet shoulder to shoulder with his wife.  “C’mon honey, let’s get out of here.  I think we’ve talked enough.  I think we’ve talked a bit too much.  Haven’t we, Mr. Walters?”  she didn’t let him answer again.  They turned away from Bret and quickly opened the huge oak door into the waiting area.       

     People were scampering as fast as they could back to their offices.  Dave and Angela pressed the elevator button.  The elevator was already on the 13th floor, so the doors opened immediately.  Bret barely got out of his office to see the Schwartz’s out when they were already on the elevator as the door started closing.  Angela stuck her arm out and the doors opened again.  Then she announced in a very loud voice.  “Thanks for your time, Bret.  Why don’t you buy a pair of socks?”  And then in an even louder voice.:  “In fact ,why don’t you all buy a pair of socks?”

     The doors closed and the Schwartz’s headed for the lobby.  Bret immediately summoned everyone out of their offices and threatened immediate dismissal to anyone who let the particulars of the Schwartz’s outburst out to the media.  But, this was the age of the Internet and the National Inquirer, and Access Hollywood.  The age of instant news. The complete happenings of the scene in IMG’s office, including dialogue, hit the journalists on the ground floor before Dave and Angela’s elevator.

    “Dave, will IMG be representing you?” one reporter hollered out as soon as Angela and David hit the street.

    “I don’t think so,”  Dave replied as he walked hand –in-hand with Angela towards the corner of 9th Street and St Clair.

    “We heard there was an unpleasant altercation at IMG.  Is that true Dave?”  another reporter shouted as the TV cameras and lights were following them to the corner.

     “We had some major disagreements, yes.” Dave answered honestly.

     “Will you open the series against the Yankees, Thursday night?  The questions started coming fast and furious.

     “I have no idea,” Dave said.

     “Angela,” a female reported barked out.  “Is it true you will be modeling for Playboy in their next issue?”

    Dave and Angela stopped in their tracks as Angela looked at the reporter and exclaimed incredulously,  “What?”  The rumor mills were obviously working over time.  “That’s ridiculous, where the hell did that come from?” Angela looked at Dave who shrugged an ‘How the hell would I know” shrug.  Tthinking quickly Dave said to the reporter.  “I think you’ve got that wrong.  I’m the one posing nude for Playboy.”

     “Is that right, Dave?  You’re going to pose nude in Playboy?”

      “Do you believe everything you read and hear?” Dave asked.

      “No, not everything.” the reporter replied.

      “Well then you’ve answered your own question, haven’t you?”

     At the corner of 9th and St. Clair Dave embraced his wife as they both blocked out the crowd noise.  “Hang in there honey, we’ll get through this,” He whispered in her ear.  Angela crossed 9th Street and headed back to the Federal Building.  Dave turned west up St. Clair and headed back to Ferguson’s offices.  The reporters and TV cameras divided equally at the corner and proceeded to followed them both, back to their offices. 

     Later that night after work they tried to eat a Pizza at Geracci’s restaurant. A popular east-side Italian restaurant for over 50 years.  Especially popular back in the 50’s and 60’s after a Friday night high school football game. But they could hardly eat the pizza before it got cold, so many well-wishers coming up and asking for autographs, or just wanting to talk.  By the time they got that first bite of pizza in their mouths, it was already cold.  Angela could see the writing on the wall.  It would not be easy getting through this tumult.  It would take some effort to maintain any semblance of the life they considered normal.  It hadn’t even been a week since Dave’s incredible performance.  Already it seemed like a year.  Angela would have a heart to heart talk with Dave that evening.  She thought of the possibility of losing what they had  built over the last 30 years and knew it wasn’t worth it.  She sensed Dave was starting to feel the same way.  They would discuss the situation in bed that evening, after she seduced her husband.   It was always easier for the Schwartz’s to make good decisions and reach logical conclusions after they made love.  This had always been their M.O. and it had always been successful.  

     They retired early that evening, before nine o’clock.  The room was still light from the slowly setting sun.  Angela came into the bedroom with nothing but an old A-Shaw tee shirt on. All 5 foot nine of her slender body and long legs.  She didn’t really care too much for New West perfume, but she knew Dave did.  She knew Dave hated to make love in a room that had any sunlight peering through the window so she went over and drew the drapes on both windows, trying to make sure no errant shafts of light would inhibit her husband in any way.  They made love until the sunlight was no more.  She nestled up close to Dave and he drew her closer with his arm. She stroked his large forearm, then kissed him lightly on the cheek.

     “Do you think we made a mistake walking out on IMG, today?”  she inquired sympathetically.

     “Absolutely not.  The guy was an asshole.  You were right, right from the get go.  These people were just too damn pretentious.  Too goddamn full of themselves.  Too self important.  We’ve never gotten along well with those types, Angela.

We’ve avoided them all our lives.  Why should we change now?  Naw, we’ll get by without G. Brettnell.  We’ll get by just fine.”

     That’s, of course, how Angela felt all along.  She was just happy to hear Dave reflect those same sentiments. 

     “Yeah, we’ll just pick up and leave and move to Florida to save 7% state income tax.  I mean you’re making 10 or 50 or 100 million dollars a year.  Who gives a damn about 7%? “ Angela picked up on Dave’s theme,  “I mean why the hell would we move anyhow.  We like it here in Cleveland Heights.  We like being close to our parents.  We’ve got great neighbors and great friends.  We don’t have to move anywhere.  I love this house.  Don’t you Dave?  Don’t you like it here on West St. James?

     “Absolutely, honey.  I don’t care how much we end up making this year.  No way in hell would I move to Florida or any place else.  Besides, if we ever moved we’d have 500 arguments about what to take with us.”

     “I mean, Dave, when you think about it, we have a pretty good life.  I mean before your newly found fame.  We had a damn good life.  Right?”  Angela snuggled closer.

     “Well, yes ,of course we did – we do.  But it might get a lot better with 50 million dollars in the bank.  Let’s not kid ourselves.  Think of what we could do with that kind of a bank account.”  Dave started to get carried away.

     “Like what, Dave.  What would we do with 50 million dollars in the bank that we can’t already do if we want to right now?”

     “What are you kidding me, Angela?  What could we do with 50 million that we can’t do now?  Dave repeated Angela’s last statement in disbelief.

     “You just said we wouldn’t move or buy a new home. Right?”

     “Well yes, but…”

     “We wouldn’t buy some big boat.  You don’t even like the water.  Besides, we can go sailing with Herb and Karen any time we want to.  Would you buy a private plane, Dave?”

     “Don’t be ridiculous.  But I tell you what. I would buy a new car.”

     “O.K. Dave.  A new car, huh?” she repeated. “Like what, a Mercedes or BMW or a big ass SUV?

    “ No, you know I hate those kinds of cars.”

    Then , what?  What kind of a new car would you run out and purchase with 50 million?”

    “Well, I’d go out and buy a brand new Impala, probably with leather interior, the works.”

    “Hey David Benjamin Schwartz!”

    “Yeah, what?

    “We already can afford to go out and buy a new Chevy Impala, “with the works”.  We can easily afford it right now.  Especially with that 2.2 million bucks we just got.  But we could have gone out and bought it before the Indian’s deposited that to our account.”

     “What’s your point here, Angela.  That 50 million dollars can’t improve our lifestyle. That’s absurd. C’mon honey, believe me, if we make 50 million this year we’ll figure out what to do with it.”

     “Here’s my point, Dave.  50 Million bucks may or may not improve our lifestyle, I don’t know.  But it won’t improve our life.  That’s what I do know.  I just don’t want all this fame and fortune to screw things up for us.  We had a damn good life long before you struck out 27 New York Yankees. I just want to make sure we hold on to that life.  After all this insanity is over, I just want our lives to be as good as they are now.  No better, and no worse.  We don’t need 50 million dollars, Dave.  C’mon.  Together we make a damn good living.  Over 200,000$ a year.  That  probably ranks us in the top 1 or 2 percent of the wage earners in the country. We got a great home, live in a great neighborhood.  You just said so yourself.  Our parents are still alive and healthy and close by.  We have two very healthy, happy, and talented sons. Their education is paid for.  Our house will be paid for in a few years. We’re only 50 years old, and thank god our health is pretty good too.  You want to tell me how 50 million dollars could improve upon that?”  Angela drew a breath and was about to continue. Dave interrupted.

    “Damnit Angela, I knew I never should have married a math major.” 

     “Why’s that?.”

     “They’re just too goddamn logical.  Must be from all those theorems and llemas you have to prove.”  He turned towards Angela and kissed her on the lips, passionately.  “Goddamn I’m glad I married you.  Nothing’s going to change Angela, because we won’t allow it to change.  I promise you that.”

    But that was a promise Dave would have a hard time keeping.  Events would soon begin spiraling out of his control.  Out of Angela’s control.  Out of anyone’s control.

Chapter 24
     It was announced Monday evening that David Benjamin Schwartz would pitch the opening game of a 4 game series with the New York Yankees, beginning Thursday evening down at the Jake.  Mark Shapiro told Dave the night before Angela and Dave had their heart to heart.  It was formally announced later on the 11 o’clock news programs and beamed around the world.  The game was sold out in advance.  Scalpers were asking 1500 dollars for center field bleacher seats.  Forget about field boxes or loges.  You couldn’t get into one of those seats even if you were willing to sacrifice your first born.

     Joe Torre decided not to pitch Roger Clemens.  Clemens was still going after the elusive 300th victory, which was hard to come by, even though he pitched well enough in his second attempt after losing to Dave.  Torre was ready for bear this time.  He informed the league office and any journalists who would listen, which were only about 5000, that he would demand an entire body scan of Dave before and after the game.  He went so far as to suggest that an EMS vehicle come onto the field right after Dave’s last pitch and whisk him right to the Cleveland Clinic.  

     The press was overjoyed with the possible scene.  Dolan said it was a bunch of crap and refused to allow it and protested vigorously to the league office.  Dave said he didn’t mind in the least, either way.  He thought it would be good publicity for the Cleveland Clinic and was willing to be part of Torre’s charade.  Eventually the league office sided with Dolan.  The publicity generated by the mere suggestion of a complete physical right after the game had a life of its own, as Torre and Steinbrenner knew it would.

     The three game series with Minnesota which started that Monday, ( Dave decided he couldn’t make it to that first Monday night game after the little episode at IMG), was swept by the Indians, who now had won six straight since the Yankee series in New York.  The only unfortunate occurrence during this six game winning streak was that Omar Visquel injured his knee sliding into second base, and would most likely be out for the year.  He had orthoscopic surgery and was actually moving around pretty well.  Certainly well enough when Dave Schwartz pitched since all he would have to do is stand there waiting for the Yankees to strike out.  He actually asked Eric Wedge, the manager, to put him in the game Dave was going to pitch that Thursday but wait till the later innings when he wouldn’t have to bat.  Omar wanted to be part of history.  

     The knee injury turned out to be more serious than expected, and would eventually make Omar Visquel the Indian’s Manager for the 2004 season and many seasons to come.  Bernie Schwartz predicted that Omar would soon become the next Indian’s Manager as soon as the Club announced Eric Wedge (Eric Who??) would manage in the 2003 season.  Bernie Schwartz was almost never wrong in any of his baseball prognostications.

     The coverage in the media before Thursday’s game was overwhelming.  You simply couldn’t read a newspaper, watch a TV station, or listen to any radio station and not hear some opinion or story (many apocryphal) about David Benjamin Schwartz , not only in Cleveland, where the coverage was bordering on ridiculous, but nation-wide and around the world.

    Dave did an incredible number of interviews between Monday and Thursday.  Most of them were impromptu on-the street type rather than a formal pressroom situation.  He answered every question.  He never changed his story on how he discovered his newly found talent.  The search for the old guy and his 1950’s vintage, powder blue, Pontiac intensified to man - hunt proportions.  Not a trace of either the man or the car could be found.  

     Could Dave do it again?  Could he strike out 27 Yankees?  Would any one even hit the damn ball? The atmosphere in Cleveland, Ohio was charged well past any Super Bowl frenzy, well beyond any Heavyweight Championship fight; any Olympic event would pale by comparison.  Every business man, company, vendor, restaurant, business establishment of any kind, every citizen of Cuyahoga County, couldn’t have paid David Benjamin Schwartz enough for his contribution to the local economy. It was, according to the editorial page of the Cleveland Plain Dealer, “INCALCULABLE!” 

