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Introduction

Well, they did it again. For a second time the good folks Lyons Press decided it a reasonable investment to send us on the greatest sports road trip ever known to man, woman, or child. And believe us, we’re the last ones you’ll hear complaining. Truth is, we thought they were a bit crazy the first time around. You know, back in the summer of 2003 when they sent us—two eager but undiscovered writers—into the American Summer to find baseball Nirvana. We got to live out our dream of traveling the entire country to see a game in every big league park. And get this—they paid for it!

Is America a great country, or what?

Before you start reading about our second journey through the emerald cathedrals of the Major Leagues and before you begin to plan your own epic baseball adventure, we thought we’d tell you a bit more about ourselves and what we were trying to accomplish in writing The Ultimate Baseball Road Trip 2.0. We also thought we’d pause to reflect on some of the ways the game and the fans who enjoy it have changed in the years since the book’s original publication.

Firstly, though, while it’s nice to think that the second edition of the book will attract a bevy of new readers, we feel as though we owe a special debt of gratitude to our returning readers. A decade ago when we managed to convince Lyons to fund our fantasy tour of the bigs, we were just two guys fresh out of grad school with a shared passion for the game and a mutual sense of wanderlust. We had never embarked upon anything close to the magnitude of the trip or subsequent book we’d proposed to write. Like many of our readers, we’d always dreamed of a summer spent pursuing a singular kind of bliss—one that seemed as close to the heart of the American Spirit as apple pie, blue jeans, and Fourth of July fireworks. We imagined scurrying after batting practice homers, raising cups of suds with newfound friends, and waking up the next morning and doing it all again. And more than just that, we imagined a future in which we would help others plot their own hardball odysseys. But we never imagined the sort of overflowing reader response our first book would garner.

The letters and e-mails started filling our mailboxes about a month after The Ultimate Baseball Road Trip hit the bookstore shelves in 2004. They came from college kids, fathers, grandfathers, wives, and mothers. They included pictures of glowing faces set against ballpark backdrops far and wide. They reflected the same joy we’d come to know during our own trip. Just as we’d been eager to share the story of our trip with readers, now they were sharing their magical moments with us. The veritable deluge gave us goosebumps. Some of the e-mails described multi-generational family pilgrimages. Others recalled the lengths to which fans had gone to carry out their excursions on shoestring budgets. One was from a young bride who told us about how she and her new husband had used the book to make their honeymoon all it could be. Another was from an elderly gentleman in England, who had always been fascinated by American culture but had never been to a big league park; now, he said, he felt as though he had, thanks to the vicarious trip he’d taken by reading our book. Another was from an American soldier deployed in Iraq, who was planning a trip with one of his buddies for the summer after their deployment ended. As soon as they got home, he said, they planned to rent a van and see all thirty yards. Talking about the trip and charting its course was helping them pass the time.
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We were amazed and humbled. Our book was playing a meaningful role in real people’s lives.

And so, a tad older and hopefully a bit wiser, we set out again into the great expanse of Americana, in search of that perfect night where the air is warm and dry, the ballpark seats are close and cheap, the hot dogs snap with spice, the beer is cold, and the game plays out before us with all the drama and passion of a Shakespearian tragedy.

Kevin: This time around, I knew better than to let you drive.

Josh: And I knew better than to let you buy a tray full of beers at the end of the seventh inning.

Now then, let us offer an important disclaimer. First and foremost, we are baseball fans. The book is written from our perspective as two fans, eager to share our observations, experiences, and suggestions with fellow devotees. Yes, we are baseball writers, whatever that means, but we are not beholden to any official or approved points of view. Why does this matter to you? Well, let’s just say that while the American ballpark trail presents a path full of magic, majesty, and amazing memories just waiting to be discovered, it isn’t perfect. Some of the stadium seats are too pricey or too far from the infield. Some of the foods they shovel at you aren’t worth slopping at pigs. Some of the neighborhoods in which the parks reside do little to enhance the game-day experience (we’re thinking of you, Anaheim!). And we feel you need to know all of this. We’re not striving to write a puff piece for the MLB Chamber of Commerce. They’re doing just fine without our help. We’re offering a frank review of the game’s parks. We’ll call the statue of Stan the Man outside Busch Stadium what it is: a grotesque distortion of one of the greatest players of all time and a man who in real life, actually looks quite humanoid. We’ll spare no punches in calling the much-ballyhooed Dodger Dog a bland disappointment, especially when corners are cut in its preparation. We’ll pan the upper level at Miller Park for housing—however ironically—a sea of Uecker Seats. Our goal is to give an honest review of the MLB parks so that you can be as savvy a consumer as possible.

Josh: So, we’re kind of like that Rick Steves guy, only for ballparks?

[image: art]

[image: art]

Kevin: And without the Pete Rose bowl-cut.

Now, don’t get us wrong. We’re not trying to suggest that the ballpark trail is riddled with pitfalls. It’s not. But there are some traps along the way and they’re easily enough avoided as long as someone gives you a heads-up. And don’t forget, there’s much to potentially miss about a city’s baseball past and present if no one bothers to tell you where to look. That’s what we aim to do—to give you all the knowledge you need to enhance your own experiences.

By reading our book you can ensure that you won’t miss out on much of anything related to a city’s baseball wonders before moving on to your next destination. We know this is a concern for traveling fans because, well, we’re a lot like you. We share your obsession with stats, your hunger for baseball lore, and the way the hair always stands up on the back of your neck when you walk up the ramp and lay eyes on the field. We still get chills as batting practice winds down and first pitch approaches. We feel the same craving you do all summer long—that need for your daily fix. We know what it’s like to cry yourself to sleep after your fantasy team goes three-for-thirty-two or after your home team blows the lead in the ninth.

Kevin grew up in Seattle listening to radio broadcasts of the Dodgers, because before the Mariners debuted in 1977, Vin Scully’s baseball voice was one of the few that could be heard up and down the West Coast. When the Mariners finally arrived, he’d long been rooting for the Giants in the NL and the Red Sox in the AL—though his second favorite team on any night was whoever was playing the Yankees. When Edgar Martinez and Ken Griffey Jr. reigned in Seattle and the Mariners became committed to being more than a farm team for the rest of the league, Kevin began to root for the difficult-to-love and much-maligned Mariners. Now that the M’s have finally dug themselves out from under the grotesque weight of the baseball tomb that was the Kingdome and while they still search for their first World Series berth, Kevin uses all forms of available technology to happily follow the ups and downs of baseball in the Pacific Northwest from his home in Pittsburgh. While the current Pirates remind him plenty of the hapless Mariners before Junior came to town, his second favorite team remains whoever is playing the Yankees.

Josh grew up in the heart of Red Sox Nation, long before it was fashionable to root for Boston’s once-perennial also-rans. Back then, it was inconceivable that the Old Towne Team would one day play in front of what are practically home crowds in far-away cities like Pittsburgh and Anaheim. During Josh’s formative baseball years, to be a Red Sox fan meant to embrace a life spent suffering the throes of one baseball catastrophe after another. Back then, even Fenway Park was considered a local disappointment. Many Bostonians viewed it as a run-down relic in desperate need of replacement. Being a Sox fan in those days had its benefits too, though. Josh’s father could walk him up to a ticket window on Yawkey Way an hour before first pitch and buy seats in the infield grandstand at face value. And once old Richard Pahigian did even better than that for his wide-eyed baseball-loving son at the Fenway ticket booths, when a ticket attendant handed him two front-row seats, right behind the plate. Oh, how times have changed…. These days, Josh follows the Sox from his home in Southern Maine. When he isn’t home watching the big league Red Sox on NESN, he’s sitting at Hadlock Field in Portland, watching the team’s Double-A prospects play. It’s a pretty tough life, but he figures someone has to do it.

