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  Prologue

  by Tom Wheatley

  He was always Forschie, a nickname that told so much about it’s owner.

  FORSCHIE

  It was folksy and functional and no-frills. All it failed to convey was fun, and Bob Forsch took happy care of that himself during his 61 years of life.

  Many of his Cardinal teammates and friends—if you were one, you were almost automatically the other—spoke eloquently about Forschie upon his startling death from a heart attack on November 3, 2011. He had looked his usual robust self barely a week before, throwing out the first pitch for Game 7 of the World Series in relief of his ailing former manager, Whitey Herzog.

  His old skipper and other relatives in the Cardinals family praised his grit, his wit, his loyalty. They knew him from the inside out. Like a lot of fans, I knew him only from the outside in during his playing days. I did have a closer look, though, as a sports writer covering the Cardinals for the downside of his career in the late 1980s. We had a friendly but strictly professional rapport.

  Then, in the fall of 2002, Forschie allowed me to commute back and forth in time with him, from the stands to the pitcher’s mound. We collaborated on this book, Tales from the Cardinals Dugout. He had no plans to do a book. Ever. Even after I phoned him—for the first time in years—to say a publisher wanted me to do a book on the Cardinals.

  “Congratulations!” he said. “I can’t wait to read it.”

  “You won’t have to wait,” I said. “They me want to do it with you.”

  “Oh, no,” he said. “I can’t write a book.”

  “You don’t have to,” I said. “You just tell stories.”

  “I don’t have enough for a book,” he said.

  Of course, as his friends well knew, he had plenty. It took some convincing but he agreed to give it a try. We met at his condo in Chesterfield at 10 a.m. Not too early, I found out later, for Forschie to toss down a stiff drink before our first session to calm his nerves.

  This from a 20-game winner, who threw two no-hitters, who worked in three World Series and who posted the third-most career victories by a Cardinal pitcher.

  We quickly fell into a routine that lasted for a dozen two-hour sessions. He talked and chain-smoked and drank coffee. I wrote and munched through his stash of cashews and Peanut M&Ms, as Forschie complained his meager book royalties wouldn’t cover his snack bill.

  The real feast was his menu of memories. He started with his first day in the minors, as an 18-year-old quickly baptized in the Cardinal Way. He was drowsing in the dugout when an old man with glasses asked him for the count and outs. It wasn’t the manager, Forschie knew, and he couldn’t understand why the old guy couldn’t just read the scoreboard. Forschie looked around a pillar in the dugout and relayed the game info.

  Don’t ever let me catch you in here without knowing the count and outs, snapped the old guy. It was George Kissell, the legendary roving instructor and keeper of the Cardinal Way.

  When Forschie told that tale on himself, the term “Cardinal Way” had not yet become battle-cry or bumper-sticker material for Redbird fans. Forschie made it the theme of his career as well as his book.

  THE CARDINAL WAY

  In tale after tale, Forschie codified the term. Be fundamentally sound. Play smart. Play hard. Be counted on. Be unselfish. Be reliable. Be loyal. Be professional. Above all, be proud of those birds on that bat on that uniform, and it’s winning tradition.

  It was a fascinating glimpse into the mindset and makeup of a winner, someone not quite an All-Star but a championship linchpin.

  Unlike some author-athletes, Forschie refused to use the book to settle old scores, or score points at anyone’s expense. He admitted, in print, deliberately throwing at former Montreal catcher Gary Carter over what he considered a hot-dog comment by the future Hall of Famer. But he ended the anecdote by stating his respect for Carter as a competitor.

  By the way, that plunking of Carter came early in Forschie’s first no-hitter. He was proud of that feat, and that his older brother Ken later threw his own no-hitter. Forschie then threw his second no-no, an extreme rarity. It also enabled him to one-up—again—his big brother in their continuing sibling rivalry. But Forschie was thrilled when Ken finally got his own World Series ring as an executive with the Angels, just in time to include in the book.

  When his old teammates learned that Forschie was compiling his memoirs, several asked me if he included an incident in the dugout during a double-header at Wrigley Field. In fact, Forschie did tell of scolding a young Andy Van Slyke for dropping a fly ball, after being warned of his cavalier glove work.

