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Christian Elias, right, a 17-year veteran of the inner workings of the Green Monster, manned the left-field scoreboard with the help of Nate Moulter in May 2007. Players and scoreboard operators have left their mark on the walls for decades.
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“The game opens in other stadiums in the country, in those giant modern saucers, and the day is a joyous, modern, klieg-light event. The game opens here, and it is a continuation. It is a pleasant click on the calendar. It is a celebration of the past, the present and everything in between. It is newly painted history.”


—Leigh Montville, Boston Globe, Opening Day 1982












DEDICATION





To George, who knows every inch of the lyric little bandbox and who preceded me at the typewriter.


—John Powers


To Kathi, Molly, and Meg; and to our first Fenway forays: doubleheader Sundays in the mid-1960s, when the ballpark truly was the star.


—Ron Driscoll
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“The ballpark is the star. In the age of Tris Speaker and Babe Ruth, the era of Jimmie Foxx and Ted Williams, through the empty-seats epoch of Don Buddin and Willie Tasby and unto the decades of Carl Yastrzemski and Jim Rice, the ballpark is the star. A crazy-quilt violation of city planning principles, an irregular pile of architecture, a menace to marketing consultants, Fenway Park works. It works as a symbol of New England’s pride, as a repository of evergreen hopes, as a tabernacle of lost innocence. It works as a place to watch baseball.”


—Martin F. Nolan, former Boston Globe editorial page editor
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FOREWORD


BY


JIM LONBORG
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On the final day of the 1967 season, teammates and fans rushed Jim Lonborg after he pitched the Red Sox to victory over the Minnesota Twins to gain at least a tie for the American League pennant.


I first saw Fenway Park in 1965 when I was a rookie pitcher for the Red Sox. We had played a couple of exhibitions on the way home from spring training in Scottsdale, Arizona, and had flown into Boston on Saturday night. We were staying at the Kenmore Hotel and we walked over for a workout on Sunday. I was used to ballparks like Candlestick Park and Dodger Stadium in California, so it was unique to be in a city setting and enter through a beautiful brick facade.


I remember coming through the tunnel on the first-base side and the first thing I saw was the Wall. I thought, this is where I have to work? I stepped off the distance from home plate to the Wall to see whether the posted distance of 315 feet was an accurate reading and it wasn't. But our coaching staff did a really good job of preparing us mentally to pitch in Fenway. The Wall can help you as much as it hurts you because a lot of line drives are knocked down by it. Since I was a sinkerball pitcher, if balls were up in the sky I wasn't making very good pitches.


My first major-league victory came in Fenway against the Yankees on May 10. It was a thrill to pitch against Mickey Mantle, who'd been one of my boyhood heroes, and I struck him out in his first at-bat. After that, though, he had a single and a homer, and when Mickey hit a double with two out in the ninth Billy Herman, our manager, came out and said, “I think it's time to bring in the Big Guy.” So Dick Radatz came in for the save and we won 3-2.


There weren't many fans at our games during my first two years and sounds travel very well at Fenway so you could hear what players and fans were yelling. But in 1967 after we won 10 in a row and returned from that road trip, we came back to packed seats. People still tell me that it was the greatest summer of their lives. None of us ever had been in a pennant race before. That year we had four teams involved—the Twins, White Sox, Tigers, and us—and you couldn't help but scoreboard-watch. At Fenway we had the best way of keeping score—the guy in the Wall. You would see that number disappear and wait for the next one to come up. It wasn't like it was being blurted out on a Jumbotron. You'd be in a situation where you wouldn't be expecting a cheer and you'd turn around and look at the scoreboard.


That final game against Minnesota was so tense all the way through. To make the comeback we did, to be on the field at the end and celebrate with all the players and then to turn around and see thousands of fans coming onto the field was the most exciting moment of my life. It was something a little kid would think about when he was a make-believe pitcher.


But as the fans were carrying me on their shoulders, the feeling went from jubilation to a little bit of fear. I was going places where I didn't want to go, out by Pesky’s Pole. Finally the police got me to where I wanted to go, which was the clubhouse, where we still had to wait for the Angels-Tigers game to end in Detroit. For us to be sitting around a radio instead of a TV, it reminded me of an old-time movie where you were listening for news of some important event.


After the Angels beat the Tigers and we'd won the pennant, I went upstairs to see Mr. Yawkey to give him the game ball that my teammates had given to me. I knew that it was such a long time since he'd had anything good like that happen for him that I thought he should have it. It was almost like the owner's office in The Natural, with the dark hallway and the dark-paneled room. Mr. Yawkey was there and I gave him the ball. He cried a lot that day. That was a special chapter of a fabled story. The beauty of the Red Sox is that every year is a different chapter—and there's still more to this book.


Whenever I come back to Fenway I try to go in through the same ramp that I did that first time in 1965, and it's the same feeling. It has so many great memories for me. The greenness, the majesty of the Wall. That image never goes away.


Jim Lonborg was the first Red Sox pitcher to win the Cy Young Award (1967)






SPECIAL INTRODUCTION


BY


BENJAMIN TAYLOR
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After the death of my father, John I. Taylor, in June of 1987, I had to clean out his office at the Boston Globe, where he had spent more than five decades as a newspaperman. Most of what I found was unremarkable, with one exception. In the dark recesses of a closet, I discovered a couple of blueprints. One was of Fenway Park and the other a detailed sketch of the hand-operated scoreboard still extant on the park’s left-field wall. Upon closer inspection, I realized that the blueprints were of the renovation of the park in 1933 by then-owner Thomas A. Yawkey. I assumed that they were given to my father because his father, also named John I. Taylor, is credited with having built Fenway Park.


I never met my grandfather. He died in 1938, ten years before I was born. I was vaguely aware—no doubt from reading the great Peter Gammons—that he was the president of Boston’s American League franchise from 1904 to 1911, that he changed the name of the team from the Boston Americans to the Boston Red Sox, and that he built Fenway Park. Other than this, I knew very little about him. Conversations with my older brothers confirm that our father rarely talked about his father. I cannot deny feeling a bit of family pride around his connection to Fenway Park, but I am also aware that my grandfather was thoroughly trashed as a meddlesome owner and dilettante by Glenn Stout and Richard A. Johnson in their book Red Sox Century.