Kevin: Do you ever get tired of watching baseball?

Josh: Well … no, I guess I don’t.

Kevin: Me neither.

Since the first edition of our book was published in March 2004, eight new big league parks have opened. And the technical whiz kids from Silicon Valley invented social media, smartphones, tablets, and an amorphous world unto its own known as the blogosphere. We’ll get back to the topic of how these latter innovations have changed the ways we fans follow the game in a moment, and tell you how this new and improved version of the book capitalizes on the opportunities they present. But first, we ought to acknowledge how the game itself has changed—and thankfully so—since the first edition of the book. When The Ultimate Baseball Road Trip 1.0 came out, the world was just opening its eyes to the full extent of baseball’s steroid problem. Home runs were still en vogue and “small-ball” still referred to a style of play that seemed as relevant to modern times as those puffy exterior chest protectors home plate umps used to wield like medieval shields.

Josh: I notice you’re not wearing your Bonds jersey this time ’round.

Kevin: And you’re not wearing your Clemens jersey.

Josh: Touché.

Part of the reason it took so darned long for the Steroid Era’s wool to be lifted from casual observers’ eyes was because the sport’s pundits largely protected the modern players from scrutiny. Nearly to a person they’ll profess otherwise, but, as we said, we prefer to tell it like it is. And we are telling you that the game’s most prominent television commentators—most of whom are ex-ballplayers—all had to know something was amok. During their own playing days, these announcers made it their life’s work to test the very limits of their unenhanced bodies. The years they spend in the booth are meant to allow them to share their wealth of knowledge with their viewers. When players started doing things on the field they themselves had never come close to doing, well, not one came out and said a thing. They had to know. But down to the last man, they remained silent. Are we to believe that none harbored any suspicions about performance-enhancing drugs? We have an easier time believing the Big Tobacco studies expounding the health benefits of smoking.

As far as we’re concerned you can put a black mark next to the name of every scout, general manager, coach, and manager of the era too. They all made a living evaluating talent. Heck, if Josh was onto the juicers—and he was, as a review of the Fenway Park chapter in this book’s original edition demonstrates—they were too. But, lots of fans knew … and were powerless to do a darned thing about it.

You see, back then, there was no way for fans—the one constituency without a vested interest in keeping the game’s big secret hush-hush—to take charge of the conversation. Today, all that has changed. With the rise of the new media, fans play a more active, more direct, and more vital role than ever before in shaping the game’s major and minor story lines. And they do so in real time. Being a fan is a far more interactive experience today than it was a decade ago. That’s why we’ve gone to lengths to make this edition of the book as social-media/cyber-friendly as possible. More than just sharing our impressions of the ballparks, teams, and fans across the land, we’ve infused the book with links to the better blogs and Web forums through which each fan base communicates with its members.

In addition, we’ve included links to the ballpark seating maps and ticketing websites, to the menus of sports bars and restaurants, and to a range of other points of baseball interest worthy of cyber (and real world) exploration by readers.

These new aspects of the book are presented, of course, in addition to all of the favorite features of the book fans enjoyed in the first edition. Like its predecessor, The Ultimate Baseball Road Trip 2.0 is part travel manual, part ballpark atlas, part baseball history book, part baseball trivia challenge, part food critique, part city guide, and part epic narrative. It touches all the bases in endeavoring to make your baseball odysseys fulfilling and meaningful. And it does so within a lively prose style that leaves room for a few dollops of humor and a few dribs and drabs of ketchup (or mustard) along the way. After all, your road trip is important to you. It may just be the most soul-affirming, awe-inspiring, life-altering adventure you ever attempt. In any case, it’s going to be a blast. So, we want your experience reading our book to be fun too.

Everything you need to plan your trip is here. So order those plane or train tickets. Get that tune-up you’ve been putting off. Call your college buddies or dad. Plot your itinerary. Pack your bags. Square things with the boss. Have a heart-to-heart with your significant other, who can either come along for the ride or accept this is something you’ve just got to do. The time is now. One way or another, you’re hitting the road. The Ultimate Baseball Road Trip 2.0 will be your guide. We’ll be your companions. Just keep us in the glove-box, or on your smartphone, or as a link on the personal computing device of your choice. Whichever, we’ll be there to help you along.

As for our primary piece of advice, it’s to do it all, or to do as much as you physically can. Touch the Green Monster in Boston. Catch a batting practice homer off the B&O Warehouse in Baltimore. Sample the Garlic Fries in San Francisco. Root for the Bratwurst to win the Sausage Race in Milwaukee. Sing “Take Me Out to the Ball Game” three notes off-key in Chicago. Experience all the wonders of the American Game, as you enjoy the most magical summer of your life. Drive safely. Eat heartily. Root for the home team. And keep those e-mails and pictures coming!





[image: art]BOSTON RED SOX,
FENWAY PARK

A Little Green Diamond in the Heart of Beantown


BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS

215 MILES TO NEW YORK CITY

310 MILES TO PHILADELPHIA

410 MILES TO BALTIMORE

450 MILES TO WASHINGTON, D.C.



Within Boston’s hardball cathedral, the grass seems greener, the crack of the bat crisper, and the excitement in the air more palpable than anywhere else. In fact, most of the ballparks that have opened in recent years have been designed with Fenway’s old-time charm in mind, as ballpark architects have sought to replicate the nuances of Fenway in much the same way church builders once imitated the Sistine Chapel. “Retro” is the name of the game these days in ballpark design. What’s old is new. Baltimore started the trend when it built Oriole Park at Camden Yards to mimic Fenway’s set-in-the-city ethos, cozy confines, and asymmetrical field dimensions. Cleveland’s Progressive Field offers a nod to Fenway’s trademark thirty-seven-foot-high left-field wall with a nineteen-foot Mini-Monster of its own. Rangers Ballpark in Arlington sports a scoreboard built into the outfield fence like at Fenway. And Washington’s Nationals Park showcases relief pitchers warming up in home-run-territory bullpens that invoke Fenway’s right-field stables.

As the oldest facility in the bigs, Fenway is part ballpark and part time machine. You leave the twenty-first century and enter the 1920s when you ascend the narrow ramps leading from the concourse to the seating bowl and behold the narrow rows of wooden seats, the nooks and crannies created by the zigzagging outfield fence, the slate scoreboard, the green paint, and that looming edifice in left. This living dinosaur has been the stomping grounds of such immortals as Cy Young, Babe Ruth, Jimmie Foxx, Tris Speaker, Ted Williams, and Carl Yastrzemski. It was Boston’s field when your grandfather used to listen to games on a radio the size of a coffee table and when his father used to follow the American League the only way a fan could, short of holding a ticket, back then—by reliving the previous day’s events through elaborate newspaper retellings.

Since those dead-ball days, the world has changed to the point where Great Gramps—were he alive today—might barely recognize it, but Fenway has remained essentially the same. Provided you train your eye to ignore the blinking pitch-speed register above the center-field fence, and the neon advertising above the roof in right, your experience within Boston’s ballyard will be pretty close to your granddad’s, right down to the sore butt you’ll drag home after spending nine innings wedged into the tiny hardwood seats that fill the Grandstand. But you won’t mind this slight ass fatigue. Once you’ve gazed at the mighty Monster, rapped your knuckles against Pesky’s Pole, and sat in Teddy Ballgame’s “red seat” during batting practice, you’ll be a convert. You’ll feel like baseball was invented specifically to be played (and watched!) at Fenway. So power down your smart phone, buy a Fenway Frank, and squeeze into that seat.

