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  Foreword


  by Jim Henderson


  When I first met Jim Campanis, he had a boner. But I’ll get to that.


  In the fall of 1987, I arrived as a Freshman at the University of Southern California intent on taking the college baseball world by storm. My first day on campus, I walked over to the baseball office with a few other players, and sitting in one of the chairs was Jim.


  I was a catcher, and I knew Campy would be my competition, so I was determined to hate him. That determination, however lasted about five minutes. He was the same gregarious, self-effacing, entertaining guy that you’ll discover while you’re reading his stories. I don’t think anyone could hate him.


  Over the next year, and like any teammates playing the same position, I got to know Campy well. We talked about baseball, family, college, and girls—things that everyone talks about—but mostly we talked about life. He introduced me to block parties on fraternity row, the new band Guns N’ Roses, and, of course, cheerleaders. For me, however, the coolest thing was that Jim never treated me like a freshmen.


  A clue about the kind of guy Campy was came from watching him interact with his best friend, Dave Latter. Dave—Lats—was a pitcher, and the two were literally inseparable. In a way, he was the mirror image of Jim: funny and sarcastic, but without a mean bone in his body. As you’ll see, Lats is the subject of more than a few of the stories in this book, and he’s worthy of every last one. The two of the them remained best friends until Dave passed away in 2014. Jim never told me as much, but I’m fairly sure this book is a final goodbye and tribute to Lats.


  Even though Campy became a friend, I still wanted to be the starting catcher at USC. But a few things got in the way. While I’ll go to my grave believing that Jim ended up as the starter that year because I had arm surgery, the reality was that it may have been because he hit 23 home runs and was named an All-American. The year was tough on me, but Campy never treated me with anything but respect. That was our only year together in college, because he left after being drafted by the Seattle Mariners, and I ultimately transferred to Arizona State.


  While I bumped into Jim once or twice over the years, we really didn’t reconnect until I found him on—you guessed it—Facebook a few years ago. He knew I was a lawyer, and he told me about a little legal issue he had with a former business partner. I told him I’d handle it in exchange for a lunch or two if we could get it resolved without devolving into a lawsuit. Fortunately for Campy (and unfortunately for my income), we got it taken care of without him spending a nickel.


  The best part of it, though, was reconnecting with Campy. Many years had passed, and the lunches were filled with countless stories: some happy, some sad, but all told with a smile and a laugh. We talked—and still do—regularly, and Jim even came to my wedding. I’ll never be Lats, but that’s OK. Campy has enough heart to go around.


  We also spent a lot of time discussing the short vignettes about baseball that Jim was writing on Facebook, and the extraordinary reaction they were getting. For me (and hopefully for you), his stories capture that same piece of magic that “Field of Dreams” did by telling a tale that’s ostensibly about baseball, but in reality illuminates the hopes, dreams, fears, laughter and heartache that life brings to us all. There’s even one in the book about me, and while I’m a little prejudiced, I think Campy managed to weave all those emotions in my story.


  Anyway, when we all got up to leave the baseball office when I first met Campy some 29 years ago, he just remained in his chair. Lats, I believe, asked him why he wasn’t leaving. Campy, with a book on his lap, responded as only he could:


  “I’ve got a boner. I can’t stand up until it goes away.”


  And that is how I met Jim Campanis.


  Introduction: Carrying on the Family Business


  On August 27, 1967, my dad stepped into the batter’s box to pinch-hit for the Los Angeles Dodgers at Dodgers Stadium. He hit a rocket to left field but directly at the left fielder. As he returned to the dugout, Walt Alston told him he was out of the game. So my dad quickly changed and sped off with my Grandpa Al, listening to the game on the radio, racing to St. Jude’s Hospital in Fullerton and arriving just in time to see me being born.


  By 1969, we were in Kansas City, because within 15 minutes of the Dodgers hiring my Grandpa Al as their new Vice-President/General Manager, he traded my dad to the Kansas City Royals for two minor leaguers and $100,000 cash!


