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INTRODUCTION

It’s hard to believe that when we set out to research Haunted Baseball: Ghosts, Curses, Legends, and Eerie Events, we were crossing our fingers that we’d find enough stories to fill a book. Of course we had heard of some famous curses—the Red Sox, the Cubs—along with some talk of a few ballpark ghosts. And we were confident that an institution as rich and historic as baseball would have accrued all kinds of lore over the years. Still, we were stunned at how many stories were making their way around locker rooms, team buses, and water coolers, having never been captured in print before.

More stories, it turns out, than could be captured in one volume.

In fact, we knew when putting together Haunted Baseball that a second book would have to follow. We simply collected more tales than could be squeezed into one tome. In addition, new stories are added to baseball’s canon every season. Before the original Yankee Stadium (for years rumored by many players to be the site of ghostly intervention on behalf of the home team) hosted its last game, its replacement was already making headlines for a new “curse” imparted on it by an ardent Red Sox fan. Which itself inspired a Yankee fan’s attempt to hex Fenway Park. All of which adds some new personality to the two teams’ latest battles on the ball field, new fuel—and fun—for their historic rivalry. The tale is told here in “New York’s New Jersey.”

Our goal with these books is to document some of the fun folklore that surrounds the game but to which—in many cases—fans have not previously had access. As much as we admire and appreciate stats and records and historic achievement on the ball field, we didn’t set out to produce that kind of a book. We were more interested in the soul of the game and the stories that memorialize its legendary players and historic moments.

Take Babe Ruth. To hear many fans tell it, the Sultan of Swat is as active today as he ever was when he was alive. In “Chasing Babe Ruth,” numerous people—including the Bambino’s own granddaughter—regularly encounter the game’s all-time greatest player. Other diamond heroes like Ty Cobb, Roberto Clemente, and Mickey Mantle also make appearances in these pages, since fans and players claim they make regular appearances in the world of the living.

With so many departed Hall of Famers still spotted in parks and training facilities and even fans’ homes, it’s no surprise that the Hall of Fame itself has become a repository for ghostly activity. We heard tales from museum guards and workers of strange noises and inexplicable encounters. Cooperstown itself has a rich history of apparitions and spirits, so lingering ballplayers fit right in.

And those are just some of the stories collected here. We are pleased that this volume casts a somewhat wider net than its predecessor. Although many major league teams are spotlighted with entertaining tales, we also include minor league ballparks and hotels, baseball memorabilia, and a fun look at some major-league pranks players indulge in to spook each other. In “Land of the Rising Dead,” there’s a look at Asian legends and “Viva La Fantasma” homes in on Latin lore, proving that while baseball may be considered America’s pastime, haunted baseball stories are truly global.

As before, we take no sides in Field of Screams. Both true believers and skeptics have their say, and we leave it to the reader to take these anecdotes as literal truth or fanciful fiction. Either way, these supernatural stories add color to the legacies of great teams and to the game itself. As authors, our main goal is to entertain. As baseball enthusiasts, we have been most gratified to know that by presenting these tales, we’ve added some important, previously undocumented threads to baseball’s tapestry. And hopefully helped capture the “spirit” of the game, in more ways than one.





Chapter 1
Strange Things A-Brewin’





Baseball fans might expect the most feared site in the National League to be an imposing pitcher’s park or a hometeam-friendly stadium. But to hear most players tell it, the most feared site in the National League is the Pfister Hotel in Milwaukee, where many visiting teams stay while in town to play the Brewers. Dozens of big-leaguers dread their overnights at the historic building, having suffered through some spooky encounters they can only explain one way.

“It was haunted, man,” says Adrian Beltre. “I’m dead serious. I couldn’t sleep for three straight nights.”

The sure-handed third baseman’s story is typical of many players. He stayed at the hotel in 2003 while with the Los Angeles Dodgers. “I felt some weird stuff,” he attests.

For starters, there were noises. While lying in bed, Beltre heard steps as if someone were walking by him—but nobody else was in the room. He heard the sounds of someone hitting the wall. And he heard a knocking on his door. “I got up and looked out and nothing—nobody was there.” He believes the room was haunted by the ghost of a woman, because “when I went into the bathroom, there was [the smell of a] woman’s perfume.”

If the imposing, 220-pound slugger’s observations are limited to noises and odors, there’s a good reason: “I didn’t see nothing because I was covered under the blanket!” he admits. “But definitely some stuff was going on.