I hung the blueprints in my office at the Globe and then at home after I left the paper in late 1999. When I discovered they were fading because of exposure to the light, I took them off the wall and stored them in our attic where they now reside, gathering dust. (You can see them, restored to their original blue, at left and on the next page.)


As a fan, my experience is not unlike thousands of others in New England. In the first game I can remember attending at Fenway, the Red Sox played the great 1954 Cleveland Indians team that won 111 games during the 154-game regular season. I was seven years old. That same decade, I remember my parents telling me I couldn’t go to a game with the rest of the family because of the polio scare. Like many Red Sox fans of a certain age, I was thrilled by the magical seasons of 1967, 1975, and 1986, when the Sox came within one game of winning the World Series and breaking the Curse of the Bambino. I became addicted to reading newspapers when I was young because of the Red Sox coverage. To this day, Sox stories in the Globe remain one of the first staples I turn to each morning.


On my office wall now, I have a picture of Ted Williams and his beautiful swing during the All-Star Game in 1946. On the same wall, near the Globe front page of August 9, 1974 announcing Nixon’s resignation, is a framed reproduction of the Globe’s front page of October 28, 2004 chronicling the Sox victory in the World Series for the first time since 1918. Like many Red Sox fans, I feel we are extremely fortunate that the current ownership chose to improve Fenway rather than build a new park. They have preserved a national treasure. That choice seems to have been a good business decision too, as the Sox continue to draw extraordinary crowds for home games.


My mother was a consummate Red Sox fan. She used to listen to games on the radio. Curt Gowdy’s mellifluous tones and then Ned Martin’s were familiar sounds in my house growing up. Born in 1915, which made her too young to remember the championship seasons of that year, 1916, and 1918, my mother used to say her one wish was that the Red Sox win a World Series before she died. She died in 1990, missing the championships of 2004 and 2007 that finally ended the club’s long stretch of futility.


There is no way to predict the future, or how long Fenway will survive into the 21st century. It is important not to stay stuck in the past. Fenway, though vastly improved in recent years, is not without flaws. The right-field grandstand seats have lousy sightlines that apparently are very difficult to improve. Legroom is not the park’s strongest suit. Many of the best seats have become financially prohibitive. Nevertheless, as it celebrates its 100th anniversary, the park still works remarkably well as a place where fans can enjoy professional baseball at the highest level. Those of us who love the game can only hope that Fenway Park remains an essential part of the soul of New England and of the national pastime for a long time to come.


 


Benjamin Taylor is a former publisher of the Boston Globe
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Blueprint of Fenway Park dated January 8, 1934. It was found in the Boston Globe office of the late John I. Taylor, along with a blueprint of scoreboard renovations (page 16) dated October 25, 1933. Images restored and reproduced (see pullout poster) courtesy of the Taylor family.






INTRODUCTION
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The storied home of the Red Sox for a century, “America’s Most Beloved Ballpark” also is the oldest in the major leagues, and the most famous. From the classic brick entrance on Yawkey Way, to the unique left-field wall with its manual scoreboard, to Pesky’s Pole in right field, its timeless features are recognized from the Bronx to the Dominican Republic to Japan.


John Updike’s “lyric little bandbox,” which he likened to “an old-fashioned peeping-type Easter egg,” is so linked with Boston and baseball history that it is a destination in itself, equal to the Freedom Trail and the swan boats, with visitors taking guided ballpark tours even during winter. In Cheers, the long-running situation comedy based in a Back Bay tavern, bartender Sam “Mayday” Malone was a former Red Sox relief pitcher. The fan film Fever Pitch is based around Fenway. It is also where Kevin Costner took James Earl Jones for an inspirational outing in Field of Dreams.


Fenway’s field is like no other. Because the park was jammed into a city lot bounded by narrow streets, its dimensions are a crazy confluence of oblique angles—like the three-sided oddity in center field that can turn the game into Pachinko, with the ball bouncing and rattling about. There is so little playable foul territory that dozens of balls end up in the stands, which are so close to the diamond that fans can hear the players’ chatter.


Fenway is a charmingly auditory experience, from the scalpers on Brookline Avenue (“Who needs tickets?”), to the fans singing “Sweet Caroline” during the eighth inning, to the playing of “Dirty Water” over the public address system after victories.


Fenway’s endearing quirkiness is the key to much of its allure. Except for some increased seating and creature comforts, the park has remained largely unchanged since it opened in 1912 in the same week that the Titanic sank.


“When I brought my kids to Fenway, they never complained about the inconveniences of the ancient ballpark,” wrote Boston Globe columnist Dan Shaughnessy, who confessed that he still took “some weird comfort in the knowledge that the poles that occasionally obscured our vision of the pitcher are the same green beams that blocked the vision of my dad and his dad when they would take the trolley from Cambridge to watch the Red Sox in the 1920s.”


Babe Ruth threw his first pitch and Ted Williams hit his last home run at Fenway. From Christy Mathewson, to Ty Cobb, to Satchel Paige, to Joe DiMaggio, to Hank Aaron, most of baseball’s greatest names have appeared on Fenway’s stage, which also has accommodated an extraordinary variety of other athletes, politicians, and entertainers.


Three of Boston’s professional football teams—the Redskins, the Yanks, and the Patriots—performed at Fenway. The Bruins and Flyers, two of hockey’s fiercest rivals, played in the Winter Classic there on New Year’s Day. Franklin Delano Roosevelt gave his final campaign address at Fenway. The Rolling Stones, Stevie Wonder, Paul McCartney, and Bruce Springsteen all sang there.


Through it all the Boston Globe has been the consistent, respected chronicler—both in words and in pictures—of every important event in Fenway’s history. The Taylor family, the newspaper’s founders and longtime stewards, owned and named both the team and the park. So it’s appropriate that the Globe has produced the definitive book celebrating 100 years of Fenway Park, a collector’s item featuring exceptional writing and unforgettable images from the Globe’s incomparable archive of photographs, illustrations, and front pages.


