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ONE




WE CALLED ourselves the project boys, the kids of cinder-block city. Me and Albert Friel and Frankie Falcone and Billy Sides and Bobby Joe Hazel, who was our local celebrity because his uncle Del Ennis was a Phillies outfielder and his mom was real foxy. We were poor, and weren’t ever made to believe we were anything but, and we thought we were tough, or at least we fought like we were. Because when you’re from the project all you know is that you’re not as good as the kids who aren’t. And we spent our lives trying to convince ourselves that wasn’t true.




Our housing project, the Glendale Heights Ownership Association, was built during the Second World War on an old golf course in Glenolden, Pennsylvania. My family moved there in 1945, the year before I was born. The project was in Delaware County, the suburbs of Philadelphia, connected to the city by a factory-lined road called the Industrial Highway. But Philly might as well have been as far away as California to us. The people there seemed like aliens. My friends and I shared urban myths about the hoods in leather jackets who hung around fires built in tin cans singing doo-wop songs.




My parents, Francis and Almira, grew up in Delaware County. My father started working as a burner cutting sheet metal at the Westinghouse factory on Industrial in 1946, when he was twenty-seven years old. Before that he had been building houses. We lived on Andrews Avenue in a house barely big enough to hold a dining room table. A phone hung next to the closet, and behind those doors was the only place you could get any privacy. My bedroom was so long and thin we weren’t able to fit a bed in there and close the door. And from my window I could hear the whistle of the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad. My parents had been living in an old stucco farmhouse on my grandfather’s farm that he had converted into an apartment. My grandfather had nine kids and all of them, after they were first married, lived in that apartment. When my parents moved to this home in the project, the first that they owned together, it was supposed to be a step up in life. My dad built a patio, planted a garden in front of that, put up a green awning, kept our used Pontiac with the junkyard parts parked in a space out front, and stashed a loaded .22 in his room. That was to shoot the rats. All the homes in the project were small and cheap. To us, any place where you couldn’t hear the neighbors snoring would have been an improvement. One summer in the early 1950s a group of college kids who thought they were doing a community service for those of us less fortunate painted all the houses in the neighborhood in pastel colors. By the end of the winter, the bright pinks and blues and yellows had begun to peel and blister, making every house look like a cracked Easter egg. The next spring, the housing association covered the houses in aluminum siding.




Whatever my father thought he was getting when he moved us into the project, it didn’t stay that way for long.




Most of the dads I knew from the project were factory shift workers, all dressed in blue work shirts and blue work pants, carrying metal lunch pails and packs of Pall Malls. They had to finish their morning coffee and be out of the house by 7:30 to make the 8 A.M. whistle. You could see the cars pulling out from in front of their houses as though their departures had all been synchronized, like dominoes falling down one after the other. By the time they finally pulled onto Lincoln Highway there were never any accidents because no one ever went anywhere. My dad was a member of the United Electrical Workers Union, and he’d go on strike anytime one of his fellow members was sent home, whether it was justified or not. They’d walk out if a line worker who got drunk during lunch was told to go sleep it off for the rest of the afternoon. It seemed as if they were constantly striking. And every time they did it hit us hard. It always felt like we would never recover. There were close to thirty guys who worked at Westinghouse that lived in the project. I remember calls from the shop steward to my mom, telling her my dad was on his way home and everyone from the project was going to huddle together and figure out what to do next. Sometimes my dad would pick up work as a mechanic. Other times he’d drive a trash truck around West Philly. And occasionally he’d walk the picket line. It seemed as if there was always something dangerous going on there, men being beaten, cars being flipped over and torched.




My father wasn’t a big man, but my aunts, uncles, cousins, and his friends called him Kingie, because he always won when they played king of the hill. Nobody messed with him. He had grown up on a fourteen-acre farm where the town used to dump all the garbage, so the pigs his father owned could forage through it and have something to eat. My grandfather Vincenzo had bowlegs and hairy ears and hairy nostrils. He came to the United States from Italy with his father in 1899, when he was seven years old. The two of them settled on a farm in Delaware County and then sent for his mom and five younger brothers and sisters. Vincenzo Papale had a wonderful singing voice and he and all his brothers used to play instruments like the viola or the violin and sing together on Sunday afternoons.




