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  I have now written more than forty sports books, but this one, New York City Baseball, published in 1980, was my seventh book at the time, and it remains one of my favorites.




  It was written on a heavy IBM typewriter and the interviews were conducted with a big box cassette tape recorder. I transcribed the interviews by hand, slowly, painstakingly, with great respect for the memories and insights of so many people who were kind enough to pause, to think, to evoke, to bring back the time.




  It was a time when there were three teams: the Brooklyn Dodgers, the New York Giants, and the New York Yankees. Each team was distinct. Each team boasted a fabled history. Each one had loyal and highly knowledgeable fans rooting for them. Except for 1948, in each of the years from 1947 to 1957 a baseball team, sometimes two, from New York City was playing in the World Series.




  I interviewed owner Walter O’Malley in his box at Dodger Stadium in Los Angeles. He seemed so much less villainous than he had been painted. “If they had only given me the downtown Brooklyn location I wanted near the Long Island Railroad, I would have stayed,” he said. If only he could have known all these years later about the Brooklyn Nets playing in the billion dollar Barclay Center close by where he would have built a new home for the Dodgers.




  I interviewed Rachel Robinson, widow of Jackie Robinson. She was gracious and generous in giving of her time and memories, as was the personable Monte Irvin, who had the talent to he “the first” black major leaguer but it was not to be, and he explained why.




  One of the great voices in this book (who later appeared in several other books I wrote) is that of irrepressible Irving Rudd, a real New York City character, who for a time was the public relations chief of the Dodgers. He told the tale of famed General Douglas MacArthur coming to Ebbets Field, of Branch Rickey planning the breaking of the color line no matter the personal cost, of talented players and fanatical fans, of special promo events, providing an over-the-top enrichment to this work and incredible historical documentation.




  In New York City Baseball Mel Allen and Red Barber, in their southern voices, provide perspective, explaining the art and craft of baseball.




  One more time we hear Mel Allen’s home run call: “Going ... Going ... Gone!”




  One more time we hear Red Barber sounding off “Oh, Doctor.”




  One more time we hear about the “Subway Series,” “Wait ’til Next Year,” "“Dat Day,” and “The Shot Heard ’Round the World.”




  Phil Rizzuto, Hank Bauer, Eddie Lopat, and Jerry Coleman, who gave me the idea for the book, and many others talk Yankees with pride and detail and even wonder.




  I did not know it then, but I was working as the oral historian I would become, disguised even to myself. And the great strength of New York City Baseball and many of the other books I have created rests on the oral history, the multitude of voices and memories I was able to reach and record.




  The Duke, the Yankee Clipper, Oisk and Campy, Preacher, Westy, the Barber and Mandrake the Magician, Black and Whitey, Skoonj, Pee Wee and Newk, Yogi, Ellie, Old Reliable, the Peepul’s Cherce, the Old Redhead and Old Reliable and the Ole Perfessor, the Chairman of the Board, Scooter, the Mick, Ellie, Slick and Yogi, the Rifle, the Voice of the Yankees, Dem Bums ... are all in these pages�talking as well as talked about.




  That is why it so rewarding for me that that this book of mine has another new life. It deals with a special time in the history of New York City. It was a time when you could walk down the street and the sound of baseball in spring, summer, and fall was always on, always alluring, always special. It was a time when one could go to a butcher shop, a candy store, a Laundromat, moving from one to another virtually without missing a pitch; the sound of New York City Baseball was always on.




  So come, let us relive one more time the golden age or New York City Baseball, 1947–1957.




  Harvey Frommer, 2013


  Lyme, New Hampshire
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  In those days we thought the three teams would go on forever.




  �Former New York


  City mayor,


  ROBERT F. WAGNER






  The Move







  On the fifth day of August, 1955, with the Brooklyn Dodgers in first place, fourteen games in the lead and driving to their third pennant in five years, their first world championship, a New York Times front-page story noted that the National League had granted permission for the scheduling of eight Dodger games for 1956 in Jersey City, New Jersey. Ticket prices at Roosevelt Stadium would be the same as at Ebbets Field: box seats, $3.00 and $2.50; reserved seats, $2.00; general admission, $1.25, The Dodgers charged 75¢ for an Ebbets Field bleacher seat, but there were no bleachers at Roosevelt Stadium.