“I slept for only an hour in three days,” he recalls. “I was scared. I was real scared, but I got through it.”

According to teammate Alex Cora, Beltre was so upset that the entire team was affected. “The next year we switched hotels because of him.”

But Beltre was not the only Dodger dodging ghosts that night. At the ballpark the next day, several players talked about their own odd experiences, including Eric Gagne (“I heard all kinds of noises,” says the pitcher). Coach John Shelby—who had been staying at the hotel without incident since his playing career began in 1981—was shaken from his own encounter.

“I’m laying down, I’m sleepy, and I reach up to turn the light off—the lamp, by my bed. I turn on my back and lay down. And I hear this deep sigh, like somebody just took a deep breath.” Shelby says the sound was low but unmistakable, and he’s certain it wasn’t just air escaping from the pillow as he lay his head down.

“So my eyes are wide open now. I’m laying there. It’s dark. And now I’m real focused.” He tried to convince himself he was just hearing things. “And the next thing I know, I hear it again! And it’s right by my ear!

“It was scary,” Shelby admits. “My heart was racing.” He quickly turned on the light. “I looked at my bed. Didn’t see anybody. I looked around the room. Didn’t see anybody.

“And I’ve been sleeping with the light on in the bathroom ever since when we go to the Pfister.”

[image: image]

Upon its grand opening in 1893, the Pfister Hotel was not only opulent and luxurious, but also state of the art. It was one of the first hotels to feature electricity and thermostat controls in each room. Its twenty-foot-high ceilings were adorned with chandeliers and its walls lined with ornate designs and big-scale artwork. (Even today, the establishment claims “the largest Victorian art collection of any hotel in the world.”) The Pfister’s 1962 renovation added a twenty-three-story tower (the “new wing” that baseball players say is ghost-free) but maintained a historic air. Walk in the lobby today and you step back in the nineteenth century. Even the concierge wears an old-fashioned waistcoat straight out of the 1890s.

For many ballplayers, the old-time feel of the place adds to its eeriness. “When you get into that place, when you see that place, you get scared,” says veteran pitcher Jose Santiago, one of many players who switched hotels rather than stay at the Pfister. “Because it has, like, angels on the walls.” Reliever Chad Harville says the dark cedar, the heavy curtains, the dim lighting, and the solid doors all contribute to the impression that “This place is full of ghosts.”

And, of course, there are the stories players love to tell about the place. Before his first trip in 2004, Harville recalls that “everybody was talking about it. Everybody said, ‘Watch out for the ghosts!’ You hear the stories before you go.”

Journeyman infielder Joe Randa heard that “other guys were having lights turning off, [fire] alarms going on, alarm clocks going on and stuff like that.” When Adam Eaton was pitching with the Padres, “guys claimed to have their TV turn on,” as well as computers. Pitcher Ricky Bottalico was told that “furniture has been moved around.”

Those descriptions will sound familiar to pitcher Dennis Sarfate. When he was first called up to the Brewers in 2006, the team put him up at the Pfister. He settled in, then left for the field. “I had put the DO NOT DISTURB/NO MAID sign on the door,” he recalls. “And when I got back to the room, the TV was on and all the pillows were off the bed. And I was like, that’s kind of odd, ‘cause when I left it wasn’t like that.”

Sarfate soon heard other tales from players. “I even asked the people at the front desk, ‘Is there a part of this hotel that’s haunted?’ And they said, ‘Well what wing are you in?’ And I told them where I was and they said, ‘No, you’re fine.’ ”

[image: image]

Felipe Crespo was not feeling so fine when he checked into the Pfister late one night on a road trip with the Giants in 2000. “I was so tired I left the TV on when I went to sleep and I left pretty much every light on. Real early in the morning I heard someone knocking on the door, so I got up. I came out and nobody was there. And I noticed that all the lights and the TV were off. And that really freaked me out.” Crespo had to spend the next night at the hotel (“I pretty much drank myself until I slept—a lot of red wine”), but on his next trip to Milwaukee he paid for his own stay at a nearby hotel.

Crespo, too, asked hotel staff about the Pfister’s haunted reputation. While management officially denies any ghostly activity, he says workers “have stories of different things. Stuff in the elevators, phony calls for room service and then the room is not occupied, stuff like that.”

