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  Foreword




  John McDonough, Cubs Senior Vice President of Marketing and Broadcasting




  Any player who plays for the Chicago Cubs soon realizes he is part of a worldwide cultural phenomenon.




  Here they are, on a team that hasn’t won a World Series since 1908, and the home games are played primarily during the day. Many of our games are seen on TV by a national audience. Because they play for the Cubs, they are part of this one-of-a-kind love affair that our fans display every day.




  I’ve talked to many players, and there’s a wonderment that when you come to Wrigley Field, there’s a strong chance you’re going to be playing in front of capacity crowds. There’s incredible acceptance. Very seldom do they boo a player. Many players who leave the Cubs organization by and large think of themselves as Cubs, first and foremost.




  We want our players to come back here frequently, to have many back at Wrigley Field to sing in the seventh inning. We made a decision that we think that’s a fun way to go. Even players such as Doug Dascenzo, who might not have had the most celebrated career of all time, feel good that they’ve played for the Cubs.




  Since the early 1980s, we’ve tried to make that distinctive Cubs logo into a special brand, a twelve-months-a-year brand. It’s more than just the team’s playing for seven months, from the first of March to the end of October—hopefully—and then turning out the lights and giving way to the Bears, Bulls, and Blackhawks. We built that bridge through the Cubs Convention, which will be marking its twentieth anniversary in 2006, and which has given the fans the first chance in their lives to be around all of their childhood heroes. They have seen them in a social setting, giving them an opportunity to celebrate their allegiance. I’m amazed to see the extreme reverence afforded Andy Pafko, Don Cardwell, and all the other players who come back for two or three days to the convention. They’re treated like rock stars.
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  Players who performed for the Cubs in the 1980s and retired in the early 1990s realize that the spotlight hadn’t been very warm for that many years. When they come back to Chicago for three days in the dead of winter, it makes them feel very much alive as a baseball figure again. Their profiles are heightened and so is their love affair for the Cubs. When they continue to get invited back to Wrigley Field during the season, it makes them feel like their career is dedicated to the Cubs. It’s like a homecoming.




  The common theme from those players, even though they’re coming in during the cold weather, many from the Sunbelt, is that they’ve stepped into a collegiate atmosphere. We don’t pay them to appear at the convention. They come back because they want to see their old teammates and they want to see what’s happening with the organization.




  The Yankees and Dodgers have been viewed as the traditional gold standard in recognizing the impact of their former players. But I feel the Cubs are in the same class with their relationship with their player alumni. Andy MacPhail, Jim Hendry, and Dusty Baker have moved mountains to improve the organization. Many players certainly want to come here and play for this regime, in Wrigley Field. This is one of the elite franchises, not only in baseball, but in all of professional sports. Wrigley Field is a big part of that, of course.




  The current players observe the phenomenal fan adoration, and they realize they’ll be branded the rest of their lives as Chicago Cubs. No matter how they perform, almost all players depart here in good stead and eventually want to return as alumni.




  Being a Cub is a positive state of mind, and we’re all better for that.
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  Introduction:


  Once a Cub, Always a Cub




  You’re marked for life.




  But being an ex-Cub is no stigma. It’s a badge of honor. It’s more than likely that you put up with a lot while playing in Wrigley Field. And the fans will never forget you.




  If you’re a star, the fans will treat you like you never retired. If you were a slacker or scrubeenie, well, they’ll still remember you, want your autograph, desire to talk about the good ol’ days that may not have seemed such at the time. But the memory of those days grows more fond with each passing year.




  In the end, there’s no such thing as a lovable loser. The Cubs may have won less than any other team in existence in 1945, the date of their last pennant until the twenty-first century. And yet the hold the franchise has on their fans is unlike that of almost every other pro sports franchise in the country. Only followers of the Yankees, Dodgers, and perhaps the Red Sox have such an affinity for those who have worn their uniforms.




  Not long after the start of my sports journalism career, I became fascinated with tracking down former Cubs. I’d revel in assignments that directed me to Glenn Beckert and George Altman as they worked in the trading pits in the Chicago Board of Trade, or Dick Selma, coaching out in Fresno, California, and remembering the tight hold on many fans of the 1969 Cubs for which he served as left-field bleacher-bums cheerleader.




  Of course, you had to write about Mr. Cub if you were on the sports beat. The very first column I penned for Lerner Newspapers, a network of Chicago-neighborhood newspapers, in May 1980 took me to the Bank of Ravenswood’s main office, about two miles northwest of Wrigley Field. In one of his many postbaseball incarnations, Ernie Banks was at this point a customer service trainee for the bank when he wasn’t glad-handing on behalf of the Cubs.




  I sat down with Banks at his desk in the middle of the bank lobby and talked of the good ol’ days, then just a decade or so in the past. I began playing some vintage Cubs audio highlights on a cassette player. Banks called a colleague over to his desk, and he busied himself listening to Jack Brickhouse and Jim West call games. It was apparent that Banks set his own schedule and pace of work on one of many jobs he held, before he started working full-time as, well, Ernie Banks, by 1990 drawing a flat $15,000 fee per appearance. When Banks headlined a reunion of the 1969 Cubs twenty-three years later at Chicago’s McCormick Place, he was the only one to get his full appearance fee. His ol’ teammates all were stiffed by the suddenly cash-strapped promoter.




  Banks often verbally dances around like Muhammad Ali in the ring when you want to talk to him, but he could be pinned down occasionally. On one occasion, I called the toll-free contact number connected with him, not too hopeful of a response about the Cubs– Cardinals rivalry. But about a week later, an incoming call with the voice on the other end serenaded me with “Meet Me in St. Louis.” At first I couldn’t figure out the identity of the crooner. “Don’t you know who this is?” he protested. I then figured out it was Mr. Cub, goofing around on my time.




  I got some “A” material another time from Banks about the place he called the “Friendly Confines,” in which he always suggested, “Let’s play two.”




  “I used to try to figure it out when I played,” he said of the special bond between Cubs players and fans. “What is it about playing in Wrigley Field that’s different than most parks? If you do love the game, fans can see that. If you do not love it, fans can see it, too.




  “If you’re into it, they’re all behind you. It’s a remarkable place to play baseball.”




  Banks was gracious about Sammy Sosa’s passing up all his Cubs career offensive records.




  “I have no problem with that,” he said. “I really like to see people reach goals, move on, go to high levels and high standards. That’s what Sammy has done here. There will be standards that he will set throughout his career.”




  But he set them in a more pressurized atmosphere than Banks did.




  “For me, Hank [Aaron], Willie [Mays] and the guys who played at that time, if we were out of the race, you didn’t have that extra incentive to play hard. You played hard but not hard enough. Now, everything counts, everything means a lot and they rise to the occasion.”