  From my first moments of consciousness, and for as long as I can remember, baseball has been the center of my and my family’s lives. I remember playing in the sand box with a bunch of kids when one of them yelled, “The game’s on!” and we ran inside to listen on the radio to our dads play baseball. Among my first memories are my dad catching for Kansas City at Overland Park, KS.


  So yes, I was literally “born into baseball” – a third generation ballplayer with all its challenges and thrills – an opportunity for which I am extremely grateful.


  From the time I was about 4 years old until the age of 8, I was like another player on my dad’s teams. I played catch with pro players, shagged fly balls, took batting practice with a sawed off Louisville Slugger, and helped the bat boys while wearing a cut down Pittsburgh Pirates uniform. I was all in at an early age, right down to my vocabulary. I knew a “pickle” from a pickle and a “donut” from a donut!


  As you’ll see from the stories throughout this book, my parents, and later my wife Lisa, and I sacrificed everything to chase the dream of my becoming a successful major league baseball player. In hindsight, I realize I really had no other career path besides baseball, but that was alright, because there was nothing else I would have rather been doing.


  Due to her gender, my younger sister Andrea didn’t have a chance to experience the same things that I did being a clubhouse rat and living a baseball life from early childhood. Even so, growing up she was my best friend, even though we still fought like cats and dogs, mostly out of boredom. I used to wish she was my little brother so we could go out on the ball field and play together, not just in the back yard. By the way, Andrea was an outstanding player, and even at a young age could handle the heat I threw at her.


  My dad was traded to the Pirates in 1971 and my sister Alexa was born during the baseball season in Charleston, WV, home of the Pirates AAA affiliate Charleston Charlies where my dad was the catcher and cleanup hitter.


  As I got older, we would tell stories about growing up on the road to our younger brother Nick, who is 12 years younger than I and came on the scene after my dad had retired. He’d look at us in envy, like, “Man, that sounds like fun…no fair!!!”


  Two or three times each month, my mom, Andrea, Alexa, and I would take my dad to the field with the car loaded up with his suitcase and gear as he was about to embark on a 5, 10, or even 15-day road trip. We would all cry as we said good-bye, but my dad would pull me aside and tell me to be strong since I was the man of the house until he returned. I took that responsibility seriously, but of course my mom was the real rock in our family who kept things together and moving forward in our complicated lives.


  To me it was just normal, the only way I knew. It would have seemed odd for my dad to go to work in the morning and come home by dinnertime. It would have been odd to go on a road trip where a baseball game wasn’t the destination.


  My dad retired right when I began playing little league, and he was there at every game, watching and also continuing my baseball education. In fact, he was right there with me, always ready to offer guidance and advice, until my last hack as a pro.


  In this collection of stories, I chronicle my experiences inside the game from my early childhood, through high school, USC, pro and winter ball, and ultimately the toll it took on me when I was not able to fulfill my one and only dream in life—to play in the major leagues.


  Through it all, the experience of being part of baseball, and baseball being part of me from my first waking moment, has made me rich beyond my wildest dreams. Maybe not financially rich like many of those who do make The Show, but rich with memories, lasting friendships, and an intimate knowledge of baseball that I share with youngsters chasing the same dream I did.


  Sometimes it’s not the destination that makes the trip memorable…it’s the ride getting there. I try to remind myself of that every day, and I hope you do, too: Wherever you are going, enjoy the ride!


  Jim Campanis, Jr.


  December, 2015
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  Growing Up Campanis


  
    The first chapter of life is so important. It often sets the tone for each of us as we choose which path to follow. In my case it was the game of baseball and the awesome people around it.


    I grew up in ballparks all over the world and feel a special kinship for those who love the game the way I do.


    Some of the stories in the first chapter go back to before I was even born, to the tales I heard around the dinner table. These stories became the soundtrack to my childhood and shaped the way I played ball in Little League and High School.


    Then, on April 6, 1987, when I was 19, the Nightline interview aired, and my childhood ended abruptly. Life was never the same after that.

  


  On the Road - AGAIN!


  From my earliest memories, I was traveling…planes, trains and automobiles all over the world chasing my dad’s team around. Years later I was traveling all over the place to play this wonderful game of baseball as well.


