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Babs—To Uncle Lenny (Leonard Kelley), for at an early age of eight years old getting me involved and access to Boston Red Sox and Boston Celtics games. World War II veteran and POW, he called me “Buster” and passed at an early age. He provided front row seats to see all the great players from that era—Ted Williams, Mickey Mantle, Bob Cousy, Bill Russell, etc.—which instilled in me a desire to play sports. He never saw the path I chose—with a camera instead of a bat, ball, and glove—but I’m sure he would be smiling that I played in the big leagues for four decades.

Shalin—To Mary, my significantly better half; Josh, Tay, and Mac; my brothers, Neil and Steve; my parents, Sid and Ronnie Shalin; and my friend Tim Dugal, one of the greatest Red Sox fans in this or any other universe!
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FOREWORD

I was born in Oakland, California, and was lucky enough to win a World Series for my hometown team after the tragedy of the 1989 earthquake.

I also pitched in Boston, Cleveland, Chicago, and St. Louis and have a plaque in Cooperstown.

All great places.

But Boston is my home.

Fenway Park is my home.

I first met Steve Babineau when he was taking pictures for the Fleer Baseball Card Company. That was a long time ago, but I was excited when Steve, working with Mike Shalin, someone who goes back to my first stay with the Red Sox, asked me to write a foreword for Steve’s book.

I have to admit it was a strange feeling when Steve tracked me down outside of the NESN booth to take my picture for the book. So much time had passed and here I was again, posing for a picture for Steve Babineau.

Steve’s love for sports and his longevity in this market is something he can truly be proud of. He can also be more than proud of all the work he has done with his cameras for all these years.

I hope you enjoy this book. I’m thrilled to be a part of it.

—Eck
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FOREWORD

My first time seeing Fenway? Gosh, it was 1972. We had just come from Yankee Stadium, and walking in here was pretty special. I was always early to the park, anyway, so coming out here, with nobody in the stands, was a lot of fun. Being twenty years old, it was the highlight of my life at the time.

Fenway Park is very special.

People always ask, “What’s your favorite ballpark?” It’s Fenway.

The wall hurt me more than it helped me, but I love the uneven dimensions here—you don’t see that in every ballpark. Other ballparks are more evenly dimensioned and kind of cookie cutters, especially back then. This place was very special.

But the wall hurt me because I was a line drive hitter—my first hit I hit a line drive off the top of the wall and I’m rounding first base and the ball’s coming back in and I had to get back to first base because I’d have been an easy out.

I hit a lot of line drives off that thing. Jimmy Rice was the same way.

I can remember Steve [Babineau] becoming part of the Fenway scene when he came out to shoot baseball cards, and when I saw him last year and he said he was doing this book with Mike, I was more than happy to be a part of it. It will be great fun looking back.

—Dwight Evans
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Introduction

Yes, I must admit, I grew up a fan of the New York Yankees.

The Yankees are all I heard about living in Cambridge, Massachusetts. I was born in 1952 and attended my first Red Sox game probably in 1959 at the age of seven with Uncle Lenny (Leonard Kelley). The Yankees dominated the American League, winning thirteen American League titles from 1950 through 1964, and eight World Series titles by the time I was twelve.

Mantle, Maris, Ford, Berra, Kubek, Richardson, Boyer, Howard, Skowron—I “knew” them all. It seemed that was all I saw on TV growing up—the Yankees playing somebody on weekend national broadcasts.

I remember my favorite show was “Home Run Derby,” first broadcast in 1960 by ZIV Television and featuring stars from other teams I had never seen. Hank Aaron seemed like he was always on the show (seven appearances), and this made sense since he became the player to break Babe Ruth’s home run record. But, to see other future HOFs—Ernie Banks, Al Kaline, Harmon Killebrew, Mickey Mantle, Willie Mays, Eddie Matthews, Duke Snider, and Frank Robinson—in subsequent years, when Uncle Lenny took me to games at Fenway Park, was quite impressive.

I wanted to be a ballplayer.

Uncle Lenny had a connection with a sportswriter named Larry Claflin, who wrote for the Boston Herald American. All I remember is that we had great seats at Fenway for the Red Sox, who were cellar dwellers in my early years, and also to see the Boston Celtics at the Boston Garden. I was lucky to see first-hand those incredible Celtics teams of the sixties.