  Forschie’s message: Outs are too precious. “Danny Cox was pitching,” one of Forschie’s old teammates later told me. “He was too young to say anything, like the rest of us. When Forschie said that to Andy, you can’t believe the effect it had on us as young players. It was, ‘That’s not how we do things around here.’ “

  In this book, Forsch made sure to note that Van Slyke took the message so much to heart, that he stayed in the dugout between games of the doubleheader—and that Van Slyke later became one of the game’s best players after being traded to Pittsburgh—playing the Cardinal Way.

  One big reason Forschie agreed to do the book was to pay tribute to his media-shy, unsung heroes such as super tutor Kis-sell, equipment manager Buddy Bates, trainer Gene Gielselmann and bullpen coach Dave Rickets. After “David” (as Forschie affectionately called him) died, Barbara Ricketts told me how much she—and her husband—appreciated the kind words in print.

  Most of all, Forschie wanted to pay tribute to Cardinal fans. He did it in print, thanking them for their support. And he did it in person, at book signings from Springfield, Missouri, to Champaign, Illinois.

  He was floored and flattered by the response. He genuinely had no idea how much Cardinal fans admired him. Elderly women, trimmed in red, would wait patiently in line and gush with anticipation as he signed their copies. “It’s a good bathroom book,” Forschie would say, as the ladies giggled and blushed.

  Often, a father with child in tow would spot the huge red and gold ring on Forschie’s paw and ask, “Is that from ‘82?”

  “Yep. Try it on,” Forschie would say. He’d twist off the precious World Series relic and hand it to the startled fan, who would invariably stammer, “Aren’t you worried I’ll run off with it?”

  “Nah, I figure I can catch you . . .but him I would worry about,” Forschie would say, nodding toward the fan’s young son.

  Forschie enjoyed the interplay even more than the fans. He fed off their appreciation and support. The two years we wrote and promoted the book came when he was going through a divorce, marrying his second wife Janice, and moving to Florida, just north of Tampa. The fresh start also rejuvenated him, although he had yet to take his fishing boat out and rarely golfed on a nearby course. What did he do all day? “Same as always ... nothing!” Forschie said. “And I’m reaaaaaal good at it.”

  He finally decided to get back in the game, accepting an offer from former Cardinal general manager Walt Jocketty to serve as pitching coach for Cincinnati’s low minor-league team in Montana. Forschie loved working with the kids, even if they were fledgling Reds and not Redbirds.

  The invitation to pinch-throw for Herzog, before the Cardinals clinched their National League record 11th world title, brought him full circle.

  But his fans don’t need that poignant exclamation point to fix him in their thoughts. Even with Forschie out of town, me retired from sports writing and the book out of print, I’d hear from readers about his personal touch. For example, Scott Seifried, a South County car dealer, interrupted his sales pitch to tell me about meeting Forschie nearly thirty years ago at the team’s annual Ball-B-Q at Grant’s Farm.

  “I was about 10 or 11 years old,” said Scott, who phoned to retell that tale after hearing of his hero’s death. “We struck up a friendship. He came to see me play baseball two or three times. He’d say, ‘Let me know when you have a Saturday morning game, and if we have a night game, I’ll come by before I go down to the stadium.’

  “Forschie did that two or three times. He even gave me his telephone number, but my parents wouldn’t let me call him to bother him. But we also wrote a bunch of letters back and forth, which I still have. And when we went to the games, if he saw me he’d always throw me a baseball.

  “That was Forschie.”

  No, that is Forschie.

  That’s also part of the Cardinal Way, that two-way link between player and fan. We can only hope that rapport lives on like our happy memories of Bob Forsch.

  This prologue was originally published in the 2011 No. 6 issue of Cardinals Gameday Magazine. It is copyrighted and reprinted with permission of the magazine.


  Introduction

  There’s nothing like sitting in the dugout to watch a ballgame. That’s one thing you really miss when you retire.

  The new Cardinals owners invited me down to the dugout at Busch Stadium when they gave Jose Jimenez a watch for pitching his no-hitter. He threw his on June 25, 1999, in Arizona.