     Angela Schwartz had quickly converted one of their sons bedrooms into an office to handle Dave’s business interests, whatever they may turn out to be .  She began the conversion Tuesday before the Thursday opener with the Yankees. She asked for a leave of absence at her job in the Naval Payroll Department so she could handle the many tasks that would be required.  She was granted the leave and told to come back whenever she wanted.  Dave helped out getting the home office started and began to spend less time at HKF, much to their chagrin.  He did offer to help in any presentations that management thought would help secure new work.  Dave had made a lot of good friends at HKF over the years and knew his presence could mean job security for lots of people.  He was happy to help.

     The Schwartz’s enlisted the help of their dear friend, Fred Reichek, an attorney whom they trusted with all and any of the legal work required.  They screened calls through a service after they installed another unlisted phone number strictly for “The Diophantine Company”. The name thought of actually by Angela, the real mathematician in the family.  Dave of course loved the name.  They still only had Rawlings as a client.  Nike and Rebbock said they were ready to sign as soon as Dave “modified” his “story”.  That would never happen.  Eventually Angela just told them both to quit calling and tying up their lines.  Besides, “Dave thinks your shoes are too damn expensive and not worth the price”.  That pretty much assured no Nike Swoosh for Dave Schwartz.

      As it turned out, IMG was right.  The Diophantine Company had lots of inquiries from all the corporations you’d expect to come a knocking, but they all had difficulty rationalizing and reconciling the “story” with their product.  It was a stalemate, and of course, Dave and Angela could care less.  As the news of Dave’s turning down all these product endorsements grew, so did the myth and the reputation of David Benjamin Schwartz.

     They did add to their client base one obscure caulking/sealant manufacturer based in Connecticut.  During one of Dave’s impromptu interviews, after being asked what he did the first thing that morning, he mentioned he caulked some of the basement windows with this terrific product, and mentioned Seal -Tite by name.  They were signed up for the modest sum of $250,000 a year.  Seal- Tite’s sales tripled in a month.

     Saying the atmosphere in and around the Jake and the entire city of Cleveland was highly charged the night of Dave’s second appearance against the Yankees doesn’t quite describe the feelings and emotions, not to mention the hysteria surrounding that baseball field.  That didn’t effect the outcome one bit.  Dave’s entire family, in-laws from Providence and their entire families witnessed what the Yankee fans witnessed the last time Dave Schwartz pitched, another perfect game.  Now, the definition of a perfectly pitched game was redefined by David Benjamin Schwartz.  A no-hitter simply wouldn’t define a perfect game anymore.  No sir.  A perfectly pitched game now required only 81 pitches be thrown, all for strikes, 27 strikeouts.  No opposing batter ever putting his bat anywhere on the surface of that ball.  That was a “perfect” game.  And Dave Schwartz had now pitched two of them.  In succession! 

     Omar played the top of the ninth at short.  He would indeed get his name in the record books.  The 46,543 fans just stood for 20 minutes and clapped.  They couldn’t scream much anymore cause they were hoarse from screaming for 9 innings.  Unbeknownst to the 46,543 fans, the League Office reversed their decision on the EMS vehicle just before the first pitch was thrown and the ugly lime-green EMS van finally pulled onto the field.  They let the fans celebrate for 20 minutes, first.  The clapping soon turned to booing, as it was announced over the PA system that the League reversed itself.  Dave was whisked off to the Cleveland Clinic for a total body scan and physical, paid for by the New York Yankees.  Could it ever possibly get any crazier than this?  What do you think?

     The Indians and Yankees split the 4-game series and the league-leading Twins were loosing ground on everyone.  Dolan and Shapiro smelled a real pennant race.  So did the city of Cleveland.  The Indians were 8 ½ games out of first place after the Yankee series.

     Angela and Dave, along with help from Fred Reicheck, their lawyer and close family friend, were getting things organized at Diophantine Corporation.  Their sons were helping too, coming in on the weekends and becoming part and parcel of the Schwartz family experience.  Angela was still in charge of any formal interviews. Interviews with TV personalities were requested on a daily basis from all the morning shows and all the talk shows.  Dave and Angela decided to keep them all at bay for the moment.  They decided that the overexposure would be too much.  Besides, its impossible to say anything fresh and interesting after you’ve been on 10 different shows answering the same damn questions with the same damn answers.  TV viewers channel surfing could see the same personality on tape delay on 4 or 5 programs at the same time, almost saying the exact same things.  Dave and Angela, along with the rest of the nation, had seen this with the Monica Lewinsky scandal and countless other newsworthy stories that the TV networks and cable stations  literally beat to a pulp.  This would not happen with Dave.  They limited the TV exposure to Dave’s impromptu press conferences and the usual more formal Saturday morning press conference Dave agreed to give once a week.         

   The Dick Feagler interview had been arranged by Angela and was scheduled for the last week in May. The show was aired on Friday but taped during the week, usually on a Wednesday.  Angela demanded a live show only.  She knew Dave would be better in a live performance, and didn’t want any editing of what might be said. She also wanted an hour not the usual half-hour Feagler’s show would normally air.  Feagler and PBS eagerly agreed to both conditions with no reservations or objections whatsoever.  It would be Dave’s first one-on-one interview with anyone, TV or print journalist.

     The interview was scheduled from 8 to 9 on Friday.  Dave and Angela and their sons went over to Dave’s parents for an early typical Sabbath dinner courtesy of Helen Schwartz: chicken soup, breaded veal chops, freshly baked Chala bread and a baked, noodle casserole known in the parlance of Yiddish as a luckshin koogle.  Then they all piled into Angela’s station wagon and headed to the PBS studios.

     The interview went well.  Baseball talk consumed only 15 minutes of the hour-long discussion,chat really.  Feagler was great at just getting Dave to relax and have a simple conversation with him.  They talked about growing up near each other in the Harvard Lee Scottsdale neighborhoods.  Feagler was about 7 years older than Dave.  He lived just over the Shaker - Cleveland border in Cleveland.  They played baseball on the same empty corner lots.  They may have even played against one another, they surmised.

     Dick Feagler talked about his beloved John Adam’s High School.  Dave talked about how his mother, a generation before Feagler, fondly remembered her John Adam’s days.  They stayed away from politics for the most part.  Not by any design, they just had more interesting things to talk about, most of a personal nature.

      They talked for some time about their disappointment in 1954, when the Indians lost the World Series to the New York Giants.  They lamented over the “catch” by Willie Mays.  Both were sick and tired of seeing the damn catch constantly shown before the games in 95’ and 97’ when the Indians made it back to the World Series.  By the time the hour was over, Dick Feagler and David Schwartz bonded over baseball, Cleveland , John Adams, similar families and similar family backgrounds. After the program was over, Helen Schwartz hugged Dick Feagler like he was her third son.

    Saturday morning, as part of his bargain with the press to keep the West St. James area and surrounding neighborhood free from their constant harassment, Dave would have his weekly press conference.  He decided to start having more of these on the West Side of town.  Dave liked the West Side.  He knew it better than most East Siders because of his softball escapades.  He thought the West Side was unfairly maligned by his East Side friends.  He always maintained that the West Side developed its lakefront properties better than the East Side.  Those suburbs west of downtown, starting with Lakewood, then Rocky River, then Bay Village, were much nicer than the corresponding East Side suburbs hugging lake Erie.  He decided to introduce the press corps and East Siders to the famous Rustic peanut-burger.

       Rustic was a West Side hangout for high schoolers back in the 50’s and 60’s, known for a hamburger that substituted cheese with peanut butter.  Rustic  was located across from Westgate, a large mall-like shopping center on Center Ridge road.  The following week Dave would have the press conference at Bearden’s, west of  Rocky River on Lake Road, another high school hangout back in the  peaceful 50’s and 60’s.

     The month of May ended on a high note.  A-Shaw had won the remainder of its games that month and had only one defeat.  They were alone in first place in the JCC league.  Dave played in every game. He was batting almost .650. While the crowds for the softball games had lessened considerably from that first one at Forest Hill Park, there were still over 1000 people at every game, half of them from the media. 

      No, they still hadn’t found a trace of the old guy and his powder blue Pontiac convertible. Yes, Dave was still steadfastly maintaining the validity of his story.  Holli Morgan had made no further attempt to contact Dave.  Yes, Dave was still concerned about Holli Morgan.  No, 60 Minutes and Mike Wallace could not get past Angela Schwartz and get an interview with her husband. And yes, even without Dave’s pitching another game in May, the Cleveland Indians were now winning more games than they were loosing.

Chapter 25 
     The first week in June, Dolan called a meeting with Mark Shapiro, Eric Wedge, the manager, and Dave.   The Indians had moved to within 4 games of the first place Minnesota Twins.  If the Indians could stay in that range by the time of the July All Star Game, and if they could use Dave’s pitching sparingly – say no more than two more starts, then Dolan and Shapiro reasoned they had a hell of a chance to win the weak Eastern Division.

     Even more encouraging was the play of the Indians in the month of June.  Even without Dave pitching, the Indians were brimming with confidence.  The team reasoned that Dave Schwartz could keep the team from any prolonged loosing streak.  Besides Dolan, Shapiro, and Wedge, no one knew about Diophantine Equations and hence no one was privy to the fact that Dave Schwartz was limited to pitch nine complete games, which was now whittled down to 7.  Before the All Star game Dave would be required to stop two, 3 game loosing slumps. One against the league-leading Twins.  It was the second time Dave pitched away from Cleveland.  Dolan was no longer worried about saving Dave for the big crowds at the Jake.  Every game till the end of the season was sold out.  In fact, Dolan was making lots of enemies among his fellowship of Major League owners, all of whom were pleading with Larry to pitch Dave in their park.

     Many sports writers were questioning the Indian’s excuse for not pitching Dave more in a normal rotation with 4 or 5 days rest.  They merely reasoned his age was a factor, but Dave, as Shapiro predicted, refused to go along with that.  He wasn’t going to start lying now.  So when the sportswriters asked Dave why he didn’t pitch more frequently, he answered,  “I pitch when I’m told.”  When that answer was pursued with a follow up question:,“But could you pitch more frequently?”  Dave answered the same way; “I pitch when I’m told.”  After five or six rounds of that line of  questioning, always getting the same response, the sportswriters got tired and moved on to some other area.  Signs of friction were starting to appear between Dave and the media.  His answers, like the one about pitching rotation and day’s rest required between starts, had a bad sMel to them.  Dave was starting to loose some of that good rapport and respect he had with the media.  They liked Dave.  They liked him a lot.  He was very accessible.  Always answered their questions.  But there was a definite mysterious fog swirling around Dave and the team. If only the old guy with his Pontiac would make an appearance he could clear so much of the mystery up.  No such luck.

      As the All-Star Game approached in July, the Indians had moved to within 3 games of the Twins.  Dave was a unanimous choice and was the obvious favorite as the American League’s starting pitcher.  Dolan and Shapiro still didn’t know what the hell Dave was talking about when he explained about the Diophantine Equation and the number 747 and why he had only 5 more complete games he could pitch.  But they’d been around Dave enough now not to doubt him and to believe him when he said every extra pitch he throws has to be subtracted from the remaining pitches he has left according to the solution to the Diophantine Equation.  Translation:  “There is no way in hell we’re going to waste any goddamn pitches in the All Star Game,” so spoke Larry Dolan to Mark Shapiro.  And Shapiro agreed.  Dave was torn between pitching in an All- Star Game, or winning a World Series – which was far from guaranteed.  He decided to let Dolan and Shapiro come up with an excuse, as long as Dave didn’t have to lie.

                  “Dave Schwartz Will Not Pitch In The All Star Game”    

     Was the headline in every major newspaper in America.  Not on the sports page, but on the front page.  Why?  Because the Indians management wanted to save his 50 year old arm for any push towards the pennant, which was basically the simple truth.  Dolan and Shapiro came up with a legitimate reason that a lot of fans might not like, but it was certainly the truth and difficult to argue with.  Dave liked it.  He liked it a lot.  He could easily defend it without prevaricating in the least.  So could Dolan and Shapiro and Eric Wedge.

