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  Meet the Author


  Dom Forker’s thirty books on baseball have sold more than two million copies. They include The Men of Autumn and Sweet Seasons, works that cover the Yankee glory years of 1949–64, a period during which they won 14 pennants and 9 World Series in 16 years.


  He interviewed 57 former Yankees, including Joe DiMaggio, for the two books. Mel Allen wrote the introduction for The Men of Autumn.


  Dom switched his focus from sports to spirituality about ten years ago. Our Lady of Emmitsburg, Roses in December, and Voula: The Power of the Cross are his first three books in the spiritual realm. They are dedicated to the Blessed Mother, to whom he has a deep spiritual attachment that blossomed at Mt. St. Mary’s University in Emmitsburg, MD.


  When asked why he’s switched from sports to spirituality, he likes to quip: “When it gets late in the contest, quite often it’s time to change your game plan.”


  Before he completely changed his “game plan,” however, he decided to write one final book on the National Pastime: Joe DiMaggio and Ted Williams: Baseball's Greatest Player and Baseball's Greatest Hitter. They have been the two baseball luminaries during his lifetime who have stood the test of time. In 1969, baseball named Joe Baseball‘s Greatest Living Player and Ted Baseball’s Greatest Living Hitter.


  In one season (1941) alone, they set marks that have not been seriously threatened in more than 70 years: Joe hit safely in a record 56 consecutive games, and Ted batted .406.


  Dom, who lives in Milford, NJ, sensed that we may never see their equal again, and so he decided that he would reconnect baseball fans of his generation with Joe and Ted and connect followers of the present era with the Clipper and the Kid!


  This is his Farewell to Baseball book. It couldn’t get any better, he believes, than Joe and Ted.
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  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  To the Bayonne Celtics,


  with whom I shared many a cheer and a beer


  during these sweet seasons
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  INTRODUCTION


  The Yankees have had eighteen managers in the last eighteen years, during which they have won four pennants and two World Series. The Yankees of 1955-64 had three managers in ten years, during which they won nine pennants and four world championships. The latter time span is featured in Sweet Seasons, a sequel to The Men of Autumn, which focused on the 1949-53 world championship clubs. During those two eras the Yankees won fourteen pennants and nine world championships in sixteen years.


  Casey Stengel is a central character in both books. The Men of Autumn showed how he took over the dynasty of Joe McCarthy, who had guided the Yankees to eight pennants and seven world titles in sixteen years, and improved upon “Marse Joe’s” record. Casey won ten pennants and seven World Series in twelve years. The basic difference in their styles was that McCarthy used a set lineup while Stengel used the two-platoon system.


  In Sweet Seasons, the managers change, but the contrasts remain. Stengel continued the two-platoon from 1955-60, but Ralph Houk reverted to the set lineup in 1961-63. Yogi Berra maintained that system in 1964.


  Casey had little confidence in younger players, and strongly preferred veterans. He was also chary of praising players in public, preferring criticism to compliments. He believed that players like Hank Bauer, Gene Woodling, Gil McDougald, and Andy Carey played better when they were angry—and he was right. But players like Bobby Richardson and Clete Boyer needed a pat on the back to build up their confidence; and Casey didn’t reach them. The Old Man was an expert, though, at delegating authority. He built a great coaching staff—Bill Dickey, Frank Crosetti, and Jim Turner—and he gave them authority. But Casey did not communicate well.


  Ralph Houk, on the other hand, communicated with all of his players. Many told me that they always knew where they stood with him, and they played harder because of it. Ralph reverted to a set lineup, but before he did, he made a host of changes in Casey’s lineup. He built up Richardson’s confidence at second base, inserted Boyer at third base, made Elston Howard his full-time catcher, went to a four-man rotation, and hired four great coaches: Crosetti, Johnny Sain, Wally Moses, and Jim Hegan.


  Yogi Berra didn’t get the time he needed to distinguish his managerial style. But there is an interesting parallel between Yogi and Casey. Two different empires—Casey’s, and Ralph’s and Yogi’s combined—crashed because of decisions involving Whitey Ford.


  Casey elected not to start Whitey in Game One of the 1960 World Series. Whitey, who was held back until Game Three, pitched two shutouts, the Yankees lost the World Series in seven games, and Casey was fired.