  Banks is also the quintessential eternal Cub, but I discovered many others weren’t all that far behind him when I began writing regularly in 1987 for the Cubs’ publications department, putting out the monthly newspaper Vine Line and the team program magazine. A succession of editors allowed me to develop a specialty in catching up with former Cubs. I would truly begin a journey through the history of a storied franchise.




  At first it was the occasional feature. One of the early efforts tracked down a real character. Bill Faul was a right-handed pitcher in 1965–1966, usually working the second game of doubleheaders, who used to hypnotize himself before his starts. Faul would put on a record while he reclined on the trainer’s table. The record would implore the listener to throw the pitch “low-w-w and away . . . low-w-w and away.” Faul, of course, delved into hypnosis well before his time in the game and eventually wound up on one of Leo Durocher’s trucks, backing up to Triple-A Tacoma.




  In 1988, I found Faul still teaching hypnosis in Pleasant Plain, Ohio, not far from Cincinnati. He was still avant-garde, for baseball or any other walk of life. Faul claimed each of us had a little “sun” in the middle of our bodies, radiating joy and positive energy. Even as hypnosis found legitimacy in the budding sports psychology field in the 1990s, Faul was never hired by any big-league organization. He died at sixty-two in 2002.




  The appeal of former Cubs led to the debut of an “alumni club”– style column at the beginning of 1992. I quickly proceeded to contact some obvious names. My favorites became the old old-timers of the Cubs’ every-three-years pennant winners of the 1930s.




  As I scoured the country and beyond for former Cubs, I was able to track down second baseman Billy Herman, shortstop Billy Jurges, and third baseman Woody English, all of whom at their defensive positions had the best view in the house of Babe Ruth’s supposedly pointing to the bleachers to call his shot in the 1932 World Series at Wrigley Field. To a man, Herman, Jurges, and English insisted Ruth was merely pointing and jabbering at the Cubs’ third-base dugout, the inhabitants of which were taunting the Bambino. To prove their point, in 1993, a home movie surfaced showing Ruth most likely pointed at the dugout, not the crowd. The existence of the film came too late, though, to back up Herman’s assertion. He died in 1992, while Jurges passed away in 1997.




  English quickly became my favorite old-timer. In addition to print interviews, I invited him on my weekly baseball radio show, now called Diamond Gems, to link up via phone from his Newark, Ohio, home with fellow all-time Cubs Billy Williams and Glenn Beckert, both of whom were in the studio. English was thrilled to talk to the 1960s Cubs. The stories English told could have filled four or five hours of live radio.




  He lived like a king on a $15,000 annual Cubs salary in the Depression, paying off his parents’ home and driving around a luxury car. English was no fan of some special music Cubs owner Phil Wrigley commissioned to waft over Catalina Island, where the team held spring training. English did not believe Wrigley knew anything about baseball.




  In the years after he left the Cubs in 1936, English—a shortstop and leadoff man in front of slugger Hack Wilson in 1930, when the latter drove in a record 191 runs—would manage in the women’s professional baseball league in Michigan and run a little nightspot in Chicago’s Edgewater neighborhood, twenty blocks north of Wrigley Field.




  English had two favorite contemporary players. One was master bunter Brett Butler, whom English liked because he played the little man’s game in which English himself had specialized. The other became a close and cherished friend—utility player Rex Hudler.




  Now an Anaheim Angels announcer, Hudler met English in 1984 at a local department store in Newark, also the hometown of Hudler’s wife.




  “Here was a gentleman with a hat and coat on, looking real respectful,” he said. “He was a little guy. I was very attracted to his humbleness. I fell in love with Woody English, the human being and the ex-baseball player, the way he exuded humility.




  “Finally he invited me to come over to his house. He lived in a small, small place. He drove a Pinto. He had all this memorabilia on the wall. He told me stories about each picture. I asked him, ‘Do you mind if I bring my video camera over here? I want this for my children.’ ”




  Whenever Hudler came to Newark, he’d seek out English, buying him groceries and other necessities. One day he told English he wanted to buy him a new car. “What do you like, a Ford?” Hudler asked him. But the proud English declined, insisting he loved his Pinto. Hudler still would slip him $100 here or there without telling him about it.




  “Then I brought these batting gloves I wore with the Cardinals,” Hudler said “He said, ‘Rex, wow, what are these, how do these work?’ I said we wear them to hit and run bases so we don’t cut our fingers up. We compared [fielding] gloves. I was like a little kid.”




  English was proud he could still drive at age ninety in 1997. But Hudler got some tough news on the last Friday of the regular season that year. English had died.




  “The final game of the season was on Sunday,” Hudler said. “I’m with the Phillies. Woody’s family asked me when I could make it to the funeral. I said ‘Monday, the season’s over. Can you possibly wait ’til Monday?’ They said they would, and could I possibly eulogize him? Monday I showed up in the best suit I ever owned. I extolled everything Woody ever did—love, joy, passing the game on.




  “I asked the family if it was all right if I put one of my baseball cards in his casket. It was a tremendous honor for me.”




  English would have figured Hudler’s image was only a calling card.




  “He told me one of the greatest compliments: ‘Rex, when we get to heaven, we’re going to have twenty-one-year-old bodies, and I’ll let you in with Rogers Hornsby. You and him can alternate, and we’ll turn double plays together.’ He was talking about some of the greatest players of all time. I’ll always cherish that.”




  English willed Hudler his permanent big-league pass, which former players received after eight years’ service in the majors.




  The radio show, done live in its first year on the air in 1994, provided an opportunity to reunite teammates or otherwise link them up with longtime fans. One such grouping had 1945 pennant-winning mainstays Phil Cavarretta from Villa Rica, Georgia, and Andy Pafko from Mount Prospect, Illinois, on the phone with then Buffalo Bills coach Marv Levy. Why? Native Chicagoan Levy was a lifelong Cubs fan and was a young serviceman who waited in line to get into the ’45 World Series to see Cavvy and Handy Andy. The mutual admiration between two old warriors and one of their fans, fresh from four straight Super Bowls, lightened up the darkening clouds of the coming strike.




  Later interviews with Cavarretta revealed how much he felt for Cubs fans, waiting since ’45.




  “The fans in Chicago are the best,” he said in 1999. “They deserve a winner. They lose, and lose, and the ballpark is still packed.”




  Also reunited on the air was the 1953–1954 outfield of left fielder Ralph Kiner, center fielder Frankie Baumholtz, and right fielder Hank Sauer. The legend had been embellished through the years that the slow Kiner and Sauer (whose natural position was left until he had to accommodate Kiner’s arrival) always would call to the speedy Baumholtz on a fly ball in the gap, “Frankie you take it.” Baumholtz had a good laugh but insisted his outfield mates never made that plea. Baumholtz died in 1997, while Sauer, the onetime “Mayor of Wrigley Field” and longtime scout with the Giants, dropped dead in 2001 on the golf course enjoying a favorite pastime. Senior citizen Kiner soldiered on as a Mets broadcaster.




