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  PROLOGUE


  Boston is a very parochial city. We take great pride in our history and its institutions. From the Charles River to the Swan Boats to Faneuil Hall, we cherish what makes Boston special. But there is one element of Boston that provides its citizens identity; the Red Sox.


  Being a Red Sox fan is a Holy Alliance—a partnership between fans and team connected by history and love of the sport. For over a century, generations have walked into the stadium awash in green and paid homage to the players with two red socks on their uniform.


  The arena they play in is just as treasured. For New Englanders, Fenway Park isn’t bricks and mortar—it’s a shrine. It is a green temple which serves as the epicenter of the Athens of America. It’s within the brick walls of Jersey Street and the monstrous green partition up the block that fans serve as curators to this baseball museum. Since 1913, Fenway has been the custodian of what’s special in our city. It is a bond that links families, neighbors, and a century worth of players.


  It is on these holy grounds that the home nine has been provided a sacred stage to play the national pastime. Since the day of bowler hats to current-day walk up songs, Bostonians have welcomed players from across the world. The relationship is a partnership. That’s why the first fans weren’t just called rooters but “Royal” rooters.

[image: frn_fig_005]

  When I was younger, my father worked for concessionaire Harry M. Stevens at Fenway Park. For him and my mom, the job gave them a little extra money to keep six kids in shoes and private school. For us boys, it meant that we could attend upwards of twenty games a year in empty box seats behind home plate. Nothing was better than joining my father in the station wagon on the five-mile ride from West Roxbury to Kenmore Square for a game. After the game, while my father counted money, we’d play catch in the hallways under the first base grandstand and sometimes meet players as they walked from locker room to their Cadillacs or Lincoln Continentals.
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  My parents fulfilled their obligation as Bostonians by introducing the six Connelly children to the Red Sox. We all had an unhealthy relationship with the team that so often disappointed. We all had our favorite players from Reggie Smith, to Carl Yastrzemski, to Fred Lynn but for my mother there was only one great Red Sox—Ted Williams. Whenever we would exhort the greatness of our favorite player, my mother would always chime in with the sureness of a diamond cutter—they’re no Ted Williams.


  For twelve decades, the city and the Red Sox have been connected in a passionate, sometimes complicated, sometimes volatile relationship. But win or lose— bums or heroes—the local team and the park they played in gave Boston a sense of community. Rich and poor, man or women, New Englanders came to Fenway Park to appreciate all that is good about the city and the country we belong to.


  No year in the team’s history had the spirit of community the way 1946 did. It was at Fenway Park that fans came to be reminded of what was good and sincere and genuine. A swing of a bat. A man selling hot dogs. A father explaining the game to his son. It was in 1946 that Boston celebrated peace and the Red Sox. It was a year that will never be forgotten.


  Writing Fenway 1946 was an exercise of blissful exploration. As much as I love the Red Sox, I love the city that they play in. To learn about that amazing year following the war, I read every single page of every Boston Globe for the entire year. It was there within stories of peace, valor, family reunions, and sadly tragedy it was apparent how important the Red Sox were to the city during the war and in peace.


  It was on front pages and sports section that the Red Sox came to life. From Mayor Curley to Ted Williams to Medal of Honor winner George Hall from the Greater Boston town of Stoneham I learned about sacrifice and a time of great camaraderie. It was a time when the community was bonded as one in their patriotism and love for the local team.


  I would like to thank the people who made this book possible. My wife Noreen for sharing me with both my passion for writing and love of baseball. Also, my first line of defense—Al Stern, Steve Alperin, and my mother Marilyn Connelly whose edits and suggestions turned clay into what you will read. My Dad, who took me to Newton Barn to buy me my first baseball glove. A Spalding Carl Yastrzemski model. Also, my friends at Lyons Press including Tom McCarthy, Ellen Urban, Katie Sharp, Dustin Watson, and Piper Wallace. As well as, Iaritza Menjivar of the Griffin Museum of Photography, the ever helpful Mary-rose Grossman of the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum, Sarah Coffin the curator of the Red Sox, Jeff Idelson and John Horne at the Baseball Hall of Fame, and Bob Cullum of the Leslie Jones Collection. My partners in crime, Bob Tracey, Jody Goodwin, John Wilson, Lianne Thibeault, and Rebecca Gardner. As well as the team from the Boston BullPen Project.

   

   
  INTRODUCTION


  “In Boston, the fans are clannish and stick together. They resent any infringement on what they think are their rights. Politicians know this and dearly love to plait their hair. That’s why at every world’s series game in Boston the stands are full of Massachusetts governors, and Boston Mayors, incumbents and ex’s.”



  The above passage appeared in the Anaconda Standard —a newspaper in Montana, of all places—back in 1916. The fan base known as the Red Sox Royal Rooters had just flexed their muscles and forced the sitting owner to sell his interest in the team. The followers of the home team were united in solidarity and had proven their ability to influence the powerful.