Every significant moment from every year is here, and then some. The dramatic World Series victory over the Giants in 1912. The 1934 fire that scorched Tom Yawkey’s renovated park. Ted Williams’s “Great Expectoration” of 1956. Jim Lonborg’s “hero’s ride” after putting the Sox in position to secure the Impossible Dream pennant in 1967. Carlton Fisk’s dramatic, “is-it-fair?” homer in the 12th inning of Game 6 of the 1975 World Series against the Reds. Bucky “Bleeping” Dent’s heartbreaking screen shot in the 1978 divisional playoff game with New York. Roger Clemens’s record 20 strikeouts against the Mariners in 1986. Dave Roberts’ stolen base against the Yankees in 2004 that was the beginning of the end of 86 years of October frustration.


Fenway is all about lore. The Royal Rooters torturing visiting ballplayers with incessant renditions of “Tessie.” Williams’s monster bleacher shot knocking a hole in a fan’s straw hat. Manny Ramirez’s mystery disappearance inside the belly of the Monster. Jimmy Piersall oinking like a pig on the base paths. Luis Tiant’s rhumba windup that the New Yorker’s Roger Angell dubbed “Call the Osteopath.” Pedro Martinez playing matador to former skipper Don Zimmer’s enraged bull during a brawl with the Yankees. A midget coming out of the stands to cover third when the Indians used the “Williams Shift.”


This is the story of 100 years of Fenway Park, in chapter and verse, by the people who lived it.
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1910s
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A member of the Royal Rooters, a group of passionate Red Sox fans, sounded the drumbeat during a 1903 World Series game with the Pittsburgh Pirates at Huntington Avenue Grounds. The Rooters continued their antics for several years after the Sox moved to Fenway.











“Now for the opening of Boston’s magnificent new ballpark and a chance to see the Red Sox in action while leading the American League, a position gained while on the road.”


—BOSTON GLOBE, APRIL 20, 1912





By the time Fenway Park debuted it was something of an anticlimax. The ballpark, which replaced the old Huntington Avenue Grounds, actually had been opened and used 11 days earlier when a handful of fans braved wintry weather to see the Red Sox shut out Harvard College in an exhibition. The game with the New York Highlanders (now Yankees) had been postponed by two days of rain. And most people were preoccupied with the Titanic, which had sunk on April 15 with several dozen New Englanders among those aboard. The day the new ballpark opened it was packed with 24,000 spectators, yet attendance for the season would total only 597,000. Sporting News predicted that the park would become more popular when people got accustomed to “journeying in the new direction.” In its first season Fenway hosted the World Series, and two years later it did so again—for the crosstown Boston Braves. The park’s colorful fandom featured saloonkeeper Michael McGreevy, society lady Isabella Stewart Gardner, and the raucous Royal Rooters, and they cheered the Sox to four world titles in seven seasons. But in Fenway’s early days, it was much more than the home base for the Red Sox; it hosted football, lacrosse, hurling, parades, memorials, and political gatherings. Former President Teddy Roosevelt attended an outing in 1914 at Fenway, 30 years before his cousin, President Franklin D. Roosevelt, gave the final campaign speech of his life there. The decade was capped by a rally for Irish independence attended by 50,000, by a world title captured in a season abbreviated by the Great War, and by a trade that would become the 86-year symbol of Red Sox futility.
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A rendering of the new ballpark from architect James E. McLaughlin was published in the Boston Globe, which estimated the cost of the park at $1 million.


 


From the very beginning, the cherished and cursed home of the Boston Red Sox was the most misshapen and quirky collection of angles and corners in baseball. It was, John Updike wrote, “a compromise between Man’s Euclidean determinations and Nature’s beguiling irregularities.” Even the much-beloved name started as a simple tribute to geography. “It’s in the Fenway section, isn’t it?” the team’s owner said at the time.


The very genesis of Fenway Park was a matter of straightforward commerce. John I. Taylor was the owner of a ball club that played in a rented park. What he wanted was to own half of a club playing in a ballpark that he fully controlled, preferably in the embryonic neighborhood where his real estate company owned a large chunk of the reclaimed swampland that he and his partners hoped to develop into one of Boston’s desirable districts.


So he bought more than 365,000 square feet from his company, had architect James McLaughlin draw up plans and sold half of the Red Sox to former Washington Senators manager Jimmy McAleer for $150,000. Taylor then set about building what the Boston Globe promised would be a “magnificent baseball plant” between Lansdowne and Ipswich Streets. The new facility would be made of concrete and steel with a brick exterior that was a cross between a South End bowfront and a New England cotton mill and it would accommodate 28,000 spectators, twice as many as did the wooden Huntington Avenue Grounds in which the team had played since 1901.


Taylor, whose father Charles was publisher of the Globe, opted for the obvious and commercially convenient name of Fenway Park. The constraints of the site, cost, calendar, and concern for squinting batsmen led to Fenway’s endearing and infuriating dimensions.


Since Taylor didn’t want hitters blinded by the setting sun in an era when games began at 3:30 p.m., he had the diamond oriented with home plate looking out toward Lansdowne.


He didn’t want freeloaders sneaking into the standing areas in the outfield or peering down from nearby rooftops, so he erected a 25-foot wooden wall that he could cover with paid advertisements and that was buttressed by a 10-foot incline that made fielding fly balls something between art and accident.
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Red Sox team president John I. Taylor, whose father was principal owner of the Globe, sold half of the Red Sox and built Fenway Park on land that he owned in the newly developed Fenway section of the city.
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The first ball put into play in the first game at Fenway Park, with an inscription by umpire Tom Connolly.
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 The Boston Post ran several photos of the new ballpark the day after the Red Sox defeated the New York Highlanders, 7-6, in 11 innings, in the park’s inaugural game.
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Hall of Fame outfielder Harry Hooper is the only man to play on four Red Sox world championship teams.


 


Although the foundation was designed to support an upper deck, Taylor wanted his $650,000 playpen finished in time for the 1912 season, which left only seven months from the September groundbreaking. So a grandstand was built to hold 15,000 ticket holders with additional seating along the lines. Quartets of box seats were offered at $250 for the season, with pavilion seats going for 50 cents a game and bleacher spaces for 25 cents.