  One more Diamond Gems took place in the wake of Ken Burns’s Baseball series on PBS in the fall of 1994. Longtime Cubs scout and coach Buck O’Neil, a prominent interviewee on the Burns programs, talked with former Cubs second baseman Gene Baker live. Baker had played for O’Neil on the Negro League Kansas City Monarchs, then was the first African American to be signed by the Cubs organization in 1950. But Baker, a shortstop, languished at Triple-A Los Angeles for the better part of four seasons. The Cubs refused to bring him up, while lesser lights manned shortstop at Wrigley Field.




  Baker finally came up when another O’Neil Monarchs protégé, Ernie Banks, was signed in September 1953. Baker moved to second while he and shortstop Banks served as road roommates, a requirement for the Cubs in having any African Americans on the roster.




  “The whole thing was they were just not ready at the top,” Baker theorized on the radio. “There were a lot of clubs at the time that didn’t have any black ballplayers. They were waiting and waiting as long as they could.




  “I think the frustration was not so much as to who was playing for the Cubs. It was, fine, if they didn’t want me, there were other teams that did. But they wouldn’t sell me, either. They just kept me there.”




  After leaving the Monarchs in 1955, O’Neil scouted African American players for the Cubs, eventually signing the likes of George Altman, Lou Brock, Lou Johnson, Lee Smith, Oscar Gamble, and Joe Carter. He became the first African American coach in the majors in 1962, but management ensured he would not run the Cubs as part of the wacky rotating-coaches system of the day. O’Neil was probably more qualified to manage the Cubs than head coach Charlie Metro or any of the other coaches.




  “I knew I was capable of managing in the major leagues, especially with the Cubs,” O’Neil said. “I knew the Cubs system as well as anyone there. How could I have been too soon when I helped Gene Baker, Ernie Banks, and so many ballplayers that made good in the majors and in life? It was just a way of life and we changed it quite a bit. I can’t be bitter or say I was too soon. I was just on time.”




  Baker went on to coach and manage in the Pittsburgh Pirates organization. He died in 1999. O’Neil parlayed his national TV exposure into elder-statesman’s status, even into his 90s, for baseball, becoming the living symbol of the Negro League museum in Kansas City.




  Brock, one of O’Neil’s prize signees, is of course the centerpiece of the worst trade in Cubs history. O’Neil did not realize that Brock had another talent not shown on the diamond: elusiveness. The Hall of Fame base stealer is as pleasant a man as exists in the game when you meet him one on one. But he’s phone-ophobic. Brock simply will not pick up a phone to return a call.




  Attempts to reach him in early 2004, even with the St. Louis Cardinals’ help, were unsuccessful. Brock would not punch up a number even when he was twenty feet away from the phone at the Cards’ spring camp in Jupiter, Florida. The Cards themselves—George Altman, his best friend with the Cubs in 1962, who now lives one suburb away in the St. Louis area; and Bing Devine, the St. Louis GM who traded for him in 1964—all have had difficulty getting Brock to respond to calls.




  The one time Brock did call back was through the intercession of his son, Lou Jr., in 1992. Once captured, though, the “base burglar,” as a Cards official euphemistically calls him, can give you an earful.




  Brock originally came up with the Cubs at the end of the 1961 season. A Richard Dozer story in the Chicago Tribune at the time queried Cubs officials, who projected Brock and fellow rookie Kenny Hubbs would spend one more year in the minors and come up in 1963. But Brock and Hubbs played their way onto the Cubs in spring training 1962. Almost immediately, Brock was jerked in and out of the lineup, the raw rookie vulnerable to good left-handed pitching. But the real problem for his stumbling around in a Cubs uniform did not take hold ’til 1963.




  “I had started in center [as a rookie], but the next year I was in right field,” Brock said in ’92. “I was ready to play center, and all of a sudden I had to learn to play right, which is the difficult sun field at Wrigley Field. . . . I was not trained on how to flip the sunglasses at the right time. We had played practically all night games in the minors, and it wasn’t an issue there. Then I was in the greatest sun field in the majors. It was trial and error.”




  Indeed, in one April 1963 game, Brock messed up two seventh-inning fly balls against the Phillies, drawing the Wrigley Field fans’ boos. After the game, head coach Bob Kennedy took Brock back out to right field, hitting him fungoes—and Brock still lost the balls in the late-afternoon sun.




  Brock’s “heavy swing,” in the words of Devine, also threw off the rotating coaches of the time. In his first at bat during the Cubs’ home opener in 1962, he belted a Ray Washburn pitch all the way onto Sheffield Avenue. Several other bombs, including a near five-hundred-footer in ’62 in center, showed he had tremendous power potential, yet his true calling was with his legs. All throughout his Cardinals career, according to Devine, Brock swung like a power hitter. Fortunately, he connected enough, for 3,023 hits.




  “I didn’t swing like a leadoff hitter,” Brock said.




  Brock, who attended Southern University, also worked a long time outside baseball. In the off-season of 1962–1963, he sold heating oil “cold turkey,” door to door, in Chicago for the Humble Oil Company. But Brock said he made lifelong friends from those sales pitches, which preceded a number of business ventures outside baseball.




  He opened a florist shop in St. Louis in 1968, had a short-term interest in an auto dealership, and then tried to market the Broccabrella, an umbrella worn atop the head, in the 1970s. I saw Brock promoting the headgear at a Walgreen’s in Norridge, Illinois, on a Saturday night after a Cubs–Cardinals game at Wrigley Field in 1978.




  The Cubs’ left-field bleacher bums inspired the Broccabrella.




  “The fans threw stuff at opposing players,” he said. “One of the things that tempered them was some guy walking into the stadium with an umbrella on his head. I wanted one for pregame practice to wear in front of the fans to disarm them. I had to buy twelve hundred of them. So Al Hrabosky and I put those things on and walked out to left field. Mission accomplished, but I still had 1,198 of those umbrellas.”




  Brock made a few bucks on the Broccabrellas after Dave King-man and Manny Trillo promoted them as Cubs and the University of Wisconsin cheerleaders wore them on TV. He also dabbled in distribution of other retail products. Each spring, Brock does some instruction for the Cardinals in camp. In 1998, he bemoaned the onset of newer but smaller ballparks that cut down on his old art of stealing bases. Such a skill, though, can still be taught if the player is open-minded.




  “If [a player] can run, you can teach him the fundamentals,” Brock said. “You can teach him how to read the pitchers, then teach him the jump, teach him the lead and then the run. Those are the four primary areas.”




  Brock now helps his wife in her ministry. During a Cubs– Cardinals game in 2004, the Brocks were spotted in the Wrigley Field box seats. No word if they had any cell phones handy.




