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  ______________

  This book is dedicated to all the past and present men who have worn Royal blue. In particular, we remember the great Royals who are no longer with us. You will always be remembered.

  ______________


  Foreword

  By Frank White, Five-Time All-Star and World Series Champion

  Do you ever sit and wonder what your life would be like if it hadn’t been for one major event? I sometimes do. That one event for me was being selected for the Royals Baseball Academy. The academy was an experimental brainchild of former Kansas City Royals owner Ewing Kauffman, who thought that the Royals could find good athletes and turn them into major-league caliber baseball players.

  After a successful tryout in 1970, at the age of 19, I was selected by the Royals for the academy. Even though I could play baseball, I wasn’t a major-league prospect. My high school, Lincoln High in Kansas City, didn’t have a baseball team, so my playing was confined to summer leagues, including Kansas City’s Ban Johnson League. In fact, when I tried out for the academy, I was a sheet metal clerk at Metals Protection Plating Company. Certainly not a place to be seen by big-league scouts.

  The academy’s director, Syd Thrift, believed in me, though. One of the team’s main rules was that players were not to be married. Guess what? I was married. But Syd convinced Mr. Kauffman that I should be a part of the academy.

  During our time at the Royals Baseball Academy in Florida, we weren’t allowed to have cars, we stayed in dormitories, we went to Manatee Junior College for classes, and then we spent hours each day working on the fundamentals of baseball. Professionally, it was one of the best things that could have happened to me.

  Less than three years later, in 1973, I returned to Kansas City as a member of the Royals. It was a dream come true. I often have said that my greatest thrill as a baseball player, by far, was being called to the major leagues and playing for my hometown Royals.

  Playing in two World Series, including the 1985 championship, is an unbelievable feeling. But to be able to play at a high level for so long in front of family and friends in my hometown is hard to beat. To do that for nearly 20 years is rare.

  Now, to see my No. 20 at the bottom of the scoreboard, along with the numbers of my teammate George Brett and manager Dick Howser, and to think that I was the only hometown player to spend his entire career with the club, is humbling beyond words.

  Even though there was a time, in 1984, when I asked to be traded, it’s hard to imagine playing anywhere except in my hometown and its great fans. Ironically, if it hadn’t been for Mr. Kauffman, not only would I not have had a chance to play major league baseball, but major league baseball might not have been in Kansas City during the 1970s.

  There was a period, after the Kansas City A’s left and went to Oakland, when we had a feeling in Kansas City that we’d never have baseball again. At the urging of several business leaders in the area, though, Mr. Kauffman stepped up and bought the team.

  When the Royals started playing in 1969, all of us were hooked. I wanted to listen to the games or watch them in person as much as I could.

  Lincoln High School was situated right next to the old Municipal Stadium, the Royals’ first home. The school sat on a hill, which allowed us to stand on the bleachers at the football field and look down into Municipal Stadium and watch games. It was great when I had a gym class at 1:00 in the afternoon on days when the Royals would be playing an afternoon game. I was in baseball heaven.

  When the Royals played at night, we’d climb up to the top of the bleachers after baseball practice and watch the game until about the sixth or seventh inning. Then, late in the game, we would go down to the left field bleachers where George Toma, the team’s groundskeeper, would open the gates and let us sneak in to watch the last couple innings. Again, what an experience!

  It was cool to watch the Royals players leave after the game and to imagine being one of them one day. We looked at those guys as heroes. It’s funny, because a few years later, I was playing with many of those same players.

  When I wasn’t sneaking a peek at Municipal, or making the short trip to the stadium with my dad, I was listening on the radio. I loved listening to Buddy Blattner and Denny Matthews. As the veteran announcer, Buddy put you in the ballpark; he made you think you were there. That’s what you want when you’re at home listening to the game. Buddy created an atmosphere. Today’s younger announcers aren’t like that.

  Denny learned quite a bit from Buddy. Denny has been able to sustain, which is obvious by the fact that he’s been with the Royals since day one. When it comes to the action on the field, Denny is about as knowledgeable as they come. He grew up playing the game, but he’s also studied it. There often are times when he’ll sit down with a player and talk about the position, or learn the player’s thoughts on different situations. I know, because he and I have had a few discussions about second base play.

  Through Denny’s knowledge of the game, and his memory throughout the club’s history, in Tales from the Royals Dugout, he and Matt Fulks spin some fantastic stories and insight into some of the people who have shaped the history of this organization.

