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Shana Tova. 
 
I gotta be honest here, I’m very jealous of Marie being able to convert 
from the Red Sox to the Cubs and from Catholicism to Judaism. 
 
I was born a Jew and remain a Jew; born a Cubs fan and remain a 
Cubs fan. 
 
How dull is that?  After all, doesn’t growth require change? 
 
This is my 34th consecutive Open Mike talk.  And, I asked myself, 
“Boychick, Isn’t that long enough?”  (And I’ll be honest, I added, “for 
Chrisake,” because we Jews always say “for Chrisake” when we want 
to emphasize something.) 
 
I mean, unlike Moses, I actually entered the promise land, when 
Carol and I drove to Cleveland for the seventh game last year. We 
drove there without tickets.  Friends were shocked to hear that we’d 
do that, but I told them, “He provided a ram for Isaac, didn’t He?”  I 
knew we’d be just fine, because that’s why God created StubHub 
 
That Seventh Game was a highlight of my life.  I’d say ‘the” highlight 
of my life, but Carol gets really angry when, talking about that seventh 
game, I suggest that our marriage and the birth of our kids may have 
been pretty good, but…… 
 
Anyway, after the game, when all of the Cubs fans stuck around at 
the lower level of the park, I saw a lady holding a large sign that 
expressed exactly how I felt.  The sign said, “Now I can die in peace.”  
Not “die happy,’ because that would not have captured it, but “die in 
peace.” 
 
And, it’s true, this year there’s been a new calm about me.  Sure 
Carol and I went to a lot of Cubs games, and recorded and watched 
almost every game that we didn’t go to.  But, we were World 
Champions, so what did it really matter if we lost?  The perpetual 
angst I had felt for over seventy years of Cubs fandom was gone. 



 
So, I’ve decided that this is it, my last Open Mike at JRC.  I still have 
a passion for baseball.  But I need a new outlook.  I need a 
perspective from which not winning the World Series every year is a 
shanda. I need my angst back.  
 
So, I’ve decided to convert.  I’m going to become a Catholic, and a 
Yankees fan. 
 
Becoming Catholic is easy, and convenient.  Easy because they 
worship one of our boys.  And convenient, because the cardinal’s 
home is directly across the street from our condo.  I can stop over to 
have a Bud with His Eminence any time, and shoot the breeze. And, 
besides, I’ve been speaking in churches for over thirty years, so I’m 
comfortable there. 
 
Now, admittedly, becoming a Yankee fan is much tougher.  But not 
impossible.  After all, Joe Girardi, a Northwestern graduate and 
former Cub became the Yankee’s catcher and manager.  And Girardi 
is a Catholic, as I will be.  Oh, sure, as a Jew, it was nice to feel pride 
in Sandy Koufax and Hank Greenberg; but they were never Cubs. So 
just imagine being a Catholic Yankees fan who can claim Babe Ruth, 
Joe DiMaggio and Yogi Berra as his own.  Who wouldn’t kvell (if 
Catholics can kvell; I’ve gotta ask the cardinal about that)? 
 
In case any of you want to continue to follow me, I’ve convinced the 
folks at Holy Name Cathedral to institute an Open Mike tradition at 
the close of Easter Services.  (Easter, by the way, generally comes 
around the time of your Passover.)   
 
So, until then, L’ Shana Ha Ba-a B’ Yankee stadium.  And may God 
bless you all, my children. 