So where did they come up with the name Fenway Park? No, it wasn’t in tribute to some generous beneficiary named John Q. Fenway. Nor were the rights to the stadium’s name bought and paid for as if the park were nothing but a cheap, tawdry, street-corner … umm … billboard. In fact, when this part of Massachusetts was being developed hundreds of years ago, Boston’s “fens” were a backwater of the Charles River. The Fens Way was the road that ran through the swamp. Thus, the name “Fenway Park.” The Fens were not declared “inhabitable” until 1777, after the completion of a decade-long effort to level the local “tri-mountain” and dump the fill into the 450-acre marsh that became Boston’s Fenway District. Fenway Park was built in 1912 after being designed to fit snugly into the confines of a pre-existing city block. That’s why the field and stands are so irregularly shaped.

After cleaning out their lockers at their old home, the Huntington Avenue Grounds, the Red Sox opened Fenway with a 2-0 win over Harvard University on April 10, 1912. Then, eight days later, the home team defeated the New York Highlanders 7-6 in the park’s first official game. The opening-week exuberance was dampened, however, by the sinking of the Titanic in the icy North Atlantic. Fenway took center stage six months later, though, as the Red Sox celebrated a World Series title on the Fenway lawn after downing the New York Giants 3-2 before seventeen thousand fans in the deciding game. With the victory, Boston’s American Leaguers (who were also known as the Pilgrims, Americans, and Red Stockings in their early days) claimed the second of five World Championship banners they would raise between 1903 and 1918. They might have had six if John McGraw’s Giants hadn’t refused to play the Pilgrims in 1904, owing to the feisty manager’s disdain for the upstart Junior Circuit.

After laying claim to being the most successful franchise of the first two decades of the Modern Era, the Red Sox sold Babe Ruth to the Yankees for $100,000 in 1920. Thus began a long period of what might best be described as haplessness. Following their victory over the Cubs in the 1918 October Classic, the Red Sox would not taste World Series champagne for a very, very long time. In fact, it was eighty-six years before the Red Sox broke the supposed “Curse of the Bambino,” overcoming a three-games-to-none deficit to beat the Yankees in the 2004 American League Championship Series and then sweeping the Cardinals in the World Series. With another Series sweep, this time of the Rockies in 2007, the Red Sox cemented their claim to being the most successful team of the first decade of the new century.
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In between these golden eras of Beantown ball the local rooters experienced their share of heartbreak. The Old Towne Team took its World Series opponents the full seven games in 1946, 1967, 1975, and 1986, only to fall short each time. For at least three generations of New England life there were no “Red Sox fans,” only “long-suffering Red Sox fans.” But all that has changed. And as a result, Fenway is a more popular destination than ever before. Game after game, the ballpark sells out, as hardcore fans who have followed the team since birth merge with pink-hat-wearing band-wagon-jumping corporate types. This is an annoyance for Beantown seam-heads, but, most agree, a relatively small tradeoff for the privilege of experiencing what many of their fathers and grandfathers never did: a World Series victory parade.

Kevin: I miss the curse.

Josh: Blasphemy! I won’t hear it!

Kevin: No, I really miss it. It was one of the most mystical things in all of sports.

Fenway has stood the test of time, to be certain, but not without enduring some brushes with mortality. In 1926 a fire destroyed the left-field bleachers and for seven years thereafter ownership cried poverty while third basemen and shortstops tiptoed into the charred rubble after pop-ups. These were dark days for the Boston Nine. Dark and sooty days. Finally, in 1934, the team installed new seats along the left field line. It was at this time that the Green Monster was erected. “The Wall,” as it is known to locals, consists of concrete, and is coated with wood, plated with tin, and covered with green paint. Prior to its construction, a much shorter fence had stood atop “Duffy’s Cliff,” a ten-foot embankment named after Sox left fielder Duffy Lewis, who was adroit at scaling the hill to catch fly balls.

Other changes have been made to the park through the years too. When Fenway was constructed it was customary for relief pitchers to warm up on the field of play behind the outfielders. Mind you, this was during the Dead Ball Era, when long fly balls were rare and starting pitchers usually went the full nine. As time passed, relievers came to more commonly warm up in foul territory or under the stands. Finally, in 1940, the Red Sox brought in the right-field fence and added twenty-three-foot-deep bullpens in home run territory. It was no coincidence that a sweet-swinging lefty named Ted Williams had burst onto the scene the year before. The pens were dubbed “Williamsburgh” and “The Kid” promptly began dropping homers into the inviting landing strip.
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The most obvious modification to Fenway since John Henry’s Fenway Sports Group bought the team in 2002 would have to be the addition of nearly three hundred seats atop the Green Monster. Another biggie was the expansion of the manual scoreboard in left to include the National League scores, which it had decades earlier. Other major changes have included the replacement of the glassed-in .406 Club above home plate with an open-air luxury seating area, the addition of right-field roof seats, the installation of two gigantic high-def video screens above the centerfield bleachers, a massive food court behind the bleachers in right, and the closing of Yawkey Way on game day so that only ticket holders may partake in the just-outside-the-gates festivities. For the most part your humble authors approve of these changes. We understand that Henry and Co. paid $700 million for the team and must cram as many fannies into Fenway as possible. Fortunately, the renovations have been made with the sensibilities of baseball purists in mind and have not too egregiously compromised Fenway’s nostalgic feel. In fact, the Monster Seats are more visually appealing than the ratty old screen into which long fly balls used to settle above the Wall. And they look like they’ve always been there. Likewise, management’s efforts to widen Fenway’s concourses, expand its concession areas, and modernize its facilities have dramatically improved the fan experience. It wasn’t long ago that male fans had to relieve themselves into trough-style urinals that stood in the middle of each Fenway men’s room. We kid you not. And it wasn’t long ago that, in the dying days of the Yawkey Trust’s stewardship of the team, fans and local radio hosts spoke about the replacement of Fenway with a shiny new retractable-roof ballpark on the South Boston waterfront as if it were a not-too-distant inevitability. For preserving Fenway for future generations of New Englanders to call “home,” we tip our caps to John Henry.

Since the arrival of Henry and Co., the Red Sox have added nearly four thousand seats, increasing Fenway’s capacity to a bit over thirty-seven thousand for night games and a bit under that for day games. This unusual day/night split exists because several hundred center-field seats are covered with a black tarp during day games to provide a better backdrop for hitters. Once you factor in the standing room tickets, ballpark capacity settles somewhere around thirty-eight thousand, which gives Fenway one of the smallest “full houses” in the bigs, right there with the Oakland Coliseum, Tropicana Field, and PNC Park. The 38,422 fans the Red Sox drew to a June 2011 game against the Padres was the largest Boston crowd since World War II. That banged-out house also represented the Red Sox 668th consecutive home sellout. For the record, the biggest Fenway crowd ever to fill the park turned out for a double-header against the Yankees in 1935 to the tune of an official attendance of 47,627. Fans were standing in the aisles, hanging from the rafters, sitting on each other’s laps, and otherwise jamming the park to such a ridiculous extent that soon after, fire laws were put in place disallowing the Red Sox from “over-filling” the park.



Trivia Timeout

Undergrad: Why is there a solitary red seat in Fenway’s bleachers while the rest are green?

