







Advance praise for Broadcast Rites and Sites:

“Joe Castiglione is an integral part of the spirit of the Red Sox and Broadcast Rites and Sites reflects that spirit. Every fan will enjoy this thoughtful look into life in Red Sox Nation, both at Fenway Park and around the American League.”

— Theo Epstein, General Manager, Boston Red Sox

“You don’t have to be a diehard Red Sox fan to enjoy what Joe Castiglione has entertainingly written. My wife’s a Yankee fan to the core, and I had to pry Joe’s wide-ranging book away from her. Castiglione might not have been able to play ball as a kid—that’s what he says in the book—but he’s cleared the Green Monster with this one.”

— Bill Christine, author of a Roberto Clemente biography and sportswriter for the Los Angeles Times

“Shakespeare wrote of ‘Nature’s nobleman.’ This book is by and about a baseball nobleman. Joe Castiglione is a truly fine big-league announcer—and an even better person. Broadcast Rites and Sites etches ballparks, colleagues, the Red Sox’s bewitching lure, and the peripatetic life of a radio baseball man. A wonderful read—and life.”

— Curt Smith, author of Voices of the Game, The Storytellers, and What Baseball Means to Me

“Having arrived in Boston the same year as Joe, I have always been impressed by his preparation and attention to detail. The latter is just one of the things that stands out in this book, which clearly shows Joe hasn’t wasted a lot of his time in the 21 years we’ve known each other. A great read!”

— Mike Shalin, Boston Herald and author of Out by a Step

“This book is for you if you have ever dreamed of being a sports broadcaster. From the parks to the players, from Spring Training to the postseason, Joe Castiglione tells his personal stories about what being a major league baseball announcer is really like. Don’t ‘wait ’til next year’—read it now, and let Joe teach you about the baseball life in the same way that he taught and inspired me.”

— The Rev. Leslie K. Sterling, the first female public address announcer in the American League, Fenway Park, 1994–1996

“Broadcast Rites and Sites is a readily readable discourse by one of America’s leading baseball broadcasters, Joe Castiglione, the voice of the Boston Red Sox and Red Sox Nation. For those with a passion for baseball, it is chock full of perceptive discussions of the past two decades of the game, the Red Sox, and Joe’s observations about leading Bosox players. Baseball fans and those who are just plain interested in life itself will not be able to put down this page turner of a book.”

— Bill Gould, Stanford law professor and Boston Red Sox fan since 1946
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This book is dedicated to family.
My father Frank and my mother Pam.
Dad taught me to read the baseball box scores before my ABCs.
He also hit the best pop-up fungoes. He really created a monster.
It is also for Jan, the love of my life, for letting me pursue my dream,
and for our children, Duke, Tom, and Kate, who have lived the baseball life.
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Foreword

Pedro Martinez

In my six years in Boston, I have seen that Joe Castiglione is very disciplined and attentive to his work—and has the experience to do his work. He has the respect of all the reporters and announcers because he is a good human being.

It’s a daily adventure, seeing and reporting games. It’s very difficult—traveling so much, being away from your family. Only a person with discipline and a respect for the work can do it. I can understand what he says and his ability to analyze a game, not only for baseball fanatics who listen, but the emotion he puts into it is admirable because he’s so creative.

With the years he’s had, he has the experience to describe the game wonderfully. I’ve learned much, but he’s seen many more games than I have. He’s seen things no one else has seen—people simply see things better from the outside—what we do, before, during, and after games and during travel. I couldn’t do that sort of work; I don’t have the patience for it.

Joe has the ability to observe and report not only what goes on in the game, but insights into what happens before and after the games—how we live, what we do, how we cope with all the travel and time away from our families. He broadcasts not only for the fanatics who follow the game, but also for people who can enjoy the emotion he conveys into his descriptions and insights.

I can’t imagine ever having the discipline and patience to do what he does.
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Preface

Since 1983, I have been blessed with the opportunity to bring Boston Red Sox baseball to the greatest fans in the world—the fans of New England and to the citizens of Red Sox Nation throughout the country. I have been able to describe the fortunes of a baseball club that has competed for championships in almost all of those seasons from the best seat in the house, which John Updike called “that quaint, little bandbox of a ballpark” known as Fenway Park. I have dealt with marvelous athletes, coaches, managers, scouts, umpires, writers, executives, and all that comprise the unique family of baseball. As my good friend Ernie Harwell wrote in his wonderful essay, “Baseball—the Game for All America,” baseball is “just a game as simple as a ball and bat, yet as complex as the American spirit it represents.”

Baseball has given me many opportunities: to see World Series and the game’s classic events, to visit the White House, to meet people from all walks of life—the famous and the not so famous—and to form many lasting friendships. Baseball has made it possible for me and my family to escape part of the winter and view life through rose-colored glasses at Spring Training and to see the great attractions of this country. Baseball has also given me the chance to bring entertainment and light to the shut-ins, the lonely, and the elderly, to help in the fight against cancer through the Jimmy Fund, and to stay in tune with the youth of America by teaching sports broadcasting to college students.

I have had many priceless experiences and want to share them with those who love the game of baseball as much as I do. I hope this book will help those fans who travel to different ports around the nation following their favorite team and who want to get some feeling of the baseball lifestyle. The secret of the charmed life of a baseball broadcaster cannot be kept a secret.

Special thanks to the Boston Red Sox, to my coauthor Douglas Lyons, and to all who assisted in the production of this book—especially to my friend Pedro Martinez, who provided the foreword, to my family for living the baseball life with me, and to the loyal listeners of Red Sox baseball.

Joe Castiglione
Boston, February 2004
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Introduction

Douglas B. Lyons

Joe Castiglione was my brother Jeffrey’s good friend long before I met him. Of course, Jeffrey has been a Red Sox fan for the last 50 years or so, and I have only been a baseball fan for the last 24 years.

Jeff has been to Boston to visit with Joe, Joe’s wife Jan, and Joe and Jan’s children, Duke, Tom, and Kate, many times.