  My mom estimates that she moved us 43 times while my dad played.


  My wife and I moved about 25 times with our son Alex.


  Traveling and living months on end in these random places was a great experience that I treasure…especially the regional food! Tacos al Carbon in Mexico, pinchos in Puerto Rico, boiled peanuts in the South, jambalaya in Louisiana, salmon in Alaska, roasted pig in Hawaii, kobe beef in Japan, fried catfish in Memphis, tri-tip in Santa Maria, and of course…In-N-Out Burger in SoCal!


  Some of my baseball buddies have traveled much more than I have. It’s part of the deal.


  All in all I really enjoyed the “Trip”—and it was just that. All night bus rides, sleeping in the overhead luggage rack or on a blow up mat then later waking up in a strange hotel room was all part of the job. But by far the toughest thing to deal with was simply eating.


  I swear some teams either put us up right next to nightclubs and/or strip joints to distract us, while others put us up in the middle of NOWHERE with nothing to eat for miles. How is a guy supposed to eat on $8 a day when you have to take a cab to get lunch and dinner!


  We would sometimes walk miles to get to an Applebee’s just so we could eat something remotely healthy like a salad.


  When I was finishing my career in the California League, the travel was pretty easy. So easy, the wives and girlfriends would follow the bus, meaning we had cars when we arrived. That made the trips more like a party. But cities like Lynchburg, VA and Birmingham, AL made our lives tough. Durham’s hotel was so close to a strip joint you could hear the bass through the walls of that Red Roof Inn! Sure I had to check it out, but it was because they had a free buffet…food buffet, that is!


  In my opinion, and I still feel this way, the more you travel the world and observe the local customs, the more you grow as a human being. I can’t tell you how many times someone has told me where they are from and I immediately have a local story for them. Recently, someone told me they were from North Carolina. I asked which city. He said Winston-Salem. Well, I knew that was the home of Krispy Kreme Donuts, which was a great ice-breaker and it really impressed him. My extensive traveling has helped me in business countless times.
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  Get out and take 10-day roadie, anywhere. It’s totally worth the expense!


  Here is a map showing where I played—over 100 different cities—sometimes for one night, sometimes for six months.


  The Box


  Growing up, my dad was a player and grandpa was an ex-player. I had a unique childhood, but similar to other kids of pro players.


  I’ve discussed this odd childhood with guys like Pete Rose Jr., Bret Boone, and Ken Griffey Jr.


  The one thing that was different for me was that my grandpa was an executive for the Dodgers which brought its own set of benefits.


  When I was a kid, we NEVER sat in a regular seat. We sat in my grandpa’s box on the Club Level behind home plate. In fact, it wasn’t until the 1980 All Star game at Dodgers Stadium, when I was 12, that I watched a game in a regular seat for the first time. By then I had watched literally hundreds of games in that box.


  My grandpa’s box was set up with two rows, an upper row and a lower row. He sat in the far left seat on the lower row next to a phone. He would call the dugout several times a game. He would yell, he would ask questions, he would recommend an outfielder move right or left, and other times he would complement a decision made by the coaching staff.


  Believe it or not, it was one of only two boxes back then; the other was the O’Malley box.


  Just to the right of my grandpa’s box was the coolest thing—Vin Scully broadcasting live. I could hear his natural voice around the corner of the box and then hear the echo of transistor radios in the crowd. I would get in trouble with the broadcast producer for constantly looking around the front corner of the box to watch Vin.


  My grandpa was always teaching me about baseball and would call me over for lessons. He would ask why we should bunt here or he had me watch how the batter was trying to score a runner from third. That was my favorite part.


  Over the years, we had so many memories from that box—celebrity visitors, a former President, throwing paper airplanes onto the field, streakers, Strawberry Haagen Daz, Easter, July 4th, the playoffs, the World Series, and numerous great games. We even watched a Jacksons concert from that box.


  After my grandpa was fired in 1987, all of this ended.


  Today, my grandpa’s box is gone. The new stadium design has replaced the old boxes with luxury suites sold to businesses for schmoozing. But Vin is still there doing play-by-play from that same spot.