My grandfather believed the oldest children were to sacrifice for the youngest, which is why he and his nearest brother in age worked the farms and pushed their younger siblings to go to school. His youngest brother, Tony, would become a lawyer and, eventually, the dean of Loyola University in New Orleans. Vincenzo Papale also subscribed to the parenting philosophy that children were to be seen and not heard. My dad was the second oldest of the nine Papale kids, and he and the oldest, his brother Gus, had to quit school in eighth grade to work on the farm. This was during the Depression and my grandfather needed to supplement what he made working the assembly line at a local Ford factory by selling beets, corn, and tomatoes at local markets. He even sang around town with his hat in his hand. He developed a work ethic that would last for the rest of his life. For thirty years he worked at that Ford plant, changing jobs as he got older from assembly line worker to spray painter to forklift operator. He’d work from seven in the morning until three in the afternoon, then come home and spend three hours tilling the farm. When he was done he’d take what he had picked and sell it in the local markets. And what he didn’t sell he canned. All his children had fresh spaghetti sauce year round because of all the tomatoes he produced. But the sting of the Depression would never leave him.




Like so many people during those lean years, the times made him hard and angry. Years later my aunt Suzanne, who was actually born three years after me, when my grandfather was fifty-eight, would say, “Daddy, tell me about the Depression.” My grandfather would respond, “Well, there were men with one child jumping off bridges. And I had eight.”




He’d often take it out on his oldest boys, not just in work, but also in anger or, worse, indifference. One afternoon my dad was cleaning the family outhouse and got some lye in his eye. He was screaming, stumbling around the farm looking for help from anyone who could hose down his eye. When his father found him he washed out the lye. And then told him to get back outside to finish working. My father’s eye was so badly damaged he became legally blind.




Given the way he grew up, it’s no surprise my father sometimes acted as though my mother and sister and I were burdens. He didn’t know any better. The most emotional I ever saw him get was after our cat, Mittens, killed his parakeet, Pretty Boy. He loved that bird. It used to perch itself on the edge of his newspaper and it looked like the two of them were reading it together. I think he talked to Pretty Boy more than he talked to me. At times it seemed he definitely loved that parakeet more than he loved my mom. When it died he cried, and I remember saying to myself, Come on Dad, you should have known better than to leave the cage open with Mittens around. Mittens disappeared the next day.




My father never hit us, but it wasn’t a house where we heard the words “I love you” very often. He wasn’t the type of person who would allow you to get close to him. I never disliked him or resented him. I just wanted to please him. There were times—like when we picked him up from the factory—when I thought he was as cool as can be. He’d come strolling out, his dark hair parted neatly down the middle and a cigarette hanging from his mouth. When he’d get in the car he wouldn’t say a word. At home he’d have his dinner, sit in his reclining chair, have a beer, and fall asleep. There was no conversation, no interaction whatsoever. Albert Friel’s dad was quiet like mine. So were Bobby Herkertt’s and Bobby Joe Hazel’s. The men my friends and I grew up knowing were all so exhausted, so consumed with working and trying to make ends meet, no father stood out from any other. We barely talked to them, they barely talked to us, and nobody thought there was anything wrong with that.




As kids we were more interested in the games we played. Our house was the last one before the small park that split the project in the middle. It was once the ninth fairway of the golf course the project was built on. That’s where the kids of cinder-block city learned to compete. And time stood still when we did. It didn’t matter if it was a real game or one we made up. We’d play Wiffle ball, acting out games between every team in the National League—all the Phillies’ rivals—plus the Yankees. We’d go through the lineups and bat left-handed or right-handed, depending on which player we were pretending to be. We played basketball on the court that was built just beyond my backyard. If we were lucky we could find a football, which we’d play with until the edges were worn down to the cotton. We played capture using a big maple tree in my backyard as home base. We played kick the can and roller derby in the street in front of all of our houses. And we made up a game called monkeyball, in which we tried to hit one another with huge fruit that fell from the trees. The Jenkins brothers and the Sides brothers were the bad guys and me and Albert and Bobby Joe were the good guys. We were always outside our houses because they were so tiny. And how well you played sports—your ability to catch, throw, run, or jump—meant everything to us. It was our caste system. And I was the smallest.




But I was faster than anyone.