Fenway Park was such a novelty and the April weather so inhospitable that what the Globe called “the real down-to-the-book official dedication with the music stuff, the flowers and the flags” did not occur until May 17, when the Sox lost to Chicago, 5-2, after leading 2-1 until the ninth, before 17,000 fans. Only 3,000 witnesses had turned out for the dress rehearsal on April 9, a 2-0 exhibition game victory over Harvard that was played amid snow flurries. “It was no day for baseball,” the Globe concluded. Nor were April 18 and Patriots Day, when the scheduled league opener and rescheduled doubleheader were rained out.


When the sun finally appeared on April 20, more than 24,000 fans were on hand for the first official game and what would, in later decades, become a celebrated rarity—a victory over New York, this one achieved in 11 innings by a 7-6 count.


It took another four games for a ball to be knocked over the left-field wall, which then was more of a barrier than a monster. The man who did it, reserve first baseman Hugh Bradley, had hit only one other homer in his career and never managed another. But after sitting on one of southpaw Lefty Russell’s corkscrew curves, Bradley lashed “a terrific smash” over the fence for a three-run shot that gave the Sox a 7-6 victory over the Athletics. “The scene that followed was indescribable,” Tim Murnane wrote in the Globe. “Spectators jumped onto their seats and threw their hats in the air and howled like Indians until Bradley had ducked out of sight, with the Boston players offering congratulations.” The Sox quickly proved themselves capable of running up dizzying numbers. “SWAT! SWAT! SWAT!” read the Globe headline after the “Speed Boys“ outgunned Washington, 33-19, in a May 29 home doubleheader, with the scorers for both clubs covering over three-and-a-half miles (“Hitting and Run-Getting on Wholesale Basis at Fenway Park”). On June 29, rain washed out the game with New York with Boston leading, 10-0, with two out in the first inning. But the hosts won, 8-0, the next day.


By July 20, when the club was in first place by seven games over the Senators, the Globe essentially awarded it the pennant with this headline: “Keen Head Work Combined With Acutely Schemed Team Play; Excellent Pitching, Catching, Infield and Outfield Action; Timely Hitting and Shrewd Base Running Have Shined Gloriously Bright the Outlook for Winning the 1912 Championship.”


Howard “Smoky Joe” Wood, the game’s best “twirler,” went an astounding 34-5 for the Sox in 1912, while his teammates Buck O’Brien and Hugh Bedient each won 20 games. Tris Speaker batted .383 and Duffy Lewis knocked in 109 runs. The Sox didn’t even have to clinch the pennant on their own. When they were being rained out in Cleveland on September 18, the White Sox beat the Athletics to give Boston its first American League title since 1904. By then management had already begun expanding Fenway’s capacity to 32,000, adding 900 box seats and new stands in left and right field.


 


“The game was full of interest, the crowd holding its seats to the end, figuring that the Red Sox would eventually nose out the Broadway swells.”


—T. H. Murnane, Boston Globe, April 21, 1912, in a 
story headlined “Sox Open to Packed Park”






BACK IN THE DAY


 


BY JOHN POWERS


The Red Sox began the 1912 season with a new brick-and-steel ball yard (“the mammoth plant with the commodious fittings”) and no ghosts. Their fifth-place finish in 1911 had been forgotten. By the time they hosted the New York Highlanders on April 20, a sunny Saturday afternoon, they were already sitting in first place in the eight-team American League, well on the way to the finest year in club history (105-47 and the world championship over the New York Giants).


J. Garland “Jake” Stahl, the new player-manager who worked as a Chicago banker in the off-season, had promised no less. The Red Sox, he said, would give the Boston public “only the best of baseball this season, barring accidents.”


“It will be good to play some baseball,” Stahl said. “We have come out of Hot Springs [Arkansas] ready to go. We started well and we do not need any more postponements.”


The Red Sox were 4-1 after wins in New York and Philadelphia on the way north. The visiting Highlanders had not liked sitting around in their hotel—the Copley Plaza—for extra, wasteful days.


Opening Day was perhaps something of an anticlimax. Fenway Park, which replaced the old Huntington Avenue Grounds, actually had been opened and used 11 days earlier when 3,000 customers shivered amid snow flurries while the Red Sox shut out Harvard in an exhibition. The game with the Highlanders (now Yankees) had been postponed by two days of rain, from Thursday to Saturday. And most people were preoccupied with the Titanic, which had sunk on Monday morning with several dozen New Englanders aboard.


The Boston-New York game was listed on the amusements page of the newspaper, merely one of several urban attractions that day. Billie Burke was playing in The Runaway at the Hollis Street Theatre. There was a Taft rally at Faneuil Hall, the Textile and Power Show at the Mechanics Building (admission 25 cents), the BSO at Symphony Hall. And at the Park Theatre, Hoopla! Father Doesn’t Care!!


If you wanted to attend Opening Day, you could buy a reserved seat in the grandstands for 75 cents or a bleacher seat for a quarter. Tickets were available at Wright and Ditson at 344 Washington Street or at the gate. The ballpark was packed with 24,000 spectators, with hundreds of them standing behind a rope in the outfield. Yet attendance for the season would total only 597,000. The Sporting News predicted that the park would become more popular when people got accustomed to “journeying in the new direction.”


If you owned a car in 1912, you could park it almost anywhere you pleased near the ballpark. The only two buildings near the park were a riding school and a garage out beyond right field. The West Fens was terra nova at the time. Artists, students, musicians, and assorted bohemians lived there, out beyond the water and marsh. Speculators owned the land, looking to sell it to developers who would erect apartment buildings near the trolley lines.


Most of the Opening Day crowd arrived by public transit, taking the Ipswich Street, Beacon Street or Commonwealth Avenue cars and walking past open lots to the park. A cadre of “big, fine-looking officers” from Division 16 preserved order. Inside the park customers drank Pureoxia ginger ale, Dr. Swett’s Original Root Beer, and cold lager. If Fenway Franks were available, it was not recorded.


Mayor John “Honey Fitz” Fitzgerald (the future maternal grandfather of President John F. Kennedy) tossed out the first ball, with Governor Eugene Foss at his side, and Buck O’Brien threw the first pitch at 3:10 p.m. “There was no time wasted in childish parades,” Globe writer T.H. Murnane observed. The boisterous Royal Rooters, led by South End saloonkeeper Michael T. “Nuf Ced” McGreevy, serenaded the assemblage with their theme song, “Tessie.”