Jeff invited me to lunch with Joe in New York a few times when the Red Sox were in town. Then came 1999. The All-Star game was in Boston, and Out of Left Field, our first book of baseball history and trivia, had just been published. Jeff and I drove to Boston—about a four-hour drive from New York, where we live.

We checked into the hotel, then met Jan and Joe for lunch at Five North Star, a fabulous Italian restaurant right near Paul Revere’s house. (This was portentous—Joe showing his expertise not only on baseball, but also on restaurants—particularly Italian ones—and historic places of interest.)

That night, we went to the All-Star game, my first. It was my first time at Fenway Park, too. Our seats were in the press annex section, atop the leftfield roof, which means we looked down at the Green Monster. It also meant that when military jets did a flyover—coming from behind us—it seemed as though we were all about to get new haircuts.

In 2000, Jan and Joe invited Jeff and me to stay at their home outside of Boston. We went to two Red Sox-Yankee games at Fenway and walked around the entire park while the teams worked out on the field. There were about 15 people in the stands.

I saw Joe again in New York City in January 2001 at the Baseball Assistance Team (B.A.T.) dinner. Two months later, we were again Jan and Joe’s guests in Fort Myers, Florida, when Jeff and I went to Spring Training—a first for both of us.

It was during this trip that the idea for this book took shape. Joe had so many stories to tell, and in such detail, that we all persuaded him to write his autobiography, and I offered to help.

Joe and I have spent time together working on this book in Massachusetts, New York, and Florida, and we also met at Jacobs Field in Cleveland. We have made generous use of the phone and e-mails.

When we started work on the book, I recalled the many baseball biographies and autobiographies I had read by players, managers, and broadcasters. I was not particularly interested in working on a book that simply recited all the games and players Joe had seen, although those are integral parts of any baseball autobiography. But Joe is much more than a broadcaster (and he’s excellent at that).

I hope that this book is a little different. First, there’s the behind-the-scenes look at what it’s like to be a broadcaster: how Joe prepares for each season and each game; how he gets along with players, managers, front office staff, and opposing players while maintaining credibility.

Also included are the adventures Joe and his family have had throughout major league baseball—from being held up in Kansas City to talking baseball with the president of the United States in the White House, to calling seven no-hitters.

And, finally, there are Joe’s favorite places to visit in every city in the American League, and in several cities in the National League, too—the places he has enjoyed biking, kayaking, shopping, walking—and, of course, eating.

My guess is that some big league broadcasters go from the airport to the hotel to the ballpark to the hotel to the airport, with just a few side trips to restaurants. As you will see, this is not the case with Joe Castiglione. While, as a baseball broadcaster, he does not have much free time when he travels with the team, he does have some—on an occasional off day or during the day before a night game. And he puts that time to good use, whether visiting San Simeon, Laguna Beach, Harry Truman’s birthplace, or the Bronx Zoo. So, in addition to being a baseball book, this book is also something of a travelogue.

I must say that Joe’s memory for details is absolutely incredible. He’s written from his memory that there were about 13,000 people at a particular game. To me, that is a challenge. When I can get the specific details, I try to do so. In one game I checked, Joe’s estimate of the crowd was wrong. He was off by 400. In other instances, Joe has recalled a particular hit in the third inning, with one out and two men on. I have checked the box score and the written play-by-play, and—although I am no longer surprised—Joe had recollected just the way the play happened: third inning, one out, two men on. (Of course, Joe also probably has remembered the baserunner’s wife’s name—and the names of their children, too!)

Although my career as a baseball researcher and writer has been relatively short, I have met a number of extremely knowledgeable and experienced baseball experts—broadcasters, sportswriters, researchers, and other authors. But I have never met anybody with the easy and accurate recall of so many facts, dates, and events as Joe Castiglione. That is not to say that Joe is a walking encyclopedia of baseball. I know some people who are, and they are usually boring, one-dimensional people. If the subject under discussion is not baseball, talking with them is like talking to a wall. But you can talk with Joe for hours (as I have done) without mentioning baseball, because his interests are so wide-ranging—the Kennedy assassination, presidential monuments, kayaking, biking, and the Jimmy Fund, to name just a few.

During the course of my collaboration with Joe on this book, I occasionally met people in baseball and mentioned that I was working with Joe on his book. Without exception, their faces lit up. I have never met anyone who had anything other than nice things to say about Joe. There’s a reason for that.

I hope you enjoy reading Joe’s book as much as I have enjoyed working on it with him.
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Behind the Mike—
My Career in
Broadcasting


[image: image]

Family, Fungo “casts,” and Rock and Roll

I was born in New Haven, Connecticut, on March 2, 1947, at St. Raphael’s hospital. My father, Frank, born in 1915, was a doctor on the staff at St. Raphael’s from 1940 to 2000, when he retired.

We lived in New Haven and moved to Hamden, the adjacent town, when I was about four. I was very close to my Aunt Mary, an elementary school teacher and my Uncle Charlie, a World War II hero, and my grandparents, Guiseppe and Francesa Castiglione, who came from Messina, Sicily, and met and married in New Haven in the late 1890s. We called them Nonno and Nonna—Italian for grandfather and grandmother.

My mother Pamela is a native of New Haven. She grew up in the Westville section of New Haven, near the Yale Bowl. My parents both went to the same high school—Hillhouse High in New Haven—and Mom studied at the Yale School of Music. She played the organ at churches around the New Haven area.
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I am the oldest of eight children—three boys and five girls. We have been a typically close Italian family. In fact, I studied Italian in junior high school and high school. I knew the formal Florentine Italian, which my Uncle Sal and his wife, my Aunt Pierina, spoke. He founded the Italian School at Middlebury College in Vermont. When I was about 14, I went to Florence to visit them.

I tried to teach Italian kids how to play baseball with a tennis ball and a broom. A few times when I didn’t hit a fungo properly, the ball went into the Arno River, which is muddier than the Mississippi.

The ability to talk sports runs in the family. My father went to Yale on a full scholarship and walked to campus from home every day, graduating in 1936. Then he applied to Yale Medical School, but his application was lost. So he applied late to New York Medical School and didn’t think he was going to be admitted. (I didn’t hear this story until some years later.) He thought he’d have to go to Rome for medical school. But when he was called in to New York Medical School for an interview, all the interviewer wanted to talk about was football—particularly the Yale-Princeton football game. (Yale was quite a football power at the time. Larry Kelley, the second man to win the Heisman Trophy, and Clint Frank, the third man to win it, both played for Yale.)