  At least Brock is spotted at public events now and then. The truly elusive former Cub is Don Young, the controversial 1969 center fielder. Rick Talley could not track down Young when he contacted all the players for his 1989 book The Cubs of ’69.




  But three years after Talley’s book was published, Young was there in the flesh in a reunion of the ’69 Cubs in Chicago. Choosing not to say much even then, Young revealed that he was a kind of roustabout in Colorado, working in the construction of the new Denver airport. Young and Ron Santo had long put their midseason ’69 conflict behind them. Santo was never as warmly welcomed at Wrigley Field in his playing career afterward, following comments perceived as critical of Young, who goofed up two ninth-inning fly balls to lose a game to the Mets at Shea Stadium. Young wasn’t even well-paid for being in the eye of the storm then. He was paid $12,000 in ’69.




  Young could make some money that he didn’t earn in the majors if he decided to attend card shows. Several memorabilia experts said his autograph would be highly in demand due to his near-hermit status.




  If the trade of Brock robbed the Cubs of their speed later in the 1960s, a deal that dispatched Andre Thornton cut down on their power production in the latter half of the 1970s. Even though he impressed at first base in 1974 and 1975, Thornton was foolishly dealt away to Montreal in early 1976 for pitcher Steve Renko and outfielder–first baseman Larry Biittner. Thornton landed in Cleveland, where he found a home on and off the field.




  By the 1990’s, Thornton had established his own consulting firm, helping companies improve their images. “Treat others with uncompromising truth” and “mentor unselfishly” were some of Thornton’s corporate words to live by.




  “For years, we thought that all business needed was the management-by-objective philosophy,” Thornton said. “It doesn’t matter how things get done—just get it done. But it does matter.” If only Enron and a slew of other companies had listened to him.




  He applied his management analysis to his Cubs days.




  “The Cubs were an organization going through restructuring and changes,” Thornton said. “We did have some good young players, some good young pitchers included, but it might not have been the best atmosphere for them to develop. There was no vision at that point as to where the Cubs were going.”




  Thornton had been traded to the Cubs from the Atlanta Braves for Joe Pepitone in 1973. “Pepi” seemed the same old character at a sports memorabilia show in 2002. He stepped right out of the 1970s with modishly long hair, probably purchased, and a charcoal grey suit and turtleneck shirt. The Brooklyn boy worked as a gladhander for Yankees owner George Steinbrenner with sponsors and VIPs at Yankee Stadium.




  As a Cub, Pepitone was the first player to bring a hair dryer to the clubhouse. He’d arrive at the ballpark on a big hog of a motorcycle, rubbing sleep out of his eyes after some enthusiastic night-crawling and socializing.




  “I had three years [in Chicago] and loved every minute of it,” he said. “We loosened the ballclub up a little bit.”




  Pepitone probably did not frequent the kind of neighborhood pubs where you would have found several ex-Cubs in recent years in eastern Pennsylvania and New Jersey. Ol’ outfielder Johnny Callison and Mitch “Wild Thing” Williams took turns as bartenders at different establishments. Williams also had a multiyear run as manager of an independent minor-league team in Atlantic City.




  Vying with Pepitone as a clothes fiend was outfielder Dwight Smith. Smitty still lights it up in the sartorial league when he attends the Cubs Convention each January. He even tried minor-league hitting instruction with the Tampa Bay Devil Rays, a stint that ended after the 2003 season. He could be a professional national anthem singer, a talent he once displayed before a 1989 game at Wrigley Field.




  Enjoying a longer tenure in the minors is Leon “Bull” Durham, closer to his native Cincinnati now as a coach for the Triple-A Toledo Mud Hens, the Detroit Tigers’ top farm club. Durham formerly had to go cross-continent to work as a coach at Triple-A Vancouver. The former slugging first baseman still has a goal of coming back to coach in the majors.




  Durham was part of a close-knit team in 1984. But two ex-Cubs took the definition of a team as a “family” literally about a decade back. Ace sinker-baller Rick Reuschel and outfielder Scot Thompson became fast friends on the 1979 Cubs. Years later, after Reuschel had moved to Pittsburgh, he began dating Thompson’s sister, Barbara. The two later married. Now in-laws Reuschel and Thompson live near each other in a Pittsburgh suburb.




  Reuschel and brother Paul were among three sets of brothers to play for the Cubs in the 1970s. First baseman Hal Breeden and catcher Danny Breeden played cameo roles in 1971. The Tyrone brothers, Jim and Wayne, had stints in the outfield from 1972 to 1976, although they never played on the Cubs together. The Tyrones held a number of jobs, such as selling cars, delivering for FedEx and working for a veterinarian after their careers before settling on baseball instruction in their native Texas.




  [image: Dwight Smith. Author photo.]




  You can easily reach Bill Hands, the baseball writers’ choice as Chicago Player of the Year in 1969 for his 20–14 season, at his home at the eastern end of Long Island. Hands operated a fuel-oil company when he wasn’t taking advantage of the locally fine fishing before he retired. But you won’t find him stalking his old team when they come through Shea Stadium; it’s a one-hundred-mile drive through heavy traffic.




  Down in the Caribbean, ol’ lefty reliever Willie Hernandez ran a construction business in his native Puerto Rico for years until selling it in 2002. He wanted to get back into baseball. And in his hometown of Nassau, the Bahamas, former shortstop Andre Rodgers ran a sporting goods store and dabbled in real estate before retiring to the golf course.




  Hernandez bullpen mate Bruce Sutter baffled hitters with devilish split-fingered fastball that made him perhaps the trickiest relief pitcher of modern times starting out in 1976. He won the Cy Young Award in 1979. But more recently, Sutter shies away from most interviews. A resident of suburban Kennesaw near Atlanta, he prefers to go on long hunting expeditions, in both the nearby piney woods and overseas. But when he was around town, he had a positive effect on the Cubs’ present. Sutter’s son, Ben, and Cubs center fielder Corey Patterson were best friends. Patterson was able to get extra hitting in at Sutter’s batting cage.




  Patterson and the younger Sutter played baseball together, helping capture the 1998 Georgia state title for Harrison High School in Kennesaw. Pops Sutter helped spearhead fund-raising for a new baseball field at the school, making it one of the best in the state.




  “It was all privately funded, and we had to raise a lot of money doing a lot of golf tournaments and other events,” Sutter said back in early 2000.




  Sutter’s scouting report on Patterson, then just a first-year minor-leaguer at the time: “He’s got the right attitude. If he strikes out four times or hits four homers, he’s going to be the same when he walks off the field. He’s going to be a special player.”




  Sutter was a special reliever who still possessed the best split-fingered fastball of modern times. He was let go through Greg Maddux–style management bungling, but he harbored no ill feelings toward his old team. And he was not upset that his logical induction to the Hall of Fame was dragging out over the years.




