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TOM SEArVER ALMOST KILLED M~ DAD

On the evening of April 21, 1971 Tom Seaver almost killed my
dad. I'm sure it was nothing personal, and I suspect if Mr. Seaver knew
about it he'd feel terrible. But the fact remains and 40 years Iater it is
time to tell the tate.

The story of course requires a bit of context. First, understand
that my dad was a baseball fan's baseball fan. He approached the game
with equal parts respect and awe. He and my mom went to Florida one
year aflc~ they stopped at a spring training site. When he returned from
the trip Dad told me, in an almost breathless state of excitement, that
he'd watched the Orioles work on hitting the cut-off man for 45 minutes.
Imagine a food critic raving about a perfectly prepared souffle. Pretty
much the same thing.

Second, while my dad was a Reds fan, he loved Tom Seaver. I
was his only son, and he loved me unequivocally and unconditionally. I
know he would never have traded me for anyone or anything. But I also
know that if he had ever been offered Tom Seaver in exchange for me,
he would have thought about it for a minute: And I have no hard feel-
ings about that. And what was not to like about Seaver? He had pinpoint
control and devastating stuff which he combined with a truly cerebral
approach. Dad was a former catcher and I think he subconsciously called
every game he watched. He loved the game's mental aspect, so it's no
surprise that Seaver had him at "play ball."

Third, this was 1971. There was no cable, no Internet, and no
ESPN. As a result, a baseball fan living in Cincinnati rarely got to
see players from other teams, especially a specific pitcher. NBC had
the "Game of the Week" on Saturday afternoons, but even if the Mets
played, there was no guarantee it would be Seaver's turn in the rotation.
So the opportunity to see him pitch live was a rare thrill.

And that brings us to Apri121, 1971. The Mets were in town to
play the Reds and Seaver was starting. Dad was a salesman fora lo-
cal brewery. The brewery had some sweet season tickets —field level
about 15 rows behind first base. Since my dad was a decidedly Iow level
employee I'm not sure how he got the tickets that night, but I suppQSe
it was such a cold night, and so early in the season, none of the higher
ups wanted. them. It's also possible that my dad convinced his boss that
he was entertaining a very important customer that night. My dad was
scrupulously honest most of the dime, but true love will drive a man to
desperate measures.

So whether because of apathy or deceit, Dad and I headed to the
game that cold night. It shaped up as a real guy's night, to the extent a
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12 year old is a "guy." We drove downtown and parked near a walkway
to Riverfront Stadium. The walkway was built over a stretch of the
interstate called Fort Washington Way. It was maybe 100 yards long if
that. And as Dad and I started to cross it he felt something in his chest.
He tried to downplay it, but it must have really hurt because he stopped
in his tracks. I asked him what was wrong, and he said he was having
some indigestion. He said he'd be fine if we just slowed down a bit. And
we did. It took us nearly 20 minutes to make it across. At several points,
I suggested that we go home, or to a hospital. But he was undeterred.
Seaver was pitching.

We made it to our seats in the bottom of the first. We didn't know
it at the time, but 1971 would turn out to be a miserable year for the
Reds. And that night was a miserable night for them. Seaver allowed 2
runs on 5 hits and the Mets won 5-2. But my attention during the game
alternated between the action on the field and my observation of my
dad. I was really worried about him. So I would try to keep my eye on
hirr3 while not appearing too panicked. Now that I am near the age that
my dad was that evening, I can imagine what was going on in his head:
"What's wrong with me?" "Am I going to be okay?" "Betty is going
to kill me" "Whoa, what a curve ball." I finally convinced him that we
should leave in the seventh inning, and as proof that something was
wrong, he agreed. Our walk back across the walkway was even slower
than before, but somehow we made it to the car and Dad got us home.

The next day he was hospitalized with acute angina, and he re-
mained there for two weeks. I am not a doctor but I assume that sitting
for two hours in 40 degree weather is not the recommended course of
treatment for that ailment. Fortunately, he recovered fully and actually
lost a lot of weight, which he needed to do. Betty, my mom didn't kill
him, bit she was befuddled at how an otherwise level headed man could
have been so reckless.

I think the happiest I ever saw my dad was years later when my
first son was born, and we named him after Dad. But a close second was
the day in 1977 when Tom Seaver became a Red. How ironic it would
have been had Dad not lived to see that moment because he'd managed
to kill himself six years earlier just trying to see him pitch!
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