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Foreword

by Bob Costas

Decades from now, no matter who is calling baseball in Chicago, through whatever technology, they’ll all be compared to Harry Caray. As a symbol of the Cubs (and as a baseball spirit that endures despite the general decline of the game) only Ernie Banks, Ryne Sandberg, and Wrigley Field itself could compare with him. In recent years, among all Chicago sports personalities, only the two Mikes, Jordan and Ditka, were bigger than the man behind the mike.

For years, it seemed, Harry Caray was the Chicago Cubs. And yet, Chicago cannot claim the essential Harry Caray. In truth, his best work came in St. Louis as the voice of the Cardinals.

Back in the ’50s and ’60s, when baseball was the unquestioned national pastime and when radio, where baseball plays best, was still the primary outlet, Harry was at the peak of his powers. His outsized personality, his authentic passion for the game, and the distinctiveness of his style all combined with extraordinary broadcasting skills. What came out of radios all over St. Louis and the Midwest was so compelling that many clear-thinking people still contend that a Caray broadcast could be more vivid and exciting than attending the game.

I guess I should come clean here. I live in St. Louis. But hold on: I never set foot there until the mid-’70s, after Harry was gone. I didn’t grow up a Cardinals fan. Still, my introduction to Harry Caray came in childhood.

As a kid living on New York’s Long Island, the Yankees and Mets weren’t enough to satisfy my appetite for baseball. This was the Stone Age, pre-ESPN, pre-superstations. The only way to get more baseball was to grab the keys to my father’s car and head for the driveway, where radio reception was best. There, at age ten or eleven, I remember turning the car’s radio dial like a safecracker, calibrating the millimeters that separated one baseball voice from another. Through the crackle and static they were all there: Bob Prince from Pittsburgh, Ernie Harwell in Detroit, Chuck Thompson out of Baltimore. And on a clear night, from a thousand miles away, here came Harry Caray over KMOX. Not smooth and melodic like Red Barber, Mel Allen, or Vin Scully, but loud and bombastic. So full of energy and heart that even a young Yankees rooter began to believe Sportsman’s Park might be the best baseball place on earth. That Stan Musial might be just as heroic as Mickey Mantle.

Years later our paths crossed. Long before I had established much in the way of professional credentials, Harry was very friendly and generous toward me, inviting me into the booth, taking me to dinner. I tried not to show it, but I could never quite get over the fact that I was now friends with the guy who years before had been that unmistakable voice in the night.

Then, as before, no one else had a style quite like Harry’s. And it was a style—not a shtick, like so much of what you hear today from broadcasters who think “attitude” can come off an assembly line. Or that a contrived catch phrase here and a “hey look at me” there makes for anything like the authentic personalities of great ones like Harry.

Once, apropos of nothing, it seemed, Harry told me stories of how entertainers befriended him. He counted many, Sinatra and Elvis included, as friends. And why not? Caray himself was a kind of performance artist, working from a broadcast booth instead of a stage.

The Harry Caray to whom Elvis listened has been a memory for quite a while. With age and illness, the skills had diminished, leaving only Harry himself. But he still had the voice, the windshield-size glasses, the love of the game that made him the fans’ announcer. And that was good enough.

Some guys can just hold an audience. Elvis knew it. Sinatra knew it. In baseball, no matter the score, fans have never left the park until Ruth, Mays, Sosa, or McGwire has had his last turn at bat. And even if the Cubs trailed by 10, no one ever left Wrigley Field before Harry Caray sang “Take Me Out to the Ball Game.” Only then was the experience complete. Only then was the show over. Hey, Elvis, wherever you are, your pal Harry has left the building.

There was, of course, sadness over Harry’s passing, and he will long be missed. But what a life he led. And who wouldn’t take this deal? You live into your early eighties, you do what you love doing right up until the end, and in the end this can be truthfully said: You made millions of people happy, and millions of people will never forget you. No might be or could be about it. He was . . . Harry Caray. The one and only.



Preface

At least once a day someone asks me about my favorite memory of Harry Caray. And until Feb. 14, 1998, I’m sure that memory would have been of something related to one of our many nights out together.

But it was on that Valentine’s Day—the day he left this planet—that I called Harry in Palm Springs to talk about a number of things. Most of them were unimportant, but one thing he said will stay with me forever.

