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  Prologue




  WHEN I WAS A BOY MY GREATEST JOY




  WAS GOING TO A BALLGAME.




  I COULD HARDLY WAIT FOR THE APPOINTED DATE




  COUNTING HOURS ’TIL THAT DAY CAME.




  AT NIGHT I’D DREAM OF MY FAVORITE TEAM




  THEY WERE THE BROOKLYN DODGERS.




  JACKIE AND DUKE, PEE WEE AND NEWK




  AND A BIG GUY NAMED GIL HODGES




  MY MOM WOULD PACK A TASTY SNACK




  BUT I HARDLY HAD TIME TO EAT IT.




  THE GAME FLEW BY WITH THE BLINK OF AN EYE




  AND SOON IT WAS TIME TO BEAT IT.




  I’D SCREAM AND SHOUT ’TIL THE FINAL OUT




  AND USE UP ALL MY HANKIES




  WE CRUSHED THE CUBS, ALL NL CLUBS




  WHY COULDN’T WE BEAT THE YANKEES




  NOW I’M A MAN AND STILL A FAN




  BUT THE GAME I FEAR IS CHANGING




  PLAYERS WAIT, THEY PROCRASTINATE




  WHAT ARE THEY REARRANGING?




  THEY SCRATCH AND PAW, THEY SPIT AND CLAW




  NO WONDER THEY NEED A SHOWER.




  IT’S HARD TO BEAR AND NOW I SWEAR,




  THEY MUST BE PAID BY THE HOUR.




  My love affair with this game called baseball began when I was six. I started following my Brooklyn Dodgers through the warm, soft, syrupy, southern tones of Red Barber, “the Old Redhead,” pouring like molasses through my radio, and by checking the box scores in my morning newspaper. I saw my first game at Ebbets Field on May 8, 1942 (my Dodgers of Dolph Camilli, Pete Reiser, PeeWee Reese, Joe “Ducky” Medwick, Arky Vaughn, and Billy Herman beat the New York Giants of Mel Ott, Johnny Mize, Billy Jurges, and Dick Bartell 7–6; I was hooked), and my first no-hitter on April 23, 1946, pitched against the Boston Braves by a Dodgers pitcher with the unlikely name of Ed Head, who won only two other games that season and had a career record of 27–23 for five major league seasons, all with the Dodgers; and I cajoled my aunt to teach me long division before it was taught in school so that I could figure out batting averages.




  This love affair continues to this day, some seven decades later, and remains ongoing, for better and for worse.




  The “worse” is interleague play, the designated hitter, the wild card, five-man pitching rotations, managing by computer, umpiring by television replay, free agency, pitch counts, “quality starts” defined as going six innings and surrendering three earned runs, pitchers who rarely finish what they start, three-and-a-half-hour games, Velcro (why must every batter after every pitch step out of the batter’s box, unfasten the Velcro on his gloves, and then refasten it before getting back in the box, thereby adding countless minutes to the length of the game?), and relief pitchers, or “closers,” who don’t report for work until the ninth inning.




  The “better” is that the game itself has changed little over the past almost two centuries. It’s still basically the same game that was invented by Abner Doubleday—or Alexander Cartwright, or Bobby Valentine, or Tony LaRussa, or Billy Beane.




  Imagine the foresight and genius of the framers of this great game who placed the bases ninety feet apart, the pitching rubber sixty feet, six inches from home plate, deployed nine men on a side, established the length of a game at nine innings and decreed that each half-inning shall consist of three outs.




  The game of baseball must be great to have survived the fools that have run it. It is great because it is particularly unique, made so by nine (notice the symmetry here!) reasons baseball stands apart from the three other major team sports.




  •   Dress Code: Baseball is the only sport in which the manager (or coach) wears the same uniform as the players (thank heaven we have been spared the sight of Red Auerbach, Rick Majerus, and Lou Carnesecca in short pants).




  The reason baseball insists on managers dressing like the players is that a manager is not allowed on the field in street clothes—but unlike in the other major sports, managers often spend time on the field talking to pitchers during the games. Since all participants must be dressed uniformly (hence the term “uniforms”), the managers must be dressed like the players.