The next day, he was admitted. He studied at Flower-Fifth Avenue Hospital and later spent time as an army doctor in Japan. A few years later, when he decided that he wanted to specialize in dermatology, he took the train from New Haven into New York City twice a week. I went with him sometimes.

My father, who passed away in November 2003 at the age of 88, knew everybody in New Haven.

One of the first things he taught me to read was the box scores in the newspaper. I think I got my interest in sports, and in baseball in particular, from him. He created a monster!

My father’s family was all Yankee fans. First, New York was much closer than Boston. Also, the Yankees had a number of Italian players.

Mel Allen, the “Voice of the Yankees,” was my idol—my favorite broadcaster. I made a few trips to Yankee Stadium where I saw my first heroes, Jerry Coleman and Gil McDougald, and eventually Mickey Mantle. But, all along, the guy I would mimic was Mel Allen.

As Ernie Harwell used to say, I wanted to be a ballplayer in the worst way, and that’s the way I played.

I used to think that my father was the greatest fungo hitter of all time. He used to take me out and hit high pop-up after high pop-up with a tennis ball. He was also a very accurate football passer.

As a little kid, I was not bad, but I could not run, because I had a short Achilles’ tendon in my left leg. Although I was pretty good as a Little Leaguer, I reached the peak of my athletic prowess at about age ten. When I was 12, I thought I was going to be a real star. Our team, Botwinik Brothers factory, went to the city championship. There were about 3,000 people at the opening game at Bassett Field in Hamden, right up the street from our house. I was the shortstop as our opponent loaded the bases. The ball was hit hard to me and went right through my legs—all the way to the wall. Three runs scored. One of the most embarrassing moments of my life, before the entire town. Then, when I came to bat in the first inning, I tried to bunt. And I laid down a beauty, but I ran so slowly I was thrown out at first. That was pretty much the end of my baseball career.

After that, I played mostly Whiffle ball and announced the games. I loved to hit fungoes. I would mimic the stances of various players and I’d announce the games. I was a switch hitter, at least for fungoing. In my games, no Yankee ever made an out. They always batted around. They played against any team in the league. I was a baseball card collector and a good card flipper, too.

Once, I traded a big green eraser (worth about 10 cents) for a Phil Rizzuto card. My parents were quite upset.

I “broadcast” my fungo games almost every day. Some of our friends and neighbors thought I was crazy. I also played dice baseball by the hour and keep statistical records of the games.

I knew I could not make the baseball team at Hamden High School, so I tried out for the swimming team, because I had heard that they didn’t cut anybody. I made the team, but I was very slow. I wound up becoming the team manager and the announcer, doing the public address work for the team—my first actual announcing job with a microphone. There I’d be in my sweatsuit, occasionally announcing myself, then I’d get in the pool, unofficially in the outside lane, where I finished last.

My father was very demanding when it came to my grades. Bs were not good enough. I had to get As. We all did. School came first for all eight of us. His favorite expression was “Good, better, best—never let it rest, ’til your good is better and your better best.”

My first summer job was bagging groceries at Pegnataro’s grocery store. I also worked as a lifeguard in a swimming pool in a downtown apartment building.

A few years later, my father’s friend Art Barbieri, New Haven’s Democratic Party boss, got me a job delivering mail for the post office. When I started college, I started working in radio.

When I started thinking about colleges, my father wanted me to go to Yale because he had gone there. My grades were good, but I was rejected. So I opted to go to Colgate, largely because I had seen the Raider football team play at the Yale Bowl and because I liked the campus radio station.

WRCU-AM 640, the Colgate radio station, was carried throughout the campus on the phone lines. So if the dormitory or fraternity was too far from the street, there was no reception.

I walked into the station as a freshman and got my own Saturday night rock and roll show. Colgate and Brown were two of the rare schools in those years that played rock and roll on their radio stations. Most played just classical music. I was “Joey C, The Big Cheese!”

Then I got a 7 to 9 AM show two days a week and got the chance to call the Colgate football games, mainly because the upperclassmen had lost interest in broadcasting them. I started with the second game of the 1964 season, a win over Cornell. We had a good team that year, finishing at 7-2.

When the basketball season started, I did those games, too. I started out working with a senior, but he soon lost interest, so I wound up doing the games with Al Robbins, also a freshman who was from my hometown and a very close friend. We did the football and basketball games together for the rest of our college days. Al later earned a Ph.D. in educational research. I did selected road games and every home game.
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My first job was when I was 18, as a public address announcer for the Wonderettes of New Haven, a woman’s softball team sponsored by Wonderbread.

They were archrivals of the famous Raybestos Brakettes and played at Quigley Stadium in West Haven, later home of the West Haven Yankees and West Haven Whitecaps (the Athletics’ AA club of the Eastern League). I got that job through Carl Grande, whose brother George is now with the Reds and was the first anchor ever on ESPN. George and I are both from Hamden, Connecticut, and we’ve been friends for nearly 40 years. So when our paths cross, particularly in Spring Training, we always get together. Carl was a great broadcaster on New Haven radio and TV and later owned a number of radio stations in New Haven and Westerly, Rhode Island. The Grande brothers’ late father, Carlo Grande Sr., was the truant officer at Hamden High School, but I never had to be disciplined by him.

Our football team played ten games, and eight were on the road. I did every game. Every week—a free trip! Colgate had good teams in those years. In 1965, we upset Army. We were down 28-6, then rallied in the fourth quarter to win 29-28.

In 1966, we were 8-1-1 in football. Our basketball teams had very little talent, and we were lucky to have records like 9-18 and 10-16. Bob Duffy was our basketball coach. An All-American at Colgate, he was just 24. Duffy had played in the NBA for the St. Louis Hawks and the Detroit Pistons.

We did not broadcast Colgate’s baseball games. College baseball games are long and dull, and we had no electricity at the field, so no power to plug into for broadcast equipment.

