NAKED TO
THE INVISIBLE EYE
The one thing adying indtitution does not need is an overly brilliant performer.

There were less than athousand spectatorsin thelittle ball park, their chatter nearly inaudible
com-pared to the heartening roar of the mgjor league crowds. The fans sat uneesily, asif they had
wandered into the wake of alegendary hero. No longer was baseball the na-tiond pastime. Even the big
league teams, roving from franchise to franchise in search of yesterday'sloya bleacher fanatics, resorted
to promotional gimmicksto stave off bankruptcy. Here, the Bearswerein third place, with an unlikely
shot at second. The Tigers had clinched the pennant early, now leading the second-place Kings by nine
games and the Bears by an even more discouraging number. Therewas no rea tenson in this game—oh,
with abad dump the Bears might fall down among the cellar teams, but so what? For al intents and
pur-poses, the season had ended a month ago.

There was no tension, no pen-nant race any longer, just an inexpensive evening out for the South
Cardlinafans. The swest on the batter's hands was the fault of his own nervous reaction; the knotsin his
stomach were shared by no one. He went to the on-deck circle for the pine-tar rag while he waited for
the new pitcher to toss hiswarm-ups.

The Bear shortstop was batting eighth, reflecting hisanemic .219 average. Like a great smoothed
rock thisfact sat in the torrent of histhinking, submerged at times but often breaking through the rac-ing
surface. With hisunsteady fielding it looked asif he would be out of ajob the next spring. To the players
and to the spectators the game was inggnificant; to him it wasthe first of hislast few chances. With two
runsin aready in the eighth, one out and aman on first, he went to the plate.

Helooked out toward the kid on the mound before settling himsdlf in the batter's box. The pitcher's
name was Rudy Ramirez, he was only nineteen and from somewherein Venezuda That was al anybody
knew about him; thiswas hisfirst gppearancein aprofessond bal game. The Bear shortstop took a
deep breath and stepped in.

That kid Ramirez looked pretty fast during his warm-ups, he thought. The shortstop damned the
fate that made him the focus of at-tention against acomplete un-known. The waters surged; histhoughts
shuffled and died.

The Venezudan kid looked in for his sign. The shortstop looked down to the third-base coach, who
flashed the take Signd; that was dl right with him. I'm only batting .219, | want to see this kid throw
one before. ...

Ramirez went into his stretch, glanced at the runner onfirst ...

With that kid Barger coming off the disabled list | might not be ableto. . .

Ramirez' right leg kicked, hisleft arm flung back ...

The shortstop's shrieking flood of thought stilled, his mind was as quiet as the surface of apond
stag-nating. The umpire caled the pitch aball.

Along the coaching lines a third Sorenson was relaying the hit-and-run sign from the dugout. Al
right, thought the shortstop, just make contact, get a good ground ball, maybe a hit, move the man
into scoring position ...

Ramirez nodded to his catcher, stretched, checked the runner ..

My luck, I'll get an easy double-play ball to theright side ...

Ramirez kicked, snapped, and pitched ...

The shortstop's mind was Silent, ice-cold, dead, watching the runner vainly flying toward second, the
catcher's throw beating him there by fifteen feet. Two out. One ball and one strike.

Sorenson called time. He met the shortstop halfway down theline.

"Y ou damn, brainlessidiot!" said the coach. ™Y ou saw the sign, you acknowledged the sgn, you
stood there with your thumb in your ear looking at a perfect strike! Y ou got an awful short memory?'

"Look, | don't know—"



"I'll tell youwhat | do know," said Sorenson. "I know that'll cost you twenty dollars. Maybe your
spot inthelineup.”

The shortstop walked to the on-deck circle, wiped his bat again with the pine-tar. His head wasfilled
with anger and frustration. Back in the batter's box he stared toward the pitcher in desperation.

On the rubber Ramirez worked out of afull wind-up with the bases empty. Hishigh kick hid his
delivery until the last moment. The ball floated toward the plate, afat balloon belt-high, a curve that didn't
break ...

The hitter'smind was like adesert, hismind was like an empty glass, ablank sheet of paper, hismind
wastotaly at rest ...

The ball nicked the outside corner for acaled strike two. The Ti-ger catcher chuckled. "Them
peoplein the sests have to pay to get in," he said. "They're doin' moren you!

"Shut up.” The Bear shortstop choked up another couple of inches on the handle. HE'll feed me
an-other curve, and then thefast ball . . .

Ramirez took the sign and went into hismation.

Lousy kid I'm gonna rap it one down his lousy throat ...

Thewrigt flicked, the ball spun, broke....

The shortstop watched, unawed, very ill, like ahollow thing, asthe curve broke sharply, down the
heart of the plate, strike three, Sderetired.

The Tigers managed to score an insurance run in the top haf of the ninth, and Rudy Ramirez went
back to the mound with afive-to--three lead to protect. The first bat-ter that he was scheduled to face
was the Bear pitcher, who was re-placed in the order by pinch-hitter Frank Asterino.

A sense of determination, con-fidence made Asterino's mind orderly. It was a brightly-lit mind, with
none of the shifting doubts of the other. Rudy felt the will, he weighed the desire, he discovered the man's
dedication and respected it. He stood off the rubber, rubbing the shine from the new ball. He reached for
the rosin bag, then dropped it. He peered in at John-ston, his catcher. The sign: the fast ball.

Asterino guarded the plate closdly. Johnston's mitt was tar-geted on the indde—start off with the high
hard one, loosen the bat-ter up. Rudy rocked back, kicked that leg high, and threw. The ball did not go
for the catcher's mark, sailing out just alittle. A not-over-powering pitch right down the pipe—atrue
gopher ball.

Rudy thought asthe bdl left hishand. He found that will of Agterino's, and he held it gently back. Be
still. Do not move; yes, be still. And Asterino watched the strike in-tently asit passed.

Agterino watched two more, both curves that hung tantaizing but un-touched. Ramirez grasped the
bat-ter's desire with his own, and blotted up al the fierce resolution there wasin him. Asterino returned
to the bench amid the boos of the fans, disappointed but unbe-wildered. He had struck out but, after al,
that was not so unusual.

Thetop of the batting order was up, and Rudy touched their disparate minds. He hid their judg-ment
behind the glare of hisown will, and they struck out; the first batter needed five pitches and the second
four. They observed ballswith as much passive interest as strikes, and their bats never |eft their
shoulders. No runs, no hits, no errors, nothing acrossfor the Bearsin the ninth. The ball game was over;
Rudy earned a save for striking out the four batters he faced in hisfirst pro assgnment.

Afterward, loca reporters were met by the angry manager of the Bears. When asked for his
impres-sion of theyoung Tiger pitcher hesaid, "I didn't think he looked that sharp. How you supposed to
win managing adamn bunch of zom-bies?' In the vigtors clubhouse Tiger manager Fred Marenholtz was
in amore expansive mood.

