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PREFACE
WRITTEN IN 1980; UPDATED IN 1990 AND 2000.

There was a time, not too long ago, when school kids read Ball Four
at night under the covers with a flashlight because their parents wouldn’t
allow it in the house. It was not your typical sports book about the
importance of clean living and inspired coaching. I was called a Judas and a
Benedict Arnold for having written it. The book was attacked in the media
because among other things, it “used four-letter words and destroyed
heroes.” It was even banned in a few libraries because it was said to be “bad
for the youth of America.”

The kids, however, saw it differently. I know because they tell me about
it now whenever I lecture on college campuses. [These days I do
motivational speaking to corporations and the “kids” are often gray or bald
or paunchy.] They come up and say it was nice to learn that ballplayers
were human beings, but what they got from the book was moral support for
a point of view. They claim that Ball Four gave them strength to be the
underdog and made them feel less lonely as an outsider in their own lives.
Or it helped them to stand up for themselves and see life with a sense of
humor. Then they invariably share a funny story about a coach, a teacher, or
a boss who reminds them of someone in the book.

In some fraternities and dorms they play Ball Four Trivia, or Who Said
That? quoting characters from the book. And there is always someone who
claims to hold the campus record for reading it 10, 12, or 14 times. Then
they produce dog-eared copies for me to sign. I love it.

Sometimes when people compliment me about my book I wonder who
they’re talking about. A librarian compared Ball Four to the classic The
Catcher in the Rye because she said I was an idealist like Holden Caulfield
who “viewed the world through jaundice colored glasses.” Teachers have
personally thanked me for writing the only book their nonreading students
would read. And one mother said she wanted to build me a shrine for
writing the only book her son ever finished.

The strangest part is that apparently there is something about the book
which makes people feel I’m their friend. I’'m always amazed when I walk
through an airport, for example, and someone I’ve never met passes by and



says simply, “Hey, Ball Four.” Or strangers will stop me on the street and
ask how my kids are doing.

Maybe they identify with me because we share the same perspective.
One of my roommates, Steve Hovley, said I was the first fan to make it to
the major leagues. Ball Four has the kinds of stories an observant next-door
neighbor might come home and tell if he ever spent some time with a
major-league team. Whatever the reasons, it still overwhelms me to think
that I wrote something which people remember.

I certainly didn’t plan it this way. I don’t believe I could have produced
this response if I had set out to do it. In fact, twenty years ago when I
submitted the final manuscript I was not optimistic. My editor, Lenny
Shecter, and I had spent so many months rewriting and polishing that after
awhile it all seemed like cardboard to us. What’s more, the World
Publishing Company wasn’t too excited either. They doubted there was any
market for a diary by a marginal relief pitcher on an expansion team called
the Seattle Pilots.

With a first printing of only 5,000 copies I was certain that Ball Four was
headed the way of all sports books. And then a funny thing happened. Some
advance excerpts appeared in Look magazine and the baseball establishment
went crazy. The team owners became furious and wanted to ban the book.
The Commissioner, Bowie “Ayatollah” Kuhn, called me in for a reprimand
and announced that I had done the game “a grave disservice.” Sportswriters
called me names like “traitor” and “turncoat.” My favorite was “social
leper.” Dick Young of the Daily News thought that one up.

The ballplayers, most of whom hadn’t read it, picked up the cue. The San
Diego Padres burned the book and left the charred remains for me to find in
the visitors clubhouse. While I was on the mound trying to pitch, players on
the opposing teams hollered obscenities at me. I can still remember Pete
Rose, on the top step of the dugout screaming, “Fuck you, Shakespeare.”

All that hollering and screaming sure sold books. Ball Four went up to
[500,000 in hardcover, 5 million in paperback], and got translated into
Japanese. It’s the largest selling sports book ever. I was so grateful I
dedicated my second book, I’'m Glad You Didn’t Take It Personally, to my
detractors. I don’t think they appreciated the gesture.

One way I can tell is that I never get invited back to Old-Timers’ Days.
Understand, everybody gets invited back for Old-Timers’ Day no matter



what kind of rotten person he was when he was playing. Muggers, drug
addicts, rapists, child molesters, all are forgiven for Old-Timers’ Day.
Except a certain author.

The wildest thing is that they wouldn’t forgive a cousin who made the
mistake of being related to me. Jeff Bouton was a good college pitcher who
dreamed of making the big leagues someday. But after Ball Four came out
a Detroit Tiger scout told him he’d never make it in the pros unless he
changed his name! Jeff refused, and a month after he signed he was
released. For the rest of his life, he’ll never know if it was his pitching or
his name.

I believe the overreaction to Ball Four boiled down to this: People
simply were not used to reading the truth about professional sports.

The owners, for their part, saw this as economically dangerous. What
made them so angry about the book was not the locker room stories but the
revelations about how difficult it was to make a living in baseball. The
owners knew that public opinion was important in maintaining the
controversial reserve clause which teams used to control players and hold
down salaries. They lived in fear that this special exemption from the anti-
trust laws, originally granted by Congress and reluctantly upheld in the
courts, might someday be overturned.

To guard against this, the Commissioner and the owners (with help from
sportswriters), had convinced the public, the Congress, and the courts—and
many players!—that the reserve clause was crucial in order to “maintain
competitive balance.” (As if there was competitive balance when the
Yankees were winning 29 pennants in 43 years.) The owners preached that
the reserve clause was necessary to stay in business, and that ballplayers
were well paid and fairly treated. (Mickey Mantle’s $100,000 salary was
always announced with great fanfare while all the $9,000 and $12,000
salaries were kept secret.) The owners had always insisted that dealings
between players and teams be kept strictly confidential. They knew that if
the public ever learned the truth, it would make it more difficult to defend
the reserve clause against future challenges.

Which is why the owners hated Ball Four. Here was a book which
revealed, in great detail, just how ballplayers’ salaries were “negotiated”
with general managers. It showed, for the first time, exactly how owners



abused and manipulated players by taking advantage of their one-way
contract.

It turned out the owners had reason to be afraid. It may be no coincidence
that after half a century of struggle the players won their free agency shortly
after the publication of Ball Four. No one will know what part the book
may have played in creating a favorable climate of opinion. I only know
that when Marvin Miller asked me to testify in the Messersmith arbitration
case which freed the players, I quoted passages from Ball Four.

The sportswriters, on the other hand, were upset at almost all the other
things Ball Four revealed. Chief among these being that ballplayers will, on
occasion, take pep pills, get drunk, stay out late, talk dirty, have groupies,
and be rude to fans. The irony here, of course, is that if the sportswriters
had been telling what went on in baseball there would have been no
sensation around my book.

David Halberstam, who won a Pulitzer Prize for his reporting on
Vietnam, wrote a piece in Harper’s that was less a review of Ball Four than
a commentary on the journalism of our times.

He has written... a book deep in the American vein, so deep in fact that it is by no means a

sports book... a comparable insider’s book about, say, the Congress of the United States,
the Ford Motor Company, or the Joint Chiefs of Staff would be equally welcome....

As the book is deeply in the American vein, so is the reaction against it. The sportswriters
are not judging the accuracy of the book, but Bouton’s right to tell (that is, your right to
read), which is, again, as American as apple pie or the White House press corps. A reporter
covers an institution, becomes associated with it, protective of it, and, most important, the
arbiter of what is right to tell. He knows what’s good for you to hear, what should remain at
the press-club bar. When someone goes beyond that, stakes out a new dimension of what is
proper and significant, then it is the sportswriters and the Washington bureau chiefs who
yell the loudest, because having played the game, having been tamed, when someone
outflanks them, they must of necessity attack his intentions, his accuracy. Thus Bouton has
become a social leper to many sportswriters and thus Sy Hersh, when he broke the My Lai
story, became a ‘peddler’ to some of Washington’s most famous journalists.

By establishing new boundaries, Ball Four changed sports reporting at
least to the extent that, after the book, it was no longer possible to sell the
milk and cookies image again. It was not my purpose to do this, but on
reflection, it’s probably not a bad idea. I think we are all better off looking
across at someone, rather than up. Sheldon Kopp, the author and
psychologist, wrote, “There are no great men. If you have a hero, look
again: you have diminished yourself in some way.” Besides, you can get
sick on too much milk and cookies. And as far as damaging baseball goes, I



haven’t noticed any drop-off in attendance. The most obvious impact of
Ball Four has been on sports books, although I’'m not sure I want to claim
credit for those results. Traditionally, sports books are written like this: Joe
Shlabotnik has a good year (wins 20 games, bats .300, etc.). At the end of
the season a sportswriter comes over to Joe’s locker and says that money
could be made from a book. The sportswriter says don’t worry, he’ll do the
writing; all the player has to do is answer some questions into a tape
recorder. The star’s picture goes on the cover, the writer cranks it out in a
month-and-a-half, and they split 50/50.

Publishers like sports books because, while they rarely make a lot of
money, they never lose money. Quality is not important. Any book with a
big-name player on the cover is guaranteed to sell 5,000 copies, enough to
recoup the printing costs.

These books usually talk about how important it is to get a good night’s
sleep because the team sure needs to win that big game tomorrow. Since
Ball Four things have changed. Now when an athlete and his ghost go in to
pitch a book the publisher is likely to say, “How much are you willing to
tell? If you’re not going to open up, we’re not interested.”

Of course the player and the ghost promise to write things which have
never been written before, with the result that each new book promises to
go further than the last. There seems to be a contest to see which book can
be the most shocking. I’'m always startled to see these books advertised as,
“More revealing than Ball Four,” or “More outrageous than Ball Four.”

What’s interesting is that while the content of sports books has changed,
the process for writing them remains the same. Where before a jock
mouthed platitudes into a tape recorder for a few hours, now he tells
raunchy stories into the recorder for a few hours. Sensationalism has
become a substitute for banality. We’ve gone from assembly-line gee-whiz
books to assembly-line exposés.

And people tell me I started it all. Sigh.

In spite of everything, I'm glad I wrote Ball Four and not because of the
money or notoriety it has brought me. I’'m glad I have it for myself. Here,
presented forever in one place, are all those memories from a special time
in my life. Sometimes, when I’'m alone, I’'ll just open the book and read
whatever is on that page. I almost always laugh out loud, not because I’'m
funny, but because the ballplayers are funny. People sometimes ask me if I



made up all those stories and I tell them of course not. I can’t write that
well. T just quoted other people.

In 1969 I thought it would be a good idea to write a book and share the
fun I"d had in baseball. The notion that it would someday change my life
never occurred to me. Before I tell you about that in Ball Five and Ball Six
and Ball Seven you should probably read Ball Four. It follows, along with
the editor’s foreword and the introduction, exactly as it was thirty years ago,
unchanged except for typos and minor factual corrections.

But these concerns were far outweighed by my longing to immortalize
this colorful cast of characters. Particularly the Seattle Pilots players who
seem to have been sent to that expansion team for the express purpose of
being in Ball Four. It’s as if somebody had said, “This team’s not going to
win any games, but if someone writes a book it’ll be a great ball club.”

What is the attraction of the Seattle Pilots? I think the fact that they
existed for only one year has made them special. Unclaimed by town or
franchise, the Pilots are like the Flying Dutchmen, doomed to sail aimlessly
without a harbor.

Or, as the decades pass, more like Brigadoon, the enchanted village that
comes alive every hundred years. The Pilots played just one magic summer,
then disappeared, existing now only in the pages of a book.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

I can’t even say this book was my idea. I’d known Jim Bouton since
he first came up with the Yankees, was familiar with his iconoclastic views
and his enthusiastic, imaginative way of expressing them, and it occurred to
me that a diary of his season—even if he spent it with a minor-league team
as he had the season before—might prove of great general interest. As
usual, he was ahead of me. “Funny you should mention that,” he said when
I first brought it up. “I’ve been keeping notes.”

Bouton talked into his tape recorder for more than seven months. Our
typist, Miss Elisabeth Rehm of Jamaica, N.Y., did herculean work to keep
up with the flood. There is nothing inarticulate about Jim Bouton. Before
the season ended Miss Rehm had typed the equivalent of 1,500 pages
(about 450,000 words) of double-spaced Bouton. From the beginning there
was, fortunately, great rapport between us. I quickly found I did not need to
spend a lot of time with Bouton pulling truth and anecdotes out of him.
They were there, in abundance, starting with the very first tape from
Arizona. We spent no more than five days together all season.

It may seem odd in an effort of this sort, but there were no disagreements
between us. From the first we shared the opinion that the only purpose to
adding to the huge volume of printed material that had been produced about
baseball, was to illuminate the game as it had never been before. We
resolved to reveal baseball as it is viewed by the men who play it, the
frustrations and the meanness as well as the joy and the extraordinary fun.
The difficulty is that to tell the truth is often, unfortunately, to offend.
Bouton never flinched. It was not our purpose to offend, of course, but if in
the process of telling the truth we did, so be it.

We had to make a decision, too, about the use of language. There is
earthiness in baseball clubhouse language. To censor it, we felt, would be to
put editorial omniscience between the reader and reality. Besides, we were
not aiming this book at juveniles. Rate it X. The only thing we left out was
repetitiveness.

The hardest part of editing Bouton’s 1,500 pages was deciding what to
leave out. There was so much that was so good, so incisive, so funny, that
the choices were most difficult. In the end I managed to take it down to
about 650 pages. The final cut, to about 520 manuscript pages, was made



by both of us at the very last. We spent eighteen hours a day together for
weeks, cutting, editing, correcting, polishing. There were arguments
sometimes and frayed nerves, and we came to know each other in that
special, complicated way that people who have worked very hard, very
closely on a project they consider important come to know each other. I’'m
not sure how Bouton feels about it, but I believe I came away a better man.

LEONARD SHECTER
New York City, January 1970
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INTRODUCTION
FALL 1968

I’m 30 years old and I have these dreams.

I dream my knuckleball is jumping around like a Ping-Pong ball in the
wind and I pitch a two-hit shutout against my old team, the New York
Yankees, single home the winning run in the ninth inning and, when the
game is over, take a big bow on the mound in Yankee Stadium with 60,000
people cheering wildly. After the game reporters crowd around my locker
asking me to explain exactly how I did it. I don’t mind telling them.

I dream I have pitched four consecutive shutouts for the Seattle Pilots,
and the Detroit Tigers decide to buy me in August for their stretch drive.
It’s a natural: The Tigers give away a couple of minor-league phenoms, and
the Pilots, looking to the future, discard an aging right-handed
knuckleballer. I go over to Detroit and help them win the pennant with five
saves and a couple of spot starts. I see myself in the back of a shiny new
convertible riding down Woodward Avenue with ticker-tape and confetti
covering me like snow. I see myself waving to the crowd and I can see the
people waving back, smiling, shouting my name.

I dream my picture is on the cover of Sports Illustrated in October and
they do a special “Comeback of the Year” feature on me, and all winter long
I’m going to dinners and accepting trophies as the Comeback Player of the
Year.

I dream all these things. I really do. So there’s no use asking me why I’'m
here, why a reasonably intelligent thirty-year-old man who has lost his
fastball is still struggling to play baseball, holding on—Iiterally—with his
fingertips. The dreams are the answer. They’re why I wanted to be a big-
league ballplayer and why I still want to get back on top again. I enjoy the
fame of being a big-league ballplayer. I get a tremendous kick out of people
wanting my autograph. In fact, I feel hurt if I go someplace where I think I
should be recognized and no one asks me for it. I enjoy signing them and
posing for pictures and answering reporters’ questions and having people
recognize me on the street. A lot of my friends are baseball fans, as well as
my family and kids I went to school with, and I get a kick out of knowing



that they’re enjoying having a connection with a guy in the big leagues.
Maybe I shouldn’t, but I do.

Like someone once asked Al Ferrara of the Dodgers why he wanted to be
a baseball player. He said because he always wanted to see his picture on a
bubblegum card. Well, me too. It’s an ego trip.

I’ve heard all the arguments against it. That there are better, more
important things for a man to do than spend his time trying to throw a ball
past other men who are trying to hit it with a stick. There are things like
being a doctor or a teacher or working in the Peace Corps. More likely I
should be devoting myself full-time to finding a way to end the war. I admit
that sometimes I’m troubled by the way I make my living. I would like to
change the world. I would like to have an influence on other people’s lives.
And the last time I was sent down to the minor leagues a man I consider my
friend said, only half-kidding, I guess, “Why don’t you quit and go out and
earn a living like everybody else, ya bum ya?”

I was piqued for a moment. But then I thought, what the hell, there are a
lot of professions that rank even with baseball, or a lot below, in terms of
nobility. I don’t think there’s anything so great about selling real estate or
life insurance or mutual funds, or a lot of other unimportant things that
people do with their lives and never give it a thought. Okay, so I’ll save the
world when I get a little older. I believe a man is entitled to devote a certain
number of years to plain enjoyment and driving for some sort of financial
security.

You can always be a teacher or a social worker when you’ve reached
thirty-five. That gives me five more years and I’'m going to use them all.
You can’t always be a major-league baseball player. There are only a certain
number of years—and I know how few they are—in which you can play
baseball. And I think you can be a better teacher if you have played
baseball, if only for the fact that the kids will listen to you more. I think I’ll
have more value at anything I do later on for having been a baseball player.
I believe that, foolish as it is, Stan Musial has more influence with
American kids than any geography teacher. Ted Williams is better known
than any of our poets, Mickey Mantle more admired than our scientists.
Perhaps I can put my own small fame to work later on.

Right now, the fact is that I love the game—Ilove to play it, I mean.
Actually, with the thousands of games I’ve seen, baseball bores me. I have



no trouble falling asleep in the bullpen, and I don’t think I’d ever pay my
way into a ballpark to watch a game. But there’s a lot to being in the game,
a lot to having those dreams.

A lot of it is foolishness too, grown men being serious about a boy’s
game. There’s pettiness in baseball, and meanness and stupidity beyond
belief, and everything else bad that you’ll find outside of baseball. I haven’t
enjoyed every single minute of it and when I’ve refused to conform to some
of the more Neanderthal aspects of baseball thinking I've been an outcast.
Yet there’s been a tremendous lot of good in it for me and I wouldn’t trade
my years in it for anything I can think of. If you doubt me, take a look at
my fingertips; I’m growing calluses on them.

So what follows, then, is not so much a book about Jim Bouton as it is
about what I’ve seen and felt playing baseball, for a season, up and down
with an expansion team, and for what has been for me so far, a lifetime.
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Part 1

They Made Me What I Am Today
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I signed my contract today to play for the Seattle Pilots at a salary of
$22,000 and it was a letdown because I didn’t have to bargain. There was
no struggle, none of the give and take that I look forward to every year.
Most players don’t like to haggle. They just want to get it over with. Not
me. With me, signing a contract has been a yearly adventure.

The reason for no adventure this year is the way I pitched last year. It
ranged from awful to terrible to pretty good. When it was terrible, and I had
a record 0 and 7, or 2 and 7 maybe, I had to do some serious thinking about
whether it was all over for me. I was pitching for the Seattle Angels of the
Pacific Coast League. The next year, 1969, Seattle would get the expansion
Seattle Pilots of the American League. The New York Yankees had sold me
to Seattle for $20,000 and were so eager to get rid of me they paid $8,000
of my $22,000 salary. This means I was actually sold for $12,000, less than
half the waiver price. Makes a man think.

In the middle of August I went to see Marvin Milkes, the general
manager of the Seattle Angels, and the future general manager of Pilots. I
told him that I wanted some kind of guarantee from him about next year.
There were some businesses with long-range potential I could go into over
the winter and I would if I was certain I wasn’t going to be playing baseball.

“What I would like,” I told him, “is an understanding that no matter what
kind of contract you give me, major league or minor league, that it will be
for a certain minimum amount. Now, I realize you don’t know how much
value I will be for you since you haven’t gone through the expansion draft
and don’t know the kind of players you’ll have. So I'm not asking for a
major-league contract, but just a certain minimum amount of money.”

“How much money are you talking about?” Milkes said shrewdly.

“I talked it over with my wife and we arrived at a figure of $15,000 or
$16,000. That’s the minimum I could afford to play for, majors or minors.
Otherwise I got to go to work.”

To this Milkes said simply, “No.”

I couldn’t say I blamed him.



It was right about then, though, that the knuckleball I’d been
experimenting with for a couple of months began to do things. I won two
games in five days, going all the way, giving up only two or three hits. I
was really doing a good job and everyone was kind of shocked. As the
season drew to a close I did better and better. The last five days of the
season I finished with a flurry, and my earned-run average throwing the
knuckleball was 1.90, which is very good.

The last day of the season I was in the clubhouse and Milkes said he
wanted to see me for a minute. I went up to his office and he said, “We’re
going to give you the same contract for next year. We’ll guarantee you
$22,000.” This means if I didn’t get released I’d be getting it even if I was
sent down to the minors. I felt like kissing him on both cheeks. I also felt
like I had a new lease on life. A knuckleball had to be pretty impressive to
impress a general manager $7,000 worth. Don’t ever think $7,000 isn’t a lot
of money in baseball. I’ve had huge arguments over a lot less.

When 1 started out in 1959 I was ready to love the baseball
establishment. In fact I thought big business had all the answers to any
question I could ask. As far as I was concerned club owners were
benevolent old men who wanted to hang around the locker room and were
willing to pay a price for it, so there would never be any problem about
getting paid decently. I suppose I got that way reading Arthur Daley in The
New York Times. And reading about those big salaries. I read that Ted
Williams was making $125,000 and figured that Billy Goodman made
$60,000. That was, of course, a mistake.

I signed my first major-league contract at Yankee Stadium fifteen
minutes before they played “The Star-Spangled Banner” on opening day,
1962. That’s because my making the team was a surprise. But I’d had a hell
of a spring. Just before the game was about to start Roy Hamey, the general
manager, came into the clubhouse and shoved a contract under my nose.
“Here’s your contract,” he said. “Sign it. Everybody gets $7,000 their first
year.”

Hamey had a voice like B.S. Pully’s, only louder. I signed. It wasn’t a
bad contract. I’d gotten $3,000 for playing all summer in Amarillo, Texas,
the year before.

I finished the season with a 7-7 record and we won the pennant and the
World Series, so I collected another $10,000, which was nice. I pitched



much better toward the end of the season than at the beginning. Like I was
4—7 early but then won three in a row, and Ralph Houk, the manager, listed
me as one of his six pitchers for the stretch pennant race and the Series.

All winter I thought about what I should ask for and finally decided to
demand $12,000 and settle for $11,000. This seemed to me an eminently
reasonable figure. When I reported to spring training in Ft. Lauderdale—a
bit late because I’d spent six months in the army—Dan Topping, Jr., son of
the owner, and the guy who was supposed to sign all the lower-echelon
players like me, handed me a contract and said, “Just sign here, on the
bottom line.”

I unfolded the contract and it was for $9,000—if I made the team. I’d get
$7,000 if I didn’t.

If I made the team?

“Don’t forget you get a World Series share,” Topping said. He had a
boarding-school accent that always made me feel like my fly was open or
something. “You can always count on that.”

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll sign a contract that guarantees me $10,000 more at
the end of the season if we don’t win the pennant.”

He was shocked. “Oh, we can’t do that.”

“Then what advantage is it to me to take less money?”
“That’s what we’re offering.”

“I can’t sign it.”

“Then you’ll have to go home.”

“All right, I’ll go home.”

“Well, give me a call in the morning, before you leave.”

I called him the next morning and he said to come over and see him. “I’ll
tell you what we’re going to do,” he said. “We don’t usually do this, but
we’ll make a big concession. I talked with my dad, with Hamey, and we’ve
decided to eliminate the contingency clause—you get $9,000 whether you
make the club or not.”

“Wow!” I said. Then I said no.
“That’s our final offer, take it or leave it. You know, people don’t usually

do this. You’re the first holdout we’ve had in I don’t know how many
years.”



I said I was sorry. I hated to mess up Yankee tradition, but I wasn’t going
to sign for a $2,000 raise. And I got up to go.

“Before you go, let me call Hamey,” Topping said. He told Hamey I was
going home and Hamey said he wanted to talk to me. I held the phone four
inches from my ear. If you were within a mile of him, Hamey really didn’t
need a telephone. “Lookit, son,” he yelled. “You better sign that contract,
that’s all there’s gonna be. That’s it. You don’t sign that contract you’re
making the biggest mistake of your life.”

I was twenty-four years old. And scared. Also stubborn. I said I wouldn’t
sign and hung up.

“All right,” Topping said, “how much do you want?”

“I was thinking about $12,000,” I said, but not with much conviction.

“Out of the question,” Topping said. “Tell you what. We’ll give you
$10,000.”

My heart jumped. “Make it ten-five,” I said.
“All right,” he said. “Ten-five.”
The bastards really fight you.

For my ten-five that year I won 21 games and lost only 7. I had a 2.53
earned-run average. I couldn’t wait to see my next contract.

By contract time Yogi Berra was the manager and Houk had been
promoted to general manager. I decided to let Houk off easy. I’d ask for
$25,000 and settle for $20,000, and I’d be worth every nickel of it. Houk
offered me $15,500. Houk can look as sincere as hell with those big blue
eyes of his and when he calls you “podner” it’s hard to argue with him. He
said the reason he was willing to give me such a big raise right off was that
he didn’t want to haggle, he just wanted to give me a top salary, more than
any second-year pitcher had ever made with the Yankees, and forget about
it.

“How many guys have you had who won 21 games in their second
year?” I asked him.

He said he didn’t know. And, despite all the “podners,” I didn’t sign.

This was around January 15. I didn’t hear from Houk again until two
weeks before spring training, when he came up another thousand, to
$16,500. This was definitely final. He’d talked to Topping, called him on
his boat, ship to shore. Very definitely final.



I said it wasn’t final for me; I wanted $20,000.

“Well, you can’t make twenty,” Houk said. “We never double contracts.
It’s a rule.”

It’s a rule he made up right there, I’d bet. And a silly one anyway,
because it wouldn’t mean anything to a guy making $40,000, only to
somebody like me, who was making very little to start with.

The day before spring training began he went up another two thousand to
$18,500. After all-night consultations with Topping, of course. “Ralph,” I
said, real friendly, “under ordinary circumstances I might have signed this
contract. If you had come with it sooner, and if I hadn’t had the problem I
had last year trying to get $3,000 out of Dan Topping, Jr. But I can’t,
because it’s become a matter of principle.”

He has his rules, I have my principles.

Now I'm a holdout again. Two weeks into spring training and I was
enjoying every minute of it. The phone never stopped ringing and I was
having a good time. Of course, the Yankees weren’t too happy. One reason
is that they knew they were being unfair and they didn’t want anybody to
know it. But I was giving out straight figures, telling everybody exactly
what I’d made and what they were offering and the trouble I'd had with
Dan Topping, Jr.

One time Houk called and said, “Why are you telling everybody what
you’re making?”

“If T don’t tell them, Ralph,” I said, “maybe they’ll think I’'m asking for
ridiculous figures. They might even think I asked for $15,000 last year and
that I’'m asking for thirty now. I just want them to know I’'m being
reasonable.”

And Houk said something that sounded like: “Rowrorrowrowrr.” You
ever hear a lion grumble?

You know, players are always told that they’re not to discuss salary with
each other. They want to keep us dumb. Because if Joe Pepitone knows
what Tom Tresh is making and Tresh knows what Phil Linz is making, then
we can all bargain better, based on what we all know. If one of us makes a
breakthrough, then we can all take advantage of it. But they want to keep us
ignorant, and it works. Most ballplayers in the big leagues do not know
what their teammates are making. And they think you’re strange if you tell.



(Tom Tresh, Joe Pepitone, Phil Linz and I agreed, as rookies, to always tell.
After a while only Phil and I told.)

Anyway, on March 8, my birthday, Houk called me and said he was
going to deduct $100 a day from his offer for every day I held out beyond
March 10. It amounted to a fine for not signing, no matter what Houk said.
What he said was, “Oh no, it’s not a fine. I don’t believe in fining people.”
And I’'m sure it never occurred to him just how unfair a tactic this was.
Baseball people are so used to having their own way and not getting any
argument that they just don’t think they can be unfair. When I called Joe
Cronin, president of the league, to ask if Houk could, legally, fine me, he
said, “Walk around the block, then go back in and talk some more.”

After walking around the block and talking it over with my dad, I
chickened out. Sorry about that. I called Houk and said, “Okay, you win.
I’'m on my way down.” I salved my wounds with the thought that if I had
any kind of a year this time I’d really sock it to him.

Still, if I knew then what I know now, I wouldn’t have signed. I’d have
called him back and said, “Okay, Ralph, I’'m having a press conference of
my own to announce that for every day you don’t meet my demand of
$25,000 it will cost you $500 a day. Think that one over.”

Maybe I wouldn’t have gotten $25,000, but I bet I would’ve gotten more
than eighteen-five. I could tell from the negative reaction Ralph got in the
press. And I got a lot of letters from distinguished citizens and season-ticket
holders, all of them expressing outrage at Houk. That’s when I realized I
should have held out. It was also when Ralph Houk, I think, started to hate
me.

The real kicker came the following year. I had won eighteen games and
two in the World Series. Call from Houk:

“Well, what do you want?’”

“Ordinarily, I’d say winning eighteen and two in the Series would be
worth about an $8,000 raise.”

“Good, I’ll send you a contract calling for twenty-six-five.”

“But in view of what’s happened, last year and the year before that, it
will have to be more.”

“How much more?”
“At least thirty.”
“We couldn’t do that. It’s out of the question.”



A couple of days later he called again. “Does $28,000 sound fair to you?”

“Yes it does, very fair. In fact there are a lot of fair figures. Twenty-eight,
twenty-nine, thirty, thirty-two. I’d say thirty-three would be too high and
twenty-seven on down would be unfair on your part.”

“So you’re prepared to sign now.”

“Not yet. I haven’t decided.”

A week later he called again and said he’d sent me the contract I wanted
—$28,000.

“Now, wait a minute. I didn’t say I'd sign for that.”

“But you said it was a fair figure.”

“I said there were a lot of fair figures in there. I said thirty-two was fair
too.”

“Are you going back on your word? You trying to pull a fast one on me?”

“I’m not trying to pull anything on you. I just haven’t decided what I’'m
going to sign for. I just know that twenty-eight isn’t it.”

By now he’s shouting. “Goddammit, you’re trying to renege on a deal.”

So I shouted back. “Who the hell do you people think you are, trying to
bully people around? You have a goddam one-way contract, and you won’t
let a guy negotiate. You bulldozed me into a contract my first year when I
didn’t know any better, you tried to fine me for not signing last year, and
now you’re trying to catch me in a lie. Why don’t you just be decent about
it? What’s an extra thousand or two to the New York Yankees? You wonder
why you get bad publicity. Well, here it is. As soon as the people find out
the kind of numbers you’re talking about they realize how mean and stupid
you are.”

“All right. Okay. Okay. No use getting all hot about it.”

When the contract came it was like he said, $28,000. I called and told
him I wouldn’t sign it. I told him I wouldn’t play unless I got thirty.

“No deal,” he said, and hung up.

Moments later the phone rang. Houk: “Okay, you get your thirty. Under
one condition. That you don’t tell anybody you’re getting it.”

“Ralph, I can’t do that. I’ve told everybody the numbers before. I can’t
stop now.”

Softly. “Well, I wish you wouldn’t.”

Just as softly. “Well, maybe I won’t.”



When the newspaper guys got to me I felt like a jerk. I also felt I owed
Ralph a little something. So when they said, “Did you get what you
wanted?” I said, “Yeah.” And when they said, “What did you want?” I said,
“Thirty.” But I said it very low.

Now, I think, Ralph really hated my guts. Not so much because I told
about the thirty but because he thought I went back on my word.

Four years later Ralph Houk was still angry. By this time I had started up
a little real-estate business in New Jersey. A few friends, relatives and I
pooled our money, bought some older houses in good neighborhoods, fixed
them up and rented them to executives who come to New York on
temporary assignment. Houses like that are hard to find and Houk, who
lives in Florida, needed one for the *69 season. After a long search he found
exactly what he wanted. Then he found out I owned it. He didn’t take it.
Too bad, it might have been kind of fun to be his landlord.

Of course, I may misunderstand the whole thing. It’s easy to
misunderstand things around a baseball club. Else how do you explain my
friend Elston Howard? We both live in New Jersey and during my salary
fights we’d work out a bit together. And he always told me, “Stick to your
guns. Don’t let them push you around.” Then he’d go down to spring
training and he’d say to the other guys, “That Bouton is really something.
Who does he think he is holding out every year? How are we gonna win a
pennant if the guys don’t get in shape? He should be down here helping the
club.”

I didn’t help the club much in 1965, which was the year the Yankees
stopped winning pennants. I always had a big overhand motion and people
said that it looked, on every pitch, as though my arm was going to fall off
with my cap. I used to laugh, because I didn’t know what they meant. In
1965 I figured it out. It was my first sore arm. It was my only sore arm. And
it made me what I am today, an aging knuckleballer.

My record that year was 4-15, and we finished sixth. It wasn’t all my
fault. I needed lots of help and got it. Nevertheless my spirits were high
waiting for my contract because of something Houk had said. He’d been
painted into a corner with Roger Maris. There was a story around that after
Maris hit the 61 home runs he got a five-year, no-cut contract. But he’d had
a series of bad years and should have been cut. So to take himself off the



hook with Maris, Houk said that anybody who had a poor year because of
injuries would not be cut. Fabulous, man, I thought. That’s me.

When I got my contract it called for $23,000, a $7,000 cut.

“But, Ralph, I was injured and you said...”

“You weren’t injured.”

“The hell I wasn’t.”

“Then how come you pitched 150 innings?”

“I was trying to do what I could, build my arm up, trying to help the
team.”

Somehow he remained unmoved. I guessed it was my turn to be humble.
“Look, Ralph, I know that people think you lost the battle with me last year
and I know some of the players are upset that I got $30,000. So I know
there are reasons you have to cut me. Tell you what. Even though I could
stand firm on the injury thing if I wanted to, I’'ll make a deal with you. Cut
me $3,000 and we can both be happy.” He said okay.

After that, it was all downhill. Which is how come I was happy to be
making $22,000 with the Seattle Pilots.
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Part 2

“My Arm Isn’t Sore, It’s Just a Little Stiff”
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Tempe
Reported to spring camp in Tempe, Arizona, today, six days late. I
was on strike. I’m not sure anybody knew it, but I was.

I had signed my contract before I knew there was going to be a players’
strike and I was obligated to report on time. I found that out at the big
meeting the players had with Marvin Miller, the players’ union leader, at the
Biltmore in New York earlier this month. I’m much in sympathy with what
Miller is doing and I think, given the circumstances, he won a great victory.
I think the owners understand now that we’re going to stick together—even
the big stars, who don’t have that much at stake. Still, I was going to live up
to my contract and report on time. What made me change my mind was a
phone call I made to Lou Piniella, a twenty-six-year-old rookie who’d been
in the Baltimore and Cleveland organizations.

Since the Pilots were not a team yet we had no player representative, so
the three or four Pilots at the meeting in the Biltmore were asked to call
four or five teammates each to tell them what happened. I reached Lou in
Florida and he said that his impulse was to report, that he was scared it
would count against him if he didn’t, that he was just a rookie looking to
make the big leagues and didn’t want anybody to get angry at him. But also
that he’d thought it over carefully and decided he should support the other
players and the strike. So he was not reporting.

That impressed the hell out of me. Here’s a kid with a lot more at stake
than I, a kid risking a once-in-a-lifetime shot. And suddenly I felt a moral
obligation to the players. I decided not to go down.

The reason nobody knew I was on strike, though, was that I’d asked the
Pilots to find a place for me and my family in Tempe. They couldn’t. So I
said that as long as there were no accommodations I couldn’t report. I sort
of took it both ways. You take your edges where you can. I learned that
playing baseball.

As soon as I got to the park I went right over to Marvin Milkes’ office
and we shook hands and he asked me if I had a nice flight. He also said,



“There’s been a lot of things said about the strike and I know you’ve said
some things about it, but we’re going to forget all that and start fresh. We
have a new team and everybody starts with a clean slate. I’'m giving some
people a new opportunity. I’ve got a man in the organization who is a
former alcoholic. I’ve even got a moral degenerate that I know of. But as
far as I'm concerned we’re going to let bygones be bygones and whatever
has been said in the past—and I know you’ve said a lot of things—we’ll
forget all about it and start fresh.”

I said thanks. I also wondered where, on a scale of one to ten, a guy who
talks too much falls between a former alcoholic and a moral degenerate.

I know a lot of guys on the club. Greg Goossen is one. He’s a catcher, a
New York Met castoff, and is up out of Triple-A. Two years ago I was
playing against Goose in the International League. There was a bunt back
toward the pitcher and Goose came running out from behind the plate
yelling, “First base! First base!” at the top of his lungs. Everyone in the
ballpark heard him. The pitcher picked up the ball and threw it to second.
Everybody safe. And as Goose walked back behind the plate, looking
disgusted, I shouted at him from the dugout, “Goose, he had to consider the
source.”

I guess I got to him, because the first time he saw me—two years later—
he said, “Consider the source, huh?”

The only thing separating my locker from the boiler in the clubhouse is
Roland Sheldon’s. Rollie said it had only exploded once this spring,
fortunately while the clubhouse was empty. Reminded me of my first
Yankees spring training in St. Petersburg. I was just there for a look and
shared a broom closet with Jim Pisoni, an outfielder. I think my number was
129 1/2. The higher the number, the worse chance they think you have of
making the club.

The year I was given 56 was the year I made the club. Toward the end of
spring training, Big Pete, the No. 1 Yankee clubhouse man, Pete Sheehy,
said, “Listen, I got a better number for you. I can give you 27.” I told him
I’d keep 56 because I wanted it to remind me of how close I was to not
making the club. I still wear 56. I’m still close to not making the club.



Sal Maglie is the pitching coach—Sal the Barber of the New York
Giants, my boyhood hero. He still looks like he’d knock down his
grandmother. He’s got those big evil-looking black eyes. Looks something
like Snoopy doing the vulture bit. He told me I’d be pitching five minutes
of batting practice today and that I’d be the last pitcher.

That might mean something. It’s one of the tiny things you look for all
during spring training. You watch who you follow in batting practice, try to
find out how many minutes you’ve pitched compared with other pitchers,
decide whether you’re with the good squad or the bad squad, whether the
morning workout is more important than the afternoon workout. The
Yankees would divide the squad into morning and afternoon groups and
they’d always say it didn’t mean a thing, just two groups for convenience.
Except that the morning group always had Mickey Mantle, Roger Maris,
Elston Howard, Whitey Ford and guys like that. The afternoon group would
have a bunch of guys named Dick Berardino. I never saw a guy hit or pitch
himself off the afternoon list.

I’m not sure it’s going to be that way here, though. They seem to have
strung us all out pretty well. I can’t really read anything into the way it’s
broken up. And that makes me nervous.

Before the first workout, Joe Schultz, the manager (he’s out of the old
school, I think, because he looks like he’s out of the old school—short,
portly, bald, ruddy-faced, twinkly eyed), stopped by while I was having a
catch. “How you feeling, Jim?” he asked. I wonder what he meant by that.
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This is the first time I’ve trained in Arizona. I think I’'m going to like
it. The park is in a beautiful setting—the center of a desolate area, flat,
empty, plowed fields in all directions. And then, suddenly, a tremendous
rocky crag rises abruptly to look down over the park. At any moment you
expect to see a row of Indians on horseback charging around the mountain
and into the park shooting flaming arrows. I’d always heard you couldn’t
work up a sweat in Arizona. Not true. I ran fifteen or twenty wind sprints
and I can testify that anyone who can’t sweat in Arizona hasn’t tried.

The clubhouse here is kind of cramped and the Yankees would probably
sneer at it, but there’s a soda fountain—Coca-Cola, root beer, 7-Up, cold, on
tap, freebie. If Pete Previte saw this he’d go crazy. Little Pete’s the No. 2
Yankee clubhouse man and he had this mark-up sheet. Every time you took
a soft drink you were supposed to make a mark next to your name so he’d
know how much to charge you. He spent the whole day going around
saying, “Hey, mark ’em up. Don’t forget to mark ’em up. Hey, Bouton,
you’re not marking ’em up.” And he’d never have enough orange juice,
although that’s what everybody wanted most. One time I asked him, “Pete,
how come you’re always out of orange juice?” And he said, “If I get it, you
guys just drink it up.”

We were running short sprints and I guess a couple of tongues were
beginning to hang out because somebody yelled, “Marvin Miller, where are
you now that we need you?”

But don’t let baseball players kid you. All we did today was run about
fifteen short sprints and Jim Ryun probably runs that much before he
brushes his teeth in the morning. Baseball players are far from being the
best-conditioned athletes in the world.

I think I detect a bit of Drill Instructor in Ron Plaza. He’s the coach who
gives us our daily calisthenics. He’s got those California-tan good looks,
All-American, and he says, “Gentlemen, today we’re going to do some
jumping-jacks.” I don’t mind the calisthenics; I think they’re good for us. I



just don’t like the idea of Plaza looking as if he’s enjoying himself. He
reminds me of the DI I had who always called us “people.” “All right, you
people, today we are going to do fifty pushups, people.” He looked like he
was enjoying himself too.

And then there’s always the coach who hollers, “Good day, good day to
work.” It could be raining a hurricane out there with mud up to your ass and
some coach is sure to say, “Good day, good day to work.”

Bob Lasko is in camp. I was glad to see him. He’s a pitcher, right-
handed, and we broke in together in the Rookie League in Kearny,
Nebraska, in 1959. He’s thirty years old, too, and he’s never pitched a game
in the major leagues. He’s a real big guy and I remember he had a
tremendous fastball and a great overhand curve. I used to try to model my
motion after his. I always seemed to be better when he was around. We
roomed together in Amarillo in 1961 and became close friends. His trouble
was that the Yankees tried to hide him. He pitched in about thirty innings all
season at Kearny. One time he got in a ballgame, struck out the side for
three consecutive innings and they took him out of the game and put
another pitcher in. The rule at the time was that if you didn’t get drafted
your first year the organization could keep you for three years without
moving you up to a major-league roster. Since he pitched so few innings
that summer, no one drafted him.

Bob told me today that he’d once complained about it. “I talked to one of
the Yankee coaches,” he said. “I told him I didn’t think the Yankees had
been fair to me and his neck started to get all red and he started to holler
and damn, we almost had a fight, right there.”

I asked him who the coach was.
“Ralph Houk,” he said.

Still, some of it is probably Lasko’s fault. He led a couple of leagues in
earned-run average, but he seemed to have built up a sort of minor-league
psychology. He was always an easy-going guy and as a result got pushed
around. I know that in the big leagues, if you come to spring training real
cocky it will antagonize a lot of the players but it will help your chances
with management. They notice you and they say, “Look at that son of a
bitch, boy he’s really brazen. Let’s stick him in there and see what he looks
like.” And a quiet guy like Lasko might never get a good look.



So why does he go on? For one thing, he’s like me. He likes baseball.
And there is still the hope that he can get just a few years in the big leagues.
That would make getting a job in the future that much easier. Plus, it says
here, you can’t beat the hours.
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Decided to get a haircut today. My hair was quite long and the
sideburns were thick and heavy. I didn’t want to have a longhair image, so |
got a really short haircut and look like a stormtrooper. It’s terrible, but it
won’t hurt me. You never can tell how spring training is going to go. I could
be one of those borderline cases and the difference between making the
team and not making it might be the length of my hair.

I wore a mustache all winter and thought I looked pretty good. Cut it off
before I came down. Richie Allen can wear those pork-chop sideburns of
his if he wants because he hits all those home runs. What’s standing
between me and my mustache is about twenty wins.

When I walked into the clubhouse with my new haircut, Sheldon said,
“Now you look like the old Bulldog.” Bulldog! That’s what they called me
when I was a big winner with the Yankees. Bulldog. Gruff! This is the
impression I wanted to create all along. Maybe they’ll think because my
hair is short I got my fastball back. You got to use all your weapons.

One thing you don’t do is what Steve Hovley did. He’s an outfielder I
played with in Seattle last year, twenty-four years old, intellectual type. He
told Milkes that he wouldn’t report until March 22 because he wanted to
finish up some college classes. Milkes told him he’d never make the team if
he waited that long and Steve said, well, he’d looked at the roster and didn’t
think he could make it anyway. Besides, he thought he could use another
year or two in Triple-A.

That’s a big mistake. No matter what the truth of it is, Milkes will now
always think that Steve doesn’t have enough desire to be a major-leaguer.
There are times you have to show hustle, even if it’s false.

Lots of holler out there in the infield. “Fire it in there, Baby.” “C’mon,
Joey.” “Chuck it in there.” And the word for that friends, is false chatter.
You don’t hear it as much during the season because nobody’s nervous and
nobody has to impress a coach who thinks you’re trying harder if you
holler, “Hey, whaddaya say?” You only hear it in spring training—and in
high school baseball. I remember when I was in high school, even if we lost



the game, the coach would say, “I liked your chatter out there, a lot of
holler. That’s what I like to see.” So if you couldn’t hit, you hollered.

Another thing you need in spring training is a knack for looking busy.
There really isn’t much to do in spring training, and it’s a lot like being in
the army, where the sergeant will never say anything to you if you look like
you’re doing something. I mean just stopping to tie your shoelace, or
walking along briskly as if you have someplace to go. That’s what pepper
games are, really: looking busy without actually doing anything.

Sheldon was talking about that today. He says what he does is walk
around policing up the area and no one ever hollers at him for that. He also
walks back and forth to the dugout as if he’s on an important mission. “Do
something,” Shellie said. “Walk, bend, throw a ball into your glove, swing a

bat, but don’t be standing there with your legs crossed and your arms
folded.”

Also in camp is Steve Barber, pitcher, left-handed, who was with the
Yankees last year. Naturally we got to talking about Jim Turner, The
Colonel, Southern Fried Chicken variety. Turner’s the pitching coach over
there and has been voted the champion frontrunner of the civilized world. In
case you forgot, you could always tell how you were doing by the way The
Colonel said good morning. If he said, “Well now, good morning, Jimsie
boy,” that meant you’d won your last two or three games and were in the
starting rotation. If he nodded his head to you and said, “Jimbo, how you
doin’, how you doin’?” you were still in the starting rotation, but your
record probably wasn’t much over .500. If he just said, “Mornin’,” that
meant you were on the way down, that you’d probably lost four out of five
and it was doubtful if you would be getting any more starts. If he simply
looked at you and gave a solemn nod, that meant you might get some mop-
up relief work, or you might not, but you definitely weren’t starting
anymore and would never get into a close game again. And if he looked
past you, over your shoulder, as if you didn’t exist, it was all over and you
might as well pack your bag because you could be traded or sent down at
any moment.
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Joe Schultz stopped by again to say a kind word. I noticed he was
making it his business to say something each day to most of the guys. He
may look like Nikita Khrushchev, but it means a lot anyway. I’m sure most
of us here feel like leftovers and outcasts and marginal players and it
doesn’t hurt when the manager massages your ego a bit.

I was moved up from last to next-to-last, and then to second, for my five
minutes of batting practice, and I’ve decided there’s no significance to the
position. My arm feels good; no pain, no problems. Every once in a while I
let a fastball fly and it comes out of my hand real easy and seems like it
took no effort. I can almost hear a voice in the back of my mind whispering,
“You can go back to it, you can find it, you can find your old fastball and
you’ll be great again.” Of course, I’ve heard that siren song in my head
before and I’ve won a total of fourteen games in the last four years. So I’'m
going to stick with my knuckleball. I’ll probably throw it 90 percent of the
time, and if my other stuff comes around for me, I’ll probably cut it down to
about 40 or 50 percent. But I’ve got to remember that if it wasn’t for my
knuckleball I'd probably be back in New Jersey, raising chickens or
something. Remember, stupid, remember!