     The day of the All Star Game Dave’s friends and family drove to Pittsburgh.  Dave had been there for two days giving press conferences, answering the exact same questions dozens of times – no one seemed to get tired of either asking the same questions or receiving the same answers, except maybe the millions of fans watching on TV.  The reasons Dave would not pitch in the All Star game were not well received.   Eventually Dave made up his mind that before the season was over he would, as Paul Harvey might say, “Tell the rest of the story”, Diophantine Equations, his limitation on the number of pitches he could throw.  This would be his only season in the Majors. And, that he told all of this to the Indians Management before he signed a contract. He knew this would piss offDolan, but screw Dolan, he thought.  He also knew that “the rest of the story” would only reinforce his reputation as some kind of a nut.  Who would believe the mathematics of Diophantine Algebra controlled Dave’s future?  “The rest of the story” would only add fuel to the fires already burning.  The old guy and his mysterious powder blue 1950 Pontiac, convertible, still nowhere to be found.

     When Dave was introduced to the fans at Pittsburgh’s newly constructed PNC stadium during the opening ceremonies of the 2003 All Star Game, he was roundly applauded. There were also a smattering of boo’s that  could be heard easily by Dave and the TV audience.  It was the very first sign of a small crack forming in the armor.  The American League lost 4 to 3.  Who cared? No one really.  The All Star Game was becoming a non event.  Dave Schwartz could have pumped some life into it but subtracting more pitches from the Diophantine number, 747, wasn’t worth it.  Not to the Cleveland Indians, anyhow.  The new rules did mean that since the National League won the game, the National League rules would prevail for the World Series, i.e., no designated hitter. And the 4 games would be played at the National League stadium. Dave drove back to Cleveland with Angela and their son Philip.  Mark stayed in Pittsburgh.

     The Indians went right to Boston after the All Star break to play a four game series with the Redsox.  Dave stayed in Cleveland and helped Angela sort out the inquiries at their company which were still coming in fast and furiously.  Angela received a call from the Musical Arts Association Friday morning. She could hardly believe her ears. The Musical Arts Association of Cleveland is the quasi- governing body of the Cleveland Orchestra.  They wanted to know if Dave would play the Hyden Trumpet Concerto with the Orchestra for the  Blossom Music Center concert the last weekend in July.  They checked the baseball schedule, and it would work out perfect.  No conflict with any baseball games.  The Tribe would be playing out of town that weekend.  Angela got off the phone and called Dave upstairs to give him the news.  He was astounded.  Even with all the accolades and attention he received since his first pitching debut, the offer to play a solo with the world renown Cleveland Orchestra was a bit too much, not to mention a bit too intimidating.  He called his teacher from the Cleveland Institute of Music, Michael Sachs ,immediately.  He tried his home in Cleveland Heights first.

     “Hello, his wife answered the phone.

     “Yes, could I speak with Mike, please?”

     “One minute, can I ask who’s calling?”

     “Yeah, its Dave Schwartz.”

     “Oh sure, Dave, one minute.  Michael, it’s Dave Schwartz.”

     Michael Sachs took the receiver.  “Hello Dave.  How come you’re not practicing the Hyden piece?”

     “You already know?  When did you find out?  Can you believe this, Mike?  I can’t do this, I’ll be scared shitless to play in front of those musicians.” Dave was already nervous just talking about the concert.

     “Of course I know about it.  It was my idea.  I told Franz Moest  (the newly appointed conductor of the Cleveland Orchestra ) about you and he thought it was a great idea.  Don’t worry about a thing.  You’ll be fine.  You just play it as good as you did with the Shaker Suburban Symphony and you’ll be great.”

     “The Shaker Suburban Symphony aint the Cleveland Orchestra, Michael.  I’ll never make it through the first movement without throwing up.”

     “Bullshit, Dave.  I’ve heard you play it.  I told you, you were approaching the level of a professional musician when you did it with the Suburban Orchestra.  C’mon over to the house when you can and I’ll give you a lesson and calm your nerves.  You really can’t turn this opportunity down.”

      Of course Dave didn’turn the opportunity down.  The last Saturday in July, dressed in a brand new tuxedo, brandishing a highly polished, silver-plated, Schilke e-flat trumpet, David Benjamin Schwartz repeated his fine interpretation of the Hyden Trumpet Concerto.  If you think getting a ticket to the Jake for Dave’s second pitching performance was tough, getting a seat at Blossom Music Center, the summer home of the Cleveland Orchestra, under the pavilion or anywhere within the sound of the speaker system, was just impossible. Faggetaboutit!

          When Dave finished the final movement and shook Franz Moest’s hand and the  concertmaster’s, he walked back up into the trumpet section and made Michael Sachs stand along side him and raised his hand along side his own.

     In the audience sitting with the Schwartz and Cirelli families, Helen Schwartz nudged her husband Bernie and said,  “See, Bernard, I told you all those trumpet lessons were worth it.”  Could it ever possibly get any better than this.  No, I don’t think so.

     After the concert, Angela had a party planned for family and friends in the back yard of their West St. James home.  The press was still fulfilling their obligations to keep the West St. James neighborhood free of their presence, so long as Dave gave them access other times and always had his Saturday morning formal press conference.  The press was straining to get at Dave after the concert, and kept him answering questions for an hour after his performance.  It was 10:30 in the evening before everyone got back to Cleveland Heights.

     Angela had gone all out for this event.  She got Aldo’s, the famous West Side, Memphis Avenue, first class Italian eatery (and the Cirelli’s favorite restaurant when they came into Cleveland) to cater the party.  As they pulled into their driveway a brand new black Chevrolet Impala was sitting in the backyard bathed under the lights installed in the backyard for the celebration of Dave’s appearance with the Cleveland Orchestra.

     “Who’s car is that Angela?” Dave inquired.

     “Who’s car do you think it is?”  she answered back.

    “What did you do? Buy a new car already?”

    “Yeah, as a matter of fact that’s exactly what I did.  I bought it for you, Dave”

     “But what the hell do we need a new car for?”

     “We don’t.  I bought it anyway because you said that’s what you’d do if we came into a lot of money. Remember our conversation in bed a few nights ago? Well guess what.  We did come into a lot of money.”

     “Honey, we don’t really need a new car.  Do we?”

     “No.  So what. “

     “Oh Dad, Jesus Christ.  Just enjoy it for Christ’s sake,”  his son piped up from the back seat.

     “Did you ever see anything like that?  You’re just like your mom.  Always worried the next depression is right around the corner.  At least she has an excuse, living through that nightmare.  You’re a generation removed form the Depression, Dave.  And Phillip, stop talking like that.  How many times have I told you, especially when my parents are around.”

  “Oh mom, I’m 25 years old.”

  “Don’t you ‘Oh Mom’ me.  And I don’t care if you’re 55 years old.  Just stop talking like that.  Now could we just enjoy ourselves this evening and keep all the disagreements off till tomorrow morning? Please.”

     Dave parked the car behind the new Impala and turned to kiss Angela.

     “I love you and I love the car.  Phillip, your mom is right, quit talking like that.  After 25 years around your mother, you should know how she feels when you use those 

words.”  

     The celebration went on till the early morning hours.  When the party started slowing down.   Dave went out to the driveway and got in his new Impala.  It had leather interior.  It had the works!

Chapter 26
     It could have been a scene right out of Death of a Salesman.  A case of “life imitating art”, if there ever was one.  Bernard Schwartz was not Willie Loman. Not in temperament, not in character, not in what he wanted out of life.  There wasn‘t a jealous bone in Bernie’s body.  He never pushed his sons in any direction. If they didn’t show any desire to play baseball  that would have been fine with Bernie.  But Bernard Schwartz was a salesman.  A salesman through and through.  The conquest of a sale, especially to a reluctant customer, made Bernie’s day.  He often commented that many of his customers were his friends.  He loved working for Morrie Weiss, the owner of Shefield Bronze Paint Corporation. 

      Morrie Weiss was Bernie’s Marine buddy in the Second World War. They served all four years overseas together. When they returned to Cleveland, Morrie told Bernie to forget college and come to work for him at Shefield Bronze.  He would make twice as much money as any college graduate.  Initially, Bernie did indeed.  Over the years Morrie and Bernie and their families became good friends.   Morrie told Bernie he had a job for life with Shefield Bronze as long as Morrie Weiss was president.  The sole owner of Shefield Bronze  made that pledge to Bernie and kept it for almost 60 years.

     Bernie really stopped working at age 75, for all practical purposes. Morrie just kept him on to visit some of his former customers whenever he wanted to.  Bernie was on Social Security and came off commission. Morrie paid Bernie 300 bucks a week just to keep Bernie on the payroll and keep his pledge.  It worked out well for Bernie and Hellen Schwartz.  That 300 bucks a week allowed the Schwartz to travel at their leisure, often with the Cirelli’s.  They owned their little bungalow in South Euclid, Ohio.  They paid cash for their car.  Hellen kept on buying the more expensive Kosher meats and their lifestyle changed little since Bernie started taking it easy when he hit 75.  Morrie Weiss was an honorable man, a good friend, and would have died on the Belgian plains during the Battle of the Bulge, if it wasn’t for Bernard Schwartz.

     Unfortunately, Morrie Weiss had a stroke two years ago and his son, Jeff, took over Shefield Bronze.  Jeff Weiss was about the same age as David Schwartz.  Jeff Weiss tried to be an assimilated Jew.  Jeff Weiss belonged to Oakwood Country Club.   Jeff Weiss called Bernie Schwartz into his office late one Friday afternoon the last week in August and told Bernie he couldn’t afford to keep him on the payroll any longer.  Things were tough, he told Bernie, and he just couldn’t honor his father’s pledge to keep him on any longer. 

      Morrie Weiss was in the Montifiore nursing home since his stroke.  He still couldn’t talk and spent most of his time in a wheel chair.  If he had known what his son had done, he would have stopped it.  Bernie Schwartz certainly wasn’t going to tell his friend of over 60 years.   Bernie went home later that Friday afternoon and told Helen what Jeff Weiss had done.  Both sons came over later that evening with their wives to visit.  When they found out what happened to their dad they were incensed and threatened to go over to Jeff Weiss’ Gates Mills home and beat the shit out of him.  Helen commented that was just great.  She raised two sons, one with a Harvard law degree the other an engineering graduate of Cornell who decided they would take the law into their own hands and become enforcers, bouncers, if you will.  

     “How proud I am of my two sons,” Helen sarcastically commented during their heated discussion of Bernie’s firing.
     “Jeff was an asshole in high school,” David said.  “I think that schmuck was on the golf team.  I’m gonna kick that little snot’s ass.  Shit, he wouldn’t have even been born if it wasn’t for dad.”

    “Oh, just pipe down Mr. big shot,” Angela said. “Listen to your mom.”

    “I think David’s exactly right.  We should just go over there and kick the son of a bitch’s ass,” Louis agreed with his brother’s objective.

     “Quit talking like idiots.  Nobody’s going anywhere.  And nobody’s going to kick anybody’s ass,” Bernie scolded both his sons.  “I don’t need the job and we don’t need the money.  Do we honey?”

     “Absolutely not,” Helen quickly supported her husband.  “We’ll get along just fine without Shefield Bronze.  We had a lot less during the Depression and we managed.”

     “Oh, Mom, you’re always using the Depression as your reference point to your’s and Dad’s economic well-being.  Jesus, the Depression was 70 years ago.  Those few hundred dollars a week that cheap prick was paying dad was a help.  Don’t worry mom, Louis and I can easily make that up,” David said.

     “Look, I don’t need you or Louis to help out, or Jeff Weiss’ 300 dollars a week.  Your father and I will be just fine.  We know how to manage our finances.  We’ve been doing it a long time without our sons, and we will continue to.  As for the Depression you keep referring to, maybe every generation should have a Depression.  It might have kept some of those high-tech big shots from going off the deep end.  It might keep some of you and your generation grounded and reminded of what is and isn’t important in this world.  Please, David, Louis, your dad and I will be fine.  We don’t need any money from our sons.  And it would please us no end, if you didn’t talk like a bunch of hooligans.” 