  Politicians knew it was essential for their sustainability to invest in the local team and thus align themselves with potential voters. Since the team’s first game in 1901, there has been a natural union between the local baseball team and politicians. Both institutions sought to attract the same constituency. Governors, mayors, and city councilman were all members of the Red Sox Royal Rooters. The association granted the politicians a common thread with the community. For years the mayors or governors showed up at Fenway Park to throw out first pitches, pull the rope to raise the American or championship flags, smile for cameras, and try to connect with the people of the city and state.


  Unlike the opera, symphony, or theater, the Red Sox presented politicians the unique opportunity to connect to all classes—and thus all voters. Other than the location of the seats, Brahmin and Irish, men and women (who won the right to vote in 1920), young and old all came to Fenway Park to share in one of the only things they had in common—the home team. Consequently when the Red Sox were winning, the politicians wanted to win with them.


  After the Red Sox won the 1915 World Series, Governor David Walsh wrote to the team and newspapers using the word we to connect himself with his voters, “Congratulations to you and your victorious boys. We are all proud of the Red Sox.”


  The depths that politicians traveled to associate with the home team was personified at a banquet in 1934. One month after team owner Tom Yawkey unveiled his fully renovated Fenway Park, the city organized a testimonial dinner at the Copley Plaza to thank the Red Sox owner for his investment in the city and its people. Over 800 people attended the event, including hated political rivals John Fitzgerald and James Michael Curley. In the past the two former Boston mayors had squared off in the political arena—and with fists. But, true to their political instincts, they decided to put aside their differences for one night and appear in the same room in hopes of being listed in the following day’s papers as attendees and speakers.


  At the dinner, Tom Yawkey, a man of few words, was gratified that his investment was appreciated and told the audience that he “had learned to love Boston.” James Curley—not a man of few words—thanked the Red Sox owner for his “courage” to underwrite such a project and help the unemployed during the depths of the city’s economic plight.


  At the end of the night, Curley and Fitzgerald parted ways, satisfied that their presence would be noted.
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  John Fitzgerald, known lovingly as “Honey Fitz,” was a two-time mayor of Boston. In addition to leading the city, he was also the principal cheerleader of the loud and passionate Red Sox Royal Rooters. With megaphone by his side, Honey Fitz could be heard throughout the home park starting a chant, cheering for a player, or questioning an umpire’s call.


  His love for the team was affirmed in 1904 when he presented the winning bid to purchase the local club. Overjoyed by his good fortune, Fitzgerald was thrilled to be introduced as the new owner of the Boston team. However, days later, Commissioner Ban Johnson reversed his consent and instead accepted the bid from the Taylor family of the Boston Globe. When Honey Fitz was asked why the league commissioner withdrew his support of his ownership, the disappointed Fitzgerald answered, “[I was] too much Boston.”


  His disappointment at not buying the team didn’t diminish his affection for the local nine. Eight years later Fitzgerald was serving his second term as mayor when the Red Sox opened its doors to its new home, Fenway Park. In the first game of the park’s inaugural season, Mayor Fitzgerald christened the stadium by throwing out the first pitch in the field’s history.


  The opening of the stadium proved to be good luck. It was in that same season that the Red Sox earned their first visit to the World Series. Their opponent was the New York Giants. Before the games began, New York Mayor William Gaynor invited his Boston contemporary, Honey Fitz, to be his guest in New York for the first games of the championship. Fitzgerald boldly replied, “It will give me great pleasure to be your guest as the Red Sox begin their onward march to the World Championship.”


  

  The Red Sox won the series in eight games, in a thrilling extra-inning victory-clinching World Series, their first one. In Boston crowds flocked to the streets, while down in New York the team posed for a picture that included Mayor Fitzgerald seated in the center of the front row.


  Fresh off the Red Sox World Series triumph, the spirit of community in Boston was palpable. Mayor Fitzgerald looked forward to the 1913 mayoral elections with high confidence, as he expected to ride the wave of goodwill generated by the hometown team. That was until his wife and his daughter, Rose Fitzgerald (Kennedy), received a letter that detailed an amorous dalliance involving the mayor and a cigarette girl by the name Toodles Ryan.


  The letter called for the sitting mayor to bow out of the race and walk away from the seat he so cherished. The beneficiary of such a sea change was an up-and-coming Boston political powerhouse named James Michael Curley, whose motto was “Curley gets things done.” Fitzgerald reluctantly complied with the demands at the urgings of his wife and daughter, and Curley won the mayoral seat in what was the beginning of the most prolific political career in the city’s history.


  Curley, unlike Fitzgerald, wasn’t a fan of the game. He was interested only in things that benefitted him. His connection to the team was merely a function of the Red Sox’s position of esteem in the city. Curley’s didn’t have time for sports. When he was a young boy, his father died, compelling young Curley to seek employment and sacrifice his youth. Curley would write in his memoirs, “I really never learned to play baseball or football or any of the other athletic games that are usually employed by boys in this period of their lives.”


  The sorrow that Curley felt as a young boy sadly shadowed him his whole life. Catastrophic loss was actually the only thing Curley and Fitzgerald shared. Mayor Curley married the love of his life, Mary Emelda, with whom he had nine children. Tragically, he buried his sweetheart Mary and seven of his children, two of whom died in the same room within hours of each other both suffering fatal cerebral hemorrhages while talking on the same phone.