The Red Sox, also called the Speed Boys, climbed out of a 5-1 hole and won, 7-6, in 11 innings, helped by five hits, including a pair of doubles, by second baseman Steve Yerkes. Murnane wrote, “Tristram Speaker, the Texas sharpshooter, with two down in the 11th inning and Yerkes on third, smashed the ball too fast for the shortstop to handle and the winning run came over the plate . . . the immense crowd leaving for home for a cold supper but wreathed in smiles.” The size of the crowd may have hindered the Red Sox cause, said Murnane. “Before the game, the crowd broke into the outfield and remained behind the ropes, forcing the teams to make ground rules, all hits going for two bases. This ruling was a big disadvantage to the home team, for the Highland laddies never hit for more than a single, while three of Boston’s hits went into the crowd, whereas with a clear field they would have gone for three-base drives and possibly home runs, and would have landed the home team a winner before the ninth inning.”


The writers finished up their scorecards promptly at 6:20 and went back to Newspaper Row. Nobody bothered entering the clubhouse to talk to the players.
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 Boston Mayor John “Honey Fitz” Fitzgerald tipped his hat after throwing out the first pitch on April 20, 1912, the first official game in Fenway Park history.
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 A view from the stands in 1912.
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Even if you didn’t have a ticket, you could view the 1912 World Series through gaps in a fence at the new Fenway Park, where the Red Sox took on the New York Giants.
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Mayor John Fitzgerald (standing) and star pitcher “Smoky Joe” Wood (in the back, with bow tie) took part in Boston’s victory parade after the 1912 World Series.
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“Smoky Joe” Wood dominated the American League in 1912 with a 34-5 record, including 10 shutouts. He also contributed three World Series victories as the Red Sox vanquished the New York Giants.


 


When the team returned from Detroit on September 23, a crowd of 200,000 jammed Summer Street for a parade as the players rode in cars from South Station to the Common. “No general and his army, returning victorious from war, were ever received with wilder or more enthusiastic acclaim,” James O’Leary observed in the Globe. Pennant fever was contagious. Women wore scarlet hose and carried dolls dressed in Boston uniforms while men sported oversized neckties with large red stockings woven in.


After the Sox took the World Series opener from the Giants in New York, more than 1,000 fans were in line at dawn when bleacher seats went on sale for the first home date. “Many had attendants with them who did their bidding, such as running errands to procure cigars, eatables, and wraps when the night air was biting,” the Globe reported.


Not since the Sox defeated Pittsburgh for the 1903 championship had they played in the Series and it was the social event of the year. “Staid citizens of conservative Boston danced in their boxes,” remarked the Globe. “They shouted, they hugged their neighbors and punched perfect strangers in the ribs, inquiring opinions they could not hear and didn’t care about.”


More than 6,000 supporters who couldn’t acquire tickets stood 25 deep on Washington Street, watching the game unfold on a scoreboard in front of the Globe offices downtown with “the stentorian tones of Frank J. Flynn announcing play after play.”


The game was called for darkness after 11 innings with the score deadlocked at 6-6 and after the visitors won the replay a day later, the stage was set for a Series where winning at home was a challenge. After New York battered Wood with six first-inning runs and went on to win by an 11-4 count to knot the Series at three games each, the season came down to one game at Fenway, and one historic blunder—the “$30,000 Muff” of pinch hitter Clyde Engle’s routine fly by New York outfielder Fred Snodgrass that put the tying run on second in the 10th inning.






HOLY SMOKY: WOOD’S SEASON FOR THE AGES


 


BY BOB RYAN
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If you could be one Boston athlete for one year of the 20th century, who would it be? Bobby Orr in 1970? Larry Bird in 1986? Ted Williams in 1941? Doug Flutie in 1984? These are all worthy choices.


But my choice is a 22-year-old young man having the ultimate career year playing baseball in a baseball-mad town. There was an aura of freshness and spontaneity because the team had opened a new ballpark. Imagine being 34-5 and dominant enough to have two official nicknames. Imagine being able to help yourself continually with both the bat and the glove. Imagine staring down the immortal Walter Johnson in the most ballyhooed regular-season game ever played in Fenway Park. Imagine winning three games in the World Series. Imagine being that young, that intelligent, that handsome, that gracious, that talented, and that idolized. Imagine being Smoky Joe Wood in 1912. I can’t think of anything better.


Joe Wood had been with the team since the late stages of 1908. He had come out of the West, the true “Wild West,” in his own words—born in the southwestern Colorado town of Ouray on October 25, 1889, and raised in Ness City, Kansas.


He was a sturdy 5-11 and 180 pounds, and Joe Wood had such a fastball that sometimes batters only saw the vapors; hence the nickname “Smoky Joe.”


“Can I throw harder than Joe Wood? Listen, my friend, there’s no man alive who can throw harder than Smoky Joe Wood.” So said Walter “Big Train” Johnson, who had a pretty good heater himself.


Smoky Joe, who was also known as the “Kansas Cyclone,” had 35 complete games in 38 starts, and in the opening game in New York, he beat the Highlanders with a seven-hitter while driving in two runs and fielding his position like a circus acrobat. By the end of May, word was out that the great Johnson had a major pitching rival in this young Mr. Wood. A tremendous crowd turned out at Griffith Stadium to see the two compete on June 26, and Smoky Joe sent them home with newfound respect after dispatching the Washington Senators with a three-hit shutout in the second game of a doubleheader. That made him 15-3 and gave him at least two victories over every opposing club in the eight-team league.


Wood entered August with a 21-4 record. He came out 28-4, and now thoughts were turning to an upcoming visit by the Senators, for Johnson was not relinquishing his title as Mound King easily. He was en route to a record-tying 16-game winning streak. It was becoming clear that a showdown was in order, and it happened on September 6 at Fenway.


It was the custom in those days to allow overflow fans to spill onto the outfield. Ropes were put up, and balls bounding into the crowd were ground-rule doubles. But such was the interest in this game that spectators were also permitted to line the foul lines, which no one had ever seen and would never see again. For the era, it was a massive crowd, estimated at 29,000.


