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Dedication

THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO THE MEN WHO LIVE WITHIN ITS PAGES


All these were honored in their generation,

And were the glory of their times.

Ecclesiasticus 44:7
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OVERLEAF The Boston Red Sox in spring training at Hot Springs, Arkansas, in 1915. The Red Sox became the World Champions that year, so perhaps the steamroller on which they are posing is appropriate. (Germany Schaefer was not on the Red Sox—he just happened to be in town.)

In the photo are: (1) A fan, (2) Forrest Cady, (3) Chet Thomas, (4) Ground-keeper, (5) Smoky Joe Wood, (6) Carl Mays, (7) Germany Schaefer, (8) A fan, (9) Vean Gregg, (10) A fan, (11) A fan, (12) George Dauss, (13) Dutch Leonard, (14) Babe Ruth, (15) George Foster, (16) Guy Cooper, (17) Charlie Flanagan, (18) Heinie Wagner, (19) Ray Collins, (20) Ray Haley, (21) Rip Hagerman, (22) Joe Lannin (owner), (23) Bill Carrigan (manager), (24) Bill Sweeney, (25) Ernie Shore.
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Preface to the Enlarged Edition

THIS NEW enlarged edition of The Glory of Their Times contains the complete text and all the photographs that were in the original book, published in 1966, plus for the first time the first-person stories of four additional major-league players—George Gibson, Babe Herman, Specs Toporcer, and Hall of Famer Hank Greenberg.

The original tapes from which The Glory of Their Times was written are now themselves in the Baseball Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, New York. Indeed, it has even been suggested that publication of the book helped some of the men in it get elected to the Hall, because it stimulated renewed interest in the early days of the game and in the men who played then.

Goose Goslin, Stanley Coveleski, Rube Marquard, and Harry Hooper were all elected to the Hall of Fame after the book was published—the Goose in 1968, Stan Coveleski in 1969, and Rube Marquard and Harry Hooper in 1971. On the other hand, Sam Crawford, Edd Roush, and Paul Waner were Hall of Famers well before the book appeared.

Whether the book helped or not is questionable, but there is no doubt about the fact that Rube Marquard was the first Hall of Famer to learn of his election while on the high seas aboard the Queen Elizabeth 2. Rube was elected on January 30, 1971, by the Committee on Veterans, which bestowed on me the honor of communicating the good news to him. It took a while before the shore-to-ship phone was free, but eventually I got in touch with the QE2 and asked for Mr. Marquard. Rube wrote me about it on the following day:


Dear Larry:

I was the happiest and most surprised man in the world when I heard your voice yesterday telling me that I was voted into the Hall of Fame. The reason I didn’t say anything for so long was that I couldn’t. I was all choked up and tears were running down my cheeks.

Yesterday evening, a few hours after you called, everybody was dancing and having a good time and suddenly the Captain of the ship stopped the music and said he wanted to make an important announcement. He said they had a very prominent man on board who had just been elected to the Baseball Hall of Fame. His name is Rube Marquard and he is right here dancing with his wife.

Well, all hell broke loose, people yelling and clapping, and the band played “Take Me Out To The Ball Game.” I was so happy and Jane just loved it too. When we go to Cooperstown this summer, please come with us and be my guest.



Goose Goslin’s experience was somewhat less rapturous. The Goose was elected to the Hall of Fame by the Committee on Veterans in January of 1968. The Cooperstown induction was scheduled for Monday morning, July 22, and the Goose joyously made plans for his big day. “You be sure to be there,” he said to me on the phone. “We’ll have a wonderful time.”

Both of us arrived at Cooperstown on Sunday evening, the day before the ceremonies, the Goose accompanied by some relatives and close friends from home in southern New Jersey. He and his party happily established themselves in several beautiful rooms at the Otesaga Hotel, a few blocks from the Hall of Fame, and all of us enjoyed a bountiful meal, with many toasts, as we awaited the day of days.

Monday dawned warm and beautiful. A large crowd was already on hand as we arrived at the Hall of Fame at ten in the morning. At the appropriate time, General William D. Eckert, then the Commissioner of Baseball, introduced the Goose and presented him with a replica of the plaque that would stand forever in his honor, in close proximity to those of Babe Ruth, Ty Cobb, and Walter Johnson.

The Goose, his eyes wet, tried to maintain his composure. “I want to thank God, who gave me the health and strength to compete with those great players,” he said. Then he started to cry and couldn’t continue, until the gentle hand of the commissioner and the applause of the crowd restored his self-control. “I will never forget this moment,” he concluded. “I will take the memory of this day to my grave.”

Finally, we made our way back to the hotel, where a buffet luncheon had been prepared for the new inductees and their guests. Although the lunch was excellent, the Goose could hardly eat because of his exhilaration, not to mention the steady stream of interruptions by congratulatory old friends and autograph seekers.

After lunch we returned to the room and began to make plans for the afternoon and evening. “I think I’ll take a nap for an hour or so,” the Goose said. “Then let’s all walk back to the Hall and take a good look at it.”

Before anyone could answer, however, the phone rang. It was the room clerk. “You’ll have to vacate your rooms within the hour, Mr. Goslin,” he said. “We have a convention arriving and people are already waiting in the lobby for your rooms.”

“What are you talking about?” the Goose protested. “I’m not leaving until tomorrow. It’s a long drive home and I’m tired. We expected to stay overnight.”

“I’m sorry,” said the clerk. “But when we wrote you several months ago we told you that we had reserved your rooms for Sunday night only, and that if you or any of your party wanted to stay longer you’d have to let us know. Since we never heard from you, we assigned your rooms to someone else for tonight.”

The Goose was stunned. He phoned Ken Smith, the Hall of Fame’s director, Paul Kerr, its president, and everyone else he could think of. But no one, not even Commissioner Eckert, could help. There simply were no vacancies in the Otesaga, or in any other hotel or motel within 20 miles. The Goose had no choice. He had to leave Cooperstown.