"Where did Ramirez come from?" asked one reporter.

"I don't redly know," he said. "Charlie Cardona checks out Detroit's prospects down there. All |
know isthetelegram said that he was signed, and then here heis. Charli€'s dug up some good kids for
us"

"Did heimpressyou tonight?"

Marenholtz settled hiswire-rim glasses on his long nose and nod-ded. "Helooked redl cool for his



first game. I'm going to start him in the series with the Reds thisweek-end. Well have a better ideathen,
of course, but | have afeding he won't be playing Class B bdl long."

After the game with the Bears, the Tigers showered quickly and boarded their bus. They had agame
the next night againgt the Sdlene Comets. It was ahome game for the Tigers, and they were dl glad to be
returning to Cordele, but the bus ride from the Bears stadium would be four or five hours. They would
get injust be-fore dawn, deep until noon, have time for a couple of unpleasant hamburgers, and get to
the park in timefor practice.

The Tigerswon that game, and the game the next night, aso. The Comets|eft town and were
re-placed by the Rockhill Reds, in for a Saturday afternoon game and a Sunday doubleheader. Thislate
in the summer the pitching staffs were nearly exhausted. Manager Ma-renholtz of the Tigers kept his
promise to the newspapermen,; af-ter the Saturday 1oss to the Reds he went to Chico Guerra, his
first-string catcher, and told him to get Rudy Ramirez reedy for the second game the next day.

Ramirez was eager, of course, and confident. Marenholtz was Sit-ting in his office when Rudy came
into the locker room before the Sunday doubleheader, afull half hour before practice began. Marenholtz
amiled, remembering hisown first game. He had been an outfielder; in the seventh inning he had runinto
theleft field wall chasing along fly. He dropped the ball, cracked his head, and spent the next three
weeks on the dis-abled list. Marenholtz wished Ramirez better luck.

The Tigers second-string catcher, Maurie Johnston, played the first game, and Guerrasat next to
Ramirez in the dugout, pointing out the strengths and weaknesses of the opposing batters. Ramirez said
little, just nodding and smiling. Marenholtz walked by them near the end of thefirst game. "Chico," he
sad, "ask himif hesnervous.”

The catcher trandated the ques-tion into Spanish. Ramirez grinned and answered. "He say no," said
Guerra. "Hejus wan' show you what he can do."

The manager grunted areply and went back to his seat, thinking about cocky rookies. The Tigers
lost thefirst game, making two in arow dropped to the last-place Reds. The fans didn't seem to mind;
there were only twenty games|eft until the end of the season, and there was no way possiblefor the
Tigersto fdl from first place short of losing dl of them. It was obvi-ous that Marenholtz wastrying out
new kids, resting hisregulars for the Hanson Cup playoffs. The fanswould let him get away with alot, as
long as he won the cup.

Between games there was a high school band marching in the out-field, and theloca Kiwanis Club
presented a plagueto the Tigers center fielder, who was leading the league with forty-two home runs.
Ramirez |oosened up hisarm dur-ing dl this; he stood dong the right field foul-line and tossed some easy
pitchesto Guerra. After awhile the managers brought out their lineup cards to the umpires and the
grounds crew finished grooming theinfield. Ramirez and

Guerratook their positions on the field, and the rest of the team joined them, to the cheers of the
Tigers fans.

Skip Stackpole, the Reds short-stop and leadoff batter, was settling himself in the batter's box. Rudy
bent over and stared toward Guerrafor the sign. Aninside curve. Rudy nodded.

As he garted into hiswindup he explored Stackpole's mind. It was arelaxed mind, concentrating
only because Stackpole enjoyed playing basebal; for him, and for the last-place Reds, the game was
mean-ingless. Rudy would havelittle dif-ficulty.

Wait, thought Rudy wordlesdy, forcing hiswill directly into Stack-polesintellect. Not this one. Wait
. And Stackpole waited. The bal broke sharply, over the heart of the plate, for the first strike. Therewas
aripple of applause from the Tiger fans.

Guerrawanted afast ball. Rudy nodded, kicked high, and threw. Quiet, he thought, do not move.
Right down the pipe, strike two.

This much ahead of the hitter, Guerra should have called for a couple of pitches on the outside, to
tease the batter into swinging at a bad pitch. But the catcher thought that Stackpole was off balance. The
Reds had never seen Ramirez pitch before. Guerracalled for another fast ball. Rudy nodded and went
into hiswindup. He kept Stackpole from swinging. The Reds first hitter was called out on gtrikes; the



Tiger fans cheered loudly as Guerra stood and threw the ball down to third base. Ramirez could hear his
infiel ders chattering and encouraging him in alanguage that he didn't understand. He got the ball back and
looked at the Reds second man.

The new batter would be more of achdlenge. He was hitting .312, battling with two othersfor the
last placein the league's top ten. He was more determined than anyone Ramirez had yet faced. When
Rudy pitched the bal, he needed more menta effort to keep the man from swinging at it. The pitch was
too high. Ramirez leaned for-ward; Guerrawanted alow curve. The pitch broke just above the bat-ter's
knees, over the outside corner of the plate. One ball, one strike. The next pitch was afast bal, high and
insde. Ball two. Another fast ball, over the plate. Wait, thought Rudy, wait. The batter waited, and the
count was two and two. Rudy tried another curve, and forced the batter to watch it help-lesdy. Strike
three, two ouit.

Ramirez felt good, now. The sta-dium full of noisy people didn't make him nervous. The
experi-enced athletes on the other team posed no threat at all. Rudy knew that he could win today; he
knew that there wasn't a batter in the world that could beat him. The third hitter was no problem for
Rudy's unusua talent. He struck out on four pitches. Rudy received aloud cheer from thefansashe
walked back to the dugout. He smiled and waved, and took a seat next to the water cooler with Guerra.

The Tigers scored no runsin their part of the first inning, and Rudy went back to the mound and
threw his allotment of warmups. He stood rubbing up the ball while the Reds cleanup hitter settled
himsdf at the plate. Rudy disposed of the Reds best power hitter with three pitches, insolently tossing
three fast bals straight down the heart of the plate. Rudy got the other two outsjust as quickly. Thefans
gave him another cheer as he walked from the mound.

The Tigers got ahit but no runsin the second, and Ramirez struck out the side again in the top of the
third. In the bottom of the third Doug Davies, the Tiger second baseman, led off with asharp single down
the left-field line. Rudy was scheduled to bat next; he took off his jacket and chose alight bat. He had
never faced an opposing pitcher before. He had never even taken batting practice in the time he had been
with the Ti-gers. He walked to the plate and took his place awkwardly.