Johnson was 28-10 and had just had a 16-game winning streak snapped. Wood was 29-4, with a 13-game winning streak. “One of the greatest pitching duels that has been fought should result,” said the Globe in a front-page story.


With such hype, there was scant chance of the game living up to its billing, except that it did. On a glorious late-summer afternoon, the Red Sox scored the game’s only run in the sixth when Tris Speaker doubled into the crowd in left and Duffy Lewis delivered him with a fly ball to right that ticked off Danny Moeller’s glove for another double.


Wood gave up six hits and walked three, but in the ninth, with a man on second base with one away, he got two strikeouts to end the game and give himself victory No. 30.


The Red Sox clinched the pennant with two weeks to spare and were honored with a parade from South Station to the Common. And guess who rode in the spot of honor?


The Red Sox expected to win the Series for one very simple reason. Sure, John McGraw’s Giants had the great Christy Mathewson, but in 1912, the premier pitcher in the land was Smoky Joe Wood. He beat the Giants, 4-3, in Game 1, finishing the game by striking out Otis Crandall to leave the tying run on second.


Wood pitched again in Game 4, with the Series tied at 1-1-1, Game 2 having ended at 6-6 when darkness prevailed. He mixed his pitches well and beat the Giants, 3-1, prompting Mathewson, in his ghostwritten newspaper column, to say, “His was the work of an artist.” Wood also drove in the third run in the ninth inning.


But given a chance to conclude the Series with Boston ahead, 3-2-1 in Game 7, Joe Wood could not tie the ribbon on the package. He was removed after one horrible inning in which he gave up six hits and was reached for a double steal.


It looked as if Wood’s storybook season would have a very inappropriate ending. The following day, Jake Stahl brought him out of the bullpen in the eighth inning of a 1-1 game. Wood threw two shutout innings before New York pushed across a run in the top of the 10th and would have scored another one if Joe hadn’t made a tremendous barehanded stop of a Chief Meyers line drive to the box. At any rate, he was the losing pitcher of record until his team came to bat. But the Red Sox, aided by some storied Giants misplays (the Fred Snodgrass muff of a routine fly ball and a Speaker pop foul that fell among three Giants), scored twice in the bottom of the inning. Joe Wood had his third Series win and the Red Sox had the 1912 world championship.


It is all in the books. In 1912, Wood had a league-leading 10 shutouts. He won 16 straight games. He threw 344 innings. He hit .290 and slugged .435. He won games with his glove. He won three games in the World Series.


Mayor John Fitzgerald (the celebrated “Honey Fitz”) orchestrated a massive civic celebration for the Red Sox. Joe Wood simply got up and said, “I did all I could, and I just want to thank you.”










 




“When I brought my kids to Fenway, they never complained about the inconveniences of the ancient ballpark. . . . I still take some weird comfort in the knowledge that the poles that occasionally obscured our view of the pitcher are the same green beams that blocked the vision of my dad and his dad when they would take the trolley from Cambridge to watch the Red Sox in the 1920s.”


—Dan Shaughnessy, Boston Globe sports columnist
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Fans filled the third-base grandstand, as well as the temporary stands erected against the left-field wall, for the 1912 World Series against the New York Giants.





“I didn’t seem to be able to hold the ball,” he later told the New York Times, saying that the error “froze him to the marrow.” The ball “just dropped out of the glove and that’s all there was to it.” Snodgrass immediately made amends by snagging Harry Hooper’s shot to deep center. The real killer miscue was a miscall by New York pitcher Christy Mathewson on Speaker’s foul pop-up, which fell uncaught. Speaker then knocked in the tying run and Larry Gardner’s sacrifice fly scored Boston’s Steve Yerkes with the winner, setting off what the Globe’s Murnane called an “outburst of insane enthusiasm.”


There was another celebratory parade the next day, this one from Park Square to Faneuil Hall, where Mayor John F. “Honey Fitz” Fitzgerald proclaimed the Sox victory “an epoch in the history of this city.”


The euphoria continued throughout the winter, with a reprise assumed all around. “The more I think it over, the more convinced I am that we will be stronger next season than we were last,” McAleer said in February. So the 10-9 loss to Philadelphia in the home opener was shrugged off. “What’s One Lost Game to a Team That Can Win 105 in a Year?” asked the Globe headline.


But by April 20 the Sox found themselves in seventh place, and there was “shock over the Red Sox start.” Injuries didn’t help. Wood hurt his thumb while slipping as he was fielding a bunt and left fielder Duffy Lewis, shortstop Heinie Wagner, and the team’s player-manager Jake Stahl were all sidelined. “Having had their spring vacation, it is to be hoped that the Red Sox are now going to work with renewed vigor,” the Globe observed on May 11, when the club was in sixth.
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Babe Ruth in 1915, age 20, when he won 18 games for the Red Sox and helped them win the first of three world championships in four years, before his infamous trade to the Yankees.
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“MRS. JACK” WAS AN EARLY FANATIC


 


As the Globe’s Jack Thomas wrote in 1988: “There was only one Isabella Stewart Gardner, which is too bad, for nobody was better at shocking Boston society in the late 19th and early 20th centuries, and Boston today could use another like her. She is remembered not only for the Gardner Museum that she built with her husband’s money, but also for her impact on Boston’s cultural and social history from her arrival in 1860 as Jack’s 20-year-old bride until her burial in Mount Auburn Cemetery in July 1924.


“She was not even born in Boston, as her biographer pointed out. Jack met her in New York, married her two days before the Civil War began, brought her to Boston and moved into the Boylston Hotel, later the Touraine, until their house at 152 Beacon Street was built. She was aristocratic, eccentric, and scandalous. Her husband had money and patience and, being married to her, needed both. She demonstrated contempt for propriety by walking down Beacon Street with pet lions, and posed in a low-cut dress with pearls around her hips for a John Singer Sargent portrait considered so risqué that when it was displayed at the St. Botolph Club in the winter of 1888, Jack ordered it taken down, and it was never again shown in his lifetime.”


Mrs. Jack, as she was known, once caused another huge commotion at Symphony Hall. In December 1912, two months after the Red Sox beat the New York Giants in the World Series, she appeared at a concert wearing “a white band around her head and on it the words, ‘Oh you Red Sox’ in red letters,” as a Boston gossip columnist put it. “It looked as if the woman had gone crazy . . . almost causing a panic among those in the audience who discovered the ornamentation, and even for a moment upsetting [the musicians] so that their startled eyes wandered from their music stands.”