Such stories make the rounds of clubhouses, dugouts, team buses, and charter planes in no time, and set players up for a wide-eyed stay at the Pfister. Beltre remembers hearing tall tales on the way to the hotel. “They were telling me stories of what happened and what people think. Coming in I really believed it.” Gagne (yet another player who requested a hotel change) admits, “I was scared from all the stories I’d heard. I heard the mob used to go to Milwaukee a lot and have meetings and stuff. That’s why the hotel is creepy.” John Shelby was told that “somebody jumped out of one of the windows.” Most versions of that story say it was a lovelorn woman, spurned by a philandering ballplayer.

These rumors influence players from the minute they enter the building. “I always swear I see somebody out of the corner of my eye when I’m turning and walking through hallways and stuff,” says pitcher Brad Hennessey, who questions whether or not anything is really there. “You know if you move a camera real fast, you get that blurry image? You never know.”

Armando Rios believes that the stories themselves propagate more stories. He was on the same road trip as Crespo and heard his teammate’s eerie tales. “After Felipe left, I was asleep and every twenty minutes I’d be up. And I’d feel things, and nothing would happen. Your mind starts playing tricks on you.”

San Francisco Giants pitching ace Tim Lincecum’s mind is prone to such tricks. “I’m kinda scared of the dark as it is,” the two-time Cy Young winner admits. “But when you throw those kinds of stories in there, and a creepy old building . . .”

Lincecum had his own encounter at the Pfister. “My door was shaking at one point in the night, like someone leaned on it and then leaned on it again. I could hear it. And I could see the door pressing.” It was 4:00 a.m. Lincecum did not know what was causing the bizarre scene, but he did know one thing: “I’m not answering that door! If it’s a ghost or a real person, I’m not answering it!” Instead, he flipped the door latch to keep any marauding spirits at bay. And then he followed the time-honored tradition for expelling unwanted night visitors, known to little kids and professional ballplayers alike.

“I slept with the lights on,” he says. “I left one of my lamps on. And one of the lights in the bathroom, just to make sure.”
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Matt Treanor feels certain about what he experienced at the Pfister when he was in town with the Florida Marlins in 2006. “I would do any type of test, like a polygraph or anything, to verify my story,” the catcher avers.

Treanor had just stopped by pitcher Taylor Tankersley’s room around 8 or 9 p.m., down the fifth-floor hallway from his own, to make plans for dinner. Suddenly the two heard an odd tapping noise that seemed to be coming from a door to an adjoining room. “After a few seconds, we both acknowledged we heard it. We opened the door and the tapping stopped. So that was kind of weird.” The two looked at the team’s rooming list and discovered that the adjacent room was unoccupied.

“We didn’t think anything of it really,” says Treanor, but minutes later, as he was preparing to head back to his room, “I heard a child scream. A young kid, maybe seven or eight. And I opened the door, looked down the hallway and there was nobody in the hallway at all. And I was like, ‘Did you hear that?’ We were both kind of tripped out about that.”

The next day, Tankersley told Treanor that after the catcher left, the tapping resumed. For about fifteen minutes he looked for its source and couldn’t find it. But, he told his friend, “above the TV there was a vent and every time I looked at the vent, the tapping would stop.”

Treanor and Tankersley asked a bellboy what kind of ghost stories he heard from guests. “Sometimes you hear children screaming,” he told them. “Also, people experience a feeling of cold air rushing across their face while they’re lying in bed. And they can’t move, they don’t know if they’re asleep or awake.”

“So Tank and I were talking about this stuff in the clubhouse and, not knowing what we were talking about, our strength coach Paul Fournier came in and he’s like, ‘Man, I had something weird happen to me last night,’ ” Treanor recalls. “We said, ‘What happened?’ And he said, ‘I was in bed. I felt like I was falling asleep. Next thing I know I felt like I couldn’t move and cold air was rushing across my face.’

“It was word for word what the [bellboy] was telling us. It sent chills down our spine.”

Treanor has not stayed in the old part of the hotel since. But he has taken an interest in the Pfister, researching its history. When some friends from Chicago visited him there, the group went on a ghost hunt in the early hours of the morning, stationing themselves by the old staircase where original owner Charles Pfister is reputed to be seen. “People see him walking around, going from door to door, making sure people are safe.” To the group’s disappointment, Treanor reports, “We never saw anything.”