I got my first job in commercial radio while I was at Colgate, working for WRUN in Utica, New York. WRUN has broadcast Colgate football games since 1952. Starting in my sophomore year, I started working there with their great announcer Lloyd Walsh. I still see him. We occasionally traveled together. He’d let me come over and do the third quarter of his Saturday broadcasts, and then he’d come over and do the third quarter on the college station. I didn’t get paid for my work at WRUN, but I had something to put on my resume. Lloyd is one of the most giving people I have ever known. In November 2003, I had the opportunity to introduce Lloyd, who got a special award from the Colgate Hall of Honor for his 37 years of broadcasting Colgate football.

During the summer of 1965, I worked doing news at WELI, then as now the number one radio station in New Haven. (As it happens, I never listened to WELI, because they never played rock and roll—just “middle of the road” music—Sinatra, Montovanni, Jerry Vale, Perry Como, and the Ray Coniff Singers.)

I announced the players as they came to bat, and played music between innings. What a great job for an 18-year-old! Most of them were very good athletes.

In the summer of 1966, I got a job at WADS (Ansonia, Derby, Shelton) in Connecticut’s Naugatuck Valley. I was hired to do a morning show, and I was known as “Joe Anthony,” because it seemed less cumbersome for a disc jockey than my real name. I wound up doing weekends. I played mostly rock and roll.

In 1967, one of my high-school friends, a very talented broadcaster named John Whitten, known as “the Chief,” now deceased, helped me get a job at WDEW in Westfield, Massachusetts, where he had a morning show. I did news from 6 to 10, then from 12 to 5. I also did a talk show, and then more news—a very long day. As for my talk show, I was replacing a popular guy who talked about UFO sightings. I talked about politics and other current events, but I didn’t get any calls, so I just did the news.

WELI wanted me to come back to do evening news. So I went to quit my job at WDEW. I was making $90 per week for 48 hours work. I thought I would work at WELI and make the same money for three hours per day.

So I spoke to John Wallace Spencer, the station manager at WDEW, and told him that I was going to quit. He called me every name in the book but wound up asking me what I wanted to stay. I said, “Give me $110 per week, and get rid of this split shift.” “$110? You’re killing me!” he replied. I wound up getting the $110 and working only 6 AM to 3 PM in Westfield, Connecticut. Then I’d get in my car and drive 70 miles to New Haven, and be on the air on WELI from 6 to 9 PM. At 9:30, I went to sleep, only to wake up again at 4:30 to drive to Westfield. I had no days off. On Saturdays, I worked only in New Haven, and on Sundays only in Westfield. I put a lot of miles on a new 1967 Chevrolet Impala and I got a lot of experience.

My first experience following the Red Sox was also in 1967—the year of their memorable American League Championship “Impossible Dream.” Even though our Westfield station carried Yankee games, we were only 90 miles from Boston.

I listened to the Red Sox games during many long drives. Their broadcasters that year were Mel Parnell, Ken Coleman, and Ned Martin. I also went with my friends to Fenway Park for the first time in late August and stood in the centerfield bleachers as the Red Sox lost to the Washington Senators on a double by Hank Allen, Dick’s older brother.

During the school year, I worked at WRCN in Norwich, New York, and when I didn’t feel like taking the bus, I hitchhiked down Route 12b, about 23 miles to the station.

I’d do the news and the Montovanni Hour on Sundays. We did not have cartridges, let alone CDs, so I had to play the commercials on ancient reel-to-reel tape machines.

I knew nothing about classical music, even though my mother and my brother Frank, who majored in music at Yale, are classical pianists.

But one day, I backtimed some classical music selection. That is, I started it late so that it would finish at the top of the hour. In other words, I cut off the music in the middle of the selections. Bill Hall, who was both the station’s owner and the station manager, had been listening, and he called me up and reamed me out. I thought I was going to be fired.

The news was mostly rip and read at the time. That is, I’d literally rip the paper out of the Associated Press or United Press tickers, and read the wire service stories—unedited and unrewritten—right on the air. I didn’t know any other way.

I had known since the end of my productive athletic career at age ten that what I wanted to do was be a sportscaster—and a baseball broadcaster at that. So all the jobs in radio I held—the paying ones and the ones I took just for the experience—were for the purpose of advancing my sportscasting career. The only other career I ever thought about was being a full-time rock and roll disc jockey, but I found that doing that every day got boring. It was pretty much the same every day. To be sure, the mid-1960s was a great time to be a rock and roll disc jockey—the Beach Boys, the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, the Byrds, the Dave Clark Five, the Kinks, the Animals, and a hundred more, plus my favorites, Motown Sounds.

But every baseball game is completely different—different pitchers, different lineups, different opposing pitchers, different ballparks every few days, new rookies, new managers. The game refreshes itself whenever the umpire says, “Play ball!”
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I got as much out of Colgate as I could. I learned as much about broadcasting as I could from the school’s radio station. I was also one of the leaders of my fraternity, Alpha Delta Phi. We were a liberal house in terms of membership and acceptance. As I mentioned, Colgate was an all-male school at the time, and we had some good parties on weekends, with girls from Skidmore, Wells, Cazenovia Junior College, Manhattanville, and others. I majored in history, because the subject fascinated me.

I still see my college roommate Bob Straetz. He became a sportswriter in Poughkeepsie, New York, and is now with the Federal Trade Commission in Washington. Bob and I always shared a love for baseball and roomed together for three years. Bob has always been a fan of Willie Mays and of the Baltimore Orioles.

Unlike Notre Dame or Ohio State, not that many people went to Colgate, so when I see a fellow grad, we seem to have a special bond.

In 1968, I got a job at WMMW, a 1,000-watt daytime radio station in Meriden, Connecticut. I did high-school games, and at night I taped the play-by-play for the games of the Meriden Shamrocks, a semipro football team in the Eastern League. We had to tape those games because they played at night, but we were an afternoon station. I also did an afternoon talk show for the station, and I had to work in sales, too. I hated selling ads for the station. Lots of people just hung up on me.

I sent out lots of audition tapes, but when I didn’t get any good responses, I went back to school and got my master’s degree at Syracuse.