Why the hubbub? “‘Oh you Red Sox’ was a song popular with the Royal Rooters, a group of Boston baseball fans known for rowdyism,” Patrick McMahon, a Museum of Fine Arts curatorial project manager, told the Globe in 2005. “Symphony-goers must have thought for a moment that one of those raucous drunks had slipped into the building.”
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Mrs. Jack wasn’t just jumping on the bandwagon, insisted Gardner Museum archivist Kristin Parker. While perusing Gardner’s scrapbooks in 2005, Parker found numerous Red Sox news items, photos, and notations of scores dating to the Boston Americans’ triumph in the first World Series in 1903. In 1912, the 72-year-old Gardner purchased season tickets to the newly built Fenway Park, a stone’s throw from her palazzo. “One of the only things that kept [humorist] Robert Benchley from going ‘crazy with boredom’ in Boston in the summer of 1912, I’ve read, was meeting Gardner,” Parker said. “She took Benchley to Fenway, where she ‘loudly encouraged all the Boston players by name.’”


She was once called Boston’s most famous “insider outsider,” and some wondered about the death of her infant son, her only child, and whether the magnificent palazzo in the Fenway was a memorial to him. In one of the museum’s paintings, a Madonna and child by the Spanish artist Francisco de Zurbaran, she must have seen, as others have, that the child in the painting looked remarkably like one of the photographs of her little son. A Globe story about a museum renovation in 1928 said: “Everything was put back in its place, so the museum looks exactly as it did when Mrs. Gardner died. Nothing has been added, nothing removed. That is as she wished—and willed—it should be.”


More recently, in a nod to Mrs. Jack’s baseball allegiance, anyone wearing a Red Sox-branded item receives $2 off admission to the Gardner. If you’re named Isabella, you get in free—for life.


Portrait of Isabella Stewart Gardner by John Singer Sargent, 1888.
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IT WAS HIS CLIFF


 


He was a member of the Red Sox outfield that many consider to be the best in baseball history. He saw the first home run Babe Ruth hit and the last, No. 714. He is also one of the few players to ever pinch-hit for the legendary slugger.


They even named a cliff after him.


He was the venerable George “Duffy” Lewis, a Red Sox outfielder in the early glory days of World Series victories and later a traveling secretary for the Boston Braves. He was one-third of the famed Lewis-Speaker-Hooper outfield that sparked the Red Sox to World Series triumphs in 1912 and 1915.


After an outstanding career as a player that started with the Red Sox in 1910, Lewis was also a coach, manager, owner, and, finally, traveling secretary for the Boston and Milwaukee Braves, before retiring in 1961.


Born April 18, 1888, in San Francisco, George Edward Lewis was one of three children. His mother’s maiden name was Duffy and somehow that became his nickname. Along with his lifelong friend and fellow outfielder, Harry Hooper, Lewis attended St. Mary’s College in Oakland, California. In 1908, the pair played in the so-called “Outlaw League” in California and then jumped to the state’s City League.


Lewis came to the Red Sox from Oakland in 1910, joining Hooper, who had been brought up the year before. Lewis had been spotted and signed by John I. Taylor, owner of the Red Sox, for a $200 bonus. His first year’s salary was $3,000 and his biggest contract as a Red Sox outfielder was for $5,000.


When Lewis came up, the Red Sox had Tris Speaker in center, Harry Niles in right, and Harry Hooper in left. The Sox lost the first three games. Lewis was put in left and Hooper moved to right. Lewis’s hitting won the first game he played in for the Sox and he remained in left for the next 151 games. That established the Red Sox outfield for the next six seasons.


As the Red Sox left fielder, Lewis patrolled the most unusual parcel of real estate of any ballpark in America. Fenway’s left field then included a precarious grassy slope rising about 10 feet to the base of the wall. A player had to be part mountain goat to scale it, catch an outfield fly, and then stride downhill to throw the ball into the infield.
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“The first time I saw it,” Lewis recalled in an April 21, 1978 Globe story by Joe Dinneen, “I said to myself, ‘Holy cow! What have we got here?’ It looked pretty awesome.”


Lewis would go out to the park early and have somebody hit the ball again and again out to the wall. He experimented with every angle of approach up the “cliff.” He mastered the slope so well that it was referred to as “Duffy’s Cliff.”


Bulldozers knocked the cliff down to just about level when Tom Yawkey remodeled Fenway Park in 1934.


The Red Sox enjoyed their most successful seasons during the stewardship of their mighty outfield trio. In 1912, they beat the New York Giants in seven games in the World Series, but Lewis’s real starring roles were to come in Boston’s 1915 and 1916 Series wins.


In 1915, the Red Sox faced the Philadelphia Phillies, led by the great pitcher Grover Cleveland Alexander. But Boston clobbered the Phillies, winning four of five games, losing only the first to Alexander. Duffy led all the regulars with a .444 average.




“They taught me how to go up the hill, but they didn’t teach me how to go down.”


—A visiting left fielder in the days of “Duffy’s Cliff”





T.H. Murnane of the Globe wrote, “Duffy Lewis was the real hero of this Series, or any other. I have witnessed all of the contests for the game’s highest honors in the last 30 years and I want to say that the all-around work of the modest Californian never has been equaled in a big series.”


In 1916, the Red Sox had to defend their championship without Speaker, who was traded to Cleveland just before the season. After securing the pennant, they faced Brooklyn in the World Series, and again the Sox prevailed by a 4-1 margin as Lewis batted .353. Lewis played with the Red Sox through 1917, spent some time in the Navy during World War I, and then was with the Yankees for two seasons before winding up his playing career with one season in Washington.


Lewis was an established player when Babe Ruth came up to the Red Sox as a pitcher in 1914. Ruth had a terrible memory for names and always greeted everyone with, “Hi, kid.” For some reason, Duffy recalled, Ruth remembered him and always saluted him with, “Hi, Duff.”


The Babe, Lewis said, was a pretty fair hitter in his early days, but had a habit of striking out a lot. And that’s how Lewis came to pinch-hit for the Sultan of Swat.