And so it happened that on his great day, July 22, 1968, Leon Allen Goslin was honored, acclaimed, and applauded in the morning—and unceremoniously ejected from his hotel room that same afternoon. Sic transit gloria mundi!

To do the interviews for The Glory of Their Times, I traveled 75,000 miles searching for the heroes of a bygone era. They were not easy to find. The teams they played for had lost track of them decades ago, and there was no central source of information. Modern players are relatively easy to locate. Since they are entitled to pension benefits, the Players Association keeps track of their whereabouts. But there were no pensions for those I was seeking, and often no Social Security either.

In desperation, I consulted old baseball record books, which usually contained information on date and place of birth. Then I went to the New York Public Library’s collection of up-to-date municipal telephone directories. I reasoned that many of these men might well have returned to their home towns after their playing days were over, and even if they hadn’t, relatives might still be living there who could help me.

Surprisingly, this worked. More often than not the home-town telephone book had a listing for the last name of the person I was looking for, and generally it was a close or distant relative of the old ballplayer. If they didn’t know where he was, they at least knew some other member of the family who did.

Not that it was any bed of roses from there on in. Far from it. As a case in point, for example, consider the tracking down of Sam Crawford, the top long-ball hitter of the early 1900’s. I was told that Sam lived in Los Angeles, but when I arrived at the address, his wife, somewhat startled, said he hadn’t been there in months. Sam didn’t like big cities, she said, so she seldom saw him. Well, then, where could I find him? Oh, she couldn’t tell me that; he’d be furious. Sam loved peace and quiet…and, above all, he wanted privacy.

After I pleaded for hours, Mrs. Crawford relented somewhat. She wouldn’t tell me exactly where he was, but there was probably no harm in giving me “one small hint.” If I drove north somewhere between 175 and 225 miles, I’d be “warm.” Oh yes, she inadvertently dropped one more clue—Sam Crawford, the giant who had once terrorized American League pitchers, enjoyed two things above all: tending his garden and watching the evening sun set over the Pacific Ocean.

A long drive and inquiries at post offices, real-estate agencies, and grocery stores placed me, two days later, in the small town of Baywood Park, California, halfway between Los Angeles and San Francisco. For the next two days, however, I made no further progress. On the morning of the fifth day, frustrated and disappointed, I took some wash to the local Laundromat and disgustedly sat watching the clothes spin. Seated next to me was a tall, elderly gentleman reading a frayed paperback. Idly, I asked if he had ever heard of Sam Crawford, the old ballplayer.

“Well, I should certainly hope so,” he said, “bein’ as I’m him.”

I sometimes wonder what could have prompted me to embark on such a strange crusade, searching the highways and byways of America for old ballplayers, a quest that preoccupied me for the better part of six years. For a long time I thought my travels had been inspired by the death of Ty Cobb in 1961 and that I was pursuing a social goal, recording for posterity the remembrances of a sport that had played such a significant role in American life in the early years of the twentieth century.

But now, on reflection two decades later, I don’t think my journey had much to do with social purposes. Deep down, it was a quest of a more personal nature. It so happens that my own father died at about the same time as Ty Cobb. Still vivid in my memory is the day, when I was nine years old, that my father took me by the hand to my first big-league baseball game. It seems to me now that I was trying to recapture that unforgettable ritual of childhood and draw closer to a father I would never see again—and I think that, through The Glory of Their Times, I somehow succeeded.

LAWRENCE S. RITTER

1984





Original Preface

THIS IS A book about the early days of baseball. It is a book about what it was like and how it felt to be a baseball player at the turn of the century and in the decades shortly thereafter. At least that was my intent when I began working on the book five years and 75,000 miles ago. But now that it has been completed, I am not so sure.

Without implying comparison, I am reminded of Melville’s Moby Dick. What is Moby Dick about? Is it a book about whaling in the nineteenth century? Indeed it is. It probably contains more information on the subject than any learned treatise written before or since. Nevertheless, any schoolboy knows that Moby Dick is not really about whaling. It is about man’s hopes, his struggles, his triumphs, and his failures. It is about trying to attain the unattainable—and sometimes making it. And, on its own terms, that is also what this book is about.

So is this a book about the early days of baseball, or isn’t it? It most assuredly is. It is about Ed Delahanty running away from home in 1887, about Honus Wagner playing third base with a first baseman’s glove in 1898, about Ty Cobb coming up from the South with a chip on his shoulder in 1905. It is about Walter Johnson and Christy Mathewson, Babe Ruth and Rube Waddell, John McGraw and Frank Chance, Home Run Baker and Wee Willie Keeler.

But it is about much more as well, because what baseball was like in the early days is told here by the players themselves, by the men who —wearing tiny gloves, wielding heavy bats, attired in uniform shirts with upturned collars and sleeves below the elbows—were playing in major-league baseball games 50, 60, and almost 70 years ago. These are their life stories, told in their words. And in recalling those days, in remembering what their teammates and their opponents were like, in reminiscing about their victories and their defeats, they re-create with dramatic impact the sights and sounds, the vigor and the vitality, of an era that can never return. Here is what it felt like to be young and a big leaguer in a high-spirited country a long time ago.

The narratives contained in this book are chronicles of men who chased a dream and, at least for a time, caught up with it and lived it. They were pioneers, in every sense of the word, engaged in a pursuit in which only the most skilled, the most determined, and, above all, the most rugged survived. They entered an endeavor which lacked social respectability, and when they left it, it was America’s National Game. They are proud of what they did, and they talk of it with enthusiasm in their voices and happiness in their eyes.