  In baseball there have been two notable exceptions. Connie Mack, who managed the Philadelphia Athletics for fifty-three years (he won a record 3,778 games and lost a record 4,025) and was a part owner of the team, sat in the dugout wearing a suit, a high starched collar and tie, and a hat. He was not permitted on the field. He sent a coach dressed in a uniform to the mound to make pitching changes, which produced one of my favorite stories, courtesy of Bob Lemon.




  Mack had a pitcher named Louis Norman (Bobo) Newsom, who toiled for twenty years in the major leagues with nine different teams (including two hitches with the Athletics, 1944–46 and 1952–53) in the days when there were only sixteen major league teams. Bobo was one of baseball’s most endearing characters, an angry, ornery right-hander who won 211 games and lost 222 and left his mark as a character. Four times in his career he started both games of a doubleheader.




  On the mound, Newsom fought with everybody, including his own teammates. He hated being taken out of a game, a chore that Connie Mack avoided by being dressed in street clothes. So to deliver the bad news to Bobo, Connie Mack sent a coach to the mound, usually Mack’s righthand man, his son, Earle.




  One day Bobo was getting hammered all around the lot, and the more he was hammered, the more ornery he became. When Connie Mack could no longer witness the carnage, he sent his son Earle out to remove Bobo from the mound, a message that Earle Mack knew would be taken less than kindly by Newsom.




  Fully expecting Newsom to explode and bite his head off, Earle approached the mound cautiously. He confronted the pitcher, shuffling his feet as he contemplated the proper way to break the bad news.




  “Bobo,” the sixty-something coach said finally, “Daddy wants you to come out of the ballgame.”




  The only other manager to work without a uniform was Burt Shotton, who was chosen by Branch Rickey in 1947, Jackie Robinson’s rookie season, to lead the Brooklyn Dodgers after Leo Durocher was suspended for consorting with known gamblers. Shotton dressed in street clothes except for a Dodgers warm-up jacket and won pennants in 1947 and 1949.




  •   No Return Policy: Unlike football, basketball, and hockey, a baseball player may not reenter a game once he is replaced by a substitute.




  •   Time Stands Still: Baseball is the only major team sport that does not employ a clock. Consequently, in theory, unlike other team sports, no lead is insurmountable in baseball. A 4-touchdown lead in football with 2:00 to play, or a 20-point lead in basketball with :24 remaining, or a 5-goal lead in hockey with a minute left leaves the trailing team helpless and hopeless. In baseball, a team behind in the score can overcome any deficit; it can keep scoring indefinitely, and the game isn’t over until the trailing team overcomes the lead or the last man is out.




  •   Different Strokes for Different Folks: Football fields, basketball courts, and hockey rinks are pretty much standard in size and shape. Not so with baseball, where the playing surface can vary from Fenway Park’s Green Monster in left field to McCovey Cove in AT&T Park, to Yankee Stadium’s short right field porch and cavernous expanse in center field. It’s a different game, for instance, when the Yankees and Red Sox play in Fenway Park than when they play in Yankee Stadium. As a result, teams will tailor the makeup of their roster to the contours of their home ballpark (i.e., right-handed sluggers and right-handed pitchers for the Red Sox, left-handed sluggers and left-handed pitchers for the Yankees).




  •   No Place Like Home: There is no coin flip in baseball, no jump ball, no face-off. The home team gets to bat last in each inning and, most important, in the final inning.




  •   All Teams Are Created Equal: In football, one team can conceivably maintain possession of the ball for forty minutes and the other team for twenty minutes. In basketball, one team can take 50 foul shots and the other team can take 15. In hockey, one team can fire 40 shots on goal and the other team can have 6 shots on goal. Not so in baseball. Each team gets the same number of innings in which to score, nine, and the same number of outs, three per inning, or twenty-seven for the game.




  •   Defense Rests: Baseball is the only major team sport in which a team cannot score when the opposition is in possession of the ball (or bat).




  •   Pitch and Woo: The most important player on the team (the pitcher) does not play in every game. Imagine the Chicago Bulls without Michael Jordan, the Denver Broncos without Peyton Manning, or the Boston Bruins without Bobby Orr. The Yankees were a better team, had a better chance to win when Mariano Rivera was on the mound than when Hideki Irabu was on the mound.




  •   Star Search: Is there another team sport in which the star player and leading box office attraction cannot control a game or influence its outcome? Can you imagine a football game in which Joe Montana didn’t throw a pass or Jim Brown never carried the ball; a basketball game in which Lebron James didn’t take a shot or Bill Russell never grabbed a rebound; a hockey game in which Wayne Gretzky didn’t touch the puck? In baseball, it’s conceivable that Miguel Cabrera can be walked four times and never get to swing the bat and Derek Jeter can play the entire nine innings at shortstop and never have a ball hit to him.