Master’s: Who are the seven Red Sox whose numbers have been retired?

Ph.D.: What popular Broadway song did fans of the Boston Pilgrims sing to rattle the Pittsburgh Pirates during baseball’s first World Series?

Look for the answers in the text.





Getting a Choice Seat

The relatively few number of seats, combined with the fanaticism of the Red Sox faithful, helps explain why the Red Sox sold out every game from May 15, 2003, through this book’s publication date. With “the streak,” the Red Sox, who passed the seven-hundred-game mark in 2011, demolished the previous record of 455 straight sellouts that the Cleveland Indians established between 1995 and 2001. What does this mean to you as a ballpark traveler? It means if you don’t want to pay the scalpers’ mark-up you must buy your Red Sox tickets when they go on sale in January. To do this, you must stare at your computer screen in the team’s virtual waiting room.

Home Plate and Dugout Boxes

The only seats that position rooters closer to home plate than these are the ones behind the backstop at the new Yankee Stadium. And, as is the case in the Bronx, these seats are extremely hard to come by. And they cost a fortune. Basically, unless you’re one of the players’ wives or happen to own one of the local companies that advertise at Fenway, these spitting-distance chairs are beyond your reach. For the record, Fenway’s backstop is sixty feet from home plate, which means Giant Glass president Dennis Drinkwater—the middle-aged blond guy who has occupied the best seat in the house since 2003—is closer to the catcher than the pitcher is.
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Field Boxes (Boxes 9–84)

These infield box seats provide delightfully unobstructed sight lines. Season-ticket holders sit in them, as do folks who spend several hundred dollars per ticket in the secondary market. But don’t be discouraged: Fenway offers plenty of great seats that you can afford.

Loge Boxes (Boxes 99–166)

Located above the Field Boxes from which they’re separated by a narrow mid-level concourse, these seats are slightly more affordable on the secondary market, especially if you’re willing to split from your friends and buy a “single.”

Green Monster Seats (Sections M1–M10)

The 274 Green Monster Seats are among the most unusual and coveted seats in baseball. Each is an individual chair that positions fans behind a pavilion-style counter. Unless you’re willing to lay down a few thou for an “Ultimate Monster Tour” package, the only way to purchase a Green Monster Seat is by getting lucky in the annual lottery the Red Sox hold in March. You can register online. Then, if your name is plucked from the proverbial E-hat, you have the right to purchase two tickets. But don’t get your hopes up.

Right Field Boxes (Boxes 1A, 1–7, 86–97)

Ah, finally we’ve gotten to the seats that won’t cost the equivalent of a mortgage payment for you to acquire. The only problem is that while these Right Field Boxes are within your means of procurement, they don’t provide good views. The first few rows (A-F) of Boxes 86 and 87 in home run territory are decent, as are the “tarp alley” Boxes (1A, 1–7) near Pesky’s Pole, but the majority of them point fans toward center field rather than home plate. And they’re rather distant from the infield for the price. You’ll be more satisfied with a smartly selected Grandstand or Bleacher seat. Boxes 89–92 should be especially avoided.



Seating Capacity: 37,402

Ticket Office: http://boston.redsox.mlb.com

Seating Chart: http://boston.redsox.mlb.com/bos/ticketing/seating_pricing.jsp





Kevin: Yes, avoided like burritos before a long stretch on the road.

Josh: It’s the first chapter and you’re already making bathroom jokes?

Kevin: Hey, that’s solid advice.

Infield Grandstand (Sections 11–31)

Compared to the second-tier options at other parks, Fenway’s Grandstands are first-rate. They’re close to the field and offer exceptional views. But buyers beware: These seats were designed for turn-of-the-century New Englanders who were apparently about five-feet, six-inches tall and had rear ends made of New Hampshire granite. The tiny seats are made of hard wooden slats. If you’re a tall man—like Kevin is—or a wide man—like Josh may someday be if he continues to eat four Fenway Sausages each time he visits Fenway—you may prefer the greater comfort of the plastic Bleacher seats.

When considering a Grandstand ticket, also realize that large metal pillars rise up from between the seats to support the Grandstand roof. The team sells “Obstructed View” seats at regular price but does clearly label these tickets “obstructed.” Buying one is something of a crapshoot. In some cases, sitting in an Obstructed View seat means you will be straddling one of those pillars for nine innings and seeing little more than peeling green paint. In other cases, it means you’ll have a great view of home plate but no view of the pitcher’s mound. In other cases, it means you’ll have to lean to one side all game but will be able to see pretty much all of the important stuff. So before you buy an Obstructed View seat ask yourself a simple question: Do you feel lucky, punk?

Otherwise, shoot for the first ten rows of the Grandstands, seeing as fans farther back have no guarantee they’ll be able to follow the full flight of pop-ups, fly-outs and home runs, owing to the overhang of the roof.

Apart from those disclaimers, we do recommend the Grandstands. Sections 19–22 provide the best view of the batter’s box. From Sections 14–17, along the first-base line, the Wall provides a delightfully looming backdrop for the game. Sections 29–31, along the left-field line, are raised and angled nicely, enabling fans to feel like they’re sitting right behind the shortstop.

Outfield Grandstand (Sections 1–10, 32–33)

The best seats in this category are found in Sections 32 and 33, out by the Green Monster. Here, there are very few Loge Boxes—or none at all—between the Grandstands and the playing field. Additionally, these seats are angled toward the infield. The only potential drawback is that Sections 32 and 33 comprise Fenway’s “Family Section,” which means ticket holders are prohibited from drinking beer in these seats. We should also note that Section 33 is the only Grandstand section that is not covered by the roof, which may be a consideration on a rainy night. The upside to Section 33 is that unlike the rest of the seats in the Grandstands, it offers comfortable plastic seats. Apparently, being exposed to the elements caused the old wooden seats to deteriorate prematurely.

Kevin: I still think we should put that part about NO BEER ALLOWED in all caps.

Josh: But they really are great seats for the money.

As for the right field Outfield Grandstands (Sections 1–10), they point occupants squarely toward center field, rather than the infield. As such, fans must peer over their left shoulders and, in many instances, around the roof’s support columns to see the pitcher’s mound and/or home plate. Seats in Section 10 are worth purchasing, but otherwise, we suggest spending less money for a better view in the Bleachers or more money for a better view in the Infield Grandstands.

Bleachers (Sections 34–43)

As we’ve already said, quite a few of the Bleacher seats provide better views than the higher-priced seats in the Right Field Boxes and Outfield Grandstands. In addition, these are all comfortable plastic seats. And there are no poles to block the view.

Our favorite Bleacher seats are the ones beside the centerfield camera platform in Sections 34 and 35. This is a great place from which to call balls and strikes while awaiting home run balls.

Section 40, behind the home bullpen, offers the opportunity to both interact with the players and check out the Bleacher groupies as they flock to the screen separating the seats from the middle relievers.

The first fifteen rows of Sections 36–38 are also quite good. As you make your way toward right-field (39–43), however, the distance from the plate steadily increases and the quality of the view diminishes. This is especially true as you climb above Row 30.

The atmosphere in Fenway’s Bleachers has changed considerably since the Henry ownership group took charge. What was once a rough-and-tumble beer-swilling part of the park has mellowed to the point where today’s Bleachers provide a comfortable climate for families. The college kids are still able to have their fun and the beer still flows, but the ushers are on high-alert for offensive behavior and violators are promptly put on notice or “asked” to leave.