I entered the Syracuse University master’s program for television and radio in February 1969, an 11-month program. The curriculum was of little practical use but having the master’s of science did help me to get my teaching job later at Northeastern. What was of great benefit was the opportunity to work at WSYR-TV-AM-FM, the Newhouse-owned stations in Syracuse. My primary job was television booth announcer, doing commercial tags and station identification, but it soon evolved into much more. I became the super utility announcer, filling in on television sports and news, as the television movie host, and working as a radio disc jockey and color analyst for Syracuse University basketball. I would get to work at 6:00 AM, often anchor the Today Show news cut-ins, go to class, return to the station and do sports or music, all for $2.25 an hour. One time, while hosting Ed Murphy’s Hollywood Matinee on television, I dialed the wrong number on Dialing for Dollars. Fortunately there was no answer and I did not share my embarrassment with the audience. Channel 3 in Syracuse was my first television job and the experience proved to be invaluable. I stayed for almost a year.
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Broadcasting Beginnings

In 1970, I turned down an offer to continue to work for WSYR in Syracuse. My Syracuse supervisor, Joel Mareiniss, who was broadcasting SkyChief games when I saw him at Spring Training games in Dunedin, Florida, in 1999, said, “I broke you in!” Joel is also proud of having given Bob Costas and others their starts at Syracuse.

I left Syracuse to accept an offer from Mitch Stanley, the general manager at WFMJ-TV-AM/FM in Youngstown, Ohio, for $140 per week. Five days a week, I did the 6 and 11 PM broadcasts plus the 11 PM on Saturdays. I also covered high-school basketball and football games and Youngstown State football games.

I succeeded the great Chuck Tanner as sports director of WFMJ. Chuck was from nearby New Castle, Pennsylvania. He managed the Hawaii Islanders of the Pacific Coast League during the season, and did the TV sports in Youngstown in the offseason.

To this day, he tells people, good-naturedly, that I took his job.

Chuck left to manage the Chicago White Sox, then the Oakland A’s and the Pittsburgh Pirates where he won the World Series with the 1979 “We Are Family” team, and still later, the Atlanta Braves. Chuck was the first baseball guy I got to know and we remain good friends.

When I asked Stanley whether I could have a color man to work with me during the games, he told me that I certainly could—as long as I hired him and paid him myself. I was only making $15 per game, so I didn’t think there was room in my budget for me to hire my own color man.

Ron Jaworski, later a Super Bowl quarterback with the Philadelphia Eagles, was the star in 1970 but Youngstown State had a terrible year, finishing the season 0-9. The season ended when a last-play pass that would have won the game was caught but out of the end zone. Incomplete, and the Penguins were 0-9.

Dike Bedee was the coach at Youngstown State. His wife invented the penalty flag. Shortly after he retired in 1972, he drowned when he fell into a creek on his farm in Lisbon, Ohio. His former players searched for him and recovered his body from the creek.

I covered the Pittsburgh Pirate team while I was in Youngstown. Youngstown was about midway between Cleveland and Pittsburgh. Bill Guilfoile, public relations director of the Pirates, was very kind to me, and helped me a great deal. I went to the first game of the 1971 World Series to see Pittsburgh in Baltimore. Unfortunately, Game Two was rained out, and to this day I remember baseball commissioner Bowie Kuhn carrying an umbrella, walking in the outfield to test the ground.

I called the general manager at the station to see if I could stay overnight to watch the game the next day. He told me sure, but Mickey Krumpak, my colleague, had to be back. So I had to drive him five hours back to Youngstown. I was very disappointed that I had to miss the second game of the series.

In Game Four, the first night game in World Series history, Bruce Kison hit two batters, including Frank Robinson. Milt May had the game-winning hit and Nelson Briles pitched a shutout in Game Five.

I did the Ohio high-school basketball tournament in Columbus on radio—60 tables at courtside, each with a broadcaster accompanied either by an engineer or a color commentator. One day we did four games, some involving teams not from the Youngstown area. Hey, we were paid by the game! Except for the Saturday night TV show, I received no overtime pay, because as station sports director, I was considered “management,” and not a member of the union.

Another $15 twice a week went a long way for each game. Friday night, Saturday afternoon, and Saturday night, football and basketball—all on live radio. Pretty good!

During those days, there was just one event that I hated covering, and we covered it live—the Soapbox Derby.

My friend Al Robbins, also from Hamden, Connecticut, was my color man at WRCU at Colgate. He was at my apartment in Youngstown watching our live telecast of the Soapbox Derby. I was told to interview a boy of about ten who had broken both his arms in a practice run and could not compete. So I asked him some pretty standard questions: “What is your name?” His answer: “I don’t know.” I moved on to “Where do you live?” Again, he answered, “I don’t know.” “What grade are you in?” I pressed on. His answer was the same: “I don’t know.” I tried one more question: “How did you get interested in soapbox racing?” The kid’s answer was the same, “I don’t know.”

Finally, I had had enough. I patted the kid’s head, and said that apparently he had hurt more than his arms in his crash. It seems to have affected his thinking process. Just an honest, spontaneous remark, which I knew immediately that I should not have made. “Do you know what you said to that kid?” Al Robbins asked. I choked when I watched the tape with Al back at my apartment. I did not hear from the boy’s parents. Maybe they did not remember his name, either.
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The station was very cheap, and I was always sending out audition tapes, looking for a better job. But in November 1970, I met Jan—who did not like me at first—at a ski club function. (I don’t ski.) The nighttime switchboard operator introduced us. Jan and I were married November 27, 1971, the greatest day of my life. Jan was teaching second grade at the time, and had her own classroom by the age of 19. Youngstown State had a program with the Catholic diocese of Youngstown. If a student agreed to become a teacher in the Catholic school system upon graduation, the church would pay his or her tuition. At St. Patrick’s, she started out teaching eighth grade, where some of her students were not much younger than she was. I would take some of the kids for gym, and we played baseball or kickball. But quite a few were hard to handle, and when they did get out of hand, I just called for Jan. She knew what to do. Still does.
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I learned a great deal on the air in Youngstown, every day at 6 and 11 PM. I did interviews with everybody who came to town. We did studio interviews, specials, all kinds of hands-on experience, which I could not have gotten as the third man on the team in Syracuse. But, as I said, the general manager of our station was very cheap, and I kept looking for something better.