One of the problems is that the hitters hate to hit against my knuckleball
in batting practice. They don’t like pitchers to work on anything out there.
They want you to lay it in there and let them smash it over the fence. So I

compromise. For each seven swings they get, I give them two or three
knuckleballs.

Gerry McNertney (now there’s one of the great names in baseball) was
catching me today, and when I threw a knuckler that didn’t do much I
hollered in to him, “Is it better than Wilhelm’s? Is it? Huh?”

Nert caught Hoyt Wilhelm when they were with the White Sox and he
tried to be kind. He laughed and said, “Not bad, not bad.” I asked Nert
about Wilhelm’s knuckleball and he said one of his problems was that he
was throwing it about three-quarters because he didn’t have the strength to
come with it straight overhand anymore. He is, after all, at least forty-six by
his own admission. Nert said it was only effective when he came straight



over. “You seem to be throwing straight overhand all the time,” he said,
“and you should have success with it.”

Things are looking up. Right now I’m thinking that I can do anything—
start, relieve, be a long man or a short man. Or all of them together, every
day, because the knuckleball doesn’t take anything out of your arm. It’s like
having a catch with your sister. I’m starting to get that old fire in my
stomach again.

There are some things I ought to explain about the knuckleball. I was
about thirteen years old the first time I threw it. I was very little at the time,
the littlest and skinniest kid in the neighborhood, but I could play ball. At
least I could hit and run. Although I had a good arm, I couldn’t throw very
hard. So when I saw a picture on the back of a cereal package explaining
how to throw the knuckleball, I thought Id try it.

There was a picture of Dutch Leonard and a picture of how he held the
ball, and about a paragraph explaining it. The knuckleball isn’t thrown with
the knuckles, of course. It’s thrown with the fingertips, and the principle is
to release the ball so that it leaves all the fingertips at the same time without
any spin on the ball. The air currents and humidity take over and cause the
ball to turn erratically and thus move erratically.

Wilhelm was doing pretty good with the Giants at the time, and that was
another reason to try it—except that my hand was so small I couldn’t hold
the ball with three fingers like everybody else did. I had to hold it with all
five. I still do. It’s kind of freaky, I guess, but as a result I throw it harder
than anybody else. Anyway, it took about a week before I could get it to
knuckle at all. I remember once I threw one to my brother and hit him right
in the knee. He was writhing on the ground moaning, “What a great pitch,
what a great pitch.” I spent the rest of the summer trying to maim my
brother.

I used the knuckleball all the way through high school and college, about
50 percent of the time. I might have been the youngest junkball pitcher in
America. After a couple of years in the minors, however, I started to get
bigger and stronger and started to overpower people with my fastball. So I
phased the knuckleball out.

I never really used it again until 1967. My arm was very sore and I was
getting my head beat in. Houk put me into a game against Baltimore and I
didn’t have a thing, except pain. I got two out and then, with my arm



hurting like hell, I threw four knuckleballs to Frank Robinson and struck
him out. The next day I got sent to Syracuse. Even so, it wasn’t until the last
part of the next season that I began throwing it again. The idea that you’ve
lost your regular stuff is very slow in coming.

Sal the Barber came over to me today and said, “You’re looking
smoother than I remember seeing you in the last few years. You’re getting
your body into it now. I remember thinking that you were using up your
force before you even released the ball and looked as though you never
released it the same way twice.”

That made me feel pretty good. Then Bob Lemon, manager of the Pilots’
Triple-A Vancouver club, came over and said, “Hello, Bill,” and Mike
Ferraro, an infielder, hollered while I was pitching, “Fire it in there Bob.”
Thanks a lot, Hank. Thanks a lot, Sam.
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Tommy Harper, who’s an infielder listed as an outfielder on the roster,
reported today. He’s certain to make this team, along with guys like Barber,
McNertney, Gary Bell, Mike Hegan, Ray Oyler, Don Mincher, Rich Rollins
and Tommy Davis. Harper just got out of the Air Force and they asked him
if he wanted to re-up, as they call it. They told him he could come back for
two years and they’d make him a staff sergeant. And he told them, “I
wouldn’t re-up for two years if you made me a general.”

We had sliding and pick-off drills today and I noticed a lot of the guys
having trouble. Lasko was standing next to me during one of them and said,
“Hey, I thought this was a simple game.”

It’s tough in these drills to perform like you should perform because
you’re much better off in athletics if you do things instinctively. I suppose
that’s what they mean when they say baseball isn’t a thinking man’s game.
If you have to think about it, you tend to do things mechanically rather than
naturally.

I’ve always felt there were three kinds of athletes. First, there’s the guy
who does everything instinctively and does it right in the first place. I think
Willie Mays is that kind of guy, and so was Mickey Mantle. I don’t think
these guys can articulate what they’re doing, they just know what to do and
they go out and do it. I put Yogi Berra in this category too. I remember Yogi
standing around the batting cage trying to explain hitting to some of the
guys and he started to talk about his hands and his legs and he couldn’t
make himself clear. Finally he said, “Ah, just watch me do it.”

Second, there’s the athlete who’s educated. If they’re pitchers they try to
figure out the mechanics of rotation and the aerodynamics of the curve ball.
If they’re hitters they try to figure out force and velocity in relation to
weight. Jay Hook comes to mind. He was a pitcher with an engineering
degree from Northwestern University. He had all the tools: big, strong,
good stuff. But he was always too involved with the mechanics of pitching.
Ballplayers often say, “Quit thinking, you’re hurting the club.” T really
believe you can think too much in this game, and Hook always did.



The third kind is the one who is intelligent enough to know that baseball
is basically an instinctive game. I like to think that’s me. So what I do,
kiddies, is work hard, stay in shape, practice—then, once I’'m on the field I
let my instincts take over. Also, I don’t smoke.

Euphoria: Bob Lemon called me by my right name.

Now a few hundred words about Frank Crosetti, coach. Cro, as we fondly
call him, is fifty-eight years old, bald as an egg and, we all assume, rich as
Croesus. We assume he’s rich because he’s always checking the stock tables
and because between 1932, when he began to play for the Yankees, and
1968 when he left as a coach, he had pulled down some 23 World Series
shares in addition to his considerable salary. And no one has noticed him
spending very much of it. In addition, starting at age fifty, he elected—
possibly through foolishness, more likely through greed—to collect his
player pension. When the pension was raised by a considerable amount—
only for those who had not yet started to draw on it—Cro sued to get the
higher rate. He lost, but I haven’t noticed any holes in his shoes.

I have to give him credit, though. He’s out there every day, his beady
little eyes shining, not an ounce of fat on him, taking calisthenics with all us
kids and never missing a beat; jumping-jacks, pushups and everything.
Another thing he does is get up every morning at 6:45 a.m. and take a long,
pre-breakfast stroll. When he was with the Yankees, once in a while he’d
run into some of us coming back from a night on the town. We’d try to get
by with a “Good morning, Cro, nice day.” I doubt he was fooled. There was
even some suspicion that Cro was turning in reports on the hours some
players kept, although it has never been confirmed and must be considered
a rumor.

Cro’s a coach like every other coach, except his twin fortes are saving
baseballs (he’s a strong company man) to the point of jumping into the
stands after them, and chasing photographers off the field. He’s the self-
appointed photographer-chaser of the Western world. If a photographer
should just happen to step into fair territory during practice, there’s Cro,
screaming from the other side of the field, “Hey, what’re you doing? Get off
the field!” He’s got this high, squeaky voice, and when he was with the
Yankees half the club was able to imitate it. So at night, when we’d be



getting on a bus and you couldn’t see individual players, Cro would get
aboard and somebody would yell in his voice, “Hey, for crissakes, get the
hell off the bus. What’re you photographers doing on the bus?”

Don’t get the idea that I consider Cro a lovable old man, butt of little
jokes but a heart of gold. Like most coaches he’s a bit of a washerwoman
and sometimes a pain in the ass. I had an odd run-in with him when I was
with the Yankees. The unwritten rule on the club was that if a pitcher was
knocked out of a game early he could dress and watch it from the stands if
he wished, just so long as he was back in the clubhouse after the game—in
case the manager had a few nasty words to say to him. On this day we were
playing a doubleheader and my wife, Bobbie, was up in the stands with the
kids—I have three now, Michael, five, Kyong Jo, four, and Laurie, three. I
got knocked out early and decided to dress and watch the rest of the game
in the stands with my family. After the game I’d get back into uniform for
the second game.

Crosetti, who was coaching at third, spotted me in the stands and told
The Colonel that I was in my street clothes and looked like I was about to
go home. So The Colonel, who loved to get this kind of information, told
Big Pete to go up into the stands and get me. At first I thought Big Pete was
kidding, but when I found out he wasn’t I was burned up.

I got into my uniform and, when the game was over and Cro came into
the clubhouse, I went over and told him to keep his big nose out of my
business, that he was a goddam busybody and should have been watching
the game instead of me. So he yelled back at me and I yelled back at him—
bright, clever things that little boys yell at each other, and all of a sudden he
jumped up and started punching me.

Now, there’s a dilemma. I don’t want to get hit, even by the skinny old
Cro. At the same time I don’t want to hit Frank Crosetti, for crissakes. So I
sort of covered up and started backing off. Besides, I couldn’t help it, I was
laughing. At that point my friend Elston Howard, quickly sizing up the
great dangers involved, came running over, threw a body block at me and
knocked me down. I picked myself up, went over to my locker and sat
down. I should have let it go at that. Instead I hollered over to Cro again to
keep his nose out of my business and this was when Houk came over and
said if I said one more word he’d knock me right off my goddam stool.



I didn’t say another word. And that was the end of it, except you may be
certain it was all recorded in my file, in red ink.

Hectic day for personal affairs. We moved out of the motel we’d been
staying in where it cost us about $135 an hour and into a two-bedroom
apartment. Nice place, heated swimming pool and all. Packing, loading,
unloading, unpacking—the life of a ballplayer. It’s one of the pains in the
neck. On the other hand it’s exciting, in a way, moving around, seeing new
places.

The family loves it in Arizona. We’ve taken a few rides out into the
desert and looked at the cactus and the beautiful rock formations, and the
kids are excited about the weather getting warm enough so they can use the
pool. Kyong Jo, the Korean boy we adopted, is doing great with his
English. Every once in a while he’ll burp and say, “Thank you.” But he’s
getting the idea.

Got a big day tomorrow. Ten minutes of batting practice. I think I’ll use
the Johnny James (former Yankee pitcher) theory of batting practice. Under
this theory you imagine you’re in a game and you move your pitches
around on the hitter, dust him off, throw sliders, the works. The hitters hate
it. But it helped Johnny James make the team, at least for a while.
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When I was a kid I loved to go to Giant games in the Polo Grounds.
And a little thing that happened there when I was about ten years old
popped into my mind today. There was a ball hit into the stands and a whole
bunch of kids ran after it. I spotted it first, under a seat, and grabbed for it.
Just as I did, a Negro kid also snatched at it. My hand reached it a split
second before his, though, and I got a pretty good grip on it. But he grabbed
the ball real hard and pulled it right out of my hand. No complaint, he took
it fair and square. I thought about it afterward, about what made him able to
grab that ball out of my hand. I decided it had to do with the way we were
brought up—me in a comfortable suburb, him probably in a ghetto. I
decided that while I wanted the baseball, he had to have it.

Batting practice today. Arm felt fine after throwing, which is more than I
can say for Steve Barber’s. Two seconds after he threw he was in the
trainer’s room with an icepack on his elbow. And I haven’t even had a
twinge. It’s kind of scary. Maybe I’m not throwing right.

Most pitchers are paranoid about their arms. You live in terror that you’re
going to wake up in the morning and not be able to pitch anymore. You
wake up in the middle of the night and you make a throwing motion to see
if it’s going to hurt. In the morning the first thing you do is circle your arm
just to see how it feels. In fact one of the reasons it takes injured arms so
long to heal is that pitchers are constantly testing the aggravated part and
making it worse. Trainers always tell you to give it a chance to get better,
but what do trainers know about temptation? You got to test. I know
sometimes I’ll be out with my family, eating in a restaurant maybe, and all
of a sudden I’ll circle my arm over my head and I’m sure everybody thinks
I’m calling the waiter or that I’m crazy. I’m just testing.

It’s understandable. All a pitcher has is his arm. Pitching is a precise skill
that requires a coordinated effort among many parts of the body. One small
hurt and it’s all gone. Like a tiddly-winks champion with a hangnail.



The guy pitching batting practice before me, fellow by the name of Paul
Click, who won’t make the team, got hit with a line drive. Instead of
ducking behind the screen in front of the mound he turned his back. I guess
he thought that if he turned his back and closed his eyes the ball couldn’t
find him. He got it in the back of the head and it opened up a lot of skin. It
reminded me of the time when I was pitching in Baltimore, six years ago. I
threw a low outside fastball to Jackie Brandt. He held back on it and at the
last instant reached out and hit a line drive right back at me. I never saw the
damn thing. It smacked me on the jaw and opened me up for about twelve
stitches. Those were the days when I gutsed it, so I jumped right up and said
I wanted to pitch. “Ralph, I’'m ready, I’m ready,” I said. “I can pitch.”
Johnny Blanchard was the catcher. “Not with two mouths you ain’t, Meat,”
he said.

They wanted to carry me off on a stretcher but I knew if my wife heard I
was carried off the field she’d have a miscarriage. So I went off under my
own power, bloody towel and all, and listened carefully for the ovation. I
got it.

Ovations are nice and some guys sort of milk them. Like Joe Pepitone. If
he had just the touch of an injury he’d squirm on the ground for a while and
then stand up, gamely. And he’d get his ovation. After a while the fans got
on to him, though, and he needed at least a broken leg to move them.

There was an intrasquad game today after the workout, and although I
didn’t have to stay to watch it I did. That’s what you call showing desire.
Jim O’Toole was pitching when I got there, and his curve wasn’t sharp and
he was walking a lot of guys. He’s got about eight kids and spring training
means more to him than a lot of other guys, but he was really laboring. I felt
sort of sorry for him, but not very.

Let me explain. It was rather early to be playing an intrasquad game and I
thought, “I hope nobody gets hurt.” Then I had to amend that in my mind. I
meant, “I hope I don’t get hurt.” I’ve always wanted everyone to do well. If
I’'m not playing I root for my teammates. But I don’t want them to do well
at my expense. Even when I was in junior high school, I’d sit there
hollering encouragement and all the time I’d be saying, “Gee whiz, if he’d
break his leg I could get in there and play.” It’s not exactly the perfect
attitude, but it’s the way I feel.



Last spring Fred Talbot said to me, “When I’m out there pitching, are you
rooting for me, Bouton?”

“Yeah, Fred.”

“Do you really hope I do well?”

“Yeah, Fred. But not at my expense.”

What I should have said was, “Yeah, Fred, I hope you do well. I hope you
have a helluva year down there in Triple-A.” It ended up I landed in Triple-

A and he stayed in the big leagues. When I was sent down I had a record of
1-0. Talbot was 1-8. I still think about that.

The mindless grind of spring training produces, as you might guess, a
sort of mindlessness. This morning Mike Hegan and I were partners in
calisthenics and were locked in something that looked like the Twist. And I
said to Mike, “Hey, this gives me an idea for a dance.”

“Hey, that’s right,” he said. “We’ll call it the Twist.”

“Right, and we’ll open a string of dance halls.”

“Yeah, and we can call them the Peppermint Twist.”

“Right.”

“But we need a front man with a great name. How about Chubby?”
“Great. We’ll call him Chubby Checker.”

This conversation actually took place, Doctor.

Then some guy farted and everybody laughed, and about five minutes

later, in a sudden burst of quiet, he farted again and somebody hollered,
“Will somebody answer the phone! Some ass keeps calling.”

Uniform-measuring day. This is always a waste. They measure
everybody carefully and the uniforms arrive three sizes too big. Part of the
reason is that everybody is wearing tight-fitting uniforms these days.
Pepitone refuses to take the field if his uniform isn’t skintight. Phil Linz
used to say that he didn’t know why, but he could run faster in tight pants.
And I understand that Dick Stuart, old Dr. Strangeglove, would smooth his
uniform carefully, adjust his cap, tighten his belt and say, “I add 20 points to
my average if I know I look bitchin’ out there.”

Mike Marshall is a right-handed pitcher who was 15-9 in the Tiger
organization last season. He’s got a master’s degree from Michigan State.



He majored in phys. ed., with a minor in mathematics. He’s a cocky kid
with a subtle sense of humor. He’s been telling everybody that the new
lower mound, which was supposed to help the hitters, actually shortens the
distance the pitcher has to throw the ball. It has to do with the hypotenuse
of a right triangle decreasing as either side of the triangle decreases.
Therefore, says Marshall, any psychological advantage the hitters gain if
the pitcher doesn’t stand tall out there will be offset by the pitchers knowing
that they are now closer to the plate.

Clever fellow, Marshall. He has even perfected a pick-off motion to
second base that’s as deadly as it is difficult to execute. He says one reason
it’s effective is that he leans backward as he throws the ball. I asked why,
and he said, “Newton’s Third Law, of course.” Of course. Except the last
time I tried his pick-off motion I heard grinding noises in my shoulder.

Steve Hovley sidled over to me in the outfield today and whispered into
my ear, “Billy Graham is a cracker.”

Although I’ve enjoyed being in Arizona, there are things about training
in Florida I’ll miss. Every spring Phil Linz and I would have dinner at Las
Novedades in Tampa and we’d order Cuban black-bean soup and Pompano
en papillot and we’d have a bottle of wine and talk about our old days in the
minor leagues (and the time Joe Pepitone stole an elevator). Even when Phil
was with the Mets we’d make it a point to meet in Tampa and go to Las
Novedades.

I had the same kind of relationship with Roger Repoz and Fritz Peterson,
two others guys I roomed with on the Yankees. Roger and I had this one
spot in Detroit, the Italian Gardens. We’d go there for linguine with white
clam sauce and we’d have a bottle of wine, and then some more linguine
and another bottle of wine, then maybe another bottle of wine, and we’d
stagger back to our room. When Roger was sold we made a pact that any
time we got to Detroit we’d go alone to the Italian Gardens and order
linguine and drink wine and stagger back to the hotel in memory of the
good times we’d had.

I know when I’m in Anaheim next I’ll do what Fritz Peterson and I used

to think was a lot of fun. We’d rent a little car and speed along the freeways
playing Spanish music as loud as the radio would go and we’d go down to



the beach or into the mountains. In San Francisco Fritz and I made an
inspection trip to Haight-Ashbury where the hippies offered to turn us on
with LSD. We were too chicken to try.

The first roommate I had in pro ball was a guy named Arturo Polanco
and he couldn’t speak a word of English. So he taught me Spanish and I
taught him English. The first words he learned were “Son of a bleach.” I
think something was lost in translation.
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Mickey Mantle announced his retirement the other day and I got to
thinking about the mixed feelings I’ve always had about him. On the one
hand I really liked his sense of humor and his boyishness, the way he’d
spend all that time in the clubhouse making up involved games of chance
and the pools he got up on golf matches and the Derby and things like that.

I once invested a dollar when Mantle raffled off a ham. I won, only there
was no ham. That was one of the hazards of entering a game of chance,
Mickey explained.

I got back by entering a fishing tournament he organized and winning the
weight division with a ten-pounder I’d purchased in a store the day before.
Two years later Mantle was still wondering why I’d only caught that one
big fish and why all the other fish that were caught were green and lively
while mine was gray and just lay there, staring.

I also remember the time I won my first major-league game. It was a
shutout against the Washington Senators in which I walked seven guys and
gave up seven hits and had to pitch from a stretch position all game. They
were hitting line drives all over the place and Hector “What a Pair of
Hands” Lopez bailed me out with about four leaping catches in left field.
When the game was over I walked back into the clubhouse and there was a
path of white towels from the door to my locker, and all the guys were
standing there, and just as I opened the door Mickey was putting the last
towel down in place. I’ll never forget him for that.

And I won’t forget the time—1962, I guess it was—in Kansas City. I was
sitting alone in a restaurant, eating, when Mickey and Whitey Ford came in
and Mickey invited me to eat with them and picked up the tab and it made
me feel good all over and like a big shot besides.

On the other hand there were all those times when he’d push little kids
aside when they wanted his autograph, and the times when he was snotty to
reporters, just about making them crawl and beg for a minute of his time.
I’ve seen him close a bus window on kids trying to get his autograph. And I
hated that look of his, when he’d get angry at somebody and cut him down
with a glare. Bill Gilbert of Sports Illustrated once described that look as



flickering across his face “like the nictitating membrane in the eye of a
bird.” And I don’t like the Mantle who refused to sign baseballs in the
clubhouse before the games. Everybody else had to sign, but Little Pete
forged Mantle’s signature. So there are thousands of baseballs around the
country that have been signed not by Mickey Mantle, but by Pete Previte.

Like everybody else on the club I ached with Mantle when he had one of
his numerous and extremely painful injuries. I often wondered, though, if
he might have healed quicker if he’d been sleeping more and loosening up
with the boys at the bar less. I guess we’ll never know.

What we do know, though, is that the face he showed in the clubhouse, as
opposed to the one he reserved for the outside world, was often one of great
merriment.

I remember one time he’d been injured and didn’t expect to play, and I
guess he got himself smashed. The next day he looked hung over out of his
mind and was sent up to pinch-hit. He could hardly see. So he staggered up
to the plate and hit a tremendous drive to left field for a home run. When he
came back into the dugout everybody shook his hand and leaped all over
him, and all the time he was getting a standing ovation from the crowd. He
squinted out at the stands and said, “Those people don’t know how tough
that really was.”

Another thing about Mantle. He was a pretty good practical joker. One
time he and Ford told Pepitone and Linz that they’d finally arrived, they
were ready to go out with the big boys. Mantle told them to get dressed up,
tie and all—this was in Detroit—and meet them in a place called The
Flame. Mickey gave them the address and said to be sure to ask for Mickey
Mantle’s table.

Pepitone and Linz were like a couple of kids at Christmas. They couldn’t
stop talking about what a great time they were going to have with Mickey
Mantle and Whitey Ford. They got all fancied up, hopped into a cab and
told the driver to take them to The Flame. After about a half-hour the cab
pulled up in front of a place that was in the heart of the slum section—a
hole in the wall with a broken plate-glass window in front and a little
broken-down sign over the door: The Flame. No Mantle. No Ford. No table.

Tommy Davis was in the training room having the ankle he broke in
1965 taped. I asked him if he thought it would ever be the same again and



he said he doubted it, because it’s supposed to take two years for a fracture
and dislocation to heal and he was back playing after one. I'm sure that’s
true of a lot of injuries that athletes suffer. They come back too soon and the
injury keeps recurring. Like I say, you can’t beat the hours.

Freddie Velazquez was in the trainer’s room too. He caught a foul ball on
his big toe and it looked like a ripe tomato. The toenail was peeling off. He
never made a sound while it was bandaged. Then he went out and played on
it. Later Velazquez was talking Spanish to some of the other players and
someone—I don’t know who—yelled, “Talk English! You’re in America
now.”

It was 55 degrees and blowing out there today, so I only watched a
couple of innings of the intrasquad game. I was there long enough to see
Marshall get hit pretty hard. Evidently the shorter hypotenuse didn’t help
him much. He just ran into Doubleday’s First Law, which states that if you
throw a fastball with insufficient speed, someone will smack it out of the
park with a stick.

As penance for going home early I spent some time considering the
possible fortunes of this ballclub. It’s early, but it doesn’t look bad at all.
Except we’re going to be hurting for starting pitchers. Gary Bell is probably
the only legitimate starter we have. Which isn’t bad for number 56.

In the back of my mind I see myself as a starter for this team. I think a
knuckleball pitcher is better off starting. One reason is that there are usually
men on base when a relief pitcher comes in. If his knuckleball is working
well, you might get a passed ball and a run. If it’s not working well—and
often it’s not—you get hit. With no one on base, though, this isn’t too
important. The argument is simple and crystal clear. If only somebody
would listen.

I asked one of the sportswriters if Joe Schultz had said anything about the
way I threw today and he said, “Yeah.”

“Well, what?”
“He said, ‘It’s too early to tell.””

My reporting late has made this the first spring I’ve ever been behind
anybody getting into shape. Usually I’m ready to pitch in the early games,
but it looks like I’'m not going to be ready here. It’s quite different from my



last spring with the Yankees in 1967. I was really impressive, right from the
beginning. I led the club in innings pitched with 30, and I gave up the
fewest hits, fifteen, and no homers and only two or three extra-base hits.
My ERA was .092, which means less than one run per game, and in one
stretch I went nine innings without giving up a hit. At the end of spring
training a newspaper guy said to Houk, “Wow, didn’t Bouton have a great
spring?” and Houk said, “You can’t go by that too much. He always has a
good spring.” (The spring before I was 1-3 and had a 5.10 ERA.)

Another thing about that spring. This was after I’d pitched about 25
marvelous innings. Houk sat next to me in the dugout and told me, very
confidentially, “You know, you’re having a helluva spring, a better spring
than Dooley Womack, and I think you’re just the man we need in the
bullpen.”

What I wanted to say was: “I’m having a better spring than who? Dooley
Womack? The Dooley Womack? I’'m having a better spring than Mel
Stottlemyre or Sam McDowell or Bob Gibson.” That’s what I should have
said. Instead I just sat there shaking my head. He could’ve knocked me off
my seat.

Instead he sold me to Seattle. Okay, so I had a lousy year there. That still
doesn’t mean Houk knew it all the time. You can make a lousy pitcher out
of anybody by not pitching him. I’ll always believe that’s what Houk did to
me. Besides, there’s no way the Yankees can justify getting rid of a twenty-
nine-year-old body for $12,000, and before the season is over I’m going to
remind a lot of people that they did.

Steve Hovley and I had a discussion about Norman Vincent Peale’s
power of positive thinking. We agree it’s a crock. Steve said it was like
feeding false data into a computer. There comes a day when you realize
you’ve been building a false sense of confidence and then it all breaks down
and the dream is smashed.

I think that kind of thing happened with the Yankees. Houk used to tell us
we were going to win the pennant, we were going to win the pennant. Then
June rolled around and we knew we couldn’t win the pennant, but instead of
trying for second or third everybody threw in the towel and we finished
ninth.



We might be building ourselves up to that kind of fall with this club.
Everybody is saying we’re going to be great. There’s a difference between
optimism and wishful thinking.

Not only did I have some tenderness in my elbow today but Sal told me
I’1l be pitching in the exhibition game Sunday. The tenderness will go away,
but how am I going to pitch Sunday? I’'m not ready. I haven’t thrown to
spots yet. I haven’t thrown any curveballs at all. My fingers aren’t strong
enough to throw the knuckleball right. I’ve gone back to taking two
baseballs and squeezing them in my hand to try to strengthen my fingers
and increase the grip. I used to do that with the Yankees, and naturally it
bugged The Colonel. The reason it bugged The Colonel is that he never saw
anybody do it before. Besides, it wasn’t his idea. “What are you doing?”
The Colonel would sputter. “Put those baseballs back in the bag.”

Immediately Fritz Peterson would pick up two baseballs and start doing
the same thing. One day Fritz got Steve Hamilton and Joe Verbanic and
about three or four other pitchers to carry two balls around with them
wherever they went. It drove The Colonel out of his mind.

The following spring Fritz was removed as my roommate. The Colonel
kept telling Fritz not to worry, that pretty soon he wouldn’t have to room
with “that Communist” anymore. And Fritz would say, “No, no, that’s all
right. I want to room with him. I like him. We get along great.”

And The Colonel would say, “Fine, fine. We’ll get it straightened out.”

So one day Houk called me into his office and said, “Jim, we’re
switching around roommates this year. I think it will be good for everybody
to have pitchers with pitchers, catchers with catchers.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I’m already rooming with a pitcher.”

“Well, we want young pitchers to room with young pitchers, and since
you’ve been with the club so long, we feel you deserve a single room. It’s a
status thing. Whitey and Mickey have single rooms, and we thought you
should too.”

I said that was fine with me and if he wanted Fritz to room with a young
pitcher I’d take a single room.

Then Houk called Fritz in and said, “Bouton deserves a single room and
you wouldn’t want to stand in his way, would you?” Fritz said he wouldn’t,



so they put him in with Dooley Womack, young pitcher. He was three
months younger than I.

The Yankees thought I was a bad influence on Fritz. They had some
funny ideas about bad influence. What I did bad was talk to newspapermen
and talk around the clubhouse about things that were on my mind, politics
sometimes, and religion. That’s breaking the rules. The word was around:
Don’t talk to the newspapermen. Hell, baseball needs the newspapermen.
So I broke a rule. But suppose you break the rules about staying up late and
getting drunk. That’s okay. It may hurt the team, but it’s better than talking
to newspapermen. You figure it.

As for teaching Peterson to do the wrong things, the only thing I ever
taught him was how to throw that change-up he uses so effectively. And he
still enjoys giving me the credit.

We were sitting around the clubhouse and I asked Sal the Barber about
the days when he pitched for the Giants against the Dodgers. He said yeah,
he’d never forget those days. “You know, it’s a funny thing,” he said.
“When I pitched against the Dodgers I didn’t care if it was the last game I
ever pitched. I really hated that club. If I could’ve gotten that feeling every
time I pitched I’d have been a lot better pitcher.”

I’ll have that feeling at least a couple of times this year. When I pitch
against the Yankees.
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Steve Hovley sidled over to me in the outfield and said, “To a pitcher
a base hit is the perfect example of negative feedback.”

Sal Maglie said he hadn’t seen me working on my breaking ball, and he’s
right, because I haven’t. So tomorrow I’ll have to work on that too. Damn, I
can’t believe the games are starting so fast. Tomorrow’s the first game and I
don’t even know who’s pitching. Still, it will be kind of exciting to see how
we do. I guess starting out with a new team is sort of like setting out to
discover America. Sort of.

Gary Bell is nicknamed Ding Dong. Of course. What’s interesting about
it is that “Ding Dong” is what the guys holler when somebody gets hit in
the cup. The cups are metal inserts that fit inside the jock strap, and when a
baseball hits one it’s called ringing the bell, which rhymes with hell, which
is what it hurts like. It’s funny, even if you’re in the outfield, or in the
dugout, no matter how far away, when a guy gets it in the cup you can hear
it. Ding Dong.

At a pre-workout meeting Joe Schultz told us to learn the signs or it
would cost us money. This is a lot different from Houk’s theory. Houk’s
method was to be as nice to us as possible and if you missed a sign he
would alibi for you. You could miss them all year and he would never get
angry. I guess he figured that someday you’d come to like him enough to
start paying attention to the signs. But the Yankees sure missed a lot of
signs. Even when we were winning.
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Okay, boys and girls, tomorrow is my birthday and I’ll be thirty years
old. I don’t feel like thirty. I look like I’'m in my early twenties and I feel

like I’'m in my early twenties. My arm, however, is over a hundred years
old.

Had our first spring-training game, the first real test for the shiny new
Seattle Pilots. Today was the day. This was it. For keeps. The big one.
Against Cleveland. Greg Goossen was the designated pinch hitter under the
experimental rule that allows one player to come to bat all during the game
without playing in the field. “Are they trying to tell me something about my
hands?” Goossen went around saying. “Are they trying to tell me something
about my glove?” And after that he became the first Seattle Pilot to say,
“Play me or trade me.”

I was watching the game today for some signs of what kind of team
we’re going to have this year. There were lots of them, but I’'m still not
sure. Like we gave up two runs in the first inning on the first four pitches
and I thought, “Oh, oh. Move over, Mets.” But in our half of the first we
scored five runs and we went on to get nineteen in the game. I couldn’t
believe it. I think the people in Seattle will now start believing we have a
good team. And, my God, maybe we do. We scored all those runs without
Tommy Davis, or Don Mincher or Rich Rollins. Or Jim Bouton, for that
matter.

I’ve started slowly tossing the real big overhand curve ball that once
made me famous. I also threw the knuckleball to Freddy Velazquez and was
gratified when McNertney came over with the big knuckleball glove and
asked Velazquez if he could catch me for a while. Still can’t believe I’'m
pitching day after tomorrow, although mentally I’ve started getting ready—
I mean I’'m getting scared. I love to pitch when I’'m scared. Of all the big
games I’ve had to pitch in my life—and I’'m including high school games
that were just as big to me as any major-league game—I always did my best



work when I was scared stiff. In fact, if I’m not scared for a game I'll create
some critical situations in my mind. Like, I’ll pretend it’s a World Series
game and that it really counts big. I told Fritz Peterson about how I felt
about being scared and one day before I was going to start a game he came
over and whispered in my ear, “If you want to see your baby again, you’ll
win today.”

After the game Bobbie and I were at a party with Gary Bell and his wife
and Steve Barber and his. Gary’s wife, Nan, said she’d been anxious to
meet me since she’d read in the Pilot spring guidebook that some of my
hobbies were water coloring, mimicry and jewelry-making. “Everyone else
has hunting and fishing, so I figured you must be a real beauty. I mean,
jewelry-making?” said Nan. “Make me some earrings, you sweet thing.”

Then we got to talking about some of the crazy things ballplayers do.
Nan told a story of the time she called Gary on the road to check on a flight
she was supposed to catch. She called him at 4:30 A.M., his time, and his
roommate, Woodie Held, answered the phone and said, without batting an
eyelash, that Gary was out playing golf. And Nan shrugged and said,
“Maybe he was.”

My wife and I burst out laughing when Gary asked me if I’d ever been on
the roof of the Shoreham Hotel in Washington. The Shoreham is the beaver-
shooting capital of the world, and I once told Bobbie that you could win a
pennant with the guys who’ve been on that roof. “Pennant, hell,” Gary said.
“You could stock a whole league.”

I better explain about beaver-shooting. A beaver-shooter is, at bottom, a
Peeping Tom. It can be anything from peering over the top of the dugout to
look up dresses to hanging from the fire escape on the twentieth floor of
some hotel to look into a window. I’ve seen guys chin themselves on
transoms, drill holes in doors, even shove a mirror under a door.

One of the all-time legendary beaver-shooters was a pretty good little
left-handed pitcher who looked like a pretty good little bald-headed ribbon
clerk. He used to carry a beaver-shooting kit with him on the road. In the kit
there was a fine steel awl and several needle files. What he would do is drill
little holes into connecting doors and see what was going on. Sometimes he
was lucky enough to draw a young airline stewardess, or better yet, a young
airline stewardess and friend.



One of his roommates, a straight-arrow type—Fellowship of Christian
Athletes and all that—told this story: The pitcher drilled a hole through the
connecting door and tried to get him to look through it. He wouldn’t. It was
against his religion or something. But the pitcher kept nagging him.
“You’ve got to see this. Boyohboyohboy! Just take one quick look.”
Straight-arrow finally succumbed. He put his eye to the hole and was
treated to the sight of a man sitting on the bed tying his shoelaces.

One of the great beaver-shooting places in the minor leagues was Tulsa,
Oklahoma. While “The Star-Spangled Banner” was played you could run
under the stands and look up at all kinds of beaver. And anytime anyone
was getting a good shot, the word would go out “Psst! Section 27.” So to
the tune of “The Star-Spangled Banner” an entire baseball club of clean-cut
American boys would be looking up the skirt of some female.

Beaver-shooting can get fairly scientific. I was still in the minor leagues
when we discovered that if you stuck a small hand mirror under a hotel
room door—especially in the older hotels, where there were large spaces
between the door and the floor—you could see the whole room just by
looking at the mirror. This was a two-man operation: one guy on his hands
and knees looking at the mirror, the other at the end of the hall laying
chicky, as they say. We usually sprinkled some change around on the floor
so you’d have a reason being down on it if anybody caught you.

Spot a good beaver and you could draw an instant crowd. One time in Ft.
Lauderdale we spotted this babe getting out of her bathing suit. The
louvered windows of her room weren’t properly shut and we could see right
into the room. Pretty soon there were twenty-five of us jostling for position.

Now, some people might look down on this sort of activity. But in
baseball if you shoot a particularly good beaver you are a highly respected
person, one might even say a folk hero of sorts. Indeed, if you are caught
out late at night and tell the manager you’ve had a good run of beaver-
shooting he’d probably let you off with a light fine.

The roof of the Shoreham is important beaver-shooting country because
of the way the hotel is shaped—a series of L-shaped wings that make the
windows particularly vulnerable from certain spots on the roof. The
Yankees would go up there in squads of 15 or so, often led by Mickey
Mantle himself. You needed a lot of guys to do the spotting. Then someone
would whistle from two or three wings away, “Psst! Hey! Beaver shot.



Section D. Five o’clock.” And there’d be a mad scramble of guys climbing
over skylights, tripping over each other and trying not to fall off the roof.
One of the first big thrills I had with the Yankees was joining about half the
club on the roof of the Shoreham at 2:30 in the morning. I remember saying
to myself, “So this is the big leagues.”
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Today Joe Schultz said, “Men, you got to remember to touch all the
bases.” The occasion was a meeting after our glorious 19—4 victory in
which one of the guys on the Cleveland club missed third base and was
called out. So the lesson for today was “Touch those bases. Especially
first.”

A couple of things about spring training. Mike Ferraro, an infielder, was
with the Yankees last spring. Bobby Cox got a big winter buildup and was
supposed to have the third-base job there, but Ferraro had such a hot spring
(sportswriters voted him the Yankees’ outstanding rookie; he hit .351, Cox
hit .186) they had to start the season with him at third. They let him play
eleven games and when he didn’t burn down any buildings they benched
him and sent him to Syracuse. He feels that they never intended to use him
at all but were embarrassed into it and were not unhappy when he didn’t do
well.

Then there was Duke Carmel. He was supposed to be the second coming
of Joe DiMaggio, and they really gave him a good shot. But he didn’t hit in
Ft. Lauderdale, and I remember Whitey Ford saying to him, “Well, Duke, it
looks like you just can’t hit in southern Florida.” We made a trip to Tampa
and he didn’t hit there either. “Well, Duke, it looks like you’re just not a
Florida hitter,” Whitey Ford said. Then we played a few exhibition games
in the South and Carmel didn’t get a hit. “Well, Duke,” Ford said, “it looks
like you just can’t hit south of the Mason-Dixon line.” When the season
started it turned out Duke couldn’t hit north of the Mason-Dixon line either,
and finally he was sent down when he was about 0-for-57. If they hadn’t
wanted him to make it so bad they never would have held on to him that
long. But they’d spent all winter building him up. And they’d built up
Bobby Cox the same way. They wanted Cox to make it, not Ferraro.

The other thing is a story Johnny Sain once told me. Sain is not only the
greatest pitching coach who ever lived, he’s a man who tells the truth. And
what he says, believe it or not, is that sportswriters actually play a part in



deciding who’s going to make the team. Sain said he sat in on many
meetings where the performance of the individual player hadn’t changed,
but there had been two or three articles written about him and immediately
the coaches and management tended to look at him in a new light. Sain says
if there’s not a lot of difference between players, the job will go to the guy
who seems to be getting the most attention in the newspapers. Power of the
press.

Tomorrow I’ll be pitching three innings or less against Oakland, and I’m
a little worried. My fastball isn’t ready yet and my knuckleball is just
marginal. Yet, as several people have pointed out to me, I need to
accumulate some good statistics to throw at them when spring training is
over. I can’t say, well, I’ve been working on my knuckleball all spring and
that’s why I got clobbered.

My wife reminds me that I never got clobbered in Seattle when I was
first working on my knuckleball and she suggests I go with it all the way. I
give her opinion a lot of weight. We were both freshmen at Western
Michigan when we met and all she would talk about was baseball. When 1
told her I was going out for the freshman team, she said, “You don’t have to
do that because of me.”

I didn’t tell her it wasn’t because of her. And then, when she first saw me
pitch she said, “That’s a big-league pitcher if I ever saw one.” So she’s a
hell of a scout. Knuckleballs. Hmm.

I’ve had some pretty good advice from my family. My dad especially. He
helped pick the college I went to and got me into it. My services as a pitcher
were not exactly in great demand. I pitched a no-hitter in my senior year in
high school but I was only 5-10 and 150 pounds. My dad got a look at the
Western Michigan campus, fell in love with the beauty of it, thought I’d
love the baseball stadium and had me apply. I didn’t hear anything for a
long while, but my dad was real cool. He took a bunch of my clippings—all
six of them—had copies made and sent them to the baseball coach there,
Charley Maher. He wrote, “Here’s a fellow that may help our Broncos in
the future,” and signed it “A Western Michigan baseball fan.” A week later
I was accepted.



It was my dad’s cool that got me the bonus from the Yankees too. I'd
been playing with an amateur team in Chicago in the summer of 1958 and
nobody noticed me much until I pitched two good games in the tournament
at the end of the season. I mean scouts would walk up to me and ask where
they could find a player, but it was always somebody else. After those two
games, though, the scouts were buzzing around me, wanting to take me to
dinner, and there were a lot of rendezvous in cars and a lot of cloak-and-
dagger stuff, and it was all a big thrill to me.

When I got home at about nine o’clock my mom and dad were playing
bridge with some friends, and when I walked in the door I said, “Dad,
you’re not going to believe it, but I pitched the best game of the tournament
and the scouts want to sign me. Dad, they’re talking about real big money.”

My dad looked at his cards. “Two no trump,” he said.

He didn’t really believe me. Then the phone rang and I said, “Dad, that’s
a scout on the phone, I know it is. What should I tell him?”

“Tell him $50,000,” he said. “Three spades.”

He still didn’t believe me. I went over to the phone, and sure enough it
was a scout from Philadelphia. “My dad says $50,000,” I said. The scout
said, “Fine. We want you to fly to Philadelphia and work out with the
team.”

That ended the card game.

I flew to Philadelphia, and it was great. I met Robin Roberts and Puddin’
Head Jones and a lot of the other players. And they put me up at the Hotel
Warwick, which had these leather-padded elevators that impressed me
tremendously. I ordered a $10 meal, including three or four appetizers and a
giant filet mignon. But I felt kind of guilty because all the time I was in
Philadelphia it rained and I didn’t get a chance to throw a single pitch. I
went home and never heard from them again. For a long time I worried that
it was because I spent so much on that meal.

I also went to Detroit, and I remember meeting Al Kaline and seeing Ted
Williams smack five in a row into the upper deck in batting practice. I threw
on the sidelines for the Tigers and all they would offer me was $10,000. I
went home and talked it over with my dad and we decided the money the
scouts had been talking was all a lot of baloney. Hardly any of the other
clubs were interested anymore. I was discouraged, disappointed.



So my dad went to work on a form letter. “My son Jim is prepared to sign
a major-league contract by Thanksgiving. If you are interested, please have
your bid in by then.” He sent the letter to about half the major-league clubs.
The only club we fooled was the Yankees.

Jerry Coleman came out to talk to us, and my dad was careful to have
baseball-team letterheads strewn around as if we were up to our ears in
offers. Coleman authorized the local scout, Art Stewart, to go up to
$30,000, and it was laid out this way: I’d get a $5,000 bonus, $5,000 a year
in salary over the next three years, and I’d get the remaining $10,000 if I
made it to the major leagues. It came to $10,000 a year—if I made it. A lot
of bonuses weren’t as big as they sounded.

But I was happy and my dad and I threw our arms around each other and
congratulated each other on how smart we were to pull such a fast one on
the New York Yankees. As it turned out I spent those three years in the
minors and did make the Yankees, which means they made a pretty cheap
investment. In recent years I’ve been kidding my dad about having sold me
short in the first place and how a really astute father would have been able
to get me at least $50,000 or $60,000.
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Before the game today Rollie Sheldon was talking about old-timers.
It’s a funny thing, but athletes have improved tremendously through the
years in every sport where performance can be objectively measured—track
and field, swimming, etc. Yet in other sports, especially boxing and
baseball, there are always people who say the old-timers were better—even
unmatched. I don’t believe that, and I was very interested when Sheldon
pointed out some figures in the Hall of Fame book. Like, old “Hoss”
Radbourne, who played before the turn of the century. He pitched the last
27 games of the season for his team and won 26 of them. Old Hoss was 5
feet 9 inches tall and weighed 168 pounds. Some hoss! Pony is more like it.

Some of the other heights and weights in the book were great. Wilbert
Robinson was 5-9 and 215 pounds. Can you imagine what he looked like?
Which reminds me of what Johnny Sain used to say on Old-Timers’ days:
“There sure is a lot of bullshit going on in here today. The older they get the
better they were when they were younger.”

Pitched my three innings today and gave up two runs. I consider it a good
outing, however. I struck out the first hitter I faced on four pitches, all
knuckleballs. (Don’t ask me who he was; hitters are just meat to me. When
you throw a knuckleball you don’t have to worry about strengths and
weaknesses. I’m not sure they mean anything, anyway.) I noticed again that
I throw a better knuckleball in a game than I do on the sidelines. Maybe
because the juices start flowing.

I gave up only one hit, a line-drive single after I got behind on the count
to Danny Cater—2 and O on knuckleballs. I had to come in with a fastball
and he hit it pretty good. The only other well-hit ball was off a knuckler, but
it was on the ground and went for an out.

In the three innings I walked two, committed an error (hit Bert
Campaneris in the head trying to throw him out at first), was hurt by a
passed ball (a real good knuckler that broke in on a right-handed hitter,



went off McNertney’s glove and back to the backstop) and a couple of
sacrifice flies. Two unearned runs. So the old ERA starts off at zero.

In the shower room, Maglie told me he felt I needed my other pitches to
set up my knuckleball. He also said he didn’t want me to become strictly a
knuckleball pitcher and that I should work on my curve, fastball and
change-up. “Even if you don’t throw it for a strike, just show it to them and
let them know you have it,” he said. I was glad to hear that from Sal. No
matter what Bobbie says, I don’t want to abandon myself completely to the
knuckleball. T can still hear that lost chord.
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Game called on account of rain. So we sat around the clubhouse and
shot the shit. We’re still in the process of feeling each other out. Because
we’re all sort of strangers there are no old, smoldering problems. Mostly we
know each other only from playing against each other. Ray Oyler was
saying that here Gary Bell is lockering next to him and for the last eight
years Ray’d been screaming across the field at him, “Hey, sweetheart.
Where’s your purse, you big pussy?” Ray says it’s all very strange.

The only guy here I ever hollered at was Jim Gosger. He was always just
a marginal player with the Kansas City A’s but he would hit me like he was
Ted Williams. I used to scream at him, “What the hell are you doing hitting
me? You’re not good enough.” And he’d say what hitters always say, even
if you get them out. “Can’t understand how you get anybody out with that
shit you throw!”

There are days, I suppose, when we are both right.

Little Mike asked me today when I would be pitching for the Seattle
Angels and I had to tell him it wouldn’t be the Angels, it would be the
Pilots. He got used to Angels last year when Seattle was a minor-league
affiliate of the California Angels. It’s been rough on Mike. First it was the
New York Yankees and then the Syracuse Chiefs, and just when he was
getting used to Syracuse it was the Yankees again, and then the Seattle
Angels, and now the Seattle Pilots. And let’s hope it won’t be the
Vancouver Mounties. I’ve got to make this club and stay here all year if
only so my son will know where his dad’s working.