We made small talk for a while and I tried to get him to admit that he was about to turn eighty-four years old on March 1, instead of the seventy-seven he was claiming to be. And after we kidded each other for a while, I got down to the real reason for the call.

I had spent nearly a decade traveling with the Cubs and covering the team for my newspaper, the suburban Chicago Daily Herald. But because I had two young children at home, I was getting off the baseball beat and had become a sports columnist. I was thrilled because it was the best thing possible for my family, but it meant I wouldn’t be seeing Harry every day anymore.

We had grown close over the years and I was avoiding this conversation, because I wasn’t sure how he would react. I had spoken to him several times since I took the new job, but it wasn’t until mid-February that I had the nerve to tell Harry the news.

When I told him what I was doing and that I wouldn’t see him until late in spring training, Harry stunned me with his reaction.

“Kid, you’re doing the right thing for you and your family,” Harry said without hesitation, catching me off guard. “You have a bright future with that wife and those kids and I’m glad for you. If I had it to do over again, I wouldn’t have missed my kids’ growing up. I missed a lot in my life and I have regrets about that. I’ve always said I don’t have many regrets, and that might be the only one, but it’s a big one.

“I think I’ve made up for that in the last few years and now I have a wonderful family. I’ve become a much happier person because I have a family to share my life with.”

And from that moment on, I had a new favorite story about Harry Caray. We made plans for going out to dinner when I arrived in Arizona, and talked about how we looked forward to another year of baseball in 1998. Harry thought the Cubs had a chance to be a much better team, but he still worried about their pitching.

I thanked him for everything he had done for me and for being there whenever I needed advice. He thanked me for buying him a drink a time or two.

We said our good-byes, and that was that. Later that night, he collapsed at a restaurant and never regained consciousness.

Why I called Harry Caray in Palm Springs that Saturday afternoon instead of sometime the next week or the week after that, I’ll never know.

But I’ll be eternally grateful that I did.

—Barry Rozner



Introduction

I spent four and a half years in college. I was married for two and a half years. And I spent fourteen years in professional baseball with many different teams and hundreds of different teammates.

I point this out because for fifteen years Harry Caray and I were partners, and for ten years before that I knew Harry when I was a player and he was a broadcaster. It’s without a doubt the longest-lasting relationship of my life.

At various times it took on different looks and variations and encountered different dynamics. It started out as mentor-student. We soon became contemporaries, with Harry acting as an advisor. At times we would become antagonistic and cantankerous, but we grew to be close friends.

We always maintained a mutual respect for the other’s abilities. Even during our stormy times, I always knew that I could count on Harry and he could count on me.

The reason I decided to write this book was to give you some insight into a complex man who few people were privileged to know well. Harry was a larger-than-life character who did everything in grand style, from his life to his death.

He truly loved life and embraced every waking moment of it with a vitality that defied the aging process. He did it on his own terms and squeezed every drop of enjoyment out of every day he was given on earth.

But Harry was no saint, and I’m not here to paint you that picture. He certainly wouldn’t approve of that. And he had his detractors, but if a measure of a man’s life is how many lives he touches, then Harry measures up with anyone I’ve ever known, heard of, or read about. He certainly had a profound effect on my life, and I wouldn’t be where I am today if it hadn’t been for Harry Caray.

So if you’re looking for the dirt, you won’t find it here. I don’t have the wisdom to judge Harry. A few people will be more than happy to tell you what Harry wasn’t because some people live to diminish the accomplishments of others. I won’t waste my time on such pettiness.

But I will tell you what Harry was, and you’ll get my honest and humorous look at one of the great legends in broadcasting and baseball history.

The Harry I knew could be mercurial in his moods, critical and caustic, argumentative and combative. The next moment, he could be funny and engaging, insightful and delightful, charming and witty. He also was generous beyond imagination, and he was a dear, dear friend.

When all was said and done, I was Harry’s last partner, and for those fifteen years Harry saw to it that I sat in the chair next to him. Like any two partners, we didn’t always get along, but deep down there was a very strong bond. On the same day Harry and I went at it on the air pretty good, he came to my fiftieth birthday party, where he kissed me and hugged me and told me that he loved me.

Harry was nothing if not unpredictable.