  Those are just nine, of many, reasons that baseball is unique among major team sports—nine reasons I love it and wouldn’t have it any other way.




  On the pages that follow I will endeavor to pour out all the passion for the game I have loved all of my life and to recount many of the stories I have accumulated in the more than twenty years of covering the New York Yankees.




  ONE




  MR. YOGI




  “Hey, kid, whaddya doin’?”




  The voice—coarse, familiar, and gravelly—was unmistakable.




  The year was 1959. It was late in July, and I was about to fulfill a long-held ambition to travel with and cover a major league baseball team for a New York newspaper, the late and lamented (unfortunately by too few of us) World-Telegram & Sun.




  Only one thing was missing. The team I was about to cover was not the one I had fantasized about covering when I was a child. My beloved Brooklyn Dodgers were no longer. They existed only in my heart and mind and in my dreams, having slipped through my fingers and transplanted across the country. Although I did manage to cover one game in fabled Ebbets Field, I had missed by a mere two years my goal of traveling with “Dem Bums.” Instead, the baseball gods had perpetrated a cruel joke on me. My fantasy would have to be fulfilled by covering the hated Damn Yankees.




  It was past the midpoint in the season when I got my big break and the Yankees were struggling to stay above the .500 level, a circumstance I would have relished in my Dodgers-loving, Yankees-hating younger days.




  This was to be a trip for what was known in baseball as “scrubeenies” (i.e., backup players who rarely had the opportunity to shine). The other writers representing New York’s eight daily newspapers on this trip were not the regular Yankees beat writers but rather disenfranchised baseball writers (they had regularly covered the Dodgers and Giants) or young upstarts like me. Furthermore, the Yankees would be traveling without their fabled and legendary manager, Casey Stengel, who was ill, depriving me of the joy of getting to know the inimitable Casey and listening to him weave his storehouse of fascinating tales told in his peculiar and unique form of fractured English. Managing the Yankees on this trip would be “the Major,” Coach Ralph Houk.




  Alas, I rationalized my sad fate with the knowledge that the Yankees were the only team in town and that at least it was baseball.




  My dad (a New York Giants fan and, like me, suffering baseball withdrawal) drove me to Grand Central Station, where I would board the team sleeper train to Cleveland (the Yankees’ traveling secretary at the time was Bill McCorry, an old spitball pitcher who appeared in two games with the 1909 St. Louis Browns and who apparently had a fear of flying). I had never been on a sleeper before, but I managed to make myself comfortable and prepare for sleep. I dutifully followed instructions and placed my shoes in a designated compartment. I was dumbfounded when I awoke the next morning to discover my shoes had been shined. How did that happen? Where did the railroad find someone small enough to fit into that compartment?




  Another eye-opener for this rookie traveler was arriving in Cleveland early in the morning, boarding the team bus that took us to the team’s hotel, and having my luggage delivered directly to my room without ever having to touch it.




  Once I had settled in—what, you mean I have to unpack my own bag?—I ventured down to the hotel lobby to pass the time until the bus was scheduled to leave for Municipal Stadium for that night’s game.




  So there I was wandering aimlessly around the lobby of the aptly if unimaginatively named Cleveland Hotel when I heard the familiar voice—“Hey, kid, whaddya doin’?”—and I turned around and looked into the beautifully homely face of one Mr. Berra, of all people—the Number One name on my all-time hate list.




  For years I found it difficult to forgive him for continually breaking my teenaged Brooklyn Dodgers–loving heart in the World Series (a .429 batting average in the 1953 World Series for example; 3 home runs, 10 runs batted in, and a .360 batting average in the 1956 World Series). I was guilty of blasphemy. I despised the man.




  “Bless me Father, for I have sinned. It has been two New York Yankees world championships since my last confession.




  “I ate meat on Friday.




  “I disobeyed my parents.




  “I fought with my brothers.




  “I hate Yogi Berra.”