  The book brought back some fantastic memories for me, such as the series against the A’s in Oakland in 1976 when we had a fight one night and then came back the next night and clinched a share of our first American League Western division championship behind a heroic game from Amos Otis and some terrific managing by Whitey Herzog.

  I played for Whitey at a young age. Most of our club was young when Whitey managed us. He was a great young player’s manager. He was an aggressive manager who liked all-out play from all of his guys. He basically let us play. He taught us to trust ourselves as players, go out and play the game the same way regardless of the situation, and then he’d take over in the seventh inning if needed.

  He wanted us to use good judgment. He let us put on our own hit-and-runs and our own steals. As long as we made good decisions, he wasn’t going to give us a hard time. I think that’s what we needed at that time. He was a great manager to play for.

  Tales from the Royals Dugout also brought back some hilarious memories of Big John Mayberry sitting in the back of the bus, needling guys in a way that only Big John could do.

  And, of course, Denny recalls some stories from our World Series championship season of 1985, when I became the second second baseman in history—after Jackie Robinson—to bat cleanup in the Series, thanks to my favorite manager, Dick Howser.

  Dick saw that I could be both a good defensive player and a productive offensive player, which no other manager seemed to see. From 1983 to ’87, Dick batted me in run-producing positions. During that span when he moved me to the third spot, I had 17, 22, 22, and 17 home runs. My production went down after 1987 when I was moved down in the order. Dick saw a complete player in me, for which I’ll always be grateful.

  Dick was a true professional. He had been with the Yankees, a club that didn’t mess much with young guys. From my standpoint from day one, in 1981, he knew how to handle veteran players, which is what we needed at that time. Through his faith in us and our desire to win for him, we had a magical season in 1985.

  Winning that World Series was an incredible experience. I feel especially blessed because we missed several opportunities in the 1970s, and then we were close in 1980. So to be a part of the club’s first world championship, and to be a part of that with a team from my hometown, is special. Seeing the excitement of the fans in 1980 and 1985 was a big thrill. We all were experiencing some incredible moments.

  Our teams played well and had fun all those years because we had good players. Having the chemistry and becoming winners came from having good players. We held each other accountable for what happened on the field. We weren’t going to get the other team tomorrow; we were going to get them that day. We wanted to win that day, every day. That was the backbone of our success. We had talented players and a strong desire as a team to win.

  People often want to mention only George Brett or me when they talk about those great Royals teams of the 1970s and 1980s. But we had an All-Star team out there every night. With the exception of someplace like New York, the teams we had couldn’t be assembled today because of the salaries. The guys simply were incredible.

  We had Gold Glove outfielders with Otis, Willie Wilson, and Al Cowens. Mayberry had the softest hands of any first baseman in the league, and he could hit for power. Freddie Patek and U.L. Washington at shortstop were as consistent as shortstops come. And who could forget my predecessor at second, Cookie Rojas? He and Freddie made a great double-play combination at the middle infield spot for a number of years. Darrell Porter was a strong, aggressive catcher. Then there was Hal McRae, who was a great hitter and one of the most aggressive players ever. And all of those guys were just in the mid-to-late 1970s!

  Our championship Royals teams, which you’ll read more about throughout this book, were built through our farm system and some great trades. In fact, Jerry Terrell was the only free agent we signed in the first few years of free agency. The scouting department and general managers—men such as Cedric Tallis, Syd Thrift, and John Schuerholz—did a wonderful job of identifying and signing quality players who would help our club.

  The beauty of the Royals franchise is that even from their first year as an expansion club, they didn’t finish in last place until 1995. The general attitude today is that if you don’t finish first, who cares. Well, the 1969 team and the early 1970s teams had pride in not finishing last. Our pride increased throughout the rest of the 1970s and 1980s when we started contending and then winning championships.

  [image: image]

  Even though Frank White was known widely for his defensive play, he became a very good clutch hitter. He was a tough out for opponents.

  Photo courtesy of Kansas Collection, University of Kansas Libraries

  Some of that pride became lost, culminating with the lowest point in my career in 2002, when the team lost 100 games for the first time. But my hope is that we’ll regain that pride. It certainly looks like the team is headed in that direction.

  I certainly look forward to seeing what happens with our hometown Royals.
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  Introduction

  Timing is everything. Including in baseball. Ask Frank White about the keys to turning a double play, and he will stress the importance of timing on the exchange. Ask Amos Otis about stealing bases without having to slide, and he will stress the importance of timing the pitcher.