In 1970, there was an opening for a sports reporter at KDKA radio in Pittsburgh to do sports updates and news. I was thrilled that they were interested. KDKA was the Pirates’s flagship station and broadcast the first baseball game ever in 1921 with Harold Arlin, a Westinghouse engineer, at the mike. They had a slogan, “KDKA Pittsburgh, listen to what we started.” I had an interview, and I thought I had the job—quite a step up from Youngstown. Pittsburgh had major league teams in football (the Steelers), baseball (the Pirates), hockey (the Penguins), and basketball (the Condors of the American Basketball Association).

But they never filled the position at KDKA. They got a talk show host instead, and I did not get that job. Of course, had I taken the job in Pittsburgh, I would not have met Jan.

Two years later, KDKA TV came back to me and asked me to fill in for two weekends. I made the mistake of going to Mitch Stanley, the station manager in Youngstown, to ask his permission to work two weekends in Pittsburgh. He refused. He was afraid they’d hire me for a permanent position.

I have never been so embittered and resentful in my life. I was trying to better myself, but Stanley was trying to hold me back. His attitude strengthened my resolve to get out of Youngstown—which I did.

Two months later, in August of 1972, I got a job with WKYC-TV, Channel 3, in Cleveland, a station owned and operated by NBC, as weekend sports anchor.

I was so happy to tell Mitch Stanley that I was leaving. I offered to stay on until he found a replacement, but I didn’t even get that satisfaction. He told me just to serve out the two weeks of my notice, then I could leave. I did.

But I made great friends in Youngstown, and, of course, that’s where I met Jan and her family, the Lowrys, and where I got married.

We moved to Cleveland in September 1972. I was doing just weekend sports, making $150 for two days work—the same amount I made for five and a half days a week in Youngstown.

Since going to Cleveland in 1972, I have been a member of AFTRA and am vested. My health benefits and pension come from AFTRA. My station pays 10 percent of my salary in benefits to AFTRA Pension and Welfare to cover these costs. AFTRA is not a strong union in terms of job security but it has good benefits and retirement and it goes with you if you change jobs as long as you remain at an AFTRA station.

Right down the street from our apartment in Broadview, a Cleveland suburb, where our rent was $150 per month, was WJW, a radio station owned by Storer Broadcasting. I filled in on weekends—all day Saturday while anchoring weekend sports at WKYC-TV, the NBC-owned station.

More work developed, both in radio and TV. When I started in Cleveland, I was doing both. Director Roy Wetzel, who hired me for TV news, later became an election specialist for NBC News. He said that he liked me because I didn’t shout. I still don’t (except when the Red Sox win).

I stayed in Cleveland for nearly 11 years. I filled in at the news desk, listening to police and fire radios and answering the phone in the newsroom, occasionally dispatching a network camera crew to a breaking story. One night, I saw that the Edmund Fitzgerald has been lost on Lake Superior and I called out a news crew to cover the story. Gordon Lightfoot wrote a song about the ship. WKYC was one of the five NBC O & Os—owned and operated by NBC itself—so we were responsible for providing coverage for any news story in our region of the country. Quite a step up from Youngstown. Youngstown’s population at the time was about 200,000. Cleveland had a market of 2.5 million, the sixth largest market in the country at the time.

Working all night (11 PM to 7 AM) was not a great way to live but we still managed to become parents and to buy our first home in Mentor-on-the-Lake, Ohio. Our first child, Joe Jr., whom we have always called Duke, was born in 1973.

In 1977, I was offered the job as public address announcer for the Cleveland Indians. I had to decline the not-very-generous offer ($15 per game) because it would have conflicted with my TV broadcast job.

My crazy schedule of night work and weekends continued for about three years, until we got a new news director at the station. At that point, I was demoted and lost my TV anchoring slot and just did news producing. First, the new news director treated me well. Our veteran sports director was a wonderful, classy guy named Jim Graner, who did color on the Browns football broadcasts on the radio. Jim took ill with a brain tumor and passed away in 1976.

I also worked with reporter Dick Hammer, longtime voice of Lafayette basketball and football in Easton, Pennsylvania. He did both local and network sports. Dick taught me how to do “packages”—putting video and film and audio together. At the time, it was mostly film. He went to New York to work for the network for about two years, then went back to Lafayette. Although Dick works alone, whenever the Leopards play in New England, I sit in with him in the broadcast booth and do color commentary. His wife Millie is Dick’s radio statistician for both the Lafayette football and basketball games.

So Jim Graner died and Dick Hammer was let go. Instead of promoting me to take their places, management brought in somebody from outside the station for the weekday broadcasts. Football Hall of Famer Paul Warfield took my job. I was asked to stay on as Paul’s producer. It was quite a demotion from an on-air job, but I did it. We needed the money.

Paul is a very nice guy who did everything he could to make my job easier. Paul never relaxed on the TV set. He was much better doing analysis on television football. Eventually, Paul left the station, and in 1978, I was back on the air.

In the interim, I did news producing at WKYC-TV in Cleveland and rock and roll news. It was with WGAR in Cleveland, 50,000 watts for $5 per hour in 1976. Lots of fun, in 1976, including July 4, the day of the Bicentennial.

I also covered events for NBC—$33 per report (pretty good money at the time). NBC producer Fred Farrar was a big Ohio State fan. I got him a pass to the Ohio State-Michigan football game, always a great game. He was so happy that he let me cover any game I wanted to cover. For example, I covered the Cleveland Cavaliers, who were playing the Indiana Pacers on a Thursday night. Although there was not much national interest in this game, I managed to do six reports. Four live updates during the game, and another two wraparound reports after the game. Six spots at $33 each was pretty good money for one night’s work in 1976. $198 was a big payday. I made a lot of money that year—the station didn’t always know how much network work I was doing because I had to get most of it directly from NBC in New York, rather than through the station.