Veteran reliever Billy Wagner, however, believes that he may have seen the hotel’s namesake. During one visit, he decided to ask for a room in the old section, just for the adventure. “They always said it was haunted. So I went over and I stayed. I was like, ‘Hey, I want to see this.’ ”

Wagner got what he was asking for. “I’m not kidding you—in the night, you would hear the old bellman coming by your room and turn the lights on and stuff. It was unreal.” This was around two or three in the morning. Wagner heard footsteps and the sound of his door opening. “And the lights would flicker on. I got no sleep for three days. None.”
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And so the stories go. Veteran outfielder Ellis Burks once checked into his room, changed his clothes, and as he prepared to leave, discovered the chain was secured on his door. “I didn’t put the chain on the door. Then I’m looking back and I figure. I didn’t put that latch on the door. I never do that. And it kind of freaked me out.”

In 2008, outfielder Carlos Gomez was shocked when his iPod suddenly started playing and vibrating while lying on the table across the room. He turned it off, moved away from it, and the music device started up again. Just out of the shower, Gomez grabbed his clothes and bolted the room.

It seems like every player who has stayed at the Pfister has either logged his own odd experiences, or heard about them from others. Juan Samuel recalls Cecil Fielder waking up in the middle of the night, turning on the light, and “seeing something dark go by.” Terry Mulholland tells of catcher Matt Nokes awaking to the image of a ghost on the other side of his room. Reliever Tyler Walker remembers that “my fiancée felt like there was another entity in the room hovering over her, smothering her when she was sleeping.”

Despite the stories and room changes and hotel switches, some claim that the ghosts at the Pfister are friendly. Rumor has it that one player specifically requests the same room when he stays at the hotel, because he is visited every time and actually enjoys the experience. Descriptions of Charles Pfister usually depict him as smiling, a portly old gentleman who is merely checking in on his guests.

Even Treanor found he wasn’t that rattled by what he experienced. “I slept fine—that was the weird thing about it. It was chilling. And kind of eerie. But it was comforting. I never felt a sense of being scared.”

Maybe every player should adopt the attitude of former Red Sox player Butch Hobson. “I like the Pfister,” he says. “It’s one of those places that was a lot of fun to stay in. It’s just a nice old hotel.”



Chapter 2
New York’s New Jersey


On Tuesday morning, December 26, 1922, a worker from a company called Daily Brothers was sent to Yankee Stadium— then still under construction—to dig up a gradedover water main for city inspection. Daily Brothers was a subcontractor of White Construction, which was the principal builder of the magnificent new ballpark. Reopening the water main was just the latest in a series of mishaps related to the project: There had been labor strikes, cash shortages, missed deadlines, freezing temperatures that slowed construction, and disagreements about the project among top brass. The building was running behind schedule and everyone was scrambling to get it done in time for the upcoming season. On top of that, there was concern that the huge new park might be a bust—would 58,000 people regularly turn out for a baseball game, especially for a team that had never won a championship, and in a city that hosted two other professional ballclubs?

Perhaps that’s why, once the water main inspection was completed, the anonymous worker decided to toss a goodluck item into the pit before it was graded over. Notes on the accounting records don’t indicate exactly what was buried in the spot, but its intention was to change the fortune of the team and its owners. And indeed, their fortunes did change. The stadium was completed in time for the 1923 season, Babe Ruth hit the first home run there in an Opening Day victory, and the Yankees won their first World Series later that year. Over the next eighty-five years, they would win twenty-five more, far exceeding any other team for world championships.
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Flash forward to a Saturday morning in August 2007. Another subcontractor, this time a mason, walks onto the site of the new Yankee Stadium—still under construction— having decided to bury an item that will affect the fortunes of the team and its owners. The key difference?

“I hate the Yankees. I really hate the Yankees. The only thing I hate in life is the Yankees.”

His name is Gino Castignoli and, in case you missed it, he hates the Yankees. A Red Sox fan residing in the Bronx, Castignoli is exposed daily to the indignities of a life spent trapped in enemy territory.

So intense is his distaste for all things Yankees that Castignoli had turned down day jobs at the construction site of the new stadium—even though it could be lucrative, even though it was so close to home—simply because he did not want to contribute to the team in any way. And then inspiration struck.

“One day I just had the idea that I would go there and jinx them.”

Replacing the House That Ruth Built with the Park That Gino Jinxed quickly delighted the forty-six-year-old, but how to go about it? Castignoli decided he would bury a Red Sox jersey at the new building, planting a little seed of Boston energy deep in the heart of the Evil Empire. After some thought, he decided a David Ortiz shirt was the best choice.