  Timing meant much more for baseball in Kansas City, though. After a 13-year, love-hate relationship with Kansas City (most of which was more toward the love side until Charles O. Finley entered the picture), the Athletics moved to Oakland in October 1967. There was no baseball in Kansas City, a city that had enjoyed professional baseball since the late 1800s.

  But as Major League Baseball announced expansion for 1969, Kansas City businessman Ewing Kauffman, who wasn’t a big baseball fan, was urged to purchase one of the new clubs. He acquiesced. Perfect timing.

  In the fall of 1968, a green, 25-year-old broadcaster named Dennis Matthews heard that baseball was expanding to Kansas City, less than eight hours from his home in Bloomington, Illinois. Matthews assembled a resume package that included photos, a demo tape, and his resume, attached it to the top of a metal Schlitz Beer serving tray (Schlitz was the title sponsor of the radio broadcasts), and sent it with a glimmer of hope.

  After a successful meeting with the Royals’ main announcer, Buddy Blattner, Matthews was hired. He’s been with the Royals ever since. In fact, he is one of a few people who has been with the organization since day one. Perfect timing.

  Within a few years after playing their first game in April 1969, the Royals became one of the most successful expansion franchises in baseball. Indeed, in 1985, after facing elimination in both the American League playoffs and the World Series, the Royals became the first expansion franchise in baseball history to win the championship. Perfect timing.

  Timing also played an important role in this book. Bob Snodgrass, an acquisitions editor at Sports Publishing, started discussing this book idea with me prior to the 2003 season. Two other book projects mixed in with some procrastination delayed most of this book’s writing until toward the end of the 2003 season. And, oh, what a season it was for the Royals! Perfect timing for a book.

  Late in the season, Dave Witty, the Royals’ vice president of broadcasting and public relations, told me about a book idea that he and Matthews had discussed. Ironically, their idea was identical to the book I was just starting to write.

  Denny and I, along with longtime announcer Fred White, worked together in 1998 on another book, Play by Play. So, after a brief meeting in October 2003, it made sense for Denny and me to collaborate on this book. Once again, you guessed it, perfect timing.

  Reading Tales from the Kansas City Royals Dugout is like sitting at a sports bar with Denny Matthews, surrounded by Royals memorabilia, and just listening to stories. (You don’t really need the memorabilia, though, because Denny’s memory and his ability to spin a tale make these stories come to life.)

  Mixed in with Matthews’s stories are the memories of several former players, broadcasters and front office personnel. Many of those interviews—Dick Balderson, Buddy Blattner, Mark Gubicza, Amos Otis, Herk Robinson, John Schuerholz, John Wathan, Frank White, Fred White, and Dave Wickersham—were conducted specifically for this book.

  The others are from interviews I had done previously for other books or newspaper articles, including some for a feature called “Where are they now?” that currently runs in The Kansas City Star, and others for the Royals Gameday magazine.

  Many of Denny’s stories that follow have never been told. For the most part, a radio broadcast doesn’t lend itself to the type of stories that you’re about to read.

  That’s not to say that you’re going to dig up dirt on some former Royals player. This is a book for Royals fans and anyone who enjoys good, fun baseball stories. If you had hoped to discover some trash on the Royals, put down this book and walk away.

  Also, if you are hoping to find out if Amos Otis was leading the club in home runs on August 16, 1977, or what George Brett’s average was on July 30, 1980, or if the Royals were in first place on May 14, 1994 (during the strike-shortened season), put down this book and walk away.

  This is not a statistics-driven book or a history of the club. This book, by and large, is about the people who have made this organization one of the most successful expansion franchises in the history of baseball.

  If, however, you are hoping to read some great stories—often hilarious, sometimes poignant—about this proud organization, told by someone who has lived the experiences from day one, and whose name is synonymous with the Kansas City Royals, then keep reading.

  M.W.F.

  December 2005


  Preface

  Time flies. And the older I get, the quicker each year—particularly each Royals season—seems to go. This book is a prime example of that.