  Yogi was afraid that history might repeat itself. In the 1964 World Series he started Whitey in Game One. But the suspicion here and elsewhere is that Ford had a sore arm before the Series, and aggravated it during that opening game. If Yogi had started Jim Bouton, the Yankees might have won the 1964 World Series, and Yogi might have guided the Yankees’ fortunes for many years. As it was, Johnny Keane replaced Yogi as manager, and the Yankees plummeted to seventy-seven wins and fifth place.


  Most of the players I interviewed for Sweet Seasons told me that Casey, Ralph, and Yogi were very good managers. Their styles differed, but in the long run, is the man the style or the style the man?


  At the last Old Timers’ Day, I met many of these former Yankee greats before the traditional three-inning game. And I walked the hallowed halls of the Stadium, where I talked with my boyhood hero, Joe DiMaggio. The days of Yankee glory seemed only yesterday. Then I watched the regular game from the press box, and the spectacle was not the same.


  Al Downing has told me that the farm system was in trouble as far back as 1961, when he was rushed to the major leagues too soon. The Yankees needed a left-handed pitcher, and there were no others in the system. The next big left-handed winner, in addition to Downing, was Fritz Peterson, who won twenty games in 1970. Many of the players told me that the Yankees made a mistake in getting rid of Johnny Sain as their pitching coach, and Wally Moses as their hitting coach, after the 1963 season. They also thought that making Ford the pitching coach and Berra the manager in 1964 were titular moves. Ford was still in the ranks; Berra was coming up through the ranks.


  But basically the team got old together, and it wasn’t recharged by young blood as it had been in the past. Co-owners Dan Topping and Del Webb probably knew that they were going to sell the club, so they stopped putting money into the club’s future. Then CBS bought them out and ruined the farm system completely. CBS wasn’t concerned about things like farm systems, which couldn’t be seen. CBS’ neglect of the farm system eroded the Yankees’ legacy.


  During their dynasty years, the Yankees encouraged evolution from position to position. That changed after 1964. How much? Well, first base went from Joe Collins to Bill Skowron to Joe Pepitone to Mickey Mantle, when he was hanging on. At second base Horace Clarke succeeded Bobby Richardson, who followed Gerry Coleman. At shortstop Phil Rizzuto, Gil McDougald, and Tony Kubek gave way to Ruben Amaro. And at third base Charley Smith came after Boyer, who took over for Gil McDougald. Behind the plate Jake Gibbs was the successor to Ellie Howard and Yogi Berra. In right field Steve Whitaker replaced Roger Maris, who had replaced Hank Bauer. In center field Bill Robinson ultimately stepped into a position that had been manned by Mickey Mantle and Joe DiMaggio. Left field was a notable exception. For years the Yankees looked for someone to take Gene Woodling’s place. They finally found him, and Roy White gave the Yankees many fine years.


  Houk took the reins again in 1966. Some of the players in this book were desperately hoping for a miracle at that time. But, according to Steve Hamilton, the magic was gone. It stayed away for eleven years, returned briefly from 1976-78, and now has been gone for eleven more years. Since 1978, the Yankees’ only pennant win was during the strike-abbreviated season of 1981.


  “Peaks and valleys,” said Bob Sheppard, the public-address announcer at Yankee Stadium since 1951. “When I first came here, I thought it was the Yankees’ divine right to win. They won pennants in twelve of my first fourteen years in the Bronx. But if you do anything long enough, I guess, things will balance out.”


  As I paradoxically end this book by writing the introduction, I am thinking about the decline of the Yankees. I have just read a quote by Don Mattingly in the Newark Star-Ledger. “We have hit rock bottom,” he said. The bottom that he referred to was a 19-5 rout by the Oakland A’s on August 30, 1989. The A’s nineteen runs matched the all-time high against the Yankees at Yankee Stadium, a feat accomplished twice previously, by the Blue Jays in 1977 and the Tigers in 1925. The fourteen-run margin was the most lopsided loss in a season of lopsided losses. The Yankees’ .433 winning percentage had the Bombers on a pace for their worst record since 1913. Bucky Dent’s record since replacing Dallas Green had slid to 2-11 while the Yankees’ losing streak had stretched to six games. And during that losing streak the Yankees were outscored 52-20.


  Where are the Berras and Richardsons, the Skowrons and Howards, and the Mantles and Marises and Fords? Hopefully they’re in the Yankees’ future. But to recapture the Yankees’ bloom, right now, we’ll have to turn to the past—to a decade of Sweet Seasons.