“I was on the bench nursing a bad ankle,” Lewis recalled. “Bill Carrigan, our manager, asked me if I could hit. I said sure. So he sent me to pinch-hit for Ruth. I got a hit, too. I used to think it won the game, but someone told me a few years ago that it didn’t.”


In 1947, Lewis received a testimonial dinner at the Hotel Statler, with more than 1,000 friends and fans turning out. He was reunited for the evening with old outfield compatriots Speaker and Hooper.


Lewis threw out the first pitch to open the 1975 World Series at Fenway Park. Perhaps the only sad note in his long baseball career is that it did not end with a place in the Hall of Fame.


Speaker had been part of the Hall’s second group in 1937. Hooper was inducted in 1971 and spent the remaining years of his life plugging for Duffy to make it.


Frank Frisch, a member of the Hall of Fame Veterans Committee, once told Lewis: “You, Speaker and Hooper all should have gone into the Hall of Fame at the same time. As the best outfield of your day, it would have been right.”


Lewis shrugged it off. “A lot of people have said I should have gone in with the others. But I have no regrets. I’m doing all right.”


Duffy Lewis died in Salem, New Hampshire, in 1979 at the age of 91. He was inducted into the Red Sox Hall of Fame in 2002.
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The 10-foot-high incline in left field that abutted the wall (visible behind players) was named for Duffy Lewis (opposite page), the Red Sox left fielder who mastered its vagaries.
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LENDING AN EAR TO DE VALERA


 


Eamon de Valera, president of the Irish Republic, came to America in 1919 to plead the cause of independence for the fledgling Irish state, and his visit to Boston brought a massive crowd of 50,000 to Fenway Park.


The Globe’s A.J. Philpott wrote, “It was an inspiring assemblage—one in which the spirit of the Irish people rose above the spirit of faction, of group or party.” Of the Irish president, he wrote, “The very mystery which attaches to this man, who was comparatively unheard of until recently, somehow fulfilled the dreams of the race—that some great figure would arise at the crucial moment and lead Ireland to freedom. In the thoughtful, militant, clean-cut face and gaunt personality of de Valera there is somehow also personified that new spirit which has come to Irishmen in which the demand has superseded the appeal for justice to Ireland. In that vast audience, you sensed this new dignity that has sunk into their consciousness.”


A large audience was expected, according to the Globe. But instead of 25,000, some 50,000 descended on the grounds. They filled the grandstand first, and then the wings on the right and left, and then they poured into the field and filled the space between the platform and grandstand—jammed it—then flowed around and backward in all directions, and there were thousands on the streets outside.


It was an ideal day for a great outdoor meeting—clear, sunny, and not too warm—and the location could not have been much improved. When a series of resolutions demanding the recognition of the Irish Republic were read, the unanimous “Ayes” could be heard over in Dorchester, and the silence that followed when the call came for the “Nays” led to a shout of laughter.


Some excitement was caused when three mounted policemen forced a passageway through the crowd to enable the committee, with President de Valera, to reach the speaker’s platform, which had been erected near home plate of the baseball diamond. On the whole, however, it was an orderly and patient audience. More than 20,000 members of the crowd stood from about 2 o’clock until after 5 o’clock, when “The Star-Spangled Banner” was sung and the audience dispersed quietly.


Two days later, as Eamon de Valera left New England for New York, he issued a message thanking the people of the region: “I did not need to come to Boston or to America to know that Americans would not lend themselves to an act of injustice against an ancient nation that clung to its traditions and maintained its spirit of independence through seven centuries of blood and tears. In the name of Ireland, I thank you.”







OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
   
  
        
       
 

        
       
 

     
 
   
   
 
 
  
     





OEBPS/images/f040.jpg








OEBPS/images/f038.jpg
Basvye L R






OEBPS/images/f037-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/f039.jpg





OEBPS/images/f034.jpg





OEBPS/images/f033.jpg





OEBPS/images/f036.jpg





OEBPS/images/f035.jpg





OEBPS/images/f031-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/f032-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/f032-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780762442041.jpg
. 2 > X

’ N mﬂnl B'
R [ e N E VOIVO mm i
S A & | . L]
- ~ -~ L ” s

The Boston Globe

P R LU e |)iCLUDES POSTER. OF RARE”

e e MILOR EQRG B FENWAY PARK BLUEPRINTS
SPECIAL INTRODUCTION 8Y BENJAMIN TAYLO| L

A SALUTE TO THE COOLEST, CRUELEST, LONGEST-RUNNING MAJOR LEAGUE BASEBALL STADIUM IN AMERICA





OEBPS/images/f028.jpg
3 rn_n_:
Jow Boston's New Baseball Park Looked at the Opéning Game






OEBPS/images/f027.jpg
FoRk DEVELOPMENT,

Fenway Park, New Home of Red
Transterred o Threo
. for Imoroverhent.

iramtorsig. the o
o Tpawich 20 Lansdr

Molrose snd Arthur C Wiee o1
s to derelop the

St gt oo X
e s0 T for capacty and char.
acter tha wocommoditiona il by sec-

e
B o, Joh 1 EE e

o Rt
prbatent hid aririeat (i

S






OEBPS/images/f031-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/f029.jpg





OEBPS/images/f024.jpg





OEBPS/images/f022.jpg





OEBPS/images/f026.jpg
NEW HOME OF THE RED SOX; PLANT IDEAL IN EQUIPMENT AND LOCATION.

sl Pk VGt 34530 Sore e o Land Vi S o e Mt A Ty P St Acommiates b 2400
ok k. 1 bt P Bt 0 4 5






OEBPS/images/f020.jpg





OEBPS/images/f018.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg
FENWAY PARK

.
R






OEBPS/images/people.jpg
PEOPLE 2 PARK





OEBPS/images/tit.jpg





OEBPS/images/f010.jpg





OEBPS/images/f012.jpg





OEBPS/images/f007.jpg





OEBPS/images/f008.jpg





OEBPS/images/f027a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f016.jpg
Peainf Openag Space:






OEBPS/images/f013.jpg





OEBPS/images/f014.jpg





OEBPS/images/f002.jpg





OEBPS/images/f006.jpg