     Bernie never told his sons the real reason Jeff Weiss fired him.  If he did, they just may have gone over to his home and actually beat the shit out of him.  It had nothing to do with the business or lack there of.  Jeff Weiss wanted Bernie to get David to do a promotional spot for Shefield Bronze.  Bernie refused to do it.  Said he wouldn’t use his son like that.  There was nothing more to discuss.  Three weeks later, Jeff Weiss fired Bernie Schwartz.

     By the last week in August, the Cleveland Indians had miraculously taken over first place in the terribly weak, incredibly pathetic Central Division.  The Indians had been playing the best baseball of any Major League team since the All Star break.  The Twins had tanked early in July and continued to play miserable ball.  The Kansas City Royals were the Indian’s only competition.  By Labor Day, the Indians were 4 games in first place.  An incredible achievement, considering they were barely playing .300 ball as late as June.

     Dave Schwartz had only pitched 4 games and Dolan, Shapiro and Eric Wedge were trying to orchestrate how to best utilize Dave’s remaining 5 games.  Fans and the media alike were getting very suspicious about how the Indian’s were holding Dave back, and why he didn’t pitch more frequently.  It was awfully difficult to argue with a management and team that had orchestrated such an incredible turnaround.

     Obviously, the Indian’s management wanted to save Dave for as many playoff games as possible.  This just simply made the most sense.  But of course, you had an owner who overpaid 175 million bucks for the team he presently owned.  Making “sense” did not always play a prominent roll in any decision making process.  There was no telling what kind of inane pronouncements Dolan might make.  And make no mistake about it.  Dolan, and Dolan alone, was calling the shots.  He may have invited Wedge and Shapiro into some of his conferences, but both were treading on thin ice ,especially Shapiro. Dave Schwartz would pitch when Larry Dolan said he would pitch.  End of story.

     Any minor spats or disagreements Dave Schwartz had with the media were long forgotten.  He had totally captured their imagination.  He steadfastly refused to compromise with them in any way.  If a question from a member of the media was stupid or rhetorical, Dave would go to great lengths to point that out, using humor to completely de-fang any troublesome member of the press.

     He kept his bargain with the media and continued to hold weekly Saturday press conferences throughout the city of Cleveland and surrounding suburbs, sharing his time equally on both sides of town.  They in turn kept their half of the bargain and kept West St. James and the neighboring areas free of their presence, except Fox News and ESPN. Dave was starting to give their correspondence special treatment when answering their questions.  Trying to embarrass them by asking why they refused to honor the agreement he struck with the rest of the media.  They seemed to be immune to any embarrassment, especially the Fox correspondents.  Eventually Dave would refuse to answer any questions from Fox or ESPN.

     Diophantine Corporation was doing just fine – thank you very much.  The big named sponsors were still avoiding Dave as a spokesperson for the same reasons they had previously stated.  But Angela and Dave stuck to their game plan.  Every business decision they made, concerning a potential client was made with the thought:  “How will this effect our life and lifestyle when all this insanity is over.”  They steadfastly refused to compromise with this principle.  They were determined to keep the life they had built before Dave threw that first pitch in Yankee Stadium in tact.

     The amounts of money Dave and Angela had turned down as a result of not compromising with their pledge were astronomical.  That topic alone filled many newspapers, articles, talk shows, news magazines and TV gossip programs with endless, mindless, topics of  conversation.  And the more money it was reported they rejected, the greater grew the myth and the affection the country showed towards them.  “Imagine, a sports figure with the stature of David Benjamin Schwartz turning down millions, even billions of dollars in product endorsements.  Unheard of.”  Bob Costas said on his HBO special about Dave Schwartz.

     Dave and Angela were, however, doing quite well with product endorsements.  They didn’t sign with Nike, but opted for Redwing, a work-shoe and camping shoe manufacturer in Minnesota. Dave had a favorite pair of Redwing shoes he used for the many plant startups he participated in with HKF.  Diophantine Corporation courted small manufacturers like Redwing, that Dave or Angela were familiar with and used their products.  They added another 2 million dollars to the 2.2 million Larry Dolan had deposited.  They considered themselves wealthy beyond their wildest dreams,

     IMG, still smarting from the bad publicity they received after Dave and Angela walked out of their 9th Street offices – and the complete details of that episode were reported in the media – decided to fight back and reported that Dave Schwartz  “refused to talk with Tiger Woods” at that meeting.  I guess IMG’s thinking was that anyone not wanting to speak with Tiger Woods can’t be all that nice a person.  IMG made another mistake when they leaked that bit of information to the press.  Dave handled that quite deftly at his next press conference.  He said he didn’t know Tiger Woods from a hole in the wall, and he and his wife went to IMG’s offices to determine if IMG should represent Dave in his business dealings, not Tiger Woods.  He didn’t see what the hell Tiger Woods had to do with any of that, and besides he really didn’t have anything to say to Tiger.  It would have been a meaningless conversation.  He presumed IMG thought talking to Tiger Woods would cement the potential representation IMG was seeking.  But Dave and Angela thought that was a rather naïve and simplistic approach to getting them to sign. Dave mentioned he rather liked Tiger Woods.  At least what he saw of him on TV.  He seemed to come across as an honest individual and would occasionally berate the press for asking a stupid question.  Dave liked that.  But Tiger Woods wasn’t going to advise and represent him and Angela in their business dealings, so talking to Tiger at that time seemed to be a waste of time for both Tiger and Dave.  IMG would think twice before they fooled around with David Benjamin Schwartz.  (Or as Helen Schwartz said after listening to Dave’s press conference:  “Schpilsach ( ‘play around with’, in Yiddish) with my son – go ahead”

     Angela was rapidly building her own following in the media.  Her own good looks and smarts were bringing in offers for her alone – especially modeling offers.  She turned them all down.  It’s funny.  When you are totally unconcerned with making money, it seems to be easier to make it if you want. Dave and Angela were having more fun rejecting the offers and millions that went with them.  The more they turned these ventures down, the faster they came at them and the more the public adored them.  And as IMG found out, they always held the moral high ground.  It’s not that Dave and Angela were purposely trying to become selfless and totally disinterested in making a fortune.  It pretty much had been their life and lifestyle their whole marriage.  It was totally genuine, except now their life and lifestyle, as opposed to being private for 30 years, was now very public.  Besides, they quickly reasoned, they did have over 4 million dollars in their bank account.

     The Indian’s were pulling ahead of Kansas City towards the end of September.  It looked Like Dave would have 5 more games to pitch in the playoffs.  Shapiro and Eric Wedge were ecstatic.  So was Larry Dolan.  Dolan wanted to ice the division early and could with one more victory in the remaining few games.  He also wanted to send a message to Boston, their first opponent in the playoffs.  But most of all, his relationship with Dave had completely broken down.  They barely talked anymore.  Dave wanted to come clean with the entire story and said he would before the playoffs started.  Dolan wanted him to wait till after the season and after next year’s season ticket sale.  Dolan knew it was a matter of time before Dave told the entire story, so they just stopped talking.  They communicated through Mark Shapiro.

     Now the A-Shaw softball team was in the playoffs.  And their league championship game was scheduled against Local 880 for the last Sunday in September.  It was also the day Dolan decided to clinch the Central division race against Boston and not just by coincidence.  He knew that the terms of their contract with Dave stipulated he could make Dave pitch in Boston and miss the JCC championship.  It was a pure ego trip for Dolan, realizing it was a wasted game for Dave.  He would have one less opportunity in the Playoffs.  The Indians would surely win one of their remaining five games, and even if they didn’t, they could wait and use Dave when it was absolutely necessary.  Dolan’s ego might jeopardize the entire playoffs.  Shapiro was beside himself in anger.  He decided he wouldn’t wait for Dolan to shit-can him.  He would resign right after the Indian’s last playoff game.  When ever that might be.

    Dave was fit to be tied, and pulled a “Schwartz” right in Dolan’s office when Dolan told Dave of his decision.  Dolan was terrified by Dave’s rage and Shapiro tried to calm Dave along with half the Indian’s team which heard Dave explode from the locker room.

     The JCC convinced Mel Morris to play the championship game at the new Arrow’s minor league stadium located in Eastlake.  They explained to Mel and the Local 880 manager they could eliminate all of the JCC debt in one day if they would just agree to play at the stadium.  ESPN would televise the afternoon game and pay dearly for the rights.  Dave Schwartz would watch the game like half the nation that afternoon from his hotel room in Boston with Omar Visquel.  

     A-Shaw would finally win the JCC championship after a 20-year attempt.  They would win it in the bottom of the ninth with a Mel Morris bases clearing triple.  They would win it with an Alan Jay home run and a Carl Kaplan home run.  They would win it with some stellar play at shortstop.  And they would win it without David Benjamin Schwartz.

     That evening, Dave Schwartz would throw another 81 pitch, 27 strikeout, no-hitter.  His fifth in a row.  If such a feat can be a humdrum, mundane , experience, than compared to Dave’s first two games, this one was.  It was, except for the record books, a meaningless game, and a meaningless win. 

      He got the same questions he always got after his wins, but this time his answers were less than enthusiastic. He was noticeably down and the media knew why.  His riff with Dolan was already in the newspapers and on every TV program.  Dave was ready to tell his complete story, right then and there.  Explain that he had only 4 more games that he could pitch.  That this would be his first and last year in the Majors.  But he decided to wait for a more opportune time.  He would wait for the playoffs.  

     When the press conference was over, he called Mel Morris to congratulate the team.  Mel knew there was nothing he could say to Dave that would ease the pain.  He knew Dave waited years to redeem himself for those throwing errors that cost A-Shaw those two chances at the championship.  He knew striking out 27 Boston Red Sox and clinching the Central Division Championship wasn’t enough to ease that pain.  Mel knew it. Al Jay knew it. Carl Kaplan knew it.  And most of all David Benjamin Schwartz knew it.  (Correct me if I’m wrong.  But I did mention these guys were a bit wacky –didn’t I?) 

Chapter 27
     If David Benjamin Schwartz would have heeded his mother’s advice, which she had been giving him and his brother since they could talk, he never would have gotten into the predicament that really started a turn of events and downward spiral of his fortunes that unfortunately could not be reversed.  “If you talk too much, eventually you’ll say something stupid.”  “If you talk too much, eventually you’ll say something you’ll regret.”  Helen Seigel Schwartz must have told her sons 1000 times as they were growing up.  So the interview he had given the Cleveland Jewish News, at his mother’s request, she knew the editor’s mother since her John Adams high school days, would have been over and done with if Dave just quietly left the editors office without trying to clarify his feelings on the Israeli – Palestinian problem.  When he made the following statement, which at the time he thought was rather profound:  “If you made every Israeli a Palestinian, and every Palestinian an Israeli, you’d have the same conflict with the same intense feelings.”  This was unfortunately interpreted by many Jews, especially the orthodox Jews, as a statement as blasphemous as they come.  They said, Dave implied that “Jews were capable of blowing up busses and killing innocent civilians”, which of course, Dave didn’t mean at all.  The next day, after the interview was published in every newspaper in the country with the possible exception of the Weekly Reader ( and it was probably in there too), Dave got a bit defensive and reminded a reporter that the Stern Gang and the Haganna killed innocents during the 1948 fight for independence.  Talk about not knowing when to just shut up!

     All of this resulted in 100 or more orthodox Jews from the Taylor Road area marching 2 miles to West St James with hand crafted posters that just said “Traitor” -

one week before the playoffs were to begin. “ Perfect timing, Dave,” commented Mel and Al and Carl. 

     Dave Schwartz was always being compared to Sandy Koufax, the Jewish, BroO.K.lyn (Los Angeles) Dodger Hall of Famer, who refused to pitch on Yom Kippur – the holiest of holiest Jewish Holidays.  Dave found the comparison flattering.  Who wouldn’t?  What Jewish youngster who ever suited up for even a little league game wasn’t reminded time and time again about Sandy Koufax and the Yom Kippur story?  An astute sportswriter looking ahead at the calendar noted that if David Benjamin Schwartz pitched the 7th game of the 2003 World Series, he would have to pitch on the eve of Yom Kippur.  When asked if he would pitch on that night by that same sportswriter, Dave immediately shot back, “No”.  