  Bobby Richardson


  One March afternoon in 1989 I was in Lynchburg, Virginia, to see the opening of my son Geoff’s baseball season with Lynchburg College. Bobby Richardson is the head baseball coach at Liberty University in Lynchburg, so I visited the Liberty baseball field to make contact with him. He and his son-in-law, John, were sitting in the box seats behind the dugout when I arrived. As it turned out, he had an afternoon game with Clarkson College (helmed by Mike Caldwell, the former Milwaukee Brewer pitcher) of Georgia.


  “You know, your boy had some pretty good games against me last year,” he said. “In two games he hit four home runs against us, all over the center-field fence, but in retrospect, it seems like he hit a home run every time he came to the plate.”


  Then he looked affectionately toward his son-in-law and told me of some of John’s prodigious home runs when he played for Bobby at Coastal Carolina.


  After Richardson retired from the Yankees in 1966, he was named to President Nixon’s Council on Physical Fitness. He was also named the head baseball coach at the University of South Carolina. One year he and his team went to the Final Four and were beaten in the final two games by the University of Texas. In 1976, he unsuccessfully ran for Congress. Then he worked as a public-relations representative for Columbia Bible College until, in 1984, he became both the head baseball coach and the athletic director at Coastal Carolina College. In 1986 his team won the Big South Conference title.


  For the past three years he has been the head baseball coach at Liberty University, where Al Worthington, the former major-league pitcher, is the athletic director and Jerry Falwell is the president.


  He and his wife of thirty-three years, Betsy, live in Lynchburg and have five children, three sons and two daughters.


  Would I be interested in managing a major-league team or running for public office again? My answer is no to both. I wouldn’t be interested in managing a major-league team for the same reason I gave up playing at the age of thirty-one. The traveling. It takes you away from home too much and separates you from your family.


  When I ran for political office the first time, it was an unusual thing. In 1969 Richard Nixon became the president. I was a good friend of his, and I was on the President’s Council for Physical Fitness. In 1974 Mr. Nixon called me and asked me to run for Congress in South Carolina. I said no because the University of Miami had beaten us by only one game that year, and they went on to the College World Series. I had two All-Americans on my team; both of them were only juniors. Well, they came to me and said, “Coach, we feel that we can go to the World Series next year.” And we did. We finished the season 51-6 but lost to Texas in the final two games. The next year, Gerald Ford was in the White House. He called me and asked me to run for Congress. We were on the phone for about an hour. It’s pretty hard to say no when your leader is telling you that you should run for your President, your party, and your people. So I ran in 1976 on the Republican ticket, and lost by less than three thousand votes. I had worked out a leave of absence for the University of South Carolina coaching job, but I wanted to show everyone that I was serious about running, so I resigned. After that I was out of coaching for six years. During that time I served as a public-relations representative for Columbia Bible College. Then when the athletic director’s and baseball coach’s positions became available at Coastal Carolina in Myrtle Beach, I applied for the jobs and got them. I arrived there in 1984, and in 1986 we won the Big South Conference.


  I didn’t come to Liberty University to replace Al Worthington. Worthington had resigned from the baseball coach’s job to accept the athletic director’s position. But they had Al Dark lined up to take his place as the baseball coach. At the last moment, though, Dark took a job as the farm director for the Chicago White Sox. That’s when I came into the picture. Jerry Falwell and I had dinner at a restaurant three years ago. During the evening, he said, “Worthington’s retired as the baseball coach to work full-time as my athletic director. I want you to be my coach. The job’s yours.” Jerry and I have been friends for twenty-five years. He had been after me for ten to twelve years to come to Liberty University. This time I said yes. We never even talked salary. I think I just started getting paid. I was excited about the possibilities of working at a small Christian college that is Division I, has good facilities, and plays a sixty-game schedule.


  Baseball is still fun to me. But the fun now is not in watching major-league games or in playing on Old Timers’ Days. My fun now is pitching to future major leaguers while they’re getting their education. I love seeing them mold together as a team and as men.


  You try to be a positive influence in their lives. Two men influenced me early in my life. One was my dad. He wanted me to play baseball, he constantly encouraged me to play the game, and he afforded me all the opportunities. The other was Conley Alexander. He was my junior high school coach, and he had a tremendous influence on me, not only in high school but when I got into pro ball, too.