This is also the story of America at the turn of the century and prior to World War I. Jacques Barzun, the distinguished Columbia University philosopher, wrote that “whoever wants to know the heart and mind of America had better learn baseball.” Here, illustrated in microcosm, is the exuberance and unbounded optimism of a nation confident of its ability to shape the future to its will and mold its own destiny. In the days of Teddy Roosevelt a man’s fate was seen as his own doing, and individual initiative and hard work were viewed as the pathways to success. At that time the words “welfare state,” “corporate image,” and “organization man” were not even a part of the language. So it was in baseball as in America at large.

Most history, whether of baseball or of war, is written many years after the event by outsiders desperately trying to reconstruct the way things were. This book has been written by the participants themselves. For them, yesterday, their day of glory, has more immediacy than today. They do not have to reconstruct. All they have to do is recollect. They do not have to try to imagine what it would have been like. They were there. They do not have to try to analyze yesterday from the perspective of today. To them, today is strange and different, and the way it used to be is the natural way. They are more used to analyzing today from the vantage point of yesterday.

Of course, this book was really not “written” at all. It was spoken. And, as spoken literature, it is characterized by the simplicity and directness of the spoken word as contrasted with the written word. My role was strictly that of catalyst, audience, and chronicler. I asked and listened, and the tape recorder did the rest.

I first thought of this book back in 1961, when Ty Cobb died in Atlanta, Georgia, at the age of seventy-four. It seemed to me then that someone should do something, and do it quickly, to record for the future the remembrances of a sport that has played such a significant role in American life. Ty Cobb symbolized America from the turn of the century to World War I perhaps better than any other single figure, just as Babe Ruth symbolized America between the wars and, in so many ways, Mantle, Mays, and Koufax do today.

It seemed obvious that there was only one way to go about this, and that was to take a tape recorder and go and talk to as many old-time ball players as one could find and ask them what it was like. Of course, there are not very many men still alive today who played major-league baseball as long ago as about 1910. A twenty-five-year-old in 1910 would be over eighty today. Furthermore, I did not know where they were, what kind of people they would be, or how they would receive me, a person who had never been professionally involved in baseball in any way.

Since then I have traveled over 75,000 miles throughout the United States and Canada, and have spent countless hours reliving the legend that baseball in the early decades of the century has come to be. We talked in modest, middle-class homes, in elegantly furnished mansions, and in run-down shacks. We talked on farms and in cities. We talked in 100° heat and in 10° below zero cold. We talked for two hours and we talked for twelve: and although I had no idea what to expect when I started out, what I found was a group of friendly and intelligent men who were not only delighted to talk about their experiences, but who were also able to articulate them in such a way as to bring them vividly alive today, often half a century or more after the fact. They re-created their lives and those of their contemporaries with warmth, insight and compassion. They told their stories with pride and with dignity, and also with joy.

They talked not only about what it was like to be a baseball player in the early days, but also about what it was like just to be alive then; about how they got started, and about how they felt when, at the age of thirty-five or so, they found that they were too old to continue playing; about what their contemporaries were like as ballplayers, and what they were like as human beings—all with a sense of drama and urgency that could not have been surpassed had it been about this morning’s headlines.

These autobiographies are reproduced here as they were told to me between 1962 and 1966. I had feared that the presence of a tape recorder would be inhibiting, but it was not. It was always placed in an inconspicuous spot where neither of us could see it, and invariably it was soon forgotten. I was quite surprised that not one person objected to its being there.

In preparing these interviews for publication I have done very little editing of the tapes. I have eliminated my questions and comments and have selected and rearranged the material to make it more comprehensible than the verbatim transcript of a six-hour conversation could possibly be. Also, because of space limitations and inevitable repetitions, I have deleted a good deal of material in order to reduce hundreds of hours of tape to manageable proportions and to improve the readability of the book as a whole. By and large, however, the editing has been minor, and I do not believe it in any way diminishes the authenticity of what remains. This is their story, told in their own way, and in their own words.

The reader may wonder at the detail contained in these narrations, the near total recall of events that took place a half century or more ago. If so, he can join me in that wonderment. The memory of man is a remarkable storehouse indeed. Many of the people I talked to had to think longer to get the names of all their great-grandchildren straight than they did to run down the batting order of the 1906 Chicago Cubs. Psychologists assure me, however, that it is not at all unusual as one gets older for the more distant past to be remembered more clearly than what happened three weeks ago, especially if the distant past was particularly memorable.

Initially skeptical, I spent weeks checking a great deal of what was told me. I pored through record books and searched out old newspapers and other primary sources to verify a fact or an incident. But almost without exception I found that the event took place almost precisely as it had been described. And in those instances where something had been added, the embellishments invariably were those of the artist: they served to dramatize a point, to emphasize a contrast, or to reveal a truth.

This, then, is the way it was.

Listen!

LAWRENCE S. RITTER

1966





1 Rube Marquard

MY NICKNAME being what it is, you probably automatically assume I must have been a country boy. That’s what most people figure. But it’s not so. Fact is, my father was the Chief Engineer of the city of Cleveland, and that’s where I was born and reared.

Then how come I’m called “Rube”? Well, I’ll get to that. But let me tell you about my father first. Like I say, he was the Chief Engineer of the city of Cleveland. As far as he was concerned, the only important thing was for me to get a good education. But as far back as I can remember all I could think of, morning, noon, and night, was baseball.

“Now listen,” Dad would say, “I want you to cut this out and pay attention to your studies. I want you to go to college when you’re through high school, and I don’t want any foolishness about it. Without an education you won’t be able to get a good job, and then you’ll never amount to anything.”

“I already have a job,” I’d say.

“You’ve got a job? What are you talking about?”

“I’m going to be a ballplayer.”

“A ballplayer?” he’d say, and throw his hands up in the air. “What do you mean? How can you make a living being a ballplayer? I don’t understand why a grown man would wear those funny-looking suits in the first place.”

“Well,” I’d answer, “you see policemen with uniforms on, and other people like that. They change after they’re through working. It’s the same way with ballplayers.”

