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This book is dedicated to my wife Barbara, my children Matthew (deceased), Tegan, and Samuel. My mother Marjorie J. Hurte, my father Robert V. Hurte Sr., and Grandfather Wallace L. Small. My youth coaches: Barney Neesen, Jimmy Madison, and Jigs Shepard. My love of baseball and writing. And especially Tom Walker, who is the inspiration for this manuscript.





What People Are Saying

“Bob Hurte has written a new book called The Baseball Doesn’t Fall Far from the Tree. I think all baseball fans will enjoy Bob’s detailed account of Major League Baseball’s amateur draft which started in 1965 and continues today. He talks about Professional scouting and how organizations make decisions pertaining to the draft. However, the bulk of the book is about Fathers and Sons gifted with the skills to play Major League Baseball from which the title of the book refers to. I found it very interesting to read about Tom & Neil Walker, Tom and Ben Grieve, and Bobby Witt Sr. and Bobby Witt Jr. among many others. A good read, for sure and it brought back a lot of personal memories for me personally as I worked with several people mentioned in the book, scouted many of the players and watched many of them play from the opposing dugout!” —Tom Gamboa, baseball lifer, movie actor (Moneyball), and author of Tom Gamboa: My Life in Baseball

“The Chapter about Baseball’s Amateur Draft, brought back memories of hearing the term as a child. My father Carl A. Finley would talk about this ‘draft’ with former players. I could sense the excitement that was part of this event. “I remember hearing the term ‘Bonus Baby’ referring to a former player’s first contract. This term would be overheard in whispered voices when seated with player’s friends and family. -Nancy Finley, Charlie Finley’s niece and the author of Finley ball. “Bob Hurte’s love, appreciation, and knowledge of baseball is clear from the first page. Many fathers teach their children to play baseball; few have the talent to play in the majors. The author explains and utilizes the words of his carefully chosen subjects to show the reader how hard the journey is from back yard to big leagues. Simply attempting to teach a child his favorite sport offers many rewards, even if the only way the two will ever get to a big-league stadium is with a ticket.” —Matthew Silverman, author of Shea Stadium Remembered and co-author with Art Shamsky of Mets Stories I Only Tell My Friends

“The Baseball Doesn’t Fall Far from the Tree captures the essence of the sport from multiple perspectives. Robert Hurte highlights the journey to the peak of the baseball world while encapsulating the family nature of the child’s game. Hurte’s second book sheds light on passing the torch of talent in an ever-changing landscape of our nation’s pastime — one so many of us have come to love through our fathers’ guidance.” —Kenny Van Doren, editorial and social producer for MLB Pipeline for MLB.com

“Bob Hurte’s passion for baseball fills every page of this book rich with the game’s stories.” —John Rosengren, Award Winning Author of Greatest Summer in Baseball History- How the 73’ Season Changed Us Forever
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Foreword

Foreword By Kenny Van Doren

Most of us who grew up playing baseball dreamed of making it in the Big Leagues. Very few of us, though, made it past Little League. To make it into the professional ranks is truly phenomenal. And to accomplish this by following the same career path as your father is to belong to a very exclusive club. In The Baseball Doesn’t Fall Far from the Tree, Robert V. Hurte introduces readers to the members of this club, including the Grieves, Walkers and Witts. Before writing the book, Hurte scoured decades of baseball records and news stories to find connections between fathers and sons. He analyzed the history of baseball’s amateur draft and spoke with former players who passed on their extraordinary baseball skills and passion for the game to their next generation. Hurte’s interviews included one with Tom Grieve, who served as a general manager of the Texas Rangers for a decade, and proudly described seeing his son, Ben, become a first-round selection in the Rule 4 Draft. Tom Walker and Bobby Witt Sr. shared similar stories of watching their sons follow in their footsteps. The Rule 4 Draft has opened the door for many professional athletes. No matter the round, Major League clubs have found future contributors, All-Stars and Hall of Famers at different stages in development. But what has made the Draft so crucial is how teams build their future through it. Many organizations have been credited with remarkable scouting departments, finding those diamonds in the rough, the names no one knew about, but there’s also subsects of teams that have struggled. Depending on market, spending and philosophy, organizations will always enter each summer with the mindset of selecting the best player available, not drafting based on need as baseball, more so than other

professional sports, relies on development in the Minor League ranks. But for those clubs limited in big league spending due to ownership decisions, the Draft offers an opportunity to build from within, while also garnering capital for possible trades to better the Major League roster in the future. Since the turn of the decade, certain teams made it a priority to draft more MLB-ready talent. An aggressive approach not practiced by all clubs, the Pittsburgh Pirates and Texas Rangers moved their top picks from the 2023 Draft fairly quickly, getting Paul Skenes and Wyatt Langford up to speed more quickly than other college prospects. Of course, both were selected in the top four selections with an expectation to be rapid risers, but an aggressive outlook helped Pittsburgh establish a frontline starter early in his 20s, one that started an All-Star Game the following summer, and Texas bolster a lineup that won the World Series the year prior. In the current landscape, more familiar last names have risen to earlier opportunities in The Show. Cody Bellinger, Bo Bichette and Jackson Holliday all followed in their fathers’ footsteps to opportunities with the respective clubs two or three years after being drafted. While players will shuffle through the organization, top out at a certain level or reach the big leagues in some capacity, the amateur draft is navigated by different beliefs, ones that have been stringed together through decades of advancement in the sport. Hurte’s meticulously researched book is a fascinating and moving history of baseball families dating back more than 100 years and extending into the modern day where more and more family names have become the centerpiece of attention in the baseball world. Hurte has written 15 biographies for the SABR Bio Project series, published one other book on baseball – Intelligent Influence in Baseball-Amazing Stories of Influence, Success, and Failure – and lived with a love for the sport shared by many others captivated by its history. His passion for the game comes from a lifelong fandom of the Pittsburgh Pirates, a club that won four World Series titles before Hurte even turned 22 years old. With Pittsburgh securing its most

recent championship in 1979, Hurte still possesses confidence each year that his Pirates will end their drought, no matter any outside expectations outweighing his beliefs.

Kenny Van Doren has covered professional baseball for multiple publications since 2020. He currently serves as an editorial and social producer for MLB Pipeline, the home of the Major League Baseball Draft and prospect coverage for MLB.com. Kenny graduated from the University of Missouri with a bachelor’s degree in journalism.