He swung at two and watched two before he connected. He hit the ball weskly, on the handle of the
bat, and it dribbled dowly down the firs-base line. He passed it on hisway to firgt base, and he saw the
Reds pitcher running over to field it. Rudy knew that he'd be an easy out. Wait, he thought at the
pitcher, stop. Don't throw it. The pitcher held the ball, staring ahead dazedly. It looked to thefans asiif
the pitcher couldn't de-cide whether to throw to firgt, or try for the lead runner going into second. Both
runners were safe be-fore Rudy released him.

Rudy took a short lead toward second base. He watched the coaches for signs. On the next pitch
Daviesbrokefor third. Rudy ran for second base. The Reds catcher got the ball and jumped up. Quiet,
thought Rudy. Be till. The catcher watched both Davies and Rudy didein safely.

Eventudly, the Tigers lead-off man struck out. The next batter popped up intheinfield. Thethird
batter in the lineup, Chico Guerra, hit along fly to right field, an easy enough chance for thefielder. But
Rudy found the man's judgment and blocked it with hiswill. Not yet, he thought, wait. The outfielder
hestated, seeming asif he had lost the bal in the setting sun. By the time he ran after it, it wastoo late.
Thebdl fell in and rolled to thewall. Two runs scored and Guerralumbered into third base.

"Now wewin!" yeled Rudy in Spanish. Guerragrinned and yelled back.

Theinning ended with the Ti-gers ahead, three to nothing. Rudy wasjoking with Guerraas he
walked back on thefield. His man-ner was easy and supremely con-fident. He directed loud comments
to the umpire and the opposing batters, but his Spanish went uninterpreted by his catcher. Thetop of the
Reds batting order was up again in the fourth inning, and Rudy treated them with tota disregard, shaking
off dl of Guerras signs except for the fast ball, straight down the middle. Stackpole, the leadoff batter,
struck out again on four pitches. The second batter needed only three, and the third hitter used four. No
oneyet had siwung at a pitch. Perhaps the fans were beginning to notice, be-cause the cheer was more



subdued as the Tigers came back to the bench. The Reds manager was standing up in the dugout, angrily
condemning his players, who went out to their positions with per-plexed expressons.

The game proceeded, with the fans growing quieter and quieter in the stands, the Reds manager
get-ting louder in his damnations, the Tiger players becoming increas-ingly uneasy about the Reds lack of
interest. Rudy didn't care; he kept pitching them in to Guerra, and the Rockhill batters kept walk-ing
back to their dugout, shrugging their shoulders and saying nothing. Not a single Rockhill Red had reached
first base. The ninth inning began in total silence. Rudy faced three pinch-hitters and, of course, struck
them out in order. He had not only pitched ano-hit game, not only pitched a perfect game, but he had
struck out twenty-seven con-secutive batters. Not once during the entire game did a Rockhill player even
swing & one of hispitches.

A perfect gameisone of therarest of basebal phenomena. Perhaps only the unassisted triple play
occurs less frequently. There should have been a massive crowd pouring out to congratul ate Rudy.
Payers and fans should have mobbed him, carried him off the field, into the clubhouse. Beer should have
been spilled over his head. Pictures should have been taken with Fred Marenholtz' arm around Rudy's
neck. Ingtead, theinfieldersran off the field as quickly asthey could. They patted Rudy's back asthey
passed him on the way to the dugout. The fans got up and went home, not even applauding the Ti-ger
victory.

Marenholtz was waiting in the dugout. "Take a shower and seemein my office," hesaid, in-dicating
both Guerraand Ramirez. Then the manager shook his head and went down the tunnel to the dressing
room.

Marenholtz was atall, thin man with sharp, birdlike features. He was Sitting a his desk, smoking a
cigar. He smoked cigars only when he was very angry, very worried, or very happy. Tonight, while he
waited for Guerraand the new kid, he was very worried. Baseba |, aged and crippled, didn't need this
kind of notoriety.

There were hdf adozen loca newspapermen trying to force their way into the clubhouse. He had
given ordersthat there would be no interviews until he had a chanceto talk to Ramirez himsdlf. He had
phone calls from newscagters, scouts, fans, gamblers, paliticians, and relatives. There was a stack of
congratulatory telegrams. There was avery worried telegram from the team's generd manager, and a
very worried telegram from the front office of the Tigers mgor league affiliate.

There was a soft knock on the door. "Guerra?* Marenholtz called ouit.

ng

"Comeonin, but don't let any-body € se comein with you except Ramirez.”

Guerra opened the door and the two men entered. Behind them was anoisy, confused crowd of
Tiger players. Marenholtz sighed; he would have to find out what hap-pened, and then deal with his
team. Then he had to come up with an explanation for the public.

Ramirez was grinning, evidently not sharing Marenholtz and Guerra's pprehenson. He said
something to Guerra. The catcher frowned and trandated for Ma-renholtz. "He say, don' he do agood
job?!

"That'swhat | want to know!" said Marenholtz. "What did he do?Y ou know it looks alittle strange
that not one guy on that team took swing number one."

Guerralooked very uncomfortable. " S, maybe hejust good." Marenholtz grunted. "Chico, did he
look that good?'

Guerrashook his head. Ramirez was till smiling. Marenholtz stood up and paced behind his desk. "I
don't mind him pitching aperfect game," he said. "It'samemorable achievement. But | think his effort
would be better appreciated if one of those batters had tried hitting. At least one. | want you to tell me
why they didnt. If you can', | want you to ask him."

Guerrashrugged and turned to Ramirez. They conversed for afew seconds, and then the catcher
spoke to Marenholtz. "He say he don' want them to.”

Marenholtz dammed hisfist on hisdesk. "That's going to make agreet headlinein the Sporting
News. Look, if somehow he paid off the Reds to throw the game, even they wouldn't be so stupid asto



doit that way." He paused, catching his bregth, trying to con-trol his exasperation. "All right, I'll give him
achance. Maybe heisthe greatest pitcher the world has ever known. Though | doubt it." He reached for
his phone and dialed anumber. "Hello, Thompson? Look, | need afavor from you. Have you turned of f
thefidd lightsyet? O.K., leave 'em on for awhile, al right? | don't care. I'll talk to Mr. Kaem-mer inthe
morning. And hang around for another haf hour, O.K.? Well, screw the union. Were having alittle crisis
here. Y eah, Ramirez. Understand? Thanks, Thompson." Marenholtz hung up and nodded to Guerra.

"Y ou and your battery mate here are going to get some extrapractice. Tell him | want to hit some off
him, right now. Don't bother getting dressed again. Just put on your mask and get out on the field.”
Guerra nod-ded unhappily and led Rudy away.