“Ha! Do ballplayers get paid?”

“Yes, they get paid.”

“I don’t believe it!”

And round and round we’d go. We’d have exactly the same argument at least once a week. Sometimes my grandfather—my father’s father—would get involved in it. He liked baseball and he’d take my side.

“Listen,” he’d say to my father, “when you were a youngster I wanted you to be something, too. I wanted you to be a stonecutter, same as I was when I came over from the old country. But no, you wouldn’t listen. You wanted to be an engineer. So you became an engineer. Now Richard wants to be a baseball player. He’s so determined that nothing is going to stop him. Let’s give him a chance and see what he can do.”

But Dad would never listen. “Ballplayers are no good,” he’d say, “and they never will be any good.”

And with that he’d slam the door and go outside and sit on the porch, and not talk to either my grandfather or me for the rest of the evening.

The thing is, I was always very tall for my age. I had three brothers and a sister, and my sister was the shortest of the five of us. She grew to be six feet two. So I was always hanging around the older kids and playing ball with them instead of with kids my own age. When I was about thirteen I used to carry bats for Napoleon Lajoie and Elmer Flick and Terry Turner and a lot of the other Cleveland Indians. They weren’t called the Indians then. They were called the Cleveland Bronchos and then the Naps, after Napoleon Lajoie. After the regular season was over, a lot of them would barnstorm around the Cleveland area, and sometimes I’d be their bat boy.

Then later I even pitched a few games for Bill Bradley’s Boo Gang. Bill Bradley was the Cleveland third baseman—one of the greatest who ever lived—and he also barnstormed with his Boo Gang after the season was over. So by the time I was only fifteen or sixteen I knew a lot of ballplayers, and I had my heart set on becoming a Big Leaguer myself.

One of my friends was a catcher named Howard Wakefield. He was about five years older than I was. In 1906 he was playing for the Waterloo club in the Iowa State League, and that summer—when I was only sixteen—I got a letter from him.

“We can use a good left-handed pitcher,” the letter said, “and if you want to come to Waterloo I’ll recommend you to the manager.” I think Howard thought that I was at least eighteen or nineteen, because I was so big for my age.

I wrote Howard that my Dad didn’t want me to play ball, so I didn’t think he’d give me the money to go. If I asked him, he’d probably hit me over the head with something. Except for that, I was ready to go. Now if they could possibly arrange to send me some money for transportation….

Well, pretty soon I got a telegram from the Waterloo manager. He said: “You’ve been recommended very highly by Howard Wakefield. I’d like you to come out here and try out with us. If you make good, then we’ll reimburse you for your transportation and give you a contract.”

Of course, that wasn’t much of an improvement over Howard’s letter. So I went upstairs to my room and closed the door and wrote back a long letter to the manager, explaining that I didn’t have any money for transportation. But if he sent me an advance right now for transportation, then I’d take the next train to Waterloo and he could take it off my salary later on, after I made good. I didn’t have the slightest doubt that I would make good. And, of course, I didn’t mention that I was only sixteen years old.

I mailed the letter to Iowa, and then I waited on pins and needles for an answer. Every day I had to be the first one to get at the mail, because if anyone else saw a letter to me from the Waterloo ball club that would have been enough to alert Dad to what was going on and I’d have been sunk. So every day I waited for the first sight of the mailman and tried to get to him before he reached the house.

As it turned out, I could have saved myself a lot of worrying. Because no letter ever came. Three weeks passed and still no answer. I couldn’t understand what had gone wrong. Maybe it was against the rules to send transportation money to somebody not yet under contract? Maybe they didn’t know how good I really was? Maybe this and maybe that.

Finally, I just couldn’t stand it anymore. I gave some excuse to my folks about where I was going—like on an overnight camping trip with the Boy Scouts—and I took off for Waterloo, Iowa, on my own.

From Cleveland, Ohio, I bummed my way to Waterloo, Iowa. I was sixteen years old and I’d never been away from home before. It took me five days and five nights, riding freight trains, sleeping in open fields, hitching rides any way I could. My money ran out on the third day, and after that I ate when and how I could.

Finally, though, I arrived at my destination. It was early in the evening of the fifth day. The freight slowly drew into the Illinois Central station at Waterloo, Iowa, and just before it stopped I jumped off and went head over heels right in front of the passenger house. I hardly had time to pick myself up off the ground before the stationmaster grabbed me.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he growled. “Come on, get out of here before I run you in.”

“No,” I said, “I’m reporting to the Waterloo ball club.”

“You’re what?” he says. “My God, did you ever wash your face?”

“Yes I did,” I said, “but I’ve been traveling five days and five nights and I’m anxious to get to the ball park. Where do the ballplayers hang around?”

[image: image]

The railroad station at Waterloo, Iowa, in 1906: “I jumped off the train and went head over heels right in front of the passenger house.”

“At the Smoke Shop,” he said, “down the street about half a mile. If you walk down there probably whoever you’re looking for will be there.”

So I thanked him and told him I’d see that he got a free pass to the ball game as soon as I got settled, and started off for the Smoke Shop. It turned out that two brothers owned the Smoke Shop, and they also owned the ball club. One of them was behind the counter when I walked in. He took one look at me and let out a roar.

“What are you doing in here?” he yelled. “This is a respectable place. Get out of here.”

“Wait a minute,” I said. “I’ve got a telegram from the manager of the ball club to report here, and if I make good I’ll get a contract.”

“Are you kidding?” he said. “Who in the world ever recommended you?”

“Howard Wakefield did.”

“Well,” he said, “Wakefield is in back shooting billiards. We’ll soon settle this!”

“I’d like to go back and see him,” I said.

“Don’t you go back there,” he shouted. “You’ll drive everybody out. Did you ever take a bath?”