  In my first year in professional ball, I got off to a bad start. My dad came down and visited me. He and members of the organization encouraged me to report to Orlean, New York, where I would play against other seventeen-year-olds. I did, and I had an exceptional year there. Casey Stengel invited me to the Rookie Camp the next year. I had been a Phillies “Whiz Kids” fan when I was young. But when I was surrounded by Mickey and Whitey and Yogi and Hank and Gil and Gene, I knew that the Yankees were something special. At the age of nineteen, when I joined the parent club, I knew that my relationship with the Yankees was going to be very special. But there was nothing special about my first two seasons with the Yankees. In 1955 I got only twenty-six at bats and in 1956 I got even less—seven. I wasn’t with the Yankees during those World Series. In fact, during the 1955 World Series I was at home in South Carolina, dove hunting. But the Yankees awarded me a one-third share. You can bet that made an impression on me. I never forgot that.


  In 1957 I was in and out of the lineup. Billy got traded after the Copacabana incident, and I won the job for a while. But eventually I lost it to Gerry Coleman, who played there through the World Series. Gerry was a wonderful guy. Remember, I came up as a shortstop and was moved to second base. So I was Gerry’s competitor. But that didn’t matter to him. Every day he came out early and showed me the little things, which in the long run became the big things. He was a master of the double play. He could pivot so flawlessly and get rid of the ball so quickly. He was one smooth second baseman. I owe a lot to Gerry Coleman.


  Coleman retired after the 1957 season, and it seemed as though the job was mine. But we had so many infielders in those days, and I wound up with only 182 at bats. Gil McDougald ended up at second base, and Jerry Lumpe was there, too. Andy Carey was at third. I think Casey was always concerned about my hitting, and he preferred to go with veterans over young players. I didn’t like it then. I understand it more now. At Liberty University I go with young players now and then, but if they don’t produce within a week’s time, I tend to rely on the veteran players, too.


  But at the time it was discouraging. So I went to management and said, “If I’m not going to play, I would appreciate a trade to another club so that I can get the opportunity somewhere.” They told me to be patient, that my time was coming. Then in early 1959 they traded Jerry to Kansas City, and I played my first full season. I got 469 at bats and I batted .301. In fact, I was the only Yankee to bat .300 that year. Going into the last game of the season, I was batting .299. Casey wanted me to hit .300. He told me, “I want you to hit .300. If you get a hit your first time up, I’m going to take you out.” Well, Billy O’Dell was pitching for Baltimore, and he was one of my best friends. When I stepped into the batter’s box, the catcher said to me, “I’ll tell you which pitch is going to be right down the middle.” Umpire Ed Hurley told me that any close play was a base hit. Brooks Robinson played deep at third base so that I could drop a bunt down or beat out an infield hit. Well, Albie Pearson was out in right field, and he was one of my good friends, too. But I lined a drive to right field and he made a diving catch. So much for friendship. The next two times up, though, I got base hits and lifted my average to .301. Then Casey took me out.


  The only psychology Casey ever used on me was talking about me. When I first came up, he would say nice things about me in the press. That made me feel good. You know, he was a master at public relations, and he had the press on his side. Quite often, though, he would needle you in the press. He also liked to talk loud enough so that you could overhear him. He would say, “He can’t do this and he can’t do that.” You know, trying to get you mad. With me, he succeeded.


  Casey could demoralize a young player. Quite often he would pinch hit for you in the first inning. He did that to Clete Boyer in the 1960 World Series. He did it to Gil McDougald, too. And he also did it to me. Do you know that after I set the World Series record with twelve runs batted in, in 1960, he pinch hit for me? Those things would make you mad.


  I don’t remember too much about the 1960 season. I know my batting average dropped almost fifty points. And I know I had a good World Series. (He had eleven hits, one off the record at that time, and batted .367. One of his hits was a grand-slam home run, the seventh in World Series history. Two of his hits were triples. They came in one game. That tied a Fall Classic record. Overall he had a slugging percentage of .667.) You know, I played in thirty consecutive World Series games. That’s a record, too. But it also gave me a distinct advantage. If you play in that many games, you’re bound to do something right.


  My recollections of the Series? Well, there are four of them. In Game Three I set a record when I drove home six runs in one game. Four of them came on one swing. I hit a grand slam. But there’s a story behind the story. We were winning 2-0 in the first inning when I came to the plate with the bases loaded. Casey gave me the squeeze sign, which is not a good play in that situation. But he wanted to get one more run. Anyway, I fouled the bunt attempt off. He gave me the squeeze sign again. Once more I fouled it off. Then Frankie Crosetti, who was coaching at third base, said, “Hit it to right, Bobby.” They were showing a lot of confidence in me, right? But their primary concern was to stay out of the double play. Well, the next pitch I hit into the left-field seats, and that’s how I got my grand slam.