The stadium was deserted. Ma-renholtz walked through the dugout and onto thefield. He felt
strangely aone, cold and worried; the lights made odd, vague shadows that had never bothered him
before. He went to the batter's box. The white lines had been al but erased dur-ing the course of the
game. He leaned on the bat that he had brought with him and waited for the two men.

Guerracame out firgt, wearing his chest protector and carrying his mask and mitt. Behind him walked
Ramirez, silently, without hisusua grin. He was dressed in sireet clothes, with his basebal spikesin-stead
of dress shoes. Rudy took his place on the mound. Hetossed a. ball from his hand to his glove. Guerra
positioned himsalf and Ma-renholtz waved to Rudy. No one had said aword.

Rudy wound up and pitched, amedium fast ball down the middle. Marenholtz swung and hit alow
line drive down the right-field line that bounced once and went into the stands. Rudy threw another and
Marenholtz hit it far into right cen-ter field. The next three pitches he sent to distant, shadowed parts of
the ball park. Marenholtz stepped back for amoment. "He was throwing harder during the game, wasn't
he?' he asked.

"l think so," said Guerra

"Tel him to pitch me as hard as he did then. And throw some good curves, too.” Guerratrandated,
and Ramirez nodded. He leaned back and pitched. Marenholtz swung, connected, and watched the ball
sl inahuge arc, to land in the sests three hundred and fifty feet away inright field.

Rudy turned to watch the ball. He said nothing. Marenholtz tossed him another from abox on the
ground. "l want acurve, now," he sad.

The pitch came, bresking lazily on the outside part of the plate. Marenholtz timed it well and sent it
on aclothedineinto center field, not two feet over Ramirez' head. "All right,” said the manager, "tell him
to come here." Guerrawaved, and Rudly trotted to join them. "Onething,” said Marenholtz sourly. "l
want him to explain why the Reds didn't hit him like that."

"I wannaknow, too," said Guerra. He spoke with Ramirez, at last turning back to Marenholtz with a
bewildered expression. "He say he don wan' them to hit. He say you wan' hit, he let you hit."

"Oh, hdll," said Marenholtz. "I'm not stupid.”

Rudy looked confused. He said something to Guerra. "He say he don' know why you wan' hit now,
but he do what you say."

The manager turned away in anger. He spit toward the dugout, thinking. He turned back to Guerra.
"We got acouple of balsleft," hesaid. "l want him to pitch mejust like he did to the Reds, understand? |
don't want him to let me hit. Have him try to weave his magic spell on me, too.”

Rudy took aball and went back to the mound. Marenholtz stood up to the plate, waving the bat over
his shoulder in adow circle. Ramirez wound up, kicked, and threw. Hisfastest pitch, cutting the heart of
the plate.

Quiet, thought Rudy, working to restrain his manager's furious mind. Easy, now. Don't swing.
Quiet.

Marenholtz' mind was suddenly peaceful, composed, thoughtless. The pitch cracked into Guerras
mitt. The manager hadn't svung &t it.

Rudy threw ten more pitches, and Marenholtz didn't offer at any of them. Finaly heraised hishand.
Rudy left the mound again. Marenholtz stood waiting, shaking his head. "Why didn't | swing? Those
pitches weren't any harder than the others.” Marenholtz said.



"Hejust say he don' want you to swing. In his head he tdll you. Then you don’ swing. He say it's
"l don't believeit," said the manager nervoudy. "Yeah, OK., hecandoit. Hedid doiit. | don't like
it." Guerrashook his head. The three stood on the empty field for severa secondsin uneasy silence. "Can
he do that with any-body?" asked Marenholtz.

"Hesay, 9."

"Can hedo it any time? Every time?"

"Hesay, 9."

"Werein trouble, Chico." Guerralooked into Marenholtz' frightened face and nodded dowly. "I
don't mean just us. | mean base-bal. Thiskid can throw a perfect game, every time. What do you think'll
happen if he makesit to the mgors? The gamell be dead. Poor kid. He scares me. Those peoplein the
gandsaren't going to likeit any better."

"What you gonnado, Mr. Marenholtz?" asked Guerra

"I don't know, Chico. It's going to be hard keeping abunch of per-fect games secret. Especialy
when none of the hitters ever takes the bat off his shoulder.”

Thefollowing Thursday the Ti-gers had anight game a home againgt the Kings. Rudy came
pre-pared to be the sarting pitcher, af-ter three days rest. But when Ma-renholtz announced the starting
lineup, he had the Tigers long re-lief man on the mound. Rudy was disappointed, and complained to
Guerra. The catcher told him that Marenholtz was probably saving him for the next night, when the Kings
ace |eft-hander was sched-uled to pitch.

On Friday Ramirez was passed over again. He sat in the dugout, sweating in hiswarmup jacket,
irri-tated at the manager. Guerratold him to have patience. Rudy couldn't understand why Ma-renholtz
wouldn' pitch him, after the great game Ramirez had thrown in hisfirgt chance. Guerrajust shrugged and
told Rudy to study the hitters.

Rudy didn't play Saturday, or in either of the Sunday double-header's games. He didn't know that the
newspapermen were as mystified as he. Marenholtz made up excuses, saying that Rudy had pulled a
back muscle in practice. The manager refused to make any comments about Ramirez' strange perfect
game, and asthe days passed the clamor died down.

The next week Rudy spent on the bench, becoming angrier and more frustrated. He confronted
Marenholtz severd times, with Guerraas unwilling interpreter, and each time the manager just said that he
didn't fed that Rami-fez was "ready.” The season was coming to its close, with only six games|eft, and
Rudy was determined to play. Asthe games came and went, however, it became obvi-ous that he wasn't
going to get the chance.

Onthe day of the last game, Marenholtz announced that Iry Tappan, his number-one right-hander,
would start. Rudy stormed out of the dugout in arage. He went back to the locker room and started to
change clothes. Ma-renholtz sgnded to Guerra, and they followed Ramirez.

"All right, Ramirez, what're you doing?" asked the manager.

"He say he goin" home," said Guerra, trandating Rudy's shouted reply.

"If he leaves before the gameis over, he'sliable to be fined. Does he know that?*

"He say hedon’ care.”

"Tdl him hesacting likeakid," said Marenhaltz, feding relieved."He say you can go to hell.”

Marenholtz took adeep breath. "O.K., Chico. Tell him weve enjoyed knowing him, and respect his
talent, and would like to invite him to try out for the team again next spring.”

"Hesay goto hdl."

"He's going home?"' asked Ma-renholtz.

"He say you 'mericanos jedlous, and waste histime. He say he can do other things."

"Well, tell him were sorry, and wish him luck.”

"He say goto hell. He say you don' know your ano from aholein thegroun'.”