  I ran into Vin a couple of years ago. Remarkably, he remembered me, knew about my playing career, and remembers my grandpa and that box very fondly. He told me that he used to room with my grandpa on road trips in the late 50’s and 60’s. I didn’t know that! We reminisced about the good old days and he wished me luck in my business endeavors. What a class act.


  All things must come to an end; I’ve accepted the end of my grandpa’s run. But when Vin hangs up his mic, it will be a sad day for baseball fans all over the world.


  Jackie at Show and Tell


  Many of you know that my grandpa made comments on Nightline that were construed as racist, but here’s the real deal:


  In 1946 my grandpa was offered a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity by the President of the Dodgers, Branch Rickey. He was offered a job in the front office after the 1946 season under one condition. He had to play in Montreal and teach Jackie Robinson how to play second base.


  My grandpa and Jackie had already played together on Jackie’s barnstorming team prior to the 1946 season, and they knew each other very well. That barnstorming team was one of the very first interracially mixed pro teams ever! It was also deliberately set up by Branch Rickey to let fans see players of mixed races on the same team. As crazy as it sounds now, this was something fans had never seen before! The barnstorming team was a success for Jackie and it helped my grandpa lay the foundation for teaching Jackie how to play second base.


  When the 1946 season started in Montreal, my grandpa and Jackie were working intensely on the proper footwork for double plays, angles for relays, covering first on a bunt, and how to get a good jump on ground balls. Of course, Jackie was an excellent student. My grandpa and Jackie were also roommates on the road, something unheard of in the 1940’s.
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  My dad (far left) at about age 5, with my Uncle George (middle), and Grandpa Al, around 1948.


  Mr. Rickey kept his promise to my grandpa who in 1947 became an executive working in the front office, while Jackie went on to Rookie of the Year honors.


  A few years later, my dad, who was in third grade at the time, needed something for his Show and Tell that week. He asked my grandpa if he could get a ball or bat signed by Jackie to use. My grandpa said he would try…


  As my dad was delivering the “Tell” part of Show and Tell, there was a knock on the classroom door. It was my grandpa. My dad said, “Oh, did you bring a Jackie Robinson ball or bat for me, dad?” My grandpa replied, “Why don’t you ask for one yourself?” And into that Brooklyn classroom walked Jackie Robinson.


  My dad remembers the teacher was in complete shock and could barely speak. Of course, my dad received an “A” for his show and tell. Soon, the rest of the school had heard, and they set up a table for Jackie who signed autographs for hours before he had to leave for the game.


  Jackie and my grandpa remained friends for the rest of their lives. I know that if Jackie had been alive after the Nightline show, he would have completely defended my grandpa and his character. Who knows how different things would have been for him…and for me.


  Hiding Clemente


  Before there was an amateur draft for major league baseball, scouts would have to scour the world for talent, then bid for that talent against other teams.


  Back in the 50’s, there was a rule to protect the smaller market teams from losing quality talent to the big market teams. This rule stated that if a player received a signing bonus of more than $4,000, that player had to be on the Major League team for at least two years or other teams could pick them up in the “Rule 5 Draft.” There is still a similar rule.


  In 1954, my grandpa held a tryout camp in Mayaguez, Puerto Rico and saw this player who was like a man compared to the other boys trying out. His name was Roberto Clemente.


  Roberto was so talented, my grandpa felt like he struck gold but knew every other team in MLB would want him, too.


  He called his boss, Buzzie Bavasi, and recommended that he sign Clemente for $10,000 and have him report directly to Brooklyn for the season. But Mr. Bavasi threw my grandpa a curve and said OK to the $10,000, but he had him sign a AAA contract with the Montreal Royals. My grandpa knew this was a BIG gamble, but Bavasi didn’t want to lose a roster spot for an untested rookie.


  That Spring Training, Clemente reported to Dodgertown in Vero Beach and completely dazzled everyone, especially Bavasi. But the decision to start him in AAA was final and Clemente was sent to Montreal to start the season.


  If you know baseball, you know the scouts get to the games early to watch batting practice plus watch the player’s defensive work and arm strength. The Dodgers management knew scouts would drool over Clemente so they would not allow Clemente to even be on the field when the scouts were in the stands.