I vividly remember September 28, 1960, when Uncle Lenny elbowed me as I was eating popcorn when Ted Williams hit his last home run—in his last at bat, and Lenny kept saying “there it goes” as I look to an empty bleacher area in right field and watched the ball bounce around. Uncle Lenny kept saying, “Will he wave to the crowd?” as he rounded the bases, and Williams did not.
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Later in life and having carved out a career in sports, I realized what a historical moment I had witnessed. My sister, Phyliss, older by eighteen years, was a huge Ted Williams fan, and I remember her scrapbook under the piano seat at our house that she had kept on Williams’s career. Many times I fanned through that scrapbook growing up.

So I played ball every day, making the minor league team (JD Lynch Ins.) at seven and getting bumped up to the majors at eight (Wise Potato Chips), as an infielder. I had a strong arm and could cover a lot of ground at shortstop, being at that time almost six feet tall. The gang from Porter Square Cambridge met every morning in the summer at 8:30. We would walk about two miles to St. Peter’s Field and play a pickup game, head home at noon, and then my buddy, Rick Marshall, would play Wiffle ball in my backyard until 4 p.m.

Then, after supper, the gang would meet around 5 p.m. and head back to St Peter’s Field to play home run derby out in right field while the city softball league played under the lights.

I went on to play Babe Ruth ball (three years), then high school (Rindge Technical) ball and was captain in 1970. But before I started my high school career, a bunch of my baseball friends from West Cambridge kept bugging me because I wasn’t playing hockey. I loved to play street hockey with these guys but never skated until the eighth grade and simply didn’t have funding for gear—and my dad and Uncle Lenny didn’t follow the game. Because I was tall, I think basketball was in their plan.

Well, I made the freshman hockey team and played both JV and Varsity for three years, getting 32 games a year and all the practice ice times allocated to each program. Needless to say, I became a pretty good player by the end of my senior year. However, it cost me in the long run—I blew out my right knee as a junior playing in a practice, and they did ligament surgery.

This set me back for the remainder of the junior year for hockey, but I was able to play baseball with a brace. At the same time, I now had become a Bruins fan with the second coming of the savior Bobby Orr to town. The Bruins often practiced at Harvard about a mile from my high school, so I could watch practices and take a camera along with me. Our high school team also practiced at Watson rink, and I ended up working at the rink part-time. So there began the Bruins connection.

The Bruins were in the headlines while I was in high school, winning Stanley Cups in ’69-70 and ’71-72. The Red Sox, other than the ’67 “Impossible Dream Team,” were not winners and didn’t really matter. I now was in my teenage years. I remember senior year playing Brookline, and my baseball coach Mr. Gibson saying to me after a game that Frank Malzone (Sox scout) was at the game to watch a player from the Brookline team—but he came up to Coach Gibson and asked, “Who is your shortstop?” and he wanted info and stats on my career.

I thought that was pretty cool. I graduated from Rindge Tech and spent six months at Boston State College, majoring in Physical Education. I decided, having worked the previous two summers for a computer company in Waltham and having been offered a full-time job, that it made sense to play baseball in Sudbury, Massachusetts, for the Sudbury Thunderbirds and work a regular job at eighteen years old. The plan was to try to hitch on with a Cape Cod baseball team at some point.

The plans all changed when, with my passion to play hockey still there, I experienced my second right knee injury, this one putting me in a full-length cast for three months. Then, my fastball as a pitcher went from 90 to 82 miles an hour because my right leg was my drive leg off the rubber. I was now throwing batting practice velocity, and my range at shortstop also suffered.

At the same time now, at twenty, I met my wife, from Canada, and the rest is history.

Being a fan of sports, I became a fan of taking pictures of sports. Having played baseball and hockey, I felt I had an advantage in anticipating situations in a manual focus lens format—this was key. I got married at twenty, with a full-time job, and I got a break getting access to shoot the World Hockey Association and the NHL for the Hockey News in Montreal. That led to the Topps Hockey Card Company and other magazine publishers taking interest in my work.

My baseball connection was Century Publishing Company, which produced Baseball Digest. The editor, John Kuenster, was also the editor for Hockey Digest. I asked Mr. Kuenster, since I was already established in supplying them with hockey material, if I could also shoot baseball. To his credit, I owe him my entry into Major League Baseball. He called the PR director of the Red Sox, Dick Bresciani, and requested credentials for the 1976 season.