Marenholtz smiled coldly. "Chico, | want you to do me afa-vor. Do yoursdf afavor, too; there's
enough herefor thetwo of us. You let him finish clearing out of here, and you go with him. | don't know
where he's going thistime of clay. Probably back to the hotel where he stays. Keegp with him. Tak to



him. Don't let him get away, don't let him get drunk, don't et him talk to anybody ese.”

Guerra shrugged and nodded. Ramirez was turning to leave the clubhouse. Marenholtz grabbed
Guerra's arm and pushed him toward the furious boy. "Go on,” said the manager, "keep himin sight. I'll
cal the hotel in about three or four hours. We got a good thing here, Chico, my boy.” The catcher
frowned and hurried after Rudy.

Marenholtz sighed; he walked across the dressing room, stopping by his office. He opened the door
and stared into the darkened room for afew seconds. He wanted des-perately to sit at his desk and
write the | etters and make the phone calls, but he till had agameto play. Thejob seemed so empty to
him now. He knew thiswould be the last regular game held see in the minor leagues. Next spring he and
Ramirez would be shocking them all at the Floridatraining camps. Next summer he and Rami-rez would
own theworld of mgjor league baseball.

Firgt, though, there was il the game with the Bears. Marenholtz closed the door to the office and
locked it. Then he went up the tun-nel to thefield. All that he could think of was going back to the Big
Time

After the game, Fred Marenholtz hurried to his office. The other players grabbed at him, swatting at
his back to congratulate him on the end of the season. The Tigers were celebrating in the clubhouse.
Cans of beer were popping open, and sandwiches had been supplied by the front office. The manager
ig-nored them all. He locked the door to the office behind him. He called Ramirez' hotel and asked for
hisroom.

Guerra answered, and reported that Ramirez was there, taking a nap. The catcher was instructed to
tell Rudy that together they were al going to win their way to the major leagues. Guerrawas doubtful, but
Marenholtz wouldn't listen to the catcher's puzzled questions. The manager hung up. He pulled out a
battered address book from his desk drawer, and found the telephone number of an old friend, a
contract lawyer in . Louis. He caled the number, tapping apencil nervoudy on the desk top whilethe
phone rang.

"Hello, Marty?' he said when the call wasfindly answered.

"Yes. Who'sthis calling, please?"

"Hi. Y ou won't remember me, but thisis Fred Marenholtz."

"Freddie! How areyou? Lord, it's been fifteen years. Areyou in town?'

Marenholtz smiled. Thingswere going to be dl right. They chatted for afew minutes, and then
Marenholtz told hisold friend that he was calling on business.

"Sure, Freddie," said the lawyer. "For Frantic Fred Marenholtz, anything. Isit legad?' Marenholtz
laughed.

The photographs on the office wall looked painfully old to Marenholtz. They were of an eratoo long
dead, filled with people who themselves had long since passed away. Baseball itself had withered, had
lot thelifeblood of interest that had infused the millions of fans each spring. 1t had been too many years
since Fred Marenholtz had claimed his share of glory. He had never been treated to his part of the
financid rewards of baseball, and after hisbrief mgjor league ca-reer hefdt it wastime to make hisbid.

Marenholtz instructed the l[awyer in detail. Old contracts were to be broken, new ones drawn up.
The lawyer wrote himself in for five percent as payment. The manager hung up the phone again. He
dammed his desk drawer closed in sheer exuberance. Then he got up and left his office. He had to thank
his playersfor their cooperation during the past season.

"Tdl him heé's not going to get anything but investigated if he doesn't go with us." It waslate now, past
midnight. Ramirez' tiny hotdl room was stifling. Rudy rested on the bed. Guerrasat in achair by thesingle
window. Ma-renholtz paced around, his coat thrown on the bed, his shirt soaked with perspiration.

"He say he don' like the way you run the club. He don' think you run him better,” said Guerrawesrily.

"All right. Explain to him that we're not going to cost him anything. The only way we can make any
money is by making sure he does O.K. Well take a percentage of what he makes. That's hisinsur-ance."

"Hewan' know why you wan' him now, you wouldn’ play him before."



"Because he'sadamn foal, iswhy! Doesn't he know what would happen if he pitched hiskind of
game, week after week?"

"Hethink he make alot of money.”

Marenholtz stopped pacing and stared. " Stupid Spanishidiot!" he said. Guerra, from afarming
vil-lage in Panama, glared resentfully. "I'm sorry, Chico. Explainit to him." The catcher went to the edge
of the bed and sat down. He talked with Rudy for along while, then turned back to the manager.

"O.K., Mr. Marenholtz. He didn' think anybody noticed.”

"Fing," said Marenholtz, taking Guerra's vacated chair. "Now let'stalk. Chico, what were you
plan-ning to do thiswinter?'

Guerralooked puzzled again. "l don' know. Go home."

Marenholtz smiled briefly and shook his head. "No. Y ou're coming with me. We're taking young Mr.
Ramirez here and turn him into a pitcher. If not thet, at least into an intelligent thrower. We got ajob, my
friend.”

They had six months, and they could have used more. They worked hard, giving Rudy littletimeto
relax. He spent weeks just throwing baseballs through a circle of wire on astand. Guerra and Marenholtz
helped him learn the most efficient way to pitch, so that he wouldn't tire after half agame; he studied films
of hismotions, to see where they might be improved, to fool the hitters and conserve his own energy.
Guerracoached him on dl the fundamentals: fidding his position, devel oping adeceptive throw to first
base, making certain that hiswindup was the same for every different pitch.

After a couple of months Rami-rez' control was sharp enough to put abal into Guerrals mitt
wher-ever the catcher might ask. Marenholtz watched with growing ex-citement—they were going to
bring it off. Rudy was as good as any mediocre pitcher in the mgors. Marenholtz was teaching him to
save his specid talent for the tight Situations, the emergencies where | ess attention would be focused on
the pitcher. Rudy was made to re-alize that he had eight skilled teammates behind him; if he threw the ball
where the catcher wanted it, the danger of long hits was min-imized. A succession of pop-ups and weak
grounderswould look in-finitely better than twenty-seven passive strikeouts.

Before the pring training session began, Rudy had devel oped a much better curve that he could
throw with reasonable control, a passable change-up, apoor dider, and adightly off-speed fast ball. He
relied on Guerraand Marenholtz for instructions, and they schooled him in dl the possible sit-uations
until hewasfed up.

"Freddie Marenholtz! Damn, you look like you could still get out there and play nine hard ones
yourself. Got that phenom of yours?”

"Y eah, you want him to get dressed?' Marenholtz sood by abatting cage in the training camp of the
Nashville Cats, ateam welcomed into the American League during the expansion draft three years
previoudy. The FHoridasun was aready fierce enough in March to make Marenholtz uncomfort-able,
and he shielded his eyeswith one hand as he talked to Jm Billy Westfahl, the Cats manager.