  I had thrown the last no-hitter for the Cardinals on September 26, 1983. So when the team came back from Arizona, I was part of the pregame ceremony for Jimenez.

  He got a Rolex watch. I got a silver platter for my no-hitter, and it was the second one I’d thrown!

  But I wasn’t complaining. I got to sit in the front row next to the dugout, the end down by first base.

  It was incredible to see how fast the game was. It just seemed like everybody threw hard and everybody ran hard. When you watch games on TV, you lose perspective. But if you’re real close to the action, you realize how fast the ball gets from the pitcher’s hand to home plate. And how fast the batters get down the line to first base when they hit the ball. And how quick the infielders are. And how much ground the outfielders cover.

  When you’re sitting there, you’re 30 years old again.

  When I sat in the dugout, back when I really was 30 years old, the game never seemed that fast. But at 45 years old, sitting next to the dugout, it seemed fast.

  Real fast.

  But through the years, one thing never changes. The dugout is always the best seat in the house.


  HUMOR ME

  Mike Roarke carne over from the Cubs in ’83 to be our pitching coach in St. Louis. Hub Kittle had left, and Mike came in to help Bruce Sutter with his split-fingered fastball.

  We were in Los Angeles, and John Stuper was starting the game, and he was wild. He walked the bases loaded, and Mike had been out there to the mound once to talk to him.

  Then “Stupe” walked in a run, and Whitey went out to get him out of there.

  I was in the dugout next to Mike, and I didn’t know him that well yet. But I looked at him and said, “Why’s Whitey taking him out?”

  Mike was ticked already, because his pitcher started out by walking everybody, and he looked at me and said, “What are you talking about?”

  I said, “How can you take him out? He’s got a no-hitter going!”

  Mike didn’t say anything. He had this look in his eyes like, “Are you the dumbest person in the world?”

  A minute later, he started laughing. He finally figured out who he was dealing with.


  JUST DUCKY

  In 1968, I went from Hiram Johnson High School in Sacramento—that’s Hiram “W.” Johnson, and I have no idea who he was—to rookie ball with the Cardinals in Sarasota, Florida.

  I was a third baseman-outfielder then. And Ducky Medwick was my hitting coach in rookie ball.

  I was hitting a buck-fifty in rookie ball, and I was looking for any help I could get. So Ducky took me to the side and found this bat. I’d never seen anything like it. You didn’t know which end you should use, it was so thick.

  Apparently Ducky used one like that when he played and choked way up on it. So he gave me this thick-handled bat and said, “Choke up and put the ball in play.”

  That was his great advice.

  I was thinking, “Hey, if I could hit, I could have used my bat and put the ball in play.”

  I was 18 years old then, so I didn’t say anything.

  But it just goes to show you how imaginative coaching can be at the minor-league level.


  WELCOME TO PRO BALL

  I had signed out of high school in Sacramento, and right away I flew out of San Francisco at 11:30 at night for rookie ball.

  I took the red eye to Tampa and took a van—which my scout had called a “limousine” before I left—down to Sarasota.

  I got to the team hotel at about 8 a.m., and I was ready to check in and get some sleep, and they said, “You have to report to the field at 10 a.m.”

  Remember, I was 18. I had sort of thought I was going to Florida on a vacation to play baseball.

  And so I went to the minor-league complex and they gave me a uniform. It was wool. And it had patches in the seat from where other guys had ripped it up while they were sliding.

  They didn’t have enough caps, because there were too many players. So I got a batting helmet and put that on.

  Eventually they started playing a game, and they put me in right field. I’d never played right field in my life. I’d never been picked last and had to play out there.

  This was rookie ball, not spring training, so it was July 3 or 4 in Florida. And I was in a wool uniform.

  What I didn’t know was that every afternoon in Florida, it rains.

  Those wool uniforms don’t do well in the rain. Stink? Oh, yeah. And this was a clean one. I was standing out there in the rain thinking, “What am I doing here?”

  And 21 years later, in my last year in the big leagues, I was still thinking that.

  I’d be backing up third base and thinking, “What am I doing here?”


  KING GEORGE

  The first time I met George Kissell, the Cardinals’ roving minor-league instructor, I had just gotten to rookie ball in Sarasota.