Saw a diagram of Sicks’ Stadium (named after beer baron Emile Sicks)
in Seattle today, and the power alleys—where the sluggers put away
knuckleballs that don’t knuckle—are 345 feet. Yankee Stadium is over 100
feet deeper in left-center and over 60 feet deeper in right-center. No doubt
about it, I’'m going to be a threat in old Sicks’.
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Knuckleball to the rescue today. I pitched batting practice, and when I
was warming up my elbow hurt on every pitch—except the knuckleball. It
was impossible for me to get loose. So I gave each hitter three nothing
fastballs and two knuckleballs, and the knucklers were really jumping.
Afterward Sal came over and said, “It was really moving today.” That’s the
first comment he’s had on the knuckleball. Maybe I can make him a
believer.

I guess it wasn’t too good for my elbow, though. When I got through
pitching it felt like somebody had set fire to it. I’ll treat it with aspirin, a
couple every four hours or so.

I’ve tried a lot of other things through the years—Iike butazolidin, which
is what they give to horses. And D.M.S.0.—dimethyl sulfoxide. Whitey
Ford used that for a while. You rub it on with a plastic glove and as soon as
it gets on your arm you can taste it in your mouth. It’s not available
anymore, though. Word is it can blind you. I’ve also taken shots—novocain,
cortisone and xylocaine. Baseball players will take anything. If you had a

pill that would guarantee a pitcher 20 wins but might take five years off his
life, he’d take it.

Reminds me of the dumb things I used to do when I was in high school.
The idea in those days was that when your arm was overworked and
inflamed you put heat on it. It is exactly the wrong thing to do. We did it
anyway. First Atomic Balm, which is just about what you’d expect from the
name. You wore that stuff in the shower and let the hot water run on it, as
hot as you could stand it. Then there was this stuff called Heet! I’d paint
that all over my arm and I’d lie on my bed in agony. Sometimes I actually
burned off a layer of skin. Now that’s dedication.

A couple of things about sore arms. When I was throwing the kind of
fastball that made my hat fall off people would ask me, “Jesus, doesn’t it
hurt? It looks like your arm’s going to come off.” I thought it was a silly
question because it felt just fine. But now when I try to throw that way it



feels like all those people told me it should feel. It feels like my arm’s going
to come off at the shoulder.

The most painful thing about it is that you know you’re damaging
something. It’s pain, but it’s fear, too. Sometimes the pain is like you get
when you bang your funny bone. It hurts like hell. Only when it’s your
funny bone you know it’s a passing thing. When it’s your shoulder you
think you might be snapping a muscle or ligament and you’ll never be able
to throw again. Pain and fear are a tough combination.

I try to stay away from the club doctor. This is something I learned in my
first season. I was at Auburn, N.Y., and I got hit with a line drive that broke
the thumb on my pitching hand. The Yankees flew me to New York to see
Dr. Sidney Gaynor. I walked into his office with my dad and he said, “Who
are you?”

I told him my name and said the Yankees had told me to see him.

He pointed at my dad. “And who are you?”

“I’'m Jim’s dad.”

“Anything wrong with you?”

“No.”

“Then what are you doing here?”

“Well, I just came along with Jim.”

“We don’t need you. Stay out here.”

He took me into another office, took the cast off my thumb and bent it
every which way. Then he told me it was broken and that it should have a
bandage instead of a cast and that I shouldn’t bump it into anything.

My dad couldn’t believe the way Dr. Gaynor had spoken to him and I
said he must just have had a bad day. I was sure he wasn’t that way all the
time. But I found out later he was that way all the time.

When I had my arm trouble in 1965 I went to him and he put me through
some stretching exercises and said, “You got a sore arm.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said. “It hurts when I throw.”

He was offended. It was like I had told him he had gravy on his tie. “If
it’s sore, don’t throw,” he said.

“For how long? A day, a week?”

“I don’t know,” he said. He was growling by now. “When it starts feeling
better then you can start throwing again.” Real scientific.



I believe Dr. Gaynor was actually offended when you came to him with
an injury. You were imposing on his time. I’m sure there were a lot of guys
who chose not to go to him with injuries because they didn’t want to take
his guff. I know I did. Mickey Mantle and Whitey Ford would go to other
doctors sometimes and once Mantle got a vitamin shot from a quack who
used an unsterile needle, and almost missed a World Series with a bleeding
abscess on his hip.
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I overheard Lou Piniella having a heated discussion with Joe Schultz
and, nosy as I am, I asked him what it was about. Piniella said that a couple
of players had heard Joe tell a sportswriter yesterday that if Piniella couldn’t
throw any better than he was throwing he wouldn’t make the club. Lou said
his arm had bothered him last year and he just wanted to nurse it this spring.
I can understand why he was upset. He’s only been here two weeks and
that’s not enough time to get your arm ready or for them to decide that
someone could make the club or not make it. It’s ridiculous, particularly
since Lou hit .300 last year with a Triple-A club and he was one of their
$175,000 draftees. Sounds like somebody up there wants to unload Lou
Piniella.

Either that, or Joe Schultz is pushing the panic button. It’s a managerial
disease Johnny Keane fell victim to when he managed the Yankees. John
was a good, decent man, and no doubt there was lot of pressure on him. He
seemed to feel that each day was the most important day of the season and
it started right with the opening game of spring training. John always
seemed willing to sacrifice a season to win a game. And this caused a lot of
long-range problems. Guys played when they were hurt and then were out
longer than they would have been if they hadn’t been pushed back too soon.
Mantle used to love to tell about his conversations with Keane. He said
they’d go like this:

“How do your legs feel today, Mick?”

“Not too good.”

“Yes, but how do they feel?”

“It hurts when I run, the right one especially. I can’t stride on it or
anything.”

“Well, do you think you can play?”

“I don’t know. I guess I can play. Yeah, hell, what the hell. Sure, I can
play.”

“Good. Great. We need you out there. Unless you’re hurt—unless it
really hurts you. I don’t want you to play if you’re hurt.”



“No, it’s okay. I hurt, but it’s okay. I'll watch it.”
“Good, good. We sure need you.”

After a while we used to joke in the outfield. I’d go over to Mick and say,
“Mick, how does your leg feel?”

“Well, it’s severed at the knee.”

“Yes, but does it hurt?”

“No, I scotch-taped it back into place.”

“And how’s your back?”

“My back is broken in seven places.”

“Can you swing the bat?”

“Yeah, I can swing. If I can find some more Scotch tape.”
“Great. Well, get in there then. We need you.”

Poor Steve Barber was in the training room today getting some diathermy
on his shoulder. He says his arm doesn’t hurt. Ballplayers learn after a while
that you don’t tell anybody you have an injury if you can possibly avoid it,
even a teammate. It might get back to the coaches, get spread around and be
blown up out of all proportion. More important, it’s because you don’t want
to admit it to yourself.
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Pitched three innings, gave up five hits, one of them a tremendous
home run over the left-field fence by a guy who caught me in Seattle last
year, Tom Egan. Tommy Davis said he could follow the flight of the ball
pretty good, until he lost it in a cloud. A very bad day for the knuckleball. It
just didn’t knuckle. The overhand curve was working pretty good and some
of the fastballs hopped pretty good. Who knows, maybe my old motion is
coming back. The sirens are still singing.

Steve Barber went three innings and pitched pretty well. Maybe his arm
doesn’t hurt him after all—except that he was in the diathermy machine
again this morning. Steve reminds me of a guy who was with the Yankees
for a while, Billy Short. He was a little left-hander with a face on him like a
kewpie doll. He was constantly getting diathermy and ultrasound on his
arm. He even wanted to use a machine between innings, and once he asked
the trainer if he could bring the ultrasound out to the bullpen so he could get
it on his arm during the game in case he had to warm up.

I know exactly how he felt. I’ve wanted ultrasound on my arm between
pitches sometimes. Or novocain.

I was judge in an age contest today. Bill Stafford, Ray Oyler, Don
Mincher and Tommy Davis. I said Oyler looked oldest. They laughed,
because that made Oyler a four-time winner. In the book, Tommy is twenty-
nine, the rest thirty, Oyler included, which made me glance into the mirror
myself. I still look to be in my mid-twenties. I'm glad the mirror doesn’t
reflect what’s in my arm.

Mike Marshall was in the Tiger organization for a while and he says that,
like the Yankees, they frown on players telling reporters the truth. A
reporter asked Mike what he was being paid and he said he didn’t feel he
could say, but it was less than the minimum. The reporter printed it and
asked how the hell the Tigers could be paying their No. 1 reliever less than
the minimum. So Mike got called in by Jim Campbell, the general manager.



Campbell wasn’t angry that Mike was making less than the minimum, but
that he told.

I asked Mike if he’d ever talked to Johnny Sain about contracts and he
said he hadn’t. Sain gives you good advice on how to get money out of a
ballclub. John’s a quiet guy and follows most of the baseball rules about
keeping your mouth shut, but he’s not afraid to ask for money if he thinks
he deserves it. He was with the Boston Braves in 1948, the year they won
the pennant. It was Spahn and Sain and then, dear Lord, two days of rain.
Warren Spahn and Sain were the staff and Sain really put it to John Quinn,
who was the general manager. Sain had had a big argument in the spring
about his contract and signed for less than he wanted. Now the team was
just home from a western trip and fighting for the pennant and Sain went to
Quinn and said, “I’d like to talk about my contract.”

“We’ll talk about your contract next winter, when it comes up,” Quinn
said.

“No, I’d like to talk about it now,” John said.

“What the hell,” Quinn said. “You signed a contract and we’re going to
stick by it. We can’t renegotiate a contract during the season.”

“Well, you’re going to renegotiate this one,” John said.
“What the hell do you mean by that?” Quinn said.

“I’m supposed to pitch Thursday,” Sain said. “But unless you pay me
what I wanted in the beginning I’m not pitching.”

That meant it would be Spahn and rain and pray for a hurricane, and then
maybe a flood. So Quinn tore up his contract and gave him a new one, and
John won 24 games. He used to say to me, “Now, don’t be afraid to climb
those golden stairs. Go in there and get what you’re worth.” Those golden
stairs.

Ruben Amaro is here with the Angels and I was happy to see him. We
were good friends in New York. He’s the kind of guy, well, there’s a dignity
to him and everybody likes and respects him. He’s outspoken and has very
strong opinions but he never antagonizes people with his positions the way
I sometimes do. I wish I could be more like him.

Roger Repoz is with the Angels too, and I asked him if he had linguine
last year in our restaurant in Detroit. He said he was keeping the faith.



More conversation about positive thinking today. When I pitched in the
World Series in 63 and ’64, I won two out of three games and the only
thought that went through my mind before and during the game was,
“Please don’t let me embarrass myself out there.” No thought of winning or
losing. If you told me beforehand that I would lose the game but it would be
close and I wouldn’t be embarrassed, I might well have settled for that. I
was terrified of being humiliated on national television and in front of all
my friends. Now, that’s certainly not positive thinking, and yet I was able to
win ballgames. Maybe there is a power to negative thinking.
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Arm felt pretty good today after pitching yesterday and I don’t know
whether to attribute it to the aspirin or the bottle of Beaujolais I polished off
at dinner. Or maybe it was the ice I put on my elbow.

Marty Pattin pitched today and looked good. He reminded me of when I
was a young phenom. Straight overhand pitcher, good rising fastball, hard
overhand curve. He’s a little guy but cocky, with lots of guts. When I saw
him throwing free and easy like that it really made me want to find my old
stuff.

I looked over Maglie’s record today and noticed that he had his best years
after coming back from the Mexican League and was thirty-three years old.
So I’'m wondering if I’'m not going to end up being a fastball, curveball
pitcher again this year. But then I remember what it was like last year; how
frustrating it was to find my motion and get my rhythm, and how I’d get hit
and then not get any regular work. All of which tells me I better stick to the
knuckleball.

I guess you could say I’'m torn.

Ding Dong Bell gets his first start against Arizona State U. tomorrow and
he says he’s not ready. I told him it’s no sweat because if anybody makes
this team it’s going to be old Ding Dong, no matter what happens this
spring. He said he realized that, and he’s going to go out there and just keep
from getting hurt.

Pitching against a college team, you can’t look good no matter what. If
you do well, they’re just college kids. If you don’t, you’re a bum. Yet the
kids are in better shape than we are and can be a pain in the ass.

Batting practice is the time to stand around in the outfield and tell each
other stories. At first we all sort of kept our distance, standing fifteen feet
apart and doing the job the way it’s supposed to be done. By now, though,



we’re standing in clumps of five or ten and take turns catching whatever fly
balls happen to come our way.

It was Dick-Stuart-story-day today, and this one was about the time
Johnny Pesky was managing the Red Sox and Stuart was playing for him
and showing up late for a lot of things. For some reason this upset Pesky, so
he called a meeting to talk about MORALE. Stuart was late for it. In fact he
didn’t show up until about half an hour before the game (three is considered
about right) and he walked right into the middle of the meeting. All eyes
were on him as he opened the door to the clubhouse and, without missing a
beat, opened his double-breasted jacket, paraded to the center of the room
with his hips swinging, did a pirouette and said, “And here he is, nattily
attired in a black suede jacket by Stanley Blacker, with blue velveteen pants
and shoes by Florsheim. The handkerchief is by Christian Dior.” Everybody
went nuts. Even Pesky had to laugh.

Stuart’s a beauty. I remember a game we played against him in Boston
with Earl Wilson pitching. On the first pitch of the game somebody hit a
foul pop fly between the catcher and first base and Earl ran over to call who
was supposed to catch the ball, and he made a tragic mistake. He called
Stuart. The ball dropped to the ground in front of him with a sickening thud.

Earl picked up the ball and stormed back to the mound. The next pitch
was another pop fly, this one in fair territory. Earl ran over screaming at the
top of his lungs, “I got it! I got it!” He wasn’t taking any chances. At the
last second, guess who ran into him and spiked him? Dick Stuart. The ball
went flying and the runner got two bases.

Now Wilson’s got a spiked left foot and a man on second and he’s
steaming mad. The next pitch is a ground ball on the first-base line and Earl
runs over, picks it up, whirls to throw to first and Stuart isn’t on the bag.
First and third.

Wilson slammed his glove down and walked toward the dugout like he
was quitting right there, but he thought better of it and came back to the
game. And Stuart? Stuart was his usual jovial self. He knew he had bad
hands and there was nothing he could do about it.

Curt Blefary is another guy with classically bad hands. When he was
with Baltimore, Frank Robinson nicknamed him “Clank,” after the robot.
Once the team bus was riding by a junkyard and Robinson yelled for the
driver to stop so Blefary could pick out a new glove. (If you’re going to



shake hands with a guy who has bad hands you are supposed to say, “Give
me some steel, Baby.”)

Speaking of hands, there’s the story of the player who was sound asleep
on an airplane when suddenly it ran into some turbulence. He woke up and
promptly threw up. But just before he messed all over himself he managed
to reach up and catch most of it in his hands. The guy sitting next to him,
with perfect aplomb, turned to him and said, “Good hands.”
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I’m not sure I’'m going to like Don Mincher. I keep hearing that big
southern accent of his. It’s prejudice, I know, but every time I hear a
southern accent I think: stupid. A picture of George Wallace pops into my
mind. It’s like Lenny Bruce saying he could never associate a nuclear
scientist with a southern accent. I suppose there are people in baseball who
are as turned off by my northern accent, and I’ve often thought that the best
way to get through professional baseball is never to let on you have an
education.

Well, Mincher was talking about going to see a Johnny Cash show, and I
imagine when he talks about Johnny Cash it’s like the Negro players talking
about James Brown. Lots of times in the clubhouse you’ll have a radio on
and every once in a while it gets switched back and forth between a soul-
music station and a country-western station. If you’re going good you get to
hear your kind of music. In the Yankee clubhouse, western music
dominated. In the Horace Clark Memorial Lounge you heard the music
from the Virgin Islands and soul music. In the trainer’s room, where Mickey
Mantle was king, you’d hear the Buck Owenses and Conway Twittys.

Went to the rodeo with the family, and when they played “The Star-
Spangled Banner” Mike said, as he does every time he hears it, “Dad,
they’re playing the baseball song again.”

We were toasting marshmallows in the backyard and I was sharpening a
stick to put through the marshmallows when I sliced off most of the tip of
my left thumb. I went to the clubhouse to have it repaired. Someone saw the
ugly slice and immediately a crowd formed, as it always does when
something gory is on exhibit. We like to say about ourselves—we baseball
players—that we’re ghouls. I remember one time it was standing room only
in Ft. Lauderdale when Jake Gibbs got hit on the thumb and they had to
drill a hole through his nail to relieve the pressure. I had a front-row seat
myself. The drill boring through the nail started to smoke and when it hit
paydirt Jake jerked his hand and the drill was ripped out of the trainer’s



hand and here’s Jake’s hand waving in the air with the drill still hanging
from the hole in his nail. One of the great thrills of the spring.

Looking at Steve Barber doing his jumping-jacks during calisthenics I
realized that his pitching arm is all bent and much shorter than his right
arm. That’s from throwing curveballs. It’s almost as deformed as Bud
Daley’s arm. Bud, who had polio as a boy, pitched for the Yankees for a
while. The polio left him with a crook in his right arm. It didn’t bother him,
even when the players would make fun of it. Sometimes there would be
twenty-five guys in front of the dugout, all of them catching the ball with a
crooked arm.

When I told Barber he looked like Bud Daley, he laughed and said, “Yes,
but Daley didn’t have to pitch with that arm, only catch.”

Barber was in the diathermy machine again today and then looked pretty
good in batting practice. I’ve been taking aspirin. My arm hurts and I didn’t
do as well pitching BP as Barber. Maybe there’s something to that
diathermy machine.

The only thing I think of these days when I go out to pitch is how my arm
feels. My concern used to be about how my curveball was breaking and
whether I could get the fastball over. Now I think about my arm. Hell, once
the hitter gets up there I can always make adjustments and find something
to throw him. But if your arm hurts, that’s it.

I’ve had a lot of conversations with my arm. I ask what the hell I ever did
to it. I ask why won’t it do for me what it used to do in the old days. I
whisper lovingly to it. Remember ’64? Remember ’63? Wasn’t it fun?
Things could be like that again. Just one more time, one more season. It
never listens.

When I was shaving today, a rookie beside me reminded me of how old I
am for this game. His name is Dick Baney; he’s a young kid and has a great
fastball. I hate him. “Hey, I wrote you a fan letter that you never answered,”
he said.

I thought, hell, he’s so young, it might be true. “When did you write it?” I
asked.

“When I was about six,” he said.



If there’s one thing I hate it’s a smart-ass rookie. I know a lot about
smart-ass rookies. I was one myself. The guy I got on when I came to the
Yankees was Jim Coates. Actually he got on me first. He’d say, “Get a few
years in the big leagues before you pop off.” Or he’d get on me about my
number being too high. And I’d get on him about being so skinny. One time
in the trainer’s room, I asked him if those were really his ribs or was he
wearing a herringbone suit. That one drove him up the wall.

He’d lisp at me when I was going in to pitch. “Is she going out and try it
again today? Is she really going to try today?”

And I’d say, “Yeah, Coates, I’'m going out there and hammer another nail
into your coffin.”

Another time I said, “Hey, Coates, you endorsing iodine?”

And he said, cautiously, “Why?”

“Because I saw your picture on the bottle.”
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We had a visit from Commissioner Bowie Kuhn today. The visit was
preceded by the usual announcement from the manager: “All right, let’s get
this thing over with as quickly as we can.” What it really means is: “Okay
you guys, you can listen. But don’t ask any questions.”

The commissioner said that baseball is a tremendous, stupendous game
and that it didn’t need any drastic changes; that we simply needed to
improve our methods of promotion. One of the things that none of us
should do, he said, is knock the game. He said if we were selling Pontiacs
we wouldn’t go around saying what a bad transmission it has. In other
words, don’t say anything bad about baseball.

He said he was pleased with the settlement that had been made with the
players but he felt there was too much bitterness in the dispute. I felt there
was an unspoken warning there to be careful of things we said that could be
interpreted as bitterness toward the owners. Imagine being bitter toward the
owner of a baseball club.

Kuhn also talked about the integrity of the game and how he felt it’s one
of the only sports that the average fan knows in his heart is completely
honest. (I wonder what the football, basketball and hockey people would
say to that.) I’'m not sure all fans feel that way, but I really don’t think there
is any gambling at all inside baseball. I may be naive, but I don’t think
there’s any gambling, or any intentional passing along of information.

Kuhn got a nice round of applause and nobody asked any questions. Then
he left with Joe Reichler, the Commissioner’s personal caddy.
Commissioners come and go, but Joe will always be with us. Some guys
were made to be permanent caddies.

All of which for some reason reminds me of one of our bullpen
occupations: choosing an All-Ugly Nine. Baseball players are, of course,
very gentle people. If we happen to see some fellow who is blessed with a
bad complexion we immediately call him something nice, like “pizza face.”
Or other sweet little things like:

“His face looks like a bag of melted caramels.”



“He looks like he lost an acid fight.”

“He looks like his face caught on fire and somebody put it out with a
track shoe.”

Some famous all-uglies are Danny Napoleon (“He’d be ugly even if he
was white,” Curt Flood once said of him); Don Mossi, the big-eared relief
ace on the all-ugly nine (he looked like a cab going down the street with its
doors open); and Andy Etchebarren, who took over as catcher from Yogi
Berra when the famed Yankee receiver was retired to the All-Ugly Hall of
Fame.

Lost to Arizona State 5-4 yesterday, and would you believe that Joe
Schultz and Marvin Milkes are steaming? In fact one of the pitchers who
was taken out of the game got cut today—Bill Edgerton. He figured to get
cut because he was one of the five or six guys who were asked to move
their lockers to the visiting-team locker room. Of course, they were told it
had nothing to do with their ability or status, just that some guys had to
move. By coincidence, most of them were cut today. The only one I was
really interested in was Greg Goossen, whom I’d come to like, mainly
because he had the ability to laugh at himself.

That’s what Milkes and Schultz should have done about losing to
Arizona State—laugh. Or at least not take it so damn seriously. Except they
probably think that the fans and writers are going to draw a lot of
conclusions about a game like this and, alas, they’re probably right. You
can’t educate everybody about baseball in two weeks.

Lou Piniella has the red ass. He doesn’t think he’s been playing enough.
He’s a good-looking ballplayer, 6-2, handsome, speaks fluent Spanish and
unaccented English. He’s from Tampa. He says he knows they don’t want
him and that he’s going to quit baseball rather than go back to Triple-A. He
says that once you get labeled Triple-A, that’s it. I suggested to him that this
wasn’t the year to quit because the Seattle people were bound to make
mistakes in their early decisions and I thought there would be a shuttle
system between Vancouver and Seattle and that guys who didn’t stay with
the club the first month might be called up real quick. But he said he was
going to quit anyway and force them to do something. And since he cost



$175,000 in the expansion draft he figures they’d rather make a deal for
him than lose him altogether. He’s probably right. A lot of decisions in
baseball are based upon cost rather than ability. Cost is easier to judge.

Now that the cut-down season is here we’ll soon be talking of deaths in
the family. At least that’s what we did with the Yankees. When a guy got
cut we’d say he died. Fritz Peterson would come over to me and say,
“Guess who died today.” And he’d look very downcast and in the tones of
an undertaker read the roll of the dead.

A player who wasn’t going well was said to be sick, very sick, in a coma
or on his deathbed, depending on how bad he was going. Last year when I
was sent to Seattle, Fritz asked me what happened and I said I died.

“You can’t die,” Fritz said. “You’re too good to die.”
Like Mae West once said, goodness has nothing to do with it.

On the Yankees the Grim Reaper was Big Pete. Once he whispered in
your ear that the manager wanted to see you, you were clinically dead. I
remember toward the end of one spring training, Don Lock, an outfielder
with a pretty good sense of humor (he needed it, having spent a lot of years
in the Yankee chain trying to break into an outfield of Tom Tresh, Mantle
and Maris), barricaded his locker. He hung sweatshirts across the top,
crossed out his name, piled up his gloves and shoes in front to form a
barrier, then snuggled inside the locker holding a bat like it was a rifle, and
fired it at anybody who came near. It was good for a few laughs, but in the
end the Grim Reaper got him anyway.

Another way Big Pete would let you know you had died was by not
packing your equipment bag for a road trip. There would be a packed bag in
front of every locker except yours. Rest in peace. It’s kind of like, “All
those who are going to New York City, please step forward. Not so fast,
Johnson.”

When I warm up tomorrow I’ll be trying to recreate in my mind an
abstract feeling I get when I’'m throwing well. It can’t be explained. It’s a
feeling, the feeling you get when you’re doing something right, a sort of
muscular memory. I find the best way to arrive at this feeling is to eliminate
all other thoughts and let my mind go blank. Sometimes, when you can’t
find this feeling while you’re warming up, panic sets in. It’s one of the



reasons I like to use a double warm-up. The interval between the two warm-
ups gives me a chance to think about what I did and to see if I can’t make
some corrections.

If this sounds insane, it may be.
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Scottsdale

Had a long chat with Steve Hovley in the outfield. He’s being called
“Tennis Ball Head” because of his haircut, but his real nickname is Orbit, or
Orbie, because he’s supposed to be way out.

Hovley is anti-war and I asked him if he ever does any out-and-out
protesting in the trenches. He said only in little things. For instance, when
he takes his hat off for the anthem he doesn’t hold it over his heart. I feel
rather the same way. The whole anthem-flag ritual makes me
uncomfortable, and when I was a starting pitcher I’d usually be in the
dugout toweling sweat off during the playing of the anthem.

We agreed we’re both troubled by the stiff-minded emphasis on the flag
that grips much of the country these days. A flag, after all, is still only a
cloth symbol. You don’t show patriotism by showing blank-eyed love for a
bit of cloth. And you can be deeply patriotic without covering your car with
flag decals.

Hovley said he didn’t mind being called Orbit. “In fact I get
reinforcement from it,” he said. “It reminds me that I’m different from them
and I’m gratified.”

What’s different about Hovley is that he’ll sit around reading Nietzsche
in the clubhouse and sometimes he’ll wonder why a guy behaves a certain
way. In baseball, that’s a revolutionary.

I must say, though, that things are changing. When I first came up with
the Yankees, there was intolerance of anybody who didn’t conform right
down the line—including haircut and cut of suit. But as the old-timers
disappear, there seems to be more freedom, more tolerance.

Hovley and I got to talking about the strange relationship between
baseball managers and players, and the fact that players seldom talk to
managers about anything. “I ran into Joe Schultz in the shower the other
day,” Hovley said, “and suddenly we were all alone. I really didn’t know
what to say to him. The only thing I could think to say was, “‘Who’s going
to play third this year?’ or ‘How many pitchers are you going to take
north?” So when he said, ‘Hi, Steve, how are you?’ I said, ‘Fine,” and



immediately started lathering up my face so I wouldn’t have to talk to him
anymore.”

I was shocked when I got to the ballpark today—figuring I was going to
be the starting pitcher and go five innings or so—to be told by Sal that I
was the third pitcher and that I’d only go one or two innings. Immediately
my mind started churning. Does this mean I’'m being put on the shelf? I've
heard that last-two-innings talk before in my career and it always means,
“See you later.”

But it was needless worry. Dick Baney, who started and was told to go as
far as he could, got nailed early. Four runs in four innings. Stafford came in
for two innings and looked terrible. So I was in there in the seventh.

I started off great. I gave the first guy all knuckleballs and got him on a
grounder. To the next guy I threw five beautiful knuckleballs. He missed the
first two for strikes. Then he fouled three of them off and I figured now I’ve
got him. He must be expecting another knuckleball, because every knuckler
I threw him was knuckling better than the one before. Surely he isn’t
looking for a fastball.

I looked in for the sign and the catcher was thinking the same thing. So I
cranked up and gave him a fastball, hoping to sneak it by him, and he snuck
it over the left-field fence. Tommy Davis, my friend, once again lost sight
of the ball when it went behind a cloud. I hate to think how far he might
have hit it had we not fooled him so badly.

After the game Sal said I'll probably pitch again tomorrow, which means
they now must be thinking of me as a short-relief man. I’d like to pitch an
inning or so the day after tomorrow because that’s when we play the Giants.
I was always a Giants fan when I was a kid and I'd like to pitch against
Willie Mays so I can tell my brother what it feels like. Whenever we played
stickball as kids we’d take turns being the Giants and Dodgers. I pitched to
Willie Mays hundreds of times, only it was my brother, batting right-handed
even though he was left-handed so he’d look as much like Willie as
possible. Now I’d like a shot at the real thing, with a baseball instead of a
rubber ball. I think it will be a fair match. Both of us are near the end of our
careers. He’s had a few more lucky years than I have, but we’re both over
thirty and that’s a great equalizer.



Whitey Ford always said that the way to make coaches think you’re in
shape in the spring is to get a tan. It makes you look healthier and at least
five pounds lighter. Following Ford’s postulate I was sitting on the bench in
the sun while Baney was pitching. This gave me an opportunity to listen in
on the pearls of Sal Maglie and Joe Schultz, who were also getting some
sun. These pearls are of a special kind, absolutely valueless at best,
annoying enough to upset your concentration at worst. For instance, a big
hitter was up with two men on base and as Baney looked in for the sign, Joe
Schultz hollered, “Now get ahead of this guy.” And Sal hollered, “Get
something on this pitch. He’s a first-ball hitter.”

And just as he cranked up to throw, somebody (I couldn’t tell who)
yelled, “High-ball hitter. Keep the ball down.”

If he takes all this advice Baney has to throw a strike at the knees with
Chinese mustard on it. What the hell, if you could throw that kind of pitch
every time you wanted to you wouldn’t need any coaching. Christ, you’d
have it made.

But Baney isn’t Superman. He got behind. Ball one, low in the dirt.
The next piece of advice was, “Got to get ahead now. Nothing too good.”

“Nothing too good” means don’t throw it down the middle and “got to
get ahead” means don’t throw him a ball. In other words, hit a corner.

Of course, he still has the other advice ringing in his ears. So now he’s
supposed to hit a corner, low on the knees, with a hard fastball. This is
wonderful advice. Ball two. Ball three.

“Got to come in there now, but not too good.”

That’s really beautiful advice. Especially with a good hitter up there who
may well be swinging at 3 and 0. Sure enough, Baney threw a good fastball
—Dbelt high. It got hit into center for a double and two runs. And as the ball
went out there Sal shook his head and said, sadly, “Too high, too high.”

How many inches are there between the belt and the knee? How many
pitches can you control to that tolerance? How many pitching coaches are
second-guessers? Answers: Eighteen inches. Very few. Most.

And this kind of bullshit goes on during most ballgames. The same things
are said over and over in the same situations. They all come to the same
thing. They’re asking you to obey good pitching principles; keep the ball
down (most hitters are high-ball hitters), don’t make the pitch too good
(don’t pitch it over the heart of the plate), move the ball around inside the



strike zone and change speeds (keep the hitter off balance), and get ahead of
the hitter (when you have two strikes on a hitter and two balls or fewer, you
may then throw your best pitch as a borderline strike and the hitter will
have to swing to protect himself).

This is the essence of the battle between the pitcher and the hitter, and it
doesn’t do any good to yell this kind of advice to a pitcher in a crisis
situation. He knows it as well as he knows his name. But pitching coaches
use shouted advice as protection. If they shout enough advice they can’t be
wrong.

Old Chicken Colonel Turner was a master at this. He’d sit in the dugout
and shout to Stan Bahnsen, “Now, keep the ball down, Bahnsen,” and Stan
would throw a letter-high fastball that would get popped up into the infield
and The Colonel would look down the bench and say, “The boy’s fastball is
moving. The boy’s fastball is rising.” Two innings later, same situation, the
very same pitch, home run into the left-field seats. The Colonel looks up
and down the bench and says very wisely, “Got the ball up. You see what
happens when you get the ball up?”

Then you’d get a weak left-handed hitter up in Yankee Stadium and
somebody would throw him a change-up and he’d hit it for a home run into
the short porch and The Colonel would say, “You can’t throw a change-up
to a left-handed hitter, boys. Not in this ballpark.” A week later a guy would
throw the same pitch to the same kind of hitter and the guy would be way
out in front and The Colonel would say, “Change-up. One of the best
pitches in baseball. You can really fool the hitter with it.”

Whatever the result, The Colonel always knew the cause. And in the little
world of baseball, he is not alone.

Merritt Ranew hit a pinch-hit home run that tied the game up in the ninth
inning. He got a very cold reception in the dugout. The reason is that
nobody wants to play extra innings in a spring game. It happened that we
scored two more runs in the inning and won it, but it was a narrow escape
and nobody was very happy with Ranew. By coincidence I have a soft spot
in my heart for extra-inning games in the spring and believe that every
player—at least every player who doesn’t have the team made—should feel
this way. I made the Yankee ballclub in an extra-inning spring game.



This was in 1962, and I wasn’t even on the roster. They asked me to pitch
the ninth inning of a game against St. Louis when we were behind by a run.
We tied it up in the bottom of the ninth, so I wound up pitching five
scoreless innings and lost it on an unearned run. But four days later I got to
pitch in another game, and then two more, and I made the club. If I"d
pitched only one inning in that first game they might never have taken
another look. In fact, all the scrubeenies pray for extra innings in the spring.
Or at least they should.
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We lost an 8-5 ballgame today and I did my part, giving up two runs
in a single inning. There was a triple on an ankle-high knuckleball (I hate
triples off ankle-high knuckleballs), and then Tommy Davis lost a fly ball in
the sun and it fell for a double.

When I was a kid I might have run out there and kicked him in the shin. I
actually used to do that. I would stop the game and scream at a kid if he
made an error, and everybody hated me for it. In recent years, though, I’ve
turned full circle. I may say to myself, “Ah, Tommy, you should have had
that,” but I go out of my way to show absolutely no reaction. I don’t pick up
the resin bag and slam it down, and I don’t kick dirt, and I don’t stare out at
the player.

The reasons are selfish. First of all, people think terrible thoughts about
you when you do that kind of thing, and I don’t like people to think terrible
thoughts about me. Secondly, you get on a player that way and he may miss
the next play too. So I say nothing.

While warming up to come into the game I was wondering if my wife
was in the park. I enjoy playing baseball better when I know there are
friends or family watching. It’s a bit of hot dog in me. I got a special kick
when my parents and my brothers used to come to a ballgame because it
seemed like T was putting on a special performance just for them. I’ve
pitched some of my best games when I knew I had left a lot of tickets for
my countless admirers. The longest game in the American League was
played in Detroit a few years ago. I pitched the last seven innings for the
Yankees in a 22-inning game and there were fifteen Bouton passes sitting
up there behind the dugout, all relatives of my wife. I really think I did
better because I knew they were there. Sometimes, when I know there are
no friends or family present, I pretend they’re home watching on television,
thousands of them. You take your ego trips, I take mine.

Lost the game today, so we had a chance to prove we could be more
silent than thou. After a loss the clubhouse has to be completely quiet, as



though losing strikes a baseball player dumb. The radio was blaring when
we came into the clubhouse and Joe Schultz strode the length of the room,
switched it off and went back to his office. After that you could cut the
silence with a bologna sandwich. The rule is that you’re not supposed to say
anything even if it’s a meaningless spring-training loss. Feeling remorse has
nothing to do with it. Those who did poorly in the game and those who did
well, even those who didn’t play, all are supposed to behave as if at a
funeral.

The important thing is to let the manager and coaches know you feel bad
about losing. I’'m sure they believe that if you look like you feel bad about
losing then you’re the type who wants to win. So you go along with the
little game. And they played this game real hard with the Yankees when I
got there, but every once in a while Phil Linz, Joe Pepitone and I would
giggle about something after a losing game and we got some pretty nasty
stares from the old guard.

This was what was behind the famous Phil Linz harmonica incident. It
was in 1964, when Yogi Berra was manager, on a bus ride from Comiskey
Park to O’Hare airport in Chicago. It was hot, we were tied up in Sunday
traffic, we’d blown a doubleheader, we’d lost four or five in a row, we were
struggling for a pennant and tempers were short. Linz was sitting beside
me, stewing because he hadn’t played, and all of a sudden he whipped out a
harmonica he’d bought that morning and started playing “Mary Had a Little
Lamb.” The reason he played “Mary Had a Little Lamb” was that it was the
only song he knew how to play. He really played very respectfully and
quietly, and if “Mary Had a Little Lamb” can sound like a dirge, it did.

Yogi, who was sitting in the front of the bus, stood up and said, “Knock it
off.”

Legend has it that Linz wasn’t sure what Berra said, so he turned to
Mickey Mantle and asked, “What’d he say?”

“He said play it louder,” Mantle explained.

Linz didn’t believe that. On the other hand he didn’t stop. In a minute
Yogi was in the back of the bus, breathing heavily and demanding that Linz
shove that thing up his ass.

“You do it,” Linz said, flipping the harmonica at him. Yogi swatted at it
with his hand and it hit Pepitone in the knee. Immediately he was up doing
his act called, “Oooooh, you hurt my little knee.” Pretty soon everybody



was laughing, even if you’re not supposed to laugh after losing, especially a
doubleheader.

And that was really all of it, except that I should point out that in the
middle of it all Crosetti stood up and in his squeaky voice screamed that
this was the worst thing he’d ever seen in his entire career with the Yankees.

Ray Oyler was racked up at second base by Glenn Beckert of the Cubs,
and when he came back to earth he was heard to call Beckert a son of a
bitch. This is not on the same order as motherfucker, but he didn’t have a lot
of time to think.

It has become the custom in baseball to slide into second base with a
courteous how do you do, so when somebody does slide in hard everybody
gets outraged and vows vengeance. A few years ago Frank Robinson slid
into Bobby Richardson with murderous aplomb and the Yankees were
visibly shocked. How could he do that to our Bobby? We’ll get him for that.
Actually this was a National League play and the Yankees simply weren’t
used to it.

Before the game, Joe Schultz asked me how the old knuckleball was
coming along and I said fine. I was ready to pitch. Indeed, I added, it was
my opinion that if a knuckleball pitcher got himself into proper shape he
could probably pitch every day because the knuckleball takes almost
nothing out of your arm. I was about halfway through this little speech
when I noticed that Schultz was staring over my shoulder into the blue, blue
sky. If T had said I just cut my grandmother’s throat from ear to ear, he
would no doubt have said, “Fine, fine.”

Managers don’t like to be told who should play and who shouldn’t, and
who should be a starting pitcher and who shouldn’t, and when Joe started
feeling I was telling him I should be a starter he turned me off. I shouldn’t
have said anything. I should have just lathered my face.
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Phoenix

Two talks today from my main men, Schultz and Maglie; one okay,
the other terrible.

Schultz said we weren’t in shape and that we were making physical
mistakes that we wouldn’t if we were—in shape, I mean. (I’'m not sure I
understood that.) But then he obviously felt he’d hurt our feelings and tried
to take it all back. “Shitfuck,” he said, using one of his favorite words
(“fuckshit” is the other). “Shitfuck. We’ve got a damned good ballclub here.
We’re going to win some games.”

I agree. I don’t see how we can avoid it.

What Schultz is afraid of, I guess, is that we might get down on ourselves
and then, well, the losing might never stop. Baseball players are a special
breed for getting down on themselves. When they do, it’s look out below.

The meeting with Maglie was disappointing, largely, I guess, because he
was my hero when I was a kid and I expected a lot out of him. Also because
he didn’t get along with Dick Williams, the Boston Red Sox manager. I
count that as a good sign because managers, being what they are, often
don’t get along with coaches who have something on the ball. I thought Sal
Maglie might turn out to be another Johnny Sain. Afraid not.

Maglie started out saying, “Look, you guys got to concentrate out there.
You’re not concentrating.”

Now what the hell does that mean? There are about thirty pitchers here,
young and old, and not one of them isn’t concentrating when he’s pitching.
I mean I know nobody is out there thinking about going out to play golf or
about how the beer is going to taste after the game. If anything, most of us
are concentrating too much, getting too tense, trying to do too much.
Johnny Sain always told guys who had control problems that they were
trying too hard to throw the ball to a specific spot, not that they weren’t
concentrating. Sain would compare pitching to a golfer chipping to a green
and say that if you tried for the cup you might miss the green. The thing to
do was just hit the green, pitch to a general area.



Control was our big problem, Sal said. We’ve walked eighty and struck
out only forty and the ratio should be the other way around. He’s absolutely
right. But he’s got the wrong reason.

Then he surprised me by mentioning my name. “Some of you guys think
you can get by on only one pitch,” he said. “You can’t do it. Nobody is a
one-pitch pitcher.” He added: “Bouton, they’re just waiting for your
knuckleball. You got to throw something else.”

In the immortal words of Casey Stengel, “Now, wait a minute.” Are we
trying to win ballgames down here or are we trying to get ready for the
season? What I have to learn is control of the knuckleball. And I’m not
going to learn it by throwing fastballs. I tried to explain that to Sal after the
meeting and he said, well, yes, but I should have some other pitches to set
up the knuckleball.

I said I agreed with him 100 percent. I said it because I’'m in a shaky
position here and the first thing you got to do is make the ballclub, and you
don’t make ballclubs arguing with pitching coaches.

Afterward in the outfield we talked about one-pitch pitchers. Ryne Duren
was a one-pitch pitcher. His one pitch was a wild warm-up. Ryne wore
glasses that looked like the bottoms of Coke bottles, and he’d be sort of
steered out to the mound and he’d peer in at the catcher and let fly his first
warm-up pitch over the screen and the intimidation was complete. All he
needed was his fastball and hitters ducking away.

And just for the hell of it I got into a conversation with Maglie about
when he was a great pitcher, and I asked him what he used to get the
Dodgers out with in his glory days with the Giants. “Ninety-seven
snappers,” Sal Maglie said.

So much for one-pitch pitchers.

Anyway, Gary Bell said not to worry about Maglie. “Last year in Boston
he told one of the newspaper guys I’d never last throwing across my body,”
Gary said. “Crissakes, I’ve been here fourteen years. You think he meant I’d
never last past fifty?”
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Day off, so I'll take the opportunity to discuss the beanball.
Everybody asks.

When I used to throw very hard I was always concerned that I would let a
fastball go and hit somebody in the head. Occasionally I would dump
somebody by accident and I’d run right up to the plate to see if he was all
right. T fractured Wayne Causey’s arm with a fastball and I felt terrible
about it for days.

The beanball (it’s sometimes called “chin music”) is a weapon. Hitters
don’t like pitchers throwing at them, and there are guys in the league who
have a reputation for not hitting as well after they’ve been thrown at a few
times. Nor do I look down on pitchers who use it as a weapon. They’re
probably shrewder than I am. I'm just not a crafty person, I guess,
especially when it comes to pitching. I probably should have cheated more.
I should have thrown a spitter. I should have used a mudball. I didn’t, and
I’m not sure why, except that when I was successful throwing real hard, I
didn’t need to. And when I was going bad, I was so bad nothing would help.

Only once in the years I’ve been pitching has anybody ever ordered me
to throw a duster. It was last year at Seattle and Joe Adcock, a man I like,
was the manager. I came into a game in relief and John Olerud, the catcher,
came out and said, “Joe wants you to knock this guy on his ass.”

I couldn’t believe it. So I said something clever. “What?”
“Joe wants you to knock this guy on his ass.”

“I just got in the game. I got nothing against this guy.”
“Well, he says to knock him on his ass.”

“Bullshit,” I said. “I haven’t thrown that much. I’m not sharp enough to
know where the hell I’'m throwing the ball. I’'m not going to do it. You go
back there and tell him that you told me to knock him down and that I
refused and if he wants to say something afterward let him say it to me.”

Adcock never said a word.



I mean, what if I screw up a man’s career? I’m going to have that on my
conscience for... well, for weeks maybe.

The fact is, though, that I once did throw at a guy. I mean to maim him.
His name was Fred Loesekam. He was in the White Sox organization and
he was a bad guy. He liked to slide into guys spikes high and draw blood.
During warm-ups he liked to scale baseballs into the dugout to see if he
could catch somebody in the back of the head. He even used our manager
for target practice. So I took my shots at him. We all did. Once I threw a
ball at him so hard behind his head that he didn’t even move. The ball hit
his bat and rolled out to me, and I threw him out before he got the bat off
his shoulder.

When you throw a ball behind a hitter’s head you’re being serious. His
impulse is to duck backwards, into the ball. If you’re not so serious and all
you want to do is put a guy out for a piece of the season, you aim for the
knee. An umpire will give you two or three shots at a guy’s knee before he
warns you. Mostly, though, T hardly ever brush anybody back on purpose.
And if I throw a knuckleball high inside, the hitter might decide to just take
it on the chin and trot down to first base.

And don’t believe it when you hear that a pitcher can throw the ball to a
two-inch slot. A foot and a half is more like it, I mean with any consistency.
When [ first came up I thought major-league pitchers had pinpoint control,
and I was worried that the best I could do was hit an area about a foot
square. Then I found out that’s what everybody meant by pinpoint control,
and that I had it.

Of course, hitters hear things from the bench: “Stick it in his ear!” That’s
almost as good as throwing at a hitter because now he thinks you’re going
to, and that’s half the battle. I know not what course others may take, but
for me, my most precious possession is the three balls I’'m allowed to throw
before I walk somebody. If I give up one of them merely to frighten the
hitter, I’'m giving up half my attack. I decided long ago I couldn’t afford
that.
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Death came calling today. Joe Schultz gathered a bunch of guys in his
office and told them that because of space requirements they’d have to work
out on our other field with the Vancouver squad. “You’re not cut,” Joe said.
“Your stuff is still in your locker and you’re still on the team. Don’t draw
any conclusions from this.”

It wasn’t really death. It was just the priest coming to your bedside to say
a few choice Latin words. Among the casualties were Steve Hovley, Rollie
Sheldon, Skip Lockwood and Jim O’Toole. One of the guys who got the
call, Lou Piniella, didn’t go into Joe’s office, but sort of sulked outside.
“Come on in, Lou,” Joe said. “It’s not going to be anything bad.” Lou knew
better.

Piniella is a case. He hits the hell out of the ball. He hit a three-run homer
today and he’s got a .400 average, but they’re easing him out. He complains
a lot about the coaches and ignores them when he feels like it, and to top it
off he’s sensitive as hell to things like Joe Schultz not saying good morning
to him. None of this is supposed to count when you judge a ballplayer’s
talents. But it does.

Besides, Schultz has his problems. They’re named Tommy Davis, Wayne
Comer, Jose Vidal and Jim Gosger, and somebody has to go. I’'m sure that
whoever is sent down will be the best of them.

The fellow I feel rather sorry for is Rollie Sheldon. His record is about
the same as mine, except he’s got fewer walks, and I’'ll wager he’s
wondering why I’m still here and he’s getting the message. All I can think
is that my knuckleball made me a better bet, a stick-out among the
mediocrities. Of course, a couple of poor performances by me and Joe
Schultz will be telling me I don’t have to worry either.

I was also rather sad about Claude “Skip” Lockwood. Hate to lose a
funny man. The other day we were talking about pitching grips in the
outfield (it was the day after I’d been mildly racked up by a couple of
doubles) and Lockwood asked me, “Say Jim, how do you hold your
doubles?”



About a week ago Lockwood said, “Hey, the coaches are calling me
Fred. You think it means anything?”

“Don’t worry about it, Charley,” I told him.

And today he came over and said he was a little confused, that he didn’t
know which field he was supposed to be working on. He said he guessed
things were getting better for him. “Last week I didn’t know who I was.
Now all I don’t know is where.”

I should point out that the Lockwood case is a perfect example of what
happens to a guy who reports an injury. He was scheduled to pitch in one of
the first two exhibitions but came up with a sore arm. Four days later he
went to Sal and said he felt fine. This was almost two weeks ago. He still
hasn’t pitched. When he asked Schultz about it the dandy manager said, “I
didn’t want to take a chance with your arm.”

