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  For my family, friends and Giants fans everywhere. —M.J.

  For my wife, Miiko, whose passion for life inspires me,

  and my parents, Frances and Jason, for taking me to my

  first Giants game at Candlestick many years ago. —W.W.


  CONTENTS

  FOREWORD

  ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

  DARYL SPENCER: BIG IN JAPAN

  MASANORI MURAKAMI: TRAILBLAZER

  ORLANDO CEPEDA: “I OPENED MY EYES”

  MIKE MCCORMICK: “THERE IS LIFE AFTER BASEBALL”

  JIM DAVENPORT: COMPANY MAN

  GAYLORD PERRY: THE SPITTERS AND THE SKIPPER

  WILLIE MAYS: THE GODFATHER

  JUAN MARICHAL: “LIKE PICASSO”

  TITO FUENTES: “HOT DOG”

  JOHN D’ACQUISTO: “SHARKS IN THE WATER”

  JOHN MONTEFUSCO: “I’VE GOT A DREAM AGAIN”

  WILLIE MC COVEY: STRETCHING FOR RECOVERY

  JIM BARR: TALENT RUNS IN THE FAMILY

  FRANK ROBINSON: AS FRANK AS EVER

  JACK CLARK: “I’M NOT A DODGER”

  JOHNNIE LE MASTER: BONES, BOOS, AND GOD

  MARK DAVIS: TEACHING BABY ’BACKS THE ABCS

  CHRIS BROWN: IRAQI ROAD WARRIOR

  MARK GRANT: “BE YOURSELF”

  GREG MINTON: THE MOON MAN COMETH

  BOB BRENLY: DIAMONDBACK IN THE ROUGH

  JOEL YOUNGBLOOD: DOT-COM, DOT-BOMB

  DAVE DRAVECKY: “HOW PRECIOUS LIFE IS”

  CHRIS SPEIER: “JACK OF ALL TRADES”

  MIKE KRUKOW AND DUANE KUIPER:

  GRABBING SOME PINE WITH KRUK AND KUIP

  KEVIN MITCHELL: “O.G.”

  BOB LURIE: “IT WAS TIME TO MOVE ON”

  ROGER CRAIG: TIGER TRAINER

  WILL CLARK: “DADDY OF THE YEAR”

  MATT WILLIAMS: WALK ON THE “POSITIVE” SIDE

  BRIAN JOHNSON: STARTS ’EM UP

  JEFF KENT: FROM SECOND BASE TO “SURVIVOR”

  EPILOGUE: GOLDEN REFLECTIONS: MUSINGS ON THE 2010 AND 2012 WORLD SERIES TITLES

  BIBLIOGRAPHY

  Editor’s note: In addition to adding new material at the end of the book, the authors have worked to bring the chapters throughout the text up to date from the first edition, published in 2005. However, they have also preserved the majority of the original quotes and much of the original text where appropriate.


  FOREWORD

  Before a Giants home game one evening in the summer of 2000, I walked into Clubhouse Manager Mike Murphy’s office adjacent to the entrance of the Giants clubhouse. His office is always a gathering place for baseball luminaries, especially former Giants, many of whom have known “Murph” since 1958, the year the Giants came to San Francisco and the year Murph became a Giants employee.

  This particular day, though, was rather special as I walked in to discover Willie Mays, Willie McCovey, and Orlando Cepeda sitting in there. I listened in as these three all-time Giants greats (and all Hall of Famers) told one great story after another. As I listened, I started to mentally tally just how many home runs were represented in that office: 1,560. Besides the Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, how many rooms could you just stroll into and be in the company of that many big league big flies? Just then, who should walk in but Barry Bonds. That brought the current total in the room to more than 2,000 homers.

  Although I was already more than aware of the Giants’ rich and storied history, I was in awe at having that fact so powerfully demonstrated in such a living, breathing way.

  As a Major League Baseball broadcaster I’ve had the special opportunity of meeting and getting to know these former Giants greats. I’ve not only been able to hear stories of what all was really happening in those Giants clubhouses of the past, but to also find out what these guys are doing now. With that in mind, I can say that San Francisco Giants: Where Have You Gone? is the perfect addition to the baseball library of any Giants fan.

  One of the most memorable nights of my childhood came on April 16, 1962. My dad, Gerald Miller, and my Godfather, Keith Allen, took me to my first Major League Baseball game at Candlestick Park. I know how strong an effect that game had on me simply because the memories of that night have remained so vivid for these last 43 years. To wit, I can still tell you not only the extraordinary final score—Giants over the Dodgers, 19-8—but also the final game totals. The Dodgers out-hit the Giants, 15-12, and yet lost by 11 runs! The paid attendance was 32,819.Billy O’Dell pitched a complete game 15-hitter. Felipe Alou hit the first home run I ever saw, and Mays and Jimmy Davenport also went deep.