     “Because of Sandy Koufax?” the reported asked.

     “No,” Dave answered back. “Because of Bernie and Helen Schwartz.”

     While the marching and the posters would lessen over the next few days, the flap over Dave’s Palestinian – Israeli comments lingered throughout the playoffs.  It spread throughout the Jewish communities around the country and drew the sharpest criticisms in the New York area.  To add insult to injury, in the predominant Palestinian and Arab communities, like Dearborn Michigan, David Benjamin Schwartz was considered a hero. Talk about a turn of events.  Unfortunately it would only get worse.

                                                            *   *   *

     Two days before the Indian’s first playoff game against the Red Sox, the brain trust of Dolan, Shapiro and Wedge decided that Dave would pitch the opening game against Boston.  They reasoned, in a short 5-game series, winning the first game was of paramount importance – even if it meant Dave would only have 3 games left he could pitch.  They just couldn’t afford to let that first game go into the loss column, so the brain trust reasoned.  Dave thought that was about as stupid as some of the decisions his boss at HKF, John Tanner, would make.  But with some justification, the brain trust thought the team as a whole would play better with a victory under their belt.  This was a young and inexperienced team composed of a lot of rookies.

     Dave was scheduled to fly with the team to Boston later that morning.  He decided to go into the HKF offices before he went to the Jake to catch the team bus to the airport.  He parked his new Impala in the team parking lot and walked over to the Old Post office building.  It was  6:30 in the morning.  Angela and the boys along with Dave’s mom and dad would leave for Boston the next day.  Angela’s parents would drive up from Providence.  Providence was almost a “suburb” of Boston, as far as their loyalties to the Red Sox were concerned.  Their Federal Hill neighbors cut them some slack considering the circumstances.

     The phone rang as soon as Dave put his key in the door of his office.  It was his wife.

     “Dave,” you could feel the tension and serious tone in her voice.  “I think you’re father’s had some kind of a stroke. I don’t know for sure.  He’s on his way to Hillcrest.  You’re mom’s in the rescue squad with him. I’m on my way.  I’ll meet you there. Please hurry, Dave.”

     “Oh my God! When did it happen?”

     “Dave I don’t have time now.  I’m on the car phone.  Just hurry and meet us at the hospital.  I’ll call your brother.”

     Nothing really had time to sink in.  Dave was instantly operating on adrenaline.  He ran out of the office and had the sense to ask the two police officers who kept guard on the HKF offices since Dave became famous, if they could get him an escort to Hillcrest Hospital.  He explained the situation to them and within seconds, two Cleveland Police cars met Dave and just told him to get in.  There wasn’t any time to go back to the Jake and get his Impala.  By this time the reporters who also kept guard at the HKF offices heard about Dave’s father from the two officers.  They began hollering questions at Dave as he got into the first police car.  He paid no attention to them.

    The 20-mile ride to Hillcrest Hospital took 15 minutes.  The police dropped Dave off right at the Emergency Entrance.  The South Euclid Rescue Squad vehicle was still parked in the entrance.  The crew was just getting back in their vehicle.  Dave quickly walked into the building, still operating on adrenaline.  He saw his brother Louis standing outside one of the partitions.  The curtain was drawn.  He embraced his brother and both began to cry.  Angela was in the room and came outside.  She embraced both brothers and she too began to cry.  Helen was in the room holding her husband’s hand while several doctors were working feverishly over Bernie.  Dave was about to go into the partition, but Angela stopped him.

     “You better wait a minute Dave, there’s no room in there. They just asked me to leave,”  Angela spoke through her tears.

     “I have to go in there and see my father,”  Dave said.

     “Hold off a few minutes, Dave,” his brother pleaded.  “They don’t want anyone in there just yet.  Just  mom.”

     “How is he?  Is he alert?  When did it happen?  How did it happen?”  Dave was asking one question after another in rapid succession, not waiting for any answers. He was in a daze.

     “He collapsed on the kitchen floor right after breakfast.  Your mom tried to call you both, but neither of you were at the office yet.  She called me at about quarter to seven.”

     “Did you talk to him, Angela?”

     “Dave,” Angela consciously tried to calm things down.  “He can’t talk Dave.  He’s alert, but he can’t speak.  He appears to be paralyzed on his left side.  The doctors have his brain scans and say he had a massive stroke.”

    “Oh my God!”

    “He recognizes everyone.  You can see it in his eyes but he just can’t say anything.  He tries to talk but it just comes out as sounds,”  Angela said and then started to cry again.  Then Dave cried.  Then Louis cried.

    “Oh God ,Louis, we might loose dad.” He embraced his older brother again.  “When can we go in there?”

     “The doctors are stabilizing him now.  They said it would be just a few more minutes.  Just then Helen pushed aside the curtains and came out to see David and Louis. David grabbed his mother’s hand and kissed the back of it.  Louis put his arms around her and started crying again.

     “Mom,” pleaded David. “What are we going to do, Mom?”

     “We’re going to pray very hard for your father.  That’s what we’re going to do,” She said calmly.

     Just then the three doctors who had been working on Bernie came out and spoke with the family.  They said he was stabilized and would soon be moved to the ICU.  He lost the ability to speak and his left side was partially paralyzed. They were immediately asked if the injuries were permanent.  They said they had no way of telling just yet.  He could completely regain both his speech and movement or partially regain it.  There was no way of telling until he went through rehabilitation. They could go into the room now. 

     David walked in first and saw his dad lying helplessly on the gurney.  He immediately recognized David and a broad smile lit up his face.  Then he saw Louis and Angela. He was completely alert. He just couldn’t speak.  You could tell he understood everything that was being said to him but was frustrated he couldn’t respond.  Occasionally, he would make sounds but nothing intelligible.  

     Dave was holding one of Bernie’s hands; Louis was holding the other.  Helen had her hand resting on her husband’s forehead.  By this time ,Louis’ wife Judy had arrived.

     “Should I call Mark and Phillip and tell them to come in, Mom?” Angela asked her mother-in law.

     “You can tell the boys what happened, but I don’t think they have to come in town.  The doctors were very hopeful Dad would recover,” Helen spoke out loud enough for her husband to hear.

     They sat in the emergency room trying to comfort Bernie , mostly trying to comfort each other, until Bernie was moved to the ICU.  It was almost 4 o’clock in the afternoon already.  The nurse told the family it would be best if they left until they could get Bernie tested and situated in the ICU.  One by one they said their good-byes to Bernie Schwartz.  Dave lingered till the end.  He picked up his father’s limp hand and kissed it.  Bent down to kiss his damp forehead. He could see his father’s eyes start to cloud up. A tear rolled down his father’s cheek.    Dave wiped the tear off.  He tried like hell not to cry himself but it was no use. The tears welled up in his eyes and started streaming down his cheeks. He stood back looking into his father’s face, still holding his hand.  Then he bent down,  tears fell from his eyes onto his father’s cheek. He whispered in his ear.  “I love you dad.”

     Angela drove home later that evening. Dave sat in the back seat, his mother sat up front.

     “Would you like to stay with us this evening, Mom?” Angela asked, turning towards her mother-in-law.

     “No, honey. Thanks, I think I’d just like to go home.”

     Dave sat in the back trying to establish some sort of equilibrium.  He felt like he had a 500-pound weight on his chest.  He kept taking large, measured breaths of air.  Trying to just calm himself.  But he couldn’t get comfortable. He thought about baseball.  Not the first playoff game with Boston.  That was the farthest thought in his mind.  He thought about the baseball he played in his youth, at the Shaker High School diamond, on the little league fields in the Cleveland area.  He thought about his Marty Marion G-600 baseball mitt.  About how he felt when his father bought it for him.  He remembered the infield drill his father used to make him go through before they would get a hot fudge Sunday at Draeger’s ice cream shop. “When you field 10 grounders cleanly – no errors, no bobbling of the ball, no look of terror in your eyes – then we’ll go to Draegers.”

     There was terror in Dave Schwarz’s eyes that evening.  The terror every boy has about loosing his dad.   Dave knew he was still a boy.  He realized, sitting in the back seat of the car, that regardless of how old you might be, regardless of how many children or grandchildren you might have, you can never be a “grown up” as long as your parents are alive.  

                                                           *   *   *

     By 4:30 over 200 media had managed to congregate near the hospital entrance.  Dave had completely forgotten about the playoff series with Boston.  He knew there was no way he could possibly pitch that first game.  By this time the whole world knew Dave’s dad had had a stroke.  Larry Dolan and Mark Shapiro finally got through to Dave on his cell phone.  Larry Dolan told Dave not to worry about the series with Boston.  He asked Dave if there was anything he could do. Both Dolan and Shapiro were completely sympathetic and supportive.  They put absolutely no pressure on Dave as to when he thought he would be ready to pitch again.  Quite the contrary in fact.  Dolan told Dave he didn’t expect him to pitch at all, that his father’s wellbeing came first.  The Cleveland Indian’s would always be indebted to Dave whether he ever pitched another game for the Tribe. Dave apologized for his outburst back in August when Dolan made him pitch the Boston game and miss the JCC championship.  Tragedies seem to have that effect on people.  You seem to want to make amends.  Life is too short.  You never know if you’ll have that chance again.  Death is pretty final.  

                                                         *    *    *

 But David Benjamin Schwartz would pitch in the playoffs again.  The Indians won the Boston best-of- 5 game series in four games without Dave throwing a pitch.  Bernie Schwartz was sent to rehabilitation and roomed with his good buddy Morrie Weiss.  His speech was slowly returning.  He never mentioned a word about the confrontation with Morrie’s son Jeff.  Even when Jeff came to visit his dad, Bernie was cordial and friendly.  Dave and Louis ran into Jeff at Montifiore while visiting their dad.  But under strict orders from Helen, both behaved appropriately

     Now Montifiore had 20 or 30 media members stationed outside their doors.  Dave was slowly returning to his normal duties.  He informed the Indians that he would indeed be ready for the series with the Yankees who disposed of Oakland in their series.  The American League Championship would begin in three days.  Dave was announced as the starting pitcher.  Roger Clemens declined to pitch the opener for the Yankees.  What would be the use.  Whenever Dave Schwartz pitched, you couldn’t bet the game.  The odds makers in Las Vegas simply removed the game from its boards.  There were no odds; you simply couldn’t bet the game.  

     According to the laws of Diophantine Algebra, Dave could still throw 4 complete games.  And even better news than that, Bernie Schwartz was scheduled to return to his home in South Euclid the day of the game.  His speech was slowly coming back.  The stroke would probably leave Bernie Schwartz with a speech impediment and most likely he would require a walker for his remaining days on this earth.  But at least he was coming home. That alone was cause for celebration.

     As expected, Dave threw his “usual” 81-pitch game with the usual results.  After that first game, the Yankees reeled off two successive wins to go one game up.  They split the next two games. Cleveland managed to squeeze out a victory in game-6, and then Dave came back in game seven to perform as expected. Why they didn’t pitch Dave in game 6 is anybody’s guess.  But Dolan was still calling the shots and it worked out.  Dave had two games left for the World Series.

      Joe Torre was on his way to Bellview.  The Indians were on their way to the World Series and San Francisco - where the Giants beat the Diamondbacks for the National League Pennant.

     The Cleveland Indians and the San Francisco Giants, was this the perfect drama or what?  Shades of 1954?  Would the ghost of Willie Mays come back to haunt the Tribe? Or, would they finally remove the spell that damn catch cast over the Cleveland Indians and the city of Cleveland for almost half a century.  If Bernie and Dave Schwartz were sick of seeing “The Catch” in the 1995 and 1997 Series, they would certainly get their fill of it once again.  The media couldn’t play up the comparison with the 54’ series enough.  Barry Bonds would be cast as the Willie Mays character in this series.   Dave Schwartz represented the invincible 1954 pitching staff of Bob Lemon, Early Wynn, and Mike Garcia.  Except, no one knew that what really controlled the outcome of this World Series, was neither Willie Mays, nor Barry Bonds or the Big Three Cleveland Pitchers, or David Benjamin Schwartz.  This World Series was controlled completely by the mathematics of Diophantine Algebra.  Go figure.

