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			To my brothers, John (1), Mike (2), and Tony (3), and my sister, Josie (4), who convinced my parents, Pietro (5) and Paulina (6), to let me leave home and try to earn a living playing baseball.

			To my sons, Larry, Tim, and Dale, and to the rest of the family for listening and remembering the sayings that I don’t even know I say.

			To my daughter-in-law Betsy, without whose efforts this book wouldn’t have happened.

			And finally, to my beautiful wife, Carmen, who tolerates me and for whom my love is unending.

	
			From Ralph Terry

			pitcher and teammate

			When I was a young pitcher I’d have a lead, a man or two on base, no big threat, and Casey Stengel would come to the mound and take me out of the game, after three or four innings. You need five innings in the game to get a win, but I would be gone before. One day Yogi said to me, “Would you like to stay in the game longer?” Sure I would, I said. “When the old man comes out,” Yogi said, “don’t open the conversation, don’t say you feel fine. Don’t say anything.”

			The next time I pitch I have a couple of men on base and Stengel comes out, I don’t say anything. Boyer, Richardson come over, the umpire walks toward the mound, I’m not saying anything. Then Stengel asks, “How do you feel?” I answer, “Fine.” Stengel says, “Curve this guy,” and he walks away. After that, I never say a word. Yogi knew. He knew Stengel didn’t want to be talked into anything, that if he listened and left me in and the next guy hits a home run, he looks bad. Yogi knew him like a kid knows his parents. That’s the greatest tip that Yogi ever game me.
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			Ralph Terry after shutting out the San Francisco Giants, 1–0 in Game 7, to win the 1962 World Series for the Yankees. 



	
			From Bob Turley

			pitcher and teammate

			Yogi and I go way back. He’s from St. Louis and I’m from East St. Louis. Thank heavens I had him on my team, because you couldn’t strike him out.  I played with him eight years on the Yankees. When I was pitching, I’d get to the ninth inning and I’d want to strike the last guy out so Yogi would have the ball and give it to me. I would write on the ball the team and the score, how many strike outs in the game, how many hits, and I’d put the ball on my wall. Most of the other guys on the club would just give me the ball after the last out, but not Yogi. It got to the point where he would not give me the ball unless I gave him two brand-new balls. I asked him why wouldn’t he just give it to me, and he said it was his and it was valuable. So I had to give him two new ones. 
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			Yogi and Bob Turley, who pitched in four games of the 1958 World Series against the Milwaukee Braves. The Yankees won in seven games.

		

	
			From Tony Kubek

			Yankee teammate

			Do any in this “younger generation” even remember Lawrence Peter Berra as a ballplayer? The man we all called Yogi was a ballplayer’s ballplayer; it’s the highest tribute his teammates and peer group could give.

			Let me take you around the bases with Yogi. If you were on first with Yogi at bat and the first baseman was holding you close, be alive. Yogi saw that open hole between the first and second basemen and he would invariably pull the ball through it. Usually it led to runners at the corners, or, if he got it in the air, it was an HR into Yankee Stadium’s right-field stands. You had to be alive, because if you weren’t, you might find a lump on your shinbone from a Yogi line drive.

			When you reached second base, Yogi was a treat to watch hit. His eyes got bigger. He saw another RBI. Now most teams tried to outfox Yogi and pitch him away, especially in the Stadium, as he was pretty much a dead-pull hitter. That is, unless he decided to go to left field with no one on and two strikes on him. So, they pitched him way, way inside on the first pitch to make him pull the ball foul—strike one. Sometimes they did it twice—strike two. Then, they’d go way, way outside to get him to swing at a bad pitch. Unfortunately for them, Yogi, with those long arms and strong hands, had really outfoxed the opposing catcher’s pitch calling and location and set them up to get his outside pitch, sometimes six inches out of the strike zone and hittable only by him. Yogi was a great two-strike hitter. As one of his managers, Casey Stengel, the Ole Perfesser, used to say, “You can look it up.”

			When you were on third base, getting to step on home plate to score a run was as certain as the sun coming up in the morning, with Yogi in the batter’s box. Seldom, in this situation, did this renowned “bad ball” hitter swing at a bad pitch. He thrived on hitting with runners in scoring position. His focus was single-minded; get the runner home.

			Being at the plate with Yogi on second base was advantageous to a batter. If you were a power hitter like Mickey Mantle, Roger Maris, “Moose” Skowron, or Ellie Howard, Yogi could read the catcher’s signals and subtly relay the pitch to them, which gave them a distinct edge. He was a savvy ballplayer.

			Yogi’s baserunning instincts, his ability to get down in the dirt to block pitches, his uncanny knack of catching foul tips, going after foul balls and getting out of his crouch to field bunts in front of home plate, even into his mid-thirties, well . . . he was one of a kind. When he played in the outfield, he was still an asset. How many catchers have there been who got into and out of their crouch from behind home plate as many times as Yogi and, yet, retained their running speed, agility, and desire to stay back there to take the beating from all of the foul balls, collisions, and second guessing as he did?
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Featuring New and Kind Words from Tony Kubek,
Joe Garagiola, Tim McCarver, Dave Anderson, Ralph Terry,
Bob Turley and Billy Crystal.
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