  I am happy to say that the Giants current ownership has a profound sense of the history of the franchise and employs many of these former greats—including all three of the guys who homered in my first game—which is one of the reasons we see so many of them at the ballpark!

  Despite the colorful tradition of Giants baseball, they nearly became the Tampa Bay Giants after the 1992 season. We know well how Peter Magowan and a group of civic-minded investors banded together to keep the Giants here and later built a ballpark that instantly became a San Francisco landmark on the waterfront. But years before, the Giants almost moved to Toronto back in 1976. That’s when Bob Lurie bought the team, with Bud Herseth, to save the team for San Francisco (remember, they were buying a team that had drawn only about 500,000 fans in each of the two previous seasons!).

  As you reconnect with former Giants within these pages, you’ll be able to refresh your memory about just how close they came to leaving then and why Lurie finally, in exasperation, nearly sold the team to Florida in ‘92.

  Now, as you can imagine, I’m constantly being asked “Whatever happened to ol’ Mike Krukow and Duane Kuiper?” I’m happy to report even that is answered in this book! (And hey, what a shock to read they have a baseball video game out, although I’m sure it’s not in the same league with ESPN Major League Baseball 2K5....with Jon Miller and Joe Morgan!).

  Yes, like you, I have my special Giants memories. Now, let San Francisco Giants: Where Have You Gone? help you relive some of those great days and nights of the past while also bringing to life many of your former Giants favorites in their current lives. Enjoy!

  —Jon Miller

  Voice of the Giants

  and Hall of Famer


  ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

  This book would not have been possible without the contributions of many people.

  The authors wish to thank position players Blake Rhodes, Jim Moorehead, Maria Jacinto, Mario Alioto, Bertha Fajardo, Alison Vidal, Luis Torres and Missy Mikulecky of the Giants, Mike Swanson and Susan Webner of the Arizona Diamondbacks, and Debbie Gallas and Jim Young of the Oakland Athletics for facilitating access, interviews and photography.

  Special thanks go to pinch hitter Bob Leung for skillfully interviewing members of the Detroit Tigers, smashing a clutch home run for the Roger Craig chapter.

  We’re grateful to utility players John Dunphy, Susan Song, Hallie Jaramillo, Haseeb Sadat, Athena Gianopoulos, Ronnie Spencer, Sean Ryan and Linnae Johansson for valuable “off the bench” assistance in research and photography.

  Thanks also to bullpen pitchers Mark Gonzales of the Arizona Republic, Jim Graham, Sherman Wan and Dan Wong for their support and suggestions.

  Managers Karen Johanson and Miiko Mentz provided patient support and encouragement for the duration of the extra-innings project.

  Most of all, we thank the many Giants players, their family members, friends and associates, and the team’s current and former owners, executives, managers and broadcasters, who granted their time and insights in more than 100 interviews for this book.


  Where Have You Gone?

  

  DARYL SPENCER

  BIG IN JAPAN


  Before Godzilla, there was the Monster in Japan. Daryl Spencer, a 1950s Giants infielder who hit the team’s first-ever home run in San Francisco, played the last seven years of his career in Japan, where he became famous, not only because of his power hitting, but because of his fun-loving, outgoing personality.

  When Spencer wasn’t smacking home runs, he was pulling odd, but funny stunts on the field during games, like the time he walked onto the on-deck circle, dressed in T-shirt and shorts, or the time he held a bat upside down in the batter’s box to protest the other team’s decision to pitch around him. He even introduced aggressive base running to Japanese baseball by taking out a second baseman to prevent a double play and colliding with a catcher on a play at the plate, two plays that changed Japanese baseball forever.

  While Yankees outfielder Hideki Matsui was nicknamed “Godzilla” in Japan for swatting monstrous home runs, the Japanese fans and media called Spencer “the Monster,” not for his home runs or his physical play, but because he towered over everyone.

  “They called me ‘the Monster’ because I was bigger than the Japanese,” recalled Spencer, who stands 6-foot-3. “Back then, I bet not two players in the whole league were 6-foot-tall.”

  Spencer, who played for the Giants from 1952 to 1959, resurrected his career in Japan after he was released by two teams, the Los Angeles Dodgers and the Cincinnati Reds, in 1963. Spencer thought his baseball career was over, but several teams from Japan recruited him. He signed with the Hankyu Braves in 1964 and became part of the first wave of Americans who crossed the Pacific Ocean to play ball and extend their careers.