  My earliest encounters with His Yoginess were cursory ones back when I was an unbelievably young, unbelievably naïve reporter. Many people called me by my last name. They had since I was a kid. It was short, catchy, and easy to remember. I would occasionally be assigned to Yankees games in search of a feature story to augment my newspaper’s game coverage. After a few visits to Yankee Stadium I suppose Berra came to recognize my face and, I assumed, knew my name, so I was somewhat more comfortable when my sports editor sent me to Macy’s Department Store to do a story about Berra signing copies of his newly published autobiography.




  I welcomed the assignment and also the gift from the publisher, a copy of the book, which I asked Yogi to sign. He graciously agreed to do so, and with pen in hand he scribbled on an inside page “To Pepe.” Suddenly he stopped writing, looked up at me, and asked, “Hey, what’s your last name?”




  It was an epiphany. I didn’t realize it at the time, but I had personally experienced my first Berraism. I also didn’t realize there would be more, a whole lot more through the years.




  But that day in Cleveland, there was only “Hey, kid, whaddya doin’?”




  I gulped hard and managed to blurt out something inane like: “NOTHINGJUSTKILLINGTIMEUNTILIHAVETOLEAVEFORTHEBALLPARK.”




  “Take a walk,” he said (commanded?) “I gotta buy a birthday present for Carm.”




  I assumed, and eventually learned, that “Carm” was Carmen, the lovely Mrs. Berra.




  So there I was with Yogi Berra, the guy I hated, the guy who broke my teenage heart again and again, walking across the street to Higbee’s Department Store and to the elevator, which we took to the lingerie department. I could hardly wait to get back to my hotel room, call home, and tell my folks, “Guess who I just went shopping with.”




  It was, you might say, the start of a more than half-century acquaintance with the lovable, inimitable Mr. Yogi (since we didn’t socialize or hang out and our interaction was primarily that of reporter to player/coach/manager, I don’t dare be so presumptuous as to call it a “friendship,” but I like to think that would be how he would describe it).




  It wasn’t long before I realized I had done the man a disservice. Despise Yogi Berra? It’s not possible to dislike this humble, self-effacing, down-to-earth teddy bear of a man.




  My more than a half-century relationship with Yogi is ongoing and in that time I must have written at least a half million words about him and repeated several hundred stories and Yogisms. I have taken the equivalent of an advanced course at Berlitz, passed with flying colors, and become proficient in YogiSpeak. I have learned to cut through the malapropos and mispronunciations to get at the root of his words in order to understand exactly what he meant to say. Once one has mastered that technique, making sense of Yogiese is simple.




  For example, when he famously said of a Minneapolis restaurant, “Nobody goes there anymore, it’s too crowded,” what he meant was that the “nobody” he referred to was his crowd of Yankees teammates.




  Consider his logic when one spring he wore a different color sweater every night and boasted that in his closet he possessed every color sweater except “navy brown.” (If dark blue is navy blue, then dark brown must be navy brown. Makes sense to me.)




  Yogi was managing the Mets when he came up with the often-quoted, “It ain’t over ’til it’s over,” his simplistic way of saying you can’t fold your tent and quit on a game or a season until you are mathematically eliminated.




  It was while managing the Mets that Yogi was approached by the veteran Hall of Fame longtime St. Louis Cardinals broadcaster Jack Buck, who in addition to his play-by-play work was committed to do a pregame show during which he interviewed players, coaches, managers, and other baseball dignitaries. As compensation for giving their time, Buck’s guests would receive a check for $25 (this was in the early 1970s when $25 was worth something). Because Buck was constantly traveling with the team and couldn’t get to his office, he carried a handful of checks with him each made out “Payable To Bearer.”




  Buck asked the irrepressible Yogi to be his pregame guest and the always gracious Yogi agreed. Buck conducted his interview, thanked his guest, handed him a check, and began to walk away.




  Yogi looked at his check and shouted to Buck to come back.




  “Hey,” Yogi said, “how long do you know me?”




  “I don’t know,” Buck replied. “Maybe twenty or twenty-five years.”




  “You know me twenty-five years,” Yogi said, “and you still don’t know how to spell my name.”




  After he had been fired by the Yankees in 1985, Berra was invited by his New Jersey neighbor and good friend Dr. John McMullen, owner of the Houston Astros, to join the team as a bench coach. He settled into his new team, new league, and new life, and one day I called to check on how he was adapting to life in Texas. In the course of a long and rambling interview when I mentioned his unique use of the language, he commented, “I didn’t say all the things I said.”