  Second, I drove home a record twelve runs in the Series, and Casey pinch hit for me. That was a little unusual, too.


  Third, until this very day I don’t understand why Casey didn’t start Whitey Ford in the first game of the Series. I’m not taking anything away from Art Ditmar. He was a good pitcher and he had an outstanding year. But Whitey was the “Chairman of the Board.” He was our bread-and-butter pitcher. They said they didn’t want to pitch him on the road. Well, I’m not big on statistics, but I think if you check the records, you’ll find that Whitey won just as many games on the road as he did at home. You just told me that his career ERA was 2.75, and that’s the lowest for a left-handed pitcher with three thousand or more innings, and his World Series ERA was 2.71. That’s consistency, and that’s what Whitey Ford was all about.


  Well, going into Game Six, we were down three games to two, and we had to pitch Whitey at Forbes Field in Pittsburgh. He responded with a 12-0 shutout victory. In Game Three, at Yankee Stadium, he had shut the Pirates out, 10-0. If Whitey Ford had pitched the opener of the 1960 World Series, it wouldn’t have gone seven games, and the Yankees would have won.


  The fourth thing that stands out in my mind is that I was the winner of the Most Valuable Player Award. I’m the only member of the losing team to have won it. After Bill Mazeroski hit that sudden-death home run, the Yankee locker-room was like a tomb. Ed Fitzgerald, who was the sports editor of Sport magazine at the time, chose the MVP winner. He walked into the locker-room and told me I had won the award. It didn’t mean too much to me at the time. Of course, I appreciated the Corvette that went along with it. And later, when my hometown of Sumter, South Carolina, gave me a parade, and everyone turned out for it, well, I appreciated that, too. And yes, I certainly appreciate it now.


  Ralph Houk meant a lot to me. He was probably the biggest influence on my professional career. I played for him at Denver for two years. Right from the start he gave me confidence. He told me I was his starting second baseman. That gave me the confidence I needed. With the Yankees, he continued to reinforce my self-esteem. In my mind he was an exceptional manager. I’m happy that I had the opportunity to play for him.


  Ralph broke in as a major-league manager with the 1961 Yankees. That team had everything. It was an extraordinary club. Whitey Ford won twenty-five games. He lost only four. Roger Maris, of course, hit sixty-one home runs to break Babe Ruth’s record. Mickey Mantle was hitting very well but was sidelined by a hip injury with two weeks to go. He ended up with fifty-four home runs. Four other players on that team hit twenty or more. Bill Skowron hit twenty-eight and Yogi Berra hit twenty-two. Both Elston Howard and Johnny Blanchard hit twenty-one.


  Mickey Mantle was special. I batted .391 in the 1961 World Series, and I got a record-tying nine hits in a five-game Series. But when I think of that Series, I think of Mickey Mantle. He had an abscessed hip but he tried to play. He always did. We saw that blood oozing through his bandages, and we said to ourselves, If he can play with his handicap, we can certainly play healthy. He was an inspiration.


  I led the league in at bats from 1962 to 1964. In 1962 my 692 at bats set a record for the most official plate appearances by a right-handed batter in one season. But I’m not especially proud of that record. I never walked more than thirty-seven times in one season, and I never struck out more than thirty-nine times in one year. You know that I wasn’t swinging at bad pitches. And at 5’9” I wasn’t an easy strike zone. Yet opposing pitchers didn’t have any trouble throwing strikes to me. Why? Because Mantle, Maris, and Berra followed me in the lineup. They didn’t want me to walk. They wanted me to hit my way on base.


  My best season was 1962. I batted .302, I got 209 hits, I hit eight homers, and I drove home fifty-nine runs. All of those were personal highs for me. You’d like to bottle a season like that. Well, I think the difference was Wally Moses, our hitting coach. I don’t really believe in batting instructors. But he was the best I ever saw. He encouraged me constantly, he taught me the finer points of hitting, and he built up my confidence. I agree with Johnny Sain: Ralph Houk, Jim Kegan, Wally Moses, Frank Crosetti, and Sain were the most complete coaching staff I’ve ever seen. Why they ever let some of those guys go, I’ll never know.