  They also had Clemente batting 9th in the lineup on a rare start! That’s right, even the PITCHER batted ahead of Clemente so the scouts wouldn’t be able to see his talent.


  One game, the Montreal team rallied in the first inning and Clemente was on deck to hit. That’s when the manager called Clemente into the dugout and ordered someone to pinch hit for the future Hall of Famer IN THE FIRST INNING! That’s how bad the Dodgers were trying to “hide” Clemente from the other teams.


  When that happened, Clemente went into the locker room, packed his bag, and quit baseball. He didn’t care about the so-called Rule 5 Draft, he just wanted to play, but not like this. It took several meetings to convince him to come back and play again.


  The former President of the Dodgers and the man responsible for bringing Jackie Robinson in to break the color barrier was Branch Rickey, who was now the President of the Pittsburgh Pirates.


  One of his scouts happened to see Clemente and wrote a glorious report about him. When Mr. Rickey read the report, he decided to pick Clemente in the first round of the Rule 5 Draft in 1955. The Dodger’s efforts to hide Clemente had failed; my grandpa was devastated.


  The next year, in 1955, my grandpa signed a lefty by the name of Sandy Koufax and gave him $14,000 to sign, and because the Dodgers signed him for over $4,000 they were faced with the same dilemma. After losing Clemente, they decided to send Koufax directly to the Dodgers. Koufax never played one minor league game. In 1955, both Clemente and Koufax made their MLB debuts.
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  At a press conference for Sandy Koufax, with my Grandpa Al on the left and Fresco Thompson on the right.


  Fifteen years later, in 1970, my dad was traded to the Pirates. Clemente was still very fond of my grandpa for signing him and befriended my dad. He called him “Campan-ee.”


  My dad tells this story of Clemente’s talent all the time.


  They were both inside an enclosed rectangular batting cage at Spring Training. Clemente bet my dad a Coke that he could hit ten line drives (or as he called them, “lineas”) IN A ROW off the back square of the cage without hitting the side or top nets. That’s nearly impossible for anyone, but Clemente did it all of the time. Good thing a Coke was only 5 cents then!


  Unfortunately, we lost a legend on New Year’s Eve 1972 in a plane crash as he was going to help victims of an earthquake in Nicaragua. But the legend of Roberto Clemente lives on and will as long baseball is played.


  The Amazing Return of Bobby Darwin


  My grandpa Al told me this amazing story back when I was just a kid, about a former major league player, Bobby Darwin.


  Bobby was originally signed by the California Angels as a pitcher. He had a cannon for an arm and was sent to San Jose in the Cal League to be one of the starters in their rotation. He started 26 times and had 9 complete games striking out 202 batters. But he also walked 149 in 153 innings. That’s A LOT of walks!


  The next year the Baltimore Orioles picked up Bobby off waivers and sent him back to the Cal League, this time Stockton. But he continued with his control problems—lots of strikeouts but also a lot of walks.


  This was Bobby Darwin’s story for the next SIX seasons. But his great arm was keeping him in the game as the scouts felt if he matured and found control, he could be a 20-game winner in the big leagues.


  After the 1968 season, Bobby was released by the Orioles. He figured he’s better get a job so he started working as a tow truck driver for AAA.


  It was at that same time that my grandpa was driving through the LA area and blew out a tire. He called AAA and guess who came to tow the car? BOBBY DARWIN!


  Bobby recognized my grandpa and started to tell him about his recent career as a pitcher and his desire to play again. My grandpa really liked his great attitude and took his phone number with him.


  A few days later, he read some old scouting reports on Bobby and decided it would be a chance worth taking to sign him. So he called him up and Bobby Darwin signed a minor league contract.


  When he showed up to Spring Training, he impressed many of the coaches and scouts with his arm strength, but also became somewhat of a legend taking batting practice.


  It turns out Bobby Darwin could flat out HIT! The sound of the ball off of his bat was louder than even the star players on the Dodgers major league team. He used to put on a show in batting practice that none of the other players couldn’t equal.