That’s a crock of crap. What it amounts to is having a reason to cut a
young guy. If you can cut him for some reason other than his pitching it’s
just that much easier on your psyche. Decisions, decisions.

It’s also why, when you ask Steve Barber, while he’s sitting in the
diathermy machine, if he’s having trouble with his arm, he says, “No, no.
I’m just taking this as a precautionary measure.”

Sure enough, after the two workouts today on the two fields, the Grim
Reaper struck. Five or six of the guys who were told not to worry this
morning were cut this afternoon. Sheldon, Goossen, Lockwood, Bill
Stafford and a couple of guys I don’t know.

As I drove home after the game I passed the Vancouver practice field and
saw Goossen working out at first base. He’s hard to miss, with his blocky
build and blond, curly hair, working without a hat. I was already missing
him and the nutty things he does and I thought here’s a field that’s only
about fifty yards away and yet it’s really hundreds of miles away, the
distance between the big leagues and Vancouver. Those guys all work out at
different times, change in different locker rooms, listen to different coaches.
They moved into a different world when they got cut from the big club.
There were no tears, no sympathy, no farewells and no handshakes. And no
one goes down to that field to tell Goose to hang in there. One day he’s here
and the next he’s gone. It happens every day and it’s a reality to all of us,



yet I can’t help thinking how strange it is. There should be more fanfare
when a guy leaves, more goodbyes, more hang-in-theres. And once in a
while maybe we should stop when we drive by the practice field and give
Goose a wave and let him know we still like him and that he’s still alive.
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There was a notice on the bulletin board asking guys to sign up to
have their cars driven to Seattle. Price $150. The drivers are college kids. I
think I'd prefer Bonnie and Clyde. I say this because I remember college
and how I drove an automobile in those days and I would not have hired me
to drive my car. Still, a lot of guys put their names on the list—very
tentatively.

Baseball players’ words to a beautifully tender song (actually overheard
in the clubhouse division): “Summertiiiime, and your mother is easy.”

Steve Hovley was dancing to a tune on the radio and somebody yelled,
“Hove, dancing is just not your thing.”

“Do you mind if I decide what my thing is?” Hovley said.

So I asked him what his thing was. “I like sensual things,” he said.
“Eating, sleeping. I like showers and I like flowers and I like riding my
bike.”

“You have a bike with you?”

“Certainly. I rent one. And I ride past a field of sheep on the way to the
park every day and a field of alfalfa, and sometimes I get off my bike and
lie down in it. A field of alfalfa is a great place to lie down and look up at
the sky.”

I sure wish Hovley would make the team.

When I got to the ballpark this morning I ran into Frank Kimball, one of
the young catchers. He was standing under the eaves in order to keep out of
the pelting rain, his soggy equipment bag beside him. I knew, but I asked
anyway. “What’s up?”

“I just got sent down.”

“Too bad. When did you find out?”

“They did it chickenshit. They told me in the office when I went to get
my paycheck.”



“You mean Joe didn’t tell you?”

“No. And when I went back to him to ask him what the story was he said
he was sorry, he forgot to tell me.”

Eccch.

I haven’t been pitching very well and I think that as a result my sideburns
are getting shorter. Also, instead of calling Joe Schultz Joe I'm calling him
Skip, which is what I called Ralph Houk when I first came up. Managers
like to be called Skip.

I’m scheduled to pitch in the doubleheader they have scheduled
tomorrow. I’ll be at Scottsdale to pitch against the Cubs and a good outing
by me could clinch a spot on the staff—maybe. What I’ve got to
concentrate on this time is control and throwing other pitches besides the
knuckleball. Whatever Sal Maglie says, Jim Bouton does. I’ll impress the
hell out of him with my curve and fastball and I'll just use the knuckler to
get them out.
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Scottsdale

We lost a heartbreaker in the tenth, 7—6, but my heart wasn’t broken.
Indeed, I counted it as a pretty good day. Sorry about that, folks. I pitched
three innings, gave up two hits and no runs and was ahead of most of the
hitters. I used a good mixture of fastballs, overhand curves, change-ups and
knuckleballs. Take that, Sal Maglie.

Going in to pitch those three innings I told myself that it was life or
death, that everything depended on the way I pitched, that my dad was
extremely interested in how I did and I would be calling him after the game.
It was a good psyche job. Not only did I give up no runs, I popped up Ernie
Banks and I popped up Ron Santo, both on knuckleballs. After each inning
I looked up at my wife in the stands and we exchanged smiles, and in the
last inning I pounded my hand into my glove in triumph and when I looked
up at her she was as happy as, in the immortal words of Harry Golden, a
mouse in a cookie jar.

My wife actually believes that it’s possible, through concentration, to
transfer strength from one person to another. She believes that during the
game she transferred her strength to me and I pitched well. She is, of
course, a nut.

A revelation about Joe Schultz. Mike Hegan has been hitting the hell out
of the ball and at this point is to the Seattle Pilots what Mickey Mantle was
to the Yankees. Today he was hit on the arm by a fastball, and when Joe got
to him and said, “Where’d you get it, on the elbow?” Hegan said, “No. On
the meat of the arm, the biceps.”

“Oh shit, you’ll be okay,” Joe said. “Just spit on it and rub some dirt on
it.”

Hegan couldn’t move three of his fingers for an hour. But it didn’t hurt
Joe at all.



Riding beck to Tempe I had a beautifully serene feeling about the whole
day, which shows how you go up and down an emotional escalator in this
business. It was my first really serene day of the spring and I felt, well, I
didn’t care where the bus was going or if it ever got there, and I was content
to watch the countryside roll by. It was desert, of course, with cactus and
odd rock formations that threw back the flames of the setting sun. The sun
was a golden globe, half-hidden, and as we drove along it appeared to be
some giant golden elephant running along the horizon and I felt so good I
remembered something Johnny Sain used to talk about.

He used to say a pitcher had a kind of special feeling after he did really
well in a ballgame. John called it the “cool of the evening”, when you could
sit and relax and not worry about being in there for three or four more days;
the job done, a good job, and now it was up to somebody else to go out
there the next day and do the slogging. The cool of the evening.

Of course, there’s the converse. If a pitcher doesn’t do well, he has three
or four days to contemplate his sins. A hitter is back in there the next day,
grinding his teeth and his bat. Still, I was feeling so good that I began to
think about pitching against the Yankees, and what it would be like going
back to Yankee Stadium and facing them. I had all four of my pitches
working today, and I had good control, and I thought how much fun it’s
going to be to get back to the Stadium and toy, really toy with them. They
haven’t even seen my knuckleball. It could really be a picnic.

I think coach Eddie O’Brien is going to prove a gold-plated pain in the
ass. He must think he’s Frank Crosetti or something, because when I
reached into his ballbag he said, “What are you going to do with it?”

“I’m going to count the laces,” I told him. “And then I’'m going to juggle
it.”

Later on O’Brien noticed some of the guys were eating sunflower seeds
in the bullpen. “Hey, none of that,” he said. “No eating in the bullpen.”

“Not even sunflower seeds, Eddie?”

“Nothing. Not even sunflower seeds.”

Eddie O’Brien will have to be clued in on what happens in the bullpen.

Maybe the way to cure him is to make him head of the refreshment
committee.



Ran my long foul-line-to-foul-line sprints in the outfield and kept myself
going by imagining I was Jim Ryun running in the Olympics: I’'m in the last
fifty yards and I’m going into my finishing kick and thousands cheer. If I’'m
just Jim Bouton running long laps very little happens. Let’s see. Here’s the
World War I flying ace....

Bill Stafford and Jimmy O’Toole got their releases today. Stafford hopes
to hook on with the Giants (I don’t see how) and O’Toole is shopping
around. I’ve had some big discussions with O’Toole. His father is a cop in
Chicago and was in on the Democratic Convention troubles. I’d been
popping off, as usual, about what a dum-dum Mayor Daley was and
O’Toole said hell, none of those kids take baths and they threw bags of shit
at the cops, and that’s how I found out his father was a cop. Even so, I feel
sort of sorry for him because he’s got about eleven kids (I should feel more
sorry for his wife) and he seemed a forlorn figure as he packed his stuff. I
told him good luck but somehow I didn’t get to shake his hand, and I feel
bad about that.

It’s funny what happens to a guy when he’s released. As soon as he gets
it he’s a different person, not a part of the team anymore. Not even a person.
He almost ceases to exist.

It’s difficult to form close relationships in baseball. Players are friendly
during the season and they pal around together on the road. But they’re not
really friends. Part of the reason is that there’s little point in forming a close
relationship. Next week one of you could be gone. Hell, both of you could
be gone. So no matter how you try, you find yourself holding back a little,
keeping people at arm’s length. It must be like that in war too.
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Tucson

On my way to the park today I passed the Vancouver practice field
and spotted Sheldon over there playing pepper. It gave me a sinking feeling.
There but for the grace of the knuckleball go I. Not that it still can’t happen.
I still may not fit in with Schultz’s plans. What we need is a left-handed
pitcher, starter or reliever, and I can see a trade for one. But where does an
aging right-handed knuckleballer fit in? Vancouver?

I know I felt differently after those good three innings yesterday, but I'm
already tossing around in my mind how I’ll react if I’'m sent down. I'll take
it calmly, see, and say to Joe, “Skip, I know you’ve got a lot of things on
your mind and you didn’t really have the chance to give everybody the
amount of work that would have helped them the most. But I don’t want to
be a problem. I’ll go to Vancouver and do a good job there and expect to be
called up after a month of the season goes by.”

On the other hand, would that be the best approach? Maybe I could talk
him out of it. Maybe I could get a couple of more chances to pitch and then
he’d wind up cutting somebody else.

There’s a third possibility. Maybe right now, at this very moment, I’ve
got the team cinched. Dream city.

Jake Gibbs of the Yankees once ordered pie a la mode in a restaurant and
then asked the waitress to put a little ice cream on it.

A sportswriter came up to Darrell Brandon today and asked him where
he thought the club would finish. “Where did Joe Schultz say?” Brandon
asked.

“Third,” the reporter said.
“Put me down for third too,” Brandon said.
Obviously I’'m not the only worried guy in this camp.



We had dinner with Gary and Nan Bell and he said that if he could pick a
place to play it would be Boston. He said he didn’t like Cleveland because
Gabe Paul would interfere in his personal life. (Nobody interferes in Gary
Bell’s personal life, not even his wife.) But Boston was money paradise. He
said guys with 12—12 seasons there would automatically get a $5,000 raise.

I’d heard that about Boston. The year Dick Radatz had his big year was
the year I won 21. We both had two years in the big leagues and we were
both young phenoms. While I was trying to get $20,000, a $9,000 raise,
Radatz was going to $41,000. Radatz told me that at a banquet and said that
if he’d really battled them he could have gotten $45,000 or $50,000. I
absolutely refused to believe him. But Bell said it was true. Good grief,
$41,000! The bastards were stealing my money.
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Marvin Miller is coming around tomorrow to hand out some checks
for promotions the Players’ Association was paid for. So everybody was
busy reminding everybody else not to tell the wives. We get little checks for
a lot of things, like signing baseballs, which are then sold. In our peak years
with the Yankees we were getting around $150 for signing baseballs. It’s all
pocketed as walking-around money. The wives don’t know about it. Hell,
there are baseball wives who don’t know about the money we get for being
in spring training, or that we get paid every two weeks during the season.
John Kennedy, infielder, says that when his wife found out about the spring
money she said, “Gee whiz, all that money you guys get each week. How
come you’ve never been able to save anything?” And John said, “We just
started getting it, dear. It’s a brand-new thing.”

Joe Schultz asked Wayne Comer, outfielder, how his arm felt. Comer said
he wasn’t sure, but that every time he looked up there were buzzards
circling it.

Tommy Davis has been having trouble with his arm too, which was why
he was playing first base when I came into the game against the Indians
with runners on first and third and one out. Second and third, really, since
before I drew a breath the guy stole second. Rich Sheinblum, outfielder,
rookie, was up and I threw two curve balls to him for a 1-and-1 count. He
missed a knuckleball and then hit a one-hopper hard and deep to first. I
covered and got Sheinblum, and when the guy tried to score from third I
nailed him with a strike to home plate. Two thirds of an inning. Another
perfect Bouton day.

One of the dumb things I do sometimes is form judgments about people I
don’t really know. Case history: Jack Hamilton, pitcher, Cleveland Indians.
He was with the Angel organization last year and played with me in Seattle,
which is where I got to know him. Before that I played against him in the
minors and considered him stupid, a hard-throwing guy who didn’t care



whether or not he hit the batter. In the majors I figured him for a
troublemaker because he used to get into fights with Phil Linz. Nobody
fights with Phil Linz.

Then, when Hamilton hit Tony Conigliaro in the eye a couple of years
ago and put him out for the season, I thought, boy, this guy is some kind of
super rat. But when I played with him in Seattle I found he was just a guy
like everybody else, honestly sorry he’d hit Conigliaro, a good team player,
a friendly fellow who liked to come out early to the park and pitch batting
practice to his kids. All of which made me feel like an ass.

The Unsinkable Molly Brown almost was sunk tonight. Unsinkable is
what we call Laurie, our youngest. She’s only three, but a tough little broad.
This spring alone, for example, she’s been bitten by a dog, hit in the head
by a flying can of peas and had nine stitches sewed into her pretty little
head. Nothing puts her down. Tonight, though, the kids were playing in the
bedroom and suddenly we heard shattering glass followed by Laurie crying.
Seems her head had made contact with a jalousie, resulting in broken glass
and a bit of blood. The reason she had made such violent contact is that
Kyong Jo had pushed her, and the reason he had pushed her is that I had
told him to. I told him to push her because little girls are very often pests to
little boys and the best way to get rid of little girl pests is to give them a
gentle push. Only it’s not supposed to result in blood, and poor Kyong Jo
was severely chastened. He had this look of terrible shame on his face.
Fortunately little Laurie wasn’t hurt much. No stitches were required and
we were able to reassure both her and Kyong Jo. After all, she is the
Unsinkable Molly Brown.
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Tempe

Six cuts today. You walk into the clubhouse and you see a guy
packing his bag and you both try not to look at each other. Most guys won’t
pack until they know everybody is busy on the field, but sometimes you
surprise somebody in there and it’s always awkward.

Steve Hovley was one of the six. He was able to smile and say it came as
no surprise to him and that Vancouver is a very nice town.

I was surprised to see Merritt Ranew get cut. He’s been hitting well and
we’re short of left-handed hitters. Very strange.

Got another flash from Eddie O’Brien today. I had a minor eye infection
and was wearing dark glasses in the bullpen and O’Brien said, “What’s with
the shades?”

“I’m having trouble with my eyes.”
“Well, I don’t think you should be wearing shades down here.”

“But, Eddie baby, the doctor says I have to. Do you want I should get a
note from him?”

“Well, if the doctor says so...”
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Yuma

Our first big road trip today to Yuma, Arizona, and we did what
ballplayers do at the start of every trip—stand around the airport, inspect
the threads and make funny comments; like, if a guy is wearing a turtleneck
that’s too big for him, “Who gave you that turtle-neck, Bronco Nagurski?”

You can start fights if you get on a guy about something meaningful, like
race or religion. But you can kid a guy about his clothes, or about the way
he looks. We couldn’t decide, for example, whether Sal Maglie looked more
like an Indian chief or Mafia enforcer. But we didn’t tell him.

Me: “If you’re a customs official would you check Maglie’s bag?”
Bell: “I’d strip him to his shorts.”

Then there was Gabe Paul, Jr.’s haircut. Worst haircut I ever saw. It was
military all around, except on top, where it was kind of new left. Ugh. Ray
Oyler’s comment was, “Hey, Gabe, where’d you get that nice razor cut?”

Today Joe Schultz said, “Many are called, few are chosen.” He said it out
of the clear blue, several times, once to Lou Piniella. Said Lou: “Is that a
bad sign?” I said I didn’t know. But I did. And it was.

Would you believe that we were playing a ballgame in Yuma, the winter
home, as they say, of the San Diego Padres, which is a place you pass
through on the way to someplace else, a place that doesn’t even have a
visiting clubhouse, so that we had to dress on the back of an equipment
truck, and in the middle of a game before about twelve people, one of them
yelled at us, “Ya bums, ya!” I mean, would you believe it?

Although we won the game Joe Schultz wasn’t impressed. There were a
couple of minor dumb plays, so Joe had a meeting on the bus. One of the
things he was upset about was that one of the guys asked, “Who do we play
tomorrow?”



Said Joe: “Boys, if you don’t know who you’re going to play you don’t
have your head in the game.”

The guy who asked the question was Lou Piniella, and now he knows
what Joe meant by “Many are called, few are chosen.” Goodbye Lou.

Still, at the end of the meeting I wanted very much to say, “By the way
Joe, who do we play tomorrow?” But I’m not pitching all that well.

Today Joe Schultz also said, “Put your hat on.”
He said it to me.

Five minutes later Eddie O’Brien came over and said, “See, what’d I tell
you? Put your hat on.”

You would think that managers have too much on their minds to notice
things like that. But they don’t. I know, for one example, that Al Lopez
hated Bob Shaw because he was blond and handsome and used to keep his
hat off as much as possible so the girls in the stands could get a good look.
And one day Lopez called out of the dugout to him, “Shaw, I see you with a
different broad every night. You must be a lousy lay.”

We were doing wind sprints and Gary Bell was having a terrible time
because of certain local poisonous fluids he’d encountered the night before.
We decided that Eddie O’Brien would let him off if he got a note from his
bartender.

Bell is a funny man and, along with Tommy Davis, is emerging as one of
the leaders of the club. He’s got an odd way of talking. Instead of saying,
“Boy, that’s funny,” he’ll wrinkle up his face and say, “How funny is that?”

Or he’ll say, “How fabulous are greenies?” (The answer is very. Greenies
are pep pills—dextroamphetamine sulfate—and a lot of baseball players
couldn’t function without them.)

There is an odd sort of sexual liberation among baseball players—a
verbal one. It’s considered perfectly all right to make sexual remarks about
your wife and other players’ wives. It’s a nothing-sacred game, and Bell is
one of the leading practitioners. “When I get home I’'m going to knock my
old lady’s eyebrows off,” he’ll say. Or he’ll go up to Ray Oyler and say,



“Ray, when you come to the ballpark tomorrow will you bring my socks? I
left them under your bed.”

Sometimes you’ll get this kind of conversation:

“Gee, your wife was great last night.”

“Oh, she wasn’t all that great.”

“You should have been there earlier. She was terrific.”

After the game today many of us repaired to the local pub and spent the
fading hours of the afternoon drinking beer. Johnny Podres, the old Dodger
who seems to be making it with the San Diego Padres (that’s sort of nice,
Podres of the Padres), was there, feeling little pain, and took it upon himself
to straighten me out as a pitcher. “Listen, Jim, let me show you what you
used to do and what you’re doing now.”

Pretty soon there was a beer glass where my right leg was supposed to
be, an ashtray for my left foot and martini glasses for the length of my
stride, and he was going through all my motions, two ways. Of course, I
had to do it too, and after a while we drew a pretty good crowd. What he
was saying was that I had to get my body into the ball and that I should hold
my weight back and let it go all at once. It was sound advice and it
embarrassed the hell out of me.

Still, it was a good afternoon. I was pleased that Podres should care and
that he remembered my old motion and there was that little stirring in my
belly that maybe he was right, maybe I could still find the old magic. But
then I remembered baseballs disappearing into clouds and I smiled and tried
to sit down. “One more time,” Podres said. And all the guys said, “Yeah,
one more time, Bouton, and this time get it right.” So I did it one more time,
wishing I could drink beer faster and get drunker.

On the airplane, Darrell Brandon, sitting next to me, said, “You like to
read a lot, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” I said cleverly.
“Does it make you smart?”

He wasn’t being sarcastic. I think he really wanted to know. “Not really,”
I said. “But it makes people think I am.”



Actually I was somewhat embarrassed by the question. In fact I do like to
read on airplanes, but when I do I’'m not in on the kidding and the small
talk, so as a result I’'m an outsider. I’ve resolved not to be an outsider this
year. I’'m not reading so much and no one can accuse me of playing the
intellectual. And here I get caught up in a magazine article and Darrell
Brandon is asking if reading makes you smart.

A little more about the new Bouton image. If the guys go out to a bar
after a game for a few drinks, I’'m going too. I’'m going to get into card
games on airplanes. I don’t like bars much, and card games bore me, but
I’m going to do it. If you want to be one of the gang, that’s one way to do it.

It’s odd, but you can be seven kinds of idiot and as long as you hang
around with the boys you’re accepted as an ace. Johnny Blanchard of the
Yankees was an ace. He was just another jocko, but he was an ace because
he was always out with Mickey Mantle and the boys, drinking, partying,
playing cards. Every once in a while, just to enhance his image, he’d smack
some poor guy off a bar stool and that was great. Johnny Blanchard was one
of the boys.

Why should I be one of the boys? Why should I yield to the jockos? Oh,
I’m not going to hold back if something comes up I feel strongly about, but
I’m going to soft-pedal it a bit, at least at the beginning, until I’'m sure I can
make this club. I really believe that if you’re a marginal player and the
manager thinks you’re not getting along with the guys it can make the
difference.

I’'m positive that the one reason Houk got rid of me was that I’d made a
lot of enemies on the club (including Houk, I guess) simply because I
refused to go along with the rules they set up.

Here’s an example. I always felt that players should cooperate with the
press, and when the Yankees got angry at me for talking too much to
reporters I was quoted as saying, “Well, I don’t get angry at them for not
talking to reporters, why should they get angry at me because I do?” And
that made it even worse.

Or they’d make a rule, because of some story or other, that nobody
should talk with this or that reporter. So when he came into the clubhouse
I’d give him a big smile and talk with him and be seen having lunch with
him, just to let them know I wasn’t going to buy that nonsense.



In September 1966 when the Yankees were in ninth place, 26 1/2 games
out of first place, Murray Olderman of Newspaper Enterprises Association,
asked me what I thought was wrong with the Yankees. After carefully
examining our statistics and lofty place in the standings I said, “I guess we
just stink.” The headline in the papers the next day said “Bouton: Yankees
Stink.” The distortion was only minute.

Houk called me into his office. “Olderman made you look bad,” he said.
“The players are all upset. I'm sure he misquoted you. You’ve got to be
careful when you talk to these guys.”

“Well, he didn’t really misquote me,” I said.

Houk didn’t think that was enough. He thought I should say more. I
asked him like what. And he said I should apologize to the players. I said I
would. And I did. I’'m not sure what for, though. I mean, boy, did we stink.

Then there was the matter of talking too much, not to reporters, to the
guys. You see, you could talk about the war in Vietnam, only you had to
say, “Look at those crazy kids marching in the street. Why don’t they take a
bath?” Or you could say, “What right does Rev. Groppi have to go out in
the streets like that? He should be in the pulpit where he belongs.” If you
said these things, no one would accuse you of talking politics, because you
were right.

On the other hand, if you said things like, “We’ve got no right to be in
Vietnam,” or that, “Rev. Groppi is certainly making his religion relevant up
there in Milwaukee,” then you shouldn’t be talking about things like that,
because you were wrong.

And it could cost you too. When Joe Garagiola was running “The Match
Game” on television, a lot of the Yankees, almost all of them, were getting
on the show. I mean even Steve Whitaker. And me, the articulate Jim
Bouton, spontaneously witty, always at ease in front of the camera, never
got a call.

This year, though, it’s a new Bouton. At least until I win some ballgames.
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Holtville
Mike Hegan has been hitting like fury. He does that from time to time.
His history is streaks. He’s either hitting .450 or .150.

I wondered if he ever got any help from his father, who has been in
baseball twenty years and is now a Yankee coach. Mike said he never did.
In fact, when he was growing up he hardly saw his father at all, and to this
day they seldom talk about baseball.

The help he gets is from his mother. He said that he believed it was she
who put him into his current hot streak. She knows a lot about hitting and
she sends him little reminders all the time of what to do and think about
while he’s hitting. She’s a big reader of golf manuals and applies them to
baseball, sending him helpful hints for the duffer that actually help.

We don’t have a hitting instructor here. So I’ve been thinking that maybe
Mike Hegan’s mom, since she has such a good record... ah, I don’t think
Eddie O’Brien would go for it.

When Lou Piniella said he’d been to a palm reader the other day the guys
wanted to know what she’d told him.

“She told me I was hitting in bad luck,” Piniella said.

Today, while we were sitting in the bullpen, Eddie O’Brien, the All-
American coach, said, just after one of our pitchers walked somebody in the
ballgame, “The secret to pitching, boys, is throwing strikes.”

Gee, Eddie! Thanks.

I came in to relieve in the ninth and got the last out. After the game, Joe
Schultz had the whole team run around the bases and then said, “Okay,
everybody in—except Bouton and Baney. I want to see you two.”

Baney got this horrified look on his face and said, “Oh, my God!”
I couldn’t resist, so giving him my sincere look, I said, “This is it.”



He turned pale and moped over to Joe, slowly, as if attached to a large
rubber band. But all Joe wanted was to tell us that we had to run some extra

laps since we were in the bullpen and weren’t able to run when everybody
else did.

I never saw anybody run laps looking so happy as Dick Baney. Unless it
was Jim Bouton.

Wayne Comer got into an argument with an umpire, and they were
jawing back and forth. The last thing said was, “All right, Comer. You’ll be
sorry you said that.”

And he probably will. Umpires do get even with people, even good
umpires. I remember when George Scott first came up to Boston. He must
have irritated Ed Runge somehow because the word came out from Elston
Howard that when Runge was behind the plate and Scott was hitting, the
strikes wouldn’t have to be too good.

The first pitch I threw to Scott was about six inches off the plate. Strike
one. The second pitch was eight inches outside. Strike two. The third pitch
was a curve in the dirt. Scott swung and missed. He never had a chance.

Runge is one of the more powerful umpires in the league, mostly, I
suppose, because he’s a real good one. He’s been wearing these long, gray
sideburns that look just great against his tan. He is a striking figure out
there. I asked him if he thought he could get by wearing the burns during
the season and he said he didn’t know, that Joe Cronin, the league president,
hadn’t seen them yet. But I’m betting on Runge. He’s got power.

There was the time, for example, when Steve Whitaker was with the
Yankees and bitched to him on a couple of calls and Runge told Mickey
Mantle, “You better straighten that boy out.”

That night Mantle and Whitaker ran into Runge at a restaurant and
Mantle told Whitaker he’d better go over and apologize. Whitaker said the
hell he would. But after Mantle explained to him what it might mean to his
batting average he succumbed. Just call him Mr. Runge.

One would have thought Comer was through arguing with umpires, but I
guess he’s a slow learner. The other day he got himself in trouble with
another umpire by getting on his son, who is trying to be an umpire. The
son told the father and the father told Tommy Davis that Comer better come
up swinging. He meant he wasn’t likely to get any balls called.



Sure enough the first pitch to Comer was a high curve and he called it
strike one. Comer didn’t even look back. He swung at the next pitch and hit
a line drive off the fence for a triple. The ump looked over to our bench and
said, “See, it makes him a better hitter.”

Rich Rollins has a good story he tells in the same vein. It goes back to
when we were playing against each other in the Class-B Carolina League.
Rich had hit two home runs in the first game of a doubleheader and the club
had some deal that anybody who hit three home runs in one day would get
$300. So the other players on Rollins’ team told him to go to our catcher,
Norm Kampshor, and get him to tell him what was coming by offering him
half the money.

Rollins: “I didn’t want to do it at first. I said I didn’t think it was right,
but they said hell, it was common practice, and there I was just out of
school and didn’t know a damn thing. So I told Kampy I needed another
home run and that he’d get $150 if he told me what was coming. He didn’t
even hesitate. Just said sure.

“And not only did he tell me what was coming, but after a while he
started asking me what I’d like to have thrown. And I’d say fastball, or
change, and I’d get it.”

The big joke, of course, was that I was the pitcher at the time.

“You know, I really felt sorry for you,” Rollins said. “There you were
sweating your guts out trying to make the big leagues and not only did I
know what was coming, but I was calling your game for you.”

In the end, though, the joke was on Rollins. Calling my game for me, he
managed only one double in four times at bat. And if he had come to me, I
probably would have grooved one for him. Not for money, just for the hell
of it.

Sorry kids, things like that happen. Phil Linz was batting .299 going into
the last game of the season at Modesto and asked the other catcher to help
him get to .300. “When you come up I’ll have the third baseman play real
deep,” the catcher said. “All you have to do is lay down a bunt and beat it
out.”

That’s exactly what happened. Phil got the hit for his .300 average and

got the manager to take him out of the game. Now it’s in the record books
forever that Phil Linz hit .300.



The same thing happened with Tommy Davis. He was hitting .299 for the
Mets and playing against his old teammates, the Dodgers. Johnny Roseboro
was catching. “Hey, Baby, you’re my main man,” Davis said. “How about a
little help?” Roseboro said sure and told him what was coming. Davis got
his hit and had his .300 batting average.
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Palm Springs

Tommy Davis is loose and funny and a lot of guys look to him, not
only Negroes. Everybody sort of gravitates toward him and his tape
machine, and he’s asked his opinion about things. Like, “Hey Tommy, what
kind of town is Palm Springs?”

So far I haven’t heard any of the white guys say, “Tommy, what are you
doing for dinner tonight?” Maybe it will come. Maybe.

At least Tommy is no Elston Howard. The best way I can explain
Howard is to recall the day Jimmy Cannon, the elderly columnist, Howard,
his wife Arlene and I got involved in an argument about civil rights; Arlene
and I on one side, Cannon and Howard on the other. Arlene and I were the
militants.

The guys are grumbling about Joe Schultz. I’m not sure if it’s serious or
just the normal baseball grumbling. Joe has been insisting that the guys do
more running and more pick-ups, and nobody likes that, so they’re
sniggering behind his back and calling him things like “Step-and-a-Half”
because he walks with a slight limp.

I hope it doesn’t get to be the kind of thing the Yankees had with Johnny
Keane. None of the guys were happy when Houk moved up to general
manager in 1964, and they didn’t like Yogi Berra as a manager, and they
hated Keane. They constantly grumbled about Keane, and when he’d, say,
flash the bunt sign, they’d say to themselves, “What the hell does Keane
know about our style?” They never respected anything he did. So they’d
make a half-hearted attempt to bunt and pop it up or hit into a double play.
Then the newspaper guys would ask them what was the matter and they’d
say they didn’t know, they were trying just as hard as they always did. The
hell they were.

I mean if Houk flashed the bunt sign they’d think, “Oh boy, what a
genius.” And they’d lay down the bunt. It’s a mental thing. If you’re going
to give physically 100 percent you have to be giving mentally 100 percent.



Except how can you give 100 percent for a guy you call Squeaky or Midget
or other rotten things?
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Holtville

Now about Roger Maris. Roger fought a lot with the people in the
stands, especially in Detroit, where he used to give them the finger. He and
the fans would get to calling each other names and then Maris would roll
out his heavy artillery.

“Yeah? How much money are you making?”
Roger was making $70,000 a year.

After a while every time Maris got into an argument the guys in the
dugout would say, “C’mon Rodg, hit him with your wallet.”

Thinking about the great Rodg reminded me of a brief encounter. One
day there appeared a clipping on the bulletin board in the Yankee
clubhouse. It was a quote from me after Mel Stottlemyre had hit an inside-
the-park home run, which is very hard for a pitcher to do. One of the writers
came to me after it and said, “What were you thinking when Stottlemyre
was going around the bases?” It was a nice, silly question, so I gave him a
nice, silly answer. I said I was hoping that Stottlemyre would fall down
because if he hit an inside-the-park home run it would put pressure on all us
other pitchers to hit inside-the-park home runs, and who needed that? And
now it’s on the bulletin board like I was serious.

I asked around to find out who put it up, but I couldn’t, although I
eventually decided it must have been either Clete Boyer, another one of my
boosters, or Maris. So one day when they were standing together in the
outfield I went over and said, “I wish you guys would tell me who put that
clipping up on the board, because I’d like to get my hands on the gutless
son of a bitch who did it.”

And although Maris had already denied to me that he put up the clipping,
he said, “Don’t call me gutless.”

Somehow I managed not to get into a fight with him. But I felt I’d won

the battle of wits. Which is probably why he didn’t own up to posting it the
first time I asked him. He didn’t want to contend with my rapier-like mind.



Maris’ friend Clete Boyer was the kind of guy who would always tell me
to be careful who I brought into the clubhouse. Yet he led the league in
hosting the offspring of clothing manufacturers. The way it worked, he’d
get free sweaters and in return he’d have to bring the sons of the
manufacturers into the clubhouse where they could run around, ask for
autographs and make pests of themselves. He and Maris got the sweaters,
and we got the kids.

And a final word about my favorite baseball writer, Jim Ogle, of the
Newhouse papers. Ogle was a Yankee fan and he reacted to players purely
on how much they were helping the Yankees to win. Charm, personality,
intelligence—nothing counted. Only winning. Ogle didn’t have even the
pretense of objectivity. He was the only writer in the press box who would
take the seventh-inning stretch in the Yankee half.

Once at a winter press conference, when the Yankees were announcing
the signing of three or four guys, Stan Isaacs, who writes a really good
column for Newsday, on Long Island, passed a note to Houk. It said: “Has
Ogle signed his contract yet?”

Isaacs may not have known how ironic he was being. In fact Ogle’s
ambition was always to work for the Yankees. But they would never give
him a job.

Not that this prevented him from doing little jobs for them. Like when I
was sent down he was on television with Yankee broadcasters and said that
it wasn’t so much that I was pitching poorly, but because of the kind of
person I was. He said that none of the players liked me and there were some
terrible things about me he couldn’t even talk about. This left it up to the
public imagination. What was I? Rapist, murderer, dope peddler? Jim Ogle
wouldn’t say.
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Tempe

It’s getting to be, as the boys say, nut-cutting time. And it was not
good news to hear that we’re going to start the season with only nine
pitchers. Besides that, we traded Chico Salmon to Baltimore for Gene
Brabender, “a hard-throwing right-handed country boy,” said Steve Barber.
I look at the pitching staff and I see six guys who have it made: Diego
Segui, Marty Pattin, Jack Aker, Gary Bell, Steve Barber (including sore
arm) and, because he had such a good year in Triple-A, Mike Marshall. Add
Brabender and we have seven. So all spring there have been maybe thirty
pitchers fighting for two spots on the staff.

I like to think I’m in pretty good shape. I haven’t been scored on my last
three or four times out and I’ve looked pretty good. But if they decide to
keep, say, two left-handers, where am I? Or suppose I get bombed
tomorrow? Now I know what life on a tenterhook is like.

I thought the Salmon trade was pretty good for us because we didn’t
really have a spot for him. But he was very disappointed. He slammed the
door when he left Joe’s office. I know he counted on going to Seattle. He
spent the winter up there and went to a lot of promotional dinners and
leased an apartment and rented furniture, the works. Now it’s Baltimore
instead. Life in the big leagues.

Jack Aker, who’s been our acting player representative, called a meeting
today to elect a permanent player rep and alternate. Aker has quite a bit of
experience in that area. He was the player rep in Kansas City when the
players had all that trouble with Charley Finley and he’s the most qualified
guy on the team. He was elected with no opposition.

Tommy Davis nominated me for alternate, which both surprised and
pleased me. Don Mincher seconded. Then someone nominated Gary Bell
and the two of us left the room. Gary won it by one vote, and Tommy Davis
kidded that Mincher had switched and voted for Bell. Don was



embarrassed, but I don’t blame him. He doesn’t know me that well and
Gary’s been around a lot longer.

Actually it felt rather good to lose by only one vote. When I was with the
Yankees I once campaigned for player rep and didn’t come that close.

Understand that nobody campaigns for player rep. Mostly you get the job
the way Aker did. “All right, who wants to be player rep? Aker? Okay,
Aker, you’re the player rep.”

But I campaigned with the Yankees because I wanted to dump Clete
Boyer, and I guess that worked because when we had nominations he stood
up and said, “I want to quit this fucking job.” Also I actually thought I had a
chance of winning and that I was probably the best man for the job.

So I mimeographed a two-page statement on why I felt I would be a good
player rep and what qualities I thought we should look for and why I felt I
met those requirements. I added some silly things in order to keep it all
rather light, like I wanted to be a player rep so I could get to ride in a big
airplane and write player rep on my jockstrap.

[ got three votes. One of them was on an absentee ballot by Fritz
Peterson. He had to leave, but left it for me in case I needed it. I never
embarrassed Fritz by casting it. So everyone thinks I got only two votes. Let
history record it was three.
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Four pitchers were cut before the game—Dick Baney, Dick Bates,
Buzz Stephen and Bob Lasko. I walked in on Lasko in the clubhouse and he
was sipping coffee and had a smile on his face.

“What are you so happy about?” I said.

“The pressure is off,” he said. “The pressure is off and I’'m going to
Vancouver, which means I’ll be with my family.”

I don’t think I’d have taken it quite that well.

I got into the game, pitched two innings and looked good. I gave up a
run, unearned. The catcher dropped a foul pop and then the hitter walked.
He scored on a double, which was the only well-hit ball off me. I had a
good assortment of stuff and was able to throw fewer knuckleballs, which
must have pleased Sal Maglie.

After the game John Morris and Darrell Brandon got it. So one left-
hander, Bill Henry, and I had made it. It’s a good feeling, but if I had known
all along what the odds were I’d have been less optimistic and more
nervous.

Brandon has taken being sent down pretty hard, although he did have a
poor spring. He took a long time packing his bag and after we were through
with our workout he was still in the clubhouse, just sitting there in front of
his locker, looking as though he hoped Schultz might change his mind and
tell him it was all a mistake. No one went over to talk to him. It was sad and
strange.

When I came to the park and saw Baney, Bates and Stephens packing, I
started to smile. I was so relieved it wasn’t me. And knowing that with them
gone it would be that much easier for me, I felt this silly grin pop out on my
face, so I bit my lip to get it off and turned into my locker. I didn’t want
anybody to see me smiling. I didn’t want to be smiling. But I was, I was.

Anyway, we’re down to twenty-five players now with a nine-man
pitching staff, which means if we do anything, we’ll add a pitcher, so I feel
fat, safe and secure. Also I know that if I don’t make it, or if I don’t get to



pitch, it’ll be because I wasn’t good enough. It won’t be on my mind that
someone is trying to sabotage me the way I felt when I was with the
Yankees. Even if it isn’t true, even if Houk wasn’t out to get me, even if all
the times I had to go into ballgames without having enough time to warm
up properly, and if all the times I would go ten days without so much as
throwing a ball in batting practice, were all accidental, it seemed to me I
was being set up to be canned.

Like we all knew Piniella would be canned and it happened today. He
was traded to Kansas City for Steve Whitaker and John Gelnar, a pitcher. It
was a giveaway. Bound to happen, though. Lou just wasn’t their style.

We were talking about what we ought to call Brabender when he gets
here. He looks rather like Lurch of the “Addams Family,” so we thought we
might call him that, or Monster, or Animal, which is what they called him
in Baltimore last year. Then Larry Haney told us how Brabender used to
take those thick metal spikes that are used to hold the bases down and bend
them in his bare hands. “In that case,” said Gary Bell, “we better call him
Sir.”

Hey, funny thing. This isn’t a real bad ballclub. It hits like hell. We have
six guys hitting over .300 and Hegan is hitting over .400. We’re scoring a
lot of runs. We’ve won five in a row this spring and we’re nearly back to
.500. And the Angels have yet to beat us. Maybe we really can finish third.

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

APRIL

2

John Kennedy says he knows the reason he’s been hitting so poorly
this spring. The low mound has screwed up his swing.

We had a meeting on catchers’ signs today and I was glad that it was
decided to use the pump system rather than the finger system. I have trouble
with the finger system because I can’t see the fingers. But the pump system
is fine. It’s not how many fingers are involved, but how many times they
are flashed.

You use the pump with an indicator, which can be changed if you’re
worried about somebody reading you. Let’s say you number your pitches
this way: 1-curveball, 2-fastball, 3-change, 4-knuckleball or slider or
screwball or whatever odd pitch you happen to have. The fifth pump starts
the cycle again. Now, say the indicator, which can be changed from inning
to inning, is three. That means the first pump is for the change, second
pump the knuckleball, third back to number one, the curve. And so forth.

It’s simple, and I wish I"d worked something like that out with the
Yankees. I used to make Jake Gibbs wear white adhesive tape on his fingers
so I could count them.

The other signs will work on a similar principle. Some sample signs:
Touching the left side of the chest is the take, right side of the chest is the
bunt, touching the left leg is the steal and right hand to the right leg is hit-
and-run. The principle here is that hitting signs are above the belt and
running signs are below. The takeoff is wiping the hand across the letters
and the indicator will be touching the right arm. That is, no sign is valid
until after the right arm is touched. As a variation you can make the sign the
second one after the indicator is flashed. Or the third. That way even if
somebody knows all your signs he can’t tell what you’re putting on.

Speaking of signs, I’'m reminded that when I came to the Yankees and
Yogi Berra was catching, if there was a man on first he’d call nothing but
fastballs. That was so he would have a better chance if the guy was trying to
steal. In fact Yogi liked to call mostly fastballs because they’re the easiest to
catch. I understand that part of the difficulty between Berra and Sain goes



back to the days when Sain pitched to him and he couldn’t get him to call
anything but fastballs.

I am, of course, an optimist. Each year I’'m certain I'm going to be great
again. Every winter I get a questionnaire from Sport magazine on picking
the pennant races and I always pick myself as Comeback of the Year. Each
year I believe it. Each winter I pay a college kid $5 three nights a week to
catch me in a gym. Each year I’m certain.

And here I go again. I’m more positive than ever. My arm feels great.
I’ve made the ballclub. I’'m starting to throw like I used to throw, and I’'m
thinking I’ll be a reliever for a while and then I’ll do well in long relief and
get a spot start now and then. Then I’ll complete a ballgame and along
around June they’re going to stick me into the rotation and I’'m going to
wind up winning a flock of games, just like I did when I first came up to the
Yankees. I see the team doing real well and I see me as one of the keys to
our success. I see myself as one of the reasons we might finish third or
fourth. I see myself as a goddam hero. That’s what an optimist is, isn’t it? A
goddam hero.

The bench was treated to a lovely Sal Maglie second guess today. Steve
Barber was pitching and he had men on second and third with Jim Fregosi
up. On 3 and 2 Barber threw a change and Fregosi lunged, hit it to left and
knocked in both runs. As soon as the ball was hit, Maglie, who was
standing next to Schultz, snapped his fingers and said, “Son of a bitch—3-
and-2 change. That goddam 3-and-2 change.”

Whenever something goes wrong, Maglie is quick to show disgust,
especially if Schultz is around. I guess he wants the manager to know he’s
in the ballgame and that he doesn’t take adversity calmly. But I was
surprised about him fussing over a 3-and-2 change, because I think it’s a
helluva pitch. In a spot like that the hitter is looking for something the
pitcher throws often, like the fastball, or if he’s got good control of his
curve he might throw that. So the off-speed pitch in that situation really
throws the hitter off.

Later on I asked Sal about it. “Sal,” I said sweetly, “I saw you get mad at

the change-up Steve threw Fregosi. What’s your feeling about the change
on 3 and 2?”



“It depends on the situation,” says Sal.
“I’ve had pretty good success with the 3-and-2 change.”

“Well I did too,” says Sal. “I remember once I threw one to Stan Musial
with the bases loaded and he was so surprised he just stood there with the
bat on his shoulder. Strike three.”

We kicked that around for a while and Sal wound up saying that the 3-
and-2 change was a helluva pitch, if you threw it to the right guy.

But not to Jim Fregosi. By Barber. Today.
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Bill Henry retired today, just like that. First he makes the team, then
he walks in on Joe Schultz and announces his retirement. Joe told us about
it and said that he admired the man, that he had a lot of guts to walk out.

John Morris, who was brought up from the Vancouver squad to replace
Henry, was pretty frisky, like he’d just gotten a reprieve from the Governor.
He said he had some long talks with Henry—which is something, because
when you say hello to Henry he is stuck for an answer—and thinks he quit
because he was holding back a young player. “What am I doing keeping
younger guys from a chance to earn a living?” he said to Morris. “I’m forty-
two years old. I’ve had thirteen years in the big leagues. I don’t really
belong here.”

During the meeting Joe Schultz said, “It takes a lot of courage for a guy
to quit when he thinks he can’t do the job anymore.”

So I opened my big yap and said, “If that’s the case a lot of us ought to
quit.”

Which gave Sal Maglie the chance to say, very coolly, “Well, use your
own judgment on that.”

I’m not sure Sal likes me.

Today Joe Schultz said, “Well, boys, it’s a round ball and a round bat and
you got to hit it square.”
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Packing day. Baseball players and their wives are very good packers. I
can pack for a two-week trip in less than an hour and my wife has moving
the whole family down to a science. I'm sure this will prove very valuable
to us later in life. Especially if I become a big-game hunter. Or an astronaut.
Of course it helped that Mike Marshall arranged, on a split-second
timetable, to have our cars shipped to Seattle by rail. Maybe he should be
running the Long Island Rail Road.
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San Diego

Gary Bell is my roommate. Good roommate. Good beaver-shooter. He
tells a story about a guy who climbed a palm tree to shoot some beaver and
got stranded when the tide came in. I wonder where the hell that palm tree
was.

I think it should be known that when Whitey Ford was pitching for the
Yankees he set up a table with a checkered tablecloth in the bullpen. On the
table there was an empty wine bottle with a candle in it. Also hero
sandwiches. Whitey Ford had style.

Bruce Henry, the Yankee road secretary, is one of my main men. He
hated to buy bats for me. He always claimed I didn’t need them. When he
finally did, he had them inscribed not with my name, but my batting
average—.092. And once when I complained that the people I’d given
passes to were upset about getting poor seats, he said, “How’d they like the
price?”

Wayne Comer says that Mayo Smith, the Tiger manager, once said to
him, “Wayne, I think you’re going to hit .290 this year—but you’re going to
be doing it in Montgomery, Alabama.”

I am reminded that not long ago I ran into Bob Smith of the old “Howdy
Doody” show at a Rexall in Ft. Lauderdale, and was able to sing to him the
Howdy Doody theme song at the toothpaste counter:

It’s Howdy Doody time,
It’s Howdy Doody time,
Bob Smith and Howdy too,
Say Howdy do to you.

Let’s give a rousing cheer,
Cause Howdy Doody’s here.
It’s time to start the show,
So kids, let’s go!



Bob Smith went out of his gourd.

I also count myself as having a rather large store of answers to trivia
questions.

Q. Who was the dog and who was the villain in Rootie Kazootie?
A. Galapoochie Pup and Poison Sumac.
The end of spring training always brings out the best in me.
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We played Vancouver before coming here to play San Diego a
doubleheader for our last two exhibition games. I pitched two innings in the
first game and gave up two runs. My arm felt good but I had poor control of
my knuckleball. I asked Maglie if there was a chance I could get some more
work in the second game. He said no. His reason was that they still had a
couple of minor-league pitchers to look at. I said hell, I thought the team
was set, and why didn’t he ask Joe if he could squeeze me in. But he
wouldn’t. So I went to Joe. At the precise moment [ started to explain why I
thought I needed more work, Joe Schultz took a huge bite out of the
liverwurst sandwich he was eating, got up off his stool, went to the Coke
machine and mumbled something to me through his full mouth and over his
shoulder. I didn’t pitch. That’s how I know what he said.
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And Then I Died
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Seattle

Today, the day before opening day, Joe Schultz said, “Well, it’s back
to the old salt mine, boys.”