  At any rate, in 1962 I was voted the runner-up to Mickey Mantle as the league’s MVP. UPI and AP contacted me and told me that Mantle had said that I should have won it. That was quite an honor. But the bottom line was, when Mantle played, we won. When he didn’t, we lost.


  We’ve been talking about good World Series that I had. Well, I had bad World Series, too. In 1962 and 1963. I think I batted .148 and .214. (He did.) Jack Sanford of the 1962 San Francisco Giants was a very good pitcher. And Sandy Koufax of the 1963 Los Angeles Dodgers was just awesome. But you have to expect to face good pitching in the World Series. It’s pitching that gets you to the World Series. I know we faced some great ones. The 1957-58 Braves had Lew Burdette and Warren Spahn, the 1960 Pirates had Vernon Law and Bob Friend, the 1962 Giants had Sanford and Juan Marichal, the 1963 Dodgers had Koufax and Don Drysdale, and the 1964 Cardinals had Bob Gibson and Ray Sadecki. But the Yankees were used to facing good pitching. Everywhere we went, we faced the other team’s top three pitchers. You could probably add thirty points to all of our averages if we played for any team other than the Yankees.


  I’ve read that I was out of position on the play with Willie McCovey, that I was holding Willie Mays close at second. He was the potential winning run. But that’s simply not true. I was right where I was supposed to be. I remember that Ralph Houk came out to the mound and asked Ralph Terry if he wanted to put McCovey on first base and pitch to Orlando Cepeda with the bases loaded. But Terry said no, he wanted to pitch to McCovey. I went back to my regular position. I do remember that just before Ralph’s pitch to Willie, the second-base umpire said to me, “Heh, Rich, after the game can I have your hat for my ten-year-old son?” When Willie first hit the ball, it looked like a game-winning single. But the ball had overspin on it, and it came down to me. I just lifted my glove shoulder high and caught it. Willie hit the ball really well. But it was a simple play for me.


  The play that preceded Willie’s line drive was an interesting one. Remember, we were winning 1-0 at the time. Matty Alou was on first base with two outs. Willie Mays, who was the batter, hit a line drive to right-center field. It looked like it was going to go to the wall for the game-tying hit. But Roger Maris made a great cut-off and relay throw to me. The third-base coach held up Alou. If Alou had been thrown out at the plate, the coach would have taken the bat out of Willie’s hands. I made a perfect throw to Elston Howard, but the ball touched an uneven spot on the infield grass and bounced high. Would Alou have scored if he had tried? Well, he might have slid in under Ellie’s tag. But we’ll never know.


  Our “last hurrah” was 1964. Mine and the Yankees’. During the regular season I batted .267, but I had my third good World Series at the plate. Overall, I batted .406 with thirteen hits, which was a World Series record until Lou Brock of the 1968 Cardinals tied it. In fact, I’ve been told seven of those thirteen hits came against Bob Gibson. But the thing about the 1964 World Series that stands out in my mind is a bad play I made. It was in Game Four and we were up 3-0 at the time. A double-play ball was hit to me near second, and I bobbled it. Phil Linz, who was playing short in place of Tony Kubek, who was injured, wasn’t accustomed to playing with me. Anyway, he came across the bag on the inside, and he got clobbered by the runner when I gave him a bad toss. Ken Boyer hit a grand-slam home run, and the Cardinals wound up winning, 4-3. But we would have been out of the inning if I had made a routine play. I still think we would have won the World Series, though, if Tony Kubek had been at shortstop.


  Looking back, I’d have to say that 1964 was the pivotal year in the rise and fall of the Yankee dynasty. After the 1963 season, Ralph Houk, who had led the Yankees to three consecutive pennants, moved upstairs and became the general manager. It was a tough spot for Yogi. One day he was our friend. The next day he was our boss. But I thought Yogi did a great job. He showed a lot of growth in the position. He handled the pitching staff really well, and he led a stretch drive that nipped the White Sox and Al Lopez at the wire. I think the decision to release him was made early in the season. But if I had made one play, we would have won the World Series. Would they have released him then?


  Look at the overall job he did. He guided the team to ninety-nine wins during the regular season. And he didn’t have a solid pitching staff. By contrast, Casey never won more than ninety-nine games in any of his pennant-winning seasons. And he had Allie Reynolds, Vic Raschi, Eddie Lopat, and Whitey Ford in his starting rotation. In the 1964 World Series Whitey pitched the first game with a bad arm. He didn’t pitch again. If we had had a healthy Ford and a healthy Kubek, there’s no doubt in my mind that we would have defeated the Cardinals in the 1964 World Series.


