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Thank you. Thank you. I’d like to thank Jeff Idelson, Jane Clark, and the entire staff at the Baseball Hall of 
Fame for inviting me to speak today.  I am humbled. It’s truly an honor to be here with my wife Sue and 
my family. 

One evening, late September 2001, I was working an overnight shift as a battalion chief with the FDNY at 
Ground Zero, where the Trade Center had stood only weeks before. 

Sadly and tragically, our work had transitioned from a search and rescue mission to a recovery 
operation. We were sifting through the smoldering rubble, searching in the hope of finding victims’ 
remains, so as to provide grieving families with the ability to lay their loved ones to rest. Sadly, we were 
rarely able to do so. 

Almost everything there had been pulverized to an almost sand-like consistency. To find anything fully 
intact -- such as a desk, telephone, picture frame, or chair -- was extremely rare. For the most part, it 
was twisted metal beams, concrete chunks, sand and dust. On that particular night while clearing one 
section, something in the debris caught my eye. It was a round object and there was something red on 
it. I picked it up, rubbed the coating of dust off it, and saw the unmistakable arc of red stitching. It was a 
baseball. Of all the things to come out of this rubble, a baseball; I was astonished. I was just amazed. 
Now you have to understand, I am -- I was -- a baseball fanatic. Alright? I was coaching my son’s baseball 
team, I played a few years on the FDNY baseball team, I was playing on a men’s senior league team that 
played on this very field just a year before. I was, and still am, an avid Mets fan. Atten- (interrupted by 
cheers from the crowd) Let’s go Mets! Attending as many games as I could and watching everyone on 
TV. This is why the baseball intrigued me so. If I had found a golf ball… right back into the pile. (Laughs) 
But a baseball, I held onto it and took a closer look. I was in awe of its condition. Except for a few cuts in 
the leather, it was basically intact. I rubbed more dust off of it and noticed there were signatures on it. 
Were they autographs? While trying to read one of the signatures, I made out the name, Morgan. “Hey, 
Joe Morgan, maybe,” I thought. Was this a ball signed by baseball greats? Upon further examination, the 
signature read: JP Morgan Chase. Morgan Chase? Did he pitch for the Cardinals in the 70’s? (More 
laughter) Some of the other signatures read Merrill Lynch, Salomon Smith Barney, Bear Stearns. These 
weren’t players. It was a promotional baseball from a company called Tradeweb. And the signatures 
were the financial institutions they dealt with. Sadly, no Joe Morgan. Not even Morgan Freeman or 
Morgan Fairchild. I put the ball in my pocket and went back to work.  

 

When I had some free time, between my work and the daily funerals I was attending for my fallen FDNY 
brothers, I researched Tradeweb and found out they, indeed, had an office on the 51st floor of the 
World Trade Center. That was below where the plane hit and all their employees survived. That news 
lifted my- (applause) - that news lifted my spirit some. I knew this was the deadliest terrorist attack on 
the U.S. ever. But I also knew thousands were safely evacuated. I was glad that those from this company 
were part of that evacuation and were safe.  

 



But the game of baseball had also lifted my spirits prior to finding that ball. I, along with all New Yorkers 
and Americans throughout the country, were glad to see baseball games resume. It was heartwarming 
for us to see the great support during the pre-game ceremonies. To see the players wearing PAPD, 
NYPD, and FDNY caps, and to hear the emotional singing of “God Bless America” during the games. It 
showed the world that we would continue to live as Americans, not only to endure, but to thrive.  

 

When Mike Piazza hit his dramatic home run in the first game played in New York, he gave us something 
to really cheer about. And it was the first time we cheered in quite a while. There were also very 
personal and private acts of support occurring. Katrina Marino wrote an email to the Cincinnati Reds 
stating, “My husband, Kenny Marino, a Rescue 1 firefighter, is missing. Ken Griffey, Jr. was his favorite 
player. If Ken Griffey, Jr. could hit an extra home run for Kenny, I know he would be looking down with a 
big smile.” Griffey delivered, hitting a home run in the Reds 8-1 victory over the Philadelphia Phillies that 
night. And he has met, and continues to have, a supportive relationship with the Marino Family.  

 

The more I thought about it, I realized, this baseball was a symbolic treasure emerged from these 
terrible ruins. The people of New York, the FDNY, America itself, had taken an immense and horrific hit. 
There was so much sorrow and death, but there was also survival. This ball seemed to me a symbol of 
that survival. An American symbol. It was banged around terribly, but it came through. It wasn’t 
destroyed, it had survived. Just as these employees, and thousands of others, had survived.  

 

I wrote an email to Tradeweb to tell them I found their ball and was looking to return it to them. Part of 
that email read, “I am very gratified to see, based on your press release, that all your employees are safe 
and accounted for. Being a baseball fan, coach, and player, this item has become a symbol of hope for 
me. Baseball is the American Pastime. A great game, from a great country. I felt that sincerely then, as I 
feel it fully to this day.” The people at Tradeweb insisted I keep the ball and I was glad to donate it to the 
Baseball Hall of Fame shortly after so it could tour the country as part of the wonderful exhibit, 
“Baseball as America,” and now is occasionally displayed here in this wonderful museum.  

 

Once again, I am honored and humbled that you have invited me to speak here today. I do so only in 
honor of, and as a representative of, all those who participated in the months of rescue and recovery. I 
wish to pay special tribute to Andre Fletcher and Mike Weinberg, who played with me on the FDNY 
baseball team and were among the 343 FDNY members who made the ultimate sacrifice on September 
11tb, 2001. God bless the FDNY. God bless baseball. And God bless America. Thank you.  

 

 

 


