
◆ 1 ◆

Prologue June 2, 2001

It is less than four weeks before the Brooklyn Cyclones—the new Single-
A farm team of the New York Mets—will play the first professional game
of baseball to take place in Brooklyn since the Brooklyn Dodgers’ last
game there in 1957, and few people have any idea what to expect, includ-
ing many who will be intimately involved in this historic season. Among
the many people unsure of what the Brooklyn Cyclones will mean are
Brett Kay, a native Californian who will soon play for the team, and
Anthony Otero, a young boy who lives fifteen blocks from the Cyclones’
not-quite-finished stadium in the Coney Island section of Brooklyn.

On this exact day, Kay, a college junior, is helping his Cal State–
Fullerton team to a 9–3 victory over Mississippi State in a game that
clinches a spot for his team in the College World Series. Even though he
could come back for his senior season, Kay knows he wants to turn pro
after next week’s draft. However, he does not know what Major League
team will take him, where it will send him, or how much money it will pay
him. “Even though I’m thinking about [next week’s draft], and some of
my teammates are also, it’s not hard to focus on what the team is trying
to accomplish. Now I’m so excited because this is my first trip to
Omaha—the team went my freshman year, but I got sick and couldn’t go.
We’ve got a good squad, with a bunch of good guys,” Kay says. “I should
get drafted, but it won’t really affect how I play. Getting drafted is no big
thing in this program—a bunch of my buddies have been drafted, and



we’ve talked about it. For now we just want to go to the World Series and
win, and I think we have the best team to do that.”

Kay has never been to New York before, and he’s never heard of the
Brooklyn Cyclones.

Young Anthony Otero is winding down his eighth-grade school year at
“Cavallaro” (short for Joseph B. Cavallaro Intermediate School #281), on
24th Avenue in the Coney Island section of Brooklyn. There is no mid-
dle-school baseball team—and Anthony admits that his grades are too
poor to allow him to do much extracurricular stuff anyway—but he still
likes to both play and watch the game of baseball. He watches Yankee
games with his mother on a nightly basis and often plays the sport outside
his apartment building, which is located within the Coney Island Houses
complex buried deep along Surf Avenue. He and his family have heard
on the news about the stadium being built fifteen blocks away, and his bus
takes a left past the construction site whenever he goes to school. “I see
it every day,” Anthony says. “I didn’t know what it was for a while, but
then they put up a sign that said, ‘Brooklyn Cyclones Baseball Stadium.’
I don’t really know who they are, but it seems exciting to have a baseball
stadium nearby.”

Not exactly a Web surfer or chatroom user (while there are some
Internet stations at libraries in Brooklyn, neither his school nor his home
affords him the opportunity to regularly go online), Anthony knows little
about these “Brooklyn Cyclones.” The Internet is relevant because it is
there that the Cyclones are already alive and well. And, while the exam-
ple of Anthony and many of his Coney Island brethren speaks to
America’s “digital divide,” the modern, ticket-buying public is ably repre-
sented online, and that’s as good a place as any to measure popularity
these days. Even with the season more than three weeks away and the
Cyclone roster still lacking actual players, there is a busy, fan-organized
chatroom on www.yahoo.com. Furthermore, the official website of the
team, www.brooklyncyclones.com, is dutifully recording the enthusiastic
messages of current and former Brooklyn residents who are extremely
excited about the team.
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The hunger for baseball is so strong that most of the tickets have
already been scooped up, about a third through season-ticket plans and
most of the rest on the first day single-game tickets went on sale, April 28,
at the nearby King’s Plaza Mall. One message board on the Cyclones’ site,
titled “Brooklyn Baseball Memories,” is flooded with posts that speak to
the appeal of the Cyclones. One fan, Horace DeBussy Jones, writes: “The
Dodgers, walks in Prospect Park, a special day at Coney, stickball, Louie’s
Sweet Shop, sitting on stoops at night, the Duke going long, egg creams
and pretzels . . . all of that and so much more about Brooklyn summers—
welcome back baseball, we missed you.”
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