  Honey Fitz realized a similar tragedy in his life. He grew up in a home with 11 siblings. During his youth, he witnessed 7 of their funerals and watched as an 8th suffered a terminal affliction. His daughter carried the same curse when she became the mother of 9 as the wife of Joseph Kennedy.


  Despite Curley’s unthinkable losses, he carried on as the leader of the city he loved. His charm and charisma ingratiated him to the Boston citizenry. As mayor he embraced blue-collar workers by exchanging favors for votes. It was this appeal that allowed Curley to win both friends and win elections. One of the friendships he formed during his days as mayor was with Red Sox pitcher and slugger Babe Ruth.


  The friendship was the pairing of like men with opposite personas. Both came from challenging childhoods only to rise to prominence. But while Ruth remained crass and uncouth, Curley listened to Puccini and quoted Shakespeare. Ruth’s coarseness would sometimes draw the mayor’s ire, as it did one Sunday at lunch at the mayor’s Jamaica Plain mansion. Ruth was a guest and decided to share an unfiltered story of great color. The inappropriate language wasn’t allowed in the Curley house, and Ruth was asked to vacate the premises immediately. This admonishment didn’t adversely affect their relationship, however. When Ruth died, Curley served as one of his pallbearers.
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  After the Toodles Ryan affair, Fitzgerald would never return to the mayor’s office. However, the two families of Curley and Fitzgerald would cross paths again three decades later. According to the book The Rascal King: The Life and Times of James Michael Curley, it had been reported that the two families would join forces to participate in the kind of political horse trading that made both clans the city’s most powerful political brokers in Boston history.


  In 1945 Curley was the sitting congressman representing the 11th district of Boston. Facing federal corruption charges for mail fraud, he had to decide whether to defend his seat and return to Washington or come home to Boston and prepare his criminal defense. As he pondered, he was approached by Honey Fitz’s son-in-law, former Ambassador Joseph Kennedy, who offered him a deal. Joseph proposed that Curley vacate his congressional seat, thus making way for his son John to begin his political career; in exchange, Joseph would finance Curley’s run for the Boston mayoral office. Curley, virtually insolvent and running out of options, agreed.


  Curley won the mayoral race for the fourth time. His inauguration was typical Curley drama. There was a fistfight on the stage, and the mayor’s car was stolen while he spoke. The loss of his car was soon followed by his loss of freedom, as shortly after reclaiming the office, Curley’s past “Robin Hood” dealings resulted in consequences. Curley was convicted on 10 counts of mail fraud for reportedly receiving cash incentives for granting government contracts to arranged bidders.


  Curley claimed the investigation was a result of a vengeful President Franklin Roosevelt, following a disagreement between the mayor and the former president. Following Roosevelt’s death, Curley turned to his Boston cronies and ask them to sign a petition requesting a pardon from President Harry Truman. Every Massachusetts congressman signed the petition except one—John F. Kennedy.


  The first-year congressman never forgave Curley for waging dirty politics against his grandfather back in 1913. Thirty-three years later, the Kennedy/ Fitzgerald family reaped its revenge on Curley, fulfilling a heritage axiom that the “Irish forget everything but grudges.”


  While Curley attempted to fend off federal sentencing, he tried to deflect attention by connecting himself to the Red Sox. In 1946 the team was dominating the American League, and interest in the team was at an all-time high. Hoping to link himself to the winner, Curley organized a citywide rally to honor the team. At the same time, young Kennedy had the same idea. The young politician was doing his best to align his interests with the Red Sox and bring to Boston the biggest event the city had ever seen.


  In September 1946, soon-to-be Congressman John F. Kennedy was the general chairman of the 47th annual encampment of the Veterans of Foreign Wars. Following the victory in Europe and the Pacific, Kennedy was hoping to make the Boston convention the grandest in the organization’s half-century history.


  The World War II hero was a sportsman and a Red Sox fan. Kennedy’s itinerary for the attendees included a game at Fenway Park, knowing that no visit to Boston was complete without a trip to the grand old park.


  In the end Kennedy delivered, fulfilling his hope to oversee an event that honored veterans and the host city. Forty-six Medal of Honor winners graced the city, as did General Omar Bradley, Admiral Chester Nimitz, and General Dwight Eisenhower, along with thousands of other veterans from four different wars.


  The attendees celebrated the anniversary of VJ Day by attending fancy banquets; touring the docked battleship Missouri, where the Japanese signed their surrender; eating hot dogs and drinking beer at the Red Sox game; and marching in a raucous parade that included 20,000 veterans and was witnessed by 2 million Boston-area fans who came downtown to honor veterans and revel in victory. The VFW encampment was the largest ever undertaken in the history of the organization.


  This was 1946 Boston—celebrating victory, peace, and their first-place Red Sox.