“I came up with Ortiz because [Yankees owner George] Steinbrenner wanted Ortiz, and [general manager Brian] Cashman told him we don’t need Ortiz—we have Jason Giambi and Nick Johnson.” That was in 2003. Ortiz went on to become one of the most productive hitters in the game and a reliable Yankee-killer in the teams’ head-to-head matchups.

Castignoli made no bones about his purpose that day. “I wore the shirt in and one of the guys asked me what I was doing there. He knew I hated the Yankees. And I told him look, I just came to bury this in the concrete. And I really don’t care if you throw me off the job after. He laughed and walked me over to where I had to work.”

Castignoli had another shirt on underneath the jersey. He approached an area where concrete had just been poured, and in a ceremony that probably lasted less than a minute, he doffed the magical garment, tossed it in the muck, and recited a brief incantation: The Yankees are done for the next thirty years.

“And that was it. I wound up working there the rest of the day.”

He buried No. 34 against the back wall of the stadium, between home plate and third base. Contrary to later published reports, there was nothing secretive about his actions.

“A lot of people saw me put the shirt in,” he says. “There had to be over 40 people there. They all laughed. They all know that I’m a little crazy when it comes to the Red Sox.”

But no one said anything until Wednesday night, April 9, 2008, when one of the witnesses happened to mention the would-be hexing to a Yankee-fan friend at a bar. The friend was outraged—drunk, but outraged. He called the New York Post and left a series of decreasingly coherent messages, the ultimate point of which was clear: There’s something evil brewing at the new stadium. A reporter investigated, and the newspaper issued one of its trademark understated headlines: HIGH ‘JINX’ HITS YANKEES.

“Friday as I was driving to work, people were calling me up,” Gino remembers. “They said you’re famous, your shirt’s in the paper!” The original article did not name Castignoli, but after he was identified as the perpetrator, he briefly became the most infamous guy in New York. “I had people all over my house. It was a zoo. I couldn’t leave through the front door—I was going out the back through the neighbor’s yards.” The siege consisted not only of reporters, but also angry Yankee fans.

“I had a couple of people drive by the house and leave Yankee stuff on my front steps. I put up a sign by the garbage pail to leave the Yankee paraphernalia there.”

The reaction from the team was mixed. It started with bemusement. “It sounds like a tall tale,” Yankees PR man Howard Rubenstein said. The Yankees said a review of pouring records indicated the shirt could not have been deposited in the visitor’s clubhouse, the spot originally identified as the jersey’s crypt. The club suggested the Post was being deceived by a belated April Fools’ Day prank. When the paper produced photos of the burial ceremony (retrieved from Castignoli’s camera phone), team spokesperson Alice McGillion thanked the paper and promised the team would “put an extra layer of concrete over it to make sure it stays buried.”

But superstitious fans didn’t go for that. Their complaints were so intense they prompted the team to take action. Finding the shirt in the massive new stadium seemed like a needle-in-a-haystack endeavor, but two construction workers came forward to say they remembered Castignoli and could pinpoint the site of his mojo mischief. The Yankees sent in a crew, who spent five hours and an estimated $50,000 jackhammering the jersey out of five feet of concrete to retrieve the bad-luck charm and stop the hex from taking hold. It all happened within thirty-six hours of the story breaking.

Managing partner Hank Steinbrenner was no longer amused. “I hope his coworkers kick the s--- out of him,” he was quoted as saying.

Most players claimed not to take the story too seriously. Outfielder Bobby Abreu’s attitude is typical. “I think somebody just wanted to be in the news,” he says. But infielder Shelley Duncan admits to being a bit unsettled by the whole thing. “I’m a little superstitious, so I was kind of unhappy,” he says. “I could see that being a curse.”

Outfielder Johnny Damon notes that Castignoli’s actions might have actually worked against the Red Sox. “Ortiz was in a nice slump at the time,” he says of the Boston slugger, who hit nine home runs and added 180 points to his batting average in the weeks after the exhumation. “So now we’re hoping they go bury it again. As soon as they dug it up he started hitting and the Red Sox got hot for a little while.”

Pitcher Joba Chamberlain agrees (“They should have left it there because David got real hot after that”) but also chides Castignoli for not keeping his ceremony quieter. “If the guy was smart he would have said something after it was all said and done and the whole thing was built.” As for the possibility of a curse? “It doesn’t bother me as a player.”