So here I was shooting in Fenway Park, looking up to the sky saying, “Uncle Lenny, I made it to the big leagues.” 

This inside track to MLB, along with now being the team color photographer for the Boston Bruins, had put me on a path of staying involved with the two sports I loved to play. Keeping my regular job and moving up the ladder of responsibility with work and family, I was somewhat content.

However, my career went to the next level when one of my supervisors and good friend, Steve Malloy, came into my office and said, “Did you hear that Fleer Corporation had won their lawsuit against the Topps Company for the rights to produce baseball cards?”

Up to that time, Topps had the monopoly on the trading card industry. It took me about five minutes to find the phone number and make a call to Fleer Corporation and speak with a Mr. Tom Teagan and introduce myself. Unbelievably, he was at my house the next day, up from Philadelphia, and offering me a contract to shoot baseball cards over the last three months of the 1980 season.

I worked for Fleer as a staff photographer for fourteen years, until the end of the 1994 season, as well as working my regular job. I had the opportunity to shoot games out of Fenway Park, Olympic Stadium (Montreal), CNE Stadium (Toronto), Tiger Stadium (Detroit), and two weeks of spring training every year in Central Florida.
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From 1995 through 2000, I contributed to Major League Baseball archives, shooting games out of Fenway Park. Keeping my foot in the door led me to being a major supplier to the Red Sox Yearbook Publication, produced by Dunfey Publications, early on, as I supplied game action images and portrait setup images with the help of my son Brian Babineau. This connection led Dick Bresciani to ask me and Brian to join the Red Sox staff as team photographers in 2000.

I’d like to think that the “Bambino Curse” was lifted when the Babineaus were added. After all, the Red Sox have won three World Series since we came on board.

—SB
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I can’t honestly tell you how long I’ve known Steve Babineau.

We didn’t grow up together. We didn’t go to college together. We didn’t stand up at each other’s wedding. We’re not godfather to each other’s kids.

I moved to Boston thirty-five years ago, and Babineau didn’t help me move my stuff.

I also can’t even honestly tell you when we met.

None of the above pertains to our relationship, if we can call it that.

What I DO know is that Steve Babineau is a fixture in Boston.

Not a building, like Fenway Park or TD Garden. Not a tourist attraction.

Just a damn good photographer—one who has been in the middle of it all in the Boston sports scene for four decades.

Always arriving early at Bruins and Celtics games, I got to know Steve as he and his kids, Brian, Jamie, and Keith (in charge of the visitors’ locker room), did their thing at the Garden. I would talk to Steve about his passions—photography, old westerns, and Neil Young.

He told me he spent fourteen years shooting for the Fleer Baseball Card Co., in addition to his work on Upper Deck, Topps, and Pinnacle hockey cards. We would kick around ideas for a book, and he came up with the idea for what you’re reading right now.

I came to Boston to cover the Red Sox for the Boston Herald in 1983 and have done various things through the years, working as a freelancer since leaving the Herald in 2005.
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Among my endeavors is working as an official scorer at Fenway, something I’ve done since 2003. But it’s at the Garden where Steve and I talked most, and where our friendship developed. Thus, I’m thrilled to lend my words to this labor of love from Steve—his forty-plus years of shooting the Hometown Team.

—MS
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FENWAY PARK

1

As a young baseball writer making the move from New York to Boston in 1983, I walked into a rapidly aging ballpark that appeared to be on its way to riding into the baseball sunset.

There was no way to project 3 ½ decades into the future and think the place, renovated over and over, would not only still be standing but would also be the home of the Red Sox for a long time to come.

There have been changes in ownership, changes in management, and all kinds of managerial changes.

There has been more suffering, with the painful 1986 World Series the latest chapter in the Curse of the Bambino. Pain had become a serious part of being a Red Sox fan.

There was Morgan’s Magic in 1988, but nothing in the playoffs. There was another division title in ’90 and again nothing—eight postseason games in the two seasons and nary a victory.

There was more pain in the rest of the ’90s. Then Grady Little left Pedro Martinez on the mound too long (matter of opinion) in the 2003 playoffs against the Yankees, and Trot Nixon’s failing to catch Derek Jeter’s drive to key that comeback.

More pain.

But there have also been the highlights. There was that special moment at the 1999 All-Star Game, where the All-Stars gathered around Ted Williams in the infield—and Pedro Martinez, who started the game and pitched two perfect innings with five strikeouts.