Chapter  28
     It would be difficult to describe the mayhem all over Cuyahoga County ever since it was determined the Cleveland Indians would play the San Francisco Giants in the 2003 World Series.  Part New Orleans Mardi Gras, part Rio De Janeiro Carnival, and total insanity. Twenty-four hour madness.  There was no letup. The rest of the country found the match up interesting even intriguing, even beguiling.  The comparison to the 1954 World Series was delicious.  The sports columnists nationwide were having a field day with the comparisons.  Cleveland and the surrounding suburbs simply went bonkers with the drama.  They couldn’t get enough of the nostalgia of the 1950’s.  Finally, they thought, they would surely rid themselves of the ghost of Willie Mays and that goddamn catch in center field at the cavernous Polo Grounds.

     The Indian’s management brought back players from the 1954 team.  Dolan paid for all their expenses.  They were  bombarded with interviews from the time they stepped off the airplane.  They were once professional ball players who were now in their 70’s and 80’s. It was great seeing them again and listening to them cut up touches about their baseball past.  But it was also sad in some ways to see those baseball heroes of your youth looking so old.

      They recalled every minute of that season.  Anyone old enough to remember that miraculous season couldn’t seem to get enough of those players:  Al Rosen, Bob Feller, Early Wynn, Mike Garcia, Bobby Avila, George Strickland, Vic Wertz, Dale Mitchel, Bob Kennedy, Luke Easter, Don Mossi, Ray Narleski.  Dolan not only brought back those name players, he brought back everyone he could that was on the 1954 roster:  Prince Hal Newhouser, Joe Ginsberg, Hal Naragon, Wally Westlake, Hank Majeski.  They all came and stayed for days at a time.  They appeared all over the local TV stations, and helped generate enthusiasm nation-wide by appearing on the major networks.

      They asked Al Rosen if he had divided loyalties about the Series.  Thirty years after he played third base for Cleveland, and won the MVP, he became the GM for the Giants,  a post he left several years ago.  “No way”, Rosen quickly answered the question.  “I am and always will be a Cleveland Indian.”   Al Rosen was Jewish.  So his loyalties were with Dave Schwartz all the way.  (Bernie Schwartz used to always drive by Rosen’s house in Shaker Heights, on Van Aken, pointing it out to his sons, whenever they drove downtown.)

     The city went even farther than that to recreate that 1954 atmosphere.  They convinced Bill Randal, the popular Cleveland, Rock and Roll DJ of the 50’s to give up his intellectual radio persona of the present to play all those old 1950’s rock and roll records and popular rock and roll stars.  Of Course, Elvis was back on the air.  So were the Penguins and Earth Angel, the Clovers and Devil or Angel.  The Skyliners, the Del Vikings and Dion. 

     Drive down any neighborhood, East or West Side and you’d find dozens of kids on their front lawn with their Hoola Hoop whipping around their hips.  Davy Crocket, coon skin caps were back in the stores.  White bucks were popular once again, along with Black Watch Plaid, button down, Ivy League Shirts.  Khaki pants with that stupid little belt buckle in the back, were back, along with every 1950’s vintage car that could be revitalized or restored.  (But still no 1950, powder blue, Pontiac convertible!)  It was wild.  It was maddening.  It was theater.  And, it sure as hell was fun.

     For the first time in memory, East Siders went west, and West Siders went east –on purpose.  The national media picked up on the insanity in Cleveland in a hurry.  All the network morning shows came to Cleveland for the week.  All three network nightly newscasts set up in Cleveland that week. Dave still refused any formal interviews with Katie or Matt or Tom or Dan or Peter, or anyone else.  He was always accessible and accommodating on the street for any informal interview and on Saturday for his formal press conference.  But no one-on -one interviews for the national networks.  He was very supportive, however, to all the local news programs.  He went back on Dick Feagler’s PBS program for another hour special.

    There were 4 days before the World Series would start in San Francisco (remember the National League won the All Star Game) and those 4 days in Cleveland were almost out of control.

     Dave went to work at HKF or down to the Jake every day.  He was mobbed at every public appearance.  He answered the same questions with the same answers but for some reason it wasn’t so tiring and boring.  The bargain he had with the media, to keep its presence away from the West St. James neighborhood, was slowly collapsing. It was simply too big an event.  Every day dozens more media folk appeared on the street.  No one seemed to mind either.  It was all just part of the carnival atmosphere.

     The main theme for those four days had to be “The Catch”.  Willie Mays was interviewed dozens of times in front of his Bay Area home.  Dave was asked about it along with all the Indians from the 1954 team.  They all said the same thing.  That “catch” was for all intents and purposes, the end of the 1954 World Series.  It was the first time anyone could remember a single defensive play so dominated any baseball World Series.  (20 something years later, Greg Nettles of the Yankees broke the back of the Cincinnati Reds with two back to back defensive gems at third base that pretty much destroyed the hopes and aspirations of Cincinnati during that World Series.)

     Dave “pleaded” with the media to keep the replay of that damn catch off the TV screens – knowing full well as soon as he said it, it would appear 10 times more often, which it did.  Every Cleveland fan, interviewed on the street for the obligatory lead into the local evening news, said the same thing.  They just wanted to purge that “catch” from their memory.  One fan said it best when he simply said:  “So long, Willie Mays.”  It became the front- page headline of the Cleveland Plain Dealer the next morning.

      The media attention for those four days preceding the first game of the World Series was intensive, even exhaustive.  Dave and Angela didn’t shun the spotlight, nor did they seek it out.  They kept true to their pledge to keep their lives as “normal” as possible.  In that process the media swarmed all over them.  Their legends grew.  Angela turned down an offer from Chevrolet for Dave to be their spokesperson for the Impala.  They avoided Dave all this time because of his explanation of how he came to discover his pitching talents so late in life.  But his media presence and the affection millions of people showed the Schwartz’s was now simply too appealing to ignore.  Especially since they went out and bought the Impala with absolutely no incentive or promise from Chevrolet.

     “Hey Dave, you’ll never guess who called and finally decided they want you to be their spokesperson?” Angela cheerfully greeted Dave when he came back one evening from a World Series strategy session at the Jake.

     “I don’t know.  Who was it?”

     “Oh c’mon, take a guess.”

     “The Vatican”

     “Glad to see your keeping that swelled head from getting any bigger,” she mocked him.  “No, not the Vatican, but close.  General Motors.  The Chevrolet Division.”

     “But they rejected us months ago when we said we wouldn’t change our story, remember?”
     “Well, evidently, they lowered their ‘truth in advertising’ standards.”

     “How much do they want to pay?”

     “I don’t know, I told them we weren’t interested anymore.”

     “You what!”

     “Hey, c’mon now, remember our pledge.  Accepting GM  and Chevrolet now would make us look like phonies, actually make them look like phonies.  I just didn’t like the sMel of the whole thing.  It would sully our reputation and I didn’t like the Chevrolet General Manager’s tone of voice.”

     “You potentially turned down several million dollars because you didn’t like his ‘tone of voice’.  You’ve got to be kidding me, Angela.”

     “Hey Dave, didn’t we have this conversation before.  Didn’t you tell me to do what ever I think is best? Huh? We’ve got damn near 6 million dollars in our McDonald account.  That’s more money than we ever dreamed of having.  Any more and I wouldn’t know what the hell to do with it,where the hell to invest it.  It’s just becoming a pain in the ass.  I just don’t want to have to worry about that stuff anymore.  I don’t suppose you want to hear about Nike and Addidas then.  They called today too.  Told them we weren’t interested either.”

     “And you tell everyone YOU married a lunatic.  Wait till Mel and the guys hear about this one.”  Dave kissed his wife on the forehead and got his Marty Marrion G-600 from the kitchen counter and started to oil it up for the opener in San Francisco.

Chapter   29 
     San Francisco was almost as crazy as Cleveland was with the comparison to the 1954 World Series.  They couldn’t feel quite the psychological attachment and emotional pull as the residents of Cleveland because there wasn’t any team in San Francisco in 1954.  The predecessors of the San Francisco Giants were playing at the Polo Ground in 1954 and were known as the New York Giants.  The city still managed to whip up the enthusiasm, Willie Mays, still living in the Bay Area, helping greatly in that respect.    

     San Francisco had an incredible year and so did Barry Bonds (59 home runs).  The Giants played .620 ball.  They had two pitchers with ERA’s less than 2.0 and a team batting average of .297.  Even those numbers couldn’t overcome the Schwartz factor.  The Indians were favored in the 2003 World Series, just as they were in 1954.  No one knew how many games Dave could pitch or how much rest he really needed between starts.  The  consensus among the odds makers in Vegas was Dave was good for three victories.  And even if Dave only threw two games, they still favored the Tribe.  

     Diophantine Equations hadn’t been explained to the media just yet.  Dave decided he wouldn’t come clean with his pitching capabilities till after the series.  He rationalized that his premature announcement concerning his pitching limitation could lessen the confidence of his teammates.  Dave knew they needed that confidence because they needed to win two games without him.

     The first nationally televised news conference with both teams present offered no surprises.  Dave and Barry Bonds got most of the questions directed at them.  Omar Visquel, who recovered from his June injury in time for the playoffs got off the funniest remark.  He was asked how he felt playing when Dave Schwartz was on the mound.  His one word answer had the media howling.  “Bored!”

     Fillipe Allou, the brilliant and successful Giants Manager was asked  what his strategy would be when  Dave Schwartz pitched.  “Pray for rain.”

     Larry Dolan was asked if he still believed Dave’s explanation of how he came to the Indians at the mature age of 50.  “You’ve seen him throw seven perfect games.  I believe every word of it.”

     Barry Bonds was asked how he planned to hit Dave.  “You’ve got to be kidding.”

     They asked Dave Schwartz for the umpteenth time about the creditability of his “story”.  “Find that 1950 powder blue convertible and the old guy in the Stetson, and you’ll have the answer to that question.”

    Back in Cleveland Heights, Angela and her two sons were preparing to fly out to San Francisco the day of game one.  Louis and Judy would travel with Angela and her two boys.  Helen and Bernie would have to stay in Cleveland.  Bernie couldn’t possibly make the trip and Helen wasn’t about to leave him.  The Cirelli’s would watch game one with Bernie and Helen in Cleveland instead of traveling to San Francisco.

     Mel Morris, Alan Jay, and Carl Kaplan had tickets to game one courtesy of David Schwartz.  They got to San Francisco two days early and attended all the press conferences.  They wore their ugly green A-Shaw Tee shirts and became almost as popular with the press as some of the Giants and Indians. (“Goddamn it Mel, you finally won the JCC championship.  Couldn’t you buy some decent shirts for the team?”)

                                                 *     *     *     *

     The Indians strategy with David Schwartz was quite simple.  He pitches the opener.  Then he pitches again if either the Indians or the Giants have won three games.  If the Giants win three before Cleveland, then they have to use Dave as the stopper.  If the Indians win three, they have to use Dave to win the final game.  They still have the Yom Kipper night factor to contend with.  That would fall on the seventh game, if a seventh game would be required.  Dave already said he absolutely would not pitch that first night of Yom Kippur.  This meant if the Indians hadn’t won three games by game five, they would have to win the Series without Dave’s help.

     So the first game was a slam- dunk.  Dave’s usual performance,  27 batters, 27 strikeouts, 81 pitches.  What else is new?  They celebrated on Euclid avenue all night and all morning.  Allue didn’t waste Jason Schmidt that first game.  The San Francisco  star pitcher with the 1.87 ERA pitched the second game and beat Sabathia 3 to 1.  The teams came back to Cleveland for a three game series.  

     Of course, when playing in the National League Park, the pitcher had to bat.  Dave Schwartz got his first major league at bat.  He was told in no uncertain terms to stay the hell away from the plate.  He was pissed, because he wanted to take his swings like any other player.  But, this was the Major Leagues and he knew he was fair game.  He placed his feet on the outside lines of the batter’s box ready to run like hell if any pitch came near him.  None did his three times to the plate.  It would have been too obvious if anyone tried to take Dave out of the game with a bean ball.  But Cleveland took absolutely no chances.