I COULD NEVER be caught in capture, never get tackled in football, and never get hit with fruit in monkeyball. On the summer holidays, or just about any day when the adults weren’t working, we’d have races through the old ninth fairway. All the dads would sit in their lawn chairs, pop open a Schlitz, which was just ninety-nine cents for a six-pack, and make bets on the kids. I always went off at 1-5. I was the Seabiscuit of the neighborhood always running in bare feet. When the dads would win a buck, they’d kick back a quarter to me. Except on the Fourth of July, when I’d get three bucks for winning a race. I’d come home with ten dollars in my pocket.




The speed made me fearless and gave me a confidence I lacked in just about everything else I did. I was a little kid. When I was fourteen I was still shorter than five feet and weighed no more than a hundred pounds. I didn’t get much attention at home and I honestly didn’t want to be noticed anywhere else. I wasn’t the kid who raised his hand in class or felt comfortable talking to girls, especially because of my bad acne. But when I played anything, I forgot about that. I just ran and then I felt proud. I knew trouble couldn’t catch me, no matter what I did. I would swing from the tallest tree or climb the highest roof (usually to sneak peeks of Bobby Joe’s mom sunbathing in a bikini in her front yard). Glenolden Park was just a mile from the project. It looked like a big grass bowl, with a field and a creek—we called it a “crick”—at the bottom and steep hills on all sides. In the summer, that’s where the project kids went to free summer camp. But in the winter, we took our Flexible Flyers and tried to get enough speed going down the hill to skid across the bridge that covered the water. That crick ran from Glenolden Park all the way down to the project. It was surrounded by tall thickets of grass and was filled with water that came up to our waists. When it stormed we’d find old pieces of wood and surf the crick, floating from the project to the park. I also liked to take bamboo poles that had been wrapped inside new rugs, get a running start toward the crick, plant the pole in the deepest part of the water, and vault myself across. When I was seven I jumped off the Hazels’ chicken coop and broke my arm. As soon as I got the cast off I tried pole-vaulting the creek. Of course I fell, landed on a nail, and shattered the arm again.




When I was nine years old my guys and I had to switch schools, leaving the smaller MacDade School, which was mainly for kids from the project, for the Logan Avenue School, which was on the more affluent side of town. It was the first time any of the boys from the project interacted on a daily basis with kids who weren’t as poor as we were. To get to school we walked through a small tunnel, no wider or longer than a single car, along one of the sides of Glenolden Park, which was the line of demarcation between rich and poor. The homes on that side of the tunnel were beautiful old Victorians. And every time we walked through it we got anxious, as if we were going to be stopped and told to turn around. Even in school, I was so small I was afraid to look any of the kids I didn’t know in the eye. I wanted to be invisible.




At least until we had our field day early in the fall. It was a real chamber of commerce day. All of the classes—third, fourth, fifth, and sixth—were gathered around the playground. We were playing kickball and the ball had to come in on three bounces, each one weaker, like a fading pulse. As the kicker you wanted to get it just as it hit the ground that third time. And I nailed it, catching the red rubber ball on the top of my right foot, sending it clear over the fence. I ran around the bases in a blur, not hearing the crowd screaming until I crossed home plate. It was the first time anyone my age had ever cheered for me. The next day in school, kids I didn’t even know greeted me with a “Hey, Vinny.” And I wasn’t scared anymore.











TWO




“VINCIE, VINCIE.” I could hear my mom screaming my name from our house, begging me to come home. I would be down by the crick playing and her voice would crack from our window, scaring my friends and me until we realized who it was.




“Vincie, Vincie.” The first couple of times I heard her I was so frightened I raced home. But the more it happened, the less concerned I became. When I’d get home, she’d be upset because a dresser drawer had been left open half an inch and she needed me to close it. I always did, and then I went back out to play. My mom was slowly succumbing to mental illness, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.




My mom had always been the parent who was the most athletic, the one whom I looked to play with after school if no one else was around. She was the fourth of eight kids, and the first girl, which meant she was always competing to keep up with her three older brothers. In 1937 she had been a shortstop for the St. Raphael Bobbies—a barnstorming women’s baseball team that traveled up and down the East Coast. She was just five-four, but her nickname was Big Al. In one letter from her coach he said she earned the nickname because she was always making big plays. In our house, there was a picture of her posing in her uniform. She’s got a grin full of straight white teeth, jet-black hair circling her face, and she is looking up at her outstretched arm, at the end of which is a glove cradling a ball. The whole family—my cousins, aunts, uncles, and grandparents on my mother’s side—used to visit Lake Kaolin in Paoli, where my mom’s father, Sidney Sage, had a cabin. There was a diving board on the lake and I would watch her do the most perfect swan dives. She was naturally fluid and graceful; nothing she did physically seemed to take any effort. In the housing project, we’d play catch—she still had her old mitt—and run races in the middle of Andrews Avenue. She had a wonderful stride, and I’d try to match her all the way down the block.