  Returning to New York on the plane after the Series, Yogi was sitting next to me and my wife, Betsy. He said, “I’ve got a meeting with the owners tomorrow morning. Do you think I should ask for a two-year contract?”


  Betsy laughed and said, “Heck, if Bobby had made that double play, you could ask for a three-year contract.”


  Of course, he didn’t get the contract. I think that was the biggest mistake the Yankees ever made. First, it wasn’t right. Yogi did a great job under adverse circumstances. Second, it was a public-relations blunder. Look at all the fans that switched their allegiance to the Mets after Yogi got fired. Most people don’t know who the Yankee second baseman was during the late 1960s. Sure, you know that it was Horace Clarke. But how many other people know it?


  No, I wasn’t surprised by the decline of the Yankees in the mid- and late-1960s. I didn’t think the collapse would be so total, though I had seen it happen to other good teams. I knew the Yankee success story couldn’t go on forever. And there were signs that it wouldn’t. Subtle signs. They started with attitude. Remember that I told you the Yankees awarded me a one-third World Series share in 1955, even though I played in a small number of games. That was a class act and it made a deep impression on me. You’ve told me about Johnny Mize and Johnny Sain coming over from the National League for September stretch runs and receiving full World Series shares. That was the Yankees I remember. Class. We even gave the bat boy a full share. Then in the early 1960s younger players, like the Boutons, the Pepitones, and the Linzes came up, and they’d say, “Full share for the bat boy? Heck, give him five hundred dollars. That’s enough.” Or they’d say, “He played only fifty games. Let’s give him a quarter share.”


  Anyway, I retired after the 1966 season at the age of thirty-one. That might seem pretty young to you. But actually I wanted to retire after the 1964 season, when I was twenty-nine. By that time I had been in the major leagues for ten years, and I was tired of the traveling. Also, my children were growing up without me. I wanted them to have a father. But Tony Kubek had a back problem, and the organization didn’t want to lose the middle of their infield at the same time, so they asked me to stay for one more year. After the 1965 season Tony was forced to retire, and they asked me to stay one more year and break Bobby Murcer in at shortstop. Remember, Bobby came up as a shortstop, but he was drafted into the service, and when he came back, they moved him to center field. Out of loyalty to the organization I stayed on for those extra two years. But I didn’t want to.


  At the time I wanted to get out of baseball. But obviously I didn’t want to stay out of the game. I’ve coached at three different colleges: South Carolina from 1970-76, Coastal Carolina from 1984-86, and Liberty University from 1987 to the present. I like it.


  I also like to go back to Old Timers’ Day games. I’m going to three this year. It’s a good chance to see some of the old players. Like Moose Skowron, who spoke at our sports banquet last spring. It’s especially nice now, since they allow you to bring your wife along. It gives you the chance to take a little vacation, a break away from home, together. And they pay you one thousand dollars to make the appearance. That’s nice, too. However, you might be surprised to hear me say that I’m not going back to any more Yankee Old Timers’ Day games. I don’t want to make a big thing out of this, but three or four of us have agreed not to go back there anymore. It’s got nothing to do with George Steinbrenner. It’s got everything to do with pride and tradition. The manager and the coaching staff are all ex-Phillies, and the players don’t have any pride in the uniform. You said that Phil Rizzuto told you that if the players had more pride in the uniform, maybe they’d win a few pennants and World Series. I totally agree with the Scooter.


  It’s not the same anymore. The Yankees of my day won nine pennants in ten years. There was a lot of camaraderie and continuity and consistency on those clubs. George Weiss was an extraordinary general manager. Casey Stengel and Ralph Houk were outstanding managers. They had excellent coaching staffs, too. Casey had Bill Dickey, Jim Turner, and Frankie Crosetti. We’ve already talked about Ralph’s great staff. We had solid pitching staffs, good defense, good hitters, and the long ball. We could do the little things, the important things, too: we could bunt, hit behind the runner, and take the extra base. We didn’t give anything away and we capitalized on whatever we were given. In short, we were a team, a team of winners. And there were many reasons why we were successful: we believed in ourselves, we believed in our teammates, we believed in our uniform, and we believed in Yankee tradition.