Another recent change involves the steel gate that once stood on the concourse beneath the Bleachers. For generations the barrier prevented bleacher creatures from interacting with the human beings populating the rest of Fenway. Thankfully it has been removed. Today’s bleacherites may wander into the rest of the park.

Upper Bleachers (Top Rows of Sections 37 and 38)

Unless you enjoy watching a game of baseball from a different postal code than the one in which home plate resides, you should avoid these seats! Some are literally behind the JumboTron!

EMC Club/Home Plate Pavilion/Pavilion Box/Left Field Pavilion

It seems like the Red Sox open a new premium seating area on Fenway’s narrow upper deck every other season. Unless you have a “connection,” you will find these seats hard to come by. But you’d rather sit with the real fans at field level anyway.

Right-field Roof Terrace (Terraces A & B)

We don’t recommend these seats in deep right field, way up on the roof … unless you’re attending Fenway primarily to check out the skyline and catch a nice breeze.

Standing Room

You know a team is doing well when it can charge $20–$35 for standing room and clear most of its inventory. The spots atop the Green Monster are the costliest, but they are well worth the expense. But that could be said of many of the standing areas within Fenway, provided your knees and back can handle the rigor of standing in one place for four hours. In fact, with an Infield Grandstand Standing Room ticket you’ll see more of the game and be closer to it than you would have with a seat in the cramped and poorly angled Right Field Boxes and right-field Grandstands. Just don’t expect to follow the full flight of fly balls from this standing locale. And don’t forget your mittens if you’re going to an April game. It can get pretty windy above the first base and home plate seats.
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SEATING TIP

A risky but sometimes rewarding proposition is to report to Fenway’s Gate E on game day where, ninety minutes before the start of each game, the Red Sox release a few hundred tickets. These consist of standing room, obstructed view seats, orphaned single seats and occasionally some pretty posh comp seats that Red Sox VIPs have declined to use and have returned to the box office. Fans are allowed to start lining up five hours before the game and there is a strictly enforced one-ticket-per-person rule. So make sure everyone within your party who needs a ticket is physically present in line.



The most important thing to remember for any fan holding a Standing Room ticket is to show up early. Stake out a good spot within your designated standing area and it will be yours all game. Fail to, and you may find yourself peering over the shoulders and between the heads of two or three people who did bother to show up when the gates opened.

The Black Market

In a shameless nod to the widespread acceptability of second-hand ticket retailers these days—even after so many years of the sports industry pillorying street-corner scalpers as the scourge of the earth—the Red Sox go so far as to name one such agency the “official on-line ticket re-seller of the Boston Red Sox.” But if you’re like us, you’d rather haggle in a litter-strewn back alley with a guy who looks like he hasn’t shaved in three days and smells like he hasn’t bathed in ten.

Kevin: Are you sure about this, Josh?

Josh: Trust me. I know our readers.

Fortunately for Fenway fans, the chance of finding just such an individual presents itself almost immediately upon their stepping out of the Kenmore Square MBTA station. There on the sidewalk, in the shadow of the Hotel Buckminster, fans find a motley crew of hardworking gents who aren’t bashful about barking out enticing propositions like “Got two, first base side.” Unless the Yankees are in town or a late-season tilt with playoff implications is on the docket, expect to pay double-face for Grandstand and Box seats and triple-face for the still-more-affordable Bleacher seats.

Before/After the Game

Boston’s Fenway neighborhood provides much of the housing for the city’s collegiate population. Even on game days visitors are apt to observe nearly as many sweatshirts bearing the crests of Boston University, Northeastern, Emerson College and Berklee College of Music as ones bearing Red Sox logos. This is a fun, funky part of town that is safe and welcoming. The bars and nightclubs cater to the twenty-something clientele, combining the expected Red Sox decor with live music and relatively inexpensive cheer.

Getting to Fenway

Built into the footprint of an actual city block at a time before the average American owned an automobile, Fenway’s planners never imagined the future benefit a multi-tiered parking garage beside the park might have provided. As such, fans are left at the mercy of private lots in the surrounding blocks. On game days, the gas stations on Boylston Street and even a local McDonald’s cordon off parts of their parking lots and charge road trippers exorbitant rates for the privilege of parking within their bounds. These range between $30 and $60 per game. For those who don’t mind walking a mile or so, better rates may be had. The Clarendon Garage (100 Clarendon St.) charges $27 on game days, but fans who have ticket stubs upon arriving pay just $9. Similarly, the Prudential Tower (800 Boylston St.) charges a flat rate of $16 for fans who arrive after two o’clock on weekdays. The only catch is that fans must relinquish their ticket stubs (one per car) upon settling up with the Pru parking attendants after the game. Well, there’s one other catch too. If the game’s rained out, the Pru charges the regular hourly rate. How’s that for insult to injury?

Prudential Parking Info: www.prudentialcenter.com/parking/rates.php

Kevin: Hold on there, Sparky. You’re telling me first I miss the game, then I get hosed on parking?

Josh: That seems un-American.

Another option is to use one of the oldest subway systems in the country, Boston’s MBTA. Follow the Green Line to the recently remodeled Kenmore Station and it’s just a short walk to the game.

Subway Map: www.mbta.com/schedules_and_maps/subway/

Outside Attractions

PLAYER PARKING

If you have time to kill before the game, head to Fenway early and stake out a spot on the corner of Yawkey Way and Van Ness Street. Here, you’ll find Boston’s legendary sausage vendors setting up their carts and better yet, you’ll get to rub elbows with the Red Sox players as they arrive. Well, to be more accurate, you’ll get to “rub elbows” with their side-view mirrors as they steer their Escalades and Mercedes through the channel of police barriers leading to the player parking lot. When the Sox are doing well and spirits in the home clubhouse are high, players often sign autographs or at least roll down their windows and exchange pleasantries with the fans who await them four or five hours before first pitch.

BYE-BYE BASEBALL … HELLO, SOUVENIR

A pregame activity in which slightly later-arriving fans may partake transpires on the other side of the park, behind Fenway’s famous left-field Wall. Here, on Lansdowne Street—where, it should be noted, loiterers also get to bask in the aromatic delight of so many sizzling sausages—fans keep their eyes on the sky so as to avoid taking a batting practice homer off the noggin. As batting practice participants take aim at the Green Monster, balls careen into the street with regularity and glove-toting fans scramble to procure them. The best spot is behind the foul pole, in front of the Cask & Flagon. Here, the Wall stands just 310 feet from home plate, whereas farther down Lansdowne, in left-center, it stands 379 feet away.

If you think Lansdowne is crowded with ball hawks and sausage lovers on the day you visit, you may take heart in knowing it could be worse. Such was the case on a July evening in 1999 when Fenway hosted the midsummer Home Run Derby. A day before local hero Pedro Martinez would claim MVP honors in the All-Star Game, ten thousand fans crammed Lansdowne in hopes of snagging a McGwire or Sosa long ball. The juiced-up Red Head hit thirteen dingers in the first round, while the Doping Dominican hit an embarrassing one. In the end, Ken Griffey Jr., a lefty swinger who we’d like to think was “clean,” went home the winner.

Kevin: Speaking as a lifelong Mariner fan, I can assure you Junior was clean.

Josh: You could tell me Mother Teresa was clean and I wouldn’t believe you if she played baseball in the 1990s.