My parents were married in 1940, a year after my uncle Gus accidentally set them up. Both my dad and Gus worked at a gas station across the street from my mom’s house. She often came in to fill up her car and Uncle Gus and she became friends. One day they were supposed to spend the afternoon together, but when my mom arrived, Gus was too busy and told my dad to take her out. He did. And a year later they were married.




My mom came from a comfortable family—her father was an electrician for the Pennsylvania Railroad—and they lived in an airy three-story house on a property surrounded by forsythias and hydrangeas. We used to sit for hours in rocking chairs on the front porch. They had a four-car garage that was filled with Fords, and I used to love going in there to smell the cold, pressed-dirt floor. After she married my dad, those material comforts would be gone for good. But, at least early on in their marriage, they seemed happy. They’d bowl often. At weddings they were the first ones on the dance floor. On Saturday nights my mom and dad shared highballs with friends and relatives in our living room and then went out to listen to Bill Haley and His Comets and dance the jitterbug. My mom never complained that her kids usually drank powdered milk and water or that standard fare had become potato-salad sandwiches.




But when I was seven years old her demeanor changed. She began waking up in the middle of the night and pacing our hallway, complaining of an incessant ringing in her head. She would say it sounded like a telephone that she couldn’t ever answer. Some nights she would hold a radio to her ear and turn it up as loud as it would go, trying to drown out the noise. My dad, my sister, and I didn’t understand what was happening, and the tension in the house became unbearable. My mom was functional—she still had dinner on the table for my father by 4:30—but uncomfortable and unable to explain why. Suddenly my parents were fighting all the time, with my dad not understanding what was happening to his wife and my mom receding into her head more and more.




Then, one afternoon in the summer of 1955, when I was nine years old, we were in our Pontiac headed for a vacation. My father saved money all year so the four of us could take a week off before school started and spend it on the Jersey shore. Mom and Dad were in the middle of a fierce argument, their voices filling the car with rage. Dad pulled the car to a stop thanks to a traffic jam in the middle of the Penrose Avenue Bridge, which connected Penrose Avenue to the Industrial Highway and ran over the Schuylkill River. It was packed with cars, all of them going toward the shore for one last summer getaway. My mother may have been getting sick, but she never backed down from a fight. In fact, the worse she became, the fewer inhibitions she showed. She laid into my dad as harshly as he laid into her. But in the car that day, sitting in traffic on the bridge, she abruptly stopped yelling. Instead of responding to what my father was shouting about, she looked at him and said, “I’m going to jump.” She said it as calmly as if she were telling us she was going to the market. Then she got out of the car, walked over to the edge of the bridge’s railing, and leaned over, staring into the bottom of the Schuylkill.




I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. But the looks on the faces of the people in the cars behind us told me that what was happening was real. My father was two steps behind my mom as soon as she got out of the car. To this day I don’t know if she was really going to jump, but that moment when she leaned over the railing and stared into the water was all the hesitation my father needed to grab her by the waist and pull her back. He walked her to the car, waited for the traffic to clear, and just kept going for the shore. Thank God we did that. While the next couple hours in the car were tense and quiet, much worse than when my parents fought, going home to our cookie-cutter house would have been unbearable. I desperately needed that escape. Once we arrived at the beach my sister and I played with our cousins and we all went about our lives. We never discussed what had happened. But to this day I’m still petrified to drive over bridges.




Over the next several years my mom just faded in and out mentally and emotionally. Even in photographs she looks vacant and distant. Her body angles away from everyone else in the picture. Her weight fluctuated and she began dyeing her hair garish colors. Our house, which she once kept immaculate, was in disarray. We had always been poor, but I never felt ashamed or that anyone else in the project was any better off than we were. That was no longer true and I was embarrassed to have my friends over. When I was ten years old I began washing my pants and getting up early to iron my clothes. This was how I tried to help her. I didn’t know what else to do.