"All right," said Westfahl. "Y ou said you brought thiskid Ramirez and a catcher, right? What'shis
name?'

"Guerra. Only guy Ramirez ever pitched to."

"Y eah, well, you know we got two good catchers in Portobenez and Staefler. If Guerras going to
stick, he's going to have to beat them out.”

Marenholtz frowned. Guerrawas not going to beat them out of their jobs. But he had to keep the
man around, both because he could soothe Ramirez' irrational temper and because Guerra presented a
danger to the plan. But the aging catcher might have to get used to watching the games from the boxes.
He collected three and a half percent of Rudy'sincome, and Marenholtz couldn't see that Guerra had
reason to complain.

Rudy came out of the locker room and walked to the batting cage. Guerrafollowed, looking uneasy
among the mgor league talents. Ramirez turned to Westfahl and said something in Spanish. Guerra
trandated. "He say he wan' show you what he can do."

"O.K., I'm game. Somebody's go-ing to have to replace McAnion. It may aswell be your kid. Let's



seewhat helookslike."

Rudy pitched to Guerra, and Westfahl made afew noncommittal remarks. Later in the day Rudy
faced some of the Cats regulars, and the B squad of rookies. He held some of them back, pitched to
some of them, and looked no less sharp than any of the other regular pitchers after awinter'sinactivity. In
the next few weeks Marenholtz and Guerraguided Rudy wdll, let-ting him use hisinvisble taent
gparingly, without attracting undue notice, and Ramirez seemed sure to go north with the team when the
season began. Guerradidn't have the same luck. A week before spring training came to an end he was
optioned to the Cats Double A farm club. Guerra pretended to be upset, and refused to report.

By thistime Marenholtz had promoted alarge amount of money. The newly-appointed pres-dent of
RR Sar Enterprises had spent the spring signing contracts while his protégé worked to im-press the
public. Permissions and roydty fees were deposited from trading card companies, clothing
manufacturers, grooming product endorsements (Rudy was hired to look into acameraand say, "l likeit.
It makes my hair neat without looking greasy." Hewasfinaly coached to say, "'l likeit" and the rest of the
linewas given to a sexy femae mode), fruit juice advertise-ments, and sporting goods dedlers.

The regular season began at home for the Cats. Rudy Ramirez was scheduled to pitch the third game.
Rudy felt little excitement before the game; what he did fed wasin no way different in kind or quantity
from his nervousness be-fore hisfirst appearance with the Cordele Tigers. The dightly hogtile mgjor
league crowd didn't awe him: he was prepared to awe the four thousand spectators who had come to
watch the unknown rookie.

Fred Marenholtz had briefed Rudy thoroughly; before the game they had decided that an impres-sive
but nonetheless credible effort would be afour- or five-hit shut-out. For an added touch of redlism, Rudy
might get tired in the eighth inning, and leave for ardief pitcher. Marenholtz and Guerrasat in field boxes
along thefirg-base side, near the dugout. Ramirez could hear their shouts from the mound. He waved to
them as he took his place before the Nationa Anthem was sung.

Rudy's pitches were not partic-ularly overpowering. Hisfast bal was eminently hittable; only the
experience of the Cats catcher prevented it from sailing time after time over the short-left-field fence.
Ramirez' weeks of practice saved him: his pitches crossed the plate just above the batter's knees, or
handcuffed him close around the fists, or nicked the outside edge of the plate. Rudy's curve was just
good enough to keep the hitters guessing. The firgt batter hit a sharp ground bal to short, fielded easlly
for thefirst out. The second batter lofted afly to right field for the second out. Rudy threw three pitches
to the third batter, and then threw hisfirst mistake, afast ball belt high, down the middle. Rudy knew
what would happen—a hedthy swing, and then aquick one-run lead for the White Sox. Urgently,
desperately, he sought the batter's will and grasped it in time. The man stood stupidly, staring at the most
perfect pitch he mould seein along while. It went by for acaled strike three, and Rudy had hisfirst
official mgor league Strikeout.

Marenholtz stood and applauded when Rudy trotted back to the dugout. Guerra shouted something
in Spanish. Ramirez' teammates dapped his back, and he smiled and nodded and took his place on the
bench. He alowed a double down the line in the second inning, set the White Sox down in order in the
third and fourth, gave up asingle and awak in the fifth, asingle in the sixth, no hitsin the seventh, two
sgnglesin theeghth, and two to the first two battersin the ninth. Rudy had pitched wisdly, combining his
inferior skill with ju-dicious use of hismentd talent. Sometimes he held back abatter for just afraction of
asecond, so that the hitter would swing late. Other times he would prevent a batter from running for a
moment, to insure his being thrown out at first. He caused the opposition's de-fense to commit errors so
that the Cats could score the runs to guar-antee victory.

The manager of the Cats came out to the mound to talk with Ramirez in the ninth. Carmen Velillo,
the Cats third baseman, joined the conference to trandate for Rudy. Ramirez insisted that he was strong
enough to finish, but the manager brought in ardlief pitcher. Rudy received aloud cheer from the fansas
he went off the field. He didn't watch the rest of the game, but went straight to the showers. The Cats
new man put down the raly, and Ramirez had ashutout victory. After Rudy and Velillo had answered the
excited questions of the newsmen, Ma-renholtz and Guerramet him for a celebration.

Marenholtz held interviews with reporters from national magazines or local weeklies. Coverage of



Ramirez' remarkable success grew more detailed; as the season pro-gressed Rudy saw his picture on the
front of such varied periodicasas Sports lllustrated and Esquire.

By June Rudy had won eleven games and lost none. His picture appeared on the cover of Time. A
small articlein Playboy announced that he was the greatest naturd tal-ent since Grover Cleveland
Alexan-der. He appeared briefly on late-night televison programs. He was hired to attend supermarket
open-ingsin the Nashville area. He loved winning ball games, and Ma-renholtz, too, gloried in returning a
success to the mgjor leagues that had treated him so shabbily in hisyouth.

The evening before Ramirez was to start histwelfth ball game, he was having dinner with Marenholtz
and Guerra. The older man was talking about his own short playing career, and how baseba |l had
dete-riorated since then. Guerranodded and said little. Ramirez stared quietly at his plate, toying with his
food and not eating. Suddenly he spoke up, interrupting Marenholtz' flow of memories. He spokein
rapid Spanish; Marenholtz gaped in surprise. "What's he saying?"' he asked.

Guerra coughed nervoudy. "He wan' know why he need us," he said. "He say he do pretty good by
himsdf."