“Of course I did,” I said, “but I’ve bummed my way here and I haven’t had a chance to clean up yet.”

So he called to the back and in a minute out came Howard. “Holy Cripes!” he said. “What happened to you?”

I was explaining it to him when in came Mr. Frisbee, the manager, and I was introduced to him. “I received your telegram,” I said. “I didn’t have enough money to come first class or anything like that, but here I am.”

“Keokuk is here tomorrow,” he said, “and we’ll pitch you.”

“Tomorrow? You don’t want me to pitch tomorrow, after what I’ve been through?”

“Tomorrow or never, young fellow!”

“All right,” I said. “But could I have $5 in advance so I can get a clean shirt or something?”

“After the game tomorrow,” he said, and walked away.

So Howard took me to his rooming house, and I cleaned up there and had something to eat, and they let me sleep on an extra cot they had.

The next day we went out to the ball park and I was introduced to the players and given a uniform that was too small for me. The Keokuk team was shagging balls while I warmed up, and they kept making comments about green rookies and bushers and how they’d knock me out of the box in the first inning. Oh, I felt terrible. I had an awful headache and I was exhausted. But I was determined to show them that I could make good, and I went out there and won that game, 6–1.

With that I felt sure I’d be offered a contract. So after the game I went to Mr. Frisbee and said, “Well, I showed you I could deliver the goods. Can we talk about a contract now?”

“Oh,” he said, “Keokuk is in last place. Wait until Oskaloosa comes in this weekend. They’re in second place. They’re a tough team, and if you can beat them then we’ll talk.”

“Can’t I get any money, any advance money, on my contract?” I asked him.

“You haven’t got a contract,” he said.

“All right,” I said, and I didn’t say another word.

That evening I didn’t say anything to anybody. But when it got dark I went down to the railroad station, and the same stationmaster was there.

“Hey,” he said, “you pitched a fine game today. I was there and you did a great job. What are you doing back here? Did you come to give me that free ticket you promised me?”

“No, I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m going back home to Cleveland, and I want to know what time a freight comes by.” And I explained to him everything that had happened.

He was very nice to me, and after we talked awhile he said, “Look, this train comes in at one o’clock in the morning and the engine unhooks and goes down to the water tower. When it does, you sneak into the baggage compartment, and meanwhile I’ll talk to the baggage man before the engine gets hooked up again. Then when the train pulls out and is about five miles out of town he’ll open the baggage door and let you out.”

So that all happened, and when we were five miles out of town the door opened and the baggage man appeared. I talked with him all the way to Chicago, and as we got close to the yards he said to me, “OK, you better get ready to jump now. There are a lot of detectives around here and if you’re not careful they’ll grab you and throw you in jail. So once you get on the ground, don’t hesitate. Beat it away from here as fast as you can.”

The baggage man must have told the engineer about me, because we slowed down to a crawl just before we approached the Chicago yards, and off I jumped. I got out of there quick and took off down the street. I don’t know what street it was, and I’m not sure where I was headed, but I do remember that I was awfully tired. It was the middle of the morning and I had hardly slept a wink the night before.

I’d walked about three or four blocks when I passed by a fire engine house. Evidently all the firemen were out at a fire, because the place was empty. I was tired, so I went in and sat down. Well, they had a big-bellied iron stove in there, and it was warm, and I guess I must have fallen asleep, because the next thing I knew a couple of firemen were shaking me and doing everything they could to wake me up. They called me a bum and a lot of other names, and told me to get out of there or they’d have me thrown in jail.

“I’m no bum,” I said, “I’m a ballplayer.”

“What, you a ballplayer! Where did you ever play?”

So I told them: Cleveland, around the sandlots, and in Waterloo, Iowa, too. And I told them all about it.

They still didn’t really believe me. They asked me did I know Three-Fingered Brown, Tinker, Evers, Chance, and all those fellows.

“No,” I said, “I don’t know them. But some day I’ll be playing with them, or against them, because I’m going to get in the Big Leagues.”

“Where are you going now?” they asked me.

“Back home to Cleveland.”

“Have you got any money?”

“No.”

So they got up a little pool of about $5 and said, “Well, on your way. And use this to get something to eat.”

I thanked them, and as I left I told them that some day I’d be back. “When I get to the Big Leagues,” I said, “I’m coming out to visit you when we get to Chicago.”

And home I went. I played around home all the rest of that summer, and then the next summer, 1907, I got a job with an ice-cream company in Cleveland. I made $25 a week: $15 for checking the cans on the truck that would take the ice cream away, and $10 a Sunday, when I pitched for the company team. It was a good team. We played the best semipro clubs in the Cleveland area, and I beat them all. I was only seventeen, but I hardly lost a game.

Then one day I got a postal card from the Cleveland ball club, asking me to come in and talk to them. Mr. Kilfoyl and Mr. Somers, the owners of the club, wanted to see me.

My Dad saw the card. “I see you still want to be a ballplayer,” he said.

“Yes, I do. And I’m going to be a great one, too. You wait and see. Some day you’re going to be proud of me.”

“Yeah,” he said, “proud of nothing.”

But I went to the Cleveland club’s office anyway, and Mr. Kilfoyl and Mr. Somers were both there.

“I received your card,” I said. “You know, you got me in a little jam. My dad doesn’t want me to be a ballplayer.”

“Don’t you worry,” Mr. Kilfoyl said, “after you sign with us and get into the Big Leagues he’ll think differently about it.”

“Well,” I said, “I’m not signing with you or anybody else until I hear what you’re offering. I’ve been taken advantage of before, and it’s not going to happen again. I know a lot of ballplayers and they always tell me not to sign with anybody unless I get a good salary. They all tell me you better get it when you’re young, ’cause you sure won’t get it when you’re old.”

“That’s a lot of nonsense,” Mr. Kilfoyl said. “Don’t you worry. We’ll treat you right. We’ll give you $100 a month. That’s a wonderful offer.”