  Spencer quickly became a Japanese All-Star, socking 36 homers in 1964 and 38 home runs in 1965. He played three more years in Japan, retired after the 1968 season, and then came back as a player-coach for the 1971 and 1972 seasons.
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  Shortstop Daryl Spencer hit 17 homers and 74 RBIs in 1958.
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  “I did so well over there. I couldn’t walk down the street without everyone recognizing me,” said Spencer, now in his mid-80s. “I signed a lot of autographs.”

  Spencer, a Wichita, Kansas native, signed his first baseball contract in 1949 to play for an independent minor league team in Pauls Valley, Oklahoma. That year, Spencer, a right-handed hitter, raised eyebrows as he slammed 23 home runs to break the league record. Giants Hall of Fame pitcher Carl Hubbell scouted Spencer for one game, saw him hit a homer, and the next thing Spencer knew, the Giants purchased his contract from the Oklahoma team for $10,000 and five minor leaguers. He became a Giant farmhand.

  “A crazy thing happened. In high school and semi-pro baseball, I never hit home runs, I was just a singles hitter. I hit maybe one home run in high school and none in legion ball,” he said. “So I go professional and I hit 23 home runs. To this day, I can’t explain it. I didn’t have a coach that told me to try anything different. Boom, just like that, I became a home run hitter.”

  During his six seasons with the Giants, Spencer hit some memorable and record-breaking home runs. Spencer belted 17 home runs for the Giants in 1958, a record for San Francisco shortstops that held for four decades until Rich Aurilia broke it with 20 home runs in 1999.

  He also hit the first home run in San Francisco Giants history, and the first home run on the West Coast in Major League history. Spencer crushed a Don Drysdale pitch over the left field fence in Seals Stadium as the Giants beat the Dodgers 8-0 on Opening Day on April 15, 1958 in front of 23,192 fans.

  “That was quite a thrill,” he said. “The San Francisco fans really welcomed us with open arms.”

  Spencer toiled in the Giants Minor League system for three years before making it to the Major Leagues in 1952 as a late season call-up. Spencer won a job with the Giants in 1953, hitting .208 and belting a major league career-best 20 home runs, as he split time at shortstop, third and second.

  He lost the next two seasons to military service when he was drafted by the U.S. Army during the Korean War. Spencer, who was stationed in Oklahoma, wished he could have been part of the 1954 World Series championship team. “It was disappointing,” he said.

  But during the World Series, Spencer got a six-day furlough, hung out with his teammates in the clubhouse before the games, and then watched from the stands. Three weeks after the Giants swept the Indians, Spencer received a $2,000 check from the team. His teammates had voted to award him a share of the World Series money.

  “I came back to visit, and I guess they felt sorry for me when I had to leave the team and go back to the Army,” he said.

  He returned to the team in 1957 as the team’s starting shortstop. Despite a two-year layoff, Spencer hit a respectable .249 with 11 homers and 50 RBIs. He followed with two good seasons in San Francisco. Spencer enjoyed hitting in San Francisco because he hit better in cool weather than in hot weather. His best season was in 1958, when he hit .256 with 17 homers and a career-high 74 RBIs.

  “I couldn’t hit in hot weather. When I played in St. Louis and New York, it got real hot in the summer, but it never got that hot in San Francisco, so that’s why I did good at Seals Stadium,” Spencer said.

  His favorite Giants highlight was in 1958 when he and Willie Mays hit two home runs each in back-to-back games against the Dodgers. In one of the games, Spencer drove in six runs, as he hit a double and triple to go with his two home runs. That year, with the Giants down by one run in the bottom of the ninth, Spencer hit a two-run, walk-off home run against the Cardinals to win 7-6. The next day, Spencer was the ninth inning hero again. The bases were loaded, and Spencer hit a swinging bunt down the third base line. Spencer beat the throw at first, allowing the winning run to score.

  “He got a lot of key hits. He is remembered for being a really good clutch hitter,” said Peter Magowan, the former Giants president who rooted for the team in his youth.

  Former teammates said Spencer played and practiced hard. “Darryl was a tough, hard-nosed kind of player with good hustle,” recalls former Giant second baseman Davey Williams, who retired in 1955 and coached the team for two years.

  Williams, who pitched batting practice and helped run infield practices, among his many duties, remembers Spencer spent a lot of time working on his defense during Spring Training. “Daryl had me hit more groundballs than anyone else on the ball club. He wore me out,” he said.

  Spencer was traded to St. Louis in 1960 and four years later moved to Kobe, Japan, where he introduced his hard-nosed playing style to the Japanese players.

  Spencer remembers vividly the moment he introduced the takeout slide at second base. It was the eighth inning of a scoreless tie, and Spencer walked with a runner on first base. When Spencer reached first base, he yelled out to the runner on second—fellow American Gordon Windhorn—and said, “If he hits a groundball, don’t stop at third. I’m going to knock down the second baseman.”