     Back in Cleveland with a day for traveling, everyone expected Dave to pitch the third game or certainly the fourth.  He pitched neither.  The Cleveland fans and sportswriters went into a frenzy.  Eric Wedge was afraid to walk the streets of the city unprotected.  Lucky for Cleveland they won the second game but lost the first, so the series was tied at 2 games apiece going into the 5th game.  Dave didn’t pitch again and now some folks thought about the Chicago “Black Sox” of 1919 fame and thought Cleveland was throwing the series.  When Sebathia beat Schmidt in another pitchers duel 2 to 1, all was forgotten.  The Indian’s announced Dave Schwartz would pitch game six in San Francisco.  Everything seemed to be working perfectly, exactly as the Indian’s brain trust had drawn it up.  In fact, it was too perfect.  One more victory and the nightmare of 1954 would soon be forgotten.  With Dave Schwartz on the mound, the victory was assured.  Diophontinus, himself, the Geek mathematician who developed the branch of algebra named after him, ordained it.  The Cleveland Fans were already celebrating the World Series victory when the Tribe flew out to the West Coast.  There were over 30,000 fans just waiting at the Jake to see the busses take the players to Cleveland Hopkins Airport.  Could it possibly get any better than this?  No, but it could get a lot worse.

                                                            *     *     *

     Dave and the team got to San Francisco two days before the start of game six.  They practiced in the beautiful Pac Bell stadium.  Candlestick Park in South San Francisco was abandon for the newly built Pac Bell stadium located in San Francisco proper, right on the bay.  The sixth game didn’t really need any more hype but the Giants decided to get Willie Mays and Dave together for a press conference.  Dolan didn’t like the idea one bit.  Bad karma, he thought.  But Dave was all for it.  No matter what he thought about the “catch”, he respected everything about Willie Mays.  Lots of baseball diehards and knowledgeable fans thought Willie just may have been the greatest player ever.  His numbers could certainly support that claim.  Unlike so many of the ballplayers of today, Willie Mays was a complete ballplayer – offense, defense, he could do it all.  Dave couldn’t wait to meet him and asked for his autograph as soon as they shook hands.  Willie gladly signed Dave’s Marty Marion G-600.  Dave may have pitched his way into the Hall of Fame the summer of 2003, but he was first and foremost, still a fan of the game.

     Angela and the boys flew out with Dave’s brother and his wife the morning of Game 6.  They stayed at the Fairmount up on Knob Hill.  The Indians stayed in the Sheraton, downtown.  Bernie still wasn’t up to the trip, and the Cirelli’s again decided to stay with Helen and Bernie and watch the game from Cleveland.  Mel and Alan and Carl couldn’t even get tickets from Dave for this game.  They would watch it on Mel’s big screen TV.

The Indians were all but crowned champions.  There was no way the Giants would beat Dave Schwartz. Again, you couldn’t get any bookie to take a bet on the game, and Las Vegas had it off their boards.  Dolan had the champagne ordered and delivered to the visiting team locker room.  Rolls of plastic were ready and waiting to drape over the Indian’s lockers.

     Because of all the controversy a few weeks back concerning Dave’s stupid comments on the Palestinian-Israeli conflict, Dave decided he would fly back right after the celebrations were completed so he could attend Park Synagogue with his mom and dad for Kall Nidre and the evening Yom Kippur service the following day.  Everything was set.  Nothing to do but wait for the start of game six.  Dave and the team got to the ball park by noon.  Angela and the boys checked into their rooms in the Fairmount by 3.

     Angela got into her room, actually a suit of rooms and turned on the TV while she unpacked.  Just by coincidence one of those TV gossip programs was on, Inside Edition.  Angela was barely listening, when a story caught her attention.  Boy did it catch her attention!  She came over in front of the TV and was glued to the screen.  One of the show’s reporters was chasing after a tall, leggy blond, who was the spitting image of Sharon Stone.

   “Excuse me Ms Morgan, but the National Enquirer has a story in today’s edition that says you had an affair with today’s starting pitcher for the Indians, Dave Schwartz.  Is that true?”  the reporter was running down the street after Holli Morgan.

    “Yes, that’s correct.” Holli casually remarked.  She stopped dead in her tracks and faced the camera directly. Angela was in shock.   Now riveted to the TV screen.

     “And you say you’ve met the old guy Dave Schwartz has referred to all this time and even driven in the 1950 powder blue Pontiac convertible that has been described by Dave,” the reporter continued to press Holli with questions.  Holli was calm and cool.    

     “Yes, that’s absolutely correct.”

     “And Ms Morgan the Enquirer article states that you said you were with Dave when he first pitched in that contest in Clearwater, Florida at the Indians spring training camp.  It even says that you were the one that entered him in the pitching contest.”

     “Yes that’s also correct.”  The ice lady was true to form.

     “And,you slept with Dave Schwartz that night, when the Indians called early the next morning to invite Dave back to the ballpark in Clearwater.  And you went back to Clearwater with Dave about 2 in the morning?”

     “Yes, yes you’ve got it exactly right.  Now can I say one more thing.”

    “Yes certainly Ms. Morgan.” and the reported stuck his microphone closer to Holli’s full lips and sensual mouth.

    “Dave Schwartz has been telling you idiots the truth from the beginning.  But, you couldn’t or wouldn’t believe him.  Dave Schwartz is the most honest, honorable, person

 I’ve ever met. (He wouldn’t get Angela’s vote on that score.)  Eventually, the old guy will come forward and verify the entire story.”

     Angela had heard enough and turned the TV off.  She took out her cell phone and immediately tried to call her husband.  She was on a slow burn, but building steam pressure rapidly.  Holli Morgan could have been some publicity, seeking nut that never even met her husband.  Somehow she didn’t quite believe that herself, even though she desperately wanted to.  Dave’s cell phone just kept ringing.  It was in his locker, and he was out on the field.  Angela called Dolan’s cell phone.  Dolan answered and she asked to talk with Dave.  She sounded frantic.  She was frantic.  Dolan said Dave was on the field at Pac Bell Park.  She said to get him, it was important.  Very important. 

      No one had yet heard about the National Enquirer article or the Inside Edition interview with Holli Morgan.  Dolan sent Shapiro down on the field to get Dave, who came over to Dolan’s box and got on the phone with his wife. He was worried.  He immediately thought about his father.

     He took Dolan’s cell phone.  “What’s the matter honey?”  Dave asked in a frightful tone.

    Angela wasted no time.  “Who the hell is Holli Morgan, Dave?”

    “Oh Shit,” Dave thought.  Somehow he knew he wasn’t finished with Holli Morgan, and she definitely wasn’t finished with him.  “She’s the architect that worked at HKF.  We worked on the Johnson and Johnson job down in Tampa.  I mentioned her to you.  You must have forgotten.”

     “Well, Dave,  Ms. Morgan is all over the news today.  She says she had an affair with you in Tampa.  Is that true Dave.”

    “Now hold up a minute here, Angela,”  Dave tried to calm down and calm Angela down.

    “Don’t tell me to hold up a minute, Dave.  Now Goddamnit I want a simple one word answer.  Yes or no.  Did you sleep with her or not?”

    “Are you gonna let me explain…”

     And Angela quickly interrupted Dave.  “You can explain everything after you answer my question.  Did you sleep with her, Dave?  Yes or no.”

    He never lied to Angela Cirelli Schwartz and he wasn’t about to now.  “Yes, but let….”

   Click.  Angela hung up.  Dave tried to call back, but the phone just kept on ringing.

     It doesn’t take long for news to travel quickly in the Internet Age.  The buzz was already out on the playing field.  Dave looked out and saw several ball players pointing up towards Dolan’s box.  Dave waited 5 minutes and called the hotel again.  This time the operator said Ms Schwartz just checked out of the hotel.  Dave tried to call his sons.  They checked out too.  He figured they would.  The anxiety was building fast.  He had that sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach.  He sat, like a lost soul gazing out on the playing field of Pac Bell stadium.  It was in immaculate condition getting ready for the sixth game of the 2003 World Series.

     “Is there anything I can do, Dave?” Larry Dolan finally broke the eerie silence.  It was easy to figure out just from Dave’s half of the conversation what just happened.

     “I wish there was, Larry.  But this is a mess of my own making.  I wish I could just make this whole goddamn thing go away.  Like it never happened.  I wish I never pitched that goddamn game against the Yankees.  I wish I wasn’t in the fucking World Series.  I want my goddamn life back, Larry.  The one I had before all this shit happened.  Angela was right.  She saw all this happening.  Our life was damn good before I ever struck out a single Major League ballplayer.  Now it’s all going to hell.  I can’t pitch tonight.  I don’t want to pitch tonight.  I just want to be alone.”      David Benjamin Schwartz got up and left the owner of the Cleveland Indians with his mouth wide open in disbelief. 

      Larry Dolan knew Dave Schwartz wasn’t pitching the sixth game of the World Series.  He didn’t try to persuade him otherwise.  He didn’t say a word to Dave.  He knew there were no words to change Dave’s mind.  Dave took off for points unknown.  He wanted to be alone.  Dolan would make the announcement before 5 that Dave Schwartz would not pitch the sixth game of the 2003 World Series.  The media frenzy started all over again.  

     Angela and the boys got back to Cleveland after midnight.  By 12:35 A.M. Pacific Time, the 2003 World Series was tied at three games apiece.  Dave Schwartz never left his hotel room the entire evening.  He never watched the game on TV.  He tried to call home several times, but no-one answered.  "Goddamn that caller I.D,” he thought.  He knew Angela was back in their West St James home.  He wanted to call his parents, but he was ashamed.  He knew he would get little sympathy from Helen Schwartz.  Helen Schwartz was terribly protective of her family and friends.  But, when she thought someone in the family was wrong, she held them accountable until they repented with the proper apology and the proper tone of voice.  She was a master at the silent treatment.

     When Dave did finally have the courage to call his folks and tried to explain the situation to his mother, he got the cold shoulder and was told to explain it to Angela.  She’s the one he should be explaining it too and begging for forgiveness, she coolly answered her son.

     Dave stayed up the entire night.  He slowly turned his grief into anger but he didn’t have anyone to direct the anger towards.  Who could he be mad at?  Angela?  Dolan? He wanted to beat the hell out of the old guy and his Pontiac.  He wanted to call Holli 

Morgan and ask her why she created this mess.  He decided he would turn his anger towards the orthodox Jews on Taylor road that came into his Roxboro neighborhood with signs calling him a traitor.  He rationalized they had no right to act that way because of his comments to the Cleveland Jewish News.  Of course this made no sense whatsoever. But Dave Schwartz was in no frame of mind to make any sense.  The more he thought about it, the angrier he got.  He decided right then and there, he was going to pitch the seventh game of the World Series.  He would pitch on Erev (eve of) Yom Kippur.  ‘To hell with the Jews on Taylor road.  To hell with Holli Morgan.  To hell with Angela Cirelli Schwartz.  To hell with the old guy and his fucking Pontiac.  To hell with Sandy Koufax.’  (Oh yeah, this guy was really thinking clearly now.  Burn those bridges Dave!)

     He called Larry Dolan in his hotel room at 4:30 in the morning and told him he would definitely pitch the seventh game if Dolan wanted him too.  Dolan could see that Dave was not thinking too clearly and was highly emotional.  He reminded him it was the eve of Yom Kippur and asked Dave if he was sure he wanted to do this.

      “I’m not letting the Cleveland fans down.  Any Jews in Cleveland  that can’t handle it, or anywhere else for that matter, can go fuck themselves”, Dave so eloquently expressed his desire to pitch.

     So it was set.  Dave Schwartz would indeed pitch the seventh and final game of the 2003 World Series.  He would pitch on the eve of the holiest of all Jewish holidays, Yom Kippur.  It was announced in time for all the network morning shows to digest it.  To dissect it.  To regurgitate it.  Over and over and over.  And, wonder of all wonders, they even got the recluse himself, Sandy Koufax, to talk about it with Katie Kuric.  Sandy Koufax expressing his dismay over David Schwartz pitching on Yom Kippur.  Bernie Schwartz got up early that morning and listened to the entire Koufax interview.  If he could have gone back in time to those fields in Belgium and died right there on the battle field, he would have gladly done so.