Later he encountered Tommy Davis and asked if that was “an old
Budweiser” he was pouring down. “No, a Coke,” Davis said.

And Joe Schultz said, “That’s not too good for the old stomacho.”
Joe Schultz calls Jose Vidal “Chico,” which is Spanish for “boy.”

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

APRIL

8

Anaheim
Opening day—or Opening Day. Depending on how you feel about it.

I got a wire from Toots Shor in Anaheim before the game. It said, “Good
luck, Jim. I hope you pitch often and win many games.” Who says Toots
never talks to has-beens?

Actually I don’t know Toots that well. I’ve been in his place a few times
and once when I was going bad he told me my whole problem was that I
was striding three inches too far and if I just shortened up on the stride by
those three inches everything would be fine. I was so desperate I actually
tried it. It didn’t help.

Everyone works out pregame nervousness in his own way. Tommy Davis
was standing in the middle of the clubhouse taking a hitting stance with no
bat in his hands, anticipating the pitch, striding into it, checking his swing
and then going back and doing it all over again. It reminded me of a guy
going over his notes just before a final exam, knowing all the time it wasn’t
going to do any good. If you don’t have it by now, Tom, you’re not going
to.

There was a lot of grousing about the uniforms. It isn’t only that they
don’t fit (no baseball uniforms fit, possibly because you are carefully
measured for them). It’s that they’re so gaudy. I guess because we’re the
Pilots we have to have captain’s uniforms. They have stripes on the sleeves,
scrambled eggs on the peak of the cap and blue socks with yellow stripes.
Also there are blue and yellow stripes down the sides of the pants. We look
like goddam clowns. The only worse-looking uniforms are the ones they
wear in Vancouver.

Naturally we won the first game. Beat the Angels 4-3. Mike Hegan hit
the first home run for the Pilots and Joe Schultz, jumping up and down in
the dugout, clapped his hands and actually yelled, “Hurray for our team.”



When we came into the clubhouse, all of us yelling and screaming like a
bunch of high school kids, Joe Schultz said, “Stomp on ’em. Thataway to
stomp on ’em. Kick ’em when they’re down. Shitfuck. Stomp them. Stomp
them good.”

Already we’re better than the Mets.
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Made my pitching debut today. Threw two fastballs to Hoyt Wilhelm,
the elderly knuckleball pitcher who may one day be my idol. Got him out.

It took about a day into the season for us to be like every other ballclub,
not just an expansion team full of strangers. I’'m going out after the
ballgame and have a few beers with the guys, maybe six or seven, which
makes me blind. There is unquestionably a close feeling among the guys
who go out and drink because they hash over the ballgame and it gives us
all a feeling of common purpose. Slogan: The team that drinks together
stays together.

Other things that draw a team together:

You’re riding down the street in the team bus and you see a guy walking
along with a big beer belly and his pants hanging below it and you say,
“Mincher in ten years.”

Or a guy is hanging on to a lamppost, a wino in a drunken stupor,
severely defeated by life. “That’s what happens when you can’t hit the
curve ball.”

Marty Pattin does a pretty good Donald Duck. Before he pitched the
opener he was going around the clubhouse saying in Donald Duck that you
got to be loose, quack, you got to be loose. He was whistling in the dark.
Later I found out he’d gone to bed at seven the night before and stayed in
bed until noon. That’s seventeen hours. I wonder if he got any sleep.

Today Joe Schultz said to the clean-shaven Rocky Bridges, Los Angeles
coach, “Hey Rocky, how’s your old mustache?”

Joe Schultz also said to Lou Johnson of the Angels, a man whom disaster
has robbed of a piece of his left ear, “Hey, what’s new, Half-Ear?”

Add to the saga of Mike Marshall: The other day he had a blister on his
hand and the trainer told him the best way to help it was to keep it soaked in



a cup of strong tea. A lot of guys would have told the trainer to shove the
tea up his bippy, but Mike took the advice. Now he was walking around
with his hand in a cup of tea—on the bus, in the clubhouse, sitting on the
bench during the game and in his hotel room. So his roommate, John
Kennedy, told everybody he had a nut for a roommate. Tea all over the
goddam room. Even in his bed.

That’s the way you become a nut. You have guts enough to walk around
all day with your hand in a cup of tea.
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A few more words about Eddie O’Brien and Ron Plaza. O’Brien is
one of the fairly famous basketball O’Brien twins who played with Seattle
from ’49 to ’53. Actually his job is athletic director at Seattle University,
but he had four years in the big leagues with the Pirates—as infielder and
pitcher—and now he’s here as a friend of management (or because his
brother is in city government) to get his fifth year in on the pension plan.
You only need four now, but Eddie’s after five and no one’s going to stop
him.

Plaza was a coach under Schultz in Atlanta when it was still a minor-
league city, and that’s one of the ways you get to be a coach in the big
leagues.

Coaches have little real responsibility, so it seems to me they should, at
the very least, try to help club morale—cheer guys onward and upward,
make jokes and smooth out little problems before they become big ones.

O’Brien and Plaza are officious types, though, and cause more trouble
than they smooth over. And because they try to find things to do they
become nothing but annoyances. Like O’Brien will say to Jack Aker, “Jack,
you’re in the bullpen tonight.” Jack has been in the bullpen for eight years.

Another example: It is customary for players to pair off and throw easily
on the sidelines before a workout or a game. So as I reached into the
ballbag to grab some baseballs for the guys, Plaza said, “What are you
going to do with those baseballs, Bouton?”

“I’m just going to take three or four out to the field because a few guys
asked me to.”

“Just take one.”

“Yes, sir.”

Steve Barber was in the diathermy machine again, all day, and I asked
him again how it felt. “Better,” he said, “fine, great. It just bothers me a
little until I get loose and then there’s no sweat.” It’s killing him. He hasn’t



been able to pick up a baseball and he was supposed to start today and
didn’t.

Standing around the outfield the conversation turned to religion. Don
Mincher said he came from a very religious home and used to go to church
every Sunday where people did things like roll in the aisles. He said there
was a big circle of numbers on the church wall and when your number
came up with somebody else’s number you had to visit them and have a
prayer meeting. As he got older Minch would say, “Well, let’s have a few
beers first.” They didn’t think that was very religious of him.

This afternoon Gary Bell and I went to Pershing Square (in Los Angeles)
to listen to some of the old ladies in sneakers tell us to be prepared to meet
our maker. I confess I enjoy rapping with them and usually wind up assured
that eternal salvation is beyond my reach.

Later on we came across a group that was into the Indian thing and they
were chanting Hari Krishna Rama Rama, etc., and I got to talking to one of
them, who said that their religion simply was to reaffirm love of God
regardless of the particular religion, and I thought that was fair enough and
we hung around enjoying the chanting and sitar music.

Then a priest, probably about fifty-five years old, happened by and got
into conversation with one of the group. When he left I asked what it was
about. “He said this was a religion that didn’t belong in this country,” the
young man said. “He said we already had enough religions in this country
and that we should go back to India or wherever it was we came from.”

Going over the hitters is something you do before each series, and before
we went against the mighty Angels, Sal Maglie had a great hint for one of
their weaker hitters, Vic Davalillo. “Knock him down, then put the next
three pitches knee-high on the outside corner, boom, boom, boom, and
you’ve got him.”

Everybody laughed. If you could throw three pitches, boom, boom,
boom, knee-high on the outside corner, you wouldn’t have to knock
anybody down. It’s rather like telling somebody if he’d just slam home
those ninety-foot putts he’d win the tournament easily.
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Seattle

Home again at Sicks’ Stadium, graveyard for pitchers, home-run
heaven, the major leagues. The clubhouse is small and crowded and there’s
no rug, just rubber runners on the cement floor and the lockers are small
and close together, and there was a lot of grousing about it, and Joe Schultz
said, “It’s just like the old winter league. You’ve got to follow the crowd.”

Gary Bell pitched and beat the White Sox, 7-0. Mincher hit two home

runs. Tomorrow the world.
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Before today’s game Joe Schultz said, “Okay men, up and at ’em. Get
that old Budweiser.”
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Pitched against the Chicago White Sox today and got bombed. Three
runs in an inning-and-a-third. My knuckleball just doesn’t seem to be ready
yet. I can’t get it over the plate consistently, and when I get behind I have to
come in with my fastball, which somehow isn’t too fast. So I got ripped for
long hits, including one Don Pavletich hit over the left-field wall.

There were other problems. Pete Ward’s a left-handed hitter and I threw
him a knuckler that was about a foot off the ground, outside. This is the
kind of pitch he should have missed by a foot if he swung but he followed it
all the way and belted it deep to center. It was caught against the wall, but it
scored a run from third and I was damn relieved it didn’t go out. That he
was able to hit it at all is an indication that I wasn’t throwing the
knuckleball hard enough, probably because I was so worried about getting
it over.

Pavletich hit a fastball, the first pitch I threw, and I thought, “Jesus, I
didn’t even get a chance to throw him a knuckler.” It was supposed to set
him up. So much for setting people up with my fastball, Sal Maglie, you
fink. As soon as he hit it I said to myself, “Oh Christ, what a way to start.
It’s going to be a long time before I’'m in there again.” And I wondered how
many innings I’d have to pitch in order to redeem myself and whether I’d
be coming to bat in the next inning (sure enough) and subject to being
pulled for a pinch hitter (and I was).

We were behind like 4-0 when I came in and 7-0 when I left, and I have
to admit I didn’t cry when the other guys got clobbered too. You stand out
less in a crowd.

After five games, our record is 3 wins and 2 losses. And we’ve scored a
lot of runs. The team looks good. Tommy Harper is doing a helluva job at
second base and I thought he’d be one of our weak spots. Ray Oyler’s been
fine at short and we’ve had some outstanding catches in the outfield. Third
place doesn’t look impossible. And if you don’t count me, our pitching
looks pretty good. Except for Steve Barber. Joe Schultz is upset with Barber
because he has a sore arm. It’s not as unusual as it sounds. Managers get



angry at injuries. An injury is beyond a manager’s control and he doesn’t
like anything he can’t control. So if you’re out too long with an injury he
gets angry at you. The logic is almost perfect.

Johnny Keane was particularly prone to this kind of thinking. I remember
going to Joe Soares, the Yankee trainer, and telling him my arm was
bothering me and that I probably shouldn’t throw and suggesting that he tell
Keane.

“You tell him,” Joe said. “The last time I told him anything he chewed my
head off.”

A kid named Tom Berg, who belongs to the Seattle organization and goes
to school here, came over to work out with the club. And before the
workout he was in the clubhouse shaving off his nice long sideburns. He got
the word that Dewey Soriano, who is the president of the club, thought he
would look better with shorter sideburns. Well, I think Dewey Soriano
would look better if he lost weight.

I’m not getting enough pitching in, even as a short man, which is what I
guess they’ve decided I am (although why they would want to bring in a
knuckleballer with men on base, I can’t understand). I need lots of work on
my knuckleball and I’m not getting it. My other pitches aren’t that bad,
except they don’t get anybody out, so I'm going to concentrate on the
knuckleball. Last summer I threw to a catcher for about fifteen minutes
every day, just knuckleballs, and if I was needed that night, I could still
pitch. But Sal is not very enthusiastic. A couple of times I’ve asked him if I
could warm up and he said, “You’ve been throwing the whole damn day.”
He was referring to the fact that I had played catch in the outfield before the
game. The man’s got big eyes.

The trouble is that coaches and managers have a thing about being strong
for the ballgame. They don’t realize that sometimes you can be too strong—
sacrifice sharpness for strength. With a knuckleball, this can be particularly
costly. I’ve tried to talk to Sal about this. I say, “Sal, I’d like to talk about
my knuckleball.”

And he snaps, “What?” and he’s already looking at something over my
shoulder. My impulse is to say that my Aunt Frances has a great
knuckleball and would he like to give her a look. But when Sal snaps,
“What?” he gives you the impression he doesn’t want such a long answer.



If he had a liverwurst sandwich I’d expect him to take a big bite.

With Hovley gone, Mike Marshall is probably the most articulate guy on
the club, so I asked him if he had as much trouble communicating as I’ve
had and he said, “Of course. The minute I approach a coach or a manager I
can see the terror in his eyes. Lights go on, bells start clanging. What’s it
going to be? What’s this guy want from me? Why can’t he be like
everybody else and not bother me? It’s almost impossible to carry on a
conversation or get a direct answer to a direct question.”

In baseball they say, “He’s a great guy. Never says a word.”

Like a lot of players, Jack Aker chews tobacco. But he’s only been at it
for two years and doesn’t do it well. Hasn’t learned to spit properly. As a
result his uniform is always covered with brown spots.

All people who chew tobacco should have happen to them what
happened to Steve Hamilton of the Yankees. Steve is an ace with chewing
tobacco. Most players chew only on the field, Hamilton even chews at
home and has a spittoon in the middle of his living-room floor. He says he
also has a wife, which I don’t altogether believe. Anyway he got careless
once while pitching in Kansas City. He swallowed his chaw. So he turned
around and gave it up, along with his cookies, on the back of the mound. In
front of all those people.

I’ve felt like that on the mound too, and I don’t even chew tobacco.
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I died tonight.
I got sent to Vancouver.
My first reaction: Outrage.

Second reaction: Omigod! How am I going to tell Bobbie? The problems.
Where to live? How to get rid of the place we’d already signed a lease on in
Seattle? What would happen to the $650 deposit? Moving again. Again.
And we just got here.

But mostly outrage.

We’d lost a 2—1 game to Kansas City when Sal came over and said, “Joe
wants to see you in his office.”

My heart started racing. I mean Joe never wants to see me anywhere. So |
knew. At the same time I thought, “Nah. It’s too early. I’ve really only
pitched the once. How can they tell anything from that? Maybe it’s a trade?
Or maybe he’s just sore at something I’ve done. Let’s see, what have I done
lately?”

It takes a lot longer to tell it than to think it. As soon as I got into his
office Joe Schultz said, “I hate to tell you a thing like this after such a close
loss.”

I almost laughed in his face. As though I'd be so broken-hearted over
losing a lousy ballgame that I couldn’t bear anything more, even a small
thing like being sent to the minors.

Then Joe said he had to send me to Vancouver, and I thought, “What the
hell, I’ll go out with some class.” I told him I would have done anything to
help the club and that I really felt bad about having to leave it.

“I know,” Joe Schultz said. “You work hard and you do all your running
and you did everything we asked of you. We just didn’t think your
knuckleball did that much in Arizona and we wanted to see what it looked
like when it got out of the light air, and it didn’t look like it was coming
around like we thought it should. We need pitching bad.”

So I said, “Well, if I do real good down there, I’d like to come back.”



I expected him to say, “Of course. You do good down there and we’ll
yank you right back here, stick you in and you’ll win the goddam pennant
for us.” Or something reassuring like that. Instead Joe Schultz said, “Well,
if you do good down there, there’s a lot of teams that need pitchers.”

Good grief. If I ever heard a see you later, that was it.
So I said thanks a lot and left.

I went back to my locker and there was a Coke sitting there that I’d
opened. I gave it to Mike Marshall and opened a beer. This was not a night
for Cokes. I threw my half-eaten corned-beef sandwich in the waste basket
and went over and told Gary Bell what had happened. He was kind of
shocked, but as I started throwing stuff into my bag I could feel a wall,
invisible but real, forming around me. I was suddenly an outsider, a
different person, someone to be shunned, a leper.

Jose Vidal was the first guy to come over and say he was sorry to see me
go. Velazquez was the second. And at that point I really felt close to them.
Don Mincher came over and told me to hang in there—and, you know, I
really was wrong about him. He’s a good fellow.

I stopped by to shake hands with Gene Brabender and Tommy Davis, but
I missed Tommy Harper and Jack Aker and some of the other guys. I
realized I didn’t have any money with me to pay the clubhouse men, so I
told them I'd send a check. Then I picked up my bag and walked out. It felt
lousy.

I suppose the man I’m most outraged at is Sal Maglie. The Screaming
Skull, as he is being called (because he looks like a character in a movie of
the same name), said the second really lucid thing to me that he has all
spring. The first was, “Don’t talk to the fans.” And the second, “Joe wants
to see you in his office.”

That was all. No goodbye, no suggestions about what I should work on,
or what I needed to improve, or what I had done wrong this spring, or what
pitch I should work on. Not even a hang in there. Silence. I can’t believe
this is Sal the Barber, my idol.

I stopped by to see Marvin Milkes, and he wasn’t any help either. I told
him I was running into some big and sudden expenses and could he do
anything about it, and he said—and this was beautiful—“Well, you didn’t
show us much all spring” (10 games, 19 innings, 16 hits, 11 walks, 5
strikeouts, 3.25 ERA). If I had shown much more I wouldn’t be getting sent



down. I felt like kicking him in the shins, but I said, “Hell, I had a better
spring than four or five guys. In fact, I’'m healthy, which is more than you
can say for at least two of the guys.” What I didn’t say, but what I thought,
was: “What about Steve Barber? He hasn’t been able to pick up a baseball.
He had a brutal spring. What’s this love affair with Barber? Why can’t he
go on the disabled list?” Ah, the hell with it.

One of the worst things about getting sent down is the feeling you get
that you’ve broken faith with so many people. I know my mother and father
were rooting real hard for me, and all my friends back home, and they’ll all
feel bad—mnot for themselves, but for me.

Quitting altogether crosses my mind. But I won’t. I can’t. I'm convinced
I can still get out big-league hitters with my knuckleball. I know I can. I
know this is crazy, but I can see the end of the season and I’ve just won a
pennant for some team, just won the final game, and everybody is
clamoring around and I tell them, “Everybody have a seat. It’s a long story.”

I could be kidding myself. Maybe I’'m so close to the situation that I can’t
make an objective judgment of whatever ability I have left. Maybe I just
think 1T can do it. Maybe everybody who doesn’t make it and who gets
shunted to the minors feels exactly the way I do. Maybe too, the great cross
of man is to repeat the mistakes of all men.
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Yesterday Bobbie and I drove up to Vancouver with the kids to look
for a place to live. We found a nice home about twenty minutes from the
ballpark, near the beach. We had to put down $480, which represented the
first and last months rent, May and August, and we had to give postdated
checks for June and July. The owner is concerned that there might be
another shift. He’s not taking any chances.

In the meantime I still have that $650 deposit in Seattle and don’t know if
I’ll be able to get that back. And we haven’t received the $100 deposit we
left in Arizona. That’s $1,230. I lead the league in deposits. Fortunately
there’s a baseball rule that says when a player is transferred he’s not
responsible for the remainder of his rent, so we won’t be liable for any more
money, but we might not be able to get the $650 back if we can’t rent to
somebody else.

A lot of players don’t have the problems we do because they leave their
families at home and live in hotels. That’s for one of two reasons. They’re
just starting out and don’t make enough money. Or their kids are old enough
to be in school and they don’t want to take them out. These guys have their
families with them only two months of the season. I don’t know if I’ll last
long enough to have to make that kind of decision.

The Vancouver Mounties (little Mike is going to have a terrible time with
that one) are still in Phoenix and I won’t join them until they come home.
They play in Tulsa first, so I called Bob Lemon, who’s the manager, and
asked if he intended to use me as a starter right away and he said no, he
planned to use me in relief and that I might as well wait for them to get
home.

So I got permission to work out with the Pilots. I felt terribly awkward in
the clubhouse and I saw that the guys also felt funny about me being there.
They had these strange looks on their faces, and I felt I had a rare and
communicable disease.

Driving over to the park I thought about what I would say to them. “They
made a mistake, realized it and asked me to come back.” But nobody would



believe that. Or if I was going to pitch batting practice, I could have told
them that Sal and Joe decided that I hadn’t been mean enough and I was
going to show them how many guys I could knock down. But it was raining
and there was no batting practice. So I ran in the outfield and threw to
McNertney for about twenty minutes and to Larry Haney for fifteen. I threw
strictly knuckleballs, which is what I’'m going to be now, a knuckleball
pitcher and nothing else. My wife was right. No more kidding myself, no
more trying to bring along four or five mediocre pitches. I’'m all through
listening to managers and coaches about how much or how little I should be
throwing. I’m in business for myself. As long as there’s going to be no
special protection for me, I’ve got to make all my own decisions. Sal
always wanted me rested in case I had to pitch eight innings of relief, which
I never did. So now I’m going to throw as much as I think I have to.

There was a meeting before the game with Minnesota, which I did not, of
course, attend. Gary Bell filled me in. They were going over the Twins’
lineup—it’s a tough one—and the conversation went about like this:

“Pitch him high and tight.”

“Hell, he’ll hit that one over the left-field wall. You got to pitch him low
and away.”

“Pitch him away and he’ll go to right field on you.”

“I don’t know about all of that. I do know you got to curve him.”

“Oh no, he’s a hell of a breaking-ball hitter.”

Finally, Sal Maglie: “Well, pitch around him.”

When the meeting was over, Gary added up the pitch-around-hims and
there were five, right in the beginning of the batting order. So according to
Sal Maglie, you start off with two runs in and the bases loaded.

It’s like the scouting reports we used to get on the Yankees about
National League teams. We’d get the word that this guy couldn’t hit the
good overhand curve. Well, nobody hits the good overhand curve. In fact,
hardly anybody throws the good overhand curve. It’s a hard pitch to control
and it takes too much out of your arm.

And the word on Tim McCarver of the Cards was that Sandy Koufax
struck him out on letter-high fastballs. Which is great advice if you can
throw letter-high fastballs like Koufax could.

Anyway, I guess Gary didn’t pitch around enough of the Minnesota
hitters because they bombed him out in the first inning with three runs. We



lost it, 6-4—I mean they lost it. There were several relief pitchers in the
game and I could have sworn I saw Joe Schultz waving for his
knuckleballer, but he was already gone to Vancouver.

One of the reasons I’ll probably be playing baseball for the next few
years is that I really don’t have a career waiting for me outside. I’d find it
hard to work for some big company. I’'m not a nine-to-five type. I have a
vague hope I might be able to work into television or politics somehow, and
my friend Jim Jacobs and I have talked about making films. Jim, who once
was the world’s greatest handball player, has done great things with old
fight films and we’ve talked about working up a baseball film and possibly
films on other sports. But I’m not ready for that yet.

The only thing I’m involved in now is that real-estate venture. My
brother Pete handles the business during the season, but there’s really not
much more than bookkeeping to it, since we do all the buying and selling
when I’m home. Even so, it doesn’t seem to be the kind of thing that would
ever keep me occupied full time. So I’m a baseball player. A Seattle Pilot—
pardon, a Vancouver Mountie. A Vancouver goddam Mountie.

I listened to the Pilots game over the radio and wouldn’t you know it, I
found myself rooting for them. When the Yankees sent me down all I
wanted was for them to get mashed. Even now I hope they finish lower in
their division than the Pilots do in theirs. I can’t explain it, but that’s what I
feel. The only bad thing I wish for the Pilots is that they get into a lot of
high-scoring games; win them, but need pitching help.
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Got a letter today from two girls who were members of my fan club.
They’d read the article in Signature about us adopting Kyong Jo and wanted
to congratulate us and wish me luck with my new team. I really liked that
fan club. I enjoyed being a big-league player and having people recognize
me and having little kids get a charge out of meeting me. I remember what
it was like when I was a kid and what a thrill T got just watching Willie
Mays climb out of a taxicab. So the fact that I had my own personal fan
club (would you believe an annual dinner and a newspaper called All About
Bouton?) always pleased me. Of course I realized how old I’'m getting and
how quickly time passes when I heard that one of the fan-club members
was in Vietnam. It just doesn’t seem right that a member of my fan club
should be fighting in Vietnam. Or that anybody should be.

The fan club started in 1962 when these two kids—George Saviano and
Al Gornie—came to me and asked if they could start one. I told them to
cool it until T did something. I didn’t want them to waste a lot of time and
energy on someone who might not be around too long. Of course I talked to
them. I figure that’s part of the game. Besides, I enjoyed it.

Not everybody agrees. I was a big New York Giant fan when I lived in
New Jersey as a kid and then we moved to Chicago. I used to go to all the
Cub—~Giant games out there. And I remember once leaning over the dugout
trying to tell Al Dark how great he was and how much I was for him and,
well, maybe get his autograph too, when he looked over at me and said,
“Take a hike, son. Take a hike.”

Take a hike, son. Has a ring to it, doesn’t it? Anyway, it’s become a
deflating putdown line around the Bouton family. Take a hike, son.

Having made the move to Syracuse a couple of times and then to Seattle
and now to Vancouver makes me a member of a not-very-exclusive club.
Us battered bastards of baseball are the biggest customers of the U.S. Post
Office, forwarding-address department. I’ve seen letters chasing guys for
months, years even. Sometimes you walk into a clubhouse and there’s a
letter on the table for a guy who was released two years ago. A guy like



Rollie Sheldon still has mail coming to him in Yankee Stadium, and once
they start forwarding, it can be a year before it catches up.

One of Gary Bell’s parting lines about me was, “Here comes the guy who
opened and closed a checking account in three days.” True. We have taken
the money out of our Seattle account and will deposit it in Vancouver. But
we’re optimistic. We’re leaving a few dollars in the Seattle account in case I
get called up later this summer. I should say when I get called up.
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Tacoma

There’s nothing like walking into a minor-league clubhouse to remind
you what the minors are like. You have a tendency to block it. It was cold
and rainy in Tacoma when I went there to meet the Vancouver club and the
locker room was shudderingly damp, small and smelly. There’s no tarpaulin
on the field, so everything is wet and muddy and the dirt crunches
underfoot on the cement. The locker stalls are made of chicken wire and
you hang your stuff on rusty nails. There’s no rubbing table in the tiny
trainer’s room, just a wooden bench, and there are no magazines to read and
no carpet on the floor and no boxes of candy bars. The head is filthy and the
toilet paper is institutional-thin. There’s no bat rack, so the bats,
symbolically enough, are stored in a garbage can. There’s no air-
conditioning and no heat, and the paint on the walls is peeling off in flaky
chunks and you look at all of that and you realize that the biggest jump in
baseball is between the majors and Triple-A. The minor leagues are all very
minor.

There’s no end to the humiliation. The kid in the clubhouse asked me
what position I played.

The Vancouver team never got to the clubhouse because the game was
called off before they left the hotel. So the uniforms never got there and I
sat around in my underwear feeling sorry for myself. Whitey Lockman, the
Tacoma manager, passed through and I told him I had just seen his most
famous double, the one he hit before Bobby Thomson’s home run in 1951,
on television again. He enjoyed being reminded.

I went out to work in my long underwear with a warm-up jacket over the
top and I thought to myself, “Damn, I wish somebody could see me out
here being this conscientious—Whitey Lockman maybe, or a scout.” If they
only knew how hard I was willing to work and how much I was willing to
sacrifice they’d know I'll make it back and that they ought to buy my
contract now, at a bargain price. If I have a good year I’'m not going to



forgive these other ballclubs who passed me up. Even the Mets had a shot.
They didn’t even nibble.
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Tonight I told Bob Lemon that I’d made a tactical mistake this spring
in trying to do too much and that what I wanted to do from now on is what I
did at the end of last summer—throw knuckleballs. I told him I also wanted
to work out a program of throwing on the sidelines before the game for
about ten minutes even if I’d be pitching a lot in the games. The idea is to
maintain the feeling you need to throw the knuckleball and at the same time
prevent the arm from getting too strong. If it’s strong you have a tendency
to bring it through too fast and you impart spin to the ball.

And Lemon said, “You throw any pitch you want and you throw it as
often as you want and set up any working program you want. It’s all up to

»

you.
Gee, how am I going to handle all that responsibility?

For me, one of the savers of being in the minors is that it makes me an
underdog. I like to be an underdog. I’ve always been the guy who never
was the big phenom but that came out on top unexpectedly. When I was a
kid—my brother and I and a couple of other kids—used to challenge eight
guys to basketball games, two against one. Often we’d win and the other
guys just couldn’t believe that four could beat eight. The answer is that the
underdog role is fun to play, and easy, because there’s no pressure. You’ve
got nothing to lose.

I enjoy the fact that my high school (Bloom Township HS, Chicago
Heights) has decided to award a trophy that is given every year not to the
guy who is the best, but to the one who shows the most desire and works
the hardest. The trophy is called the “Jim Bouton 110 Percent Award.”

Not that you can’t carry that sort of thing too far. In 1959, I guess it was,
I weighed 150 pounds and decided I should put on a lot of weight in order
to throw a better fastball. So I ate. I ate a lot. I ate five meals a day, all very
rich. In six weeks I put on 30 pounds and wrecked my stomach
permanently. I don’t have an ulcer, but there’s an inflammation that won’t
quiet down, and I have to take Maalox every day. The fastball went, the
stomach stayed.



How much running should a pitcher do? The idea, of course, is to be in
good physical shape. However, it’s quite possible to be both out of shape
and a good pitcher. As Johnny Sain says, “You don’t run the damn ball
across the plate. If running did it, they’d look for pitchers on track teams.”
It’s one of the reasons he’s such a popular pitching coach.

There are pitchers who tell you that they’ve played for men who made
them run miles a day and some who made them run hardly at all and that it
never made any difference in their pitching. Personally, I’ve never been out
of shape, so I wouldn’t know.

The problem for a long-relief man is that he doesn’t want to tire himself
out before a game in which he may pitch eight innings. But if he doesn’t run
and then he doesn’t pitch, he very quickly is out of shape. A short man can
stay in shape just pitching. And then there’s Mickey Lolich, who doesn’t
look like he’s in shape to do anything but pitch. One of the nice things
about baseball is that there are no rules you can’t break.

Had a talk with Bob Tiefenauer about his knuckleball and he said he’d
recently gotten a good tip from Ed Fisher. He says that when you’re
pitching with the wind at your back (which is very bad for the knuckler)
you throw the ball harder. This seems to keep it out ahead of the wind and it
knuckles pretty good. Tief says it sounds crazy, but there’s logic to it and it
seems to work. I’ll have to remember that.

I’ve been thinking about my options in life these days. There aren’t
many. If I do poorly here I could easily be dropped. I don’t think they want
to pay $22,000 to some guy to pitch Triple-A. On the other hand I could be
sold or traded, or brought back to Seattle. I don’t think they want me back
there, though, or Schultz wouldn’t have said that about a lot of clubs
needing pitchers. I see by the box scores that a lot of pitching staffs are
getting bombed. It’s a lot different than last year.

Washington lost 60, and I wonder if they can use some pitching help. I
sure would like to be with a club in the East, because if there’s anything I
want to do before I’m through it’s win a few games in Yankee Stadium, and
being with Washington would give me some extra shots at them. If this
sounds like a grudge, it’s only because it is.



Got my first inning of pitching in for the Vancouver Mounties and I was
only super. We were leading 15-3 when Bob Lemon asked me if I wanted
to pitch an inning. I said sure and went in to pitch the ninth. I struck out the
first hitter on four knuckleballs. I struck out the second hitter on five
knuckleballs. And I really wanted to strike out that third guy because
striking out the side is the kind of thing that gets back to the big club. But
the third hitter grounded out on a 1-and-2 knuckler. Still, it was almost too
easy.

Corky Evans was the catcher. He’s a good, enthusiastic kid. He caught
me in the bullpen when I warmed up and he’ll be catching me on the
sidelines before the games. He’s so enthusiastic he actually jumps around
and says happy things when one of our guys gets a hit. In fact the first time
he jumped up and started cheering I looked around to find out what had
happened. All that happened was we got another one of about twenty hits.
So at least he won’t be grumbling about having to catch my knuckler.

Meal money in Triple-A is $7.50 a day. In the big leagues it’s $15. I don’t
know if they mean to have you eat half as much or half as well.

Most baseball people have two ages, real and baseball. The older they
get, the greater the discrepancy between their numbers. Some of the players
were clever enough to cheat by two or three years as soon as they signed
and thus were more valuable throughout their careers. I made the mistake of
telling my real age right along and now it’s too late to start lying. All this
explains why Bill Monbouquette was able to say a couple of years ago that
he was thirty-one. I was twenty-nine at the time, and I remember him
pitching for the Red Sox while I was still in school.

The greatest all-time age put-on was engineered by Rollie Sheldon.
When he signed he told scouts that he was nineteen. The Yankees brought
him into spring training as a twenty-year-old phenom, and he won the
James P. Dawson award as outstanding rookie of the spring, and just before
the team went north it was discovered that he’d spent three years in the Air
Force and three years in college and that he was actually twenty-six. By
now, though, there was nothing anybody could do. And if he’d told them
his real age he never would have had a chance.



I’ve also been reflecting on Joe Schultz. I’'m afraid I’'m giving the
impression I don’t like him or that he’s bad for the ballclub. Neither is true.
I think Joe Schultz knows the guys get a kick out of the funny and
nonsensical things he says, so he says them deliberately. If there’s a threat
to harmony on the club I think it comes from the coaching staff.

On the other hand, it has been said that harmony is shit. The only thing
that counts is winning.

Dick Baney is a fashion plate—I mean in a baseball uniform. There is a
right way to wear a baseball uniform and a wrong way, and in order to do it
right you have to break some rules. Like you’re not allowed to cut your
baseball socks. But if you don’t cut your socks you’re nothing.

I’m referring to the outside socks, the colored ones. Underneath you wear
long white socks that are called sanitaries. Over those go the colored socks
with the stirrups under the feet. This leaves narrow half-moons of white
showing. It has become the fashion—I don’t know how it started, possibly
with Frank Robinson—to have long, long stirrups with a lot of white
showing. The higher your stirrups the cooler you are. Your legs look long
and cool instead of dumpy and hot.

The way to make stirrups longest, or what are called high-cuts, is to slice
the stirrup and sew in some extra material. It’s against the rules, but Baney
ignored them. Not only that, he took his uniform to a tailor and had it made
so form-fitting the whole thing looks like it was painted on. He says this is
important and the reason he did poorly his first time out was that: “I looked
down at myself and I looked like a clown. I figured if I look like a clown I
must be pitching like a clown, and so I did.”

Do you know that ethyl chloride can be fun? This is a freezing agent kept
around to cut the pain of cuts, bruises, sprains and broken bones. It comes
in a spray can and it literally freezes anything it touches; hair, skin, blood.
Also ants, spiders and other animals.

The way you have fun with ethyl chloride is spray it on a guy who isn’t
looking. First thing he knows there’s a frozen spot on his leg and the hair is
so solid it can be broken off.

Or you spray it on crawling creatures. They’re frozen, they thaw and they
resume their appointed rounds. Once we froze and thawed one bug thirty
times just to see if it could be done. It can.



Hot-feet, or hot-foots, depending on your attitude toward the language,
can also be fun if your life is drab and empty and puerile and full of Phil
Rizzuto. I once gave Phil my famous atomic bomb hot-foot, which consists
of four match heads stuck inside another match. It was such a lovely hot-
foot his shoelaces caught fire and the flames were licking at his pants cuff.

One of the great hot-foots (hot-feet?) of all time was administered to Joe
Pepitone by Phil Linz. The beauty part was that Pepitone was giving a hot-
foot to somebody else at the time and just as he started to turn around and
grin at the havoc he had wrought, a look of horror crossed his face and he
began to do an Indian dance. The hot-footer had been hot-footed (feeted?)
himself. Joe Pepitone is a gas.
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Vancouver

Today I got hung with a loss I didn’t deserve, but possibly merited. It
happened because a perfectly lovely knuckler got by the catcher. In the
ensuing confusion, during which I personally covered home plate on a close
play, the run scored amidst great argument. The man was out, but the
umpire disagreed.

Merritt Ranew was the catcher, and although he’s a fine fellow he had a
lot of trouble with the knuckleball. Lemon suggested I stop off at the
ballpark in Seattle on my way home (we haven’t moved yet) and pick up
McNertney’s big glove. When I got to the stadium I spent a half-hour
wandering around yelling to get somebody’s attention. I couldn’t, so I
finally climbed over the fence in left field and went all the way to second
base and screamed at the top of my lungs, “Is there anybody here?” No
answer. “Christ,” I thought, “anybody who wants to could come into this
place, dismantle it and take it away by morning.” I found the glove in the
clubhouse and after I climbed back over the fence I noticed a sign that said:
WARNING, GUARD DOG PATROLLING AREA. I could just see the
papers the next morning: “Former Seattle Player Ripped to Shreds at
Second Base.”
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Honolulu

There are compensations to being in the minors. Like Hawaii. Arrived
here today and it’s beautiful. On the airplane, if you’re Leo Marentette you
play gin rummy. Leo used to be in the Tiger organization and the first thing
he asked me was “How’s Moon Man?” which is what the Tigers called
Mike Marshall, the way the Pilots called Steve Hovley “Orbit.” Leo took
$70 meal money from Darrell Brandon and the word is that he bought rights
to Jerry Stephenson, a gin-rummy mark, for the five-hour plane ride.

On the plane I discovered that Greg Goossen is afraid to fly. On the
takeoff he wrapped himself around his seatbelt in the fetal position, his
hands over his eyes. Then, as we were landing, he went into frenzied
activity, switching the overhead light on and off, turning the air blower on
and off, right and left, opening and closing his ashtray and giving
instructions into a paper cup: “A little more flap, give me some more stick,
all right, just a little bit, okay now, level out.”

I asked him, “What’s the routine?”
“I always feel better when I land them myself,” Goose explained.

Hawaii is not exactly like the rest of the minors. The first thing they did
at the ballpark was line us up on the foul line, where two Hawaiian girls
presented each of us with a lei and a kiss on the cheek. When the girl got to
me I bent her back over my knee and kissed her like they do in the movies.
Nailed her a hell of a kiss, if I say so myself. For another there’s a topless
nightclub in the Polynesian Hotel, where we’re staying, and the girls who
work there live in the hotel. There’s nothing minor league about that at all,
at all. I mean, Kearney, Nebraska, was never like this.

Having been sent to the minors for at least parts of the last three seasons
now, I’ve become somewhat defensive about it. It’s disturbing to be
considered a failure, to have a stigma attached to you just because you’re
sent down.



For the fact is, that by any sane comparative standard, I’m much better at
my job, even in Triple-A, than most successful professional people are in
theirs.

As a Triple-A player I’'m one of the top thousand baseball players in the
country, and when it’s considered how few actually make it out of the
hundreds of thousands who try, it’s really a fantastic accomplishment. So I
don’t feel like a failure, and anybody who is guilty of thinking I am will be
sentenced to a long conversation with Joe Schultz’s liverwurst sandwich.

Not that there aren’t little annoyances to being in the minors. Players
have to do things that coaches do for them in the big leagues—Ilike shag
balls. Baseballs are thrown in from the outfield during batting practice and
someone has to gather them up and give them to the batting-practice
pitcher. In the minors the job is done by the pitcher who pitched the night
before. I had forgotten this little duty when I was sold to the Seattle Angels,
and when I was reminded I said—facetiously, of course—“But I’'m a name
player.” And I had another nickname: Name Player.

Name Player got off the bus today and went off to inspect the Honolulu
playing field where some of the Angel players I had played with last year
were working out. I could see the surprised looks on their faces when they
saw me. Jimmy Reese, the coach, hollered over at me, “Hey, Bouton, what
are you doing down here?”

“That’s what happens when you have a bad inning,” I said.

Pitched again today and did not have another bad inning. It was my third
appearance in three days, and the dear knuckler has been jumping. One
pop-up, one groundout, one strikeout. I know this is the kind of work I
need, but I'm wondering why they’re pitching me so often. They have
fourteen pitchers on the staff. Could it be that somebody in Seattle thinks I
need the work? Or maybe they want a last look before they release me?
Release me? Good grief.

Things are going so well I’m thinking of how much the family will enjoy
Vancouver. It’s a beautiful town, with the mountains coming right down to
the edge of it. We’ve taken a place near the beach and it should be lovely
indeed.

I’m really riding that emotional rollercoaster these days. In spring
training I was going good and getting to pitch a lot. I led the club in



appearances and I was excited about making the team. And then I didn’t.
All of a sudden I’m at a new low, like some crazy Dow Jones chart, and I
have to start all over. Now I’ve pitched well in four games and I feel like
the rollercoaster is on the way up, and that if I have three or four more good
appearances I might even get called back to Seattle. In baseball you’re only
as good and as happy as your last appearance.

I read in the paper that Hoyt Wilhelm says there are only four guys
throwing the knuckleball consistently in the major leagues—Wilbur Wood,
Eddie Fisher, Phil Niekro and himself—and the reason is that you don’t
learn to throw the knuckleball, you have to be born with it. I wonder if I
was born to throw the knuckleball and have been wasting myself all these
years.

Jim Coates pitched against us tonight and beat us 4-1. Coates, as has
been noted, could pose as the illustration for an undertaker’s sign. He has a
personality to match. He was the kind of guy who used to get on Jimmy
Piersall by calling him “Crazy.” Like, “Hey, Crazy, they coming after you
with a net today?”

Piersall used to get mad as hell and call Coates a lot of names, the most
gentle of which was thermometer, but it didn’t seem to hurt the way he
played. I remember a game in Washington. Piersall was playing center field
and Coates was giving him hell from the Yankee bullpen. Piersall was
turning away from the game to give it back when somebody hit a long fly
ball to left-center and Piersall had to tear after it. All the time he was
running he was screaming at Coates, and when he got up to the fence he
climbed halfway up it, caught the ball, robbing somebody of a home run,
and threw it in. But not for a second did he stop yelling at Coates.

Coates was famous for throwing at people and then not getting into the
fights that resulted. There’d be a big pile of guys fighting about a Coates
duster and you’d see him crawling out of the pile and making for the
nearest exit. So we decided that if there was a fight while Coates was
pitching, instead of heading for the mound, where he was not likely to be,
we’d block the exits.

There was, of course, no fight. We’d all rather talk than fight.
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My great roomie, Bob Lasko, has led me down the trail of sin and
perdition and gotten me smashed on mai tais (pronounced “my ties”). This
is a Hawaiian drink brewed by the evil gods of the volcanoes and no fit
potion for a clean-cut American boy like me. I could barely make it back to
my room and turn on the tape recorder. (Can you sing a book?)

I almost can’t believe it, but I was in another ballgame tonight. Pitched
two-and-a-third innings, gave up one hit, a double by Bob Rodgers, one
walk and no runs. I’m throwing the knuckleball for strikes. I’'m almost
feeling sorry for the hitters. And I am feeling guilty about the amount of
work I’m getting when a guy like Lasko is getting almost none. But not
very.

One of the natural beauties of Hawaii is the bullpen refreshment. There is
a terrific soup sold in the ballpark called siamin (pronounced “sigh-a-min”),
which contains native goodies, noodles, pork and herbs. Beats Cracker
Jacks every time.
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I’ve been poisoned by mai tais twice more and sunburned once in the
past two days. I also pitched in two more games, coming in both times in
the ninth inning with a one-run lead and giving up no hits and no sweat.
After the game tonight I walked by Jimmy Reese and he said, “What are
you doing in this league?”—which made me feel very nice indeed. Could
all this be due to the sun and the mai tais? Is it all just an illusion?

I’ve pitched six days in a row and everybody thinks I’ll soon be called
up. Hey, up there, you listening?

I called my wife during the seventh inning tonight because I didn’t think
I’d be used again, and just as the operator was asking her if she’d take a
collect call, Sheldon came back to tell me there was a call for me to warm
up. In fact, when Lemon gave the signal, the guys in the bullpen pretended
they didn’t understand in order to give Sheldon time to come get me. I
thought he was kidding until I saw the terrorized look on his face. So I hung
up, went in and saved another. Another day, another save.
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It’s great to be young and in Hawaii. Not only did I pitch in my
seventh straight game and get my third save, but I had a smashing bowl of
siamin, corn on the cob and teriyaki out in the bullpen. Major-league
bullpen.

We get up around ten in the morning, put on our bathing suits, go down
to the beach for three or four hours, come back to have a nice home-cooked
meal (we all have kitchenettes and share the cooking), do some shopping
and get out to the ballpark at around five. Sheldon brings a radio down to
the bullpen and always asks if we want to listen to a ballgame or music.
Sheldon, you must be kidding.

Talk in the bullpen turned to Joe Schultz, and I recounted what he’d told
me when he sent me down. Everybody was surprised that I didn’t get the
recording: “This is a recording. Pitch two or three good games and you’ll be
right back up here again. This is a recording.”

Sheldon recalled the moment the Grim Reaper cut him down. He was in
the outfield shagging and Sal Maglie stood at third base and hollered at the
top of his voice, “Hey, Sheldon, Joe wants to see you in his office.”
Everybody in the outfield heard.

“I was so embarrassed, I turned red,” Sheldon said. “I had the impulse to
holler, ‘Find out what he wants.” I’m still sorry I didn’t.”

Also a beaver-shooting story was told. It seems that the Detroit bullpen
carried a pair of binoculars and a telescope. The binoculars were used to
spot an interesting beaver in the stands and then the telescope was used to
zero in. So when the guy using the binoculars spotted a likely subject he’d
say, “Scope me.”

Strange bullpen incident tonight. Some dum-dum fan came by with his
girl, who was wearing tight slacks, bare midriff and revealing top. Naturally
we all looked pretty hard. “What the hell you guys looking at?” he said.
Since we figured he could guess, we didn’t say. So he started yelling and
giving us the finger and like that until somebody said, “You don’t like it,
big boy, come on over and we’ll talk about it.” (It’s not unusual for players



to get into shouting matches with fans and yell things like “Go check your
wife, there’s a ballplayer missing.”)

The girl pulled him away, but he must have complained to a cop or
somebody, because pretty soon it got back to Lemon that there had been an
incident in the bullpen. Between innings he ran out and chewed us all out,
not for getting into a fight with a fan just for not paying attention to the
game. “You guys are having enough trouble getting anybody out,” he said.
He really knows how to hurt a guy.

When he left there was much consternation over him talking like that to
our man Bill Ferrell, who happens to be nineteen years old and has a perfect
pitching record, and in his only time at bat he got a base hit. We call him “1
and 0” and “A Thousand,” and what he should have told Lemon is that he’s
not having any trouble getting anybody out.

The reason I suffer from mai tai poisoning so often is that the other guys
can drink them with no effect at all while I get drunk. They insist I come
along so that they can, as they say, put the hurt on my body. Then in the
morning they invite me for breakfast so they can observe the havoc they
have wrought. While they gorge themselves on the veranda, I bathe my eyes
with Murine.

All of which decided us on two things about playing baseball in Hawaii:
that in addition to the $7.50 meal money, there ought to be a beverage
allowance; and that if a guy’s home team was Hawaii and he was called up
to the big leagues he might decide he didn’t want to go.
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After seven straight appearances I didn’t get into the game tonight. We
lost 5-1, and after the game Lemon called me into his office and said, “You
mad at me?”

“No, why?” I said.
“Because I wasn’t able to get you into the game tonight.”
We laughed. A winner’s laugh.

Dick Bates got called up today. Not me, not Darrell Brandon. Dick Bates.
We were sitting around the hotel pool when Sheldon arrived and asked us if
we’d heard about Bates. We said no. When he told us, at first I thought he
was kidding. Then I got pissed off. I was sure I’d be next. You just can’t tell
what goes through their minds up there, though. Like Lemon was telling me
that after last night’s game he was talking to Milkes on the phone, giving
him the statistics of the ballgame, and when he got to where I came into the
game he said, “And guess who relieved?” And Milkes said, “Him again?”