  Sure enough, the hitter hit a grounder to the shortstop, and Spencer barreled down the basepath and slammed into the second baseman. “I knocked him out to left field, the ball fell out of his hands, and Windhorn scored,” Spencer said.

  The visiting team, along with its owner, argued on the field for 30 minutes, but the umpires ruled that Spencer did nothing wrong, and Spencer’s team, the Braves, won 1-0. The Japanese players traditionally didn’t slide into second base to attempt to break up double plays, Spencer said. Instead, they veered off to the right into the outfield, allowing infielders to throw to first unimpeded.

  A few days later after the play at second, Spencer introduced the collision at the plate. He rounded third and crashed into the opposing team’s catcher, knocking the ball out of his glove to score a run.

  “The next thing I know, our players changed their whole style of base running,” Spencer said. “They saw that we can win games by sliding hard, so the whole team started to slide hard.”

  Spencer, who played mostly second base, commuted by train to the Braves’ ballpark in Nishinomiya, a city located between Kobe and Osaka in south central Japan. He always had an interpreter with him in the dugout. When he needed to communicate directly to teammates on the field during the game, he could. While he wasn’t fluent in Japanese, many Japanese baseball terms are modeled after the way they are said in English. For example, “hitto” means “hit” and “raito” means right fielder, he said.

  Spencer was one of the top sluggers in Japan in his first two years abroad, hitting 36 homers and 94 RBIs in 1964 and 38 home runs and 77 RBIs in 1965. But near the end of his second season, the Japanese players stopped throwing strikes to him to prevent him from beating a Japanese player for the home run title. One time, pitchers walked him eight straight times. Miffed, Spencer held the bat upside down at the plate once in protest.

  “I feel sorry for Barry Bonds. He’s in a different situation, but I really do understand how he feels,” Spencer said.

  Spencer was also known for crazy antics on the field, which endeared him to the fans. Once, he was in the original starting lineup, but right before the game, the manager gave him a day off. Spencer decided to go home. He took off his uniform and changed into a T-shirt and shorts. During the first inning, he walked into the dugout to fetch his bats before heading home.

  Don Blasingame, an American coach for the Nankei Hawks, saw Spencer and yelled out, “Hey, where are you going? You’re in the lineup.”

  Spencer looked at the scoreboard, which still listed him as the Braves’ third hitter. That gave Spencer an idea.

  “By the time I got to the dugout, the second batter was at home plate, so instead of going to my car, I walked to the on-deck circle in my T-shirt and shorts, swinging the bat and waiting for my turn at bat,” he said. “I got fined $100, but the fans loved it.”

  Another time, Spencer was playing in Tokyo when he hit a routine ground ball. He ran hard down the first baseline, was called out, but he kept sprinting down the right field line and into the other team’s bullpen in foul territory.

  “Just for some dumb reason, I sat with the pitchers in the bullpen,” he said.

  After a few awkward moments, the game continued. “It was ball one, strike one, ball two, and the umpire calls time and yells, ‘Get back to the dugout, Spencer.’ I was talking to the Japanese pitchers in the bullpen,” he recalled. “So I jogged back to the dugout, and the players are laughing and fans are going crazy.”
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  Spencer extended his career by playing in Japan.
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  While other American players may have suffered from culture shock, Spencer thrived on the cultural differences. He remembers printing out business cards for himself when he realized the Japanese always handed out business cards after they introduced themselves to him.

  “They start bowing and pass out their card to everyone. So I just said, ‘Dammit, I’m going to get a card for myself,’” he said. “You know what I wrote on it? My card had no name or anything on it. I wrote ‘My Card’ on it.”

  Spencer retired after the 1968 season, but was lured back to Japan for the 1971 and 1972 seasons, where he was a player-coach at age 43 and 44. In his seven years in Japan, he batted .275 with 152 home runs and 391 RBIs.

  Jim Albright, a Japanese baseball historian, said Spencer was Japan’s best second baseman of the 1960s. “Only the brevity of his career kept him from having Japanese Hall of Fame-caliber accomplishment,” he said.

  Spencer, who in ten Major League seasons hit .244 with 105 homers and 428 RBIs, said he’s not surprised so many Japanese players, from Hideo Nomo to Ichiro Suzuki, have performed so well in the United States.

  “They had some great players when I played. Every team would have one or maybe two guys who could have played in America,” he said.

  Spencer is now enjoying retirement back in Wichita, where he lives with his wife. His two daughters live close by. The most strenuous thing he does nowadays, he said, is take care of his two grandchildren and do yard work.