  Bobby started that first season with the Dodgers in AAA as a reliever, only throwing in 61 innings, and compiling a 6.49 ERA. However, he continued to put on a show in batting practice, which got my grandpa thinking. He decided that even though Bobby had an amazing arm, he would never make it as a major league pitcher, so he offered him a challenge—move to the outfield.


  Bobby was very open to the idea of playing the outfield. After the Spring Training 1970, Bobby was starting in the outfield for the Bakersfield Dodgers in the Cal League—his third season in the league, but this time as a position player.


  He crushed the ball that season hitting just under .300 with 23 home runs. He followed that up with an even better season in Triple A the next year, and by the end of 1971, he was called up to the Dodgers! What a turnaround!


  Bobby went on to play nine years as an outfielder in the major leagues, hitting as many as 25 home runs for the Twins in ’74. For many years since his retirement as a player, Bobby has been a scout for the Dodgers and has been honored by the Dodgers for his lifelong service.


  The Charleston Charlies


  My earliest memories in life involve my dad playing pro baseball, especially for the Pittsburgh Pirates Triple A team, the Charleston Charlies, at Watt Powell Park.


  I was in kindergarten at that point and remember my mom had me go to a meeting with our elementary school principal to make a special request. My mom asked if she could home school me for the remainder of the school year so we could go to West Virginia to be with my dad. Mr. Graham said YES and we started our drive from Southern California to Charleston—just my pregnant mom, sister Andrea, and me driving alone across the USA.


  When we arrived, my dad had rented a mobile home. My mom was not very excited about living in this box all summer, but it had A/C and wasn’t too far from the baseball field or the hospital where my sister, Alexa, would be born.


  The first day we arrived in Charleston, my dad took me with him to the stadium. I remember this like it was yesterday. The stadium was a classic old park near the river, with a metal roof. There was a railroad track above the right field wall that was so loud when the trains rolled by you could barely hear the announcer.
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  Working out with the Charlies in 1973. I was 5.


  My dad grabbed an old uniform after the first game and took it home. Then my mom took out all of the seams, cut down the uniform and resewed the seams to make a perfect little uniform for me. Now I was ready to hit the field!


  My dad would always include me in his pre-game routine. He would play catch with me, hit me ground balls, fly balls and I even hit on the field with a sawed off bat.


  When people ask why I was so good in little league, it was because I was taught the basics by pro players and practiced with them at age 5! What an advantage for me! I was literally catching major league fly balls in right field and throwing the ball all the way to 2nd base. I was like a little baseball toy for the players and they enjoyed testing my skills.


  One time, my dad’s group was hitting and I was in right field. They had a contest to see who could hit the most pitches at me, and then, how many I could catch. I remember my dad celebrating when I caught one of his monster fly balls.


  My dad played in the Pirates’ system for the next three seasons and so did I. Occasionally he would get a two- or three-week call up to Pittsburgh, but we just stayed in Charleston until he was sent back down.


  Through those years, I learned how to behave in the dugout during a game, how to behave in the clubhouse before and after a game, especially after a loss. I was trained to say NOTHING and did just that.


  As time went on, my dad became a town favorite. He would appear often on Charleston TV with his massive collared polyester shirts accompanied by the platform dress shoes and skin-tight bell bottoms…quite stylish for the early 70’s.


  As a publicity stunt, the team had my dad take on Mickey Mantle in a home run hitting contest. The Mick was retired and in his early 40’s at that time but could still hit bombs. It was close but my dad beat the Yankee legend and the fans went crazy.


  When I looked back at my dad’s stats, he was CRUSHING the ball those years, but the Pirates were stacked with players.


  Over the four seasons my dad was in the Pirates’ organization he played with guys like Tony LaRussa, Dave Parker, Kent Tekulve, Richie Zisk, Ed Ott, Bruce Kison, Gene Garber, Doug Bair, Rennie Stennett, Art Howe, John Candelaria, Mario Mendoza (Known for his “Line”), Omar Moreno, and more. Maybe worst of all, ahead of him on the Pirates’ catching totem pole, was the great Manny Sanguillen.