But after you finish reading this book, I know you’ll have a much better understanding of why he did some of the things he did and why he said some of the things he said.

More importantly, you’ll have a clearer picture of not just Harry Caray the broadcaster, whom you already know, but Harry Caray the man.

I saw him go from a man who could drink until dawn to a man who could never have another Budweiser. I saw him go from having almost no family to become a loving grandfather of fifteen. I saw him go from a man who did not need anyone to a man who was afraid of dying alone in his hotel room.

I rode on a twenty-five-year emotional roller coaster with Harry and every time I thought I had him figured out, he shocked me with a new twist. Life with Harry was certainly never dull.

I can’t completely explain this incredible caricature of a legendary character. Not even Harry could do that. But I think after Where’s Harry? you’ll more fully appreciate a unique and special personality who cared more about you, the fans, than his own survival.

In the end, I hope you’ll laugh a little and learn a lot about my friend, Harry Caray.

—Steve Stone
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“Where’s Harry?”

Harry Caray gazed out at the green grass, the breathtaking ivy and the picturesque shrine known as Wrigley Field and sounded like a man ready to shed a tear.

“What a sensational day for baseball,” Harry said softly as he began his soliloquy on a fine summer day in 1989. “Steve, I just can’t get over how wonderful the ballpark looks.

“The bleachers are packed and the stands are full and the Cubs are winning and families are here together and . . .

“Hey, wait a minute!” Harry screamed, shattering the peace and calm of the moment. “That’s Scottie McKenzie over there on the roof of Murphy’s Bleacher bar!”

“Uh, Harry,” I said. “If you’re talking about the inflatable Budweiser dog, I believe the name you’re thinking of is ‘Spuds.’ He’s the Bud Light dog, right?”

“Oh yeah,” Harry replied. “Spuds McFadden.”

“Uh, no. I don’t think so, Harry,” I said. “I think it’s Spuds McKenzie.”

“Yeah, yeah, Steve,” Harry said. “Steve McFadden. That’s what I said.”

“Harry, you’re the Bud Man,” I said. “You know the name is Spuds McKenzie.”

“Yeah, that’s right, Steve,” Harry agreed. “Murphy McKenzie. The dog’s name is Murphy McKenzie. What a beautiful sight on a beautiful day at the ballpark.”

“Right, Harry,” I said, giving in once and for all. “Murphy McKenzie.”

[image: images]

While I spent a good portion of the best years of my adult life having conversations like that with Harry Caray, I spent the rest of it answering questions about him.

In fact, on the very first day I began broadcasting Cubs games for WGN-TV, I heard a question that I would eventually hear about a million times from the hundreds of fans who approached me every day. It was simply this:

“Where’s Harry?”

After a few years and several hundred thousand questions, I thought about wearing a T-shirt under my suit that I could pop open every time I was asked, and the shirt would say simply, “How the hell do I know?”

The reality is that no one ever really knew where Harry was, but I think the reason people always asked me was that from the time we started working together to the time Harry left this earth—a span of fifteen years—there was a special bond between us.

The fans viewed us as a team. They didn’t see us as two individuals calling baseball in a booth. We were Harry and Steve, together as one. They probably figured we lived together at home and on the road.

It was never, “Hi, Steve, how are you?” or “How are the Cubs going to finish this year?” or “Are you ever going to get married again?”

Nope.

“Where’s Harry?”

And though no one really knows the answer to where Harry Caray is now, I have a feeling he’s got a Bud in one hand and he’s sitting in a seat that everyone can afford. He’s entrenched next to a couple of blue-collar baseball fans, and he’s still wondering why the Cubs’ outfielders can’t hit the cutoff man.

I really believe that’s where Harry is today.
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“Where’s Harry?” was asked many, many times over the years, but the first time it occurred to me that it meant something special was after a contest in Philadelphia, where the beloved Cubs suffered through yet another excruciating loss, on yet another very warm August evening.

Harry was riding the team bus with us to New York, and that night I received the single indelible image I’ll always have of Harry.

For some reason, Harry didn’t have a limousine that night and needed a way to get to New York as fast as humanly possible, and the bus was the best way. So we pulled out of Veterans Stadium around 12:30 A.M. and drove the two hours, twenty minutes into Manhattan. As we neared the hotel, it had to be close to 3 A.M.