  He was elected into the Kansas Baseball Hall of Fame and the Wichita Sports Hall of Fame in 2004. During the induction ceremony in Wichita, his wife and two daughters presented him with a trophy.

  Reflecting on his career, Spencer’s first day in the big leagues was his most memorable moment.

  “I had a pretty good career, but when people write and ask me what was my biggest moment, that was my biggest moment,” Spencer said. “The Polo Grounds was shaped like an oval, and the entrance was in right field. I came through the gate and just sat there and looked at the Polo Grounds. I said, ‘I made it. This is the big leagues and if I don’t do anything else, my childhood dream came true.’ And I wished my dad was here to see this. He wanted me to be a baseball player. I stood there for five minutes and tears came to my eyes.”

  His Japanese team, now called the Orix Blue Waves, occasionally invites him for ceremonies. He’s also returned four times since the 1990s to take part in oldtimers games. In 2002, he managed the American old-timers to one win and a tie in a two-game match against Japanese old-timers. He enjoys his trips back to Japan every time, Spencer said.

  “Ballplayers don’t want to admit it because they don’t like to sign that many autographs when they’re playing,” he said. “But once you get out of the game, and no one is asking for your autograph, it’s something you wish you can do again. When I visited in 2002, they asked me for my autograph, and I was really happy to sign for them.”


  Where Have You Gone?

  

  MASANORI MURAKAMI

  TRAILBLAZER


  Delirious players poured out of the dugout when Team Japan recorded the final out. After reaching but losing the championship game the previous two years, the Japanese were primed to celebrate their victory of Women’s World Series III in 2003. The euphoric world champions danced on the field in Gold Coast, Australia, and the gala lasted late into the night.

  Japan’s 4-1 win over Australia was especially sweet for manager Masanori “Mashi” Murakami, under pressure to produce a championship after bad play derailed his favored team the previous two years. “We were very happy because we lost the first two on errors and bonehead plays,” said Murakami. “It felt very good to finally win.”

  After Murakami became the first Japanese player in the Major Leagues as a Giants pitcher in 1964 and 1965, he pitched 17 more years in the Japanese majors. Following his retirement at age 38, Murakami became a successful baseball broadcaster and writer and took the reins of Japan’s top women’s team in 2001.

  When Murakami arrived at the Giants’ Minor League affiliate in Fresno in 1964, the southpaw brought a big curveball, sharp control, and little command of English. Though he studied the language at Hosei Dai-Ni High School, Murakami made a greater effort in baseball, signing a professional contract with the Nankai Hawks when he was 17.

  “First I thought I’d like to go to college, but the team’s manager came to my house,” Murakami said. “He said if I signed a contract, he wanted me to study baseball in America. I promised him I would.”

  Murakami played a year with the Hawks’ Minor League team and then joined the Giants organization at age 19. After a year of demanding practices in a Japanese system designed to produce stars quickly, Murakami found his Giants workouts “very easy” in comparison.
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  Pitcher Masanori Murakami became the first Japanese player in the major leagues in 1964.
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  “Sometimes practice was like nothing,” Murakami said. “I told the manager I wanted to throw. He said, ‘No, no, no, today we’ll just do conditioning.’”

  Murakami won the California League Rookie of the Year award with an 11-7 record, good enough for a September call-up to the big club in San Francisco. There he struck out 15 and walked only one in nine relief appearances, compiling a 1.80 ERA.

  The Giants liked Murakami enough to extend his contract, sparking a protest by the Hawks, who wanted him back. The teams reached a compromise that allowed the Giants to keep him another season, as long as the pitcher returned to the Hawks in 1966.

  Murakami kept a Japanese-English dictionary in the dugout and communicated using his limited English skills and sign language. Once, his teammates taught him how to handle manager Herman Franks, and the next time Franks visited him on the mound, Murakami told his skipper, “Take a hike, Herman.” Laughing, Franks left him in the game.

  “Mashi” won the affection of his fellow Giants with his endearing personality; he bowed to his teammates when they made fine defensive plays behind him.

  “Everybody took to him right away,” said Tom Haller, former Giants catcher. “He was a nice kid and a good pitcher, a sidearm left hander with a very good breaking curveball.”

  He also proved popular with the Japanese-American community, especially after an episode at Dodger Stadium.

  Murakami thought he had pitched strike three at the knees, but the umpire called a ball. Murakami walked off the mound and asked where it missed. The umpire shot back an answer that Murakami didn’t understand. Then the frustrated pitcher threw his rosin bag 15 feet in the air. “It was the only time I complained,” Murakami said.

  Though the umpire nearly ejected him, catcher Jack Hiatt persuaded him to let Murakami off with a stern warning. But Murakami’s small act of rebellion was a breath of fresh air to Japanese Americans who had lived in the country during and after World War II.