   

   
  PART I


  RED SOX BEFORE WORLD WAR II

   

   
  1


  “Bust You on Your Nose”


  On a Saturday afternoon in June 1917, Red Sox fans filed into Fenway Park to watch a doubleheader with the Washington Senators. The two games promised to provide a great day of baseball. In the first game, the defending champion Red Sox would send out lefty pitcher Babe Ruth and his 12–4 record. In the second game, the Senators would hand the ball to their ace, Walter Johnson.


  The day of baseball would serve as a distraction from news reports of the Great War in Europe. Many baseball players had left the game and were fighting for the Allied Forces. A government directive had offered American men the option of “work or fight.” The men on the field this day had either chosen the option of “work” or were beyond the age of service.


  It was unusually warm for June, with temperatures in the low 80s, when Ruth took the mound. The leadoff batter was second baseman Ray Morgan. The first pitch of the game was ruled a ball by the home plate umpire, annoying the Red Sox pitcher. The second pitch was the same. And the third pitch was also determined to be wide of the strike zone. Ruth had complained about all three decisions. When the umpire ruled the fourth pitch outside the strike zone, Morgan ran down to first, infuriating the temperamental Ruth.


  Only one hitter into the game and Ruth had exhausted the patience of umpire Clarence “Brick” Owens. Hoping to put an end to the grumbling, Owens pulled off his mask and stepped in front of the plate to tell Ruth “enough.” The warning only served to exacerbate further Ruth, who shot back, “Open your eyes and keep them open.” Owens, who got his nickname after getting hit in the head by a brick thrown by a fan, yelled, “Get in and pitch or I’ll run you out of there.” Ruth took a step forward and threatened the umpire, “You run me out, and I’ll come in and bust you on the nose.”


  Owens immediately ejected Ruth, incensing the lefty pitcher. Now unable to control himself, Ruth ran toward the plate and started swinging wildly at the umpire, missing him with a left hook but connecting with a right-behind the umpire’s ear.


  Red Sox catcher Chester Thomas’s efforts to restrain Ruth were futile. The big lefty was so out of control that the Boston police had to come on to the field and escort Ruth from the grounds. (Following the ejection, Red Sox pitcher Ernie Shore came into the game and proceeded to throw a perfect game.)


  As the news made its way to the league offices, American League President Bancroft “Ban” Johnson was furious and promised to reporters, “I’ll take care of Ruth.”


  In Boston, the Red Sox and their fans assumed the worst. In the past, players guilty of making contact with officials had been assessed a suspension that lasted the duration of the season. But Ruth was different. He was on the cusp of superstardom, and his absence would directly affect the pennant. The commissioner decided to suspend Ruth indefinitely while he mulled over the proper course of action.


  Ruth, recognizing his hostile behavior would result in a suspension, began to offer his services to independent teams of the Delaware County League. The league jumped at the opportunity to land the rising star. Ruth negotiated a deal in which he would only have to pitch once a week in exchange for a stipend that would match his salary while also paying for his wife’s expenses.


  With an offer in hand, Ruth exerted leverage upon the Red Sox and the major league, hoping to affect their decision-making. The commissioner, now fearful that he could lose one of the game’s best players and embolden the independent league to try to entice other players, decided to end the lefty’s suspension after 10 games and fine Ruth $100 shocking players and fans across the country.
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  Throughout Ruth’s career in Boston, he took turns exciting fans with his pitching and long-ball hitting and exasperating management. The suspension for assaulting the umpire was Ruth’s second censure of the year. Earlier in 1917, he was suspended for absconding with a car owned by Chicago Cub Charlie Deal without compensating the owner. An article in the Seattle Star headlined “Ruth Refuses to Pay for Machine” shared all the salacious details with its readers.


  By 1918 Ruth was a household name. With each home run he hit, his celebrity status and leverage granted the slugger the impression that he was bigger than the team. In July he refused to pitch in a game, causing his furious manager, Eddie Barrow, to lash out at Ruth, calling him a “bum.”


 
  Ruth didn’t take kindly to the insult and walked menacingly at his coach, threatening to punch him in the face. The manager responded by fining Ruth $500. Indignant, Ruth packed up and left the team. He joined up with the Chester team in the Delaware Ship Building League. Headlines in the Sun and New York Press read, “Babe Ruth Jumps Boston Americans.”


  The Red Sox threatened to file an injunction to keep Ruth from violating his contract and force the player to return to the team the next day. He arrived in time for the team’s doubleheader only to again quit the team, throwing his uniform on the locker room floor because the manager wasn’t talking to him.


  Leading up to the 1919 season, the slugger was more defiant than ever. In February he refused to report to camp, demanding that his existing contract be voided and he be granted a significant raise. The team acquiesced to his demand and accorded him a new three-year contract worth $30,000.


  Ruth was now out of control. He was applying leverage and extorting his team. When he finally arrived at camp, he was defying rules on and off the field, compelling the Red Sox to suspend him for the opening series in Washington.