Preface

Preface By Dr. Dale G. Caldwell

There is something timeless about baseball. Long before television contracts, analytics, and billion-dollar stadiums, the game lived in simpler places—on dusty sandlots, neighborhood streets, and backyard fields where fathers and sons played catch as the sun slowly dipped below the horizon. A worn glove, a scuffed baseball, and the sound of a bat striking a ball were often enough to create a lifetime of memories. Baseball has always been more than a game. It is a language passed from one generation to the next. Fathers explain the infield fly rule to their children. Grandfathers recall the greatness of Willie Mays, Roberto Clemente, or Mickey Mantle. Young players dream of the big leagues while imitating the swings and pitching motions of their heroes. In this way, baseball becomes a bridge—connecting generations through shared stories, hopes, and dreams. It is within that rich tradition that Bob Hurte has written this remarkable book. Bob understands baseball in a way that only true lovers of the game do. To him, baseball is not simply a collection of statistics or historical moments. It is a living narrative shaped by families, friendships, mentors, and the countless relationships that develop through the game. That understanding is evident from the very first pages of this book. Bob’s journey into baseball history began much the way it begins for many fans: with childhood fascination. A young boy racing home to watch the World Series on a black-and-white television, collecting baseball cards, and imagining what it must be like to stand on a Major League field. Those early moments of wonder often fade for many people as life moves forward. But

for Bob, they evolved into something deeper—a lifelong pursuit of understanding the game and the people who make it special. Through his work with the Society for American Baseball Research (SABR), Bob became both historian and storyteller. He interviewed players, explored archives, and uncovered stories that bring baseball’s past vividly to life. His work reflects patience, curiosity, and deep respect for the players and families whose experiences shaped the game. I have had the privilege of witnessing Bob’s dedication firsthand. Together, we co-authored the book Intelligent Influence in Baseball, a project that examined leadership, mentorship, and the invisible forces that shape success within the game. During that collaboration, I came to appreciate not only Bob’s deep knowledge of baseball history, but also his remarkable ability to capture the human side of the sport. Bob has a gift for recognizing that behind every great player is a story— often one rooted in family. This book explores one of the most fascinating examples of that truth: father-and-son combinations who were both selected in the first round of Major League Baseball’s amateur draft. To understand the significance of this achievement, one must consider the odds. Every spring, millions of young players across America and around the world step onto baseball fields with dreams of playing in the major leagues. Only a tiny percentage will ever be drafted. An even smaller group will reach the majors. And only a handful will hear their name called in the first round of the MLB draft. For both a father and a son to accomplish that feat places them among the rarest families in the history of the game. Yet the statistics alone do not tell the full story. What makes these stories extraordinary is the journey behind them. Each player featured in this book traveled a unique path— guided by parents, coaches, scouts, and mentors who helped shape their development. Some fathers carefully nurtured their sons’ baseball skills, passing along knowledge earned through their own experiences in the game. Others simply shared their love of baseball, allowing passion and opportunity to guide the next generation. In every case, however, the influence of family remains central. Baseball history offers many famous father-and-son stories—Ken Griffey Sr. and Ken Griffey Jr., Bobby and Barry Bonds, and many others whose names are etched into the record books. But Bob Hurte’s work goes deeper than celebrity. He shines a light on the remarkable rarity of fathers and sons both

reaching the elite level of first-round draft selections. These stories reveal something profound about the nature of talent, opportunity, and perseverance. They remind us that success in baseball, as in life, is never guaranteed. Talent must be developed. Opportunities must be seized. And along the way, relationships often provide the encouragement necessary to keep dreams alive. That is one of the enduring lessons of baseball. A father tossing a ball to his child in the backyard cannot know whether that child will one day play professionally. A coach encouraging a young athlete cannot know whether his words will shape a future major leaguer. Yet these moments—small and seemingly ordinary—often plant the seeds of extraordinary journeys. Bob Hurte captures those moments beautifully in this book. As readers turn the pages, they will encounter scouts searching for hidden talent, agents navigating the complex world of professional sports, and families whose lives became intertwined with the game. They will also discover the remarkable stories of players who carried both their own dreams and the legacy of their fathers onto the field. These stories remind us that baseball is not merely about competition. It is about connection. It is about the quiet moments between innings, the long drives home from youth games, and the lessons passed down from one generation to another. It is about the belief that the game we love today will still inspire new players and new families tomorrow. In many ways, baseball reflects life itself. Dreams begin in childhood. They are shaped by mentors and strengthened through perseverance. Some dreams change over time, while others become reality in ways no one could have predicted. But throughout it all, the relationships we build along the way remain the most enduring legacy. Bob Hurte’s The Baseball Doesn’t Fall Far from the Tree celebrates that legacy. Through careful research, thoughtful interviews, and heartfelt storytelling, he reminds us that baseball’s greatest stories are not only about the players on the field, but also about the families who helped shape their journey. As someone who has spent much of my life studying leadership and human influence, I believe Bob has captured an essential truth: the most powerful influence often occurs quietly, through example, encouragement, and shared experience. And few places reveal that influence more beautifully than the game of baseball.

So, as you begin this book, I invite you to enjoy not only the history and insights it contains, but also the deeper story it tells—a story about fathers and sons, about dreams passed from one generation to the next, and about the enduring power of a game that continues to unite us. Because in baseball, as Bob Hurte so wonderfully reminds us, the game may begin on the field…but its legacy is carried through families. And sometimes, quite literally, the baseball does not fall far from the tree.

— Dr. Dale G. Caldwell Co-author, Intelligent Influence in Baseball New Jersey Lieutenant Governor and Secretary of State





Introduction

One of the main purposes for writing this book was to become acquainted with some of the special fathers and sons selected in the first round of the Amateur Players Draft. To put this in perspective, the game of baseball is slightly over one hundred and fifty years old, yet has only had 20,000 or so people ever play in the major leagues (MLB) – at this point in time. Then, consider that out of all of those players, only about 260 combinations of fathers and sons have made it to the Major Leagues. Since 1965, which was the first year of the MLB’s amateur draft, there have only been 10 father/son couplings selected in the first round! They are the Grieves, Burroughs, Swishers, Mayberrys, Walkers, Boxbergers, DeShields, Nevins, Witts, and Soderstroms. The Baseball Doesn’t Fall Far from the Tree will take us on a journey, stopping along the way to learn some history about the ingredients required in the recipe for the major leagues. As a father, what could be better than throwing a ball and seeing your son catch it for the first time? This is a magical moment in time, one that causes your chest to swell with pride. It is a “rite of passage” into fatherhood, a celebratory feeling that fathers are allowed to have. It is normal for fathers to have dreams for their children, but at the same time it is not recommended for them to lose sight of reality. Not every child will end up playing at the game’s highest level. Unfortunately, the dream stops. It might end after little league, maybe high school or college, but in reality, it is going to end. For most, it is just a matter of time. I have two sons so I have both enjoyed and suffered through this fairy tale twice. I will never forget each time that I saw my boys close their baseball mitt around a ball during a simple game of catch. The sight is impossible to