  “A couple of days later, I was at a Japanese restaurant,” he said. “An older Japanese man said, ‘Hey, Mashi Murakami, nice to see you.’ He was very happy. When the war started, Japanese [Americans] were sent to camps. After the war, they had nothing. They lost their homes and started with zero. Because of the war, they felt they couldn’t say anything… But I’m from Japan and I didn’t care. Baseball is just a game.”

  Murakami won four games and lost one in 1965, compiling a 3.75 ERA in 45 appearances. As agreed, he returned to Japan the following season, beginning a 17-year run for the Hawks, the Hanshin Tigers, and the Nippon Ham Fighters.

  Pitching as a starter, reliever and closer, Murakami earned a 103-82 record with a 3.64 ERA in Japan. He appeared in Japan’s All-Star Game in 1971 and in the Japan Series in 1966, 1973 and 1981.

  [image: image]

  Murakami became a broadcaster, writer and manager after his trans-Pacific pitching career.

  Photo by Matt Johanson

  After his retirement from the Japanese majors, Murakami tried to rejoin the Giants in the spring of 1983. Though almost 40 years old, he nearly made the team again.

  Murakami’s successful Japanese career in addition to his trailblazing outing to the United States made him a celebrity and a natural pick for the broadcast booth. Murakami became a commentator on Japanese and American baseball for Tokyo’s NHK network, and a columnist for the Nikkan Sports News.

  In 2001, Murakami became the manager of the Japanese national women’s team in a new international league, competing against Canada, China, Hong Kong, South Korea, India, Australia, and the United States. A big part of his job was to convert his young players to hardball.

  “In Japan, the women play softball or even with a rubber ball,” he said. “In the first days of practice they learn very quickly.”

  Murakami served as the team’s general manager in 2004, when Women’s World Series IV came to the Japanese city of Uozu. Japan reached the championship game for the fourth straight year, setting up a rematch against the United States, the world champions of 2001.

  Japan avenged its earlier loss to the Americans, winning its second-straight championship, 14-4. A record crowd of 10,000 wildly cheered the biggest blowout in the series’ history.

  “That was special because it was in Japan, and because no country had won two years in a row before,” Murakami said.

  Murakami continued to work in Japan as a baseball coach, scout, broadcaster, and writer. He and his wife, who have an adult son and daughter, live in Tokyo.

  But “Mashi” also enjoys frequent visits to the United States and American ballparks. He’s pleased to see Japanese players in ever-greater numbers, though he modestly denies any credit.

  “None of them even know about me, because they weren’t born yet,” Murakami said. “For more than 30 years, no one else came. But I’m proud to see them now.”


  Where Have You Gone?

  

  ORLANDO CEPEDA

  “I OPENED MY EYES”

  Orlando Cepeda never expected the day to arrive. When he traveled to San Juan to attend the Giants’ first-ever games in his native Puerto Rico, the national Museum of Sport unveiled a statue in his honor. Hiram Bithorn Stadium, where Cepeda played winter ball from 1962 to 1975, retired his number on the outfield wall. As Cepeda left the field, a Special Olympian gave him a medal she had won as a gift.

  To a man Puerto Ricans vilified after his drug trafficking arrest in 1975, the events of May 23, 2004 were overwhelming.

  “I never imagined things like this,” said a teary Cepeda. “I got chills when I saw the statue.”

  The Giants’ first baseman and outfielder from 1958 to 1966, Cepeda has experienced abysmal depths and dizzying heights in his days after baseball. He cleaned toilets and hauled garbage during a ten-month prison sentence, and he joined the Hall of Fame as one of the game’s greatest players. Cepeda credits his Buddhist faith for turning his life around.

  “The best thing that ever happened to me when I got in trouble in Puerto Rico. Because of that, I opened my eyes,” Cepeda said. “I was introduced to Buddhism, and right now my life’s better than ever.”

  The son of Puerto Rican baseball star Pedro “Perucho” Cepeda, Orlando grew up in a poor family that followed his father’s career from city to city. Perucho, known as “the Bull” to his fans, was a shortstop who hit for both average and power, called by some the Babe Ruth of Puerto Rico. Negro League scouts pursued him, but Perucho never chose to confront the racism that a black, Spanish-speaking player would face in the United States. As a result, he never made more than $60 a week, and often gambled away his meager earnings.