“I think he’ll be overpaid,” Mr. Somers says.

“I don’t think that’s so wonderful,” I said. “And as for being overpaid, I get that much right now from the ice-cream company, and in addition I get to eat all the ice cream I want.”

They wouldn’t increase their price, and I wouldn’t reduce mine, so I left and went home. On the way home, though, I stopped in this sporting-goods store at 724 Prospect Avenue. It was owned by Bill Bradley and Charlie Carr, and was a popular hangout for ballplayers. Bill Bradley, of course, played third base for Cleveland, and Charlie Carr managed and played first base for Indianapolis in the American Association.

When I walked in the door Bill Bradley said, “Hello, Big Leaguer, I understand the boss wants to sign you up.”

“Not me,” I said, “he wouldn’t pay me as much as I already make with the ice-cream company.”

“You know, I manage the Indianapolis club,” Charlie Carr said.

“I know that.”

“How would you like to sign with me?”

“You’re in the minor leagues,” I said. “If a major-league club won’t pay me what I want, how could you do it?”

“How much do you want?”

I took a deep breath. “Two hundred a month.”

“Wow! You want all the money, don’t you!” he said.

“No, but you want a good pitcher, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Well,” I said, “I’m one.”

And darned if he didn’t agree to it. So right then and there I signed my first professional contract, with Indianapolis of the American Association.

When I got home that night I had to tell my Dad about it, because I was to leave for Indianapolis the next day. Oh, that was a terrible night. Finally, Dad said, “Now listen, I’ve told you time and time again that I don’t want you to be a professional ballplayer. But you’ve got your mind made up. Now I’m going to tell you something: when you cross that threshold, don’t come back. I don’t ever want to see you again.”

“You don’t mean that, Dad,” I said.

“Yes I do.”

“Well, I’m going,” I said, “and some day you’ll be proud of me.”

“Proud!” he said. “You’re breaking my heart, and I don’t ever want to see you again.”

“I won’t break your heart,” I said. “I’ll add more years to your life. You wait and see.”

So I went to Indianapolis. They optioned me out to Canton in the Central League for the rest of the 1907 season, and I won 23 games with them, which was one-third of all the games the Canton club won that year.

Next year—that would be 1908—I went to spring training with the Indianapolis club. We went to French Lick Springs, Indiana. After three weeks there we went back to Indianapolis and played a few exhibition games before the season opened. Well, believe it or not, the first club to come in for an exhibition game was the Cleveland team: Napoleon Lajoie, Terry Turner, Elmer Flick, George Stovall, and the whole bunch that I used to carry bats for. When they came on the field I was already warming up.

“Hey, what are you doing here?” a couple of them yelled at me. “Are you the bat boy here?”

“No,” I said, “I’m a pitcher.”

“You, a pitcher? Who do you think you’re kidding?”

“Just ask Bill Bradley. He was there when I signed my first contract. You’ll see, I’m going to pitch against you guys today, and I’m going to beat you, too.”

“Beat us! Busher, you couldn’t beat a drum!”

So then Bill Bradley came over and said hello. As he was leaving he said, “Richard, you’re a nice boy, so I want to give you some advice before today’s game. Be careful of the Frenchman.” He meant Napoleon Lajoie. He said, “The Frenchman is very sharp and he’s been hitting terrific line drives this past week. He’s almost killed three of our own  pitchers in practice, so there’s no telling what he’ll do in a real game, even if it is just an exhibition game.”
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Rube Marquard

I thanked him, of course, and went back to warming up. Well, I pitched the whole nine innings and beat them, 2–0. Lajoie got two hits off me, and I think George Stovall got a couple, but I shut them out—and I wasn’t killed, either.

That night Charlie Carr called me over. “You know,” he said, “a funny thing just happened. Mr. Somers, the owner of the Cleveland club, just came over to my hotel room and wanted to buy you. He offered me $3,500 for your contract with the understanding that you’d stay here all season, to get more experience, and then you would join the Cleveland club next year.”

“Charlie,” I said, “if you sell me to Somers I’m going right back to the ice-cream company. He had first chance to get me, and he wouldn’t give me what I deserved. I won’t play for Cleveland, no matter what.”

“OK,” he said, “don’t worry. I won’t sell you. Later on I’ll be able to sell you for a lot more, anyway.”

On opening day Kansas City was at Indianapolis, and I pitched the opening game. I won, 2–1, and that evening the story in the Indianapolis Star read like this: “The American Association season opened up today, and it was a beautiful game between two fine teams. Each had great pitching, with an eighteen-year-old right-hander pitching for Kansas City and an eighteen-year-old left-hander for the home team. The right-hander with Kansas City looks like he’s going to develop into a great pitcher. They call him Smoky Joe Wood. But we have a left-hander with Indianapolis who is going places, too. He resembles one of the great left-handed pitchers of all time: Rube Waddell.” And from that day on they nicknamed me “Rube.”

I had a wonderful season that year with Indianapolis. I pitched 47 complete games, won 28 of them, led the league in most strikeouts, least hits, most innings pitched, and everything. Occasionally what I’d do would be reported in the Cleveland papers, and friends of mine would tell me that they’d pass by the house and see Dad sitting on the porch.

“Well, Fred,” they’d say—that was my Dad’s name, Fred—“did you see what your son Rube did yesterday?”

“Who are you talking about?” he’d say. “Rube who?”

“Your son, Richard.”

“I told him baseball was no good,” my Dad would reply. “Now they’ve even gone and changed his name!”

Anyway, I had a terrific year with Indianapolis, like I said. Late in the season we went into Columbus, Ohio, and Charlie Carr came up to me before the game.

“Rube,” he said, “there are going to be an awful lot of celebrities here at the game today. The American and National Leagues both have an off-day, and they’re all coming to see you pitch. If you pitch a good game I may be able to sell you before the night is out.”