  Consequently we could rise to the occasion. Take Mickey Mantle in 1963, for example. Early in the season he broke his ankle in Baltimore, which had a wire fence in the outfield. He went back to the fence, jumped, and caught his ankle in the wire’s end. His body was going one way and his ankle was going another. Well, he was out of the lineup for about two months. Finally we’re playing the Orioles before about sixty thousand people at Yankee Stadium. Mickey had been taking batting practice, but he wasn’t game-ready, so he was sitting at the end of the bench, not expecting to play. It was a high-scoring game, and we came down to our final out needing a run to tie the game. Ralph went walking up and down the bench, looking for a pinch hitter. He finally looked at Mickey and, I guess, the temptation was too much for him. He said, “Mickey, grab a bat, you’re hitting.” Mickey couldn’t believe it but he went to the bat rack, and what followed was one of the most incredible scenes I’ve ever seen on a ball field. Some of the fans could see into the dugout, and when they saw Mickey grab a bat, they passed the word. Within seconds everyone in the park knew that Mantle was hitting, and when he walked out of the dugout, he was greeted with the most thunderous ovation I’ve ever heard. I was in the on-deck circle at the time. Mickey was very moved. He said to me, “I hope that I can at least hit a single for them.” Then he stepped into the batter’s box, but he couldn’t hit because the crowd wouldn’t stop cheering. He had to step out a couple of times before they quieted down. Finally he got into the box and, batting right-handed, he hit a game-tying home run into the left-field seats, just out of the reach of Jackie Brandt. Now remember, the home run only tied the game. We won in extra innings, 10-9, I believe. But that thunderous ovation rose again and didn’t die down for ten minutes. Mickey was a true folk hero and the fans loved him. It was absolutely one of the most extraordinary performances and one of the most incredible sights I’ve ever seen.


  Whitey Ford


  Whitey Ford was the “Chairman of the Board.” Elston Howard gave him that name in the early 1960s. Overall, he won 236 games and lost 106 for an all-time-high winning percentage of .690 (for pitchers with two hundred or more wins). He hurled forty-five shutouts, the most of any Yankee pitcher. He won ten World Series games, more than any other pitcher. And he did everything with consistency: in sixteen major-league seasons he compiled an ERA of 2.73, the best for any left-handed pitcher with three thousand or more innings pitched. In twenty-two games and 146 innings in World Series play, he had an ERA of 2.71.


  Ford pitched three shutouts in World Series play, good for second place on the all-time list. He could easily have had two more, if Gene Woodling had caught a fly ball in 1950 and if Gerry Coleman had charged a ground ball in 1957. But in 1961 he did break Babe Ruth’s record of twenty-nine and two-thirds consecutive scoreless innings. “Ruth had a bad year in 1961,” Ford deadpans. “Roger Marts broke his home run record, and I broke his World Series record.” Ford ended up with thirty-two and two-thirds innings of consecutive scoreless ball.


  After his retirement in 1967, he became the Yankees’ first-base coach for one year in 1968, but he didn’t feel comfortable in the position, so he resigned. From 1969 to 1973 he made a series of bad investments, so in 1974, when owner George Steinbrenner offered him a position as pitching coach with the Yankees, he accepted it, and remained there until 1973, when he suffered a circulatory problem.


  Since that time he has been an unofficial employee of the Yankees, helping out in spring training and in public speaking engagements. Also during that time, his number (16) has been retired, and he has been inducted into the Baseball Hall of Fame.


  He lives with his wife of thirty-eight years, Joan, in Lake Success, New York. They have two sons and a daughter.


  I had a rude awakening to the major leagues. It was in July of 1950, and we were playing the Red Sox at Fenway Park. They had that awesome lineup: Dom DiMaggio, Johnny Pesky, Ted Williams, Vern Stephens, Walt Dropo, Bobby Doerr, Billy Goodman, and Birdie Tebbetts. The first pitch I threw was a single, the second was a single, and the third was a double. I was pitching in relief of Tommy Byrne, and it didn’t look as if it would be long before Casey started looking for more relief. Tommy Henrich came over from first base and said, “Heh, Eddie, Earle Combs, the first-base coach, is calling every pitch.” Earle Combs was the center fielder for the Yankees’ “Murderers’ Row” team of 1927. He was a .325 lifetime hitter. It’s no wonder, the way he could pick up pitches.


  The next day Eddie Lopat and Jim Turner took me on the side and had me work from the stretch. They picked up what I was doing wrong right away. When I threw a fastball, I laid the inside of
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