The jersey itself—badly battered and worn, but still identifiable— was pulled from its tomb in a small PR ceremony and then donated to the Jimmy Fund, the Red Sox–affiliated cancer charity, for auction. The unearthed treasure drew 282 bids from more than nineteen states and four countries. A car dealership owner in Mendon, Massachusetts, prevailed with a bid of $175,100.

There was brief talk of criminal charges or even a civil lawsuit, but in the end, Castignoli avoided any harsh consequences for his prank. In fact, he became a minor hero in Red Sox Nation and received gifts and letters of gratitude for his actions. During his next trip to Boston, bars and restaurants around Fenway treated him to free meals. He also earned points with some New Yorkers. “Half the people I work with are Mets fans and they think I’m the greatest thing in the world,” he says.

Castignoli notes that “all my friends are Yankee fans” and says they took it in stride. “They all knew what it was— it was a joke.” But, he cautions, “Don’t think for one minute that I don’t think I set a curse on them, because I do.

“I’m definitely a believer in curses. I took the Curse of the Bambino very seriously.” (Castignoli is referring to the alleged hex that befell the Red Sox upon selling Babe Ruth to the Yankees.) He cites odd coincidences in the 2004 ALCS playoff series between the Yankees and Red Sox (New York was up 3-0 in the best of seven series, and then lost four straight), which led to Boston’s eventual World Series win that year—their first since 1918—and the end of the dreaded Ruth curse that allegedly afflicted them for eightysix years.

“Eighty-six runs were scored in that series. The last game that the Yankees won was 19 to 8. If you write it ‘19/8’ it looks like 1918. It’s just amazing how it comes up like that.”

The fact that the jersey was removed has little impact on the intended curse, insists Castignoli. “The shirt was just an object. It’s the spirit, the will of me along with every other Red Sox person when they heard about it—that’s still in the ground. There’s not a thing they can do to undo that curse.”

But is this how curses work? Not according to Dr. Paul Monod, a professor of early modern European history at Middlebury College. “Buried stuff tends to prevent rather than pass on curses,” he says. “It was very common for Europeans from the Middle Ages down to the twentieth century to bury things in the walls of houses and other buildings in order to ward off evil spirits.” By this logic, he says, “the buried Red Sox shirt would not have the right effect.”

It is true, however, that “the ancient Greeks and Romans often buried curses in order to do harm to people,” Dr. Monod says. These were not items or trinkets, but actual writtenout curses. “They were buried in public places linked to worship of the gods.” Sounds like Yankee Stadium. In more modern times, Dr. Monod says, such curses are written and buried anywhere—they don’t even have to be placed near the person or group being cursed. Fed up with your boss? Write up a curse and bury it in your backyard.

Ultimately, though, Dr. Monod says that the “rules” around curses are whatever people choose to believe and that their power “is really entirely in the mind of the curser.” And, for that matter, in the minds of people who choose to subscribe to it. “If you want to reverse it, just ignore it,” Dr. Monod advises. “Or better still, curse him back.”
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Ian Ferris and Gino Castignoli have at least two things in common. As “a frustrated Yankee fan living in the heart of Red Sox Nation” (in his case, Vermont), Ferris knows what it’s like to feel outnumbered. And, like Castignoli, Ferris believes in showing a little team spirit by actually invoking team spirits.

On May 31, 2009, Ferris was attending a concert by the jam-rock band Phish, held at Fenway Park. The thirty-yearold had seen the band more than ninety times, but this show was going to be different. He had brought along some official “Yankee Stadium Grass Seed”—the exact strain of Kentucky Bluegrass used at the Bronx stadium and sold by the team as part of its no-stone-left-unturned marketing strategy.

Three weeks earlier, Ferris had attended a game at Yankee Stadium with seven friends, one of whom had purchased the bag of seed as an impulse buy on his way out of the park. In the days that followed, the pair sprinkled some seed around the restaurant where Ferris worked and the golf course where the friend played. It was a small act of rebellion, since both establishments were owned by Red Sox fans.