In 1979, Paul Warfield and I were doing a series called “Superstars to Superstars” for Channel 3, WKYC-TV in Cleveland. I was paid by the hour, at about $10 per hour.

The day before we left Cleveland for Miami, I was interviewed by Bill Flynn, general manager of Channel 8 in Cleveland, owned by Storer Broadcasting. I had applied for the job of TV broadcaster for the Cleveland Indians. Flynn had worked at Channel 38 in Boston in 1975 and took over the Red Sox TV package. He tripled the station’s coverage from 40 games on TV to 120 games.

Then Flynn came to Cleveland and decided to make a change on the Indians’s telecasts in 1979. That year proved to be one of the most eventful years of my life.

Bill answered his own phone—which was rare. Most station executives don’t do it, to protect themselves from jobseekers like me.

He asked me why I wanted the job, and I told him that it had been my lifelong ambition to broadcast baseball games. I gave him an audio tape of some of my work. He asked whether I was really willing to give up my regular job to do 40 games for the Indians—the last year of their contract with WJKW TV-8. The interview was on a Monday. Flynn said, “Call me on Wednesday at 2 PM, and I will have a decision.”

Warfield and I were scheduled to interview Don Shula, Don Carter, and Roger Staubach in Miami for “Superstars to Superstars.” Warfield’s wife Beverly was part of the series in an effort to boost ratings during sweeps week.

Don Shula’s wife didn’t want to do the interview, so we interviewed Garo Yepremian instead on Tuesday, our first day in Miami.

The next day, we went to suburban Miami to see Don Carter at the “Don Carter Bowling Alley.” We were to interview his wife Paula, too. She was a beautiful blond who was also a top bowler.

At 2 PM on Valentine’s Day 1979, I had to call Bill Flynn. He was very precise and a man of his word. In fact, he was one of the most honest people I have ever met in broadcasting. I called and he told me that I had the job broadcasting Indians games. He said that he would make the official announcement in an hour. I told him that I needed some time to resign from WKYC. His response: “We’re announcing it at three o’clock. Do what you have to do.” Bill told me that I’d be working with Fred McLeod. He was 26. I was 32.

“Aren’t you going to ask me about the money?” asked Bill. My salary was going to be $300 per game. Times 40 games, that’s $12,000 per season. I couldn’t wait to call Jan, my parents, and the rest of my family.

I wanted to go home, to celebrate with Jan in person, and to prepare for my new job, but we still had to do the Roger Staubach interview in Dallas.

When I eventually got home to Solon, a southeast suburb of Cleveland, the response to my being named the new Indians broadcaster was overwhelming. There were more than 100 letters and notes (no e-mails in those days) from people in our business—from my peers and friends in Cleveland. Everyone who knew me knew that what I really wanted to do was broadcast baseball.

I was still serving out my notice at Channel 3. Tom Ryther, our sports director, and news director Bill Peterson told me that I could continue to broadcast weekend sports for them, even though I’d be doing Indians games for Channel 8. It’s amazing how much more valuable you become when somebody else wants you.

So I told Bill Flynn, and he checked with news director Virgil Dominick, who had been an anchor at Channel 3, and was considered so good that he occasionally filled in for Frank Blair on the Today Show.

Virgil worked without a teleprompter—he memorized his news script. I never saw any other newscaster do this. But Virgil was now the news director at Channel 8, and he told me “you are ours now—we’re not going to help them.” He also told me that he’d “take care of me”—that is, make up the salary I was losing at Channel 3. And, a man of his word, he did. He found other work for me.
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I went to Spring Training with the Indians—my first as a team broadcaster—in Tucson, but the Indians never broadcast any games from there. They thought it was too expensive and the station did not want to preempt lucrative network broadcasts.

I was there for two weeks with my family. Jan was pregnant with our daughter Kate, and I’m glad we could all be together. The station paid all our expenses.

I flew to New Haven just before Opening Day to see my Aunt Mary, who was ill with cancer. The day before the opener, I took the train from New Haven to Boston. That morning, the New Haven Journal Courier ran a story about me by Vinny Carbone—a friend of my father—saying that I was now a big leaguer.

I did my first game on TV at Fenway Park in Boston, Tuesday, April 5, 1979.

Rick Wise was the Indians starter that day, and Dennis Eckersley started for the Red Sox. Four years later, Eckersley also started my first game as a Red Sox broadcaster. (Eckersley won the first game 7-1, and lost the latter.) Bobby Bonds misplayed a few fly balls in his Cleveland debut. Dwight Evans hit the first home run I ever called at Fenway.

My partner in the booth that year with the Indians was Fred MacLeod, who was the weekend anchor at WJKW-TV. We had a great location in the broadcast booth at the old stadium, only about 70 feet from home plate—a perfect angle. The booth was great though old and with many spiders.

The Indians manager was Jeff Torborg, whom I still consider a good friend.

Neither Fred nor I knew that Bill Flynn was in the back of the booth listening to us for a while. He told us later that we did a good job.

After the game, we were in the bar at the back of the press room. My father and my Uncle Charlie were there for my first game, as they were for so many events in my career.

They met our general manager, Phil Seghi, and Gabe Paul, the president of the team, and they thought he was the most charming man in the world.

Then we flew home to Cleveland. Our plane was hit by lightening as we were ready to land. The plane shook but was not damaged, though it was a scary experience that left at least one player in tears.

Our home opener was not televised. We were shut out by Steve Comer of the Rangers in Texas in our next televised game, and got off to a bad start, as far as the games that were on TV were concerned, including a ten-game losing streak in June. The losing streak, including a three-game sweep in New York, ended in Baltimore.

Traveling with the Indians through the American League in 1979 took me to many places I had never visited before. In late May, our broadcast schedule changed. After a series against the White Sox in Chicago, we were scheduled to fly to Anaheim to do a game there. Channel 8 was a CBS affiliate, but because of the network’s schedule, our games in California would not be broadcast. Our June 1 broadcast was changed to a later date. Lucky for me, because I got word that Jan had gone into labor with Kate.