  Brooklyn Dodger president Walter O’Malley indicated that he had wanted a new playing site for the team since 1948. With six million dollars of his own available for the building of a stadium, he said he wanted New York City’s aid to facilitate the acquisition of a site.




  Abe Stark, president of the New York City Council, said, “I am quite perturbed about the O’Malley announcement. I would prefer to see all the Dodger games in Brooklyn where they have their natural roots and where they have done so well over the years.” Dodger fans were less formal in their reaction. Some brought signs to Ebbets Field protesting the plan. “Leave us not go to Joisey,” said one.




  The Jersey City plan was to be followed by many months of bureaucratic committee meetings, grandiose blueprints, mistaken intentions, political pronouncements, rumors, threats, schemes, insults ... and the move of the Dodgers of Brooklyn and the Giants of New York to California. The move was painful to many, but it was not without precedents.




  In the years before World War II, Bill Veeck’s St. Louis Browns planned to relocate in Los Angeles. The war intervened. When it ended, Veeck had moved on to Cleveland. The Browns remained temporarily in St. Louis. On March 18, 1953, in the first major league baseball franchise shift since 1900, the Braves of Boston became the Braves of Milwaukee. Boston was left without National League baseball for the first time since 1876�breaking the pattern of sixteen major league teams that had existed for fifty years. After thirteen home dates, the Milwaukee Braves drew more fans than the Boston Braves had attracted during the entire 1952 season. In 1954, the Browns finally moved from St. Louis, becoming the Baltimore Orioles. In 1955, the Athletics transferred from Philadelphia to Kansas City.




  “Part of the impetus for the move of the Dodgers and the Giants was the transfer of these teams, especially Milwaukee, and the money they were making,” notes former Brooklyn Dodgers publicist Irving Rudd. In 1955 and 1956, the Dodgers won the pennant. In both years the Braves outdrew the Dodgers by almost a million in home attendance. O’Malley feared that the Braves were stockpiling money for talent and that the Dodgers would be priced out of the market.




  Another factor, Rudd believes, originated one balmy summer night in the early 1950s:




  “O’Malley was leaving Ebbets Field after a night game,” said Rudd. “He was in his chauffeur-driven Buick. He gets stuck in a traffic jam around what is now the site of the Meadowbrook Parkway. He’s going east, and he sees a tremendous amount of cars going west. �What’s that?’ he asks his chauffeur. �That’s all the people coming home from the trots, Mr. O’Malley.’ Suddenly, O’Malley’s ears perked. His eyes perked. He recognized this was a counterattraction. Harness racing had yet to reach its peak, its real peak. Bingo! Smack! Click! O’Malley was a shrewd man. He already saw the demographics. Hey, what were those 20,000 people doing there and not going to a ball game at Ebbets Field?”




  Other interpretations were offered by O’Malley:




  “The Dodgers had earned their nickname in the early days at Ebbets Field when the fans dodged trolleys to get to the ball park,” said the man who smoked twenty expensive cigars a day. “We didn’t have a real parking lot; there was only room for seven hundred cars. Now the public was on wheels. Each year we got mounting complaints because of the vandalism to automobiles. I was very much concerned about the future when my mother-in-law and my wife wouldn’t go to Ebbets Field unescorted because of the hoodlums and purse snatchers. I began to become concerned about a location where women, who at the time made up thirty percent of the audience, were afraid to go to the ball park. Studies informed me that Ebbets Field would soon be an unsuitable place for night games.... The ball park was in need of repair. We’d patch something up and something else would need our attention. The cost was high and never ending.”




  “The scene at Ebbets Field,” according to Stan Lomax, who covered many games there for the Journal-American, “was one of riding on the crest of a volcano. If they didn’t get a new park, they would have had a riot or some terrible disturbance. Especially at the midweek games�there was too darn much drinking. There were narrow aisles, the seats were too close and you had a rough, tough bunch there. If somebody threw a bottle or stabbed someone�that’s all that was needed�the dynamite was there ... with too many people in too small an area.”