  Ex-Cubs relievers maintained the faith of their convictions long after retirement. One-time closer Lindy McDaniel, who had a 13–7 record with twenty-two saves in 1963, maintained the ministry that he began as a pitcher. When he wasn’t serving as a Church of Christ preacher, he was behind the plow at his farm near Hollis, Oklahoma.




  “I have a whole series [of sermons] based on sports,” McDaniel said. “I deal with the emotions of a Christian that relate a lot to my background in baseball. I preach that unless people are emotionally involved in what they’re doing, they won’t live up to their potential. In baseball, when you cross the white line, you’re emotionally involved.




  “I’m not a yeller and a shouter,” he said of his sermonizing style. “I preach what will do the most good [for the congregation] at a particular time. The Bible is so full of sermon ideas.”




  McDaniel had to possess a lot of faith in his greatest Cubs moment on June 7, 1963. Executing a cleverly rehearsed play, McDaniel picked off Willie Mays at second with the bases loaded and one out in a 2–2 game in the top of the tenth at Wrigley Field. Then McDaniel struck out Ed Bailey on three pitches. When he led off the bottom of the inning, McDaniel slugged a game-winning homer, one of only three in his twenty-year career.




  Unlike many former big leaguers whose memories of their feats can be inaccurate or foggy, McDaniel had a steel-trap mind. He recalled that in his downer 1–7 season in 1964, two losses stemmed from broken-bat hits while two others were caused by bad hops over infielders’ heads.




  Randy Myers also could handle a heavy workload in relief. Still holder of the Cubs record for saves with fifty-three in 1993, Myers suddenly showed up in the Wrigley Field press box ten years later, on a side trip from a family gathering in the area. Hobnobbing with the media seemed unusual for Myers, not unfriendly but slow in talking after games due to his rigorous workout schedule. Myers, a longtime resident of Vancouver, Washington, still claimed he could throw up to ninety miles per hour, but shoulder surgery finally ended his career.




  Former lefty reliever Bill Henry, who teamed with the late Don Elston to make up an effective bullpen in 1958–1959, landed as a dispatcher for two mooring companies that handled huge cargo ships in the Houston Ship Channel. The work of Henry and Elston was so impressive that baseball writer Jerome Holtzman began a campaign to make the save an official statistic, which finally took place in 1969. Baseball was changed as a result.




  Phil Regan had seventeen saves for the Cubs in 1969. But through a number of gigs—Cubs pitching coach (1997–1998), Baltimore Orioles manager when Cal Ripken Jr. set the new iron man record in 1995, minor-league manager in his native Grand Rapids—Regan never admitted he threw the spitter. “I don’t talk off the record,” he said. So what was that pitch that broke so sharply and caused the umpires to practically strip-search him on the mound one day in 1968? “Sinkers,” Regan replied with a straight face.




  Regan’s 1969 submarining bullpen teammate was Ted Abernathy, who settled into a landscaping business in Gastonia, North Carolina. In an earlier Cubs stint in 1965, Abernathy set the games-pitched record of eighty-four. “I warmed up in thirty-seven more that I didn’t get in,” he said. “But I had the arm where I could pitch every day. I could pitch three, four days in a row, rest a day and come right back.”




  Abernathy pitched before and after the brief flowering of reliever Chuck “Twiggy” Hartenstein in 1967. After working as an advance scout for the Anaheim Angels, Hartenstein retired to Austin, Texas.




  Footnote Cubs kind of stayed that way—low profile. Jimmy Qualls, one of nine center fielders in 1969 along with the elusive Young, moved to a western part of Illinois nicknamed “Forgot-tonia” for its rural, remote status in relation to Chicago. Qualls managed Hancock Service, a fertilizer, chemical, and seed company in West Point, Illinois, twenty-five miles northeast of Quincy and the home stomping grounds of the Reuschel brothers, Rick and Paul.




  Living on a twelve-acre lot “right out in the middle of the boonies,” Qualls and his family raised a few chickens. The quietude enabled him to time-trip back to July 9, 1969, at Shea Stadium, when he broke up Tom Seaver’s perfect game with a one-out single in the ninth.




  “It was a fastball right down the middle,” Qualls said. “He laid it right in there. I was nervous. When I got to first, I was shaking so much. Everyone was booing me.”




  A month earlier, Qualls did the most famous somersault in Cubs history. At Cincinnati’s Crosley Field, he tried to score by doing a flip over Reds catcher Pat Corralaes. Qualls missed the plate while Corrales missed the tag. Both reversed course in a mad scramble back to the plate, with Qualls winning by putting his hand in before the tag.




  “I landed on my back,” Qualls said. “As I went up, he [Corrales] caught my leg and flipped me on my back. I just turned over and got to the plate, bam-bam, ahead of him.”




  Another footnote Cub with a distinctive name and parentage was Pete LaCock. A backup outfielder–first baseman from 1972 to 1976, LaCock was the son of Hollywood Squares host Peter Marshall. He did not follow Dad into show business, though.




  “I’m kind of a ‘homebody,’ ” LaCock said. “I want some place to call home. My dad was gone the whole time. He did all sorts of things. At first I resented it, but then I realized that was his job. I’m so proud of him. Because of him, I could have [pursued an entertainment career], but it didn’t interest me. I liked the challenge of sports.”




  And he still liked athletic challenges after his baseball career ended. An Overland Park, Kansas, resident, LaCock ran triathlons, the endurance test combining a ten-mile run, a fifty-six-mile bike ride, and a 1.5-mile swim. Otherwise, he dialed down to run marathons to raise money for leukemia research as executive director of the Leukemia Society of America’s Mid-America Chapter. And he found time to help run a hitting academy.




  LaCock was always a freer spirit than most. As a rookie in 1972, walking down Michigan Avenue, he spotted the Wrigley Building and decided to call upon Cubs owner Phil Wrigley. Admitted to his office, LaCock learned that Wrigley slipped into the left-field bleachers disguised as a senior citizen fan to surreptitiously watch games. Also desiring to practice yoga on the field with teammates Bob Locker and Bill Bonham, LaCock was told by Wrigley’s lieutenants to perform what they thought were radical exercises out of sight from the fans.




  Meanwhile, Steve Lake, a backup catcher in two stints (1983– 1986 and 1993), went to the birds, literally, after his playing days ended. Lake and wife Patti maintained forty breeding pairs of large parrots in a nineteen-hundred-square-foot bird shed near Phoenix. Included in the menagerie were several pairs of giant hyacinth macaws; hand-fed babies sold for $6,500 and up. The Lakes had a five-person waiting list for the hyacinths.




  “You can’t explain it,” Lake said when he doubled as a Phillies minor-league instructor. “One thing leads to another.” He even produced a baseball card with himself and one of his cockatoos.




  The parrots supervised an additional Lake animal collection of ten head of cattle, six horses, five exotic tortoises, four dogs, and a goat.