  After leading the team in 1974 once again in HR’s and RBI’s my dad decided enough was enough. At 30 years old he felt like he wasn’t going to get another chance to be anything more than a Triple A player and felt like he could do more with his life. That’s EXACTLY how I felt when it was time for me to make a choice.


  When he retired, he was home all the time and began to coach my little league teams. He was always there helping me through good times and bad my whole career.


  Growing up on the field with my dad was the greatest baseball experience a young kid could ever have. It deeply infused in me the love of the game and I’ve tried to pass along that passion to my boys also.


  Being “Roger the Dodger”


  From my earliest memories, there was always this book in our home, “The Dodgers Way to Play Baseball,” written by my grandpa Al.


  Most people are surprised to learn that my grandpa was an author. He wrote this book in 1954 and it was reprinted 20 years later in paperback with a catchy cartoon cover of a batter stepping in the bucket while his coach is reading how to correct it.


  This book was a detailed instructional look into how to do all things baseball—pitching, hitting, fielding, bunting, stealing bases, catching, even bunt defenses and double relay assignments. This book was revolutionary in 1954.


  In the late 70’s, the re-release of the paperback version was selling well. It could be found at select bookstores and also at Dodger Stadium where dozens were sold daily. The sales helped my grandpa earn more money as an author than the GM of the Dodgers in those years!


  My grandpa’s publisher was pleased with the sales of the paperback, but felt the book was way too technical for mass appeal. If you read it, there is a whole chapter dedicated to the proper way to cross over your feet when starting to steal a base. It was very detailed and targeting elite players and coaches, a very small universe.


  The publisher suggested that he dummy down the instructional parts so kids could understand them. Plus he suggested that the book be presented in the same format as famous children’s books from that era like Dr. Suess and a book that the publisher liked called, “Danny and the Dinosaur,” written and illustrated by Syd Hoff.


  The children’s book format uses brightly illustrated images with cartoon characters that were very appealing to younger readers. My grandpa liked the idea and he came up with the title “Play Ball with Roger the Dodger.” I remember he came over to our house for a family get-together. During dinner he mentioned the “Roger the Dodger” book but he had some issues to overcome. He mentioned that he was able to strike a deal with the illustrator Syd Hoff to draw the pictures for the entire book. This was a BIG deal since Syd Hoff was one of the elite children’s book authors of the day and it would widen the appeal of the book.


  The challenge was how my grandpa was going to direct what Syd would draw. How would my grandpa insure the drawings were technically correct? For example, when showing the proper way to field a ground ball, the drawing needed to show the player with his glove low to the ground, arms extended, knees bent, eyes on the ball, etc. This was proving to be a real challenge and making it difficult for both my grandpa and Syd to get on the same page.


  That night at dinner my dad gave my grandpa a suggestion. He said, “Why don’t we go out to the little league field and take pictures of Jimmy in the proper poses?” A light went off in my grandpa’s head and he agreed that that would be the best way to direct Syd Hoff on how to draw the images for the book.


  So a few days later I strapped on a miniature Dodgers uniform and we rolled out to the Yorba Linda Little League field armed with a Polaroid camera and loads of film.


  Since my grandpa had already written the text for the “Roger the Dodger” book, he brought it along so we could set up each shot.


  The photos started with the proper grip on the ball, the proper arm angle when throwing, etc. I would do what was directed to get the right shot for Syd to draw. The Polaroid camera was perfect for this job. My grandpa could see the shots and approve them on the spot.


  They must have taken 150 pictures of me posing as a batter, base runner, catcher, pitcher, infielder, and outfielder making all of the technically correct moves. They also had me do all of the WRONG moves like fielding a ball with straight legs bending too much at the waist, swinging with a poor bat angle, throwing sidearm, etc.


  We had some fun with the photos also. One was shot showing me jumping over the outfield fence, stealing a home run. That was not used, however.


  My grandpa selected the photos and wrote notes on each photo to help Syd draw the image. Sometimes he wrote, “Draw exactly like this” or “Make sure to show eyes off the ball.” Now it was Syd’s turn to take this direction and execute it.