  The book you’re about to read is one that my co-author Matt Fulks and I originally wrote in 2004 and then updated in 2006. For the most part, the following pages are how they appeared in the updated Tales from the Royals Dugout. Before the 2014 season began, Skyhorse Publishing, which acquired the title from the original publisher, thought it would be a good time to re-release the book. As Matt and I discussed it with the book’s editor, we decided that the stories throughout the book can stand on their own and should remain as is. After all, the following pages cover the early days of the Royals—which is when I started with the club, 1969, the first year—through the glorious decade of playoff and World Series baseball, and then into the 2000s. The unfortunate fact for Royals fans is that not a lot happened on the field from the time this book was updated in 2006 until the glimmer of hope that poked its head out toward the end of the 2013 season.

  For the most part, for me at least, the last seven to 10 years of Royals baseball is a blur. During that time we’ve gotten a new general manager, had three managers (Buddy Bell, Trey Hillman and Ned Yost) since the previous version of the book, a Cy Young winner, an All-Star Game, and four Gold Glove winners (Mark Grudzielanek, Alex Gordon, Eric Hosmer and Salvador Perez).

  The biggest change, and one that has helped turn the club’s fortunes around, was the hiring of Dayton Moore as the team’s general manager in the summer of 2006. Because of his background working in Atlanta with former Royals general manager John Schuerholz, Dayton had a blueprint of championship baseball, which is built on the traditional key elements to winning baseball: pitching and defense. Even though fans haven’t always understood his moves or motives, Dayton has stuck with the plan and it’s paying off.

  Dayton has recognized the constraints in a small market. To put it frankly, speed and defense are more affordable than power. He’s operated under a more limited budget. He added some very good scouts and he formulated a solid development program in the minor leagues—the same basics of how to play the game has been taught from rookie ball through the major leagues. It’s a combination of good scouting, good development and luck. After all, look at closer Greg Holland. How could you envision Holland becoming a dominant closer? There’s no way, especially when he was a 10th-round pick in 2007. Even when he came up from the minors, he was seen as the set-up man. The next year he was the team’s pitcher of the year (for the first time) and two years later, in 2013, he set the club record for saves in a season with 47, and then followed up with 46 in 2014. No, not what you’d expect from a player drafted in the 10th round. Conversely, some of your first- and second-round draft choices will never have a positive impact at the major-league level. That’s the nature of the beast for all teams, not only the Royals.

  One thing I really like about Dayton is that he’s very personable to each person with whom he comes in contact and he’s wise in his approach to the people around him. He listens to his baseball staff. He likes opinions from other people. He gathers as much information as he can, and then he makes what he feels is the best judgment and decision on each situation. That’s one of the big reasons for his success.

  Two great examples of that can be seen in Zack Greinke and Alex Gordon.

  When he came to the majors, Greinke had a terrific feel for pitching—a great feel for what the hitter was trying to do, and what he needed to do to combat that. He had great stuff and excellent control. He’s also one of the best fielding pitchers the Royals have ever had. The only thing he couldn’t do was hit, except when we played National League teams. During spring training in 2006, though, Greinke left the game for “personal reasons,” later to be diagnosed as social anxiety disorder and depression. Some people might’ve given up on Zack, but Dayton stuck with him. Three years later, having matured both physically and mentally, Greinke won the American League Cy Young award after throwing six complete games, striking out 242 batters and registering a 2.16 ERA, which was the best in Major League Baseball.

  Then there was Gordon, who was strapped with incredibly high expectations when he was the second overall pick in the 2005 draft. He got his first major-league hit in 2007, but he struggled with injuries early and had a difficult time at third base. Even though Dayton took a lot of criticism about Alex being a possible first-round bust, he didn’t waver. The club moved Gordon to left field, which was the starting point for his transformation. Alex is an extremely hard worker at both his offense and his defense. That’s a fair comparison that can be made between George Brett and Alex. Just like George did, Alex works his tail off. Once the lofty expectations went away—and they always do with time—the hard work took over and allowed Alex to become the Gold Glove outfielder that we’ve seen since he moved to the outfield full-time in 2011.

  So, as we sit here now after the 2014 season, which included the club’s third American League Championship and trip to the World Series, it’s appropriate to give Dayton Moore credit for getting the club in this position. Obviously things will have to fall into place each season for the Royals to be in this spot annually, but it’s certainly possible.

  As I think about time flying since the original version of this book, I’m reminded of two significant personal events on opposite ends of the emotional spectrum: receiving the Ford C. Frick Award and the death of Fred White.

  February 22, 2007, is a date that I won’t soon forget, because that’s when I found out that I was receiving the Ford Frick Award from the National Baseball Hall of Fame.