Chapter   3X  +  81Y  =  747  (Let X=6)
     You would have thought, that any man who reached the age of 50 and could honestly claim that he only slept with two women in his entire life – and one of them was his wife of 28 years, well, you would have thought an entire chapter in Bill Bennett’s Book of Virtues would have been devoted to him.  Iit was never the number of women Dave Schwartz slept with that was the problem.  It was the order in which he slept with them, that was his problem.  He made repeated attempts to call Angela the day of the final World Series game.  No one picked up the phone.  Angela and her sons ensconced themselves in their West St. James home.  Bernie and Helen Schwartz did likewise.  So did the Cirelli’s up on Federal Hill.

     Dave finally got through to Mel Morris.  Mel was cool towards Dave, rushed Dave off the phone telling him he had to get ready to go to temple.  He got a colder shoulder from Al Jay and Carl Kaplan, who also mentioned they were getting ready to go to Park Synagogue.

     Dave never left his room at the Sheraton until he was ready to go to Pac Bell Stadium.  The team left around noon, by bus.  Dolan arranged for Dave to be ushered out the back by the freight elevators where a non-descript delivery truck would whisk him to Pac Bell .

 He refused to be interviewed by anyone before the game.  He never left the privacy of the visitor’s locker room until just before the National Anthem was sung.  And, irony of all ironies, it was sung by Sharon Stone. The real Sharon Stone who was married to the executive editor of the San Francisco Chronicle.  

     Dave tried to keep a low profile in the dugout.  Just before San Francisco took the field, the announcer came on over the PA system:

“Will the owner of a 1951, powder blue, Pontiac, convertible, please move it from the Gate A entrance.  It is running and it is locked.  We will have to break into the car unless the owner removes it right away.”

     The public address announcer must have been the only person in the park, not to realize what he just said.  48,987 fans immediately realized that this was the exact car Dave Schwartz had been referring to all these months.  The old guy must be at the stadium.  He will be watching Dave pitch.  Maybe he had been at all of Dave’s previous games.  But now, for some reason, he wanted Dave and the rest of the world to know it.  The decibel level of the fan noise increased a couple of levels after the announcement.

                                                      *         *          *

     The game started promptly at 6:05, 9:05 Eastern time.  Jason Schmidt pitched with only two days rest, and quickly showed what he was made of.  He pulled a Dave Schwartz and struck out the side, although it took him 15 pitches.

     Dave ran out to the mound to a smattering of boos.  He looked around the stadium to see if there would be any signs calling him a traitor.  He realized this was the eve of Yom Kippur.  Everyone was in temple, or soon would be.  Omar came out to the mound with a few words of encouragement.  

     For some strange reasoning, known only to Fillipe Allou, he decided to bat Bonds ninth in the order just in case something happened to Dave in the latter innings.  He wanted Barry Bonds to have the last crack at Dave  Schwartz.  It turned out to be a prophetic decision.  The first three Giant batters struck out on nine 57 Mile per hour “fast” balls. What else is new? 

     Back on West St. James, Angela decided to go to Park Synagogue with Bernie and Helen and her two sons.  She wanted to be sure the press corps, following her every move, followed her to temple with her in-laws.  Bernie had been improving steadily, and could now walk with a cane.  The press hollered out questions, but the stoic Schwartz families walked to their cars as though no one was there.  When they got to the main sanctuary at Park Synagogue, an incredibly beautiful domed structure that was listed on the Historic Registry, they could see that some of the kids being dragged into temple had ear plugs in their ears and were obviously listening to the World Series.

     Then, at the first blowing of the Shofar, tragedy struck.  Bernie Schwartz collapsed in his seat and fell on to the floor.  He would never regain consciousness.  It was at that precise moment, 2500 miles to the west, that Omar Visquel hit a home run to put Cleveland up by one run.  The only run Cleveland would score that night.  Dave would not find out about his father’s passing until the seventh game of the series was over.

                                       *              *                *             *

The big screen TV in Mel Morris’ Pepper Pike home was dark as the room it sat in.  Mel and his family were in temple, where they thought David Benjamin Schwartz should be.  Al Jay and Carl Kaplan were also in temple.  Neither Mel, Al or Carl inquired about the game on their way to Park Synagogue, nor during the service.  Nor did they ever turn the radio or TV on.  It was Yom Kippur – for “Christ’s sake!”

     Sandy Koufax was just entering an orthodox temple in the Brentwood section of L.A. He reverted back to his usual silent demeanor and refused to answer any questions being barked at him by the press.  He was wearing a white skull cap (Yarmulke) and a tollis (A religious shall worn by conservative and orthodox Jews.) 

     Louis Schwartz and wife Judy and the Stone family went to Suburban Temple.  Louis was tempted to stay home and watch his brother pitch.  But Judy and the Stone’s convinced him otherwise.

     The seventh game of the 2003 World Series was progressing as scripted.  After six innings, Dave Schwartz had racked up 18 strikeouts.  Poor Jason Schmidt, the kid was throwing one hell of a game himself.  He had given up only two hits, one, unfortunately, a home run to Omar.  He had 10 strikeouts himself, but the writing was on the wall.  Dave and his 57 mile per hour fast ball were being swung at and missed like one swats at a persistent fly.  

     By the bottom of the eighth inning the Giant fans were beginning to leave the ball park - accepting their fait, stoically.  Cleveland had already starting lighting up Euclid avenue.  More than 15,000 fans started to crowd the downtown area.  All the bars and restaurants had been open since early that morning.  Public square had set up a huge 50 foot screen broadcasting the entire game from San Francisco.

     The Indians came and went in the top half of the ninth.  They took the field behind Dave and one by one they came over to Dave to wish him well and thank him for the incredible season.

    The first batter in the bottom of the ninth, Santos, pinch hit and struck out swinging at three pitches.  What else is new.  Instead of putting in a pinch hitter for the pitcher, Jason Schmidt, Fellipe Allou decided to let him bat as a tribute to his fine pitching performance – and accept his fait and the certain defeat for his beloved Giant team.  Dave Schwartz was two outs and two batters from erasing the horrible memories of 1954.  He could hardly believe it himself as he reared back and fired his 75th pitch of the game.

     The sound was deafening.  The sound was frightening.  But more than anything else, the sound was totally unexpected.  At least as long as Dave Schwartz was on the mound.  It was the unusual sound of a round ball meeting the sweet spot of a round bat.  It was affectionately known as the “crack of the bat” and that particular “crack” of the bat  was magnified ten times by the circumstances.  Two hundred and forty two previous batters couldn’t get a piece of Dave Schwartz’s pitches.  Not even a slight tick, and now for the very first time, Jason Schmidt was standing on first base with a single.

    The initial response from the fans was remarkable in its own right.  Instead of screaming and pounding their feet.  There was silence.  Absolute silence fell over Pac Bell stadium at the sound of the crack of the ball hitting Jason Schmidt’s bat.  One of the Cleveland announcers, Jim Hegan, asked incredulously, “What the hell was that?” upon hearing the unusual sound.

     “I believe that was a base hit, Jim,”  Rick manning answered, also in a bewildered state of mind.

     But the most bewildered, stupefied and frightened person in the ballpark, besides Larry Dolan, was Dave Schwartz himself.  He heard the sound.  He saw the ball ripped over second base.  He saw Jason Schmidt standing on first base.  But he wasn’t quite sure it was really happening.  His heart started racing a mile a minute.  He began breathing deeply.  He started sweating profusely, and it was one of those cold San Francisco nights after the fog quickly moves in from the ocean.  It was 45 degrees at most in the ballpark, and Dave was sweating like he was in a sauna.  He quickly called a time out, which brought Felipe Allou immediately out of the dugout to protest to the plate umpire. They gave Dave the time out anyway as he walked to the Indians dugout to try to find out just what the hell was going on.

     In the meantime, Barry Bonds came out of the San Francisco dugout and started swinging two bats in the on-deck circle.  Now the fans who remained in the park were going nuts.  The noise level seemed to cause the seats to reverberate.

     As Dave walked towards the dugout, he looked into the stands.  There, standing in the first row right behind the dugout was the old guy in his gray Stetson hat and camel hair coat.  And standing next to him, with her arm tucked inside his and her head resting on his shoulder, was Holli Morgan.  Both were smiling brightly at Dave as they caught his terrified look, which now had an angry cast to it when he saw the both of them.

     “Goddamn” he thought to himself as he stepped into the dugout.  “They were in this together all the time.”  But he couldn’t really think about that now.  He had to find out what the hell went wrong.

     He sat down on the bench and hollered out for a calculator.

     “What the hell do you need a calculator for now, Dave?” asked a befuddled Eric Wedge.

     “Just get a goddamn calculator and get the damn thing fast.”  They got one from the coach who was charting the pitcher.  Dave sat down and starting talking to himself out loud.  He was sitting right next to Ellis Burks.

    “O.K..  I struck out the two Shaker High ball players.  Then Omar twice in Clearwater, and Burks twice.  That’s 18 pitches.  Seven hundred forty seven minus eighteen equals seven hundred twenty-nine, divided by 81 is 9.  Goddamnit I should have nine complete games.”  He went over all his strikeouts again, but this time Ellis Burks was paying attention.

     “Hey Dave, what about any warm-up pitches.  Did you add up any warm up pitches?” Ellis inquired..

     “ I never threw any warm-up pitches.  Remember you and Omar asked and I said no warm-ups.”

     “ How about when you threw to those guys at Shaker High School.  Did you throw any warm-up pitches there?”  Burks asked.

    Now all the umpires converged on the Indian’s dugout and told Dave to get his butt

 out there on the field.

    “Hey, c’mon the guys got something wrong with his wrist,” Eric Wedge lied. “Give him another minute.”

    Burks was right, Dave thought.  How the hell did he forget those three warm-up pitches at Shaker High..  Then he remembered when he spoke with the old guy after the Clearwater incident and the old guy and Dave went over the people he struck out.  The old guy  never brought up the warm-up tosses he threw at the Shaker players. That’s when Dave realized he was one batter short of 9 games.  He was out of pitches. It was over.  He realized he lost the magic, and with Barry bonds coming to the plate, the World Series would be over too.

     “Hey Eric, you better get a relief pitcher in there, I’ve lost it.  I can’t pitch anymore.  Bonds will cream the shit out of any pitch I throw him.”

     “Are you nuts, Schwartz?” Wedge quickly answered Dave.  “Are you just completely out of your fucking mind.  Put in a relief pitcher?  Are you crazy?  Put in a relief pitcher in the bottom of the ninth of the World Series for a guy who just set every goddamn Major League pitching record that can be set.  You want me replace you now.  Do you have any idea what would happen to me if I put in a new pitcher now and Bonds hits a home run.  Huh Dave?  Do you have any idea? My life wouldn’t be worth a shit anywhere on this planet if I replaced you now.  I couldn’t get a job managing in Albania.”  Wedge took a breath and simply said,  “Now look, Dave, you got us into this mess, you get your ass out there on that mound and you pitch.  You pitch goddamnit. You pitch your little heart out. Cause there ain’t no relief pitcher coming in now.  You got it.  I’m still the manager of this here team.  You got it.  Now get your ass out there on that mound.”

     Dave slowly lumbered back to the mound, starting at the ground.  The crowd noise picked up in intensity. Dave tried to block it out with little success.  Barry Bonds stepped into the batter’s box.  Jason Schmidt took a lead off first base.  Dave wondered what to throw Bonds.  He thought of trying to throw a curve, like he had perfected in little league 35 years ago.  But what good would that do? He thought.  Bonds was a lefty.  Dave was throwing from the right side.  He’d murder a curve.  His whole life flashed before.  He saw Willie Mays running hell bent for election to dead center field with his back to home plate.  He saw “the catch” again and again and again as he reared back and let another 57 mile per hour “fast” ball head towards the plate.  Bonds’ eyes grew wide with anticipation as he flexed his big muscled arms ready to literally, make that little round ball sleep with the fishes.

  "If you want to find out what happens to David Benjamin Schwartz, please
contact me by phone or email".
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