  For the home opener on May 1, 1919, the defending World Series champion Red Sox hosted the New York Yankees. It was the first game since the end of World War I. Seated behind the Red Sox bench were hundreds of wounded soldiers from local base hospitals. Before the game, the Red Sox and Yankee players walked side by side from home plate out to center field to raise Old Glory on the flagpole located on the warning track. This contingent included Red Sox outfielder Babe Ruth, who was coming off a team-imposed suspension for violations of “training rules.” The Red Sox reinstated him for the game of much significance. Before the game team manager Edward Barrow explained the reasoning for the suspension: “Maybe the result of the mistaken idea Ruth has that he can get away with infractions of training rule.”


  Leading the players out to the center field flagpole was Governor Calvin Coolidge. The band from the 101st Infantry played the national anthem and later the Red Sox theme “Tessie.”


  Ruth would end that season by refusing to play in the last game of the year, abandoning the team to play in an exhibition game and earn a stipend. For the year Ruth earned $10,000 from the Red Sox and $13,000 from pay-to-play games unsanctioned by the major leagues.


  By the end of the 1919 season, the accumulation of Ruth’s transgressions was weighing on the team. The Red Sox went from World Series champions in 1918 to a sixth-place finish the following year. In December Ruth again voided his contract and demanded that owner Harry Frazee double his pay to match the highest-paid star in the game, Ty Cobb.


  Not waiting to hear Boston’s counteroffer, Ruth flew to Hollywood to discuss alternative career plans, meeting with officials about a movie career and training with boxer Kid McCoy to determine whether he could possibly switch sports.


  The Red Sox management had had enough. They felt that they had been fair to Ruth. In 1918, when Ruth didn’t meet his performance benchmarks, owner Harry Frazee paid Babe his bonuses. He gave him an unprecedented three-year deal after a holdout just one year before. And now Ruth was skipping games to play in paid exhibitions, threatening to punch out the manager and ignoring calls for discipline and training.


  Just months before, Frazee had been approached by the lowly New York Yankees to acquire Ruth and pitcher Carl Mays for the unheard-of sum of $200,000.


  The Red Sox owner had declined that offer saying, “I couldn’t dispose of Ruth. The Boston fans would rather lose both of their ball clubs than to part with the home run king.” But the new contract demands had changed everything.


  The Yankees, sensing the Red Sox management’s frustration, amended their offer to $125,000, while dropping Carl Mays from the request. This time Frazee accepted.


  Afterward, the Red Sox owner attempted to explain the sale to Red Sox fans. “I sold Ruth for the best interests of the Boston club. The Babe was not an influence for good or for team play. He thought only of himself.” Frazee concluded, “We were fast becoming a one-man team.”


  Following the sale, Ruth continued to be obstinate. “I intend to ask for $15,000 of the $125,000 he received for me. I think my own hard work made me valuable and therefore I should be given a fair deal in the marketing of my services.”


  Boston fans were outraged at the team and its owner. Just five years previous, the team had sold star Tris Speaker to the Cleveland Indians for $50,000. Now to sell Ruth, who was not only one of the best pitchers in the game but was revolutionizing the game with his long balls—setting a record the year before by hitting 29. They were outraged. 29.


  In the Boston Herald the following day, a cartoon depicted Boston landmarks such as the public library, the Paul Revere statue, and Boston Common all up for sale. Frazee would point to Ruth getting too big for the team, “too valuable to be dependent on the services of one player.”




  In an interview with fans around Boston, one longtime Red Sox Royal Rooter, Charlie Lavis, speculated, “I figure the Red Sox club is now practically ruined.” This sad lament proved to be prophetic. In the previous decade (1910– 1919) the Red Sox had won four World Series championships and compiled a record of 857–624 (.579). In the ensuing decade without Ruth, they would amass a 595–938 record (.387).


  Down in New York, the Yankees built a new stadium in 1923 and played in six World Series championships in the 1920s. Their attendance skyrocketed from 357,000 fans a year during the last decade, to over a million a year during the roaring twenties.


  The sale of Ruth would not only change the trajectory of the two teams, but would also cause Fenway Park to transfer ownership into the hands of Yankee owner Jacob Rupert. In addition to the Ruth transaction, the Yankees also funded a personal loan for Frazee of $400,000 to help the Red Sox owner retire debts related to the acquisition of the team back in 1916. A condition of the loan from Rupert was that Frazee had to provide collateral. The Red Sox owner, desperate for cash, signed over the mortgage for his real estate located at 4 Jersey Street, Boston. Following the transaction, the Yankees now owned the Red Sox’s best player and Fenway Park.
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  “As Good as Man as Him”


  Following his purchase of the Red Sox in 1933, Tom Yawkey was introduced to the Boston media; he made clear that all were welcome at Fenway Park, whether rich or poor. “I believe the real, genuine interest in baseball lies in the bleachers . . . I may be mistaken, but I think the grandstand fan is a casual—he comes to the game in much the same mood and manner that the theatre goer goes to a popular hit. Over in Boston, we are going to encourage the bleacher fan.”