TEDDY BALLGAME: MEET THE SPLENDID SPLINTER

Believe it or not, there are two statues of Ted Williams outside Fenway’s right-field entrance on Van Ness Street. The longer-standing one depicts an aging Williams playfully placing his cap on the head of an awestruck youngster. The piece, which was erected in 2004, was inspired by Williams’s generous support of the Jimmy Fund, a charitable arm of the Dana-Farber Cancer Institute, which was founded in 1948 and has enjoyed a partnership with the Red Sox since 1953. Thanks to Williams’s work back in the early days, through the generations supporting the Jimmy Fund became as much a part of Red Sox fan tradition as eating Yaz Bread and booing umpire Larry Barnett whenever he returned to the Fens after his bad call in the 1975 World Series.
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The second Williams rendering exists among a quartet of Red Sox heroes in a sculpture titled “The Teammates.” The piece is named after iconic sports historian David Halberstam’s 2003 book of the same name. In the sculpture, Williams poses with Dom DiMaggio, Johnny Pesky, and Bobby Doerr. All are portrayed in the prime of youth. In the book, Halberstam told the story of how, as octogenarians, DiMaggio, Pesky, and Doerr embarked on a thirteen-hundred-mile car ride to visit the seriously ill Williams in 2001.

BANNER DECOR

Along Fenway’s Van Ness Street façade the Red Sox display several large vertical banners honoring the greatest players in club history. Included are the names and uniform numbers of old-time stars like Tris Speaker, Lefty Grove, and Rick Ferrell, as well as of more recent ones like Bruce Hurst, Jerry Remy, and Bob Stanley.

Along the same stretch, the Red Sox’ retired numbers hang on the stadium’s brick exterior. We’ll wait to tell you more about these until we get inside, where, of course, the same numbers also appear.

Following the stadium perimeter toward Gate A, fans will encounter bronze plaques mounted on the brick exterior honoring the most influential of Red Sox. These Cooperstown-style tributes celebrate the achievements of former owner Tom Yawkey, former manager Eddie Collins, former “pitcher” George Herman Ruth, and several others.

OLD-TIME TICKET BOOTHS

Back in the days before every game at Fenway was sold out in advance, and before Red Sox management transformed Yawkey Way into part of the inside-the-turnstiles experience, fans would walk up to the park’s original ticket booths to buy game passes. These booths still stand today, set just inside the large bay doors that compose Fenway’s Gate A. They are unmanned and serve no functional purpose since the fans passing through them already have had their tickets electronically scanned on the street. Still, it’s worth visiting these relics, walking through their narrow corridors, and reveling in their charm.

THE YAWKEY WAY STORE

Across the street from Gate A this large souvenir and apparel store hawks the expected assortment of caps, jerseys, and tees, as well as novelty items like the very same “Wally the Green Monster” Bean Bag Buddy that Red Sox commentator Jerry Remy brings to every game, home or away, to join him and fellow NESN announcer Don Orsillo in the booth.

Kevin: Isn’t the Rem-Dog a tad old to be playing with dolls?

Josh: Aren’t you a tad old to be collecting stadium ice cream helmets?

Kevin: Touché.

THE HOTEL BUCKMINSTER

645 Beacon St.

www.bostonhotelbuckminster.com/

A block from the park, on the other side of the bridge that spans the Mass Pike, stands a harmless-looking triangular building that houses a Pizzeria Uno at ground level and a 94-room hotel upstairs. This is the Hotel Buckminster, which, in fact, has as dark a history as any just-outside-the-park hotel in the bigs. According to Eliot Asinof’s account of the 1919 Black Sox scandal, Eight Men Out, this is where the conspiracy to fix the World Series took shape. Within the Buckminster, gangster Joe “Sport” Sullivan reputedly met White Sox first baseman Chick Gandil and the two agreed upon the price of $80,000 to put the Series in the proverbial bag. Its history aside, “the Buck” is a classy and convenient place for fans to stay. And hotel staff is happy to field questions related to “the scandal.”

THE HUNTINGTON AVENUE BASEBALL GROUNDS

400 Huntington Ave.

Not far from Fenway, on the campus of Northeastern University, a bronze statue depicts Cy Young staring in to read a sign from an imaginary catcher. The statue stands where the pitcher’s mound once rose at the Huntington Avenue Grounds, which served the Boston Pilgrims when they hosted the very first World Series in 1903. Young, who delivered the first pitch of the best-of-nine tilt against the Pittsburgh Pirates, lost the first game and his Pilgrims lost three of the first four, before rebounding to win the World Championship in eight games. The next season, Young threw the first perfect game in American League history from the Huntington mound, blanking the Philadelphia A’s 3-0.

Watering Holes and Outside Eats

CASK & FLAGON

62 Brookline Ave.

www.casknflagon.com/

Situated behind the Green Monster, “the Cask” displays an impressive collection of historic ballpark and Boston pictures. This is probably your best bet if you want the traditional Red Sox fan experience. There’s usually a line at the door but it moves quickly. And the patio allows more patrons to partake than back when the Cask was just an indoor place.

For the record, this is the place where—fueled by a few too many pints and a shared dream—your humble authors drew up the first bullet-point outline of the book proposal that would eventually become The Ultimate Baseball Road Trip. As cliché as it sounds, Kevin literally scribbled notes on a cocktail napkin while Josh munched on buffalo wings and greasily imagined a future in which two road tripping Emerson College grad students would convince a publisher to front their fantasy tour of the big leagues.

Josh: Come to think of it, you scribbled class notes on cocktail napkins at Emerson too.

Kevin: Funny. But for some reason I don’t remember that.

BOSTON BEER WORKS

61 Brookline Ave.

www.beerworks.net/home

More upscale and with a larger menu than the Cask, Beer Works boasts an assortment of Fenway- and Red-Sox-named homebrews. Since opening at this location in 1992, it has introduced satellite franchises at Logan Airport, near the Fleet Center, and in the surrounding suburbs. Its beer may be purchased at stores throughout Massachusetts.

WHO’S ON FIRST

19 Yawkey Way

Located across from Gate A, this is a proximate place to grab a quickie before the game. If it’s convenience you seek, however, the Cask is just as close and is a better bet, provided the line to get in isn’t too long.
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BLEACHER BAR

82A Lansdowne St.

http://bleacherbarboston.com

Built right into Fenway’s left-center-field façade, Bleacher opened in 2008 in the space where the visiting team’s batting cages had resided. This is prime real estate. A massive interior window provides a view that allows patrons to watch batting practice before they pass through the turnstiles. Even on off-days, guests enjoy a view of the field that can only be had otherwise by buying a ticket.

GAME ON

82 Lansdowne St.

http://gameonboston.com/

Near the intersection of Lansdowne and Brookline Avenue, Game On occupies the space where there was once—and not long ago—a fully functional bowling alley beneath Fenway Park. As much as we used to enjoy rolling grapefruit-sized balls at the candlepins at Ryan Family Amusement, we have to admit Game On is a better use of the space. Its menu features wood-fired pizzas and steaks, and its festive atmosphere offers a window through which patrons may watch visiting players hit in the batting cages. On off-days and during the off-season, fans may even take a few hacks in these cages (for a price).

THE LANSDOWNE

9 Lansdowne St.

www.lansdownepubboston.com/flash/

This is one of Kevin’s favorite spots in the Fenway neighborhood. It melds a classic, more upscale Irish Pub experience with the local sports-crazed ethos.

THE BASEBAL TAVERN

1270 Boylston St.

www.thebaseballtavern.com/

The highlight of this three-story establishment is its roof deck, which looks a lot like the upper right-field concession deck at Fenway. If the game’s sold out, this is a solid place to enjoy the night air, the sparkle of the nearby ballpark lights, and the roar of the crowd.