“For how much?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said, “but a lot. It depends on what kind of game you pitch.”

“Will you cut me in?”

“No, I won’t,” he said. “You’re getting a good salary and you know it.”

“OK,” I said, “I was only kidding anyway.”

“I don’t want you to get nervous today,” he said.

“Nervous? Have I ever been nervous all season?”

“No,” he said. “I’ve been in baseball a long time and I never saw anything like it. I never saw a kid like you, who can beat anybody and is so successful.”

“Well,” I said, “the reason I’m so successful is because I can beat anybody.”

I went out there that day and I pitched one of those unusual games: no hits, no runs, no errors. Twenty-seven men faced me and not one of them got to first base. And that evening in Columbus they put me up for sale, with all the Big-League clubs bidding on me, like a horse being auctioned off. The Cleveland club went as high as $10,500 for my contract, but the Giants went to $11,000, and I was sold to them. At that time that was the highest price ever paid for a baseball player.

I reported to the New York Giants in September of 1908, as soon as the American Association season was over. I was eighteen years old and I was in the Big Leagues!

I came up too late in the season to make a trip to Chicago with the Giants that year, but the next season we made our first trip to Chicago the second week in June. And the first thing I did, as soon as I got there, was to make a beeline for that firehouse.

The only one there when I first got there was the lieutenant. I walked up to him and said, “Lieutenant, do you remember me?”

“Never saw you before in my life,” he said.

“Well, remember about three years ago you caught me sleeping back of that stove there?”

“Oh, are you the kid from Cleveland that said he’s a ballplayer?”

“Yes. Remember me? My name is Marquard, Richard Marquard.”

“Of course. What are you doing here?”

“I’m in the Big Leagues,” I said. “I told you when I got to the Big Leagues I was coming out to visit you.”

“Well, I’ll be darned,” he said. “Who are you with?”

“Why, I’m with the New York Giants.”

And boy, for years after that, whenever the Giants would come to Chicago I’d go out to that firehouse. I’d sit out front and talk for hours. The firemen would have all the kids in the neighborhood there…and all the families that lived around would stop by…and it was really wonderful. Everybody was so nice and friendly. Gee, I used to enjoy that. It was a great thrill for me.

Actually, every single day of all the years I spent in the Big Leagues was a thrill for me. It was like a dream come true. I was in the Big Leagues for eighteen years, you know, from 1908 through 1925. I was with the Giants until 1915, with the Dodgers for five years after that, with Cincinnati for one year, and then with the Boston Braves for four. And I loved every single minute of it.

The best years of all were those with the Giants. I don’t mean because those were my best pitching years, although they were. In 1911 I won 24 games and lost only 7, and in 1912 I won 26. That’s the year I won 19 straight—I didn’t lose a single game in 1912 until July 8!

Actually, I won 20 straight, not 19, but because of the way they scored then I didn’t get credit for one of them. I relieved Jeff Tesreau in the eighth inning of a game one day, with the Giants behind, 3–2. In the ninth inning Heinie Groh singled and Art Wilson homered, and we won, 4–3. But they gave Tesreau credit for the victory instead of me. Except for that it would have been 20 straight wins, not 19. Well, at any rate that record has stood up for a long time now. Over fifty years.

And, of course, I had other great years with the Giants, too. In 1914 I beat Babe Adams and the Pirates in a 21-inning game, 3–1. Both of us went the entire distance that day, all 21 innings. And in 1915 I pitched a no-hitter against Brooklyn and beat Nap Rucker, 2–0.

But that isn’t why I remember my years with the Giants best. Maybe it’s because that was my first club. I don’t know. Whatever the reason, though, it was wonderful to be a Giant back then, from 1908 to 1915.

Take Mr. McGraw. What a great man he was! The finest and grandest man I ever met. He loved his players and his players loved him. Of course, he wouldn’t stand for any nonsense. You had to live up to the rules and regulations of the New York Giants, and when he laid down the law you’d better abide by it.

I’ll never forget one day we were playing Pittsburgh, and it was Red Murray’s turn to bat, with the score tied in the ninth inning. There was a man on second with none out. Murray came over to McGraw—I was sitting next to McGraw on the bench—and he said, “What do you want me to do, Mac?”

“What do I want you to do?” McGraw said. “What are you doing in the National League? There’s the winning run on second base and no one out. What would you do if you were the manager?”

“I’d sacrifice the man to third,” Murray said.

“Well,” McGraw said, “that’s exactly what I want you to do.”

So Murray went up to the plate to bunt. After he got to the batter’s box, though, he backed out and looked over at McGraw again.

McGraw poked his elbow in my ribs. “Look at that so-and-so,” he said. “He told me what he should do, and I told him what he should do, and now he’s undecided. I bet he forgot from the bench to the plate.”

Now, in those days—and I guess it’s the same now—when a man was up there to bunt the pitcher would try to keep the ball high and tight. Well, it so happened that Red was a high-ball hitter. Howie Camnitz was pitching for Pittsburgh. He wound up and in came the ball, shoulder high. Murray took a terrific cut at it and the ball went over the left-field fence. It was a home run and the game was over.

Back in the clubhouse Murray was happy as a lark. He was first into the showers, and out boomed his wonderful Irish tenor, singing “My Wild Irish Rose.” When he came out of the shower, still singing, McGraw walked over and tapped him on the shoulder. All of us were watching out of the corner of our eyes, because we knew The Little Round Man—that’s what we used to call McGraw—wouldn’t let this one go by without saying something.

“Murray, what did I tell you to do?” McGraw asked him.

“You told me to bunt,” Murray said, not looking quite so happy anymore. “But you know what happened, Mac. Camnitz put one right in my gut, so I cow-tailed it.”

“Where did you say he put it?”

“Right in my gut,” Murray says again.