  Based on how the voting had gone in previous years and hearing that I’d been close to receiving the award, I was hopeful that 2007 would be my year. As the morning of the 22nd passed without a phone call, I resigned to the idea that I’d have to wait at least another year. At 11:15, as I finished paying some bills, the phone rang.

  “Hello?”

  “Denny, this is Dale Petroskey with the Hall of Fame. I’m calling to make your day.”

  Boy, did he ever! He went on to tell me how I was going to receive the award during the Hall of Fame ceremonies along with long-time St. Louis Post-Dispatch writer Rick Hummel, the J.G. Taylor Spink Award winner, and former players Cal Ripken Jr. and Tony Gwynn.

  For the rest of the day, my phone didn’t stop ringing. I exchanged calls with family members, Fred White, as well as other friends and numerous media outlets. Matt Fulks has joked about how he came over to the house and we talked for maybe 15 minutes during his two-hour stay. It was crazy, but I wanted to soak in as much of it as possible.

  The experience was surreal. Talk about time flying! It was like a child anticipating Christmas. The next few months went fairly fast, but then Hall of Fame weekend at the end of July is a wonderful, chaotic blur.

  I had talked with George Brett and other broadcasters about the experience of Hall of Fame weekend. They all told me it would be there and gone in a flash. Because of that, Matt and I thought it would be neat to do a diary, of sorts, from that weekend. He was going to be in Cooperstown that weekend both as a friend to me and as a web writer for Metro Sports in Kansas City. We ended up talking each night that weekend and then Matt put it together for a daily “Denny’s Diary” for Metro Sports. This passage is taken from the entry from Sunday, induction day:

  “. . . on the bus ride to the induction ceremony, (Sandy) Koufax sat behind me and Willie Mays was next to me. I had heard that Willie was reserved and kind of sullen at times. So that was in my mind when I introduced myself. He turned out to be great. He smiled and shook my hand and proceeded to give me a fascinating conversation over the next 20 minutes. Since I had talked to Monte Irvin, I first asked Willie about Monte as a player.

  “And then I asked him how he did as a player against Koufax. He said, ‘Well, I hit four home runs against him and he never threw breaking balls against me. Then one night in San Francisco, late in the year, he threw me a slider and I hit a home run. The next day, I went over and said, “Sandy, why’d you throw me a slider? You’ve never thrown me a breaking ball.” Sandy said, ‘I wanted to see if you could hit one.’

  “After Willie had loosened up talking about Irvin and Koufax, I asked him to tell me about my dad’s favorite player, Stan Musial. He said, ‘Oh, Stan was a wonderful player. He played the game the right way. He was fun to play against. He could play the outfield and first base. We were at the All-Star game, but I can’t remember if it was 1954 or ’55 . . . somewhere in the mid-1950s. There were just a handful of black players on the National League All-Star team. We didn’t really mix and mingle that much with the other guys. We just stayed to ourselves. I remember we were in the clubhouse playing cards, playing poker. None of the other players had come over and said anything to us at all. Even at that time, races didn’t mix and mingle that much. But we looked up from our poker game and here came Stan. He pulled up a chair, sat down by us and started to play poker with us.’ Willie paused for a long time and then said, ‘Stan didn’t know how to play poker! But he made us feel more comfortable and made us feel as if we were a part of the National League All-Star team.’ Then Willie got real serious and said, ‘I never forgot that. We never forgot that.’ The thing was, I was thinking how I had never read or heard that story. I started to wonder, am I the only one who’s heard that story? Boy, I wish that ride had been 200 miles instead of 2.”

  Another fun story about Koufax and Mays popped into my head that we didn’t put in the “Denny’s Diary” that day.

  When Willie and Sandy saw each other as Sandy was coming down the aisle, Willie stood up and they said their hellos. Sandy gave Willie a look up and down and said, “You know, Willie, I remember when I pitched to you, you looked taller.”

  Willie agreed. “I remember hitting against you and when I looked at you on the mound you looked taller.” Willie paused for a moment and added, “I guess when we get older, we shrink.” And they both laughed.

  (So I guess as we get older, in addition to time moving faster, we get smaller, also.)

  Looking back on that weekend, nothing else in my professional career can match that experience. The expression “once in a lifetime” is an appropriate cliché to use. I never had experienced anything like that before, and dare I say I’ll never be part of anything like that again.