  When Tom Yawkey bought the team, he committed to overhauling the entire organization. That meant players and park. This commitment included a massive renovation of the old stadium, which involved adding to the bleachers to attract more of the fans he spoke of in his introductory press conference. Sadly, midway through the project, a devastating fire ignited during the construction. The following day’s Boston Herald front page read:


  $300,000 blaze sweeps Fenway Park
General Alarm is Sound for Boston’s Worst Fire in 12 Years



  Less than one year into Yawkey’s stewardship, his investment was already going up in flames. The bleachers that he perceived would be the lifeblood of Fenway Park had burned to the ground.


  Red Sox officials, speaking on behalf of the owner, stood in front of the ashes of the bleachers and stated defiantly, “This fire will not alter our plans in the least.” Pausing, he added, “We will rebuild immediately.”


  The massive renovation development was the biggest construction project in all of Boston. Following the fire, Mayor James Michael Curley met with the Red Sox owner and begged him to keep the workers on the payroll. The city was still suffering from the Depression and were years away from the Big Deal that would impact employment and bank accounts. Yawkey agreed to keep over a thousand men on the project as a sign of his commitment to the city and its people.


 

  Three-plus months later, and with $1,500,000 of Yawkey’s funds spent, Fenway Park opened for the beginning of the 1934 season to rave reviews. Reporters invoked the Seven Wonders of the World when describing the newly renovated 40,000-seat stadium. In the Globe writer Melville Webb Jr. wrote, “Having as a setting the very last word in baseball stadium structures.” The story would further note,—“New Fenway Park, thoroughly rebuilt, enlarged and combining in its layout, every modern improvement, and equipment to be imagined.”


  Investing and rebuilding would be a never-ending commitment for the Red Sox owner. It was his way of thanking the city for welcoming a transplant who had spent most of his years in a posh apartment in New York or on his estate in Georgetown, South Carolina.


  Yawkey was a quiet, reserved man who appreciated being wanted. By age 16 he had lost both his parents and his adopted dad. Despite his abundant resources, he had lived a life seeking lost intimacy. Boston provided him that bond. It was a bond that inspired him to try to repay their hospitality in the form of a pennant.


  Before a random game, Yawkey was sitting in his press box seat watching the fans file into the park. It warmed his heart to see such loyalty. It was the type of connection he had always sought. The city’s commitment so moved him that he turned to his wife and said, “No city deserves a winner more than this greatest of all baseball centers.”


  Sportswriter Gordon Campbell described him as “This stocky, broad-shouldered fellow, whose round cherubic face is lighted by an almost perpetual grin, is jovial, frank, and democratic possessing a rare modesty which belies his wealth.”


  The Red Sox owner was quiet and somewhat reclusive. He lived in Room 1619 of the Ritz Carlton when he was in town. He liked his drink, and he liked to drive—and drive fast. But more than anything he loved his baseball team and would do anything to realize his life’s dream—to be as good a man as his father.
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  In 1903 multimillionaire, William Clayman Yawkey decided to diversify his holdings and invest some of his earnings from his timber and mineral interests to submit a bid to buy the Detroit Tigers.


  The self-made man was born in Ohio. He was described in the Cyclopedia of Michigan as industrious and fair. “He is entirely a self-made man. Starting with nothing but his hands for his capital, he has, by honesty, perseverance strict business integrity and foresight, accumulated a large fortune.’ The account further added. ‘His standing among business men has always been of the highest, carrying out faithfully every obligation that he has made so thoroughly that his word has always been considered as good as his bond.”


  In the midst of the acquisition of the major league team, the sixty-nine year old Yawkey would die in Detroit. Upon the passing of the family patriarch, his namesake son William would take control of the estate which included the ownership of the Detroit Tigers.


  As an owner, William Yawkey would befriend the star player on the Detroit team, Ty Cobb. The friendship was an odd dynamic. Cobb was as pugnacious as he was a great hitter. Yawkey was staunch and understated. But the two shared determination and a love of the outdoors. Cobb and Yawkey hunted and fished together, and they invested in each other’s lives. This investment included making Ty Cobb the highest-paid player in the game.


  Following the death of his father, the family would suffer a rash of tragic happenstances. Misfortune would again shadow the Yawkey family when the daughter of the recently deceased patriarch was afflicted with a terminal illness followed by her husband’s death. Soon after, William would adopt his nephew Tom Austin and advise him to take the last name of Yawkey.


  Tom loved his uncle-now-father. He respected his intelligence, business acumen, and decency. In his adolescent years, Tom was sent to Irving Boarding School in New York, where he lived off an allowance of one dollar a week. His favorite book was Soldiers of Fortune by Richard Harding Davis, and his favorite class was Latin. He played all sports, excelling in football and tennis. But Tom’s true passion was duck hunting. In an April 27, 1919, article in the St. Louis Dispatch, William Yawkey’s friend W. J. Clark said: “That lad was 12 years old he could pop off sparrows in the eye at fifty yards. He made a great hit with his uncle by being a good rifle shot and all-around outdoors boy.”


  Tom grew up an advantaged young man but not entitled. He was pragmatic and respected the value of a dollar. When Tom was a young teen, his adopted mother challenged him not to smoke and offered him a reward of a $1,000 if he refrained until age 21. Tom relished the challenge and earned the reward with discipline and restraint.