The players—most of them terrific athletes still in their twenties—were all sleeping, and most of the coaches and broadcasting crew were in some form of semi-coma . . . except for Harry. He’d been awake the entire time and couldn’t wait to see the bright lights of the big city.

Finally, after we crossed the last bridge into the Big Apple, Harry leaned over to me and said, “Steve, would you mind taking my bag to the hotel? Thanks, buddy. I really appreciate it. I can’t take it where I’m going.”

“No problem, Harry,” I said. “But, uh, aren’t you staying at our hotel?”

“Yeah,” he said. “But I got some things to do, and I don’t want to carry my bag with me.”

And with that, he sauntered up to the front of the bus. We were heading for the Grand Hyatt at 42nd Street and Lexington Avenue, but Harry caught the bus driver—who was barely awake—and said, “Would you mind dropping me off at the next corner?”

We were at about 47th and Lex, which, by the way, is not to be likened to Amsterdam on a Friday evening. This was New York on a Thursday night and not even Rambo ventured out alone in some of these neighborhoods.

“Uh, Mr. Caray,” the bussy began, “wouldn’t you rather I bring you to the hotel? This isn’t a very safe . . . .”

“Listen, pal,” Harry interrupted, “I’ve been married three times. There’s nothing out there that scares me.”

As Harry let out a whale of laughter, the bus driver stopped in the middle of the intersection. He opened the door for the world’s most famous announcer, and Harry shuffled down the steps.

So with very little regard for his personal safety, or much of anything else for that matter, Harry happily disappeared down a darkened and deserted street in search of a couple of cocktails and some conversation about baseball.

That was how Harry lived his life from March 1, 1914, to February 18, 1998. In his nearly eighty-four years on this planet, Harry Caray squeezed more life out of one body than anyone in the history of human bodies. He didn’t get cheated out of a swing. He didn’t go down looking at a called strike three. He didn’t leave anything in the clubhouse.

And as the bus pulled up to the Grand Hyatt at 3 A.M., there were the usual autograph seekers, insomniacs and Harry Caray fans, all of whom shouted that familiar refrain: “Where’s Harry?”

And as always, I replied, “Ladies and gentlemen, I don’t know. Only Harry knows for sure.”
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“Steve, Where You At?”

My association with Harry actually began in 1973 during my first stint as a pitcher for the Chicago White Sox. Harry was calling games on TV and radio for the South Side ball club, and we spent a significant amount of time together that season.

But after the season, I was traded across town to the Cubs, where I spent the next three years. Still, I would run into Harry from time to time at various watering holes throughout the Chicago area. But it wasn’t until 1977, when I signed with the White Sox as a free agent, that we began to develop a unique relationship that players and broadcasters rarely experience.

Here’s how it all started:

Harry lived for many years at the Ambassador East Hotel on the Near North Side of Chicago, and because he stayed at the hotel, the Pump Room just downstairs was one of his favorite watering holes.

At the time, I didn’t know about his proclivity for starting at the Pump Room and going on from there until sunrise. But one day early in the ’77 season, I stumbled upon Harry at the hotel bar.

Myself and Ken Brett, older brother of the great George Brett and a fellow White Sox pitcher, just happened to be sitting at the bar on an off day enjoying a cocktail or three at about 6 P.M.

“Hey, boys!” Harry yelled to us so that everyone in the place could hear. “How you guys doing? Can I join you?”

“Absolutely,” Brett and I said in tandem.

Harry sat with us for a while and we exchanged pleasantries until the Great One just couldn’t wait any longer.

Harry was never one to keep much inside and if he had something on his mind, he’d let you know. He was sipping on his drink—and though Harry would probably tell you I never paid for any, I did pay for that one—when he sat back for a minute.

All of a sudden he leaned forward on the bar and got that gleam in his eye. After looking at me, he turned to Brett and said, “What the hell happened to you? Last year, you were a pretty darn good pitcher and this year you’re just pitching like crap. What the hell happened? I’ll tell you what, you better start pitching better or find another line of work, young man.”

Needless to say, both Ken and I were taken aback. Obviously more Ken than I since it was Brett he was ripping to shreds.