explain. A gigantic lump forms in your throat that almost chokes you. This is followed by the excitement on their face as they rush towards you to proudly share their accomplishment. Unfortunately for most of us, the dream of our sons playing in the major leagues comes to a crashing end. That is, unless you and your son are like the 260 fortunate fathers and sons who had the dream actually come true. Over the years, I have had opportunities to speak with a few fathers who watched their sons travel up the “maybe ladder” to the major leagues. One such father is Tom Grieve. Tom was drafted in the first round by the Washington Senators in the 1960s, then saw his son drafted in 1994. I asked him what it felt like to see his son drafted in the first round. He responded that it was the same as any other parent who found themselves enjoying their child’s success. Tom noted that most parents are interested in all of their kids’ accomplishments. It does not matter what the child’s interest might be, whether it is being on the debating team or playing sports. What matters most is taking an interest in their child. Every parent wants their child to do well and do what makes them happy. All three of Tom’s kids loved sports. Both he and his wife spent years attending hundreds of sporting events from T-ball to all the events that followed. Many parents dream of huge successes for their child. My suggestion is to hold onto these dreams for as long as you can. I can still remember being at a Tigers’ Scout meeting when Matt, my oldest son, was only five years old. The leader informed the parents about the dates and times of meetings, along with scouting activities. A young mother raised her hand to inform the leader that her son would need to quit. When the leader asked her why, she replied that her son played football and that his coaches felt that he had a future in it. All I could think was “Give me a break!” I’m sure the scout leader was thinking the same thing, but he politely smiled. Too often parents start seeing college scholarships, even professional careers, early on instead of allowing their children to be kids. When Bobby Witt Jr. signed in June 2019, Tom Walker emailed me an article listing each of the father/son first round picks. I texted Tom back replying how the Witts were joining this special father/son club. Tom replied, “There is plenty of room.” As of 2024, there have only been ten such pairings (we will meet all of them) to achieve this in baseball history. We will also explore the other elements involved in their journeys.





Part A

The Journey





Chapter 1: A Game of Relationships

“Baseball, better than anything else in our culture, it enables fathers and sons to speak on a level playing field while building up from within a personal history of shared experience.” —John Thorn, MLB’s official historian

Every spring ushered in the dreams of many young fathers who entertained the vision of their sons playing Major League baseball. The game of baseball is like migrating birds. Its yearly homecoming occurs when the frozen ground awakens from its winter nap; the melting white blankets that lay on the pitching mounds begin to thaw. Our ears are treated to the echoes of balls flooding the spring air as they explode off of wooden bats. Our hearts are treated to the excitement of a new season; seeing a runner rounding second then sliding into third base with a triple; the exhilarating feeling when an outfielder’s mad dash results in corralling a ball while on a dead run. The sights and sounds help make one’s old muscles feel limber again. It is a time that passion for the National Pastime rushes back to life. “Baseball connects American males with each other, not only through bleacher friendships and neighbor loyalties, not only through barroom arguments, but, more importantly, through generations. When you are small, you may not discuss politics or union dues or profit margins with your father or his cigar-smoking friends, but you may discuss baseball.”1

One of the great pleasures that I had was talking on the telephone with Tom Gamboa; he is a baseball lifer. When he realized my passion for baseball, he asked me where that passion came from. I shared how my dad used to bring home packs of baseball cards for me. Many from my generation may remember that those packs used to contain five cards and a stale stick of pink bubble gum. I also shared with him how my dad would bring home a copy of “Who’s Who in Baseball.” Tom said that his grandfather always bought him a copy as well. We both read that magazine cover-to-cover.2 My father always worked two jobs while I was growing up, and I cannot remember him ever turning down overtime during my childhood. He was the best father that he could be, especially with the limited amount of time he had at home. When my father had a few free minutes, which was rare, he played catch with me outside at the side of our house. I remember using his Wilson glove that was actually too big for my hand. Since I was young and did not throw hard yet, he would catch my throws with his bare hands. Dad would always throw his ‘infamous’ knuckle ball. I am not sure that it knuckled, but I still found it hard to catch. Then again, back then, I had a difficult time with any ball thrown in my direction. I have always wondered if my father had dreams, especially when we had those catches. Did he ever dream of playing in the big leagues? Did he imagine his son doing that? I will never know because, like an idiot, I never asked him and now it is too late. My father died of cancer in 2010. But whatever the case, I do know that he loved the game of baseball, and I am forever grateful that he passed the love of the game down to me. My dad’s love was passive for me, like giving me my first pack of baseball cards. It happened one morning after church, at Verba’s, a local newspaper and magazine store in Somerville, NJ. He had parked the family station wagon and gone in to get the New York Daily News and the Newark Star Ledger. He returned to the car with lollipops for my younger brother and sister, then reach into his shirt pocket and pull out a pack of baseball cards to give to me! I can still taste the horrible flavor of its stale pink gum. I would take two chews before spitting it out or sometimes I would swallow it. Why I just didn’t throw out the stale stick of gum when I open the pack, I will never know. Since my father was from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, he brainwashed me into becoming a Pirate’s fan. The only card I can remember getting from my first pack that day was Bob Friend, who played for the Pirates. Years later, I

would meet Bob Friend at Three Rivers Stadium and he signed a picture of the card for me. As a young baseball fan, I became obsessed with collecting cards and watching games on TV. The neighborhood kids and I would emulate the batting stances of Joe Morgan, Willie Stargell and Carl Yastrzemski. My love for baseball continued into my adulthood. I continued to feed my passion any way I could. One of those ways occurred when I discovered and joined SABR (Society of American Baseball Research).