I was present at the birth of our first two children, Joe Jr. and Tommy, and frankly, I was hoping for a daughter. I wanted to be there. After the game, I learned that our neighbor had taken Jan to the hospital where her brother, Chris Lowry, met her. United Airlines was on strike, and it was hard to find a flight to Cleveland. But I got to the hospital a little after 11 AM. Mary Katherine—Kate—arrived at 3:35 PM.

Instead of talking to Jan during her long labor, the obstetrician was only interested in talking to me about the Indians. Once again, it always comes back to baseball.

I rejoined the club in Seattle, where Sid Monge saved a game for us. He handed me the baseball, on which he had written, “This is in honor of your new daughter. To Katie. May she live to be 101.” She still has the ball.

Sid and I became quite good friends over the years, even as he moved around the majors to several clubs including Detroit, San Diego, and Pittsburgh. He later lived in the Boston area.

Also on that 1979 Indians team was Andre Thornton, one of my favorite players.

The Indians were lucky in 1979, because we had a rainout. That missed game, which we never made up, enabled us to finish with a winning season, but just barely—the team was 81-80. And that was the first time the Indians had finished over .500 since 1968!

In late August or early September, it was announced that Channel 8 had been awarded the Indians contract for another three years. But Indians president Gabe Paul and Bill Flynn had a disagreement about money, among other things, and the day after the season ended it was announced that Channel 8 would no longer be carrying Indians games.

Obviously, this was terrible news for many people at the station who worked the games with me—cameramen, engineers, producers, and the like—but it also hurt me, because broadcasting Indians games was virtually all I did at Channel 8 during the season. After the station lost the Indians contract, they found other work for me.

I went to see Bill Flynn at the end of the season, hoping that the dispute between the station and the Indians was just a negotiating ploy—not a farfetched idea. “No,” said Flynn, “This was no ploy. I don’t do business this way. I pulled the plug, and the Cleveland Indians will never be on Channel 8.”

Before Opening Day in 1980, the Indians had to scramble for a flagship TV station, and they wound up on Channel 43, WUAB, an independent station. The stations wanted their own broadcasters, and they got them, Joe Tait from radio and Bruce Drennan.

I stayed at Channel 8 through early 1982 as a freelancer (actually making more than I would have as a full-time employee, a position I turned down), anchoring sports and reporting on sports.

In 1980, the only baseball I broadcast was when I did radio play-by-play for the first time during two Indians-White Sox games with the late Ned Chandler. (Herb Score, the regular Indians broadcaster, had to go to a funeral.) Ned and I had been friends for many years, even though we were technically rivals at competing Cleveland stations. Whenever we met during those years, we’d commiserate about the way sports was treated on television—camera crews, time on the air, etc.

The two games I did were well received, but I still could not get regular big league play-by-play work. I had never worked for a minor league team. Before going to the Indians in 1977, I was considered for a job broadcasting for the Columbus Clippers in the International League, where I was interviewed by the general manager George Sisler Jr. Like me, he was a graduate of Colgate. But my friend John Gordon got the job, and I stayed in Cleveland. John went on to broadcast for the Twins.

In 1981, I tried to get the main broadcast TV play-by-play job with the Milwaukee Brewers. It went down to the wire, but I did not get the job. Steve Shannon, who had broadcast for the Angels, was hired instead, and he later became a good friend. But Bill Haig, the Brewers’s director of broadcasting, did not forget me. That year, the Brewers broadcast a number of games on SelecTV pay cable TV—with a box on top of your set. If you were not wired for cable—and at the time, the city of Milwaukee was not wired—and you wanted the 20 games we did, you had to get a separate box. We were on in the city and some of the suburbs. Bill recommended me for the job there, and I got a call on March 17, 1981, St. Patrick’s Day, from Tom Spertell, their executive producer. He offered to pay me at the going rate of $300 per game, plus $30 a day meal money. That was decent money at the time. They offered to fly me back and forth, and to put me up whenever I had to be in Milwaukee. I was ecstatic. He told me that my partner would be Tom Collins, who came to Milwaukee in 1959, and worked for the Braves in 1963, 1964, and 1965 before they left for Atlanta. Tom was the original voice of the Brewers in 1970 with Merle Harmon. He was also the main buyer of airtime for Schlitz Brewing for the Brewers and Kansas City.

In those days, the agencies or the breweries that sponsored the broadcasts controlled the broadcasts and hired the broadcasters. Oftentimes, if the broadcast changed brewery sponsors, the old broadcaster, closely identified with the old brewery, was out.

When I got the job, I didn’t know much about either Milwaukee or the Brewers, so I went to the library in Cleveland to find out as much as I could. I had done this when I was hired to work with the Indians, too. This was well before the days of the Internet, when reams of information about visiting teams are available online. At the time, I had only been to Milwaukee twice to broadcast Indians games in 1979, and I really knew very little about the city or the team.

By the time I was hired, it was too late to go to Spring Training. We were scheduled to do the second game of the season. I flew to Milwaukee and met Tom Collins for dinner the night before Opening Day. We hit it off instantly. “The Ol’ Redhead,” Tom Collins was one of the funniest and nicest people I’ve ever met.

In fact, all the Milwaukee people were nice to me. Even though I was an outsider, they never treated me like one. They treated me as if they had known me for years. Tom Spertell, our executive producer, Glenn Clark, our general manager, Mary Horst, our producer—everybody. We’d all go out to dinner together after night games, frequently to a place under a viaduct called “The Fourth Base.” It was sort of a dive, but it was a fun sports bar.

SelecTV put me up at their executive condo in Waukesha, Wisconsin, just west of County Stadium, but I usually stayed on Tom Collins’ couch and flew out of Milwaukee the next day.

Because of the baseball players’ strike, we only did ten Brewers games that year.

After the Brewers clinched the second half title and a playoff spot, we celebrated at Ray Jackson’s, a neighborhood sports restaurant that had become a hangout for the Brewers. Tom and I stayed a long time. He had tried to do some postgame interviews with the ecstatic Brewers, but his mike was not working. So unless you were able to read lips, you could not hear any of them. Their victory was the first of any significance for the Brewers, who came into existence in 1970, when the Seattle Pilots moved to Milwaukee, brought there by team owner Allan “Bud” Selig.
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