“I don’t know, Harry,” Brett replied after catching his breath. “But if I knew the reason, I probably wouldn’t be nearly as bad as I’ve been this year.”

We eventually changed the subject and had some great laughs with Harry as he dragged us all over town, from spot to spot, from club to club, and from bar to bar. He was, after all, “the Mayor of Rush Street.”

But I knew from that day on that if Harry had something to say, he wouldn’t beat around the bush. He’d let you know exactly what was on his mind, and he went on to prove that over and over again in the twenty-five years we knew each other.

And that was something I always admired about him, because there was no b.s. with Harry. What you saw on TV was exactly the way he was in real life. He didn’t turn it on and off for the cameras. That was just Harry being Harry.

“Hey, there’s Connie Stevens,” he yelled as the beautiful entertainer strolled into our booth one day in 1986. “My God! How old are you? You’ve been around forever. You must really be getting up there.”

And if you bumped into him on the street he would’ve been the same person, and I’m convinced that’s the reason he was so beloved. He was honest and true to the fans. They were the ones he felt he was working for, not the owners. Don’t get me wrong, because he sold the game better than anyone I’ve ever known, but he really didn’t sugarcoat anything just to get people in the park.

Near the conclusion of a special in 1987, Harry and I discussed night baseball and the looming prospect of lights at Wrigley Field. Harry blasted the idea and made it clear he was entirely opposed to the idea.

After we were finished taping, Harry yelled, “Now, you guys keep that piece in about how I hate night baseball. I’m not afraid of what management will say. The fans are the ones who pay my salary, so you keep that part in there about night baseball.”

Over his last few years, the Cubs were so bad that at times he probably did a better selling job than at other times. Maybe he held back a little bit, but on the other hand, anyone sitting at home could have seen how bad the Cubs were. Harry didn’t have to beat that horse to death.

Over the years, though, he made a career out of telling the truth. How many other broadcasters would have had the courage and the self-confidence to get away with that?
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After that initial encounter with Harry at the bar, he and I had many discussions about baseball and pitching, and he often took me to task for something that happened on the mound while I was with the White Sox. Harry would frequently question me about a mistake I made or a screw-up that he believed was my fault.

But I never made an excuse. I think Harry respected the fact that I didn’t make excuses. If I made a bad pitch or a bad decision, that’s all there was to it. I knew early on that Harry was the kind of guy who didn’t mind telling it like it was, and he certainly didn’t want to hear anything else.

I believe it was that initial honesty we had in our conversations that eventually led Harry to champion my involvement with WGN.

When I retired from baseball in June 1982 because of an arm injury, I immediately went to work for ABC doing Monday Night Baseball. Among my partners were the likes of Howard Cosell, Al Michaels, Keith Jackson, Bob Uecker, and Don Drysdale.

And even though I’d spent my last four years pitching in Baltimore, I’d always thought of Chicago as a place I’d like to make my home. I’d grown up in Cleveland, and Chicago was very similar in many ways, only much bigger.

After living in Chicago for six years while playing with both the Cubs and White Sox, I’d kept much of my personal life alive in the Windy City, despite the distance. I still had my dentist and my barber in Chicago and visited them when I could make it to town.

So on one August day in 1982, I was headed to Milwaukee to broadcast a game for ABC, and I decided to stop in Chicago along the way. I figured I could stay at the Ambassador East, drop in on some old friends, and enjoy what Chicago had to offer for a couple of days.

At the time, I didn’t know Harry was still living at the Ambassador East during the summers, or that he had become the play-by-play man for the Cubs prior to the ’82 season, when he and the White Sox parted company.

On my final morning in the city, I left my room and went down to the newspaper stand with plans to drive on up to Milwaukee that night. But as I went down to get a paper, I heard a bellhop tell the woman at the desk that he had some newspapers for Mr. Caray.

I stopped the young man, took one of my cards out, and put my room number on it. I asked the kid to please give it to Harry and I went back to my room.

Sure enough, two minutes later, the phone rang.

“Steve?” Harry said. “Where you at?”

“Harry,” I said laughing, “I’m in the hotel. Where do you think I am? You just called me, remember?”

“Oh yeah,” Harry said. “What’s going on, buddy? What are you doing in town?”

I explained that I was on my way to Milwaukee to do an ABC game and that I was going to see the dentist.