“Yep,” Lemon said, “and he got a save. And do you know he’s thrown 80
strikes and 47 balls so far?” (This is good even if you’re not throwing the
knuckleball.) Milkes was impressed. The point I started to make is that
Milkes told Lemon that Edgerton had looked pretty good but that “they’re
beginning to get to him.” When Lemon asked how many games Edgerton
had pitched in, Milkes said two. Beginning to get to him! For crying out
loud.

At the end of our talk I was going to ask Lemon about the possibility of
getting a start or two while I was down here. Just then Bob Lasko came
along and asked when he was going to pitch next and I didn’t have the heart
to say anything. I was afraid Lemon would give me a start and cut into
Lasko’s time. Really.

A note here about motivation. Marv Stachle has been talking about
quitting after this season. He’s been bouncing up and down between Triple-
A and the majors for nine years now without getting close to his four years



in. Now he says he just wants to have a good year, not because he expects
to go anywhere, but for pride.

My own reaction is that pride counts.

When I called my wife after my third save, there was a gathering of
Vancouver Mounties outside the phone booth. So on the bus today I was
asked if I always call home after a save or a win and I said yes, I did. And
Greg Goossen said, “Big deal. It means about three phone calls a year.”

Corky Evans, my catcher, doesn’t drink, smoke or swear. He spends his
spare time reading Field and Stream and writing three letters to his girl
every day and reading the three letters he gets from her in return. Corky
doesn’t even go out for a milkshake. So tonight Bob Lemon said to him,
“Hey, Corky, if you go out looking for broads tonight, make sure you take
that big glove.”

I was glad to hear the score of the Seattle game tonight—sort of glad.
They lost 14-2. I would rather they won 15-14.
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I was on a radio show after the ballgame last night and today the guys
were kidding me about the gift. In the majors it’s usually something worth
$25 or $50, but in the minors it’s a choice: You can have a “best wishes for
the rest of the year” or an “everybody’s rooting for your comeback.”

Although I gave up my first earned run tonight, I got my fourth save.
Right after the game we catch a midnight flight back to the mainland. I feel
like a conquering hero returning.
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Seattle

I bummed a ride to Vancouver with Lemon rather than fly up with the
team so I could have an afternoon at home. Lemon had to stop off for a
conference with Milkes and Schultz. At three in the afternoon he called me.
“You don’t have to come back with me,” he said. “Enjoy the day with your
family and call Milkes tomorrow.”
“What does that mean, Bob?”
“I don’t know, Meat. Just call Marvin tomorrow.”

My wife and I spent the rest of the day trying to figure the percentages.
First, of course, it could mean I was being called up by the Pilots, and since
they’re home, I could join them tomorrow. It could also be that the Pilots
are trying to make a trade and if it goes through there’ll be an opening on
the staff. If the trade doesn’t go through, I’ll be heading back to Vancouver.
On the other hand, they may be trying to get a pitcher in a trade and if they
do, it’s also back to Vancouver for me. But if they dont get the pitcher, then
I’ll be called up. Finally, it could be that I may be involved in a trade.

We’re covered for houses here and in Vancouver. But suppose I’m traded.
I don’t think I can afford any more deposits. And another thing. My wife
just got through buying a bunch of beach toys for the kids. And this
afternoon, before the phone call from Lemon, the kids ran around the
neighborhood saying goodbye to their friends of two weeks. Tomorrow
morning they may be saying hello again.

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

Part 5

The Yanks Are Coming, The Yanks Are Coming

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

APRIL

29

Hello again.

The news came this morning. “Hrrrmph,” Marvin Milkes said, or words
to that effect. I was back with the Seattle Pilots. Not only that, but I had an
hour-and-a-half to get my ass to the clubhouse and into uniform. Not only
that, right after the game we’re going on a road trip, first stop Minneapolis.
Not only that, my suitcase has gone on ahead to Vancouver. Not only that,
my hang-up suit bag is up there too and doesn’t even have my name on it.
Not only that, I’'m inordinately happy.

I’m so happy I wasn’t able to sleep last night, just thinking about being
happy. So I got out of bed at four in the morning and spent two hours
writing notes for a speech I’d like to deliver to Sal Maglie and/or Joe
Schultz.

This is what I decided to say:

“I’ve given a lot of thought to this. In fact it’s all I’ve thought about for
weeks. Number one, the knuckleball. I'd like you to understand it takes a
feel to throw it, not strength. So I think I have to throw fifteen minutes on
the sidelines to a catcher every single day, no matter how many days in a
row I’ve pitched, or how many innings I might be expected to go that night.

“Number two, we have to adjust our thinking on walks. Walks are
inevitable with a pitch that jumps around so much. What’s more important,
when you’re a knuckleball pitcher, is the total number of walks and hits. For
instance, for Vancouver I pitched eleven innings and gave up four hits and
seven walks, a total of eleven base runners. If this were three walks and
eight hits it wouldn’t be as good because runners move faster and farther on
base hits than they do on walks. Also I think it’s wrong to throw a fastball
to a good hitter with a 3-and-2 count unless I’ve got a big lead, and I think
it’s wrong to throw a fastball 3 and 1 in a close game, and it’s wrong to
throw a fastball 3 and 0 when a home run or hit would beat me. In every
case I’d rather walk the guy with my best pitch than let him beat me with
one swing at my worst.

“I’d also like to say that I don’t mind talking about the mistakes I’ve
made in certain situations. Some people call it second-guessing, but I don’t.



It’s good to go over mistakes—after the game. What I want to eliminate is
too many hollered instructions during the game. For example, if somebody
hollers out to me, ‘Make him hit the ball,” I think he means I should throw a
fastball or slider, since I’'m always trying to throw every knuckleball right
down the middle anyway. I have to choose my own pitch, and chances are
it’s the knuckleball.

“Now, about that start. I think it’s possible that someday I could pitch
every three days with only two days of rest, or every four days, and relieve
in between. I know I did it last year and Marvin Milkes can be a witness to
that. The only other knuckleballer who is as young and strong as I am is
Niekro, and he’s starting every four days now. It’s taken the Braves a long
time to come around to the idea that a knuckleball pitcher can be a starter,
but they have and the results are great. I’m so convinced this could be done
that I’d be willing to go to the minors and prove it. In fact, the very nature
of the pitch is such that it’s more adaptable to starting than relieving. A
starting pitcher doesn’t have to worry about coming in with men on base.

“Finally, I don’t think it’s fair to compare me right away with guys like
Niekro, Wood, Fisher and Wilhelm. They’re top pitchers and I think I
should be allowed to be only fair or even mediocre for a while—say, a
month or six weeks. After all, the other guys have had years.”

That’s my speech. Now I wonder if I can pry anybody away from his
liverwurst sandwich long enough to hear it.

When I got to the clubhouse today it was as though I’d never left. It was
fun being back with all the guys again, and I really laid my week in Hawaii
on them.

Sal and I had our big conversation.

Sal: “Hi, what time’d you get in?”

Me: “Eight yesterday morning. From Hawaii.”
Sal: “Humglmpf.”

That was it.

Marty Pattin won the game for us tonight with a two-hitter. He had a no-
hitter going into the eighth and I thought, how could anybody not know he’s



pitching a no-hitter. The fans were cheering while Pattin was picking up the
resin bag. We won 2-0, and I walked into the clubhouse feeling happy with
myself for having given the ballclub such a tremendous lift that Pattin went
out and pitched a two-hitter.

I was also gratified that Joe Schultz had me warming up, along with Jack

Aker, in the ninth. This was a close game and he had me warming up. L’il
old me.
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Minneapolis

I started warming up before the game today in Minnesota and it was
so damn cold—and the American League ball is definitely bigger than the
Pacific Coast League ball—that I couldn’t get the damn thing to break at
all. Every single knuckleball I threw was rolling over, or spinning sideways,
and I started to panic. I could feel the sweat break out on me, and I was cold
and sweaty at the same time. Here was Lemon sending in good reports on
me, I thought, and here I was letting him down. Not only that. When they
get a look at this junk they’re going to think all I have is a minor-league
knuckleball. Baseball people think like that. And I thought if I didn’t have a
good knuckleball right now they’d send me down again and I’d never come
back up.

Of course, when I got in the game my knuckleball was great. I came in
with the bases loaded and promptly went to 3 and 1 on the hitter. What do |
do now? Fastball or knuckleball? Before I was sent down it probably would
have been the fastball. I threw the knuckleball and got a grounder to first
base for the out at the plate. Then I struck out the next hitter to end the
inning. I saved all three runs from being charged to my roomie.

I pitched two more innings, throwing only one fastball. Not a ball was hit
out of the infield. We lost, 4—1.

Dick Bates was sent back down to make room for Darrell Brandon. I’'m
not sure what they think they’re doing, but at a guess front offices are more
interested in players who are far than those who are near. They were more
interested in Bates than Brandon and Bouton, but only until they saw Bates
up close.

We also just bought John O’Donoghue and when Gary Bell and I walked
into the coffee shop this morning he was sitting there. Gary said that when
ballplayers get up in the morning and go into the coffee shop and see a
player from a different organization sitting there, “Everybody starts
stepping lightly.”



Gary has come up with a good nickname for Freddy Velazquez. Freddy
just sits there in the bullpen, warming up pitchers, and he never gets into a
game and just looks sad. So Gary calls him Poor Devil.

Last night Gary and I stayed up late talking about real estate and what
future there might be in it for him as investor or salesman or broker and I
suggested he might get involved by reading some real-estate books. Gary is
a typical ballplayer in some ways in that he doesn’t seem to have any plan
for himself, nothing to fall back on. The day he’s out of baseball is the day
he’ll start thinking about earning a living. And then it could be too late.

We stayed up so late talking that I needed a nap in the bullpen.
Fortunately the Minnesota bullpen is out of sight. So I slept four solid
innings before going into the game. There may be better ways to earn a
living, but I can’t think of one.

Gary wasn’t very happy, of course, after being knocked out in the fifth.
He had a couple of beers and said, “Maybe we ought to break out those
real-estate books pretty soon.” Then he had a better idea. He suggested that
tonight the two of us go out and see what we could do about restructuring
parts of San Francisco (we were to leave for Oakland after the game).

“San Francisco,” Gary said, “is absolutely going to catch hell.”

I was sitting in front of my locker this afternoon and suddenly someone
walked over to me and there was a shadow on the newspaper I was reading.
My heart started thumping. I could almost hear Sal Maglie say, “Joe wants
to see you in his office.” That’s what insecurity is.

Today Joe Schultz said, “Hey, I want to see some el strikos thrown
around here.”

I’m always fascinated by what people say during infield practice. It’s a
true nonlanguage, specifically created not to say anything. This one today
from Frank Crosetti as he hit grounders: “Hey, the old shillelagh!”

Had a big talk with Sal Maglie today. Not the big talk, with note cards
and all that, which I carry around waiting for the right, quintessentially
right, moment. It went about like this.



Me: “Sal, I’ve made some decisions about my knuckleball and I’d like to
talk them over with you.”

Sal: “Mblvckd?”

Me: “Yes. Well, I think I've got to throw the knuckleball all the time and
forget about my other pitches.”

Sal: “Of course. Christ, if you don’t do that you won’t get anybody out.
That’s your bread and butter.”

Me: “Another thing. I’ve got to throw the ball for about fifteen minutes
before the game to get the feel of it. I don’t worry about tiring my arm.
Strength means nothing to me.”

Sal: “Certainly. Absolutely. Otherwise you can’t stay sharp with it.”

So I went back to my locker and tore up my index cards. Well, the truth
of it is I tried to talk to Joe Schultz on the airplane, but every time I checked
he was asleep. When he was awake, I had some second thoughts.
Translation: I didn’t have the nerve. I decided he would take it as me, Jim
Bouton, trying to give orders to him, Joe Schultz. So I, Jim Bouton, said
“Aw, the hell with it.”

Now I’ve got permission to do it my way anyway. Sal Maglie. Love that
man.

The man I love had quite an adventure tonight. Darrell Brandon pitching,
and with Rod Carew on third base he’s using a full wind-up. At the last
moment he decides to take a look over at Carew, who’s taking a pretty good
lead. So he backs off the rubber and Sal yells at him, “For crissakes, get the
hitter. The runner isn’t going anyplace.”

So Darrell winds up and lets fly. And Carew steals home.
When Darrell comes into the dugout at the end of the inning, Maglie lets

him have it. “Dammit,” he says. “You know you’ve got to pitch from the
stretch in that situation.”

Eddie O’Brien has finally been nicknamed. “Mr. Small Stuff.” It’s
because of his attention to detail. Says Mr. Small Stuff, “Put your hat on.”
He said that to me today. Also to Mike Hegan. We were both running laps
at the time.



Another thing Eddie O’Brien does is stand next to you when you’re
warming up. I think he does it so he can be near the phone when it rings. He
has to answer it. One of these days I’ll beat him to it and when Schultz asks
for O’Brien I'll say, “He ain’t here,” and hang up. Add dreams of glory.

Oh yes. As I went out to pitch he said, “Throw strikes.”
I don’t think Eddie O’Brien understands this game.

Maybe nobody does. Like when I went out to do some throwing on the
sidelines before the game Sal Maglie said, “Do your running before you
throw.”

“Gee, Sal,” T said agreeably, “I don’t like to throw when I’m plumb
tuckered out from running. I’d rather throw first, then run.”

So Sal said, triumphantly, “What if it rains?”
“If it rains, then I’d rather have had my throwing in than my running.”
At which point Ron Plaza said, to no one in particular, “Aw, c’mon, let’s

go.”
[ went. But first I did my throwing. And it didn’t rain.
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Oakland

Talked to my wife and she said there were some interesting things in
the Seattle paper about my knuckleball. The quotes from Joe and Sal were
that, well, it was better than it was before. Then there was a quote from
Billy Martin, the bold and brash (as they say) manager of the Twins, which
said it was a “helluva” knuckleball. The thought naturally occurred that Sal
and Joe are not yet willing to make that kind of commitment to my
knuckleball.

The knuckleball was fine tonight against Oakland—when it knuckled.
When it didn’t, it got hit for two home runs. That was in the first of three
innings I pitched. One ball was completely still. It must have looked like a
watermelon floating up there. Float like a watermelon, fly like a rocket. The
other rolled a bit and was hit just as hard. On the other hand, I threw only
four pitches in the whole three innings that didn’t do what they were
supposed to do. It’s aggravating, of course, that two of them were hit out of
the park, but the others jumped so much that I struck out Reggie Jackson
and Rick Monday, and the rest were tapped for pop flies and grounders.

After the game, McNertney told me that Sal Bando thought it was a
better knuckler than Wilhelm’s because it breaks more sharply and it’s
thrown harder. I’'m not sure how to take that, since it was Bando who hit
one of the homers off me.

Meanwhile, in the dugout, I found out from Darrell Brandon that Sal had
thrown a fit when the home run was hit. He had a toothpick in his mouth at
the time and he threw it hard on the ground (so hard a tree may yet grow on
the spot) and said, “Jesus, he’s got to start throwing something else. They’re
just waiting on that knuckleball.”

I think McNertney understands the situation better. “Keep throwing it,”
he said. “It’s getting better. Had a real good one tonight that was really
jumping down. So a couple of them spun and they hit them out. But you got
to go with it. Even 3 and 0.”

It was a weird game. We were behind 4-0 and 6-1 and tied it at 6-6.
They went ahead 8-6, and we damn near came back again but lost it 8-7.



Now we’re six games under .500 and in last place, and something is going
to happen around here. Marvin Milkes is not a guy who will sit around in a
situation that calls for panic.

This afternoon Gary Bell and I hired a car and drove up to the Berkeley
campus and walked around and listened to speeches—Arab kids arguing
about the Arab-Israeli war, Black Panthers talking about Huey Newton and
the usual little old ladies in tennis shoes talking about God. Compared with
the way everybody was dressed Gary and I must have looked like a couple
of narcs.

So some of these people look odd, but you have to think that anybody
who goes through life thinking only of himself with the kinds of things that
are going on in this country and Vietnam, well, he’s the odd one. Gary and I
are really the crazy ones. I mean, we’re concerned about getting the
Oakland Athletics out. We’re concerned about making money in real estate,
and about ourselves and our families. These kids, though, are genuinely
concerned about what’s going on around them. They’re concerned about
Vietnam, poor people, black people. They’re concerned about the way
things are and they’re trying to change them. What are Gary and I doing
besides watching?

So they wear long hair and sandals and have dirty feet. I can understand
why. It’s a badge, a sign they are different from people who don’t care.

So I wanted to tell everybody, “Look, I’'m with you, baby. I understand.
Underneath my haircut I really understand that you’re doing the right
thing.”

Emmett Ashford was behind the plate tonight and did an especially good
job calling the knuckleball. A couple of times I threw it knee-high and the
ball seemed to drop into the dirt. But it was only after it had crossed the
plate, so he called both of them strikes. Some umpires call the pitch where
the catcher catches it, not where it crosses the plate. If he catches it as a
ball, it’s a ball. But Ashford was great.

He missed one pitch. It was when a guy was stealing second and
McNertney came out of his crouch to get the ball. This blocked Ashford’s
view and he called it a ball. I yelled at him. “But Emmett, it was a perfect
strike.” That’s all I said, and it was true, but I felt guilty about having said



anything at all. I try to be especially nice to Ashford because everybody
else harasses the hell out of him. He’s not exactly the best umpire, but he is
far from being terrible. He doesn’t miss that many calls, and when he does,
he misses them on both sides, like any good umpire. But other umpires talk
behind his back. Sometimes they’ll let him run out on the field himself and
the other three who are holding back in the dugout will snigger. I hate that
kind of stuff. I mean, I don’t mind it when it’s pulled on a ballplayer. But
Ashford, for goodness sakes.

And, of course, the players pick it right up. As soon as he makes a bad
call they start yelling, “Oh, that hot dog son of a bitch.” Sure he’s a flashy
umpire and sure he does a lot of showboating. That’s what got him into the
big leagues in the first place. It’s his bread and butter. Instead of bitching
the players ought to give him credit for hustling. He hustles every minute
he’s out there, which is more than you can say for some umpires.

It’s not hard to understand why he’s resented, though. They feel he
doesn’t belong in the big leagues with his way of umpiring. Besides, he’s a
Negro, and they believe he’s here just because of that.

It must be terrible for Ashford. When you’re an umpire and travel around
the big leagues in a group of four and three of them are white and the kind
of guys who let you run on the field by yourself—well, it can make for a
very lonely summer.

I know about lonely summers. In my last years with the Yankees I had a
few of them. You stand in a hotel lobby talking with guys at dinnertime and
they drift away, and some other guys come along and pretty soon they’re
gone and you’re all alone and no one has asked you what you’re doing
about dinner. So you eat alone. It must happen to Ashford a lot. And it’s one
of the reasons I can’t bring myself to argue with him.

Encountered Marvin Milkes sitting in the lobby tonight, and whether he
knows it or not that’s fairly nerve-racking. Anytime a general manager is on
the road with his club there’s a feeling that a trade is in the works. From the
way things are going here, I get the feeling that the front office watches the
game, and when you throw a strike you’re immediately in their plans for the
near future, and when you throw a ball you’re on the trading block. The
players go up and down like some crazy yo-yo, and what that looks like
most is a panic operation.



Brought a copy of the Berkeley Barb back to the clubhouse and several of
the guys were crowding around to read it when John Kennedy said,
“Bouton, I bet you bought that paper.” I told him I had. “Now, how did I
know it was you bought that paper?” he said. Dunno, John. Extrasensory
perception?
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Steve Barber pitched a pretty good game while I was down on the
farm, but he was in trouble again yesterday, loading up the bases with none
out in the first. He said he couldn’t get loose on the sidelines, and the only
time his arm bothers him is when he’s loosening up. He says once he gets
into the game he’s fine.

Oh.

Another thing Sal Maglie looks like is the friendly neighborhood
undertaker. You can just see him standing in the mortuary doorway saying,
“Oh yes, we have something very nice for you in mahogany.” And Gary
Bell recalled the old Digger O’Dell line, “Well, I’ll be shoveling off now.”

The friendly undertaker really put it to Marshall the other day. He told
him that if he didn’t use better judgment on the selection of his pitches,
they’d be called from the bench by S. Maglie, pitching coach. Mike was
furious. Any pitcher would be. As Johnny Sain has pointed out, a pitcher
will in the course of his career throw to thirty or forty catchers, work for ten
or fifteen managers and pitching coaches. If he let all those people tell him
what to throw he’d never amount to anything but a confused pitcher.

Anyway, the discussion with Sal seemed to do something for Marshall
because he went out today and pitched a fine game. He lost 3—2, but in his
heart a pitcher counts that as a victory, just as the hitter counts as a hit the
sharp line drive that somebody makes a leaping catch on. Marshall went all
the way and gave up only four singles, probably the only four mistakes he
made in the game. Well, five. The other one was not getting enough runs.

I was warming up late in the game in case Marshall’s sturdy arm should
falter, which, considering the closeness of the game, was rather
encouraging. After I gave up those two home runs I naturally went to the
bottom of the pile. But I think two good innings after that redeemed me.

The other man warming up was John O’Donoghue. He’s pitched one
scoreless inning for the club so far and that puts him right on top. Indeed,
the way things are, any new man is No. 1 until he gets hit, which is soon
enough.



Today’s Marvin Milkes’ stories concern Gene Brabender and Merritt
Ranew. The Benders been having a tough time—thirteen runs in seven
innings, or terrible enough to receive serious notice. So Milkes told him he
has three more starts to straighten out, and if he doesn’t do well in them he
could just mosey down the road.

Ranew was called up to fill in for Larry Haney, who had to put in some
service time. Ranew had been hitting like .400 at Vancouver and in his first
game here he got two hits. Today he got another and he’s hitting the ball
good every time up. So Marvin Milkes told him, “You keep hitting the ball
like that and you’ll be back up here again sometime.”

And never is heard a discouraging word.
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Darrell Brandon wanted a start and got it, just by asking for it. He also
got shelled, lasting an inning and a third. He thinks he knows what
happened. “I was good last night,” he said. “I stayed in my room. Called my
wife. Drank nothing stronger than orange juice. Then I read from the
Gideon Bible and went to sleep. Then I last an inning and a third and I got
two greenies in me I got to work out in San Francisco. Never again.”

As for me, I was only as good as I had to be last night and I also lasted an
inning-and-a-third and three earned runs. That puts me on the bottom of the
heap again and depresses the hell out of me. I figure two like that and my
ass is back in Vancouver.

We were playing trivia on the back of the bus the other day, and among
the questions were:

What was the name of Roy Rogers’ dog?

What was the name of the cat in the Buster Brown Show?

What three pitchers were sent down to the minor leagues with less than
five innings of work among them?

The answers are Bullet, Midnight, Dick Bates, Bill Edgerton and Jim
Bouton.

Brandon and I felt so badly about the whole thing we dragged Gary Bell
off to a Chinese restaurant and I ate bird’s nest soup, which disgusted them
both.

Gary Bell and I have become the Falstaffs of the back of the bus. Gary
entertains with quotes, anecdotes and insults, and when he goes back to his
real-estate book I do my routines. In a trivia game recently I asked who the
moderator of “You Asked For It” was. The answer was Art Baker, which
led me into my “You Asked For It” routine. “We have a letter from a
listener, Mrs. Sadie Thompson of Jablib, Wisconsin.

“Mrs. Thompson writes: ‘Dear Art, I’ve always wanted to see a cobra

strike an eighty-year-old lady. I wonder if you can arrange this on your
show.’



“Yes, Sadie Thompson out there in Jablib, we went all the way to India
for you and not only did we get a cobra, we got a bushmaster, the most
deadly snake in the world. And right before your eyes the snake will be
placed into a glass cage with sweet little white-haired Mrs. Irma Smedley.
Here comes the snake into the cage, and just look at that sweet little old
lady tremble. The snake strikes and that’s it, ladies and gentlemen, the end
of Mrs. Irma Smedley. Remember now, it’s all because you asked for it.”

The boys ate it up. Sick humor is very big in the back of baseball buses
and “You Asked For It” is almost as good as “Obituaries You Would Like
To Read.” Tune in next week, folks.

Some of the mores and manners of the back of the bus crew. Others who
usually sit in the back are Oyler, Mincher, Kennedy, Hegan, Rich Rollins
(The Listener), Gene Brabender (Lurch), Pattin (who does the Donald
Duck) and Gosger (who does a splendid Porky Pig). The middle of the bus
is dominated by Tommy Davis and his groovy tape machine, and the quiet
guys sit in front, guys like Gus Gil and Freddy (Poor Devil) Velazquez.
Mike Marshall also sits in front looking for somebody to play chess with
him. I’ve played with him a few times and he’ll thump me pretty bad. But
then when he sees me start to lose interest he’ll let me come close to beating
him. That turns me on again for a while. He makes me feel like the donkey
chasing the carrot on a stick.

One of the favorite back-of-the-bus games is insulting each other’s
wives, sisters, mothers and girlfriends. Some of the guys, among them
Brabender and Marshall, refuse to participate in this game, but sometimes
they’re in it anyway. That’s because any man who laughs when another
man’s wife or mother is insulted is automatically chosen as the next victim.
Back-of-the-bus is a very rough business.
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Seattle

The worst part of playing baseball is that you become a part-time
father. I feel as though I’ve been on the road for a month—first with the
Pilots, then with Vancouver, now back with the Pilots again. It’s not terribly
tough on a man and his wife, in fact absence often makes them appreciate
each other more. But it’s unsettling to the kids. They don’t have a man
around, and then when they do, well, you don’t feel like disciplining them.
You just want to enjoy them.

Before the game with the Red Sox tonight, we terrified pitchers huddled
together and whispered about the power that club has. We decided that if
Fenway Park in Boston is called “friendly,” then the stadium here would
have to be considered downright chummy. After the pitchers took batting
practice, we were wondering if we should stay in the dugout and watch the
Red Sox hit. We decided it would not be a good thing for us to see.

We saw enough in the game. They beat us 12—2. Brabender started and
went four innings, having thrown nearly 100 pitches. It was not all his fault.
There were about four errors behind him and we wound up emptying the
bullpen. I came in with two runners on and stranded them and had a perfect
inning-and-a-third. Then Brandon, Aker and Segui were stomped. So I
should be back on the top of the heap again. Baseball isn’t such a funny
game.

I was asked if I’d go to a women’s club dinner and say a few thousand
well-chosen words and I said sure. I sort of like that kind of thing. Besides,
it shouldn’t hurt my standing with the front office, knowing I’'m a guy who
does that well. My only condition was that I be allowed to bring my family
along. I’'m away enough without leaving them to make a speech.
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I caught Joe Schultz without a liverwurst sandwich today, backed him
into a corner and asked him, gently, about my chances of starting a game. I
talked fast. I told him that I felt strong enough to go nine innings with the
knuckleball and that I could relieve besides if he needed me.

So Joe said, “We got four starters now.”

I told him I knew that and that I didn’t want to bump anybody. I just
wanted him to keep in mind that I was available and could step in at any
time. I pointed out that a knuckleball pitcher should be a starter, like Niekro
in Atlanta.

So Joe said, “He doesn’t throw all knuckleballs.”
I told him he throws 90 percent knuckleballs, sometimes more.

So Joe said, “He throws only about 80 percent knucklers. The rest of the
time he throws curveballs and fastballs and change-ups.”

I wanted to tell him, well, maybe, but if I were a starter I’d have time to
warm up properly and work in all those other pitches. I decided to let it ride.
Because even if I do get a start I’'m going to throw 95 percent knucklers.
I’ve been through that war. So I said, “I think I can do the job. Give it some
consideration.”

He said he would, which is better than nothing. Somewhat.

Warming up in the bullpen tonight I got back the good knuckler, the one I
had last year. They moved like a bee after honey, and I was throwing them
real hard. Haney was catching and he said, rubbing a knee, that he’d never
seen anything like it. “If you can just get someone to catch you,” Haney
said, “you’ll be all right.”

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

MAY

8

Another day off. Took the family on a ferry ride to the Olympic
Peninsula. Stayed at a cabin on a lake and hired a little motor-boat, and I
don’t know who had more fun, me or the kids. Pitching seemed very far
away.
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Mike Marshall pitched a helluva game tonight, shutting out
Washington 2-0. A two-hitter, one of them by Frank Howard, called Capital
Punishment. McNertney and I had a talk about the game when it was over.
He said Mike called about 30 percent of his pitches, less than the usual 50
or so. Mike has some interesting ideas on what kinds of pitches should be
thrown. He thinks a completely random pattern is best, that the hitter should
never have an inkling of what’s coming next. As a result, if a guy gets a hit
off a curve ball he may get a curve the very next time up. On the other
hand, McNertney believes that if you get a guy out on fastballs, you keep
throwing him fastballs until he proves to you he can hit them. As for me, I
throw the knuckleball.

Incidentally, the pitching staff was happy to learn tonight that Marvin
Milkes had stationed a man outside the ballpark to measure the home runs
that the Senators hit out of sight. Instead Marshall threw his two-hitter. Take
that, Marvin Milkes.

The meeting before the game was marvelous. When we went over the
hitters, Gary Bell had the same comment on each one: “Smoke him inside”
(fastball inside). Frank Howard, McMullen, Brinkman, Epstein—every
hitter. “Smoke him inside,” said Gary Bell.

It got to be funny as hell after a while, because not only did he get no
opposition, but he was taken seriously. According to the gospel of Gary
Bell you pitch to the entire Washington team by smoking them inside.

I guess Marshall smoked them on the inside.

Chatted with Brant Alyea, the outfielder, about what was happening with
the Washington club. He said Ted Williams was doing a fantastic job. “I’'m
just beginning to realize that baseball is at least 65 percent psychological,”
he said. “Williams has these guys so psyched they actually think they’re
great ballplayers. Brinkman’s starting to think he’s a hitter for crissakes and
he’s hit .200 all his life. Now he’s up to .280. The team is up, the guys are



emotionally high and Williams actually has them believing they’re
winners.”

I wonder how he is with the pitchers.

The big confrontation is coming closer. The Yankees will be in town in a
couple of days and I’ve been invited to appear at the sportswriters and
sportscasters dinner on Monday afternoon. The idea is us against them. Mel
Stottlemyre for the Yankees, me for the Pilots. I hope I can pitch against the
Senators before the Yankees get here so I can show Joe Schultz how ready I
am. I’m scared stiff the Yankees will get away without me pitching against
them. At the same time I’d hate to get into one of those lost-cause games
against them. I want them when they can feel the game in their guts.
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Big meeting today. The way it happened, Marvin Milkes has been
reading in the papers that some of the players aren’t happy. So he suggested
to Jack Aker that a meeting be called so the players could air their gripes.
At the meeting, which lasted about twenty minutes, there were complaints
about the beds in some of the hotels, the lack of a roof over the bench in the
bullpen, the bare cement floor in the clubhouse and the absence of a water
cooler in the clubhouse. Imagine having to take our greenies with beer. Big
things like that.

It was also pointed out that when an exhibition game is scheduled for a
Monday at the end of a road trip (as several are), the players should be
permitted to go home Sunday night for at least a half-day at home. (This led
to a certain amount of hilarity. The suggestions were that a half-day at home
is just enough, or too much, and that a better place to spend the half-day
was Las Vegas.) My gripe was that I thought that any ball hit into the
yellow seats in left field should be a ground-rule double instead of a home
run.

My own belief about the whole thing is that the players have only one
serious gripe—the behavior of the coaches. But since they were all sitting
right there no one complained.

When the meeting was over Aker asked Gary Bell what he thought about
it all and he said, “Smoke him inside.” Gary Bell is a beautiful man.

The sad truth about baseball, I’m afraid, is that there is not enough in it to
occupy a man’s mind. In desperation they turn to insignificant things and
blow them up. Example: It was cold in the bullpen tonight, so I ran into the
clubhouse and picked up three parkas. While I was at it I asked Curt Rayer,
the trainer, if he could get some handwarmers going for us. Later, Larry
Haney came out of the clubhouse and gave me a hot-water bottle he’d
hidden under his jacket.

“Thanks,” I said. “How come you had to smuggle it?”

“Curt didn’t want any of the coaches seeing a hot-water bottle come out
here,” Haney said.



After the game Curt said I had bugged out at least half the coaching staff.
Ron Plaza had overheard me asking for handwarmers and he told Curt it
wasn’t cold enough for them, and then somebody, maybe Joe Schultz, had
said, “The hell with it, no handwarmers.” Curt said everybody was very
upset that I should ask for them, so he’d sent out a quiet hot-water bottle. It
had been a warm day, so I guess the idea of handwarmers in May boggled
the little minds.

This reminded me of something that happened the other day. Joe Schultz
called me over and I thought he wanted to talk about my knuckleball, or
pitching in general, or perhaps the state of the nation. Instead, with a
straight face, he asked me whether I had any light-colored sweatshirts or did
I have only the dark kind I was wearing. I told him I had about fifteen dark
sweatshirts since the other clubs I had been with all had dark blue
sweatshirts. I said I used the dark ones in practice before the game, then
changed to the Pilots’ light blue for the game.

He considered that for a while, then finally nodded and said, “I guess
that’s okay.”

Joe Schultz has yet to say a word to me about my knuckleball. Not even,
“I guess that’s okay.”

I don’t suppose I should care about any of this, except it is important to
me to have a warm hand when I throw the knuckler. But even if I didn’t
need it, why should anybody care that I wanted it? And I would like to
think that Joe Schultz has more important things to think about than the
color of my sweatshirt.

At the meeting before the ballgame Sal Maglie said, “Okay, let’s get
some runs.” He was kidding. We’ve been scoring a fantastic number of
runs, which is either a tribute to our hitters or the size of this ballpark.
Tonight, for example, we were losing to the Senators 11-3 in the sixth
inning. First we came back to tie it, then we won 16—13. We ran through the
whole pitching staff and only Gary Bell and I came out with any glory. I
had a wicked knuckleball.

At one point, with a man on first, as I was about to release the ball, Ron

Plaza yelled, “Throw it to first!” It disconcerted me enough so that the pitch
was way off the plate. My impulse was to warn Plaza not to yell at me once



I had released the resin bag and to shove those handwarmers up his bippy.
But I managed to contain it.

Bell pitched the ninth inning and got them out. It was a minor miracle
because he’s supposed to pitch tomorrow and ran fifteen wind sprints before
the game and ate three sandwiches in the fourth inning. When he came into
the clubhouse in the seventh to put on his supporter he asked no one in
particular if it was too late to take a greenie.

How fabulous are greenies? Some of the guys have to take one just to get
their hearts to start beating. I’ve taken greenies but I think Darrell Brandon
is right when he says that the trouble with them is that they make you feel
so great that you think you’re really smoking the ball even when you’re not.
They give you a false sense of security. The result is that you get gay, throw
it down the middle and get clobbered.

During the game the public-address announcer explained where to pick
up the ballots to vote for “your favorite Pilot.” I thought it necessary to
remind the people sitting near the bullpen that your favorite Pilot did not
necessarily have to be good.

The Yankees have lost thirteen out of fourteen now and I feel so bad
about it I walk around laughing. Actually I just say that. In fact I’'m
beginning to feel sorry for some of the guys. The guy I care most about is
Fritz Peterson, and he’s doing well. He won the only game they won in the
last ten days.

I’m still not sure about the Pilots. Sometimes I think the pitching staff
can develop enough to help. Other times it looks like a bad staff. I
sometimes think that a Marty Pattin should be able to win twenty and then I
realize he’s going to have all the ups and downs new pitchers in the big
league are prone to. The same with Mike Marshall. He pitches a good game
and they expect a lot of him. But what the hell, if he wins ten games he’ll be
doing great.

The other starters don’t look so good. Gary is not really ready yet, and
neither is Brabender. Barber has been taking cortisone shots in that elbow
that hasn’t bothered him all spring and he can’t lift a baseball, much less
comb his hair. Maybe Joe Schultz will consider me as a starter. If he started
me in two or three games I might surprise him. But I think Sal has



drummed it into his head that I can’t be any good throwing the knuckleball
all the time. My only chance is if they get desperate.

More baseball-player paranoia. First guy up in the bullpen today was
Jack Aker. Second guy to go in was O’Donoghue. Then me. When
O’Donoghue was called in, Darrell Brandon said, “That does it. I’ll never
go into that trainer’s room again.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“Because I was getting diathermy on this stiff neck I got and Joe Schultz
spotted me and asked if I was all right. I said yeah, I was okay, but he
probably thinks there’s something seriously wrong with me. That’s what I
get for going into that goddam room.”
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With the Yankees coming in I’m beginning to feel like it’s World
Series time, my own personal World Series. I started out thinking that I was
going to come in in the ninth inning and strike out the side, or start a game
and pitch nine, but right now I don’t care about winning or losing. I just
don’t want to embarrass myself.

Frank Howard drove in five runs with two home runs and a single against
us and we beat the Senators anyway, 6-5. It was three straight over them,
but all I got out of the evening was a marvelous nickname given to Frank
Bertaina, a pitcher, by Moe Drabowsky, also a pitcher, when they were with
Baltimore. Bertaina, Drabowsky decided, was not too smart, and was flaky
besides. So Drabowsky called him “Toys in the Attic.”

This is the kind of nickname that could be turned around into an
offensive weapon. There may be no bigger flake in organized baseball than
Drabowsky. Once, out in the bullpen in Anaheim, he picked up the phone,
called a number in Hong Kong and ordered a Chinese dinner. To go.

Brabender was the pitcher tonight and he looked pretty good giving up
two runs before tiring in the fifth. He was throwing the ball good and I
think he’s coming around. On the other hand, there’s the continuing sad
saga of Steve Barber. The only thing he’s done lately is pull a hamstring
while running in the outfield. So now, as he gets diathermy on his shoulder,
he gets icepacks on his leg. He says he feels fine, except for a little tightness
in his shoulder.

The story on him, I understand through the grapevine, is that he was
asked to go to the minors until he’s ready to pitch. As an eight-year man,
however, he had the right to refuse, and did. He can be sold or traded to
another major league team or given his release. That’s all. And since they
paid $175,000 for him in the expansion draft Barber will no doubt be
around until he’s able to pitch enough batting practice to get his arm in
shape enough to pitch. I’'m not sure I’d do the same in Barber’s place. On
the other hand, I’m not sure I wouldn’t.



My taste in clothing is, I'm afraid, conservative. Tonight, though, I did
show up in a rather mod outfit and John Kennedy said, “Hey, look at
Bouton. He’s getting there.”

Maybe so. But I told him it’s taking me so long to get there that by the
time I do, everybody will be someplace else.
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The first thing I felt when the Yankees showed up at the park today
was embarrassment. That’s because our uniforms look so silly with that
technicolor gingerbread all over them. The Yankee uniforms, even their
gray traveling uniforms, are beautiful in their simplicity. John O’Donoghue
said that when Johnny Blanchard was traded to Kansas City he refused to
come out of the dugout wearing that green and gold uniform. I would guess
it’s the only feeling I’ve ever had in common with Blanchard. At any rate,
Blanchard never came out except to play the game, but I steeled myself and
ran over to chat with the guys. There were a lot of visitors—Crosetti,
Hegan, Kennedy, me. There was a lot of kidding and a lot of laughing, and
this was one time Crosetti didn’t feel it necessary to enforce the rule against
fraternization.

Then the game. It was fantastic, unbelievable and altogether splendid. We
scored seven runs in the first inning and made them look like a high school
team. They threw to the wrong bases. Their uniforms looked great; they
looked terrible.

It reached the point where we were going nuts in the bullpen, jumping up
and down and screaming and hollering. And suddenly I wasn’t embarrassed
by my uniform, I was embarrassed for the Yankees. They looked so terrible.
Cheez, I wanted to beat them bad, but this was ridiculous. Seven runs. I
wound up telling the guys to sit down and cool it.

It was not a cool night, though. A big fight, two benches and two
bullpens empty and fifty guys milling around on the field. What a lovely
war. It started when Marty Pattin threw one over Murcer’s head. In his
previous at-bat Murcer had hit a home run, and that sort of thing will
sometimes result. So Murcer got on base and then came in high on Oyler,
head first and fists flying.

The rule is that you’re not allowed to just sit there when your teammates
are in a fight, so everybody came off the bench and out of the bullpen and
the only guy who sat there was Crosetti. I guess he was paralyzed by the
choices involved. Too bad. I was hoping he might mix it with The Chicken
Colonel and maybe they’d both get spiked or something.



I was very careful to keep a big smile on my face when I reached the
scene of action. I didn’t want anybody to think I was angry or serious. By
and large nobody is serious about these baseball fights, except the two guys
who start them. Everyone else tries to pull them apart and before long
you’ve got twenty or thirty guys mostly just pulling and shoving each other.
The two guys who started it have so many guys piled on top of them they
couldn’t reach for a subway token, much less fight.

At the bottom of the pile Murcer and Oyler found themselves pinned
motionless, nose to nose. “Ray, I’m sorry,” Murcer said. “I lost my head.”

“That’s okay,” Oyler said. “Now how about getting off me, you’re
crushin’ my leg.”

“I would,” Murcer said, “but I can’t move.”

There are a few guys on the Yankees I knew would love to have a shot at
me, especially Fred Talbot, who I don’t think would know the meaning of
the word quit if he ever got into a fight with me. So I kept one eye out for
Fred and the other for my friend Fritz Peterson.

I sort of circled the perimeter of action with both arms out to fend off any
blind-siders and here came Fritz running toward me. He was laughing his
head off and we grabbed each other and started waltzing like a couple of
bears. He tried to throw me off balance and I tried to wrestle him down and
all the time we were kidding each other.

“How’s your wife?” I said. “Give me a fake punch to the ribs.”

“She’s fine,” he said. “You can punch me in the stomach. Not too hard.”

Finally he got me down and we started rolling around. Two umpires
came running over and told us to break it up. “But we’re only kidding,” 1
said, protesting. “We’re old roommates.”

“Break it up anyway,” the umpire said. Which made me think that here
are two of four umpires breaking up a playful little wrestling match while
there’s a war going on nearby with 40 guys piled on each other. I guess they
both recognized that they were in a very safe place.

After the game Fritz and I went out to dinner and I asked him what he
would have done if Talbot or somebody else from the Yankees came over to
help him out.

“I’d have had to tackle the guy,” Peterson said.

The most interesting thing about the fight was Houk’s reaction to the
police, who came on the field to break it up. When he saw them he went out



of his skull. “What the hell are cops doing on the field?” he shouted. “I’ve
never seen cops on the field before. They ought to be at the university
where they belong.”

What he didn’t understand, of course, is that the very thing that made him
angry at the sight of cops is the same thing that puts kids uptight seeing
them on campus.

It’s not altogether surprising that the Yankees got into a fight. When I
was with the club and we lost a few games Houk would have a meeting and
he’d say something like, “Now, don’t anyone be afraid to start something. If
you get into a fight we’ll all be with you.”

Houk believed that fights woke teams up and made them play better. He
also used the clubhouse meeting for effect. Like before the game with us he
asked Len Boehmer, the catcher, how to throw to Hegan. “When Hegan was
in our organization,” Boehmer said, “they used to get him out with fast balls
down the middle.”

“Good,” Houk said. “Meeting’s over.”

I think somewhere about the middle of the first inning they wished they’d
had one.

One of my favorite Houk meetings took place before a game with the
Red Sox during a losing streak in 1963.

“I just got to looking at these two lineups,” he said, “and I thought I
ought to compare them for you. Take the leadoff man. They got Mike
Andrews. We got Bobby Richardson. Any comparison there? No. Number
two we got Tom Tresh and they got Rico Petrocelli. (This was when
Petrocelli was just coming up and Tresh was just off rookie of the year.)
Could you imagine trading Tresh for Petrocelli? Third is Carl Yastrzemski
and Roger Maris. Well, Yastrzemski is not a bad player, so maybe there’s a
standoff there. But look who’s batting fourth! Jim Pagliaroni and Mickey
Mantle. Now who the hell is Pagliaroni?” It broke up the whole clubhouse
and really made his point.

The Yankees know I’ve been throwing the knuckleball and they all asked
me how it was coming. I told them great. I think Chicken Colonel Turner is
worried about it, concerned that I might have come up with a good one.
This wouldn’t show him in a very good light since he never even talked to
me at the end, much less encouraged me to experiment. But get this. While



I was warming up in our bullpen he told a couple of Yankee players, “You
know, when we sent Bouton to Syracuse, the year before last, I told him to
start throwing that knuckleball, but he wouldn’t listen to me.”
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I think I should have a chance to pitch against the Yankees tonight. It’s
Stottlemyre against Gary Bell, and my roomie has been giving up runs.
Against Stottlemyre we could easily be down a couple of runs by the fourth
or fifth inning and then pinch-hit for Bell. At least I’'m hoping I’ll be first
up. It hasn’t been happening that way. I’ve been pitching better than Aker,
and although Segui has won our last two games, he’s been hit both times.
Last night Schultz had O’Donoghue and Aker warming up and then
O’Donoghue and Segui in a short situation. So why do I think it will be me
tonight? Because I’m an optimist, that’s why.

If I do get in, and if I should win, I’ll send for Jim Ogle and insist he
interview me. I wonder if he talks to rapists.

Hot flash! Whitey Ford’s Italian restaurant in the bullpen has a real rival
in the Baltimore bullpen: wienie roasts.

The pitchers’ game is in full operation, and it’s been costing me a few
bob. The reason is that a system of bets and fines has been set up, and one
of the fines is for fraternizing with the opposition. With the Yankees in town
this has already cost me $2. On the other hand, I have had some
satisfactions. One of the games is splitting the pitching staff into two teams
during batting practice, with the losing team having to drop 50¢ into the
kitty. I’m a terrible hitter in batting practice, possibly because I’m a terrible
hitter in games. I’'m so bad they call me Cancer Bat, and when they made
up the teams I was, naturally, thrown in at the end. When one of the guys on
the other team complained that Bell’s team had all the good hitters, he said,
“Whaddayamean? We got Bouton.” That seemed to mollify the opposition.
So the first night of competition I got four line-drive singles and led my
team to victory. That’ll teach them to fool around with the Bulldog.

Another fund-raiser is electing the leading “fly” at the end of each road
trip, the guy who had the worst trip for bugging people, being a pest, just
flying them. The man elected is charged a dollar. Also, if you get caught
eating at the table after a game with Charley uncovered, that costs a dollar.



(On the Yankees this would have kept both Elston Howard and Yogi Berra
broke. They were famous for dragging Charley over the cold cuts.)

The money goes into a kitty and at the end of the season it will be spent
on a lavish party, for pitchers only. Gene Brabender is commissioner of the
kitty and sergeant-at-arms because he’s so big, and I’m secretary-treasurer,
I’m not sure why. Perhaps because I look so honest.

An outfield game is making up singer-and-actor baseball teams purely on
the sound of their names. Example—Panamanian. Good speed, great arm,
temperamental: shortstop Jose Greco. Or big hard-hitting first baseman;
strong, silent type: Vaughn Monroe. And centerfielder, showboat, spends all
his money on cars, big ladies man, flashy dresser, drives in 75 runs a year,
none of them in the clutch: Duke Ellington. Finally—great pitcher, 20-game
winner five years in a row, class guy, friendly with writers and fans alike;
stuff is good, not overpowering, but he’s smart, has great control and curve
ball, moves the ball around: Nat King Cole.

If you think this is a silly game, you haven’t stood around in the outfield
much.

Another one about passing time. Larry Haney says that in the Baltimore
bullpen Dave Leonhard, who went through Johns Hopkins with a 3.9
average (that’s out of a possible 4.0, kids) prepares quizzes on various
subjects for the fellows: history, current events, literature, personal
idiosyncrasies of players on the club. Sounds almost as good as singer-and-
actor baseball teams.