  In fact, he didn’t say all the things he said.




  Many wild and wacky quotes attributed to him were concocted by Jackie Farrell, a tiny man with a quick wit who had been a boxing writer for a New Jersey newspaper before serving for many years as director of the Yankees Speakers Bureau. Other contributions to YogiSpeak were made by Joe Garagiola (Berra’s childhood pal and neighbor and a Hall of Fame broadcaster and humorist) and an army of advertising copywriters.




  In the interest of total disclosure I freely admit to being guilty of perpetuating the Berra myth by repeating many of these stories over the years and passing them off as authentic. However, on these pages I vow to repeat only those comments I have heard with my own two pair of eyes, as you-know-who might say.




  BILLY MARTIN’S DILEMMA: The Yankees manager was in a quandary. He was frustrated. He was angry. He was helpless. He had arrived at Fort Lauderdale Stadium one morning during spring training, parked his Lincoln Mark V in the lot adjacent to the stadium, and headed for the manager’s office. It wasn’t until sometime later that Martin realized he had locked his keys in the car.




  As a product of the streets—he grew up in Berkeley, California—Martin would have had a simple solution to the problem: find a wire coat hanger (readily available in any closet), straighten the hanger leaving a loop at the bottom, and stick the hanger into the car through the window on the driver’s side. Hook the loop onto the button that unlocks the door and pull.




  But there was a problem. Martin’s new luxury automobile was theft-proof. It was impossible to get a wire hanger into the car through a window. Consequently, when coach Yogi Berra arrived and entered the manager’s office he found Martin in distress.




  “Whatsa matter Billy?” Berra asked.




  “Awww, I locked my keys in my car and I can’t get a wire hanger down the window. I don’t know what to do.”




  “That’s easy,” Berra proclaimed. “You gotta call a blacksmith.”




  HAPPY BIRTHDAY: Yankees coach Joe Altobelli was celebrating a birthday.




  “How old are you?” asked his pal, Yogi Berra.




  “Fifty,” Altobelli said.




  “Oh, you’re an old Italian scallion.”




  BARBECUED RIBS: In perusing Yogi Berra’s background one day, I came across the amazing fact that in his first professional season with the Norfolk Tars of the Class B Piedmont League he had driven in 23 runs in a doubleheader. I was aghast. I thought it might make an interesting story if I asked Yogi what he remembered about the day, whether he could explain how he was able to accomplish such a remarkable feat.




  Of course he could. One doesn’t forget driving in 23 runs in two games. His recollection was vivid.




  “Every time I came up,” he revealed, “there were men on base.”




  KEEPING TABS: Yankees manager Yogi Berra was parched. After a lengthy session during spring training on a humid Florida afternoon he came off the field huffing and puffing as he slumped down on the sofa in his office.




  “Hey, Nick,” he called to clubhouse attendant Nick Priore, “bring me a diet Tab.”




  DAGGONE IT: Before Jay Leno there was Johnny Carson. Before Johnny Carson there was Jack Paar. Before Jack Paar there was Steve Allen. And before Steve Allen there was Jerry Lester, a vaudeville comedian who served in the 1950s as host of the first late-night variety television show, Broadway Open House, the forerunner of The Tonight Show.




  A regular on Broadway Open House was a statuesque, five feet, eight inches tall, amply endowed blonde from West Virginia who went by the stage name “Dagmar.” With her eye-popping statistics of 42-23-39, Dagmar was the show’s most alluring personality and television’s first major female star.




  Coincidentally, the Yankees in 1960 had instituted a policy in which a disabled youngster was invited to a game as a guest of the management and was escorted before the game to position himself outside the Yankees’ clubhouse where players might stop and sign an autograph or chat briefly with the child.




  One Sunday afternoon the youngster was a boy in his early teens who was confined to a wheelchair. He was accompanied by his twenty-something amply endowed blond sister, which conjured up for Yogi Berra remembrances of a similarly constructed female.




  As he left the clubhouse Berra caught a glimpse of the young woman, did a double take, turned to look at a reporter, and exclaimed, “Who’s that DAGWOOD?”




  GONE FISHING: On a recent visit to the Yogi Berra Museum and Learning Center on the campus of Montclair State University in Little Ferry, New Jersey, I engaged the individual for whom the center is named in a rather lengthy, far-reaching, and nostalgic discussion on all things baseball. I mentioned to Mr. Berra that I had been watching a game on television involving the Texas Rangers and I had seen Rangers manager Ron Washington sneak off to take a quick drag on a cigarette.