MCGREEVY’S PUB

911 Boylston St.

www.mcgreevysboston.com/

Since its opening as the brainchild of Dropkick Murphys lead vocalist Ken Casey, McGreevy’s has become a staple of the Red Sox fan experience. It’s the pregame haunt of choice for fans like Kevin who can’t get enough bangers and mash or Guinness, and also for fans like Josh who can’t get enough local sports history. And it’s the place for anyone who likes the Dropkicks, who got their start as a basement band in Quincy in the 1990s before rising to prominence within Red Sox Nation with their 2004 remake of “Tessie,” and then gaining further street cred when Red Sox closer Jonathan Papelbon adopted “I’m Shipping Up to Boston” as the blaring anthem to which he would burst from the Fenway bullpen.

To what does the name “McGreevy’s” refer, you ask? And what’s the significance of this “Tessie” song?

Well, we’re going to tell you.

Back in 1903, when the Pilgrims faced the Pittsburgh (spelled “Pittsburg” at the time) Pirates in the first World Series, the Red Sox “Royal Rooters” traveled by rail to the Steel City for the games at Exposition Park. The Rooters were led by Boston Mayor John “Honey Fitz” Fitzgerald—the maternal grandfather of future US President John F. Kennedy—and legendary Boston barkeep Mike “Nuf Ced” McGreevy—who’d earned his nickname by ending turn-of-the-century baseball debates with an authoritative “enough said.”

After Boston fell behind three games to one, the tide turned in Pittsburgh when, according to Boston lore, the Rooters arrived at Exposition Park with a band they had commissioned just for the occasion. Throughout the fifth game, they played and sang “Tessie,” which was a number from a contemporary theatrical production called The Silver Slipper. The Rooters cleverly changed the lyrics to mock Honus Wagner and Pirates pitcher Brickyard Kennedy. Thus harangued, and in their home park no less, the Pirates folded. They lost 11-2 that day and lost the next three games as well.

More than a century later, the Dropkicks released their Irish-punk version of “Tessie” and the 2004 Red Sox promptly proceeded to win the franchise’s first World Series in eighty-six years. Coincidence? We think not.

Josh: The ballpark gates open in fifteen minutes. We should get moving.

Kevin: It’s still two hours till first pitch.

Josh: Yeah, but you want to catch BP, don’t you? Well, don’t you???

Kevin: Not as much as I want to have another Guinness.

Josh: They sell Guinness on Fenway’s first base concourse now.

Kevin: I am not drinking Guinness out of a plastic cup.

JERRY REMY’S SPORTS BAR AND GRILLE

1265 Boylston St.

www.jerryremys.com/

This family-friendly restaurant is a must-visit for anyone who remembers Jerry Remy as the home team’s speedy second-sacker in the early 1980s, as well as for anyone who has enjoyed Remy’s commentating during the past two decades. Despite his busy NESN schedule and the obligations he bears as President of Red Sox Nation, the Rem-Dog makes time to hobnob with patrons. His signature “Remy Burger” is served on fried dough. We’re still awaiting word from the American Heart Association on whether the concoction gets its stamp of approval. We’ll let you know as soon as we hear anything.

EL TIANTE’S CUBAN STA ND

Yawkey Way

Remy isn’t the only favorite son who’s parlayed his popularity into a cottage industry. The jovial Luis Tiant may be the best pitcher not in Cooperstown (no offense intended, Jack Morris). He also makes a mean Cuban sandwich and is happy to pose for pictures and recall his exploits on the Fenway mound. Of all the famous former Sox who return to Fenway to watch games, no one garners a larger ovation than “El Tiante” when he tips his hat to the crowd from the team’s legends’ box on the first base side of the plate.

Kevin: I thought Bob Stanley gets a lot of cheers too.

Josh: That’s because he’s remembered fondly for popping beach balls in the bullpen.

SAUSAGE VENDORS

No trip to Fenway would be complete without paying a visit to the sausage stands on Lansdowne Street or at the corner of Van Ness and Yawkey Way. You won’t find a sandwich this fresh, juicy, and utterly mouth-watering inside the park. Get a sweet sausage “loaded” with sautéed peppers and onions or, if you prefer, order it “naked.” Just get one. Among the vendors that rate high on our pork-o-meters are The Sausage Guy—whose logo features a half-naked woman straddling a space ship—The Sausage King, and Che-Chi’s, which has the best secret sauce this side of Milwaukee.

Even if you’re visiting Boston on a non-game day, you can usually find The Sausage Guy stand behind the Monster on Thursday through Saturday, between 9:00 p.m. and 3:00 a.m., catering to the local bar crowd.

Inside the Park

Have you ever seen such wacky field dimensions? Three hundred and two feet down the right-field line. Three hundred and eighty to straightaway right. Four hundred and twenty to right-center. Three hundred and ninety to dead center. Three hundred and seventy-nine to deep left. And just 310 down the left-field line. For years the park was considered a haven for right-handed pull hitters and a graveyard for southpaw hurlers, but through the years lefty swingers have actually enjoyed considerably more success at Fenway than their right-handed counterparts. Think of David Ortiz, Mo Vaughn, Mike Greenwell, Wade Boggs, Fred Lynn, Carl Yastrzemski, Ted Williams, and Babe Ruth as lefties who make the case for this counter-intuitive ballpark effect. According to our theory, this is because the spacious right field leaves plenty of room for safeties to drop and the Wall rewards lefties who can go the other way with even mediocre power. As for those pull-hitting righties who are supposed to be the beneficiaries of the Wall’s munificence? There’s a saying in Boston: “The wall giveth and the wall taketh away.” What does this mean? For every routine fly that settles into the Monster Seats there’s at least one rising liner that would have been a homer in any other park but clangs off the Wall for a single. Just ask former Sox like Jack Clark or Mike Lowell, who will be happy to tell you all about it.

Ballpark Features

THE MONSTER

Fenway’s signature Wall is an ever-evolving edifice. In fact, when Fenway first opened in 1912 it wasn’t even part of the design. Rather, a steep hill rose at the back of the left-field lawn and atop the hill stood a twenty-five-foot-high fence separating the hillcrest from the street outside. With the advent of the lively ball, the Red Sox leveled the hill in 1934 and constructed a two-hundred-foot-long, thirty-seven-foot-high fence, using more than fifteen tons of materials. The manual scoreboard on the Wall debuted in 1934, although the trademark green paint did not appear until 1947. Originally, the Wall was plastered with advertisements for products like Lifebuoy Soap, Gem Razors, Arrow Collars, and other products. Then for decades it was pure and green. Today it is adorned with an ad for the Jimmy Fund and the insignias of several local companies. Because the Henry ownership group has taken care to blend these ads in with the design of the scoreboard, though, locals have not taken much offense at the affront to, or perhaps we should say, return to Fenway tradition.

In 1936, a twenty-three-foot-high screen was added atop the Wall to protect pedestrians and motorists on Lansdowne Street. The screen collected homers until 2003 when the Red Sox added the Monster Seats in its place. For old time’s sake, the Red Sox left in place the ladder that members of the grounds crew had used for decades to scale the Wall and retrieve balls out of the screen after batting practice. Today, any batter who hits a ball off the ladder that then bounces out of the park is awarded a ground rule double.

Josh: I’ve been watching the Sox all my life and I’ve never seen that.

Kevin: Still, it’s nice to know the Sox are prepared.

Upon arriving at Fenway for the first time, we recommend you head out to Section 33 and lean out to rap your knuckles on the Wall. Go ahead. Don’t be shy. Touch it. Take a picture too. Then check out the dents and dings that eighty years of batted balls have left. Look closely and you’ll see the red marks left by baseball seams.