AFTER THAT SUMMER, it would be hard to call what my parents had a marriage. They never divorced and my dad never left us. But one night he threatened to walk out. My sister and I clung to his legs and begged him to stay. But the little passion they shared early on was burned off by her illness and my dad’s frustration—with her, with his job, and, as far as I knew, with me.




At around the same time that my mom became sick I started playing organized sports. My dad would never miss a game, but he never cheered. He’d just sit in the stands or on the sideline, usually alone. I’d look at him and his expression wouldn’t change. But he’d always have something to say when the game was over. I played Pee Wee football in Glenolden Park and during one game our coaches, two med students named Dave and Steve Bosacco, called a reverse for me deep at our end of the field. I took the handoff, raced toward the sideline, cut back toward the middle, and sprinted toward the end zone. I was so small my pads were flopping back and forth on my shoulders and riding up into my chin. Once I scored I was so tired I fell face-first into the end zone. Yet, after the game, my father didn’t congratulate me for scoring. He said to me, “Don’t ever fall in the end zone again.” He thought I was showing up the other team.




When he joined a group of other fathers and created the Glendale Boys Club baseball team—and made me quit Wiffle ball because he thought it would ruin my timing—I figured it was so he could find more ways to criticize me. Same when he decided to co-coach my under-100-pound football team. Otherwise why would he bother? In one game we played against a team called the Prospect Termites at Witmer Field. They had a kid my age named Mike Paynter who had the biggest thighs that I had ever seen. I bent down to tackle him and the next thing I knew I was seeing stars. I was just out cold. I didn’t wake up until I was in the hospital with a concussion. But even that didn’t stem the flow of criticism. Now my dad was finally talking to me at dinner; he talked real slowly and deliberately, but I hated it because all he did was critique my play.




My father was a frustrated jock. He was cheated, really, out of ever finding out how good he could have been because of when he quit school. He was an avid golfer, bowler, and loved doing anything physical outside. But what he loved most was playing semi-pro football. He played for a team in a town called Marcus Hook, which made the Glenolden project look upscale. It was a tough, working-class town along the Delaware River on the New Jersey and Pennsylvania border with a skyline full of smokestacks and dirty gray clouds that billowed high into the sky. They were semi-pro not because someone sponsored every team and paid the players, but because the players passed a hat around to everyone watching and asked them to contribute.




My father played running back and he was fast, not just running end zone to end zone, but between tacklers who were doing more than trying to take him down—they wanted to knock him out. These were guys who didn’t go to college, a lot of them probably didn’t even finish high school. They were just coming back from the war. The emotions and reasons for playing in those Sunday afternoon games were as varied as the types of rocks that littered the field. Some guys were trying to prove something to themselves, others wanted to prove their worth to somebody else. And some guys just wanted to crack somebody’s head, whether they were sick of their factory jobs or trying to fit back into society after a couple years in battle. They wore leather helmets with no face masks, shoulder pads that were no thicker than the Sunday newspaper, and hip pads made of beaten down cotton that were sewn into their pants.




The games were so tough—every player was on edge and ready to fight—that no one was immune. During one game while my mom and dad were still courting each other, my uncle Joe and my dad got into an argument about a call. It escalated quickly and ended even faster, after my dad popped Joe in the mouth and knocked out a tooth. My parents stopped dating for a while after that.




Sports meant everything to my dad. Whether he was playing or just watching, they were a release for him in a way his family could never be. From the time he was thirteen years old his life had been about work and responsibility, about sacrificing himself to take care of someone else through hard, monotonous labor. Sports were just about pleasure. On Friday nights he’d sit back in his recliner, pop open a beer, and watch local legends like Joey Giardello on the Friday night fights. It was one of the few times we could sit together and have silence indicate joy, not tension. We shared the experience. Happily. He let me take a sip of his beer and we made cheese and cracker sandwiches.




But the Philadelphia Eagles were his true love. On Sunday mornings he’d walk a mile to attend Our Lady of Fatima Church by himself (my mom was a Protestant and refused to raise my sister and me Catholic, yet another source of tension between my parents). When he came home he’d wheel the television over to the dining room table and make us all eat a traditional Italian lunch while watching the Eagles play. I don’t know that my mom and my sister cared all that much who won or lost. But loving the Eagles became something else my dad and I had in common. No one said a word, of course. Not even during commercials. We were too locked in on the game. Or we were stuffing ourselves with the spaghetti and meatballs and fresh sauce my mom had somehow pulled herself together long enough to make. The Eagles became a part of the fabric of our family, which made us no different from nearly every other family in and around Philadelphia.