  Wagers of $1,000, chauffeurs, and private school made it apparent that the Yawkeys were a family of affluence. But his adopted parents raised their son to be humble. Once when Tom bragged about the family’s worth, his mother brought him into the kitchen and laid out four teacups. In three cups, she poured beans to the brim of the fine porcelain and explained that’s how rich the Rockefellers, Vanderbilts, and Morgans were. Then she put one bean in the fourth cup and said, “That’s how much money we have compared to the others.”


  

  Tom excelled in school and looked forward to attending Yale upon graduation. During one summer break Tom was traveling with his adoptive parents on a ride across the country when his dad William grew ill and was diagnosed with influenza. He was taken to a local hotel to recover. Around his bed, stood his wife, Tom Austin Yawkey, and Ty Cobb. Days later the condition worsened, and William Yawkey died with his friends and family by his side.


  By age 16, Tom had lost both his parents and his adopted father. His now-lonely life would be cluttered by reporters and speculators when it was discovered that Tom was the heir to most of his father’s $40 million estate.


  Stories in newspapers accompanied by sketches of the young man intruded on the somber teenager’s life. Terms of the last will and testament would be made public, along with details of his tragic upbringing. Tom hadn’t even finished mourning, and the world knew that funds and assets of the estate would be fully released to the heir upon his 30th birthday.


  After graduating from preparatory school, Tom attended Yale. At age 25 he married Elise Sparrow, and the couple adopted a child. By 1933, a confluence of events positioned Tom Yawkey to meet his destiny. He was turning 30, which, according to his father’s will, would make him eligible to earn his inheritance. At the same time, the Boston Red Sox were available for purchase to the highest bidder.


  Yawkey was more than a rich kid. He wanted to be a Renaissance man. He wanted to be accomplished and be known. After his adopted father William passed he had said, “The big kick comes from taking something that’s down and seeing if you can put it up and across. That’s what my daddy did. I want to see if I’m as good a man as him.”


  The Red Sox were a losing organization. Their failures provided Yawkey the opportunity he sought. Not sure how to proceed, he turned to a family friend, and the man who had stood beside him at his father’s deathbed, Ty Cobb. The former Tiger and family confidant advised Tom to bid on the team. “The sport needs men like you,” Cobb said.


  Four days after his birthday, Tom Austin Yawkey’s bid of $1,250,000 was accepted by the current owners, and he became the proud owner of the Boston Red Sox of the American League and the real estate known as Fenway Park.
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  Yawkey would become the eighth owner of the American League Boston Red Sox, a team that had been established back in 1901 by Cleveland businessman Charles Somers. Somers, only 33 years old, formed the Boston Americans against the wishes of the city’s existing baseball team, the Boston Beaneaters (who would later become the Boston Braves). Complaints waged against the outsider forced Somers to defend himself in the press: “We are satisfied that our league will make good in every city and the rivalry will stir up more interest in the game, and both teams will make money.”


  Two years later, the Boston Americans won the World Series, and the team appreciated in value. Somers turned his passion into a commodity and sold the team to Henry Killilea for $60,000. The new owner held onto the team for a year before accepting an offer from Boston politician John Fitzgerald. That, of course, was before the league disqualified the bid and instead accepted the offer of $135,000 from the Taylor family, owners of the Boston Globe.


  Over the next 10 years, the Taylor family stewarded the organization. In 1908, they would name the team the Red Sox. The team won one World Series under the family’s ownership before the Taylors sold its team stock for $450,000 to a New York real estate magnate named Joseph Lannin. Lannin, a son of Irish immigrants and a one-time bellhop at a Boston hotel, had accumulated sufficient resources to put him in a position to acquire the baseball team, which he held for three seasons. During his tenure, the team amassed the best talent in the game, including a left-handed pitcher out of Baltimore by the name of Babe Ruth. Ruth would lead the Red Sox to a World Series.


  After claiming he was too much of a fan to own a team, Lannin sold the team in 1916 to a New Yorker named Harry Frazee, who was described in newspaper reports as having “theatrical interests.” Frazee paid $675,000 for the team. Under the theater baron, the team won a wartime World Series.


  But while Lannin became known as the owner who acquired Babe Ruth, Frazee would forever be known as the owner who sold him, thus triggering a streak of annual futility that would last over a quarter of a century.


  Only after selling off almost his entire pitching staff, Frazee sold the team to a Midwestern group headed by Bob Quinn, who paid $1,100,000. The ownership team had the best of intentions, but a gutted team and the death of an affluent co-owner sank the Red Sox into 10 years of losses. This run of failure was in sharp contrast to the team in New York, which was captivating the sports world with their big home run–hitting outfielder while becoming the greatest dynasty in sports history.


  Under Quinn’s ownership, times were so desperate and fiscal capacity so challenged that rumors started to spread about the lengths the team, or the team’s representatives, would go to find funds. In May 1926, there were three separate fires in the grandstands—two while fans were present. Some speculated on the source of one—or all—of the fires and if insurance proceeds were the motivation.