Syd Thrift and Ted Williams at Royals Baseball Academy

Ted Williams, a member of Baseball’s Hall of Fame (HOF) called the Society of American Baseball Research (SABR) a best kept secret.3 After hearing that, how could I not become a member? I immediately joined and have been a member since 1998. As a member, I was able to speak with and interview several former major league players. It also enabled me to start friendships like the one with my dad’s favorite player, Wally Westlake. Through these many conversations with former players, my baseball cards came to life! I also started to wonder if “baseball genetics” could actually be a thing. I started seeing some childhood commonalities. For example, while

talking with Steve Blass, former Pirates pitcher, I discovered that we shared similar stories of our passion for the game. When Steve and I were both eight years old, we shared a similar story. Each of us would run to the window to check the weather, determining whether we could go outside and play baseball that day. Steve grew up in Canaan, Connecticut. He created a game where he would bounce a small pink (Spaldeen) ball against the family barn. Meanwhile, in Bridgewater, NJ, I took a tennis ball and threw it against the foundation of my house. In Steve’s games, the Yankees were always playing the Indians. I learned that he was a huge Cleveland Indian fan. My games always involved the Pirates playing the Cardinals. When I asked him whether the Indians always won, he replied that you could not control the bouncing ball. I admitted to him that in my games, the Pirates never lost. I also added, since he was my favorite Pirate pitcher, he never lost; that brought out his typical hearty chuckle. Another thing we shared was having great coaches in our youth. Steve had Jerry Fallon, who taught him a valuable lesson - “to have fun” while adding a ‘little’ baseball. I actually had two Jerry Fallons in my life: Barney Neesen and Jimmy Madison. Both of them were passionate for the game of baseball. They conveyed that sentiment to everyone that played for them. I am sure that many of this book’s readers loved the movie Field of Dreams (1989). In the movie, Ray Kinsella, played by Kevin Costner, was told by an anonymous voice to plow under his cornfields to build a baseball field. Barney Neesen built a baseball field twenty-five years before this movie. While Barney did not plow under a cornfield, he did clear out the woods at the back of his house. As a child, Barney loved the Brooklyn Dodgers. Needless to say, his field was a replica of Ebbetts Field. Like Ebbetts, its fences had signs. Whereas Ebbetts Field advertised Abe Stark, a Brooklyn clothier promising a new suit to any batter who could hit it, the signs on the Barney’s Field fence also promised something if a batter hit it, like a brand-new baseball mitt. Barney’s Field also featured a hand-operated scoreboard, dugouts down each baseline, and a PA system that announced the name of each batter. Before the start of the game, every kid removed his hat as a scratchy Star-Spangled Banner played. My love for the game grew immensely during those days at Barney’s Field. To this day, I believe that Willie Mays was the best player I have ever seen play! My introduction to the “Say Hey Kid” began before I saw him play,

thanks to my dentist, Dr. Hargrave. He pulled out one of my baby teeth. Afterwards, my mom took me to the Woolworth’s “Five and Ten” located in Somerville, NJ; she bought me a cool model of Willie Mays making his famous over-the-shoulder running catch during the 1954 World Series at the Polo Grounds. When I interviewed Dick Drago (former MLB pitcher) several years ago, he told me of a similar experience that he had. In his case, he was rewarded with a new baseball mitt after going to the dentist. When I was doing research for my previous book, Intelligent Influence in Baseball, I learned how Willie Mays was destined to play baseball. William Howard “Cat” Mays Sr., Willie’s father, was a legendary semi-pro baseball player in the Tennessee Coal and Iron League. Willie’s mom, Anna Satlterwhite, was also an athlete. She was a track star, while also leading her high school basketball team to three consecutive championships. According to the Mays family legend, Willie’s dad would place a baseball in baby Willie’s crib. When little Willie was able to walk, Cat would place a baseball on top of a chair, enticing little Willie to wobble towards it.4 While Cat Mays passively directed his son towards the game of baseball, Mutt Mantle’s approach was more aggressive by forcing the game down his son’s throat. Mutt Mantle was also a semi-pro player. He worked in the mines at the Eagle-Pitcher mining company and had dreams of playing in the big leagues. A mining injury ended that dream, so he actively and methodically predetermined his son’s career path. It did not hurt that Mickey also displayed talent for the game, which his father simply assisted in developing. Before Mickey was born, Mutt decided that if his baby was a boy, he would name him Mickey, after his favorite player, Mickey Cochrane. Mickey would later chuckle how he was glad that his father did not know that Cochrane’s legal name was Gordon.5 Mickey was born during a time before parents learned the sex of their child before birth. Mutt Mantle must have believed in the power of suggestion. Mutt bought his unborn baby a baseball cap six months before his child was born. Similar to Willie’s dad, Mutt and his father propped Mickey up in the crib and rolled balls across the mattress to him. Mutt even had a cobbler fasten spikes to his son’s shoes like cleats. His father’s determination to make him into a professional baseball player never stopped. As Mickey became older, to increase his son’s chances of playing professional baseball, Mickey’s father taught his son how to switch-hit.6 Mutt engrained the philosophy of the “righty versus lefty and lefty versus

righty” matchups; it helped that Mutt threw from the right side and Mickey’s grandfather from the left. When Mickey began switch-hitting, there were only eleven switch-hitters in the big leagues. By the time he was a rookie, there were only ten. Mutt Mantle drove his son like a nail. Mickey admired him for it. He realized how much his father sacrificed for THEIR dream! Like spending $22 from his $35 weekly paycheck to buy his son a Marty Marion model baseball mitt. Mickey hated to disappoint his father. “All my father lived for was to see me make the major leagues.” Mutt Mantle was never above practicing ‘tough love’. One example occurred during Mickey’s first year in the majors. It occurred halfway through the 1951 season when Mickey found himself mired in a slump, striking out often. Yankee’s manager Casey Stengel decided to send him down to the minors for more seasoning. Mickey was too young to understand, so he cried.7 He called his father informing him that he was quitting baseball. Mickey expected his father to give one of his typical pep talks but, instead of encouragement, his dad was disgusted. “If that’s all the man you are, then get your clothes and let’s go home.”8 Then Mutt continued, “What’s the matter? I thought I raised a man. You ain’t anything but a goddamn coward.”9 Mickey’s father simply told him that they could go back to Oklahoma where they could work in the mines together. Mutt’s harsh words lit a fire under his son’s butt and Mickey changed his mind, deciding to give his baseball career another try. Mantle finished up strong at Independence, Missouri and by the end of the year he was back up with the Yankees where he played the remaining 27 games of the season. Mickey Mantle finished the regular season by batting .287, with 6 home runs and 20 runs batted in. That October, Mickey found himself starting at right field in the 1951 World Series. His dad came to New York City to watch his son play. Unfortunately, Mutt became sick during the series, landing him in the hospital. Then during game two, Mickey ripped up his knee on a drainage cover. He was admitted into the same hospital as his dad, where they shared a room. Mutt was diagnosed with Hodgkin’s Disease and would eventually die on May 7, 1952. Mickey always regretted not telling his dad how much he loved him or thanking him for all of the help he gave in achieving their dream.