“Well,” Harry said. “You know what? They’re looking for a partner for me for the WGN games and I gave them three names I’d be interested in and your name was one of them. Don’t leave your room. I have to make a call, and I’ll have them call you.”

Within five minutes, Jim Dowdle, the head of Tribune Company broadcasting at the time, phoned me and said, “Would you be interested in coming down to talk about this?”

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll be happy to talk about it.”

I didn’t know what to think because I really didn’t have the financial need to take a job right away. I was getting paid by ABC, and I had deferred half of my salary every year in Baltimore so that for at least four years after I retired I wouldn’t be forced into taking a job I didn’t want.

But I went down to Tribune Tower to see Jim Dowdle, and we had a great conversation. It was mostly philosophy about baseball and a little about broadcasting, but nothing really specific about the job itself.

I asked if they were going to hire a full-time color guy to sit next to Harry and he said he wasn’t sure what they’d do. They were exploring all the options, but if they did hire a color man, he would consider me as one of the viable candidates. He did warn me, however.

“If this is just a passing fancy for you,” Dowdle said, “then don’t take the WGN job. But if you want this for a career, 150 games a year as a color guy working with Harry Caray in Chicago, this is probably the best situation you could be involved in.”

Well, having lived in Chicago and having played for both teams on both sides of town, I knew Chicago was a great city, but I had no idea at the time how good of a job it would be to work as Harry’s sidekick at WGN.

About six weeks went by without so much as a word from Harry Caray or Jim Dowdle or anyone from WGN, so I didn’t think much more about it. And then one day, out of the blue, I got a call from Dowdle.

“Steve,” Dowdle said. “I think you ought to fly to Chicago.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Just fly in,” Dowdle said, “and we’ll talk about it.”

So I flew into O’Hare Airport, took a cab downtown, met with Jim Dowdle, and was immediately told I had the job. At no time during any conversation did he mention money or contract length or any terms at all. I had no idea about any of it. I just knew I was Harry Caray’s partner, and I had the feeling that Harry would have a monumental say in how long I’d be his partner. It was, after all, Harry who was responsible for me getting the job in the first place.

And that’s something I’ll never forget as long as I live.

Having been married once when I was young, I can tell you my relationship with Harry was like a marriage in many ways. We had our great times and tough times. Our fun discussions and our arguments. Our ups and our downs. But never did we stop caring about each other, and never did either of us say we couldn’t live together anymore.

Looking back on it now, I realize I probably spent more time with Harry than I did with anyone else my entire life.

Put that in your cigar and smoke it.
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As close as we were during the baseball season, Harry and I rarely spoke during the winters, except during the times when something major was occurring. For example, after the 1987 season, when Harry knew I was interested in pursuing a front office job with the Cubs, we spoke a few times a week.

Dallas Green had been fired, and at that time I decided I’d like to try to get the job as general manager of the Cubs. That’s the first time I went to Tribune Company executive John Madigan asking him if he’d consider me for that position.

Harry knew of my desires and was very encouraging because, I think, he had a lot of confidence in my abilities as a baseball man, not just a broadcaster. I know he made some calls on my behalf, so we spoke quite often during the winter following the 1987 season.

The only other time we conversed a lot during an off-season was one year before that—after Harry had suffered his stroke in the spring of 1987. Uncharacteristically, Harry called me three times that spring and never seemed to have anything in particular he wanted to discuss. The third time he called, I just had a feeling he was on the phone for a specific reason. Being an orphan and probably the most independent man I’ve ever known, Harry was never one to say, “I need help,” or “I need you,” but that’s what I felt he wanted to say.

He was trying to tell me that he was nervous about returning after the stroke and that he might need some help getting through those first couple of weeks of the baseball season.

“Harry, there’s nothing to worry about,” I said. “You were there for me at the beginning and you’re the big reason I’m here now. You taught me how to broadcast and you taught me how to be accepted in this market.”

Without question, Harry was responsible for my being in that booth. If at any time during our fifteen years he didn’t want me there anymore, I wouldn’t have been there. I would’ve been out looking for another job. I owed him a lot, and there was really nothing I could ever do to repay him. If letting him lean on me a bit was something he wanted, I would certainly do that.
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