  Shamed by being the caretaker of a losing entity, the Quinn group eventually surrendered and sold off the team to Tom Yawkey for $1,250,000. At the press conference to announce the sale, Bob Quinn confessed to those gathered: “I want somebody to put Boston on the baseball map. I cannot do it. I’ve had my chance and found out that I could not do it. I believe here now are two men [Yawkey and his friend and now general manager Eddie Collins] who will succeed where I failed.”
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  The Boston Globe would juxtapose Yawkey’s reign of the Red Sox to that of the ill-famed Harry Frazee: “Harry Frazee, a theatrical, not a baseball man, wrecked the Red Sox for at least ten years. It has taken Yawkey another ten years to sweep away the debris and replace the damage.”


  While Frazee sold Babe Ruth, Carl May, and Tris Speaker to pay debt and finance musicals, Yawkey committed his resources to position the team to win a pennant by acquiring the game’s best players, including Lefty Grove, Jimmy Foxx, and player–manager Joe Cronin, who cost the Red Sox $275,000.


  Tom learned from his father and invested in his assets, including the Red Sox. In a July 18, 1919, article by Sarah MacDougall in the New Orleans States newspaper, William Yawkey’s friend W. J. Clark stated that William “believed in surrounding himself with brains and paying for them. The managers of his various ventures were practically partners in the business. He considered it good business for himself to give them a big inducement to make good.” Tom learned from his adopted father never to be afraid to reward his people. Once, after overpaying for a player, he would reason, “What is $30,000 if you can make $100,000.”


  Tom Yawkey’s willingness to invest in the ballpark, and his players, was seen by some to be foolhardy. And it wasn’t just salaries. It was life insurance policies for players, cars for staff, and donations to local causes. Newspapers called Yawkey “Boston’s Baseball Santa Claus,” and his teams were mockingly referred to by names that insinuated their spoiled nature—the Millionaires, Gold Sox, and the Yawkeybilts. Much to the chagrin of the Royal Rooters, the owner’s generosity had failed to translate into wins.


  One writer suggested that “Tom Yawkey was a slave to his own benevolence.” It was such benevolence that would lead Yawkey to spend three million dollars on personnel while failing to turn a profit in his first 12 years of ownership.


 

  For the owner, losses in the bank weren’t as frustrating as the losses on the field. Yawkey was driven to win. Driven to be worthy of his father—and his father’s money. The outcome on the field was the only way the owner could measure his self-worth.
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  Fictionlike


  In the last weekend of the 1941 season, Boston was in Philadelphia for the team’s final series. Back home, Red Sox fans were in a state of alarm. For the first time in three months, Ted Williams’s average had dipped below .400 as he was 3–14 on the trip.


  Named The Kid by the warden of the locker room, clubhouse manager Johnny Orlando, Williams was already threatening the gods of the game. But, the left fielder’s late season slump put in peril his run at history.


  Newspaper accounts in the Sunday paper informed readers that a desperate Williams was adjusting his batting stance. The Herald wrote, “You can’t blame the Kid for trying something new. He must be in a bit of panic.”


  No American League hitter had hit .400 since 1923. Before the game, manager Joe Cronin forbade any players from offering Williams hitting advice. “I don’t really see any batter anywhere who can qualify as a coach for Ted’s hitting.”


  When Williams walked to the plate for the first time, the 10,000 Philadelphia fans in attendance stood and cheered. Williams rewarded their kindness with a base hit. He would get 6 hits in the doubleheader. One of the hits put a hole in a loudspeaker hanging from the outfield wall. On the day, he increased his average from .399 to .406. A United Press International (UPI) report called the exhibition “fictionlike.”


  Following the 1941 season, the Sporting News conducted a nationwide survey asking readers whether Joe DiMaggio and his 56-game hitting streak or Ted Williams and his .406 batting average should be awarded the MVP. The results of the survey showed that most of the public believed that Williams had the greater year and was more deserving of the award. But, as often was the case with Williams, the other guy got the benefit of the doubt, and DiMaggio was awarded with the coveted honor. After the vote, columnist Maurice McCann wrote, “When a .406 batting average and leadership in home runs fails to bring the ‘most valuable’ award, Ted is probably wondering what a fellow has to do to win the prize.”


  From the moment Ted Williams arrived on the scene in 1939, Joe DiMaggio and he were connected and compared to one another for the rest of their lives. Both came from California. Both were the sons of the disenfranchised. Ted’s mother was of Mexican descent and spent much of her life in the service of the Salvation Army. DiMaggio’s parents were first-generation immigrants from Italy who during the war were identified as potential collaborators of the Axis powers simply because of their heritage. Consequently they were monitored throughout the war.


  Much to the dismay of Ted Williams, his manager Joe Cronin, in a moment of weakness, called Joe DiMaggio the best player, while others suggested to Williams that he should emulate the Yankee center fielder.


  In Boston, DiMaggio was known as “Meatball Joe,” while Williams was known by his haters as “Terrible Ted.” The two men were victims of their
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