  My timing was fortuitous, too. Obviously it’s an honor for a broadcaster to receive the Ford Frick Award, but they’ve since changed the ceremony. In recent years, the broadcaster and sportswriter receive their awards and make their speeches on Saturday, a day earlier than the normal induction. That doesn’t diminish from the accomplishment, but it certainly was special to be part of that induction ceremony in 2007.

  On the flip side of that, emotionally, was the death of long-time friend and broadcasting partner, Fred White.

  On May 14, 2013, Fred announced he was retiring from the Royals, citing health issues. The next day, at the age of 76, he died of complications from cancer. Like most people, I was stunned. I had just seen Fred a couple weeks before that at the stadium, and we had a great conversation. At the time, he looked and acted fine, and certainly didn’t say anything about battling cancer.

  Fred and I were broadcasting partners for 25 years, and friends for 40 years. You’ll read more stories about Fred later in the book, but one thing that stands out to me was his knack for seeing the big picture. He could see things away from the action on the field that my tunnel vision doesn’t allow me to see while I’m doing play-by-play. Something in the stands might catch his attention as different or funny, and I wouldn’t notice it until he pointed it out. Another characteristic of Fred that people will never forget was his wonderful sense of humor. I’d like to think I have a decent sense of humor, but Fred could make people laugh with a movie quote, an anecdote, or a unique, general observation. Fred was one of a kind. He is missed.

  Fred and I started working together in 1973 and shared so many wonderful Royals memories during the next 25 seasons. For me, it all began with the Royals more than 45 years ago, in 1969. It’s been an incredible, but fast, journey. During the next several pages, you’ll see why.

  Denny Matthews

  November 2014


  Chapter

  1

  IN THE BEGINNING

  In 1968, after years of losing baseball and being a victim of Charlie Finley’s “ingenuity” and desire to leave the Midwest, the Kansas City A’s moved to Oakland. There was no longer any major league baseball in Kansas City.

  Ewing Kauffman may have been one of the least obvious people to bring baseball back to Kansas City. He had developed a name for himself in pharmaceuticals and had become a billionaire through hard work. He was just a casual baseball fan, but he had the wherewithal to buy the expansion team.

  I think it’s safe to say that once he was pushed a little bit, he realized that he should buy the team for the city.

  There were many businessmen, most of them friends of Ewing’s in Kansas City, many of whom were very involved with the A’s, who prodded Ewing to buy the team. Guys like Earl Smith, Les Milgram, Ernie Mehl, Charles Hughes and Charlie Truitt really got the thing rolling. And then Ewing’s wife, Muriel, put him over the edge. Muriel was the last one to kick him in the seat of the pants and say, “Let’s do it.” Major League Baseball awarded them, and the city, the team.

  Draft Day, 1968

  One of the most exciting times for the franchise in the early days was drafting the team, or at least potential players for the team. I was not here yet, but my future broadcasting mentor, Buddy Blattner, who had played in the major leagues before going into broadcasting, was here and was in “the” room on draft day.

  “Cedric Tallis, the general manager, farm director Lou Gorman, and Joe Gordon, the manager, were involved in the draft, and they allowed me to sit in as well. So much homework went into it, and it was done in a systematic way. The Royals drafted according to the best available talent, not by position, and Seattle, the other expansion team, drafted by position. Seattle was hurt by that system, and the Royals came out in fine fashion with their way, actually becoming a team that was competitive right from the very go. The Royals did not say, ‘We now have a second baseman, so now we need a shortstop.’ They went after the best available. Then where they had ample supply, Cedric was able to trade and get a position player. It was thrilling to be a part of that draft.”

  —Buddy Blattner

  This Is an Expansion Team?

  Opening day, 1969, is one game I will remember always. The Royals, led by manager Joe Gordon, faced the Minnesota Twins, a team managed by a young and fiery Billy Martin, who was making his managerial debut. Gordon was a veteran baseball man who, ironically, had managed the Kansas City Athletics in 1960 for half of the season, in that same Municipal Stadium.

  Gordon was excited about the opportunity to manage the first-year Royals. He had his first lineup almost complete after the final exhibition game in Kansas City against the St. Louis Cardinals. Ed Kirkpatrick and rookie Lou Piniella had been hitting the ball well, so they started in left field and center field, respectively, while Bob Oliver started in right. Around the infield were Chuck Harrison, Jerry Adair, Jack Hernandez and Joe Foy. Ellie Rodriguez was behind the plate. Not a bad opening-day lineup for an expansion team.
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