
kids, and known to be both cocky and scrappy (aggressive and annoy-
ing) on the court during his playing days. On February 14, he was a 
guy in Savannah in a sweat suit accompanying his wife as she shopped. 

I’m not sure what got into me, but I stopped and turned back to-
wards Danny and said, “Really good win last night.” 

It’s likely he gets recognized in Boston, but Whole Foods in south 
Georgia the day after a late home game in the North End should lead 
to out-of-context anonymity, so Danny looked at me with a mix of 
surprise and distress. I pressed on, “I’m a die-hard fan…I’ve been so 
all my life.”

He let down his guard and extended his hand to shake mine. “I’m 
Danny,” he said. “What’s your name?” 

I introduced myself and asked what he was doing buying groceries 
well below the Mason-Dixon Line. “We’re meeting some of the kids – 
they live in New York – at the resort…Palmetto (long pause).”

“Palmetto Bluff,” I said. 
“Yeah, that’s it. We’re here for the holiday weekend, taking off the 

All Star break.”
“Playing some golf?” I asked. 
“Yep…it’s 26 in Boston today, so can’t get the sticks out up there.”
Apropos of very little, I said, “One of my kids lives in New York, 

too, and the other in D.C. And I lived in New York for 14 years.” 
I could hear myself speaking quickly, without logically progressing 
thoughts, and I imagined my face to be awkwardly scrunched up, just 
a little bit. “I spent 2018 in Boston, so I went to a bunch of games. 
My friend’s seats are in the first row, center court, right behind the 
TV guys.” 

I think he nodded and then asked, “How long have you lived here?” 
I replied, inexplicably, “Since 2015,” then immediately corrected 

myself, “I mean…2001.”
Danny processed the odd disconnect, perhaps wondering how I 

misplaced 14 years. 
“This is a fun year to be a fan,” I said. “I love the makeup of this 

team.” My confidence was suddenly building. He smiled and nodded 
as though he agreed. 

“Anyway,” I continued, “thank you for all you do for the team. 
You’re – like – the best in the business.” Why did I have to add the 
superfluous “like?!”

“Thank you. I really appreciate it. You’re very kind.”
In retrospect, I think Danny might have been open to chatting 

some more. But I shut things down. “Well, have a good visit,” I said 
with finality. 

I walked away energized; but, soon I began to re-encounter the 
Ainges again and again as we wondered the store. Should I nod, look 
away, say something or nothing at all? 

I got to my car and brought my fist down hard on the steering 
wheel. I should have invited Danny and his sons to play a round at 
my club. I should have given him my card. Danny and I should be 
new-best-friends. But I choked – I didn’t take the shot with the clock 
running down. Sadly (at least a tiny twinge), Danny’s probably back 
in Massachusetts wondering if he’s one power forward short of a po-
tential championship this year.    
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Last Thursday, February 13, I did what I do most of the 82 nights 
the Boston Celtics are playing (and that’s just the regular season…
if you count the playoffs, the number is likely to approach 100). I 
scanned up and down my channel guide to find the game and settled 
in with a cigar. February 13 was a particularly compelling night for a 
Celtics fan (which is a thing – Celtics fan – that I have been since I 
was a little boy). 

The Cs were hosting the Los Angeles Clippers, probably one of the 
five best teams in the NBA, and this would be the last game before the 
All Star break. Ending the first half (actually 65 percent) of the season 
on a positive note seemed like an important thing. The Cs had been 
on a bit of a roll since MLK Day, winning 10 of 12 games during the 
stretch, but they had dropped their previous contest in Houston, and 
looked lethargic and lousy doing so. Georgia native and key compo-
nent, Jaylen Brown, would sit on the bench in street clothes, con-
tinuing the C’s season-long injury curse. Entertaining the star-laden 
Clippers would be a big test. 

I’ll try to limit the sports-geek talk; I’ve probably overdone it al-
ready and lost 80 percent of my readers by now. In summary, on 
February 13, the Celtics won a hard-fought, double-overtime game; 
one that, at various times, I was certain they had both locked up and 
frittered away. Moreover, they scored 141 points, which, in case you’re 
not an NBA-watcher, is kind of a lot.

During the action, my dad and I texted back-and-forth, our nor-
mal routine. My mom checked in occasionally, too. Our cable/satel-
lite/smart phone continuum enables us to watch the games “togeth-
er” without getting up from our respective favorite chairs (his in his 
house, and mine in mine). This is the 2020 version of a much more 
primitive arrangement from almost 50 years ago. Back then, we sat 
in his pale yellow Buick Riviera in the driveway of our Pennsylvania 
home and listened to raspy and legendary Johnny Most on WBZ, 
broadcasting live from the Boston Garden more than 400 miles to the 
northeast, carried by radio waves made rangy by the night sky.

On February 13, close to midnight, my father and I both went to 
sleep content.

The next day, Friday, I made a mid-afternoon trip to Whole Foods. 
Walking from the cheese counter to the snack aisle, I passed close to a 
man and a woman – she determinedly filling her cart; he, unhurried, 
slightly disengaged, and conspicuously tall. I scanned the man’s face 
quickly, not looking for details but, more like, entertaining my rest-
less eyes. Instinctively, I looked elsewhere, away from the man, before 
involuntarily refocusing on him while trying not to draw attention to 
myself.

Sure enough – my first glance was true. The man was Danny Ainge, 
and chances are the name means nothing to you. But it means a lot 
me – the Celtics fan. Ainge is currently general manager and presi-
dent of basketball operations for the Celtics, and he was an important 
player on two of the franchise’s world championship teams. He is an 
unusually gifted athlete, playing both in the NBA and Major League 
Baseball. He is devoted to his Mormon faith and the father of six adult 
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