  And I mean I had just gotten there.

  In the morning of my first day, I was in that “B” game, I guess you’d call it. I don’t know what it was, really.

  But when that game was over, about 3:30 in the afternoon, I got back to the hotel and they said, “Report back at five o’clock for the night game.”

  I hadn’t slept in almost two days, coming in from Sacramento, so I went up to my room and I overslept. I woke up at a quarter to five, and I just jumped in a cab.

  I got to the complex where we played the day games, and I just gathered up my baseball stuff and ran to the bus. It was leaving right at five for the ballpark where we played the big night games.

  And Ray Hathaway, the manager, came up to me when I was getting on the bus. And the only thing he said to me was, “Don’t ever be late.”

  That was it.

  So we got to the ballpark and the game started. There were rain delays, and I wasn’t even playing, and I basically hadn’t slept for two days.

  There was this huge light pole in the middle of the dugout, and I was kind of sitting behind it.

  This guy came and walked right in front of me and said, “What’s the count and how many outs are there?”

  Now, I didn’t know George Kissell then. He wasn’t the manager. I knew who the manager was. But figured I better find out the answers he wanted.

  I leaned around the pole and looked at the scoreboard and read him the stuff he asked me about. I was thinking, “This guy can’t even see the scoreboard.”

  He said to me, “Don’t ever be on the bench and not know the count and how many outs. You always have to be involved in the game. If you’re gonna sit there, learn something!”

  I’d only been here a day, and I was thinking, “You’ve got to be kidding me. I don’t even want to be here.”

  But now I know he was right. That’s the bad part about it. I found out George was always right!


  A JOLT FROM JOE

  In 1969, I was the third baseman in Modesto, California, which was a Cardinals farm team in Class A ball. Al Hrabosky was pitching in Modesto when I was there. It was the best “A” team the Cardinals had. Joe Cunningham was the manager. He had me hit a lot of batting practice. Hey, just keep practicing your bad habits, and you’ll reach not just “A” ball, but the highest “A” ball the Cardinals have.

  After practice one day, Joe offered me the following piece of managerial wisdom: “Neither of us is going any further!”

  Not long afterward, he was promoted to the team’s front office, and I was switched into pitching.

  Joe went on to have a successful career in group ticket sales for the Cardinals, and I played 16 years in the big leagues.

  Joe had been right that day after batting practice: we hadn’t yet found our niche.


  A STRONG HINT

  I was in the minor-league spring training camp in about ’71 or ’72. I was still playing infield and not doing well.

  Bob Kennedy was the farm director then for the Cardinals.

  We were at our complex in St. Petersburg, and one day he took me out to the garage where they kept the tractors that mowed the field and all that stuff the ground crew used.

  Bob pulled up this garage door and brought out a push broom, one of those really big ones with the thick bristles and a handle that’s like five feet long.

  Bob was really strong. I mean, really strong.

  He stood the broom on end, with the bristles on the floor, and he held the handle with one hand. Then he started lifting it gradually until he was holding it straight out away from him.

  It looks like it should be real easy to do. Its just a broom, right? Try it, though.

  That’s what he had me do. I was six foot three and 170, 175 pounds. So I tried it, and I couldn’t lift it an inch. Hey, I couldn’t even have swept the floor with it.

  Bob just looked at me and said, “That’s your problem. You’re not strong enough.”

  Right after that, they decided to make me a pitcher.


  SWEET LOU

  When you were a rookie, you didn’t talk to anybody. And nobody talked to you. Not a veteran, anyway.

  Whenever there’d be a road trip in spring training, I had to go every time as a backup pitcher. Just in case they ran out of real pitchers.

  So I’d get on the bus and sit there and not talk for an hour or so till we got to the other team’s ballpark.

  But the thing about Lou Brock was, when he’d get on the bus he’d always sit right next to a rookie or a non-roster player. It was incredible.

  Most of the veterans never even had to go on road trips in spring training. But Lou would go, and he’d sit down next to you and talk to you the whole trip.

  It was just small talk, just to make you feel comfortable: “Where’d you grow up? Where’d you play last year? How’d you do last year?”

  I was so impressed with that. That was Lou Brock.
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