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lizers in his bed tent, suppositories. The ailing child naturally came 
to admire hale and hearty ballplayers. “I’m six years old and I’m in 
bed,” says Harvey today, “and I’m counting cars, listening to ball 
games and music on the radio. In terms of influence, experience 
isn’t what happens to you — the boy in bed, alone — experience is 
what you do with what happens to you. I am gratified with what I 
did as a result of my experience.”

Slow-footed and gasping, Harvey set out to join the boyhood fray 
one summer morning. On Gun Hill Road in the Bronx, he found a 
game of “All Across,” where boys run from one curb across the street 
to the other, until all are tagged and the last one becomes “it.” Harvey 
watched and asked to play. He was welcomed, but told, as any new-
comer would be, that he would have to start as “it.” Harvey was the 
quintessential “it,” faked out of his Buster Browns. 

He does not recall how much time elapsed in such humiliation, 
but in retrospect it has expanded to fill a disproportionately large 
amount of neural hard drive. But then, a miracle occurred: Two boys 
taunting Harvey crossed in front of him and collided, one of them 
falling. Harvey immediately pounced, and pummeled the fallen 
player. The other players pulled him off, and Harvey burst into tears 
and ran home. But there had been a breakthrough. For the first time, 
he remembers, “He was the prey. I had become the hunter.” Harvey 
had become a participant. 

From his asthmatic condition, he developed a keen insight into 
how our fears can define us. “I understood how people limit themselves,” 
he says. “I hitched my wagon early on to that ailing horse, meaning 
my affliction, and then I started to learn, Don’t hitch your wagon to 
that horse; hitch your wagon to the horse that you want to be.”

His own athletic career was a wheezing triumph of his will. He 
regularly took part in sandlot baseball and football, and majored in 
physical education at Brockport State Teachers College, where he 
played goalie for a Co-National Championship soccer team in 1955, 
all while being excused from running laps or even switching goals 
when his team was practicing shots. 

He graduated with a degree in education and went on to earn a 
master’s in educational psychology before commencing his career 
as a highly regarded teacher at Wheeler Avenue School in upstate 
New York, where he would meet his wife, third-grade teacher Anita 
Wiklund. He then taught at Burrs Lane Junior High in Dix Hills, 
Long Island, before moving to Manchester and Burr and Burton 
Academy. He has two children, daughter Melissa, 44, and son Dan, 
42, and three grandchildren. 

“This is the last one of these I’m ever going to do,” Harvey told me 
as we sat on his back porch, overlooking the lake and the Canadian 

geese who were swimming back and forth, jerkily 
changing direction. He hasn’t sat for an interview in 
almost 10 years and is worried that I will portray him 
as some kind of “self-help guy.” He stresses to me that 
he doesn’t actually care how a player feels: “I only 
care how you behave.’’ Anita comes out on the porch 
and tells us it’s getting cold. Harvey stands up on 
unsteady legs. He is going in for hip replacement 
surgery in a few weeks, and the impending trauma 
has him feeling his age. He says there are a few myths 
he wants to dispel: One is that he “fixes” ballplayers. 
“I don’t ‘fix’ guys; I hate that expression. It’s like say-
ing I’m a shrink. I’m not a shrink; I’m a stretch. I 
don’t diminish — I expand.”

Later, we are seated in his office, watching the 
playoffs on television. Harvey doesn’t root for teams, 
he roots for players, for guys he’s worked with and 
knows. There’s Carlos Pena, the Tampa Bay first 
baseman and a client. There’s Jason Varitek. There’s 
Roy Halladay. All of them have either made the pil-
grimage here or have met up with Harvey at some 
point in their career. Calling all afternoon on the 
phone are other ballplayers, seeking a little advice 
or just checking in. Chan Ho Park, Rick Ankiel, Raul 
Ibanez, and others leave messages on Harvey’s ma-

chine, asking him to call them back.
We begin talking about why some players need to visit Harvey to 

become reacquainted with the most basic physical and functional 
aspects of their professions. “It’s because muscles are morons,” he 
says, and by that he means that muscles only do what we tell them 
to do, so it’s imperative for even the most gifted of athletes to tell their 
muscles to behave correctly — keep the chin tucked in, and so on. 

The instruction then radiates outward into the player’s whole 
psyche, and that’s when it can get interesting, when secrets and 
confidences must be revealed so that Harvey can help the player 
overcome his obstacles. There was the superstar who was afraid to 
confront his landscape architect about being overbilled. The catcher 
who couldn’t throw the ball back to the pitcher and would make up 
pretenses to go out to the mound so he could hand the ball over. 
The slugger who believed the world was conspiring against him, in 
part because his alcoholic father had abused him. Another player, 
linked to steroids, who was considering a comeback and admitted 
that yes, he had been juicing, and now his fear was that without it 
he would never be any good. The relief pitchers who live in a state 
of permanent fear. “When Dennis Eckersley made the Hall of Fame,” 
says Harvey, “I called him and said, ‘Congratulations, you soiled 
yourself all the way to the Hall of Fame.’ ”

The truth, when it finally emerges, brings forth a torrent of tears, 
of painful confession, of relief, of unburdening. Finally, the player 
can tell another soul of his hurt. This little man in his sweats — listen-
ing, quiet, almost docile, but always respectful — he nods because he 
understands. He has stood in the locker room and helped a ballplayer 
pull on his shirt because he was so paralyzed by fear he couldn’t dress. 
He has massaged the shoulders of a Dominican slugger who was 
homesick and missed his mother. He tells the player, You know what, 
it’s okay to feel all this stuff, you’re human, but you also have to per-
form, because you’re a professional. 

Harvey always takes stock of the player. “What I have to deter-
mine is whether this guy would benefit from an aggressive approach 
or a lighter hand. I ask a bunch of Columbo questions. ‘Tell me what 
you are going through right now.’ You don’t ask questions a guy can 
answer with yes or no; it’s always, ‘Why?’ The guy’s like, ‘Well, I 
came to ask you that.’ You can tell if a guy is aggressive. If he’s ag-
gressive with me, then I can be aggressive with him. If he’s lost, 
confused, intimidated, why would you want to be aggressive with 
a guy like that?”

And the player, now seated with Harvey out on the back porch, 
engages this old man, tells him his darkest secrets, and, together with 
Harvey, starts to see much more than just the ball. n

who’s on first? Dorfman chatting with an A’s pitcher in 1987.