Then, of course, came 2004, when the Sox came back, at home, from being down 0–3 in the ALCS to the dreaded Yankees and doing it against Mariano Rivera. The comeback started, of course, when Dave Roberts, a short-timer in terms of service to the franchise, stole the biggest base in club history.
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The Red Sox won the World Series in 2004. They did it again in 2007. Then, after a rather uncomfortable split with Terry Francona, there was Bobby Valentine, but then another title under first-year manager John Farrell—three championships in ten years.

The old place was supposed to have been replaced a long time ago. It was coming down, with a new place on the Boston waterfront, they said. On another occasion, it was coming down with a new place directly behind the old place. But none of it happened. They saved it—with the group Save Fenway Park taking the lead.

“There is something magical about each game at Fenway Park that is irreplaceable and it cannot be crafted someplace else; it is its own unique experience and it’s a special experience,” president of Save Fenway Park said in Why Fenway: Exploring the Red Sox Mystique.

They put seats on the Monster. They added other seating, other things to make the place “newer.” The concourses were made wider, even though you don’t want to make your way through said concourses before or after a playoff game. Food choices and the restrooms were improved. Parking is still a nightmare, but that is somehow also part of the experience.
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There have been championships. There have been reunions. In 2017, they celebrated the 10th anniversary of the ’07 title and the 50th of the Impossible Dream. They retired the No. 34 jersey worn by David Ortiz.

There was more. There was Fenway turning into a concert venue—and an outdoor hockey rink, where Marco Sturm scored in overtime to give the Bruins a win over the Flyers in a Winter Classic. And football? Boston College played Notre Dame as Fenway turned back the clock to when the then-Boston Patriots used Fenway as a home.

To put it simply, there is something special about a stadium that’s survived over a hundred years. Joe Maddon complained about the size of the visitors’ clubhouse, but ask any player coming in for a first visit and he tells you how special it is to be there.

In the foreword for Why Fenway, Bill Lee wrote:

“I didn’t want to come to Boston from sunny California—I wanted to be a Dodger. But once I got to Boston, I fell in love.”

Hope you are enjoying Steve’s pictures of the place!
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SKIPPERS & BRAIN TRUST

2

John Farrell picked up his 400th victory as Red Sox manager in a game in early August, 2017. But by October, following a Boston loss in the ALDS, Farrell was out of the job.

After all, it wasn’t that big a stretch to say the man had been fired by the public.

Such is the life of a Red Sox manager.

Farrell had been through so much. He had lived in first place, lived in last place. He had lived through cancer, and even through a bit of an off-field miniscandal. Not to mention a change in general managers.

He did things right. He did things wrong, as well.

But perhaps the guy deserves some credit?

Farrell was fired after winning his second straight AL East title—and losing in the ALDS for the second straight season—and was replaced by Alex Cora, who was on the ’07 championship team and had just won a World Series as the Houston Astros’ bench coach.

In January, 2017, I asked Farrell about his ups and downs (both of which certainly continued into the 2017 season), about how his cancer battle may well have changed his viewpoint, and about what it’s like to manage in Boston.

“I don’t know, maybe when it’s all said and done I’ll have a better answer for you,” he said. “There’s no question my own health situation plays into this. It’s made me, I think, look at this position a little bit more objectively. I love what I do. I still give it everything I have and yet I realize you’re not going to please everyone, which is part of what’s so great about Boston.

“If they didn’t care, they wouldn’t pay attention or say things. But you go through it now, four times as a pitching coach, four times as a manager, and because of the wide swings that we’ve experienced on the field, you’re probably first-hand experiencing the reaction on the full spectrum of things. I’m not going to say I’ve experienced it all by any means—because this year is going to be a different year in and of itself. But there’s been a lot of situations I found myself in that you continue to try to be the same person that you are and be as genuine as you can be.”
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John Farrell

What it is about Boston—is it that they care so much?
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Grady Little

“Without a doubt. That’s the root of it,” Farrell said. “And then you combine that with the traditional history of a charter member in major league baseball. There’s such, at least for our country, there’s such history wrapped up in this city in and of itself. What’s different here from some of the other cities is that this isn’t a transient city so people grow up with the Red Sox ingrained in them. It’s part of the fabric of who they are and that’s something that you can’t replicate—and that’s one of the things that you love about this region and certainly this city.”
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