One day the friends were chatting at the restaurant when Ferris mentioned the upcoming concert. “I don’t know who brought it up first, but the idea got knocked around of, ‘wouldn’t that be crazy if we could get the grass seed on the field there?’ ”

But how to do that when the field itself would be offlimits to fans and the seed would need to be watered once on the grass? Ferris had the brainstorm to bring a balloon to the show, fill it with water and seed, and then lob it onto the field where it would explode on contact, dispersing and irrigating the seed in one shot.

And voilà—instant home-field advantage for the Yankees the next time they play in Fenway Park.

The plan got modified—Ferris didn’t bring a balloon, so a plastic bag stood in—but essentially went off without a hitch. On a set break in the concert, and with some goading from his friends, Ferris filled the bag with seed and water, then made his way down toward the field.

“My concern was getting as close as I could. I was diagonally back from first base, a little bit to the right of the Red Sox dugout, and they had a barrier set up along the base path. If I hopped over the wall, I would have been tackled by four security guards standing right there.”

Ferris wasn’t sure if throwing from where he stood would do the trick, but ultimately he had no choice. “I just reared back and I threw it in the air. And I was able to see it and see where it landed.” The bag did explode and he saw the broken remnants standing askew in the grass. “I just stood there for a second with a big smile on my face,” he remembers. “And I just kind of laughed. I turned around and walked upstairs, back to where my friends were sitting, and was like, ‘All right. It’s done.’ ”

Ferris knew that “I would have a reason to grin every time I’m sitting in my living room and my roommates have a Boston game on. I could look between the pitcher’s mound and first base and know that I made my little mark there.” But in those first few seconds after he tossed the seed, another thought crossed Ferris’s mind, which made the moment all the sweeter. He thought about Gino Castignoli.

“I was like, ‘Ha!’ That’s a nice little retaliation. They did something to our stadium and I did something to theirs.”

Ferris had no intention of publicizing his story, but when he shared it anonymously some days later on an online message board, one reader forwarded it to the New York Post. A reporter tracked him down and a new headline was born: YANKEE FAN PUT GREEN MONSTER IN FENWAY. Tipped off by one of Ferris’s Red Sox–loving roommates, the Boston Herald ran the story the same day.

The reaction was immediate. Ferris heard from indignant Boston fans and chuckling Yankee rooters. The story was picked up nationally and he had requests for radio and TV interviews—which brought more responses from strangers. At one point, a BoSox supporter created a blog entitled “Dear Moron Who Calls Itself Ian Ferris.” The news broke just days before a Yankee series at Fenway, and the rhetoric seemed to escalate along with Red Sox nervousness. But when the Sox swept the series, Boston fans seemed to breathe a sigh of relief and the pressure on Ferris eased up.

For the Vermonter, it was a good-natured prank and he rolled with the punches. “The good things and bad things that were said I just found very entertaining and had a lot of fun with.” He does take issue with those who deride the effectiveness of what he did.

“I got a lot of ‘it’s the exact same grass seed’ as what is grown at Fenway.” Not so, says Ferris. “I forged a bit of a relationship with the guy who owns the grass seed company and he informed me full well that while it’s the same strain, it’s a different blend specific to Yankee Stadium. So he helped me squash that argument.”

Others claimed the mischievous fan ended up cursing himself. When the restaurant Ferris managed closed a short time later, a newspaper ran an update on him. “Ultimately what it says is, ‘You mess with Fenway and Fenway messes with you,’ ” says Ferris. “But actually, it was the best losing-a-job experience I ever had in my life,” he claims, noting that he ended up with six kegs of beer at his house and “a lovely party that lasted about two weeks.” The person who really suffered from the closing was the owner—a Red Sox fan.

But what about the fact that the Yankees were swept in their next series at Fenway?

When Ferris distributed the seed around his restaurant, he put some in two rose planters that flanked the front door. “And the last day of the restaurant, I was just kind of walking around, and I actually looked in those rose planters. And I probably had looked in there two weeks before we closed and saw nothing. But when I looked in there that last day, both rose planters had a nice, healthy amount of grass growing in them. Which leads me to believe it probably took about a month for that grass to grow. You know what that means? By the time the Yankees played those three games at Fenway Park, that grass wasn’t even grown. It wasn’t in full bloom yet.”

Ferris’s conclusion? “It’s not over yet.” Indeed, when the Yankees played an August series at the park, they won two of three games.
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Although Ian Ferris had been angered by Gino Castignoli’s jersey burial, and was pleased to return the favor, he also says that “the fact that he buried the jersey under there didn’t bother me as much as knowing that he probably
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