  The Cubs had their own Frank Thomas, and he was almost as strong as the South Sider’s Big Hurt. The elder Frank Thomas spent a season-plus shuttling in and out of the lineup in 1960 and into 1961. In retirement in Pittsburgh after working as a classroom rep for the ICM School of Business, Thomas found himself fielding autograph requests for the other Thomas.




  “I get fifteen to twenty cards a week for Frank Thomas to sign,” he said of his White Sox namesake. “His address isn’t in the book [used by autograph seekers]; I write back and say it’s not me.”




  Another distinctive Cubs name was “Handsome Ransom” Jackson. Randy Jackson was a pretty fair third baseman from 1950 to 1955 and then again in 1959. Going into the insurance business after his last Cubs season, Jackson retired to his longtime home in Athens, Georgia.




  Jackson confirmed that Cubs players of his day got signals of upcoming pitches from an operative in the famed Wrigley Field center-field scoreboard.




  “One of the guys would stick a foot out [of an open numbers slot],” he said. “One foot was for a curveball, two feet was a fast-ball. It just was for a few months. Milwaukee claimed we cheated, so they sent someone up into the scoreboard.”




  Authoring the most famous manager’s tirade of modern times, Lee Elia did not lose out on his baseball career long term. Although the classy baseball lifer was fired four months after his expletive-deleted rant about Cubs fans early in 1983, the one-time Cubs utility infielder went on to manage the Phillies and later was a trusted top coach for Lou Piniella in both Seattle and Tampa Bay.




  “I want to stay in the game until the Lord takes me,” Elia said. “Baseball’s my life.”




  That passion came out in the most memorable way when, in between profanities, Elia bellowed into Les Grobstein’s whirring tape recorder, “Eighty-five percent of the world is working, but the 15 percent who come out here to Wrigley Field have nothing better to do than heap abuse and criticism on the team. Why don’t they go out and look for jobs?”




  For the record, Elia said those comments were never directed at Cubs fans in general—just a drunken few who were physically and verbally abusing his players after another tough loss.




  “My sadness is, the tirade was something that made the papers and the airwaves and should have stayed in the locker room,” Elia said. “It wasn’t the way it came out, if that makes sense. . . . That’s the inexperience of my first [managerial] job at the major-league level. I was too aggressive, too young in my first tenure.”




  Still another former manager, Jim Lefebvre, returned to coaching hitters before and after a short stint as Milwaukee Brewers manager at the end of the 1998 season. Most recently, Lefebvre was trying to establish links to the nascent baseball program in mainland China, which was thought by some to be a potential source of future talent.




  Jim Marshall, manager from 1974 to 1976 (and a Cubs player in 1958–1959), landed as U.S. scout for the Orix Blue Wave of the Japanese Pacific League. Marshall had played in Japan, so he knew the lay of the land. But he also had some unfinished business from 1976. He disagreed with the remembrance of former Cubs GM Salty Saltwell that he orchestrated the trade of budding slugger Andre Thornton to the Montreal Expos, a year before Thornton became a first-base star with the Cleveland Indians.




  Completing a trifecta of former Cubs with strong connections to the Far East, former pitcher Jim Colborn served a spell as Pacific Rim coordinator for the Seattle Mariners before he landed as Los Angeles Dodgers’ pitching coach. Colborn’s memory of how Leo Durocher handled young Cubs pitchers like himself in 1969–1971? “We were like puppies who were being whipped,” he said.




  Sometimes you don’t give up the ghost of playing too easily. Catcher Rick Wilkins, who slugged thirty homers and batted .303 for the 1993 Cubs, hung on through injuries to still play in the Northern League with the Joliet (Illinois) Jackhammers in 2003. “The simple fact is I love to play baseball,” Wilkins said then. “I still have skills, bat speed, foot speed, and arm strength to help a club out.”




  Even older was former outfielder Mel Hall, helping out Ray Burris with hitting instruction at his Fort Worth sports academy in 2001. Hall thought he could still hit. Like Wilkins, he turned to the independent minor leagues as a last-chance outlet. Hall was last spotted as the designated hitter for manager Les Lancaster, another former Cub, for the Corpus Christi (Texas) team in 2003.




  Being a center fielder must breed a desire for privacy. Joining Don Young on the elusiveness beat were the likes of Adolfo Phillips, “Tarzan Joe” Wallis, Brock Davis, and Cleo James. The last started in left field in place of Billy Williams when the iron man Cub ended his streak of 1,117 consecutive games played.




  But no matter where you end up, no matter how low or high your profile is, you remain a Cub forever. There are far worse things to be called. And when the Cubs finally put together their dynasty, you’ll be the toast of your town because you once wore the blue pinstripes. It’s a lifetime appointment.
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  Dawson’s Still Awesome at Fifty




  Whenever Andre Dawson steps onto Wrigley Field, you’re automatically drawn to him. Nothing’s changed since the days he was “Awesome Dawson,” a player of utterly regal bearing who was enveloped in a city’s love simply by doing what he was paid to do.




  If there was a rating on character, Dawson would have been eleven on a ten scale. He was old old-school. His word—and he rationed his verbiage like few other big leaguers—was his bond. Longtime Cubs-clubhouse generalissimo Yosh Kawano worked for half a century in the locker room, rating Dawson the best man he ever had over the hundreds and hundreds of Cubs he shepherded.




  Now Dawson, still lean but physically imposing at fifty, makes sure he comes into Chicago on the annual visit of the Florida Marlins, for whom he works as a special assistant to president David Samson. He’ll invent other reasons to come back to a city he adopted—and which adopted him. And whenever he alights in Chicago, whether at the ballpark or some special off-the-field event, he’s swarmed. The city has never forgotten Dawson, and vice versa.




  “Chicago is like a second home for me,” said Dawson as he laid down his fungo bat and sat in the visitor’s dugout. Seeing him there seems doubly strange, beyond the fact that he’s not wearing a Cubs uniform. You just can’t get used to the idea of Dawson the coach or instructor, lobbing balls into the air instead of swinging his bat like a lethal toothpick. Time stops for nobody, so Dawson is nearly a decade past his last swing in anger.




  But the erstwhile Second City is timeless for him.




  “I do have a lot of ties, a lot of friends here,” he said. “I always look for a lot of situations to get back to the city. I can’t really just sit here and say what this city did for me. It was phenomenal. Had it been anywhere else, I don’t think I would have had the same reaction. This city did a lot for me in transforming me not as a player but my whole life. I’m forever going to be grateful for that.”




  [image: Andre Dawson and long-time clubhouse man Yosh Kawano at Wrigley Field, September 10, 2004. Author photo.]