And then we played a game of baseball. We knocked Stottlemyre out and
won 5-3. I warmed up in the bullpen, not to pitch but just to keep my
knuckleball sharp. It’s been four days since I’ve been in a game. And I
don’t see much chance of getting in tomorrow either. Mike Marshall is
pitching and he’s been throwing real good. Bill Burbach is pitching for
them and we should rack him up. He’s a high-ball pitcher, and this is the
wrong park to pitch high in. And I haven’t been getting into games we win
at all.
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Shows what I know. We lost. We should have won. We were losing 3—
2 going into the eighth and they brought Aker in. Jack’s been getting
bombed while I've had two good appearances in a row, and I thought I was
ahead of him. But that’s not what Joe Schultz thought. So he brought Aker
in and he got ripped for a triple and a homer and now it’s 5-2 and the game
is about gone. So guess who got called in? Jim Bouton, or Lost Cause, as
they say around the French Foreign Legion. I had a good inning. Call it
pretty good. Roy White got to a mediocre knuckleball for a double down
the first-base line. Then Pepitone connected solidly for a weak little roller
down the first-base line and I personally tagged him out. They got zero
runs.

In the bottom of the ninth, though, Gus Gil hit a double with two on and
suddenly it’s 54 and I wonder if Joe Schultz is sorry he brought in Aker
instead of me. Better relief and we’d have won the game. Even so, it’s one
run and a man on second with none out and inside I’'m jumping up and
down because if we win it’s seven straight losses for them and a victory for
me, my first win of the season and against the New York Yankees. Just like
in my dreams. Except that we don’t score and lose.

I wonder if their general manager, Lee MacPhail, noticed my
knuckleball.
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Boston

Off day for travel to Boston. As dusk fell Gary Bell and I went out to
celebrate the fact that we’ve won five of our last six. We chose Sonny’s as
the ideal place, and it was, because when we returned to our hotel it was
three-thirty in the morning and we were still able to have a long discussion
about the world, the ghettos and civil rights (all of which we disagree
about). We also decided that it would be a good idea, at each baseball game,
to allow a fan to suit up and play in the game. Just announce on the public
address that if there are any fans in the stands who think they could do a
good job at any position, to come down and draw lots for the privilege. We
could designate him as our wild-card fan.

And so to bed, after deciding that we are both promotional geniuses.
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I knew I was going to enjoy this day. I just didn’t know how much. It
was going to be a good day because my brother Bob was coming up from
Fairfield, Connecticut, to see the game and also Bill Morehead III of
Harvard and Pittsburgh would be there. Morehead once sent me a long
involved questionnaire about the knuckleball. He said he wanted to be a
pitcher for Harvard and since he had hurt his arm he thought his only
chance was to learn to throw the knuckleball. I called him on the phone and
told him that answering the questionnaire would take too long and wouldn’t
teach him that much anyway and suggested he come down to Connecticut
when I worked out there in a gym with my brother. He came down twice
and I think now he understands the principle of it. It’s just a matter now of
him working on it. In any case, I was looking forward to seeing him.

So with friends in the stands I had my greatest night of the season. I
pitched three innings against the Red Sox—the eighth, ninth and tenth—and
shut them out with no hits. In the eleventh we scored six runs, and although
the Red Sox came back with five in their half, while I paced up and down in
the clubhouse cursing the other relief pitchers, we won 10-9 and I ended up
with my first big W, as we baseball players call it. It was my first major-
league win earned with the knuckleball. T don’t think I threw more than a
couple of fastballs during the three innings. The knuckleball was just great.
So was the company after the game.
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I thought it would be a good time to talk to Maglie. He was shagging
balls thrown in to second base from the outfield, and I got him between
shags. I told him about my conversation with Schultz and his thought that I
couldn’t be a starter because I had only one pitch. I told him that Niekro
said after his last game that he’d thrown 95 knucklers out of 104 pitches.

“Well, you can do that if it’s breaking,” Sal said.

“Fine,” I said. “Then I can throw it all the time.”

“But they start looking for the damn thing,” Sal said. “And if it doesn’t
break you got nothing else.”

“What about Wilhelm?” I said. “They wait for his knuckleball.”

“He throws that slider of his once in a while.”

“Sure, but they don’t look for his slider. They look for his knuckleball.
And what about when you threw the curve ball?”

“When I was pitching they always looked for the curve,” he said, not
without a certain pride.

“But you threw other pitches, didn’t you?”

“Oh yeah.”

“But they always looked for your curve, right?”

“Yeah, but they just couldn’t hit it. They tried, but they couldn’t.”

Even after all that he wouldn’t admit that it didn’t matter if the hitter was
looking for it as long as the pitch was good enough.

What I think is going on here is something in Sal Maglie’s head. He said
in spring training, in front of everybody, that you can’t get by with one
pitch. Now he doesn’t want to admit he might have been wrong.

Then we played the game and it was lousy. Gary got beat real bad. It was
especially tough because he wanted so much to do well in his old ballpark
and when they announced his name before the game he got a standing O,
which is an ovation. There were 30,000 people in the park and it was
exactly the kind of day in which you want to look good against your old
club, and in honor of the occasion Gary put down at least three greenies.
They didn’t do a bit of good.



I sat down next to him in the clubhouse afterward and said, “Hang in
there, Rooms. Tonight we’ll go out and celebrate until we forget what
happened. Besides, you got nothing to worry about. We’ve both done our
jobs and we both have some good years behind us and a game like this
doesn’t really matter.”

“Yeah, you’re right, Rooms,” he said. “But when we’re all through
celebrating my loss tonight and when we get back to our room, we’re going
to start working on that knuckleball.”
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Today I’ve been thinking about God and baseball, or is it baseball and
God? In any case, this rumination was caused by the sight of Lindy
McDaniel of the Yankees. Although I’ve never met him, I feel I know him
pretty well because of this newsletter he sends out from Baytown, Texas,
called “Pitching for the Master.” One of the first I got from him—and all
the players receive them—was a complete four-page explanation of why the
Church of Christ was the only true church. The dogmatism of this leads to
the kind of thinking you find in the Fellowship of Christian Athletes and in
Guideposts and The Reader’s Digest. The philosophy here is that religion is
the reason an athlete is good at what he does. “My faith in God is what
made me come back.” Or “I knew Jesus was in my corner.” Since no one
ever has an article saying, “God didn’t help me” or “It’s my muscles, not
Jesus,” kids pretty soon get the idea that Jesus helps all athletes and the
ones who don’t speak up are just shy or embarrassed.

So I’ve been tempted sometimes to say into a microphone that I feel I
won tonight because I don’t believe in God. I mean, just for the sake of
balance, to let the kids know that belief in a deity or “Pitching for the
Master” is not one of the criteria for major-league success. But I guess I
never will.

Tonight I was making some notes in the bullpen and Eddie O’Brien was
slowly going out of his mind with curiosity. Finally he sneaked over and
snatched the paper out of my hand. I snatched it right back. That’s all Mr.
Small has to find out—that I’m writing a book. It’ll be all over for the kid.
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Front running is not limited to coaches. Here’s what I mean. I’ve had
about three appearances lately in which I haven’t given up any runs. But no
one bothered to talk to me. As soon as I win my first game, though, I’'m on
an interview show back to Seattle and they want to know the whole Jim
Bouton story. “Give it to us from the beginning, Jim. Tell us all about it.”

Hell, I could write a book.

It’s like what happened to Diego Segui. About a week ago, Segui won
two games. He pitched about two innings and gave up two runs and then
about four innings and gave up two more runs. He was pitching lousy, but
he was in there when our team was scoring runs, so he got credit for two
wins. And so the reporters started coming around. “Gee, Diego, you’re
starting to win ballgames. Tell us what you’re doing different.”

He wasn’t doing anything different, except maybe pitching worse. All
they care about is results. “The world doesn’t want to hear about labor
pains,” Johnny Sain used to say. “It only wants to see the baby.”
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Washington

It’s been four days since I had my great night in Boston and I still
haven’t appeared in a ballgame. It’s goddam depressing. I haven’t even
been the first or second man warming up. Hell, I’'m going backward. One
more good outing, I guess, and they’ll ship me out.

Two trades today. We sent outfielder Jose Vidal to the Yankees for
outfielder Dick Simpson. We also traded Aker for my old friend Fred
Talbot. This is a little disturbing because Talbot and I didn’t care too much
for each other over there in New York. We’re exact opposites. He’s country
and I’m city, and I always felt uncomfortable around him.

It’s interesting, though, to see the Yankees trade Talbot, the guy they
decided to keep instead of me two years ago. And they traded him for a guy
who is, or at least should be, below me on the pitching totem pole over
here. I believe Seattle would have wanted more than Talbot for me in a
trade.

Marty Pattin, Donald Duck (his great routine is where he has Donald
reaching orgasm), pitched a strong game tonight. In the eighth he gave up a
home run to Mike Epstein after walking Frank Howard and we lost 6-5.
Marty did not do Donald Duck tonight.

I mistakenly thought there would be a meeting tonight to elect a new
player rep. I was sure Gary Bell, who was assistant rep, would get it. I also
thought I'd like to be Gary’s assistant, so I asked Larry Haney, who was
sitting next to me, if he would nominate me, and the minute I asked him I
realized I’d made a mistake. Larry got a big grin on his face and
immediately got up to tell the guys that I’d asked to be nominated. On the
spot it was decided to add this to the list of fines our pitchers pay into the
party kitty for various infractions, so I was assessed an ex post facto dollar
fine for campaigning.
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Today Mr. Small came out to the outfield where the pitchers were
running and said, “Gentlemen, from now on we can all run with our hats
off. It’s really silly for us to run with our hats on, because the band gets all
sweaty and ruins the hat.”

“How come you weren’t able to think of that a few weeks ago?” I asked
him.

“Well, it wasn’t as warm then and we weren’t sweating at the same rate
we are now.”

Oh.

We’ve been running short of greenies. We don’t get them from the
trainer, because greenies are against club policy. So we get them from
players on other teams who have friends who are doctors, or friends who
know where to get greenies. One of our lads is going to have a bunch of
greenies mailed to him by some of the guys on the Red Sox. And to think
you can spend five years in jail for giving your friend a marijuana cigarette.

There’s a zany quality to Joe Schultz that we all enjoy and that
contributes, I believe, to keeping the club loose. Last night he got thrown
out of a ballgame for the first time after disputing a home run that
everybody knew was foul except the umpires. But that’s not what he got
thrown out for. He got thumbed out for offering the plate umpire his
glasses, a very obvious gesture, which I enjoyed all the way out in the
bullpen.

On the bench he’s always saying all kinds of silly things. Like the other
night when we scored six runs in the eleventh and the Red Sox scored five
in the bottom half, he said, “Had them all the way.” He gives a countdown
on the outs when we’re ahead. “Only eight outs to go—oops, only seven.”
And he’s running up and down the dugout and jumping around like a little
kid. At the same time he’s letting Harper run on his own and letting the
guys hit and run, and he doesn’t get angry when they get thrown out
stealing. It makes for a comfortable ballclub.



The knuckleball is groovy and still I can’t get into a game. Tonight they
could have put me in early with a 4-0 lead and Brabender pitching in a lot
of trouble. They warmed me up, which means they’re now thinking of me
as a long man, which isn’t a very good sign because there aren’t many
chances for a long man to get into a game when it matters. When they need
short relief, both Segui and O’Donoghue get into the game.

Intellectually, I can understand Schultz’s thinking. He has a lot of
confidence in Segui, who was a top reliever last year, and O’Donoghue is
his left-handed relief man and does pretty well against left-handers. Still, it
gets me angry when the phone rings and it’s not for me. After a while I cool
off and think how I would have felt about the position I'm in now while I
was with Vancouver, or in spring training, when I wasn’t sure I was going
to make the team. Also, the team is managing very well without me. We’re
playing heads-up ball. The guys on the bench are alive, and when the other
team makes a mental error we take advantage of it right away. We’re hitting
the hell out of the ball, and we’re even getting the breaks, which is part of it
too. Besides, California is losing a lot of games, and what I see again in the
crystal ball is third place.

What I also see in my crystal ball is that I’'m the only guy in the big
leagues who may finish behind his team. I was so embarrassed tonight I
wanted to go off and join a monastery. We had the voting for player rep.
Bell handled the meeting so well that it was impossible not to vote for him.
Good for him. He’ll enjoy driving the free car this summer, at least until
he’s traded.

The team doesn’t take voting for player rep seriously. If it did Mike
Marshall would have been elected. He’s the most qualified guy on the club;
bright, well read, knows a lot about the pension plan and is just the man for
persistence and the paperwork. (Like he handled the shipping of our cars
without a hitch and no fuss.) Except that he wasn’t even nominated, because
the vote for player rep is more of a popularity contest.

Which doesn’t say much for me. Don Mincher, Tommy Harper and I
were nominated for assistant. Tommy got six votes, Mincher got seventeen.
I got one. I couldn’t even break my Yankee record. I shudder to think what
would happen if [ wasn’t trying to be one of the boys. I seem to be bearing
up well under all of this. Inside, though, I’m a mess.
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On the way to the ballpark tonight Ray Oyler, sitting in the back of the
bus during a bumpy ride, discovered an erection. He promptly offered to
buy the bus from the driver.

My pal Sal told me tonight that I was throwing too damn many pitches in
the bullpen. He clocked me last night, he said, and I threw 180, which is
like a game-and-a-half, and I never even got into the game.

When [ tried to explain again that the knuckleball is not like other pitches
he looked over my shoulder into the setting sun and said, “Yeah, no more
throwing in the bullpen unless I tell you to warm up.”

“Look, Sal, can’t we talk this over?”

“No,” he said striding off. “If you want to talk it over, talk to Joe.” Fuck
you, Sal Maglie.

I walked directly into Joe’s office and told him I needed to throw a lot in
the bullpen and that if he needed me for five or six innings early in the
game that was fine, because I wasn’t throwing until late in the game.

So Joe said, “All right.”
“All right, I can throw on my own out there?”
“All right, I’1l talk to Sal about it.”

I saw Sal and Joe talking on the field a few minutes later, then Sal came
over to me in the outfield and said, “It’s exactly what I said to you before.
You just got to cut down on your throwing in the bullpen.”

I could feel my neck getting red. “When I talked to Joe he seemed to
think I could throw on my own whenever I felt I needed it.”

“Oh yeah, you can throw on your own,” Sal said. “But just watch it and
make sure you’re ready to pitch if we need you.”

Here’s how Mike Marshall got into his most recent trouble. He was taken
out of the ballgame in Boston the other night after giving up a grand-slam
home run to Carl Yastrzemski. He told the writers that he should have
finished the game. What he meant, of course, was that he should have been



good enough not to give up the home run and good enough to hang in there.
His remarks were interpreted as criticism of Joe Schultz for taking him out
of the game. So pretty soon it got around the clubhouse that Mike was on
the manager for something that was his own goddam fault and I ended up
explaining that Mike had been misinterpreted. But the players were not
anxious to give Mike the benefit of the doubt. Now Mike’s in trouble with
the newspapermen, the guys and probably Joe Schultz. Can’t anybody
around here understand English?

In the bullpen Talbot revealed an awful truth about Joe Pepitone. He has
two different hairpieces. He’s got a massive piece, which he wears when
he’s going out, and a smaller one to wear under his baseball cap. He calls it
his game piece. On opening day he was wearing his game piece and hadn’t
put it on very well. So when he was forced to take his cap off, there it was,
sitting on his head all askew. He was so embarrassed he tried to hide his
head in the shoulder of the guy standing next to him. Kiss me, Joe baby.

Pepitone took to wearing the hairpieces when his hair started to get thin
on top. And the hair he still has is all curly and frizzy when he lets it grow
long. So he carries around all kinds of equipment in a little blue Pan Am
bag. Things like a hot comb, various greases and salves, glue for the
hairpiece, hair-straightener—and even a hair-dryer. He carries it wherever
he goes, on the buses to the park, on airplanes. You never see him without
that little blue bag. At any rate, one day Fritz Peterson and I, a bit bored
during a game we were winning about 6-2, went into the clubhouse and
filled his hair-dryer with talcum powder. Then we cleaned it up, left it
where he had and went back to watch the game. By this time it was 6-3,
and then they tied it up and we lost it, 7-6, in extra innings. And one of the
reasons we lost is that Pepitone struck out in a clutch situation.

So everyone was tired and angry and upset and you could hear a pin drop
in the clubhouse, because after a loss that’s the way it’s supposed to be.
After a while Pepitone came out of the shower and turned his hair dryer on.
Whoooosh! Instant white. He looked like an Italian George Washington
wearing a powdered wig. There was talcum powder over everything, his
hair, his eyebrows, his nose, the hair on his chest. Of course, everybody
went crazy. Loss or no, they all laughed like hell. To this moment, Pepitone
never knew who turned on the powder. He always thought it was Big Pete
Sheehy. Wrong again.



Gary Bell was hit again tonight, four runs in less than five innings. I
relieved him with two on and two out and got Paul Casanova to pop up.
They pinch-hit for me in the next inning, so I had a total outing of one-third
of an inning.

In the clubhouse Gary was sitting in front of his locker sucking up a beer
and I told him to hang in there.

“Rooms, my career is over,” he said. “The Big C has got my arm.”
“Besides that, how’re you feeling?” I said.
“I feel fine,” he said. “This is my fifth beer.”

Ranew tells me that Vancouver sent Bob Lasko to Toledo, which is
another Triple-A team in the International League. It burned me up because
here’s Lasko, a guy with ten or eleven years in professional baseball, most
of it in Triple-A, bouncing around all over the country, playing for three,
four, five different organizations in thirty or forty different towns, all
without his family, and now, in the twilight of his career he gets a chance to
play in his own home town and he gets sent to Toledo.

There’s no justification for this. No one can tell me there wasn’t another
pitcher they could have sent to Toledo instead. I bet no one even realized
Vancouver is home to Lasko. So one day, if Lasko ever makes it in the big
leagues and has a good year, the owner will scream bloody murder if he
tries to get an extra thousand in salary.

Don Mincher goes up to people and asks for a cigarette. When they give
him one he pulls out a pack, puts the cigarette into it and puts it back into
his pocket. Then he walks off.

There is often homosexual kidding among the players. Tonight Ray Oyler
combed his hair forward and started mincing around the clubhouse, lisping,
“Hello, sweetheart,” or “C’mere, you sweet bitch.” Then Gary Bell said,
“Ray, you convinced me. You really are queer.” And Ray said, “Well, it
doesn’t make me a bad person.”
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Cleveland

Flying in to Cleveland last night I thought about life in this great
American city and decided that if you were going to crash on a Cleveland
flight it would be better if it was an inbound flight.

Jose Cardenal was in center field fixing the legs of his tight pants and
Talbot recalled the time in winter ball when Cardenal refused to play for
three days because his uniform wasn’t tight enough.

Joe Schultz had a short meeting before the game and said that we have
enough ability to win a lot of games if we just used our common sense out
there, just used our heads. So I went out and played like I had left my head
back in the hotel room. You wouldn’t think it was possible for me to play
dumb baseball, considering my charm, intelligence and good looks. But I
played dumb baseball.

The first inning was fine. I came in with the bases loaded and one out and
got Cardenal to hit a one-hopper right back to me for the DP, pitcher to
catcher to first base. That’s good. What I did in the next inning was bad.

With one out (Alvis struck out on a knuckleball), Hawk Harrelson
doubled down the left-field line. No complaint, he hit a pretty good
knuckleball. Then there was a little bouncer in front of the plate. Instead of
settling for an out at first, I tried to get Harrelson going into third. I didn’t
have much chance of getting him and made a bad throw besides. So instead
of two out and a man on third, I’ve got runners on first and third, one out.
Larry Brown then hit one into right for a single, Harrelson scoring. The
other runner was headed for third and the throw from right field was wild,
over third and into the dugout. It shouldn’t have mattered, because I should
have been over there backing up the play. Instead I stood on the mound
watching, like it was a John Wayne movie, while the second run scored and
Brown went all the way to third.

I got the next two hitters and was unscathed in the following inning. I
rate the performance fair because I got away with no runs in a bases-loaded



situation. But there is no excuse for playing such dumb baseball.
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Fred Talbot invited me out to dinner with his roommate, Merritt
Ranew, after the game. It’s a sign that we’re living through a reincarnation
with the Seattle Pilots. I found myself enjoying their company. Could I have
been wrong about Talbot? Me, Jim Bouton, wrong?

I had planned to ask Joe—or my pal Sal—if I could start the exhibition
game Monday against Spokane, but today I noticed that Gary Timberlake is
around. He said he’d been called up to pitch the exhibition game. He was
with our double-A team. He’s going to fly from Cleveland to Seattle, pitch
against Spokane and then go back to the minors. I guess they want to look
at him. I mean they know what I can do. Or do they?

Steve Barber started the game tonight and pitched four innings, giving up
two runs. He was taken out when his arm stiffened up. The situation was
discussed in the bullpen.

Bell: “His next start will probably come next July.”

O’Donoghue: “Or later.”

Me: “Depending on how his arm feels.”
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At the pregame meeting the discussion was about how to pitch to
Alvis. Ron Plaza pointed out to Mike Marshall that the way we play him
will depend on how he’s pitched. And Marshall said he didn’t know yet. “I
have to wait until I get out there,” he said.

If no one else understood what he meant, I did. The way he pitches to any
given hitter depends on how he feels at the moment, what his instincts tell
him.

This was just one more reason to count him as a weirdo. And yet there’s
nothing weird about it at all.

Take something that happened in the 1964 World Series (when young
fireballer Jim Bouton won two games). Bill White, left-handed hitter, good
power, is the subject. I usually throw left-handers a lot of change-ups, but
his first three times up I threw him none. I don’t know why, I just didn’t.
Fourth time up I struck him out—on a change. The next day the quote from
White in the papers was: “I waited all day for that change-up and he never
threw it. Then I gave up looking for the damn thing and started looking for
the fastball and here it came.”

If I’d been required to come up with a pregame plan on how to pitch
White, I’d have committed myself to throwing him the change and I would
have thrown one early in the game and he’d have clobbered it. But nobody
was asking me to stick to a plan and, I think instinctively, I did the right
thing.

It may have been the last time.
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I’m trying so hard to be one of the boys I’m even listening to country
music. And enjoying it. The back of the bus is the country-music enclave,
and most of the players are part of it. So far, though, we’ve not been able to
swing over city boys like Tommy Davis, Tommy Harper and John Kennedy.
I think we’ll get them in the end, though. Maybe with a bull fiddle.

Back at the hotel, Gary and I talked about the relationship between
country and city guys on a ballclub, which is intertwined with the
relationship between whites and blacks. There are lots of walls built up
between people, and I pointed out that if I’d never roomed with Gary I
would still think, “Oh, he’s just a dumb Southerner.” So probably the
solution is to have people live together. I mean we still disagree about a lot
of things—religion, politics, how children should be raised—but because
we’ve been able to talk about these differences, spend so many hours
together, we’ve been able to at least understand them. How’s that for a
solution? Put people together in a hotel room in Cleveland.

Getting on the airplane in Cleveland we ran into the Kansas City Royals.
There was a lot of conversation because we’re both expansion teams and a
lot of us have been rescued from the same junk pile. The funniest line was
about Moe Drabowsky. They said he was sick on the bus the other night and
puked up a panty girdle.
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Seattle

It’s been a great trip for the Seattle Pilots. We took two out of three in
Boston, Washington and Cleveland, and since we won three straight before
we left home we’re now only two games under .500 and I’'m beginning to
think we might have a shot at the divisional title. Of course, we’d need a
little help. Maybe a small air crash involving the Minnesota and Oakland
clubs. Nothing serious. Just a few broken arms and legs.

We’ll know better after this next series. The Baltimore Orioles are in
town. Which reminds me of a cartoon I once saw. It showed a little boy
forlornly carrying a glove and a bat over his shoulder. “How’d you do,
son?” his father asks. “I had a no-hitter going until the big kids got out of
school,” the kid says.

Another round of musical lockers today. John Gelnar was called up from
Vancouver and Darrell Brandon was outrighted to Tucson. Brandon didn’t
take it very well. I was sitting next to him when Eddie O’Brien said, “Joe
wants to see you.”

“Oh, oh,” Brandon said.
“Can’t be that, Bucky,” I said. “It’s the wrong time.”

When he came out of Joe’s office he said, “Tucson. They outrighted me
to Tucson. Boy, this just kills me. What am I going to tell Liz? She just got
up here and we just got settled in and now we’ve got to move again.”

At that moment I happened to look across the room—and there was
Steve Barber getting his road uniform refitted. I guess he wants to look
good while sitting in the diathermy machine. “You son of a bitch,” I said to
myself. “You’re the guy who won’t go down in order to help the club.
Instead you hang around here, can’t pitch and now other guys are sent down
because of you.” I got tremendously pissed off just thinking about it.

Talbot and I got to talking about Houk in the bullpen and we agreed that
sometimes the man is 99 percent pure bullshit. “I was 0 and 8 last year,”



Talbot said, “and he came around to tell me he was taking me out of the
rotation, not because I was pitching bad but because he thought the club
was pressing too much behind me.” That’s called having smoke blown up
your ass.

I tried to let Joe know that I haven’t been pitching much lately. “I sure
could use a workout,” I said.

And Joe Schultz said, “If you need a workout go down to a whorehouse.”

Second best suggestion of the day. Going over the hitters it was decided
that we should pitch Frank Robinson underground.

Ray Oyler (dubbed Oil Can Harry because he always looks as though he
had just changed a set of rings) hit a home run into the left-field corner that
must have traveled all of 305 1/4 feet. “As soon as I hit it, I knew it was
out,” he said. They have named the spot after Greenberg Gardens. They’re
calling it Oil Can’s Corner.

Sitting in the bullpen it suddenly occurred to me that no one had said
anything about Brandon being sent down. Not a word. It didn’t seem right
to me. A guy shouldn’t be forgotten that quickly. At the very least we
should have burned a candle.
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Bobbie and I were talking about our plans for this fall and discussed
the possibility of buying a trailer and taking a slow trip cross-country. On
the other hand, we might ship the car, fly home and spend some time up at
Cape Cod. Or we might wait until December and go sit on a warm island
someplace. And why shouldn’t we go to Europe?

What it all boils down to is money. If I get a raise next season we could
afford to do any of these things. But if I have a bad season and they don’t
like this book, I may not even get a contract. So we decided that what I
probably should do is get them to give me a contract at the end of this
season, before they know about the book. Of course, the kind of contract I
get will depend on what kind of season I have, and so all of it—plans, trips,
contract—boils down to my knuckleball.

I had another Crosetti pulled on me tonight. When I was with Vancouver,
the baseball coach at the University of Oregon called me and asked if I
would talk to one of his kids about the knuckleball. I said sure and arranged
to see the kid in Tacoma. As it happened I got called back by the Pilots and
he had to come down to Seattle. Now this is a rainy night, the tarpaulin is
on the field, there’s nobody in the stands and it’s an hour-and-a-half before
game time. I’ve got this kid standing behind me while I’'m throwing on the
sidelines and here comes an usher to tell me I can’t have an unauthorized
person on the field. I explained what I was doing, but the usher said that Mr.
Crosetti had sent him out and that the kid would have to leave. I gritted my
teeth and told him that the kid was staying and if Cro didn’t like it he could
come over and tell me himself. He never did.

Jim Pagliaroni joined the club tonight and is going to be a welcome
addition. He was describing a girl that one of the ballplayers had been out
with and said, “It’s hard to say exactly what she looked like. She was kind
of a Joe Torre with tits.” This joke can only be explained with a picture of
Joe Torre. But I’m not sure any exist. He dissolves camera lenses.



Joe Schultz was put away by Earl Weaver of the Orioles tonight. We had
a two-run rally going when Weaver came out of the dugout and pointed out
that we were hitting out of order. Seems that Joe had made out two lineup
cards and given the umpires the wrong one. Weaver, who spotted it right
away, let us hit until we got something going and then we had to call it all
back. Since we lost the game 9-5, and since there was no telling how many
runs we might have scored that inning, Joe’s face was very red indeed. I
don’t think he’ll be telling us to keep our heads in the game again very
soon.

Pitched one inning tonight and the greatest hitters in the American
League were at my mercy. I struck Frank Robinson out on four absolutely
hellacious knuckleballs; Boog Powell swung at two and missed for another
strikeout, and Brooks Robinson popped up. The way that ball was moving,
it’s almost impossible for anyone to hit it solidly. They’re at my mercy, I tell
you.

Of course, since we were behind I was taken out for a pinch hitter after
my inning. Which means I’m still just a mop-up man. Maybe when the
doubleheaders start piling up they’ll give me a start. I can’t wait.
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I almost missed a ballgame today. It was Friday and I assumed we
were playing our usual night game. I planned to spend the afternoon with
the family at an art museum and I was lying around in my pajamas reading
stories to the kids at one-thirty when the phone rang. It was Gary Bell.

“Where the hell are you?” he said.
“Where the hell are you?” I countered cleverly.

He told me. I flew in eight different directions, and the kids were
scurrying around looking for my shoes and socks, and my wife was running
after a shirt, and I felt like Dagwood Bumstead going to the office in the
morning. I arrived at the ballpark at one-forty-five, fifteen minutes before
game time, only two hours and forty-five minutes late, having missed
running, batting practice and infield practice.

Almost to a man the guys were nice about it. I had a big grin on my face
when I walked into the clubhouse and got a round of applause, and a lot of
the guys told me they were glad I could make it today. Except Fred Talbot,
who waved a little Yankee at me. “Jesus Christ, eleven years in baseball and
you don’t know whether it’s a day game or night game.”

I was absolutely not prepared to say I gave the umpire the wrong
schedule card if Joe Schultz said anything to me, but he never said a word.
Nobody was mad, including Maglie, who said it was a good thing I’d run
the day before in my backyard. He was kidding about the fact that it rained
yesterday and I called and asked whether I should come in or whether I
could just run in my backyard. All the whole thing cost me was $10 to the
pitchers kitty for being late and $1 for missing infield.

I once came late to a game when I was with the Yankees—a World Series
game. | wasn’t pitching or anything, and it had rained all morning and I
assumed, correctly, that there would be no batting practice, so I came in
time for infield. But they’d called a pregame meeting and I missed it, so
when I walked into that clubhouse there wasn’t a single smile. Everyone
was highly offended that I should take the Yankees and baseball and the
World Series so lightly as to show up forty-five minutes before game time. I



could have stayed out all night and come to the game with a hangover and I
would have been forgiven. But I couldn’t come late.

We split two games with the Orioles and lost our first today to the Tigers.

So we’ve lost two out of three to the big kids and who knows where it will
all end.

Fred Talbot had a marvelous story about Mel McGaha, who had a short
run as manager of the Kansas City A’s. McGaha called a meeting during
spring training for eight o’clock on a Friday night, an unforgiveable sin.
Guys had to leave their families and dinner parties and come in from all
over the place. When they got there, McGaha said, “Boys, I’'m glad you all
got here tonight. We’re not really having a meeting. I just wanted to see
how quick we could all group up if we had to.”

With the Tigers in town I’ve tried to call Johnny Sain and talk with him
about my knuckleball and tell him how well I’ve been doing since I came
back from Vancouver. I’ve missed him at the hotel a couple of times, but
I’ll keep trying.

I know Detroit needs relief help and they could get me cheap. If he looks
in the newspaper he’ll see a 4.2 ERA, although since I’ve returned from the
minors it’s only a bit over 3.0. In my last ten appearances I’ve given up one
earned run, walked three and struck out eight. I’ve given up only five hits in
eight innings. Of course, my own club doesn’t seem very impressed, but
that’s another story.

I get the feeling that Sal and Joe just don’t trust me. I think they’re
convinced that I need more than just the knuckleball to get by for more than
an inning or two. One of these days they’re going to need me for five or six
innings and I’ll show them. I’ll show them. I’ll show them. I think I’ll show
them.

Now they’re talking about using Talbot as a starter, and this reduces my
chances, except that the seer my wife went to this winter told her that our
fortunes wouldn’t rise until June. So I guess I won’t get a start until then.

Do I really believe all of that? No, I don’t.



Before we left the park today we were told that tomorrow’s game would
start at twelve-fifteen because of national television and that we’d have to
take batting practice at ten-thirty. “Ten-thirty?” said Pagliaroni. “I’m not
even done throwing up at that hour.”
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Tony Kubek and Mickey Mantle were here to do the TV broadcast
and before the game Mickey was down in the clubhouse. With me standing
right there, Joe Schultz says, “Mickey, what do you think of a guy who
comes to the ballpark fifteen minutes before the game starts?”

Mickey shook his head sadly. “I know he’s got some strange ideas,” he
said.

Don Mincher was worried about appearing on national television. “My
mother’s going to watch this ballgame in Alabama,” he said, “and she’s
going to notice first thing that I’'m not using the batting helmet with the
earflap on it. And tonight she’s going to be on the telephone, guaranteed,
asking me why I’m not wearing my earflap.”

Between innings of the game I got up in the bullpen and worked with the
iron ball Mike Marshall keeps out there. Talbot was certain I was only
doing it so I would get on television, and maybe I was, partly. After the
third time up Talbot said, “Jesus Christ, Bouton, why don’t you just run
across the field and slide into second base and get it over with?”

The people who watched this game on television saw some of the
dumbest baseball ever played this side of a sandlot. I hope Kubek and
Mantle pointed it out to all the Little League, high school and college
players who were watching, but somehow I doubt it. So I’ll do it here. It
started in the first inning when Joe Sparma walked Tommy Harper, leading
off, on four straight pitches. Hegan was the next batter. Ball one. On ball
two, way over Hegans head, Harper tries to steal second and is thrown out.
Sparma still hasn’t thrown a strike. Two more balls and Hegans is on first
base. Sparma has thrown eight balls in a row and he’s got one out.

Tommy Davis up. First pitch, ball one. Second pitch is shoulder high, a
ball, but he swings at it and tops it down the third-base line. He had no
business swinging, of course. By now he should have been wondering if
Sparma would ever throw a strike. Instead of wondering, he’s thrown out at
first. In the meantime, with two out and second base all his very own,
Hegan decides to try for third. It’s very important that he go to third base



because he can score from there on a base hit. He can also score from
second on a base hit. So he needs to go to third base like Frank Howard
needs more muscles. Of course, he’s out from here to there, and Sparma is
out of an inning in which all he threw was ten pitches—all balls.

A couple of innings later Al Kaline, of all people, steals third with two
out. Can’t imagine what he was thinking of.

To cap it all off, we lost the game 3-2, and I didn’t get into it. Diego
Segui did. Since my win in Boston two weeks ago I’ve made just four
appearances and pitched a total of four-and-a-third innings. We got starters
around here who get knocked out in the second and third inning and this
relief ace can’t get any pitching in. I’'m getting psycho about it, starting to
feel the way I did in New York: that there’s some kind of conspiracy to keep
me out of ballgames just when I’m starting to throw good. I even have this
morbid fear that someone in the front office has discovered I'm writing a
book and is trying to work me out of the system. Then there’s this weird
one. It occurs to me that the Yankees may have prevailed upon Milkes, or
the Pilot organization, to soft-pedal me so that I won’t embarrass them.
These two clubs have made quite a few trades and I know it embarrasses
the Yankees to have Hegan doing so well here. So maybe they said, “Do us
a favor, don’t let Bouton look good.” My wife says that soon the voices will
be after me.

Maybe my problem is that I’'m not merchandising my product properly.
Knuckleball. It’s got no pizzazz. How about Super Knuck? Or maybe I can
borrow one of Satchel Paige’s names for a pitch: Bat Dodger. Why not
Super-Knuckling Bat Dodger? Or High-Velocity Super-Knuckling Bat
Dodger? Nah. It’s got to be short and snappy. Maybe tomorrow I’ll ask Sal
to think of a name for my pitch. He’ll probably say how about working on
that pitch they call The Curve?

Got a letter congratulating me on my great victory in Boston from Fritz
Peterson today. It’s an indication of how far down I’ve fallen when one
miserable win calls for congratulations. Fritz said a lot of guys on the
Yankees agreed that I had a real good knuckleball. Then he wrote: “It’s a
good thing Jim Turner taught you that pitch before you left New York.”

There was also something about Fred Talbot. Fritz said that Talbot
seemed to have changed a lot in the last year and that I’d probably like him



now. I showed Talbot the letter and he said, “That son of a bitch. I thought
he always liked me.” I guess Fred is changing. The other day, after he won
in Cleveland, I reminded him that he’d already matched last year’s output
of wins (one). A couple of years ago he’d have gotten angry. Now he just
laughed.

Of course, he was damn lucky to get that win. We had an 8-2 lead in the
fifth, and when he went in to pitch I told him all he had to do to get the win
was to keep from getting a heart attack. I admit he pitched well. He gave up
only three hits in five innings. But I couldn’t help a feeling of jealousy
stealing over me like green slime. Here I’d been scraping and scuffling,
pitchin’ in mop-up situations all year long, and I end up scratching together
just one win, against Boston no less, in extra innings, and here comes Fred,
he’s with the club just ten days, and he absolutely waltzes to a win. Oh well,
it’ll make my comeback speech at the Americana Hotel that much more
interesting.

The latest adventure of Mike Marshall has him feuding with Sal Maglie
about his screwball. A screwball is a curve ball that breaks in the opposite
direction of a curve ball: When thrown by a right-handed pitcher it breaks
in on a right-handed hitter. Mike wants to throw screwballs and Sal wants
him to throw curve balls, so they’re at each other all the time.

“Why don’t you just throw screwballs and tell Sal they were curve
balls?” I suggested.

“lI would,” Marshall said. “But then the catchers tell Sal what I’'m
throwing.”

See, the catchers are angry at him for trying to call his own game. So
they go back to the bench and commiserate with Sal when he complains
about the way Marshall is pitching. Mike won fifteen games last year and
until recently he’s been our most effective pitcher. They haven’t disproved
any of his theories. Why can’t they just leave him alone?

I’'m afraid Mike’s problem is that he’s too intelligent and has had too
much education. It’s like in the army. When a sergeant found out that a
private had been to college he immediately assumed he couldn’t be a good
soldier. Right away it was “There’s your college boy for you,” and “I
wonder what our genius has to say about that?” This is the same kind of
remark Sal and Joe make about Marshall.



I think Sal and Joe put me right up there with Marshall in the weirdo
department. They don’t believe that my kind of guy can do the job, so when
I am successful they’re surprised. When Fred Talbot does the job, well, he’s
from the old school, blood and guts, spit a little tobacco juice on it.

Another thing. When I was winning a lot of ball games my double warm-
up was a great idea, an innovation, maybe even a breakthrough. After I hurt
my arm, the double warm-up became a terrible idea. It was sapping my
strength. In fact it was downright weird.
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We came from behind three times tonight to beat the Tigers 8-7. 1
pitched a third of an inning, coming in with a man on second. I got Tom
Matchick on a ground ball back to me on a 3-and-2 count. After the game I
told Joe Schultz that the reason I went to 3 and 2 was that I needed the
work. “I figured you were doing something out there,” Joe Schultz said.

In the clubhouse Joe delivered his usual speech: “Attaway to stomp ’em.
Stomp the piss out of ’em. Stomp ’em when they’re down. Kick ’em and
stomp ’em.” And: “Attaway to go boys. Pound that o]’ Budweiser into you
and go get them tomorrow.”

This stuff really lays us in the aisles.

Jerry Neudecker was the umpire at third base. His position is just a few
steps away from our bullpen and he stopped by, as umpires will, to pass the
time between innings.

“Why is it that they boo me when I call a foul ball correctly and they
applaud the starting pitcher when he gets taken out of the ballgame?” says
Neudecker.

Says I: “Because, Jerry, the fans recognize the pitcher as being a basically
good person.”

He laughed.

Actually I think umpires can be too sensitive. They have this thing about
a word. You’d think it was sticks and stones. The word is motherfucker and
it’s called the Magic Word. Say it and you’re out of the game. I have only
one question. Why? Now think about that.

One of the things baseball players take pride in is their crudity. The day
Brandon was sent down, for example, Gary Bell, who is his friend, asked if
he would mind leaving his tapes so the guys could continue to listen to his
good music while he was gone. Which is like the guy in spring training who
went up to a rookie and said, “Hey, if you get released, can I have your
sweatshirts?” The crudity takes other forms. Like the fellow who rooms



with the great chick hustler. The hustler will spend all of his time pounding
the streets, spending money in bars, working like hell at running down girls.
His roommate just lounges around the room, watching television, taking it
easy. And he does great just taking his roommate’s leavings.

Then there’s the tale Jim Gosger told about hiding in a closet to shoot a
little beaver while his roommate made out on the bed with some local
talent. Nothing sneaky about it, the roommate even provided the towel for
Gosger to bite on in case he was moved to laughter. At the height of the
activity on the bed, local talent, moaning, says, “Oh darling, I’ve never
done it that way before.” Whereupon Gosger sticks his head out, drawls
“Yeah, surrre,” and retreats into the closet.

After he told us the story, “Yeah surrre” became a watchword around the
club.

“I only had three beers last night.”
“Yeah, surrre.”

And I’ve known ballplayers who thought it was great fun to turn on a
tape recorder under the bed while they were making it with their latest
broad and play it back on the bus to the ballpark the next day.

Johnny Sain returned my call this morning and we had a long talk. I told
him how my knuckleball was going and he asked me what pitch I was using
for my off-pitch to go with it when I needed a strike. I said fastball. He
suggested I use a slider instead. His reason is that when a hitter is looking
for a knuckleball and gets something else, he thinks, “Fastball!” He may
have time to adjust. But if the ball does something, has a little movement to
it, he’ll be fooled.

I said I'd try it, sort of cut my fastball a little and see if it would move. I
asked him if he could use an elderly right-handed knuckleball pitcher in
Detroit and he said, “No chance. We’ve got four pitchers now who’ve all
pitched less than ten innings this year. That Mayo Smith (the manager) is
not a very good man to pitch for. The last guy to pitch a good game is his
man, and he overuses him and neglects everybody else. There are three or
four pitchers on the club he doesn’t even talk to.”

He told about what had happened with a guy named Mike Kilkenny. He’s
a left-handed pitcher and Sain had been teaching him to get left-handers out
by coming sidearm on them. It can be a really effective pitch. But Kilkenny



pitched in an exhibition game recently and, with the bases loaded, he came
sidearm on a left-handed hitter and plunked him in the ribs. Said Smith:
“When I saw you come sidearm I liked to die. You take that goddam
sidearm pitch and shove it up your ass.”

So here’s another case where the manager is trying to make rules for his
pitchers that go right over the head of the pitching coach.

Not long ago John went home for a day and Smith took the pitchers to
the outfield and ran them hard, foul line to foul line. Sain was angry when
he found out. So he went into Mayo’s office and said, “Is this the pitching
staff that led all baseball in complete games last year?”

“Yes, it is,” Mayo said.

“Well, are we going to follow a formula that I used last year or one that
hasn’t been successful here for twenty-five years?”

“I guess we’ll stick with what’s been successful,” Mayo said.

But he didn’t like it. I’d bet right now the Tigers don’t win the pennant
again.

I told John about the trouble I’d been having getting enough work and
how they always want to save me for the seven innings I never pitch. John
laughed and said that he personally was a believer in throwing before a
game, and that what he does is take a guy out of sight into the bullpen and
let him work. He said if a pitcher is just throwing on the sidelines his arm
can bounce back in 20 minutes. He’s been able to sell pitchers on that, but
it’s hell selling managers.
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Big meeting before the game about personal appearances and
autograph signing. It was proposed that we charge no less than $100 for any
personal appearance and no less than $100 an hour for autograph-signing
sessions. I said I didn’t think it was a very good idea because it would work
a hardship on the lesser-known player who could not command such a large
fee. A player like Harper or Mincher or Davis might get that kind of money
but a Gus Gil or a John Gelnar, guys who might be offered $25 or $50 for
an appearance, might never get any shots at all. I suggested that it be left up
to the individual what he wants to take for an appearance.

So Steve Barber said, “This is a big-league town and these people are
going to have to learn to go big league.”

And Don Mincher said: “If we go for $25 and $50 we’ll never get it up
there where it belongs.”

And Brabender said, “If you want to dance, you’ve got to pay the
fiddler.” (This got a big laugh because it’s what we say to a guy who’s been
out drinking the night before and has to do a lot of running with a bad body
to get the alcohol out of his system.)

And O’Donoghue said: “We made that mistake in Kansas City, where the
guys went for $25 or $50 and that’s all we could ever get.”

So I said: “Well, if a guy doesn’t want to go for $50 he doesn’t have to.
He can pass it on to one of the lesser players. Besides, suppose it’s a friend,
or a good cause or something.”

Then Joe Schultz said: “Well, whatever you do, I think you should all get
together on it and everyone do the same thing. Hell, you guys are big-
league ballplayers. Just make it a club rule and everybody will stick to it.”

So much for my doctrine of laissez faire. The tyranny of the majority
over the minority will always be with us. The vote was unanimous, except
for my abstention. If someone offers me $25 or $50 and can’t afford more,
I’1l take it.

The next thing we talked about was signing autographs for kids before
the ballgame. Apparently there is a league rule that supposedly prohibits
players from signing autographs when they’re in uniform on the field. The



rule is ignored. Some players were upset by this. Said Brabender: “If you
don’t feel like signing and you say you’re not allowed to and some other
guy comes up behind you and starts signing, you look like an ass.”

So Joe Schultz said: “Make it my rule—no autographs once the gates
open. No autographs at all.”

Great. If a kid comes to the ballpark and wants an autograph, when the
hell is he going to get it if not before the game starts? Of course, he can
stand around outside in the dark for an hour or so after the game and hope
he can stop us when we’re rushing to get home. Who wants an autograph
that bad? Especially from a Seattle Pilot.

At the end of the meeting Gary Bell brought up the fact that when we’re
in Baltimore next time we’ve been asked to go to Washington to attend a
clinic Ted Kennedy is running for underprivileged children. Did anyone
want to sign up? Mike Marshall signed, and Marty Pattin signed, and I
signed. But before I did I stood up and said, “Now, wait a minute. We’ve
got a free clinic here, right? For underprivileged kids? Well, isn’t there
some way we can get these kids to kick in their lunch money or something
to us?”

Almost everybody laughed.

Ah, the ballgame. Steve Barber started. The last time he got a big lead
but had to leave in the fifth. That’s how Talbot got his quick win. The rule is
that the starter can’t get credit for the win unless he pitches five full innings.

Sure enough we score three in the first, two in the second and another in
the third. We’ve got a 60 lead and it looks like Barber is having trouble out
there. He’s twitching his arm and cranking it around and doing a lot of
fussing. So Talbot goes down and tells Maglie, as a joke, that he’s
absolutely ready, that his arm never felt better, just in case they should need
him. Now every time Barber throws a ball Talbot holds up his hands in the
sign of a T—for Talbot.

In the fifth, when Barber walks a couple, the call comes—for me. With
two out I’m all set to go in and collect my Big W when Barber, the rat, goes
ahead and gets the third out on a pop-up. Says Talbot: “Ah, sit down. No
chance now. All you can get is a save or your ass kicked in.” And he went
down and told Sal his arm felt terrible.



I pitched the sixth, seventh, eighth and ninth, gave up three hits, one
home run—Ken Harrelson took me over the left-field wall on a high
knuckleball. And all I wound up with was a save.