THE SCOREBOARD

Fenway’s scoreboard features a hidden Morse code message that Sox owner Thomas A. Yawkey installed on its face as a love message to his wife, Jeanne R. Yawkey. Look carefully and you should be able to find the dashes and dots. Then brush up on your decoding skills and see if you can figure out what they mean.

More recently, the scoreboard and its narrow doorway entered into Red Sox lore for being the portal through which mascot Wally the Green Monster entered the world of humans and for being the portal through which former Sox left fielder Manny Ramirez would sneak when he needed to umm … relieve himself … during pitching changes. We should mention that there is not a bathroom inside the Wall. Manny was also known to occasionally play left field with a plastic water bottle protruding from his back pants pocket. We will let you figure that one out on your own, or, if you prefer, you may merely chalk it up to “Manny Being Manny,” as the saying went until New Englanders finally tired of Manny’s circus show.

Josh: Prostate problems are something a lot of men our age wrestle with. We should cut Manny some slack.

Kevin: Speak for yourself. In my book, peeing in the scoreboard is never acceptable.

Josh: I don’t have prostate problems.

Kevin: I didn’t say you did.

Josh: Oh. Well, I don’t. But if I did, I’d appreciate a little understanding.

THE CITGO SIGN

Although it’s not technically located inside Fenway, the glowing Citgo sign mounted upon a rooftop in Kenmore Square might as well be. Flashing its familiar red, white, and blue neon, it is the most prominent feature on the left-field skyline and seems to hover just above the Wall. It was originally installed in 1965 to capitalize on the crowds Fenway was attracting. In 1979, Massachusetts Governor Edward King pressured Citgo to turn off the sign as a symbol of energy conservation and it remained dark for four years before the gas company decided to remove it. But a contingent of Fenway residents claimed the sign was a fixture of the local landscape that shouldn’t be removed. While the Boston Landmarks Commission debated whether the sign should be declared a historic landmark, Citgo reversed course and decided to refurbish and re-illuminate the sign. It has been lit since 1983, excepting times in 2005 and 2010 when it was briefly dimmed to allow for the installation of more energy-efficient bulbs.



Monsters Aplenty

Aside from spawning backyard Wiffle Ball replicas throughout New England, Fenway’s Wall has been copied at several professional fields. The most notable of these from a Red Sox fan’s perspective are the facsimiles at JetBlue Park in Fort Myers, Florida, where the Red Sox have played their Spring Training games since 2012, Hadlock Field in Portland, Maine, where the Red Sox’ Double-A prospects play, and Fluor Field in Greenville, South Carolina, where the franchise’s Single-A prospects play. This is a savvy move. By the time aspiring Sox left-fielders, pitchers, and hitters reach the Show, they already know how a thirty-seven-foot-high fence in left field can change a game.

Although we do so with less enthusiasm, we must also mention that the Bucky Dent Baseball School in Delray Beach, Florida, also features a Monster replica. The highlight of Dent’s career came in 1978, of course, when he lifted the Yankees to victory in a one-game playoff at Fenway Park to determine the American League East crown. The winning blow came in the seventh inning when Dent lofted a Mike Torrez pitch into the screen for a three-run homer. To this day, Dent is referred to throughout New England as “Bucky F---ing Dent.” As for the biggest difference between the real Green Monster and Dent’s replica? Rather than featuring a slate scoreboard like the one in Boston, Dent’s scoreboard is painted onto the wall and frozen in time to appear exactly as it did after his home run. The line score shows that three runs have just crossed the plate for the Yankees, that number 21 (Torrez) is pitching for the Red Sox, and number 49 (Ron Guidry) is pitching for the Yankees.






THE PRU

On the right-field skyline, the Prudential Tower rises in the distance beyond the Bleachers. You’ll be able to see it if your seats are on the third base side. During the 1986 World Series, Boston’s corporate types displayed their yankee (with a lower case “y”) ingenuity when they turned the Pru into a giant billboard. A coordinated effort signaled “#1” in the form of office lights left on overnight. During the 2004 and 2007 World Series, the strategically illuminated offices read, “Go Sox.”

THE RED SEAT

The story of how a solitary red seat came to reside among the sea of green seats in Fenway’s Bleachers is a rather colorful one. The seat, which sits in the thirty-seventh row of Section 42, high above the visitors’ bullpen, became an unlikely Fenway landmark on a Sunday in June of 1946 when it was the landing spot of the longest home run in Fenway history. A fifty-six-year-old construction worker from Albany, New York, named Joseph Boucher was sitting on one of the actual bleacher benches that filled the Bleachers back then. And he was wearing a big straw hat to keep the late-afternoon sun out of his eyes. He squinted, but he didn’t quite see the 502-foot homer Ted Williams hit off Detroit’s Fred Hutchinson. Not until the last minute. That’s when the incoming projectile punched a hole in Boucher’s hat and left him with a bump on his noggin the size of a baseball. To ease Boucher’s suffering, Tom Yawkey awarded him season tickets for life. And the lifelong Yankee rooter, according to Red Sox lore anyway, cheered for the Red Sox forever after.

Decades later, when the Red Sox replaced the old benches with chair-backs in the 1970s, they decided to commemorate the spot where Boucher had been sitting. Local fans and sportswriters agreed no one had come close to hitting a ball that high into the bleachers since Williams, and so the newly minted red chair became the official marker of the longest homer in Fenway history. As a testament to Williams’s prowess, the seat easily withstood the onslaught of the Steroid Era, even as the admittedly juiced David Ortiz set a Red Sox record with fifty-four home runs in 2006.

RETIRED NUMBERS

According to the official Red Sox guidelines, players need accrue at least ten seasons in a Red Sox uniform and be enshrined in the National Baseball Hall of Fame before the team will consider taking their number out of circulation and hanging it on the green facing above the right field grandstands. For years, the only retired numbers were those of Bobby Doerr (1), Joe Cronin (4), Carl Yastrzemski (8), and Ted Williams (9).

Since the Henry group took over, though, the Red Sox have added three new retired numbers and have loosened the admission requirements a bit, even if the official criteria haven’t changed. Carlton Fisk (27) and Jim Rice (14) entered Cooperstown and got their due at Fenway, while “Mr. Red Sox” Johnny Pesky (6) got his due despite not being a member of the National Baseball Hall of Fame. Pesky was allowed this exemption owing to the fact that he had spent fifty-seven of his sixty-nine years in the game with the Red Sox—as a player, manager, and coach—at the time of his number’s retirement in 2008.

It remains to be seen whether Wade Boggs (26), who is officially eligible, and Roger Clemens (21), who will be eligible if he is elected to the Hall of Fame despite allegations that he used performance-enhancing drugs, will see their numbers retired in the Fens.

PESKY’S POLE

The right-field foul pole stands just 302 feet from home plate. Since the 1940s it has been called Pesky’s Pole thanks to Mel Parnell, who used to joke it was the only place in the majors where the light-hitting shortstop could reach the seats. For the record, Pesky hit six of his seventeen career long balls at Fenway. Today, fans sign their names on the Pole with magic markers as a sort of local tagging ritual. And a bronze plaque at the base of it—in Section 94, Row E—honors Pesky and the unusual landmark that bears his name.

FISK’S POLE

As for the foul pole affixed to the Green Monster, we’ve always thought it should be named in honor of the walk-off homer Fisk clanged off it in the twelfth inning of Game 6 of the 1975 World Series against the
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