  The fans “salaamed” en masse for Dawson’s slugging feats in 1987, when he signed a blank contract the Cubs filled in for a $500,000 base. His forty-nine-homer, 137-RBI output was just about the outer limits by the standards of the day, thrilling the Wrigley Field masses so much that the fans roared for him to belt a homer in his last home at bat of the season. He obliged, of course, a la The Natural. Dawson went on to capture the Most Valuable Player honors, along with the fans’ hearts, overcoming aching knees for another five memorable seasons ’til he was let go as a free agent, signing with the Boston Red Sox.




  Now he has split loyalties. The lifelong Miami resident keeps a sane family life by working for his hometown Marlins instructing kids at both the big-league and minor-league levels. He’ll skip most road trips, except the Chicago swing. Of course, that included a 2003 postseason that will never be forgotten in either Chicago or Miami.




  Dawson walked out onto Wrigley Field late in the afternoon of October 15, 2003, figuring he might see his old team clinch a World Series berth. Instead, the Marlins would go on to shockingly punch their own Fall Classic ticket, earning Dawson his first-ever World Series ring.




  “The good thing was, one of the teams had to win,” he said. “If the Marlins had lost, I would have been very excited for Chicago, for Dusty [Baker], Sammy [Sosa], and the fact it happened for someone I could be happy. From a personal standpoint, this [Marlins] team opened some eyes for a lot of people.




  “I had to look at it with the perspective that I had a lot of ties here, my heart was here with the city and these fans, but I was the opposition, not from a player perspective, but just as an executive.”




  If the Cubs rudely allowed Dawson to leave after the 1992 season, the Marlins were bursting with class in allowing him to continue in baseball at home. General manager Dave Dombrowski brought him on as a part-time player to finish out his final two seasons in 1995–1996. Several years later, after fishing became repetitive, Dombrowski arranged for Dawson to wear the uniform again on a part-time basis as a special assistant.




  Life after baseball couldn’t have worked out any better for where Dawson expected to be.




  “I’m enjoying retirement,” he said. “I didn’t know what I would do outside baseball. It took me a little while to get situated, settle down, get it out of my system, and enjoy my family and get on with the rest of my life.




  “After three years, I made a determination that I wanted to get involved in the game in some aspects. Maybe not put the uniform on full-time, but get close to the players again. Be on that side of the game more so than upper management. I had a unique opportunity to do both. I made the decision that it would be worth my while, stay home, make my own schedule, do some of the things that I’d like to do with my involvement in the game. It’s worked out really well.”




  Dawson’s children, Darius and Amber, were born in 1989 and 1990, respectively. So they didn’t bear the full brunt of Pops leaving while they were in school, of being away for so many summers during their formative years. As a result, he feels blessed.




  “The kids were still at a young age, and I didn’t want to miss my kids’ growing up,” he said. “I may have retired a little bit sooner when I think about it. But the Marlins’ giving me a chance to come home made it easier to stick around a couple more years. I was a role player, a clubhouse influence, a mentor. I didn’t mind that at all. I was able to sleep in my own bed.”




  Now he can coach Darius, an outfielder who was shifted to second base in high school baseball in 2004. But if you think Dawson is running a baseball school for his son, think again.




  “I make sure I put my time in with him,” Dawson said. “But I also realize someone else is supervising him. I sit back a little bit and let the other coaches do their thing. I just talk to him more on a basic and fundamental way about certain things you expect for yourself.




  “I’m the type of individual who stresses academics more than recreation. I try to keep the game fun for him. I don’t think expectations have to be made. It’s a form of recreation, and you have to get your academics in order to be out there for recreation. I have to be more of a father figure than a coach. The true mentors are your parents, not your coaches. That’s what I try to do as a parent.”




  That Dawson glare is so powerful that words need not accompany it. So Darius and Amber ensure that when report cards are brought home, they won’t bring a reaction from Dad.




  “Their mom [Vanessa] is the first one to see it,” he said. “They work very hard, especially my daughter. She absolutely has to be at the top of her class, in the top five. It makes me feel good as a parent; she asks those expectations of herself.




  “For Darius there was a point of time where he felt as long as he did enough to get by, it would be satisfactory. He saw me starting to put the hammer down a little bit because I stressed education more than anything else. Now he’s in a unique situation where he can possibly get a scholarship to go to college, but the grades and the SAT scores have to be up. All of this stuff has to sink in, and it’s made him a better student.”




  The expectations that Dawson hopes his children possess for their own lives can hardly even match the ones he always has had for himself.




  “What a lot of people miss with me is that outward image of being a very serious person,” he said. “I’m a very sensitive person. I’m a perfectionist. If you put forth your best effort all the time, you’ll come close or meet all your goals. The youngsters, whether my kids or guys in the game, I try to stress the most that you’re in a unique position to have an opportunity to be one of the elite at what you do. You have to know how to make adjustments to situations.




  “You can’t be satisfied with mediocrity. Maybe this was a thing or two that was instilled in me in my upbringing. But I just feel if I can share that with people who look up to me, it makes everything worth my while.”




  Fifteen years ago, while slugging away as a Cub, Dawson projected that he would never manage because young players even then did not have the same kind of dedication that propelled him forward. In 2004, he also lifted his eyebrows at the play of some veterans.




  “If you don’t work on your fundamentals once you do get to the major-league level, it’s a learning process all over again. Kids at the minor-league level do work a lot harder than once they get here to the major leagues. You have to put the work in down there. The game can be easy up here if you allow it to be. If you don’t have the proper preparation, it won’t be tolerated up here.




  “That’s an absolute no-no [fundamental mistakes by veterans]. You’ve been in those situations before. The experience should say a lot about the lessons learned. You don’t want to come here and make the same mistakes over and over. You lapse a little bit, get a little lackadaisical. Not that they take for granted they’re here, but their comfort level is a little different when you’re going to be out there every day.”




  Dawson never ended up managing. But he ended up softening his view to a modest degree as he’s worked with the Marlins’ youngsters.




  “There are many individuals that I have come across the last few years it’s been a true pleasure and joy to work with,” he said. “Miguel Cabrera made the jump from Double-A and opened the eyes of people the way he performed for the organization. When you have an opportunity to work with a kid like that and they’re willing to work, you really want to go that extra mile. You want to see that progress on a continuous basis.




  “The unique thing about the job I have is to go around to minor-league affiliates while this team is on the road. I work with the youngsters, evaluate them, and talk to them about the game. It’s a joy and a pleasure. You can see the look on a lot of their faces. They’re intent; they’re willing to listen. For some reason, they’ll put forth the effort, that extra effort during the time you’re there.”




  The Marlins are glad Dawson has desired to continue to work in baseball, even if he’s not with the parent club full-time.




  “Just having Hawk around has a tremendous influence on these players,” manager Jack McKeon said. “Here’s a guy who’s been MVP, has had a tremendous career. He spends a lot of time with our outfielders like Cabrera and giving our young hitters some advice. Sometimes I can pick his brain on what looks good in the minor leagues. Any guy who has his background has their respect.