WHEN BERT BELL and other investors bought the NFL’s Philly franchise in 1933 for $2,500, he changed the name of the team from the Frankford Yellow Jackets to the Philadelphia Eagles, after the symbol President Franklin Roosevelt chose for the National Recovery Act. But it would be years before Bell’s team learned to fly. In five seasons as coach, owner, PR man, trainer, and just about every other job in the organization, Bell had led his team to just ten wins. Bell could have been doing anything other than running a team that was drowning in debt yearly. He came from a wealthy Main Line Philadelphia family that owned the Ritz and St. James hotels in Philadelphia and was a World War I war hero. His father was the state’s attorney general. His brother would do the same job and even serve as governor. Meanwhile, Bell graduated from Penn and became a football coach, serving his alma mater and then Temple before buying the Eagles. He was a football man to the core.




While Bell’s teams weren’t very good, his fellow owners could see how passionate he was for the game. Which is why, in 1946, he was asked to become the NFL’s commissioner. It meant giving up the Eagles, but he would define the modern NFL. He supported the players’ union and imposed revenue sharing so rich teams and poor teams benefited from increasingly valuable TV contracts. He created the draft so big-time teams like Chicago and New York couldn’t outspend small teams like Green Bay on the best college players. He personally devised the league schedule every year at his kitchen table so the great match-ups happened throughout the season. He made himself easily available to the press so the league always had good PR. And, in 1956, he came up with the rule that perhaps saved the league: sudden-death overtime. Even through the 1950s professional football was a distant second to the college game. But in late December 1958 the Baltimore Colts and the New York Giants played the NFL Championship game at Yankee Stadium. The game was tied at the end of regulation and, with millions of people watching, went into sudden-death overtime. In a contest still called “The Greatest Game Ever Played,” the Colts’ running back Alan Ameche scored the game-winning touchdown from the one-yard line. It wasn’t long before pro football passed not just college football but baseball as America’s pastime.




Bell became the league’s commissioner at the same time the Eagles were becoming the team Philly fans loved most. After years of futility, they finished above .500 for the first time in 1943 and stayed above it for the next six seasons. In 1947 they finished in first place in their division for the first time in their history. In 1948 they won the NFL title. Fans showed up in a snowstorm that was so bad the Eagles’ star running back, Steve Van Buren, woke up the day of the championship game, was sure it would be cancelled, and rolled over and went back to sleep. The Eagles won the title again in 1949. It takes just one championship and the generation of sports fans that came before and the generation that come after are hooked. Two championships and no son born in the city for fifty years will know anything other than the glory of those seasons. And no one ever completely gives up on their first love. Bert Bell certainly didn’t.




In mid-October 1959, Bell was watching the Eagles play the Steelers at Franklin Field, the football stadium on Penn’s campus, where he had played and coached and which his family once owned. The game was close and, in the final two minutes, Eagles wide receiver Tommy McDonald scored a touchdown. It was the last play Bell would ever see. He died of a heart attack seconds after McDonald scored. Years later his family would find out that that week he had planned to step down as commissioner and buy back his beloved Eagles.




THERE WERE SOME days when I felt I could completely relate to what Bell must have been feeling the day he died. Because after their back-to-back titles at the end of the forties, the Eagles took a dive in the mid-to-late fifties, winning just thirteen games between 1955 and 1958. The only things the fans looked forward to were the draft picks the Eagles would make in the spring. And in 1957, they chose Tommy McDonald, who had just won the Maxwell Award naming him the best player in college football. Of course, his intro to Philly was as abysmal as the team’s play. After picking up the Maxwell Award he went for a walk through town to learn about his new city. Unfortunately for McDonald, he bore a striking resemblance to a serial burglar known as the Kissing Bandit that was terrorizing the city. When McDonald walked into a shop the woman behind the counter screamed, and two of Philly’s finest came rushing through the door. They threw McDonald against the wall and only after he convinced them to call the Eagles front office did they let him go.
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