Marenholtz put his-cigar down and stared angrily at Ramirez. "1 was wondering how long it would
take him to think he could cut usout. Y ou can tell him that if it hadn't been for usheéd ether bein trouble
orinVenezuda You cantdl himthat if it hadn't been for us he wouldn't have that solid bank account and
his poor gray mamawouldn't have the only color televi-sion south of the border. And if that doesn't
work, tell him maybe he doesn't need us, but he signed the contracts.”

Guerrasaid afew words, and Rudy answered. "What's he say now?" asked Marenholtz.

"Nothing," said Guerra, saring down at hisown plate. "He jus say he thank you, but he wan' do it by
himsdf."

"Oh, hell. Tell himto forget that and pitch agood, game tomorrow. I'll do the worrying. That's what
I'mfor."

"He say he do that. He say he pitch you agood game.”

"Well, thank you, Tom, and good afternoon, baseba | fans everywhere. In just afew moments well
bring you live coverage of the third contest of this weekend series, agame between the Nashville Cats,
leadersin the American League Midlands divison, and the Denver Athletics. It looksto be apitchers
dud today, with young Rudy Ramirez, Nashville's astonishing rookie, going againgt the A'svet-eran
right-hander, Morgan Stepitz."

"Right, Chuck, and | think alot of the spectatorsin the park today have come to see whether
Ramirez can keep his stresk alive. Hes won eeven, now, and he hasn't been beaten so far in his
professional career. Each game must be more of an orded than the last for the youngster. The strain will
be sart-ing to take itstoll.”

"Nevertheless, Tom, | have to admit that it's been avery long time since I've seen anyone with the
poise of that young man. He hasntt let his success make him overconfident, which for himis now the
greatest danger. I'm sure that defeat, when it comes, will be ahard blow, but I'm just as certain that Rudy
Ramirez will recover and go on to have atruly amazing season.”

"A lot of fans have written in to ask what the record isfor most consecutive gameswon. Well,
Ramirez has quite away to go. The mgor league record is nine-teen, set in 1912 by Rube Marguard.
But even if Ramirez doesn't go on to break that one, he's ftill got the start on agreat season. He'sleading
both leagues with an Earned Run Average of 1.54, and has an excdlent shot at thirty wins—"

"All right, let'sgo down to the field, where wéell have the singing of the Nationd Anthem.”

After the spectators cheered and settled back into their seats, after the Cats catcher whipped the ball
down to second base, and after the infielders tossed it around and, fi-nally, back to the pitcher, Rudy
looked around at the stadium. The Nashville park was new, built five years ago in hopes of attracting a
major league franchise. It was huge, well-designed, and, generdly, filled with noisy fans. The sudden
success of the usualy hapless Cats was eadily traced: Rudy Ramirez. He wasto pitch again today, and
his enthusiastic rooters crowded the spacious park. Bedsheet banners hung over railings, wishing him



luck and proclaiming Ramirez to be the best-loved individua on the continent. Rudy, still innocent of
English, did not know what they said.

He could see Marenholtz and Guerrasitting behind the dugout. They saw him glancein their
direc-tion and stood, waving their arms. Rudy touched the visor of his cap in slute. Then heturned to
facethefirg of the Athletics hitters.

"O.K., thefirgt batter for the A'sisthe second baseman, number 12, Jerry Kleiner. Kleiner's batting
.262 this season. He's a switch-hitter, and he's batting right-handed against the southpaw, Ramirez.

"Ramirez takes his sign from Staefler, winds up, and delivers. Klener takesthe pitch for acaled
grike one. Ramirez hasfaced the A's only once before this season, shutting them out on four hits.

"Kleiner steps out to glance down at the third base coach for the signd. He steps back in. Rami-rez
goesinto hismoation. Kleiner letsit go by again. No balls and two strikes.”

"Ramirez isredly piping them in today, Tom."

"That'sright, Chuck. | noticed during hiswarmupsthat hisfast ball seemed to be moving
excep-tionally wdll. It will tend to tail in toward aright-handed batter. Here comesthe pitch—strike
three! Klei-ner goesdown looking."

"Before the game we talked with Cats catcher Bo Stagfler, who told usthat Ramirez dider is
improving as the season gets older. That can only be bad news for the hittersin the American League. It
may be awhile beforethey can solve hisstyle.”

"Stepping in now isthe A'sright fielder, number 24, Ricky Gonzavo. Gonzavo's having trouble with
hisold kneeinjury thisyear, and hisaverage isdown to .244. He crowdsthe plate alittle on Ramirez.
Thefirg pitchisinsde, knocking Gonzalvo down. Ball one.

"Ramirez getsthe bdl back, leansforward for hissign. And the pitch . . . intherefor acalled strike.
The count iseven at one and one.”

"He seemsto have excellent con-trol today, wouldn't you say, Tom?"

"Exactly. Manager Westfahl of the Cats suggested last week that the pinpoint accuracy of his control
is sometimes enough to rattle a batter into becoming an easy out.”

"There must be some ex-planation, even if it'smagic.”

"Ramirez deals another breaking pitch, in therefor acalled strike two. | wouldn't say it'sall magic,
Chuck. It looked to me as though Gonzalvo was crossed up on that one, obvioudy expecting the fast ball
agan."

" Staefler gives him the sgn. Ramirez nods, and throws. Fast ball, caught Gonzalvo napping. Called
grike three; two away now in thetop of thefirst.

"Batting in the number three po-sition isthe big first baseman, Howie Bass. Bass brother, Eddie,
who playsfor the Orioles, hasthe only home run hit off Ramirez this season. Here comes Ramirez pitch .
.. Basstakesit for strike one.”

"It seemsto me that the batters are starting out behind Ramirez, alittle overcautious. That's the effect
that awinning stresk like his can have. Ramirez has the benefit of apsychologica edge working for him,
aswell ashisgreat pitching."

"Right, Tom. That pitch while you were talking was a called strike two, agood dider that seemed to
have Bass completely baffled.”

"Staefler givesthe sign, but Ramirez shakes his head. Ramirez shakes off another sgn. Now he nods,
goesinto hiswindup, and throws. A fast ball, straight down the middle, strike three. Bassturnsto argue
with the umpire, but that'll do him no good. Three up and three down for the A's, no runs, no hits, nothing
across.”

The Cats fansjumped to their feet, but Fred Marenholtz listened angrily to their gpplause. He caught
Rudy's eye just as the pitcher was about to enter the dugout. Before Marenholtz could say anything,
Rudy grinned and disappeared insde. Marenholtz was worried that the sophisticated marjor league
audience would be even less likely to accept the spectacle of batter after batter going down without
swinging at Ramirez' pitches. The older man turned to Guerra. "What's he trying to do?"' he asked.

Guerrashook hishead. "I don' know. Maybe he wan' strike out some.”



"Maybe," said Marenholtz du-bioudy, "but I didn't think he'd be that dumb.”