“Well,” McGraw said, “I’m fining you $100, and you can try putting that right in your gut, too!” And off he went.

Oh, God, I never laughed so much in my life! Murray never did live that down. Years later something would happen and we’d yell to Murray, “Hey Red, is that right in your gut?”

There were a lot of grand guys on that club: Christy Mathewson and Chief Meyers, Larry Doyle and Fred Snodgrass, Al Bridwell and Bugs Raymond. Bugs Raymond! What a terrific spitball pitcher he was. Bugs drank a lot, you know, and sometimes it seemed like the more he drank the better he pitched. They used to say he didn’t spit on the ball: he blew his breath on it, and the ball would come up drunk.

Actually, there was very little drinking in baseball in those days. Myself, I’ve never smoked or taken a drink in my life to this day. I always said you can’t burn the candle at both ends. You want to be a ballplayer, be a ballplayer. If you want to go out and carouse and chase around, do that. But you can’t do them both at once.

Of course, when we were on the road we had a nightly eleven o’clock bed check. At eleven o’clock we all had to be in our rooms and the trainer would come around and check us off. We’d usually have a whole floor in a hotel and we’d be two in a room. I always roomed with Matty all the while I was on the Giants. What a grand guy he was! The door would be wide open at eleven o’clock and the trainer would come by with a board with all the names on it. He’d poke his head in: Mathewson, Marquard, check. And lock the door. Next room, check, lock the door.

As far as I was concerned, I never drank a drop even when I was in show business. In 1912 I made a movie with Alice Joyce and Maurice Costello, and then I was in vaudeville for three years, Blossom Seeley and I. That’s when she was my wife. It didn’t work out, though. I asked her to quit the stage. I told her I could give her everything she wanted.

“No,” she said, “show business is show business.”

“Well,” I said, “baseball is mine.” So we separated.

How did I feel when I was traded from the Giants to the Dodgers? Well, not too bad. See, I traded myself. I didn’t seem to be able to get going in 1915 after I pitched that no-hitter early in April, and late in the season McGraw started riding me. That was a very bad year for the Giants, you know. We were favored to win the pennant, and instead we wound up last. So McGraw wasn’t very happy. After I’d taken about as much riding as I could stand, I asked him to trade me if he thought I was so bad.

“Who would take you?” he said.

“What do you mean?” I said. “I can still lick any club in the league.” Heck, I wasn’t twenty-six years old yet.

“Lick any club in the league?” McGraw said. “You couldn’t lick a postage stamp.”

“Give me a chance to trade myself, then,” I said. “What would you sell me for?”

“$7,500,” he answered.

“OK,” I said, “can I use your phone?”

“Sure,” he said. We were both pretty mad.

So I got hold of the operator and asked her to get me Wilbert Robinson, manager of the Brooklyn club. See, Robbie had been a coach with us for years before he became the Dodger manager in 1914. After a while she got Robbie on the phone.

“Hello,” he says.

“How are you, Robbie?” I said.

“Fine,” he said. “Who is this?”
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Christy Mathewson: “What a grand guy he was!”

“How would you like to have a good left-handed pitcher?”

“I’d love it,” he said. “Who is this? Who’s the man? Who are you going to recommend?”

“I’m going to recommend myself.”

“Who are you?”

“Rube Marquard.”

“Oh, what are you kidding around for, Rube?” he said. “I have to go out on the field and I don’t have time to fool around.”

“No, I’m serious,” I said. “McGraw is right here and he says he’ll sell me for $7,500. Do you want to talk to him?”

“Of course I do,” Robbie said. And right then and there I was traded from the Giants to the Dodgers.

And, of course, we—the Dodgers, that is—won the pennant the next year, and I had one of the best years I ever had. I think I had an earned run average of about 1.50 in 1916. And then we won the pennant again in 1920. So everything worked out pretty well.
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“Why, I’m with the New York Giants”

One day when I was pitching for Brooklyn I pitched the first game of a double-header against Boston and beat them, 1–0. I was in the clubhouse during the second game, taking off my uniform, when the clubhouse boy came in.

“Rube,” he said, “there’s an elderly gentleman outside who wants to see you. He says he’s your father from Cleveland.”

“He’s not my father,” I said. “My father wouldn’t go across the street to see me. But you go out and get his autograph book and bring it in, and I’ll autograph it for him.”

But instead of bringing in the book, he brought in my Dad. And we were both delighted to see one another.

“Boy, you sure are a hardhead,” he said to me. “You know I didn’t mean what I said ten years ago.”

“What about you, Dad?” I said. “You’re as stubborn as I am. I thought you never wanted to see me again. I thought you meant it.”

“Of course I didn’t,” he said.

After we talked a while, I said, “Did you see the game today?”

“Yes, I did,” he said.

“Where were you sitting?” I asked him.

“Well, you know the man who wears that funny thing on his face?”

“You mean the mask? The catcher?”

“I guess so. Well, anyway, I was halfway between him and the number one—you know, where they run right after they hit the ball.”

“You mean first baser?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t know what they call it. I was sitting in the middle there.”

“How many ball games have you seen since I became a ballplayer, Dad?”

“This is the first one,” he said.

Well, he stayed in New York with me for a few weeks, and we had a great time. Finally, he had to go back to Cleveland. After he’d left, the newspapers heard about my Dad and they wanted to know his address back home. So I gave it to them, and doggone if they didn’t send reporters and photographers to Cleveland to interview him.

They took his picture and asked him a lot of questions. One of the things they asked him was whether he had ever played very much baseball himself.

“Oh, of course I did, when I was younger,” he told them. “I used to love to play baseball. I used to be a pitcher, just like my son Richard—I mean like my son Rube.”

“Are you proud of your son?” they asked him.

“I certainly am,” Dad said. “Why shouldn’t I be? He’s a great baseball player, isn’t he?”
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