Mickey and Willie’s fathers obviously directed their sons’ destinies, whereas, Cal Ripken Sr, was the direct opposite. Anyone who knew him would not doubt his love for the game, but Cal Sr never forced his sons to play baseball. Instead, he let nature take its own course by allowing his love of the game to rub off on his sons. Cal Ripken Sr. felt that baseball was fun; his children grew up having a front seat to that passion. His passion for the game turned two of his sons into baseball players, as well as led his other children to pursue passions of their own choice. Cal Senior’s intention was not to make his oldest son a Hall of Famer; it just happened that way. Since we are discussing baseball genetics, what about the Griffey family? In the Griffey family, the baseball DNA was passed on for three generations. The Griffey family baseball began with Robert Joseph “Buddy” Griffey, the father of Ken Sr. Ken Sr. did not know much about his father or his athletic ability until he met one of his father’s former high school teammates. The teammate also hailed from Donora, Pennsylvania. His name was Stan “the Man” Musial. The two met for the first time when Ken Griffey played for the Cincinnati Reds. They were playing in St. Louis; Musial was standing at the batting cage. After Griffey finished his swings, the Cardinal legend sought him out. That is when Ken learned that Stan played baseball with his father at Donora High School. Musial shared stories about Buddy’s sports exploits. The Cardinal legend told how the scouts were impressed by Buddy’s ability.10 There was no question of how good Buddy was, but, unfortunately, the times were not right for him to sign, as Jackie Robinson had yet to break the racial barrier. Even with all the attention heaped on him, Buddy’s baseball career did not amount to much. Instead, he went to Kentucky to play football. After his college career, he came back to Donora to work in the steel mills. Just another example of the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, like his father, Ken Sr. starred at four sports at Donora High School. He played baseball, basketball, football and ran track. Ken was named Donora’s Athlete of the Year in 1969. As a wide receiver, he earned All-State honors during his senior year. Several colleges were interested in him. He was also drafted in the 29th round by the Cincinnati Reds, the 682nd player overall. Ken went on to enjoy a nineteen-year career with the Reds, Braves, Yankees, and finished up with the Seattle Mariners where he played with his son. The

Griffey’s made history in Seattle by becoming the first father and son combination to hit back-to-back home runs in a major league game.10 Junior’s dad was not surprised about his son’s great baseball career. When his son was thirteen, the elder Griffey asked him what he wanted to be: “I want to be a Major League baseball player.”11 Junior’s love for the game was not surprising. As a child, he spent a lot of time in MLB clubhouses. It also did not hurt that he had God-given talent. Ken Sr. considered the time spent being his son’s teammate in Seattle as the pinnacle of his career, bringing back all the fond memories of those father/son games when Junior was a young boy. Junior felt that playing with his father during the formative years of his MLB career was like having a personal coach. When he was inducted into Baseball’s Hall of Fame, he spoke eloquently and fondly of his dad. He stated how his father never forced him or his brother to play baseball. Junior gave his father the bulk of credit for his baseball success. “To my dad, who taught me to play the game, but more important he taught me how to be a man.”12 After hearing these four positive tributes of fathers and sons, I learned that not all father/son baseball relationships were ‘warm and fuzzy’. For example, there was Denny McLain. His father treated him with tough love. Tom McLain was a hardworking, chain smoking, beer guzzling man. He was prone to angry outbursts and was known to give beatings to his son. Denny constantly tried to avoid his father’s wrath. Even so, in his own way, Tom McLain encouraged his son’s baseball career. When Denny was fourteen, his father organized the first youth baseball league in their hometown of Markham, Illinois. Unfortunately, Denny’s father would die of a heart attack at thirty-six years old while driving to one of his son’s games.13 Dennis felt his father was the only person that he could trust when it came to baseball. Denny became a major leaguer at twenty years old. Sadly, his biggest supporter never got to enjoy the fruition of the seed that he planted.14 After his career ended, Denny admitted that without his father’s help, he would never have been a major league baseball player. Tom wanted his son to become the player he never was. While Denny’s father never missed a game that he pitched, Denny considered himself lucky if his father said “nice” or “good” game.15 Tom McLain, unfortunately, missed the magical 1968 season. As of 2024, Denny McLain is still the last major league

pitcher to win 30 games in a season. A feat which he accomplished in 1968, many feel it will never be accomplished again. While there are many types of father/son baseball relationships, none of them are guaranteed to produce a major league player. This is why, as a parent, you should concentrate on watching your child play and not worry about their future! The purpose of this book is to illustrate both the difficulty and rarity of a father and son combination to be selected in the first round of the MLB’s Amateur Draft. Since the first year of the draft (1965), only ten such combinations have occurred (as of 2024). You might be a young boy from Canaan, Connecticut, bouncing a pink rubber ball off of the roof of the family’s barn, playing “made up” games, then go on to record the final out of the seventh game of a World Series. Or you might be a toddler waddling across the floor to grab a baseball lying on a chair, to then make an iconic over-the-shoulder catch on a long fly ball in the 1954 World Series. Maybe as a father you named your son after your favorite player, while dreaming hard that your unborn child would be a baseball player. Maybe that child grows up to play in the World Series twelve times and hits over five hundred home runs, including eighteen more in World Series games. We live in a world where fathers can have dreams for their children. Baseball is a game of dreams. Before we meet the players featured in the book, we will go on a journey, taking the necessary steps they needed to take. We will learn the histories of different levels of amateur baseball and be introduced to the MLB draft. We will get a chance to rub elbows with the world of baseball scouts and agents. Never give up hope of your own Field of Dreams.





Chapter 2: Thoughts About Youth Baseball

“This is baseball, and you’ve got to stop thinking too much. Have fun.” —Benjamin Franklin Rodriguez

Every person who has played in the majors started somewhere. The purpose of this chapter is to introduce the various youth leagues that many of the twenty men in this book might have traveled through.

The History and Growth of Youth Baseball Youth baseball started in New York State during the late 1800s for the purpose of giving youngsters a place to play. Unfortunately, there was a lack of properly sized equipment, stifling the growth of youth baseball. At the time, equipment was only available in adult sizes, so kids were forced to play with old broken bats, torn up baseballs, and worn-out discarded gloves. Throughout our history, the game has been played in local parks, playgrounds, prison yards, back alleys, and farmers’ fields. Baseball is a game that can be played by both small children and old men alike. It does not matter if you are an amateur or a seasoned professional. Baseball is a game which has been sewn into the fabric of America for over two hundred years. It has survived wars, segregation, and labor strikes. It has risen over cheating—like the scandal during the 1919 World Series, survived the stock market crash of 1929, witnessed the racial barrier being broken, suffered two World Wars, a presidential assassination, and terrorist attacks. It has

overcome both substance abuse and the use of performance-enhancing drugs (PEDs). Over the years, baseball’s fortitude has been tested. Many of the readers shared similarities with men profiled in this book and shared the same love for the game.