  “He’s a great guy. I think he’s helped us out a lot. He’s helped a lot of the young guys mature and become established big leaguers.”




  Dawson’s presence especially impresses a fellow Miami native such as third baseman Mike Lowell.




  “I followed him because he was an All-Star,” Lowell said. “He went to one of the rival district high schools, on Andre Dawson Field. We always talked where he put some of the balls where he hit. You followed him as much as anyone.”




  Younger players could take inspiration from Dawson’s ability to overcome twelve knee operations. A gifted high school player in football-crazed Florida, Dawson first injured a knee while a prep star. Since arthroscopic surgery had not been perfected in the early 1970s, the knee was carved up in the surgery. More surgeries on both knees would follow through the next two decades, even as he starred for the Montreal Expos, then the Cubs.




  But Dawson’s dedication to preparing himself to play was legendary. He’d get to the ballpark early for treatment and workouts. In 1989, he came back to the Cubs lineup early after one May surgery, barely functioning at 60 percent, in order to be an on-field role model for Cubs youngsters like Jerome Walton and Dwight Smith.




  Now, well into middle age, he’s eventually going to have to pay the piper. With his knees going bone on bone after the removal of most cartilage, Dawson will face knee replacements.




  “I’ll have the knee problems for life,” he said. “It’s basically left up to me. The best-case scenario is to bite the bullet, bide your time, and hold off as long as you possibly can. The other thing is to get them done and have a different lifestyle. I played with the injuries so long, it’s just a way of life. What I do now is see how long I can hold off. I need the replacements.”




  Dawson’s knees ached throughout his MVP season in Chicago in 1987. But the pain was more than counterbalanced by the affection showered upon him by the fans.




  He had thought about playing for the Cubs two years earlier. A conversation in the same Wrigley Field visitor’s dugout one September afternoon in 1985 revealed that Dawson would consider coming to Chicago if he could not re-sign a long-term deal with Montreal. The fans sensed Dawson could be one of their heroes over the next season, exhorting him to come to the Cubs from their perches in the bleachers. And when Montreal predictably went the cheapest route in not electing to re-sign one of their greatest-ever players after the 1986 season, Dawson headed on a southwestern course.




  But his path was at first blocked by the owners’ collusion on salaries that prevailed at the time. Dawson and agent Dick Moss practically camped outside the Cubs’ spring training headquarters in Mesa, Arizona, campaigning along with the fans to be let into the place. Finally, Cubs general manager Dallas Green relented to Dawson’s request to be signed to a blank contract. Green filled in a base salary of $500,000, added incentives for winning major awards and so forth, and Dawson was put to work as the starting right fielder.




  Dawson began hammering the ball from Day One. During one game in St. Louis in which Cardinals announcer Jack Buck filled in for a stroke-recovering Harry Caray on the Cubs’ telecast, Dawson came to bat against reliever Todd Worrell with the bases loaded. Respecting Dawson immensely, Cards manager Whitey Herzog counseled Worrell that whatever he did, he was not to walk the slugger. Worrell obliged, grooving a grand-slam homer to Dawson while a chagrined Buck had to call the play against his own team for Chicago viewers.




  On July 6, Dawson belted two homers at Wrigley Field against the San Diego Padres. The next day, he slammed another homer against Padres starter Eric Show in the first inning. Angered by Dawson’s spree, Show hit him in the face with a pitch in his next at bat. Still stunned and in pain, Dawson charged Show and had to be restrained by a gaggle of Cubs. The donnybrook ranged all over the infield before Dawson and Show were escorted to their respective clubhouses. Soon afterward, Show had to leave the ballpark under police escort.




  Even a stitched-up face couldn’t slow Dawson. He shifted into an even higher gear on August 1, slamming three homers against the Philadelphia Phillies at Wrigley Field. For the remainder of August, Dawson had twelve more homers and twenty-four RBIs. He single-handedly kept the Cubs above .500 through Labor Day, before the wear and tear of talent holes dropped them to 76–86 with a horrible September.




  “It was storybook,” he said of the 1987 season. “I could never write that sort of script, honestly. Things just happened for me on a daily basis. It was a dream-type season. You couldn’t ask for anything more. I said it all along—I owed that season to the fans because they allowed me to relax here. They embraced me from Day One, and the only thing I had to do was play baseball.”




  A two-way tribute between Dawson and the fans took place in his final home at bat on September 27, 1987. With forty-six homers—an enormous total at the time—already to his credit, a capacity Wrigley Field throng rose en masse for a thunderous ovation. They pleaded with Dawson to hit one more for them. Cardinals reliever Bill Dawley, who had given up Dawson’s first Wrigley Field hit and home run as a Cub the previous April 9, was on the mound.




  “In all honesty, all I swung at was one pitch—3-and-1,” he said. “I was so comfortable in that at bat. I knew what his pitch repertoire was. I knew basically how he was going to pitch me. It was just a matter of being patient and getting the right pitch and then letting the bat head fly. You’d figure I’d get a fastball. On 3-and-1, I got a change-up. I had gotten my comfort level with him so down pat that it didn’t matter what he threw. If it was out over the plate, I was going to hit the ball hard somewhere.”




  The crowd went berserk as Dawson powered number forty-seven. The odds against belting a homer that the assembled demanded were astronomical. But nothing was impossible in Dawson’s special season.




  “I heard the fans from my approach in the on-deck circle,” he said. “From that point, you’re locked in. After I hit the home run, you hear the crowd noise, but then it seems it goes away. At the point you hit home plate, it gets magnified again. You’re not blocking it out; you hear it some more. At that particular instance, it all kind of dawns on you that, ‘Hey, I did something that the fans really called and asked for.’ ”




  Dawson finished with forty-nine homers and 137 RBIs. The Cubs finished last in the National League East due to the collapse-ridden final month. Dawson clearly was the NL’s most outstanding player. Some criticism was levied at the baseball writers’ choice of Dawson as Most Valuable Player on a cellar dweller. But through the years, his MVP honor is as legitimate as anyone else’s.




  Dawson’s home-run numbers dropped to twenty-four in 1988, when the ball was apparently “dejuiced” after the lively 1987 power production. They fell further in 1989 when he was hobbled by the aftereffects of knee surgery. Dawson was a flop at the plate in the National League Championship Series against the San Francisco Giants. Giants batting coach Dusty Baker tried a psych job on ol’ pal Dawson, vowing that manager Roger Craig and his pitchers would not let Dawson beat them. Challenged, he became overanxious at the plate, swinging at bad pitches. Years later, Dawson was his own worst critic, lamenting that he should have been more patient, taken his walks and provided the Cubs an extra base runner each time he took his base.
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Andre Dawson and long-time clubhouse man Yosh Kawano at Wrigley
Field, September 0, 2004. Author photo.
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