  Orlando, the “Baby Bull,” began working out in 1953 with his father’s old team, the Santurce Crabbers. There he played beside future Hall of Famers Roberto Clemente and Willie Mays, who joined the team for winter ball. Cepeda tried out for the New York Giants in 1955, when “beisbol” was the only word even close to English that he knew. The Giants signed the 17-year-old to a Minor League contract and paid him a $500 bonus.
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  Orlando Cepeda won Rookie of the Year honors in 1958.
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  Cepeda faced tough times as a black Minor League player in the segregated South of the 1950s, often unable to room in hotels or eat in restaurants with his teammates. Yet the alternative was tougher and less hopeful: most of his childhood friends became thieves, drug addicts, and even killers.

  “I am a very lucky person to be born with the skills to play baseball,” he said. “Through baseball I escaped from Puerto Rico, and I escaped poverty.”

  Cepeda reached the big club in 1958, the Giants’ first year in San Francisco. He hit a home run on Opening Day at Seals Stadium, as the Giants shut out the Dodgers, 8-0. That day became Cepeda’s favorite memory in a 17-year career that featured nine All-Star selections and three World Series appearances. Cepeda batted .312, clubbed 25 home runs, and hit 96 RBIs to win the Rookie of the Year award. San Francisco fans embraced him so warmly that even Mays was jealous, Cepeda said.

  “When I started doing well, and they had me making headlines that Willie didn’t make, maybe he took that very hard,” Cepeda said.

  Cepeda batted .308 and swatted 226 home runs during his Giants tenure, earning high rankings on the team’s all-time lists for hits, doubles, home runs and runs. When the Giants fell behind the Dodgers in the finale of their three-game playoff in 1962, Cepeda drove in the tying run on the way to the Giants’ eventual pennant-clinching win.

  However, Cepeda faced adversity in several respects during his later Giants years. The team in 1959 brought up another superstar first baseman in Willie McCovey, and the two were forced to share playing time for many seasons. Cepeda later became embroiled in well-publicized disputes with manager Alvin Dark, who banned Spanish and Latin music from the clubhouse. The skipper also introduced a controversial plus-and-minus player evaluation system that indicated, incredulously, that Cepeda’s overall performance hurt the team.

  A knee injury ruined Cepeda’s 1965 season, limiting him to just 33 games. After the team fired Dark, Cepeda quarreled with the new manager, Herman Franks, who wanted McCovey to start at first base.

  Early in the 1966 campaign, the Giants traded Cepeda to the St. Louis Cardinals for left-handed pitcher Ray Sadecki. “I never thought Orlando would be traded. He was such a good player,” said Giants teammate Jim Davenport. “It was unfortunate to have two great first basemen. I guess one of them was going to have to go. With Cepeda, we tried to get pitching. We didn’t get back in return the value we gave up in Cepeda. No one wanted to see him leave.”

  The southpaw would pitch four years for the Giants, winning 32 games and losing 39. Cepeda was heartbroken by the decision, announced after a game on Mother’s Day. But he blossomed in St. Louis, resuming his offensive production that eventually won him a place in Cooperstown.

  Cepeda hit .301 and 20 homers as he won the Comeback Player of the Year award in 1966. The league’s Most Valuable Player in 1967, Cepeda led the Cardinals to the pennant. Though Cepeda had a forgettable World Series, St. Louis won the championship over the Boston Red Sox. The Cardinals won another pennant in 1968.

  Traded to the Atlanta Braves in 1969, Cepeda played a few more good years before knee problems hobbled him and his hitting declined. The American League’s decision to allow designated hitters in 1973 afforded him a respectable season with the Red Sox. After batting .215 in 33 games for the Kansas City Royals, he retired in 1974.

  During and after his baseball career, Cepeda made personal decisions he would later regret. He was unfaithful to his first and second wives, he revealed in his 1998 autobiography, Baby Bull. He also suffered from depression about the end of his career.

  “You play baseball because you love it. But fame and celebrity can be seductive,” he wrote. “For years we are cheered, and booed. The media courts us. The crowds roar. Then one day it’s gone … For years after my career was over, when I watched a ballgame, I’d want to cry.”

  Then a decision during a visit to Colombia for a baseball clinic in 1975 led to serious legal problems. Cepeda agreed to carry five pounds of marijuana back to Puerto Rico for a friend. Police arrested him at the airport and charged him with smuggling 170 pounds of marijuana. The next three years leading to his trial and conviction were a torment. He became an outcast in Puerto Rico, where perfect strangers would insult and challenge him on the streets. Cepeda served his term at Eglin, a minimum-security prison in Ft. Walton, Florida, where he worked in the laundry room.

  “From 1975 to 1978, it was a nightmare every single day,” Cepeda said. “In fact, going to jail was a relief for me. Every day was a battle for me out on the street, and then I used to come home and take it out on my family.”