The game of “Pickle” When I first learned how to catch and throw, my friends and I spent hours playing the game of ‘pickle’. This was a game we played when there weren’t enough people to play an actual game of baseball. It was fun and simple. You had a player standing in between two bases with a player stationed at each base. The game began as the two players at each base start tossing the ball back and forth. On the third throw, the runner attempts to run to a base. Running back and forth from base to base, the purpose was for the runner to avoid being tagged out. The throwers, on the other hand, would toss the ball back and forth quickly in order to tag out the runner. Sometimes the runner deftly managed to avoid the tag or, if a thrower failed to catch a ball, the runner was able to stand safely on a base. This game went on for as long as you wanted, usually only stopping due to boredom or tiredness.

T-ball baseball Before getting too deep exploring youth baseball, we will examine the game’s alteration of T-ball. When I was coaching the T-ball level, I can recall one parent who liken this game to watching paint dry. While that might have been one parent’s observation, T-ball was how many of us learned the simple nuances of the game. My thanks go to my grandfather for introducing me to this game. While my grandfather was not a baseball fan, he did have a very good friend named Barney Neesen who loved the game. Barney owned “Barney’s Toy Center”. This small store existed before large retail stores like Walmart or Dick’s Sporting Store. As I had mentioned before, when Barney learned that the local children lacked decent ball fields to play on, he took matters into his own hands. Barney Neesen did not hear voices to clear the woods behind his house, but knew that the local children needed a decent field to play on. He was an important man from my childhood. His field is where my love affair with baseball began. I am sure if you ask any child who has played T-ball, many would say that it was one of the happiest experiences in their life. There is no price tag for

the joy of seeing your young child play this game. If a child never plays another sport after T-ball, this game will provide a lifetime of memories. Its main purpose was to have fun. I played T-ball in the 1960s; it was a time of political and social change. It was a time when the world around me was coated with the turmoil of the Vietnam War, Civil Rights, Charlie Manson, and Woodstock. When I began playing, T-ball was fairly new. I could not imagine that it would still be around when I coached my youngest son in 2003. In 2001, President George W. Bush started a wonderful event on the White House lawn called The White House T-ball Initiative. It promoted baseball and softball. It was sponsored by former players such as Cal Ripken Jr., Nolan Ryan, Barry Larkin, and Willie Mays. Each of these players are enshrined in the Baseball Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, NY. Not all, if any, of the players profiled in this book played T-ball. It is a game that is basically played for fun and learning, although it is also a vehicle that provides a child some important social skills. There are several people who take credit for the invention of T-ball. I would like to introduce some of them. One was John Zarea, who claimed to have invented the game while at the Seymour Johnson Air Force Base in North Carolina in 1960. He was the youth activities leader there and developed a simple game which used a batting tee. The purpose was to give kids ages of 5 thru 7 the opportunity to bat without being intimidated by a thrown ball. How they react to a thrown ball after this game, influences their decision to continue playing. Years later, while on his personal computer, Zarea would learn that others also claimed to be the inventor of the game. This really bothered him because he did not want to be considered a liar. John copyrighted his T-ball rule book supporting his claim as the true inventor of the game. A copy of this rule book resides at the National Baseball Hall of Fame in Cooperstown. The administration of George H.W. Bush nominated Zarea as the creator of the game for a “Presidential Point of Light.”16 Others that have also been credited for inventing T-ball were Dr. Dayton Hobbs and Jerry Sacharski. Hobbs states that “I’ve never made any claim. I don’t argue with them. I know when we did it. If someone did it before it doesn’t matter.”17 Sacharski, who died in 2009, was a recreation league director and high school teacher. He says that he developed the concept of this game while living in Albion, Michigan in 1956. Jerry resisted being

called T-ball’s inventor. His purpose was to teach the fundamentals of baseball and not turn anyone away from playing it. Although most of the profiled players may not have play T-ball, they used a tee to improve their batting stroke. Just the other day, I was listening to a taped interview I did with Charlie Metro, who claimed to have invented the batting tee.18 Charlie sadly admitted he did not have the money to patent it. In the end, T-ball is much like baseball—nobody can say for sure who invented it. There is one thing that the game’s inventors can agree on—that it is a version of the game that has brought joy to the children playing it. There was never a lack of smiling, happy faces from the children I coached!

Sandlot Baseball I have had conversations over the years with players that played baseball before organized youth leagues existed. Several of them recalled playing ‘sandlot’ baseball. My dear long-time friend, Wally Westlake, would often mention that he learned baseball while playing on the sandlots as a kid in the 1930s. Until I watched the movie The Sandlot, I never realized that I had actually played something similar to sandlot baseball. As a child grows, they usually begin playing baseball in their neighborhoods before joining Little League, Babe Ruth and Pony leagues. My neighborhood games amounted to being the same as depicted in the movie The Sandlot. We laid out our diamond on a local vacant lot then picked sides. Most of the time we could only field four to a side, so the batting team supplied the pitcher and catcher. The defense consisted of a first baseman, a shortstop or second baseman, and depending on what side of the plate the batter hit from, the same with the left or right fielder. When a batter took his place at the plate, the defensive players would call out ‘righty’ or ‘lefty’. Come to think of it, we might have been the original inventors of the ‘shift’. If the batter hit to the open field, it was an automatic out. Those games seemed to go on forever, mainly because we did not stop after nine innings. Our games ended when it was time to eat or it got too dark to see the ball. Sandlot baseball lacks rules or uniformity. The game pits one neighborhood against another. The word ‘sandlot’ simply suggests a ‘make shift’ playing field. It is located on any empty piece of land composed of grass, dirt, or sand that is big enough to accommodate playing a game of baseball. The games generally follow the basic rules of baseball. The sandlot

has no umpires—three strikes still meant you are out, runners tagged before they reached a base were also out, and a fly ball caught in the air was an out. Discussions or arguments were common. Whatever the case, the game of baseball can be the easiest game in the world.