  That led to a discussion about managers smoking in the dugout. Berra had been a smoker in his managing days, and he confessed to sneaking off during a particularly stressful situation to grab an occasional butt. He had long since quit the habit, but he recalled that Earl Weaver, manager of the Baltimore Orioles, secreted a package of cigarettes in his uniform shirt and would frequently sneak down the runway to light up.




  The practice of smoking in the dugout has diminished considerably in recent years, but there still had been some who were unable to kick the habit, like Ron Washington and Jim Leyland, the veteran manager of the Detroit Tigers.




  “Oh, Leyland,” Mr. Yogi agreed. “He smokes like a fish.”




  TWO




  PROFESSOR




  The baseball-writing press that had been summoned to New York’s elegant “21” Club on October 12, 1948, was stunned—most of them, anyway—when the Yankees revealed the identity of the man they had chosen to replace the popular Bucky Harris as their manager. He was Charles Dillon Stengel, better known as “Casey,” in recognition of his birthplace, Kansas City, Missouri. The consensus of the writers was that the Yankees had made a terrible mistake.




  The new man was too old—he would turn fifty-nine during the 1949 season.




  The new man had no previous connection to the Yankees—he managed nine years in the National League and played his entire fourteen-year career in the National League with the Dodgers, Pirates, Phillies, Giants, and Braves. He did, however, oppose the Yankees as a member of the Giants in the 1922 and ’23 World Series, batting .417 and .400, respectively. In the ’23 Series Stengel hit a ninth-inning game-winning home run off Sad Sam Jones in Game 1 and a seventh-inning game-winning home run off Bullet Joe Bush in Game 3.




  The new man had no previous success as a major league manager—in fact he was an utter failure as a manager with both the Brooklyn Dodgers and the Boston Braves/Bees, posting one winning record in nine seasons, finishing no higher than fifth place, and logging a combined winning percentage of .439. In Boston, he was so despised that he was under the constant and merciless attack of the sports columnist of the Boston Record, the acerbic Dave Egan, known as “the Colonel.” In 1943, Stengel had been struck by a car prior to opening day, causing him to miss the first two months of the season with a broken leg. Summing up the ’43 season, Egan wrote: “The man who did most for baseball in Boston in 1943 is the motorist who ran Stengel down two days before the opening game and kept him away from the Braves for two months.”




  Despite a respectable lifetime batting average of .284 as a player for his 14 major league seasons to go along with 60 home runs and 535 runs batted in, the new man was looked upon as a clown by the baseball establishment, Yankees co-owners Dan Topping and Del Webb included. What seemed to define Stengel was a series of antics such as strolling into the batter’s box one day, doffing his cap, and setting a sparrow free.




  It was Yankees general manager George Weiss who, over the objections of Topping and Webb, championed the selection of Stengel to succeed Harris. Weiss had known Stengel for some forty years and regarded him as a knowledgeable baseball man, one who ate, slept, and breathed the game and would talk about it for endless hours. Weiss maintained that in Boston and Brooklyn, Stengel was hamstrung by inferior talent. Weiss pointed to the fact that Stengel had done a remarkable job the previous season in winning the Pacific Coast League championship with the Oakland ballclub.




  At a time when owners put up their money and then stepped aside and let their baseball people make the baseball decisions, Topping and Webb acquiesced to Weiss, clearing the way for Stengel to come aboard as the sixteenth manager of the New York Yankees.




  If the selection of Stengel was met with skepticism among the fans, the writers had another opinion. The writers who had known Stengel as a player and as a rival manager were fond of the former aspiring left-handed dentist. “If you didn’t like Casey Stengel you didn’t like anybody,” said John Drebinger, the longtime and well-respected Yankees beat writer for the New York Times.




  The writers were pleased to have a personality like Stengel to provide them with stories. They enjoyed his unique, colorful, and archaic manner of speech, which soon would become known as Stengelese. In Stengelese nothing ever started or began—it “commenced”; nobody was fired or let go—he was “discharged”; everyone who came in contact with him, close friends, former teammates, and members of the media, was called “Doctor,” a remedy to avoid insulting people because Stengel rarely remembered names and those he did remember he frequently misspelled or mispronounced.
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