  Happiness eluded him after his release, as well. The Chicago White Sox hired him as a scout and batting coach in 1981, but quickly fired him. Cepeda was forced to sell some of his awards and trophies. After moving his family to Los Angeles in 1984, his second wife left him, returning to Puerto Rico with their sons. He admits that he considered suicide in these most difficult days.

  Later, Cepeda became grateful for these hardships, which turned him down a path he otherwise might never have found.

  “When you have everything, a big name and money, you think you don’t need anything,” he said. “When you hit the bottom hard like I did, you’re ready to try something else. Fame and wealth and whatever can disappear in one second. That happened to me, and it was the best thing that ever happened to me.”

  Though raised a Catholic, Cepeda began exploring Buddhism, attending meetings and chanting every day. “That is what changed my life, 100 percent,” he said. “Buddhism is a philosophy of life. It’s a learning tool to change your life to really develop your potential as a human being. There’s nothing abstract, nothing out there, there’s no blind faith. Everything is black and white. I wish I practiced when I played ball. Buddhism is about common sense and wisdom and how to do the right thing at the right time. When you learn that, you don’t get in trouble.”
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  Cepeda credits Buddhism for changing his life.
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  Cepeda’s life improved quickly, starting with a lasting marriage to his third wife, Mirian Ortiz. Also Puerto Rican, Mirian would later provide recipes for the Latin dishes served at Orlando’s Caribbean BBQ at the Giants’ ballpark at 24 Willie Mays Plaza. Cepeda rejoined the Giants, helping scout and develop players in Mexico, the Dominican Republic, and other parts of Latin America. He also made community appearances for the team, visiting schools to tell students about the dangers of drugs and alcohol.

  Cepeda received just 43 votes for the Hall of Fame in 1980, his first year of eligibility. After his return, the Giants campaigned hard for Cepeda’s induction. In 1993, 250 voters supported him, 66 votes short of election. His final year on the baseball writers’ ballot arrived in 1994, and Cepeda missed by seven votes.

  But the “Baby Bull” would have his day. Though the writers denied him, the Hall’s Veterans Committee elected him in 1999. He became just the second Puerto Rican in Cooperstown, joining the late Roberto Clemente. “I am proud to be a Puerto Rican,” he said in his induction speech. “That is why this day is a wonderful day for Puerto Rico, for my family, and for all the Latin countries.”

  Cepeda’s induction and words about his homeland helped mend his rift with other Puerto Ricans, but more important was his life and conduct since his prison sentence, he believes.

  “Spanish people are very emotional people. They don’t forget too easy,” Cepeda said. “Anybody can make a mistake, but we have the opportunity to bounce back and show that we are good people.”


  Where Have You Gone?

  

  MIKE MCCORMICK

  “THERE IS LIFE AFTER BASEBALL”

  Since Mike McCormick won the Cy Young Award in 1967, Giants pitchers have earned two Hall of Fame inductions, seven 20-win seasons, and 36 All-Star selections.

  But no other Giants pitcher won the Cy Young, bestowed every year upon the top pitcher in each league, for more than 40 years.

  Fans who have long forgotten McCormick’s wins, losses and injuries – and fans too young to have seen him play at all – still remember him for winning the prestigious award.

  “All they remember are the good things about you, if you were any good,”

  McCormick said. “I think you have to be a real detail-oriented fan to remember anything else.”

  McCormick pitched 11 of his 16 years for the Giants, compiling 107 wins and 96 losses for the team in New York and San Francisco. After his retirement from baseball, like most players of his era, McCormick pursued a different career, working briefly in securities and more than 20 years in office machines. “It took me a while, but I made the change,” McCormick said. “There is life after baseball.”

  McCormick became a Giant straight out of high school, when the Giants’ $50,000 bonus offer persuaded the southpaw to join the franchise instead of attending college. Under the rules at the time, players awarded such large bonuses could not go to the minors for two years.

  “Mike was one of the early bonus rookies who had to stay with his Major League club as soon as he signed with the Giants,” said Giants broadcaster Lon Simmons. “That made it tough.”

  Many of the early bonus rookies struggled for want of Minor League training, McCormick agreed. “It was not a good program for a lot of guys I saw on other teams,” he said. “They would end up sitting on the bench for two years, and then go to the minors for experience. My good fortune was that the Giants were old, making changes and preparing to come west. I got a chance to pitch enough to show them I could make the club.”
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  Pitcher Mike McCormick won the Cy Young Award in 1967.

  © S.F. Giants

  A 17-year-old far from home, McCormick found New York a stark contrast from his hometown of Alhambra in Southern California. “I had never seen high-rise buildings that people lived in,” he said. “They had as many people in six square blocks as we had in the whole town.”

  Prior to the club’s move to San Francisco, McCormick played in the Giants’ last two seasons at the Polo Grounds.
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