I had a great knuckleball when I went in, but I lost it in the eighth. I got
by on fastballs. In the bottom half we took an awful long time hitting so I
asked Sal if I could try throwing a little to get the feel of the knuckleball
back. “Nah,” he said. “You’re doing all right. Besides, it would look
horseshit.”

I was rooting for Steve Barber to look horseshit tonight and get his ass
shipped out. Instead he had good stuff out there, good enough for them to
keep him another month even if he can’t pitch. I suppose down deep I’d like
him to do well enough to make a contribution to this club. I think we have a
chance to move now. We’re in third place, only four out of first. And we’re
scoring all kinds of runs—six, seven a game. And we haven’t been shut out.
Not once. If we get some decent pitching, why, for goodness sakes, maybe
we can win the pennant.

Talbot is in rare form these days. Like he was telling us how it used to be
in the sheet-metal shop of the industrial school he went to. When they were
taught how to weld, the first thing they did was weld the door shut when the
teacher left the room. The next thing they did was weld every tool in the
place onto a metal tractor, which was kept in the center of the room. And
for kicks, they’d heat a steel bar until it was red hot, let the color cool out of
it and then ask the new boy to bring over the metal bar. All it would cost
was the skin off his hand.
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Baltimore

Arrived in Baltimore today, which is always depressing. The town
puts you down, and the hotel is dingy, and they don’t have bedboards,
which means my back will ache tomorrow, and my roomie is supposed to
pitch tomorrow and he’s got a worse back than I have. It’s dreary. Besides,
I’m still suffering from having given up two earned runs in an inning-and-a-
third the other night and losing the ballgame besides.

Even the newspaper depressed me tonight. I read where they’re
discussing the possibility of an integrated Davis Cup team in South Africa
and a fellow named Alf Chambers, president of the South African Lawn
Tennis Association said that the discussions had nothing to do with protests
of other countries. And the increase in the number of swimming pools in
Harlem has nothing to do with the riots and the troop withdrawals having
nothing to do with the protest movement and the baseball owners broadened
our pension coverage not because of any strike but out of an innate sense of
fair play. Yeah, surrre.

And why is it, I ask myself, that baseball players are allowed to smoke
during a game and that it’s all right to sneak a smoke in the runway or even
to go back into the clubhouse for a goddam cigarette, but if you take a
candy bar out to the bullpen you get all kinds of static.

The bed in this hotel in Baltimore makes me think these bad thoughts. I
think I’ll go wash out my brain with soap.
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D.C. Stadium is being renamed Robert F. Kennedy Stadium and there
are dedication ceremonies and those clinics that Marshall, Pattin and I
signed up for. The Baseball Commissioner’s office called Bell to ask if he
could get guys like Sal Maglie, Joe Schultz, Tommy Davis, Tommy Harper
and Don Mincher to attend. Sal said he had plans for tomorrow. Harper said
he didn’t want to go. Mincher said he would go, and Schultz sort of agreed.
Tommy Davis said he would make the clinic if he could.

In the bullpen during the game the conversation turned to many things
(Fred Talbot on the American destroyer that was cut in half by the
Australian aircraft carrier: “The bastards must have been playing chicken
out there.”). But especially the talk was about the strike in the spring and
the players who signed their contracts despite it—Ilike Pete Richert of
Baltimore. He said he had to sign his contract because he was just buying a
house and the story was that he’d borrowed the money from the club and if
he’d borrowed it from the bank he’d have had to pay a high interest rate.
O’Donoghue thought this was justification enough. I said I didn’t think so. I
said that everybody could use the money, and that those who didn’t sign
were risking the owner’s getting angry at them besides. And what about the
marginal players? And the rookies? A lot more was at stake for them than
some high interest rate on a loan.

There was agreement about the large number of Atlanta Braves who had
signed. And we agreed that was all Paul Richards’ fault. He put a
tremendous amount of pressure on his players and I guess I blame them a
helluva lot less than I do Richert.

And then Carl Yastrzemski’s name came up because he’d just ignored the
strike and Gary Bell said, “Didn’t surprise me. Carl Yastrzemski is for
himself first and second and the hell with everybody else.”

Gee, Gary, Carl Yastrzemski?

Yes. Besides, during the strike Yastrzemski called several superstars in an
attempt to form a separate committee and settle things without the Players’
Association. Fortunately they told him to take a hike, son.



I don’t think the only bad guys in this thing were the few players who
caved in. Richards was particularly beautiful, calling Marvin Miller “a
mustachioed four flusher.” And many others were willing to take a strike
and use Triple-A players and flush the game right down the drain if
necessary. These are the same guys who want us to think they’re sportsmen
who run the game out of civic pride. They’re not in this thing for money.
They’re not. We know because that’s what they tell us. And we believe.
Like Clete Boyer once told me that Dan Topping, former Yankee owner,
was all for the players and a wonderful man. I asked him how he knew. And
he said, “Ralph Houk told me.”

Mike Marshall was sitting against the fence in the bullpen watching the
ballgame. In order to get close to the fence he turned his cap around
backward and used the leather band to protect his head from the cold steel.
Without saying a word, Eddie O’Brien lifted the hat off his head and put it
on him peak-front. “I don’t want Joe getting on me because you guys are
wearing your hats backward,” he said.

With that, Marshall took his hat off, slammed it on the ground and said,
“How’s that? I don’t have it on wrong now, do I?”

All the Orioles are wearing their socks with high cuts, like Frank
Robinson, and no one seems to object. I watched very closely and saw no
lack of spirit on the club as a result of these high cuts. Of course, the club is
winning, but I don’t know whether they’re winning because of their socks
or because a lot of them aren’t wearing hats during batting practice.

If you ever see a baseball player stick his tongue out at someone in the
stands it’s not because he’s mad at anybody. It happens to be a form of
beaver shooting. The player scouts the stands for good-looking girls, and if
he catches a doll’s eye he sticks out his tongue. If she looks away, it means
she’s not interested. If she smiles, something might come of it. It’s called
shooting stingers.

Roomie got shelled out of the game in four innings. The Orioles are so
hot right now it could happen to anybody. But poor Gary took it pretty hard.
After I pitched my third of an inning I went into the clubhouse. “Rooms,



I’m diving off the hotel tonight,” he said. “Something’s happening to my
body. I’m going to be dead in six months.”

Jim Gosger came over to cheer him up. “Hey, Gary, who’s going to drive
to Vancouver, you or [?”

Just then Marty Pattin walked by. “Hey, Pattin,” Gary said. “Your shoes
are terrible. Try and get some new shoes before I’m traded, will you?”

“You better get them before tomorrow morning,” I said, trying to be
helpful.

I felt bad for Gary. I also felt hungry. “Tell you what,” I said. “Let’s go
out and get something to eat. Then we’ll go out and tie one on.”

“Rooms, I’m not hungry,” Gary said. “Just thirsty.”

“You’re on an empty stomach,” I said. “Let’s go somewhere nice. We’ll
have cocktails and wine with dinner, then we’ll do the town up right. But
you got to get something to eat.”

“Don’t worry about me, Rooms,” he said. “You’re a great roomie and I
love you. You’ve been teaching me new things. You’ve told me about the
stars and the planets and I don’t believe in Noah’s Ark anymore, and you’re
making a non-believer out of me. I appreciate that, Rooms, but I got to go
drinking tonight.”

So Gary Bell went drinking, without his roommate. I didn’t hear him
come in.

There was another somewhat revolting development tonight. Actually it’s
a continually revolting development that I haven’t wanted to admit is
happening. The catchers are getting tired of catching me—and scared
because the little darling dances so much it not only can strike out a batter
but break the catcher’s finger. So they’ve been beefing. The other day
Haney went to Sal Maglie and said he believed I was throwing too much.
He said he thought it was bad for my arm.

I don’t blame Haney. Or Pagliaroni, who doesn’t want to catch me either.
And I’ve told them that. I’m liable to take their living away from them. It’s
like Ranew told me once. “What if I’ve got to go up there and hit and I’ve
got a bone bruise from your goddam knuckleball? Like you hit me on the
knee tonight. It could have been my hand. Then I can’t do my job.”



I agreed with him, so I went over to Eddie O’Brien and said, “Eddie, old
pal, how about you putting on a mask and catching me?”

“It’s not my job to warm up pitchers,” Eddie said.

“Why not? The bullpen coaches on the other teams warm up the
pitchers.”

“What if I get hurt?”

“That’s a tough thing, Eddie,” I said. “If you get hurt it’s not as bad as if
some other guy gets hurt and can’t play when he’s needed.”

“Oh hell, there’s not that much chance of getting hurt,” he said. “I’ve
seen guys get hurt on sliders. But if you think I ought to be catching your
knuckleball, take it to the manager.”

“I don’t want to bother him with something so unimportant. It’s so small
I think it’s a decision you can make.”

“It’s not my job.”

And that’s the way it went.

“As soon as the game is over I'll tell Joe our exact discussion,” he said
finally.

“Not after a loss,” I said.

“If the point has to be brought up, it has to be brought up.”

As it happened, I pitched to one hitter, Frank Robinson. He belted a line
drive to the centerfielder. So I got out of that.

Then they pinch-hit for me and I felt empty, like a hungry man cut off
after his shrimp cocktail. I told Sal I needed a pitching fix and that I was
going out to the bullpen to throw. “That’s your whole trouble,” Sal said.
“You’re throwing too damn much.”

Some trouble, I thought. I’ve only had one bad outing since I came back
from Vancouver. What the hell was he talking about? Except that I knew. I
was asking to do something unorthodox, and unorthodoxy does in baseball
what heresy does in the priesthood.

I set my bulldog jaw. “I need to throw,” I said. “And I’m goin’ to throw.”

“Oh, crissakes. If you have to throw, go ahead.”

But by this time he’d made his point to everybody in the dugout. I was
being a weirdo again.

Later on Mike Marshall said that while I was throwing in the bullpen Joe
Schultz kept walking down to the end of the dugout to look out at me. He’d



come back each time shaking his head. And in the shower after the game
Sal was telling the catchers that I was throwing too much. Know
something? The catchers agreed.
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This was the big day for the underprivileged kids of Washington, D.C.
It was a pretty big day in the life of the Seattle Pilots too.

Breakfast with Mincher, Pattin and Marshall, and of all things, we got to
talking about old Guess Who? Not vindictively, you understand, rather the
way you talk about something funny that happened last night. Mincher said
we were missing something by being out in the bullpen, that Maglie was
great in the dugout—especially when Marshall was pitching. “If a guy hits a
fastball when Marshall is out there,” Minch said, “Sal says, ‘Son of a bitch,
he’s throwing that fastball too much.’ In the very next inning a guy will get
a hit on a curve ball and Sal says, ‘Son of a bitch, why doesn’t he go to his
fastball more?’”

“I try to sit next to him whenever I can,” Mincher said.

At ten o’clock, five of us boarded the bus for Washington: Joe Schultz,
Don Mincher, Mike Marshall, Marty Pattin and I. On the bus were six
Orioles: the bullpen catcher Charley Lau, outfielders Dave May, Paul Blair
and Don Buford, coach Billy Hunter and Jim Hardin, the pitcher.

During the one-hour ride, Joe Schultz was asking around about what kind
of deal we were getting into and he found out that we were going to the
Sheraton-Park Hotel, where we’d be assigned a playground in which to
conduct a clinic. After that we were all going to the stadium for the
dedication. “Oh shitfuck,” Joe Schultz said. “I didn’t think it was going to
be like that. Oh fuckshit.” He seemed agitated.

At the hotel things seemed pretty well organized. Everybody’s name was
on a list and they gave out tags and the addresses of the playgrounds and
assigned drivers to take us out. Naturally this all took a while and we were
standing out in the corridor waiting when Joe Schultz said to Mincher,
“Shitfuck, Minch, what do you say? Let’s get the hell out of here.”

Mincher hesitated for a moment and it was all over. Schultz had his man.
“Hell, I’'m getting out of here and grabbing a cab,” Joe Schultz said.

“Crissakes, don’t leave me behind,” Mincher said. “I’m going with you.”
And the two of them left the hotel and took a cab back to Baltimore.



Ah, shitfuck.

At the end of the day, after the clinics and the elimination races for the
kids at the playgrounds and the meet at the Stadium, and after guys like
Sam Jones and Red Auerbach and Jim Beatty and a lot of Olympic
swimmers and pro-football players had made their little talks and done what
they could—Iittle as it was—for the black kids of Washington, D.C., we
took the bus back to Baltimore and Mike Marshall said he thought he
understood what had happened with Joe Schultz and Don Mincher.

“I could see it coming,” Marshall said. “Joe couldn’t cope with the
situation. He wasn’t in charge. He was forced to follow along. It was
frustrating to him not to know what the plan was and he’s neither intelligent
nor competent enough to be at ease with the unknown. That’s why he
surrounds himself with other people, coaches, who are as narrow as he is.
He wants to rule out anyone who might bring up new things to cope with.
He wants to lay down some simple rules—keep your hat on straight, pull
your socks up, make sure everybody has the same color sweatshirt—and
live by them.”

And it was obviously true. Like on the bus going to Washington, Joe
Schultz and I were sitting across the aisle from each other. I handed him the
sports section of the paper and when he was through with it I asked him if
he wanted to read the rest of the paper. “Nah,” he said. “I don’t read that.”

There’s no comfort for Schultz in the front of a newspaper. When he
wants comfort he can get it from somebody like Mincher. I don’t think Joe
would have gone back to Baltimore alone, and I don’t think Mincher would
have either. But they gave each other just enough support to do it together.
They were less afraid, both of them, of running out than they were of facing
this great unknown that involved so many people.

Talking about Joe Schultz reminded Marshall of something that happened
the other night. Although we had just blown a game to the Orioles, when
Schultz came back into the clubhouse he was smiling. Mike thought that
was kind of strange until he heard Schultz say, to nobody in particular, “Lou
Brock stole his 25th base tonight. That’s 25 out of 25.”

And Mike Marshall thought, “My God. The man’s living in a dream
world. He still thinks he’s with the Cardinals.”



I had a long talk with Marty Pattin on the bus. He’s had a tough,
interesting life. He’s from Charleston, Illinois, and his mother and father
were separated when he was a baby and he was shipped off to live with his
mother’s folks. He was still a junior in high school when his grandfather
died, so he moved into a rooming house and tried to work his way through
the rest of high school. It was then he met a man named Walt Warmouth
who helped him get through school—not only high school but college.
Warmouth owned a restaurant, and Marty worked there and got his meals
there, and every once in a while he’d get a call from the clothing store in
town and be told he could pick out a suit and a bunch of other stuff and it
was all paid for. They never would tell him who had paid, but Marty knew
anyway. “The guy was like a father to me,” Marty said. “And not only to
me. He must have sent dozens of kids through school just the way he did
me.” Marty has a masters degree in industrial arts, and when he can he likes
to help kids. That’s why he signed up for the clinic.

What a terribly lonely life Marty must have had. Hell, it was a traumatic
experience for me just going away to college and living in a dorm with a
bunch of other kids. And here’s Marty, still in high school, living in a
rooming house. Not only that, but he goes on to become an All-American
boy, complete with all the good conventional values. Like he was telling the
kids at the clinic that sure it was difficult to throw a ball well or be a good
basketball player. It was difficult to do a lot of things, but that they were all
capable of doing a lot of difficult things if they were willing to work hard
and practice. I guess he ought to know.

I also thought that what these kids need is not a half-hour of conversation
with some big-name guy who’s just passing through. What they need is
day-to-day attention from people like Marty’s grandparents and Walt
Warmouth and full-time workers in the ghettoes. And once again I wished I
had the guts to chuck baseball and go out and do something for somebody
besides myself. And getting mad at myself for not being able to do it, I look
around for somebody else to blame and I decide, what the hell, one less
goddam bomb and we could have somebody working full time in every one
of those sixteen playgrounds in Washington they sent us famous athletes to.

It wasn’t a half-hour after I got back from Washington that the phone
rang in our room. It was Gabe Paul telling Gary Bell that Marvin Milkes
wanted to see him.



“Rooms, what do you think it’s going to be?” Gary said as he got
dressed.

I told him it must be something about the Players’ Association. I told him
it might be that they found out I was writing a book and they wanted to
check with him on how it was coming along. I told him that maybe Milkes
was lonely and just wanted somebody to talk to. But we both knew.

Gary was gone only fifteen minutes. When he opened the door he said
one word. “Chicago.”

To the White Sox, for Bob Locker.

He sat on the edge of the bed and I could see the thoughts racing through
his mind. How do I move? What do I do with my car? Who’s on that club?
Any friends? It’s like, I suppose, when you’re wounded. You don’t know
where you’ve been hit and you have to sit there a minute and feel around to
find out just how seriously you’ve been hurt.

“One good thing,” Gary said after a while. “Woody Held is over there.
My old roommate.”

He thought for a while, then he said, “We just bought a big TV. I’ll have
to call Nan and tell her to try to bring it back to the store. We sure as hell
can’t haul it clear across the country.”

You worry about the damnedest things.

It didn’t come as any big shock. Gary hadn’t been pitching well and the
papers had a lot of rumors about a trade. But I felt particularly close to
Gary, because we were roommates and because we spent time together—
our wives too—when we were at home. Another thing. Gary was my link to
most of the other players. Despite my efforts to be one of the boys, the fact
that I was Gary’s roommate is what helped most. Whatever the reasons, |
felt awkward, empty, not knowing what to say.

Gary took the bus to the ballpark with the team so he could pick up his
equipment and say his goodbyes. There was a lot of kidding, of course.
That’s what you’re supposed to do when a guy gets traded. There was a sort
of stunned tension underneath, though, because, as Mike Hegan says,
“Gary’s the kind of guy who’s good for a club even when he’s not pitching
well.”

It was still before game time when Gary lifted his big equipment bag and
walked down that long corridor from the visiting clubhouse in Baltimore to
where the cabs unload. I watched him all the way. He didn’t turn back once.



I asked Eddie O’Brien to catch me for a while tonight in the bullpen.
Again he refused, and again I got pissed off. Ranew is developing a bone
bruise on his hand. Also, I hit him on the knee the other night, so I hate to
ask him to catch me. He had to for a while because I warmed up to go into
the game. It was one of those safe games—we were behind 10-0. I pitched
one inning, threw eight knuckleballs, seven of them for strikes. I struck
Buford out on a beauty that went right over the plate, then broke outside.
Got the next two guys on a pop-up and soft grounder. After the game no
one came over and said I’d been throwing too much.

That was a lot of day today. I’m not sure I can take many like that.
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I grabbed myself by the seat of the pants this evening and marched
myself into Joe Schultz’ office. “I want to talk to you about my throwing
program, Joe,” I said. I didn’t wait for him to say anything, but plunged
ahead. I told him I knew Sal Maglie was telling him I was throwing too
much, but that my arm didn’t get tired throwing the knuckleball and the
more | threw it the better it got.

“You mean I can use you every day?” Joe said.

I thought he knew that. “Hell yes,” I said. “You can use me every day and
twice on Sunday. But I’'m not trying to tell you how to pitch me. All I’'m
saying is I need to throw.”

“Listen, don’t worry about Sal,” Joe Schultz said. “I let a lot of the stuff
Sal says go in one ear and out the other. Don’t worry about it. Do whatever
you have to do to get ready.”

I could’ve kissed him. I mean there’s a man who understands a lot better
than I ever suspected. But then he said, “The problem with your knuckleball
is that sometimes you can’t get anybody out. You’re not throwing it for
strikes enough.”

“Gee,” I said boyishly, “I’m surprised to hear you say that. Since I came
back from Vancouver there’s only been one time I couldn’t get anybody out.
And that was the other day in Seattle. One bad outing, and I’ve had fifteen
good ones. So far I’ve come in with fifteen runners on base and none of
them have scored. And I’m not walking that many guys.”

I think I convinced him.

“Well, you’re doing a good job for us,” Joe Schultz said. “If you weren’t
I’d have called you in here. You’ve helped the team. I’m pleased.”

He wasn’t going to let me off without some kind of lecture, however.
About a week or so ago I'd been warming up for what seemed like an hour
and finally put my jacket on and sat down. “Crissakes, don’t sit down out
there,” Sal Maglie had told me. “It looks horseshit when you come into the
game.”

“But I was ready to pitch,” I said. “I didn’t have to throw anymore.”



“That doesn’t matter,” Sal said. “Even if you just stand there with the ball
in your hand it looks better.”

Well, looks count, I decided. Now I was going to get it from Schultz
anyway.

“Oh yeah,” he said. “For crissakes, when you’re warming up in the
bullpen and it’s in the middle of an inning you might get called in, don’t sit
down. Crissakes, it looks terrible. Real horseshit.”

“Sal told me that,” I said. “It was real horseshit. I won’t do it anymore.”

If I let it go now, I thought, this whole thing will have been wasted. He’ll
think of it as a time when he called in that joker Bouton to tell him not to sit
down in the bullpen when he’s supposed to be warming up. So I shifted
gears. “About Eddie O’Brien,” I said, then quickly explained to him that the
catchers were beginning to hurt and that O’Brien seemed like a natural
solution. Only he kept saying it wasn’t his job.

“Can he catch the damn thing?” Joe Schultz asked.

I said he seemed to catch it okay when we played catch in the outfield.
And what the hell, if he misses it, who cares? Wouldn’t we rather have him
get hurt than Ranew or Pagliaroni?

“All right. I’1l talk to Eddie about it,” Joe Schultz said.

I can’t wait.

During batting practice the Orioles sneaked into our bullpen—word is
that it was Eddie Watt and Pete Richert—and deposited three goldfish and a
little black fish into our water cooler. They looked very pretty swimming
around in our drinking water.

This was in retaliation for Brabender and O’Donoghue going into their
bullpen the other night and depositing their benches on the roof of their
weather shed.

Everybody thought this was all very funny except Eddie O’Brien. “Guess
what he said to me,” Talbot said. “He said we ought to protest this game to
the Commissioner because how could we use the bullpen with fish in our
water cooler?”

“He wasn’t serious,” 1 said.

“Oh yes he was,” Talbot said. “He was until he saw us all laughing. Then
he tried to make out he was kidding. But he was serious as hell.”



O’Donoghue told a story about the best pep talk a manager ever
delivered. This was at Columbus in the International League and Don Hoak
was the manager. “Boys, I’m just going to say one thing to you,” he said at
a clubhouse meeting. He held his thumb and forefinger about an inch apart
and up where everybody could see them. “I want to remind everybody that
you’re just this far away from big-league pussy.”

A young girl asked one of the guys in the bullpen if he was married.
“Yeah,” he said, “but I’m not a fanatic about it.”

Mike Marshall said he learned something important tonight. He went to
Curt Rayer, the trainer, and asked him to put some hot stuff on his arm. “I
think it’s a little tired,” Marshall said.

It wasn’t two minutes later that Rayer was in Schultz’s office telling him
that Marshall had a tired arm. It was good information. I mean, you know
there’s always a pipeline on a club. The trick is to find out who it is. When
Johnny Keane was manager of the Yankees his spy was Vern Benson, the
coach. We called him “Radar” because he always seemed to have an ear in
our conversations. O’Donoghue says that in Cleveland it’s George
Strickland, the coach, who is called Pipeline.

And when I talked to my wife tonight she said the last time the wives got
together one of the coach’s wives (my wife insists we don’t tell which) said
some things she probably shouldn’t have—namely that Curt Rayer was the
guy on the club who was telling Milkes and Schultz which guys stay out
late and which guys fool around and which guys spend a lot of time in the
trainers room. She also said that there were a couple of deals on the fire,
one of them involving Comer and the other Ray Oyler. Now I sort of
understand how Milkes and Schultz feel. It’s nice to have your own
pipeline.
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Detroit
I asked Eddie O’Brien if he’d talked to Joe Schultz recently.

“Yeah,” he said. “And I’'m not going to be catching knuckleballs. It’s not
my job.”

I was dumbfounded. “Did Joe say that?” I said. In moments of tension
my voice has a tendency to rise. I must have sounded like a girl with a short
skirt in a high wind.

“Well, T talked it over with the coaches and they agreed that I’'m not
going to be able to keep my head in the game and check on what’s
happening in the field and be able to answer the telephone in a split second
if I’'m spending all my time catching that goddam knuckleball.”

“You didn’t talk to Joe,” I said.

“Well, for a minute. He said I could do whatever I wanted as long as I
didn’t let it interfere with my job. And I think catching knuckleballs would
interfere with my job.”

“What job is that?” I said gently. “You haven’t got a job. All you do is go
over to that ballbag and hand everybody a ball and then you sit there and
watch the game. When the telephone rings you jump up and tell somebody
to warm up. That’s your whole goddam job. A monkey could do your job.”
And as I talked I got angrier. There was a corner of my mind that calmly
told me to shut up, but I was able to ignore it. I was having too good a time.
“You know what you do on this club?” I continued. “More harm than good.
You get guys pissed off at you and you don’t contribute a thing.”

“We’ve got trained, professional catchers here,” O’Brien said. “They’re
here to catch and that’s their job. I’ve got my own job and I’m going to do it
and that’s the way it’s going to be for as long as you’ll be around.”

“Oh boy, a threat,” I said. “But I got news for you. You’re not going to be
here too long yourself. You just better hope one of these catchers doesn’t
get hurt. Because if he does, it’s going to be your ass.”

After the game Sal said, “Joe wants to see you in his office.” He meant
me.



“Oh, oh,” said Brabender, who was standing next to me. “What do you
think it is, J.B.?”

“I don’t know, Bender,” I said.

“I bet you O’Brien went in and told him,” Talbot said. Fred was there
during my talk with O’Brien, and I’d felt bad about that. Some things
should be said in private, but baseball isn’t a very private game.

When I walked into his office, Schultz gave me a dirty look.

“What’s this about you getting on O’Brien?” he said.

“Joe,” 1 said sincerely, “I’ve been trying for some time now to work out
an arrangement so that the two catchers don’t have to catch my knuckleball
as often as I have to throw it. They don’t like to catch it and I don’t blame
them. O’Brien should be catching it and he’s trying to get out of it.”

“Jim, you got to learn to get along with the coaches,” Joe said. “If you
got any problems with them, you come to me.”

“I didn’t want to bother you, Joe,” I said. “That’s why I tried to deal
through Eddie. You got enough things on your mind without being bugged
about who’s supposed to warm up what pitcher.”

It was at about this point that Joe Schultz started to smile. I couldn’t tell
whether he was smiling with me or laughing at me.

“You have to understand about Eddie,” Joe said, smiling. “He’s been out
of baseball for a long time now.”

I said I tried to make allowances, but he was exasperating the hell out of
me and I still felt he was absolutely wrong, although I felt bad about
blowing up.

“Well, we’ll see what we can do,” Joe said.

For some reason I felt he’d come around to see things my way. When I
came out of Joe’s office Fred Talbot said, “Did O’Brien tattle on you?”

“Yes.” I said. “O’Brien tattled.”

And one of these days he is going to catch me, and if we’re all lucky the
worst I’ll do is fracture one of his knees.

The great story in the bullpen tonight was about having this chick up in
the room and she’s saying, “Tell me you like me, please tell me you like me,
just tell me you like one thing about me, anything, just one thing you like
about me.”



“Like you?” the guy says. “I love you.”
A pause. And the chick says, “How can you love me? You don’t even
know me.”

Which reminded another guy of the girl in spring training who was stood
up by one player, we’ll call him Joe, and went out with another instead. At
the end of the evening, he finally coaxed her into bed, but not until after she
said, “I’m only doing this because I’'m in love with Joe.”

Which reminded yet another guy about something that happened to him.
“Right next to the ball park there was this little gas station,” the guy said,
“and after the ball game this chick and I parked there in the dark. We were
at it hammer and tongs, I guess you could call it, when all of a sudden I see
these lights in the rear view mirror. Here comes this big electric utility truck
and it pulls up side of us. The driver looks right in on us and says, ‘Nice
game tonight. Go get ’em tomorrow.’ Jesus, I thought he was going to ask
me for my autograph.”

During the game a guy came down from the stands to the dugout and said
to Mike Marshall, “Hey, is Mike Marshall in the dugout? I’'m a good friend
of his.”

“No, he’s not down here,” Mike Marshall said. “Maybe he’s in the
bullpen.”

The fellow went off to look.

This was the first of three games with the Detroit Tigers and Joe Schultz
said, “Let’s go get ’em. We’re just as good as they are.” Can he really
believe that?

Joe asked Mincher when he was going to have a meeting to elect a player
representative and alternate, and Mincher said we’d have an election for
alternate tomorrow, which means he’s decided he has inherited the job.
Gary didn’t work it that way, although he did sort of guide the election. But
Mincher isn’t taking any chances. I guess he really wants the car that goes
with the job. It’s a nice car.

Anyway, Kennedy said, “I nominate Bouton,” and everybody laughed. I
declined on the spot. I refuse to give them another chance not to vote for



me.

During infield drill tonight Frank Crosetti yelled, “Thataway. That’s the
old Rufus Goofus.”

Johnny Sain was working with a couple of Tiger pitchers on the sidelines
and one of the catchers was Hal Naragon, the bullpen coach. I thought it
might be a funny idea to ask Naragon if he had time to catch me for a while.
On second thought, I don’t see why Naragon should think it was funny.

We beat the Tigers 3—2 with two runs in the tenth. Maybe we are as good
as they are. What happened was that Mayo Smith left a right-hander in to
pitch to Mincher with two on in the tenth and a left-hander warming up in
the bullpen. Mincher knocked them both in with a single. When he got to
first base Norm Cash was really boiling. “Crissakes,” Cash said. “Mayo
Smith has got to be the dumbest manager in baseball.”

It was 3—1 when Diego Segui came in. He gave up two singles and a
walk and had to be lifted. It was his third-straight bad outing. I think he
might be getting a little tired. Gelnar came in with the bases loaded and one
out, struck out Willie Horton on four pitches and got Tom Matchick on a
grounder to end the game. It was a beautiful exhibition, especially for a guy
who hasn’t had that much time in the big leagues. Now he’ll be the No. 1
right-handed short man while Segui rests up. It was interesting that
O’Donoghue went in to face a left-hander and Gelnar came in against a
right-hander while at no time was I asked to warm up in a tough game. I
wonder whether it’s my knuckleball or arguing with coaches that counts
most.

After the game Joe Schultz said, “Attaway to stomp on ’em, men. Pound
that Budweiser into you and go get ’em tomorrow.” Then he spotted Gelnar
sucking out of a pop bottle. “For crissakes, Gelnar,” Joe Schultz said,
“You’ll never get them out drinking Dr. Pepper.”

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

JUNE

10

I’m pleased to note today that the New York Mets are 28-23 and in
second place in their division, and that the New York Yankees are 28-29
and in fifth place in their division. Perhaps justice is about to triumph.

I also note with some puzzlement that the Yankees have bought veteran
right-hander Ken Johnson from the Atlanta Braves. Ken Johnson is thirty-
six years old (I'm thirty) and throws a knuckleball. He has pitched 29
innings this season and so have I. He’s 0—1 this season and I’'m 1-0. His
ERA is 4.9 and mine is 3.8. And I bet they paid more than $12,000 for him.

Bob Locker, who is called “Foot,” or “Wall,” for obvious reasons, and
“Snot” because Mickey Mantle swore he personally had that kind of locker
back home, was elected alternate player rep before the game. Mincher
announced that as his first move as player rep he had gotten the Pilots to
agree to move to a new hotel in Baltimore, from the Belvedere to the Statler
Hilton. “A hell of an idea,” one of the guys said. “Now my broad is going to
be wandering around the wrong hotel.”

It was suggested that as Mincher’s next move, he arrange to get Marvin
Milkes a room in whatever hotel we happen to be staying in. We’re all
convinced that Milkes never has a room, which is why he’s in the lobby all
the time, especially late at night.

Talking about his Chicago White Sox days, McNertney said that Eddie
Stanky always insisted there was only one excuse for not being in the lineup
—if there was a bone showing. Stanky was also responsible for storing the
baseballs in a cool, damp place. McNertney: “You had to wipe the mildew
off the balls before the game. First you’d take them out of the boxes, which
were all rotted away anyway, wipe the mildew off and put them in new
boxes. Then you gave them to the umpires and they never suspected a
thing.”

The idea, of course, is that cold, damp baseballs don’t travel as far as
warm, dry baseballs, and the White Sox were not exactly sluggers.

The game was lost 5-0. I could stand that. What I couldn’t stand was
pitching two-thirds of a miserable inning, giving up two runs and leaving



the game with the bases loaded. (Fortunately, Bender got the third out
without costing me any runs.) My knuckleball was so bad the only thing I
could think of was suicide. This was no false sorrow. It was all I could do
not to cry. Maybe I haven’t been throwing it enough. Maybe I’ve been
throwing too much. Maybe I’'m going out of my mind.

I couldn’t wait to get back to the hotel and call my wife so she could
cheer me up. After I talked to her and the kids I felt better and agreed with
her when she said that if I was going to allow myself to get this upset I
wasn’t getting paid enough. This did not change the nagging feeling that
maybe I’ve lost it for good, that the knuckleball and I have gone our
separate ways.

Milkes and Schultz just happened to be sitting in the lobby again around
curfew time and Pagliaroni allowed as how he’d give us all the benefit of
his experience. “If you’re going to be late,” he said, “be at least three hours
late. Because if you’re only an hour late they’ll still be around trying to
catch you.”

At dinner Don Mincher, Marty Pattin and I discussed greenies. They
came up because O’Donoghue had just received a season supply of 500.
“They ought to last about a month,” I said.

Mincher was a football player in high school and he said, “If I had
greenies in those days I’d have been something else.”

“Minch, how many major-league ballplayers do you think take
greenies?” I asked. “Half? More?”

“Hell, a lot more than half,” he said. “Just about the whole Baltimore
team takes them. Most of the Tigers. Most of the guys on this club. And
that’s just what I know for sure.”
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In the bullpen it was “Can you top this?” on general managers. Bob
Locker told this one about a contract argument with Ed Short, general
manager of the White Sox. This was after Locker had had his best season in
1967-77 games, 125 innings and a 2.09 ERA. It was a year after Phil Regan
of the Dodgers had had his super year—14-1 and a 1.62 ERA—in relief.
Short had offered Locker $16,000 and he was asking for $18,000. Short
said he was asking a lot and that what the hell, Regan had just signed a
contract for $23,000. “If Regan is making only $23,000, then I’m asking
too much,” Locker said. “You check that. If he signed for $23,000, I’1l sign
for $16,000.”

The next day Short called him and said, “I called Buzzie Bavasi (the
Dodger GM) and he told me Regan was making $23,000 this year.”

“All right,” Locker said. “I’ll take the $16,000.”

After he signed he got to thinking about it and just for the hell of it he
wrote Regan a letter. He asked if Regan would mind telling him about what
he had signed for. And Regan wrote back saying he’d signed for $36,500.

“You know, you don’t mind a guy deceiving you a little during contract
negotiations,” Locker said. “You get used to it. They all do it. But when a
guy just outright lies right to your face, that’s too much.”

Brabender told about the generosity of Harry Dalton, the Baltimore
general manager. When the minimum salary was raised from $7,000 to
$10,000 he was making $8,000 and had a year-and-a-half in the majors.
When he went to talk contract with Dalton he was told that he was getting a
$4,000 raise to $12,000. He felt pretty good about it—for about a minute.
Then he realized that no matter what, his salary would have to go to
$10,000, so he was therefore getting only a $2,000 raise. Dalton didn’t think
he’d see it that way.

And O’Donoghue chipped in with the one about Eddie Lopat, when he
was GM of the Kansas City A’s. O’Donoghue agreed to terms with Lopat
over the telephone and went down to spring training. When he got there he
was offered a contract for a lot less money. “But you agreed to a different



figure on the telephone,” O’Donoghue said. By this time, who knows, he
may have been crying.

Said Lopat: “Prove it.”

This kind of stunt was pulled on several players. It cost Talbot $500. He
offered to throw Lopat through a closed window, but it didn’t do him any
good.

In the end Lopat must have been hurt by all of that. Because now no one
will ever forget that when Tony Oliva first came up Lopat’s pronouncement
was, “The kid will never hit in the big leagues.”

Jim Gosger was sent back down to Vancouver. “You know, I didn’t think
I was that bad a ballplayer,” he said. “But they’re making a believer out of
me.”

Probably because we’re going to be in New York soon, the conversation
was about Whitey Ford and what great stuff he had when he was pitching
for the Yankees. Fred Talbot, who came to the Yankees when Whitey was
about through and looking for all the little edges he could find, said Ford
could take advantage of every little nick on a ball and make it do
something, dive or sail or hop or jump. “If Cronin’s name wasn’t stamped
on the ball straight, he could make it drop.”

For a long time Whitey got away with throwing a mud ball that was
positively evil. Sometimes Ellie Howard would load it up for him by
pretending to lose his balance and steadying himself with his hand—while
the ball was in it. Ford could make a mud ball drop, sail, break in, break out
and sing “When Irish Eyes Are Smiling.” Eventually the opposition,
particularly Bill Rigney, the manager of the Angels, got wise to him and he
had to quit using the mudder.

Then he went to his wedding ring. He gouged such sharp edges into it
that we used to kid him about having lost the diamond out of it. He’d scuff
up the ball with the ring and make it do all the things the mud ball did,
except maybe now the song was different. He got by with the ring for a
couple of months until umpire John Stevens, I think it was, or John Rice
(for some reason, every time Rice came onto the field, somebody would
holler, “What comes out of a Chinaman’s ass?”) got wise. The ump could
have caused real trouble, but he went out to the mound and said, “Whitey,



go into the clubhouse. Your jock strap needs fixing. And when you come
back, it better be without that ring.”

After that, Ellie Howard sharpened up one of the buckles on his shin
guard and every time he threw the ball back to Whitey he’d rub it against
the buckle. The buckle ball sang two arias from Aida.
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New York

Day off today and into New York for a three-game series starting
tomorrow. There is always a flood of remembrances when I come back to
New York. Like all the trouble I used to get into with the Yankees. One time
nobody in the bullpen would talk to me for three days because I said I
thought that Billy Graham was a dangerous character.

This was after he had said that Communists were behind the riots in the
black ghettoes. I said that when a man of his power, a man with such a huge
following, makes a statement like that, he is diverting attention from the
real causes of riots in the ghettoes. As a result he delays solutions to those
real problems, and this is dangerous. My heavens, you’d think I had
insulted Ronald Reagan.

Another time, I recall, Crosetti and Jim Hegan were reading the paper
and complaining about Father Groppi interfering in things he had no
business getting involved in and I simply couldn’t resist the temptation to
let them know that I thought Groppi was doing a fine and courageous thing.
As Mort Sahl says, you’ve got to fight the madness.

It’s just the sort of thing I did when I went back to my old high school in
Chicago Heights, Illinois, some years ago. I was invited to speak there as a
returning hero. One of the things they wanted me to do was help calm some
of the racial problems they were having. The principal asked me to speak
from his office over the intercom that reaches the kids in all the rooms. I
knew what I was expected to say; that students are here to learn and
teachers are here to teach and that any feelings they might have, any
grievances or problems, should be left outside the school. So let’s all work
together for a better education. Instead I sat down and wrote that I
understood there were tensions within the school and that I recognized that
they came about because of legitimate beefs that some of the kids had, and
when the principal and the teachers who were there saw it they said, “No,
Jim. Maybe you shouldn’t, Jim. Why don’t you just say hello to the kids
and tell them you’ll see them at the dinner tonight?” That’s as far as I ever



got. They told me politely and firmly that they didn’t want me telling the
kids any of that stuff.

And once at a father-and-son banquet, a kid with long hair got up and
asked me what I thought about long hair and sideburns. The man sitting
next to the kid was obviously his father and he just as obviously didn’t like
the long hair. So I said that the thing that disturbs me about long hair is not
the fact that suddenly a whole lot of kids in this country decided to let their
hair grow, but that a whole nation of adults would let it disturb them to the
point where they were ready to expel otherwise excellent students from
school simply because of their long hair. I got a big cheer from the kids.
The parents sat there with clenched teeth resolving never to invite Jim
Bouton again.

It turns out that Pagliaroni is a telescope buff. He has a 300-power
telescope at home with which he not only explores the heavens but shoots a
little beaver. The only problem shooting beaver with a 300-power telescope,
he says, is that the image comes in upside down. He says it’s very tough
looking through the telescope while standing on your head.
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Getting on the bus to go from the Biltmore Hotel to Yankee Stadium,
O’Donoghue said, “Well, boys, here we start our tour of the funny farm.”
He meant the streets of New York.

Ray Oyler shouted out of the bus to a long-haired guy on the street.
“Don’t you feel there’s something itching you all over?” He got a very big
laugh in the back of the bus.

Since we were in New York, the talk turned to sex (the talk also turns to
sex in the eleven other American League cities). It was decided that the
most interesting offbeat milieu for sex was a tubful of warm oatmeal. So
Mike Hegan promptly leaned out of the bus and hollered to a girl walking
by, “Hey, do you like oatmeal?”

Larry Haney read a selection from the New York Post, a story by Vic
Ziegel. “Today Mel Stottlemyre goes after his seventh victory,” Ziegel
wrote, “and Gene Brabender goes after whatever the Gene Brabenders of
the world go after.”

Ray Oyler: “Hey Bender. That guy just shit all over you.”
Brabender: “Will someone point out that fucker to me?”
Pagliaroni: “He must never have seen you in person, Rooms.”
Footnote: Brabender beat Stottlemyre 2—1.
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Fifth inning and we’re down 3-2. Bases loaded, nobody out. I'm
warmed up. I get the signal. I climb into the golf cart that will take me to
the mound. Yankee Stadium, and my heart is thumping under my warm-up
jacket. It feels like a World Series. As the cart rolls along the clay track in
left field I hear the fans saying, “Hey, that looks like Bouton.” “Yeah, it is
Bouton.” My public.

They were out there before the game. When our bus pulled up there must
have been 20 kids there chanting, “We want Bouton, we want Bouton.” The
guys on the bus said I must have been a big man in this town. I said yeah,
modestly.

The infield is in as I start to pitch. The knuckleball is working. I get Ken
Johnson, the pitcher, on a ground ball to Tommy Harper. But instead of
going home with the ball, he goes to second and a run scores. Roy White
pops up. Jerry Kenney grounds out. End threat. None out, bases loaded and
they got only one run. Not bad.

In the next inning there are three fly balls, by Bobby Murcer, Joe
Pepitone and Horace Clark. Two innings, no runs charged to me. I rated it
an excellent performance. Almost as good, we went on to win the game 5—
4. Fritz Peterson said afterward I should have been given credit for the win
because when the Yankees got only one run out of that situation, the game
was turned around. Fritz Peterson is a nice man.

One day Joe Pepitone inserted a piece of popcorn under his foreskin and
went to the trainer claiming a new venereal disease. “Jesus Christ, Joe, what
the hell have you done?” the doctor said. Pepitone didn’t start laughing until
the doctor had carefully used a forceps to liberate the popcorn.
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Today in the visiting dugout at Yankee Stadium, Joe Schultz said to
nobody in particular: “Up and at ’em. Fuck ’em all. Let it all hang out.”

I pitched against one hitter in the game, Jimmy Lyttle. Struck him out on
five knuckleballs. Nothing to it.

I wonder how the Yankees feel now about picking up Johnson.

On the plane from New York to Milwaukee, where we play the White
Sox a game tomorrow, the stewardesses (we call them stews) were droning
about fastening seatbelts. “Fasten your seatbelt,” Fred Talbot said. “Fasten
your seatbelt. All the time it’s fasten your goddam seatbelt. But how come
every time I read about one of those plane crashes, there’s 180 people on
board and all 180 die? Didn’t any of them have their seatbelts fastened?”

People are always asking me if it’s true about stewardesses. The answer
is yes. You don’t have to go out hunting for a stew. They stay in the same
hotels we do. Open your door and you’re liable to be invited to a party
down the hall. They’re on the road, same as we are, and probably just as
lonely. Baseball players are young, reasonably attractive and have more
money than most men their age. Not only that, baseball players often marry
stews—and the stews know it.

Baseball players are not, by and large, the best dates. We prefer wham,
bam, thank-you-ma’am affairs. In fact, if we’re spotted taking a girl out to
dinner we’re accused of “wining and dining,” which is bad form. It’s not
bad form to wine and dine an attractive stew, however. A stew can come
under the heading of class stuff, or table pussy, in comparison with some of
the other creatures who are camp followers or celebrity-fuckers, called
Baseball Annies. It is permissible, in the scheme of things, to promise a
Baseball Annie dinner and a show in return for certain quick services for a
pair of roommates. And it is just as permissible, in the morality of the



locker room, to refuse to pay off. The girls don’t seem to mind very much
when this happens. Indeed, they seem to expect it.

In Chicago there’s Chicago Shirley who takes on every club as it gets to
town. The first thing she does is call up the rookies for an orientation
briefing. She asks them if there’s anything she can do for them, and as the
ballplayers say, “She can do it all.” Chicago Shirley says that Chicago is a
great place to live because teams in both leagues come through there. She
doesn’t like to miss anybody.
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Milwaukee

In the Milwaukee clubhouse there’s a sign that reads: “What you say
here, what you see here, what you do here and what you hear here, let it
stay here.” The same sign hangs in the clubhouse in Minneapolis. Also, 1
suppose, in the CIA offices in Washington. If I were a CIA man, could I
write a book?

Steve Barber has been placed on the disabled list, although there’s
nothing wrong with his arm, just a little stiffness. The three weeks on the
list will give him a chance to work it out.

Pitched an inning-and-two-thirds against the White Sox and gave up one
hit, no runs, no walks. There was one strikeout. That’s three good outings in
a row since I last wanted to commit suicide. This might be a good time to
ask Joe Schultz for a start again. He may not be much for the
underprivileged, but I’ll try anyway.
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Chicago

More examples of how easy it is for this veteran right-hander to get
into trouble. Yesterday a clubhouse meeting interrupted a chess game Mike
Marshall and I were playing and during it we both stole glances at the
board. Pretty soon, Ron Plaza was giving us some hard stares. Afterward I
found out that when I didn’t show up in the outfield quick enough for
Crosetti after the meeting, he sent Plaza down to the clubhouse to see if I
was still playing chess.

And today, I managed to let it slip my mind that we were playing a two-
night doubleheader. I strolled out to catch the bus at a quarter to five and no
bus. Panic set in. All I could think was that we were playing another game
in Milwaukee and how the hell would I get there in time. I dashed back to
my room for my itinerary, and that, of course, explained it all. So I got to
the park at five-thirty, a half-hour before game time, and this time they
weren’t quite so friendly about it all. Hegan tried to help. “Quick, dress in
your locker,” he said, “and maybe they won’t notice you’re late.” It didn’t
work, largely because when O’Donoghue spotted me in there he said in a
loud voice, “Well, look who’s here.” Then Talbot, trying to be funny, stood
in front of my locker with his hands on his hips and said, “Where in the hell
have you been?” I made shushing motions at him but he said, “I’m telling.”
And he pranced down to where the coaches were sitting and said, “Hey, Sal,
was Bouton out there during infield practice?” With friends like Fred Talbot
I’m not sure you need any enemies.
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Mike Marshall asked Merritt Ranew to catch him a while in the
bullpen and in no time the phone was ringing. It was Sal Maglie telling him
never, never, never to throw without permission. Later on Marshall heard
Sal telling Ranew never to warm up any pitcher unless instructed to do so
by Sal himself. Then Ranew must have said something about the way
Marshall had been pitching, because Sal said, “He always looks good in the
bullpen.”

I’m not the