Little League If you were to ask most Americans, they believe that Little League Baseball was the start of organized youth baseball in America. Several years ago, I had the opportunity to go to the field where baseball originated and visited the Little League Museum. Many know the history of Little League, yet how many know the story of a woman from Cleveland named Josephine Morhard? Morhard’s incantation was the forerunner for Stoltz’ Little League. Josephine formed a boy’s youth baseball league before the Great Depression. In 2019, a wonderful book introducing us to this woman was written by Ruth Hanford Morhard, Josephine’s daughter in-law. It is called Mrs. Morhard and the Boys: The first boy’s baseball league. I recommend reading it. Mrs. Morhard started her youth baseball league for her 8-year-old son back in 1937. She asked the mayor of University Heights, Ohio about land that they could use for a field so that the boys would no longer have to play baseball in the street. Through a grassroots effort and the help of other parents, she was able to put together teams. Josephine also had the good fortune of some high-profile help from the Cleveland Indians. The Indians’ players that helped included Bob Feller, Jeff Heath, Mel Harder and Roy Weatherly. The Indians advised her on how to build a regulation field. Josephine’s league quickly became popular, causing parents to ask how their boys could join. Josephine’s crowning achievement occurred on September 28, 1941 when the league held its first Little World Series. Unfortunately, when the older kids went off to fight in World War II in 1944, the league stopped. While reading Ruth Morhard’s book about her mother in-law, I learned that the youth baseball league she created came before the better-known Little League in Williamsport. The book even mentions how Carl Stotz from Williamsport, Pennsylvania called her for advice on forming a similar league. Mr. Stotz’s Little League creation was modeled on Josephine’s idea.

In the beginning, Stotz’s baseball league moved the little league teams from one vacant lot to another before settling on one on West 4th Street in Williamsport, PA, in 1942. That field became the home to Stotz’s new baseball organization. The first National Little League Tournament (1947) and the inaugural Little League World Series (1950) were both held on this field. It was nothing like the stadium that we see on television now. When my son Samuel wrestled in high school, he attended the Lycoming College Wrestling Camp. The Little League headquarters was located a few miles from the campus. This gave me an opportunity to pay homage to this place and walk around the stadium. As a youngster growing up in Bridgewater, NJ, I enjoyed playing Little League baseball. The experience of playing the game—with its precise dimensions instead of trees and rocks for bases, having the proper number of players on each side while not using ‘ghost runners’, and wearing a uniform like my baseball heroes—was like living the dream! As the years passed, reality would eventually have something to say about that dream. Like many, I had to put aside my major league dreams at the age of eleven or twelve. Not everyone who played had those dreams but of those who did, most of them witnessed their end. Later on in this book, we will meet twenty individuals who saw their dreams come true. Plenty of fathers have lived their dreams vicariously through their children and can thank Carl Stotz for those innocent hopes. Little League baseball got its start in August of 1938; Carl was playing catch in his backyard with his nephews, Jimmy and Major.19 His nephew, Major, tossed the ball wildly past his outstretched hand. Stotz took off after the errant throw and badly scraped his ankle on a trimmed lilac bush.20 This is when Carl had an epiphany. Stotz asked his nephews if they would like to play on a regular team, with uniforms, a new ball each game, and bats that were not nailed and tapped together. The boys asked, “Who would we play? Will people come to watch us play?”21 “Do you think a band would come to play?””22 A couple of weeks later, Carl loaded his nephews and their friends into his 1934 Plymouth and drove around the neighborhood in search of the perfect field to play on. By the end of the summer, Stotz had found a field. He sized out scaled-down dimensions for a baseball diamond: 60 feet between bases, which was two thirds of the major league distance, and 46 feet between the mound and plate. Stotz then scoured Williamsport for

potential sponsors. He was turned down by sixty businesses before Lundy Lumber and Jumbo Pretzel agreed to sponsor and outfit a trio of teams. The dream of Little League Baseball was born with its first game on June 6, 1939. Lundy Lumber beat Lycoming Dairy by a score 23-8 on a field played 300 yards from Stotz’s house. It became the Original Little League field. Most players mentioned in this book either played Little League baseball or a similar youth baseball organization. Sean Burroughs, who will be profiled later, went on to win the Little League World Series twice. Each year Little Leaguers are treated to watching the final game of that World Series on television. It is an opportunity to live a dream vicariously through the players actually on the field playing in that game. Both of my sons began playing youth baseball twenty-plus years after Burroughs played in the Little League World Series. Because of my sons, my interest in the Little League World Series was rekindled. I lived vicariously through my sons’ dreams. They did not watch the event with the same amount of excitement I had at their age. Matthew and Samuel might watch a couple of innings and mentioned being impressed with the pitcher’s speed, then they would go out to the backyard to shoot hoops. By 1946, Little League baseball expanded to twelve teams that were scattered around Pennsylvania. In1947, the league crossed over into New Jersey, and the idea of a New Jersey/Pennsylvania tournament started. The first series was played on August 21-23, 1947, pitting the Maynard Midgets of Williamsport, Pa. against the Lock Haven All-Stars of Lock Haven, Pennsylvania. Maynard won by a score of 16-7. Then in 1948, Little League baseball expanded beyond Pennsylvania and New Jersey, growing into 94 leagues. The tournament eventually became known as the Little League World Series. That year the team from Lock Haven avenged their loss of the previous year by defeating St. Petersburg, Florida 6-5. Winning the Little League Championship had to be a thrill for any ten-year-old boy. The next year, in 1949, this national championship became known as the Little League World Series.23 And what a game it was! The Sporting News article from September 7, 1949 bubbled about the popularity of the Little League World Series. There was plenty of excitement for the game, much of it due to all the celebrities in attendance, which included many nationally known baseball writers. A luncheon, which was sponsored by the

Williamsport Community Trade Association, was held a day before the championship game at the Lycoming Hotel, and featured speakers such as Ford Frick (NL-MLB president), Ted Husing (NBC radio broadcaster), Roy Mack (Connie’s son and co-owner of the Philadelphia A’s), Harry Grayson and Tom Meany (MLB baseball sportswriters), and H.E. Humphreys (President of U.S. Rubber Col and tournament’s sponsor). They were introduced by Thomas Richardson, the President of the Eastern League. The other luminaries in attendance were Al Houghton (the President of the Canadian-American League), Paul Kerr (Assistant Director of the Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, NY), Mickey McConnell (Scouting Director of the Brooklyn Dodgers), and George MacDonald (Supervisor of umpires for the Eastern League). Another bonus for the championship game was it being umpired by major league umpires, and played on a field that was designed to look like a mini-Yankee Stadium.24 The original Little League Park in Williamsport accommodated 3,000 people, but when the team from Hammonton, NJ defeated the team from Pensacola, Florida by a score of 5-0, it attracted an overflow crowd of 10,000. The huge crowd expanded across the Lycoming Creek.