  A couple months later, a large envelope arrived at my grandpa’s house from Syd Hoff. It contained the basic drawings for the book taken from the photos of me at the little league field. They were PERFECT! Syd really nailed the drawings especially those showing proper or improper technique. My grandpa was very happy with the results and felt that young kids just learning to read could benefit from the book by simply following the illustrations.


  When the publisher read the text and saw the pictures he was thrilled with the book and off to the presses it went.


  I remember a few cases of books arriving at my grandpa’s house. I couldn’t wait to read it and see how I looked as a cartoon. It was so cool. The kid Syd drew bore a striking resemblance to me at 9 years old, especially the cover image.


  The book was a hit right away and sold thousands of copies at Dodgers Stadium and in limited release at book stores.


  As the years rolled on and my grandpa passed away the book went out of print.


  A couple of years ago I decided to find out who owned the rights to the two books and I contacted the former publisher. They replied that I could petition for the rights to the text of the Roger the Dodger book and the entire ‘Dodgers Way to Play Baseball” book also but the estate for Syd Hoff owned the drawings.


  I sent in my request for the rights and within a few weeks was sent the legal paperwork transferring the rights to the Campanis family.


  One of these days I will update the “Dodgers Way to Play Baseball” by adding more modern hitting and catching techniques, new concepts like sabrmetrics and shifts, new pitches like split finger fastballs, and updated images of equipment like the hockey-style catchers masks and modern catcher’s gear to the book.


  Stay tuned as the “The Dodgers Way to Play Baseball” will be available once again for younger generations to learn how the game should be played…even in today’s Moneyball era.


  [image: images]


  Three generations of Campanis, though only two ties.


  Grand Canyon Slam


  Like many families, we took a trip to the Grand Canyon. I was about 10 years old when we went.


  As we were packing up, my dad told me to bring my baseball bag in case we found a batting cage on our trip. But actually, he had another plan in mind.


  When we arrived at the South Rim he kept driving further and further away from the tourist spots and found a beautiful area where we stopped and set up a picnic.


  My dad grew up in Brooklyn where my Grandpa was working in the front office for the Dodgers. Then in the winter, my grandpa would go to Cuba or the Dominican to manage and scout Latin players. As I was growing up, my dad used to tell me how much he would miss his dad when he was my age. So when he was still hitting 25 HR’s in AAA for the Pirates he had to make a choice, keep sacrificing to prolong his career, or retire and raise a family. He chose us, which was very lucky for me, being the oldest and also a pretty good ballplayer. He never went on family trips with his dad unless it involved baseball, so this Grand Canyon trip was special to him.


  It was at that point he told me to get my baseball bag.


  We played catch for a while, and then to my amazement he said, “OK, now throw the ball over the edge.” So I did. Then he said “Well, now you can tell everyone, you can throw the ball a mile!”


  He then had me pull out a bat. He tossed me a pitch and I whacked it—A MILE!


  I learned later that when my dad was playing for the Salem Dodgers managed by Stan Wasiak, the team was driving home after a series of tough losses. In an effort to boost morale, Stan ordered the bus driver to pull off the highway and head to the Grand Canyon. This team had future big leaguers Bill Kelso, Roy Gleason, and future Rookie of the Year, Jim Lefebvre yet they were slumping.


  After a while, Stan jumped up and told the bus driver to park. Then he ordered the players to get their gloves and bats and he threw the team batting practice on the edge of the rim until EVERY ball was gone. This little trick helped the team get back on track. Even though they had no baseballs when they arrived at their next game to take batting practice, they scored 10 runs and won five straight games on their way to the Northwest League championship in 1963.


  Baseball on the Family TV


  For those lucky enough to grow up in a baseball family like I did, we were taught the fundamentals of baseball at a very young age, often by watching games on TV.


  I had a nice chat with Bret Boone the other day and we both agreed that our family’s “business” really helped us have an edge over other players. We both talked about having access to advanced concepts, gear (gloves, batting gloves, spikes) and the knowledge of hitting, fielding and throwing drills taught to us by our families.


  From my earliest memories, watching baseball on TV with my grandpa and dad was exhausting.
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