The Cats got arunner to second basein their part of the first inning, but he died there when the
clean-up hitter sent aline drive over the head of the A'sfirst base-man, who legped high to save arun.
Rudy walked out to the mound confidently, and threw hiswarmups.

"All right," said Marenholtz, "let's see him stop that nonsense now. Thisgame's being televised dl
over the country.” Hewatched Ramirez go into his motion. Thefirst pitch was a curve that appar-ently
didn't break; adow pitch coming toward the plate asfat as abasketball. The A's batter watched it for a
cdled strike. Marenholtz swore softly.

Rudy threw two more pitches, each of them over the plate for strikes. The hitter never moved his bat.
Marenholtz' face was turning red with anger. Rudy struck out the next batter in three pitches. Guerra
coughed nervoudy and said some-thing in Spanish. Already the fans around them were remarking on
how strange it was to seethe A's being called out on strikes without making an effort to guard the plate.
The A's sixth batter took his placein the batter's box, and three pitcheslater he, too, walked back to the
bench, abewildered expres-sion on hisface.

Marenholtz stood and hollered to Ramirez. "What the hell you doing?" he said, forgetting that the
pitcher couldn't understand him. Rudy waked nonchalantly to the dugout, taking no notice of Marenholtz.

Guerrarose and edged past Ma-renholtz to the aide. ™Y ou going for a couple of beers?' asked
Marenholtz.

"No," said Guerra. "l think | just goin'."

"Wdll, Tom, it'sthe top of thethird, scoretied at nothing to noth-ing. | want to say that we're getting
that pitchers battle we promised. We're witnessing one heck of agood bal game so far. The Cats have
had only one hit, and rookie Rudy Ramirez hasn't let an Ath-letic reach first base.”

"Theresan old basebal| super-stition about jinxing apitcher in astuation like this, but | might
men-tion that Ramirez has struck out the first Sx men to face him. The record for consecutive strikeouts
iseleven, held by Gaylord Perry of the old Cleveland Indians. If | remember correctly, that mark was
et the last year the Indians played in Cleveland, before their move to New Orleans.”

"This sort of gameisn't anew thing for Ramirez, either, Tom. Hisblurb in the Cats pressbook
men-tionsthat iii his one start in the minor leagues, he threw a perfect game and set a Triangle League
record for mogt strikeoutsin anine-inning game.”

"O.K., Chuck. Ramirez hasfin-ished hiswarmups herein the top of the third. Hell face the bottom
of the A's order. Batting in the sev-enth position is the catcher, num-ber 16, Tolly Knecht. Knecht's been
inalong dump, but he's a-ways been something of a spoiler. Hed love to break out of it with ahit
aganst Ramirez here. Herésthe pitch . . . Knecht wastaking al the way, acalled strike one.”

"Maybe thefolks at home would like to see Ramirez' form here on the dow-motion replay. Y ou can
see how the extra-high kick tends to hide the ball from the batter un-til the very last moment. He's
get-ting the full force of hisbody be-hind the pitch, throwing from the shoulder with alast, powerful snap
of thewrist. He ends up here per-fectly balanced for a sudden defen-sive move. From the plate the white
ball must be disguised by the uniform. A marvelous athlete and aterrific competitor.”

"Right, Chuck. That |ast pitch was agood breaking ball; Knecht watched it for strike two. | think one
of the reasons the hitters seem to be so confused isthe excellent arsenal of pitchesthat Ramirez has. He
throws hisfast bal inteligently, saving it for the tight spots. He throws an overhand curve and asidearm
curve, each at two differ-ent speeds. His dider is showing up more and more as his confidence
increases.”

"Ramirez nods to Steefler, the catcher. He winds up, and throws. Strike three! That's seven, now.
Knecht throws his bat away in frustration. The fans aren't too happy, either. Even the Cats loya crowd is
beginning to boo. | don't think I've ever seen ateam as com-pletely stymied asthe A's are to-day."

"| tel you, | amost wish | could go down there myself. Some of Ramirez' pitches ook just too good.
It makes me want to grab abat and take a poke at one. His dow curves seem to hang there, in-viting a
good hedlthy cut. But, of course, from our vantage point we can't see what the batters are seeing.
Ramirez must have tremen-dous stuff today. Not one Athletic hitter has taken aswing &t his pitches.”



When the eighth Athletic batter struck out, the fans stood and jeered. Marenholtz felt his ssomach
tightening. His mouth was dry and his ears buzzed. After the ninth batter fanned, staring uninterestedly at
amild, belt-high pitch, the sta-dium wasfilled with boos. Marenholtz couldn't be sure that they were dl
directed at the unlucky hitters.

Maybe | ought to hurry after Guerra, thought Marenholtz. Maybe it's time to talk about that
bowling alley deal again. Thisgameisrotten at its roots already. It's not like when | was out
there. We cared. The fans cared Now they got guys like Grobert playing, they're nearly gangsters:
Sometimes the games look like they're produced from a script. And Ramirez is going to topple it
all. The kid's special, but that won't save us. Good God, | feel sorry for him. He can't seeiit
coming. He won't see it coming. He's out there having a ball. And he's going to make the loudest
boomwhen it all falls down. Then what's he going to do? What's he going to do?

Rudy walked jauntily off thefield. The spectators around Marenholtz screamed a him. Rudy only
smiled. He waved to Marenholtz, and pointed to Guerras empty seat. Marenholtz shrugged. Ramirez
ducked into the dugout, leaving Marenholtz to fret in the stands.

After the Catswereretired in the third, Rudy went out to pitch hishaf of the fourth. A policeman
caled his name, and Rudy turned. The officer stood in the boxes, at the edge of the dugout, Stationed to
prevent overeager fans from storm-ing the playing field. He held his hand out to Rudy and spoketo him
in English. Rudy shook his head, not understanding. He took the papers from the policeman and studied
them for amoment. They were contracts that he had signed with Marenholtz. They weretorn in half.
Ramirez grinned; he looked up toward Marenholtz' seat behind the dugout. The man had followed
Guerra, had |eft the stadium before he could be implicated in the tar-nished proceedings.

For thefirgt time since he had come to the United States, Rudy Ramirez felt free. He handed the
contracts back to the mystified police officer and walked to the mound. He took a few warmups and
waited for Kleiner, the A'sleadoff batter. Ramirez took hissign and pitched. Kleiner swung and hit a shot
past the mound. Rudy entered Kleiner's mind and kept him motionless beside the plate for apart of a
second. The Cats shortstop went far to hisleft, grabbed the ball and threw on the dead run; the runner
was out by afull step. There were mixed groans and cheers from the spectators, but Rudy didn't hear.
He was watching Gonzalvo take his place in the bat-ter's box. Maybe Rudy would let him get a hit.