Original Little League Field The championship game was expected to be a pitcher’s duel until Pensacola’s ace, Jerry Hudson, became ill on the day of the contest. This was unfortunate because he had pitched a no-hitter on the first day of the tournament against the defending champions, the Lock Haven, Pennsylvania team. Joe DiGiacomo, the Hammonton pitcher, limited Pensacola to one hit, while striking out 14. Not a single runner got past second base. The only Pensacola hit was a double by Jasper Falzone in the third inning.25 Chet Dugan and Paul Holden filled in admirably for Hudson, giving up only four hits. Sadly, the Pensacola squad could not overcome the three runs scored by Hammonton in the first inning and then two more in the second. The speakers lavished the game with praise. Several baseball officials stated: “It’s the greatest thing I have ever seen in the game, but it was much more than I ever expected to see. These kids play excellent ball for their age.”25 The event was wildly celebrated and a film was made of the tournament.

In 1953, the Little League World Series was televised for the first time on CBS with Howard Cosell doing the play-by-play. Eventually the World Series attracted many prestigious baseball luminaries. Connie Mack and Cy Young regularly attended the World Series during the 1950s. The league was played in all 48 states at the time. George W. Bush played his first of four years in the Central Little League of Midland, Texas as a catcher for the Cubs. He would later become the first former Little League graduate to be elected as President of the United States. Joey Jay, who became a bonus boy for the Milwaukee Braves in 1955, became the first Little League graduate to play in the MLB. Carl Stotz became Little League’s first full-time commissioner, serving as its president from 1950-55 while also traveling widely as a sort of ambassador. He either resigned or was fired from both positions in 1956. Peter J. McGovern, an executive with U.S. Rubber, replaced Stotz as its president. Stotz felt that much of his previous authority was being taken away. Carl disagreed with much of the philosophy concerning Little League competition. He feared that too much emphasis was being placed on winning, that coaches were aiming for the World Series instead of focusing on goals made by Stotz; goals such as the game being fun for the boys, nurturing a sense of belonging, and sportsmanship. He felt that increasing the size of rosters from 12-15 players would limit the opportunity of boys to play. More players meant more time on the bench for some players. After Stotz left, Little League baseball expanded by adding additional levels. Stotz expressed many grievances. He did not like teams playing make-up games on Sunday during the postseason. He was against the Little League World Series becoming an international competition, which eventually led to many foreign teams winning championships. Carl Stotz had wanted the organization to remain national. His argument was that there were no big-league teams outside of the country at the time, so why should the Little League have them? He was over-ruled. Stotz left and formed a new league for Williamsport youngsters. Stotz wanted to illustrate his Little League legacy. He did so by establishing a museum in his backyard shed. While the league grew from the infancy of Stotz’s creation, a new group decided to take the organization to a higher level. The league’s purpose was forfeited as it was no longer just a nice idea for kids to get together to play the game in an organized manner. Instead, the new leadership wanted to turn it corporate. Those in charge desired marketing the organization to a

larger audience. One of their ideas was to utilize the silver screen. The idea resulted in one of the least successful baseball films ever in box office history. The movie was made in 1956 and was entitled The Great American Pastime. The movie was Hollywood’s way of promoting the institution of youth baseball. The Great American Pastime was made for $762,000, but earned a paltry $430,000 in rentals. The initial purpose of the film was to examine the institution of youth baseball with a romantic comedy lens, while also addressing several social issues. The movie depicted Little League as a growing institution that developed within suburbia, which reflects the notion that youth baseball was an activity better fitted for the modern American family. It addressed the concern of juvenile delinquency by illustrating how Little League moved young boys from the unregulated vacant lots onto playing fields, becoming a safe place where suburban fathers could instruct their sons about the values of fair play and sportsmanship. Unfortunately, it was a box office failure.

Youth baseball and Civil Rights Little League baseball has been historically challenged concerning social issues. When Little League was in its infancy, the league opposed Jim Crow rules but was pro-segregation, although most of its participants were Caucasian. The league was also hypocritical about allowing female participation. While Little League baseball stated that girls could play, their participation was not encouraged. Chris Lamb aptly described the leagues’ action concerning Civil Rights in an article “How Bigotry crushed the dreams of an all-black Little League team.”26 The story highlighted blatant racism with the story about the Cannon Street YMCA All-Stars, the all-black team that was denied a chance to compete for the Little League World Series. When Little League baseball sought to take action by allowing the All-Stars to compete, all the white teams in South Carolina refused to play against them. Normally when we think about Civil Rights, it involves court decisions, bus boycotts, sit-ins, freedom riders, brutal beatings, and racist demagogues. Rarely do we hear it from the perspective involving children. Robert Morison, the president of the Cannon Street YMCA All-Stars, petitioned Little League Baseball to create a league for black teams and, in 1953, Little League baseball granted them a charter. A year later, dozens of

11- and 12-year-old boys were selected for a four-team league. They played on Harmon Field in Charleston, NC., which was a city known for its long history of racial strife. The field was not far from the Emanuel AME church, where nine black people were murdered at a prayer meeting in 2015. During the 1953 season, the best players from the league were selected for the Cannon Street YMCA All-Stars All-Star team. They had been registered for the Charleston city tournament, which also included all-star teams from the all-white leagues in the city. Since the Cannon Street YMCA All-Stars coaches knew that Little League prohibited racial discrimination, they informed their players that they would play as long as they could continue winning. Having won the SC tournament by forfeit, the Cannon Street YMCA All-Stars prepared for the regional tournament in Rome, Ga. Of course, Georgia’s governor, Marvin Griffin, vehemently objected to an integrated tournament. His feeling was that if youth baseball could be integrated, so could schools, swimming pools and municipal parks. Griffin was opposed to all of that.27 The governor did not stop there; he added, “One break in the dike and the relentless sea will rush in and destroy us.”28 Since the Cannon Street team won all of their games by forfeit, Peter McGovern (LL executive director) denied them from playing in the tournament. In 1954, the Supreme Court ruled that segregation in schools was unconstitutional because of Brown v. Board of Education, forever changing racial discrimination in the U.S. Yet no state resisted integration more than South Carolina, and no politician fought harder against racial equality than the state’s junior Senator, Strom Thurmond, who became South Carolina’s governor. He also ran as a segregationist for president in 1948. North Carolina’s Little League rebelled against the ruling. Danny Jones, the North Carolina state director of Little League Baseball, was best remembered for leading a boycott. He petitioned the organization to create a segregated state tournament. Peter McGovern, Little Leagues’ executive director, refused Jones’ request because the league prohibited racial segregation. He said that any team that refused to play the Cannon Street team would be banned from the organization. Danny Jones, of the North Carolina Little League believed that blacks and whites weren’t supposed to mix. Jones’ feelings prevented the playing of the Charleston City Little League tournament in 1955. Since Thurmond let it be known that an integrated tournament could not be permitted, Danny Jones urged all white teams to withdraw from the
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