  Despite the problems, O’Malley claimed he thought something could be done “to drastically improve or replace the ball park on the same site. I went to Norman Bel Geddes, the famed architect, and he told me that such a new stadium would be a financial impossibility. Ebbets Field occupied a city block�to extend it in any direction was virtually impossible.”




  On October 4, 1955, what many thought was a baseball impossibility took place. Southpaw Johnny Podres won the final game of the World Series, and the Dodgers, after five frustrating attempts, finally defeated the New York Yankees to become world champions. “They must never leave Brooklyn,” announced John Cashmore, Brooklyn borough president.




  On October 6, after one of the most riotous celebrations in Brooklyn history, O’Malley said, “Certainly, the matter is out of our hands, but I don’t see how anyone could want the Dodgers to leave Brooklyn ... we don't ever want to go anywhere else. I am now more confident than ever that something will turn up that will enable us to build a new home befitting world champions.”




  Mayor Wagner had many meetings with O’Malley seeking ways to keep the Dodgers in Brooklyn. Wagner’s life had been a political one and also one deeply involved with baseball. “My father was a United States senator,” said Wagner, “and a great ball fan. He used to lecture me about reading the sports pages. �Why don’t you read the editorial pages, they’re much better,’ he would say. He knew the pitching and batting averages better than I did. �How do you happen to know all the averages?’ I asked him. �Well,’ he said, �I just peruse the papers a little bit.’ But he was a dyed-in-the-wool baseball fan. That made me the same. So there was a fan’s interest at work in my dealing with O’Malley.... Walter was an amusing fellow. He was bright. He was a good story teller, but shrewd as could be. We had some pleasant times together, but he was never going to give up anything. He was tough.”




  “The O’Malley,” as he was called, was born on October 9, 1903, in New York City. A 1926 graduate of the University of Pennsylvania (he was a fraternity brother of Stan Lomax), he received a law degree from Fordham in 1930. “I got involved with the Dodgers when I discovered it was pleasant and good business to bring clients to the park.” A director and stockholder of the Dodgers in 1932, legal representative in 1943, part owner in 1944, and then president and principal owner in 1950, O’Malley grew more and more restive as politicians procrastinated.




  O’Malley knew what he wanted but didn't know if he would be able to get it. He had a vision for the first domed stadium on twenty-three acres of land in Brooklyn’s downtown commercial center at the terminus of the Long Island Railroad. “It was at the intersection of Atlantic and Flatbush Avenues,” he said, “the only site in the city where the three subway lines converged. It would have solved two problems–the molesting of women and the parking situation.”




  Stan Lomax, in addition to reporting, was a popular baseball radio voice of the time. He said, “Down deep inside I’ve always been a Brooklyn Dodger fan. I remember when I was a kid sitting for twenty-five cents near the left field foul line at Ebbets Field and watching Zack Wheat play in front of me. He was God in Brooklyn. I had to love the damn Dodgers. On a clear day with the wind blowing from where I lived on Lenox Road, I could hear the cheering at Ebbets Field.




  ”The Atlantic Avenue site was an ideal spot for them. All of Brooklyn and Long Island could have come in by train. It could’ve been done and done well, and Brooklyn could’ve been the damndest sports town in the world which it was and isn’t any more, but I don’t think the politicians were ready for it.”




  In January 1956, the office of the borough president of Brooklyn announced that a Site Selection Committee designated to deal with the problems of the Dodgers had not yet had an official meeting. “The committee has six months in which to act,” the announcement continued. “Results will be available in early summer.”




  A Sports Center Authority Bill was put before the state legislature by Mayor Wagner in February 1956. Aimed at implementing the acquisition of the Atlantic A venue site by the Dodgers, the plan became a political football. Upstate legislators argued against it claiming it would not benefit the whole state, only Brooklyn. New York City lawmakers engaged in spirited debate on the merits of the bill.




  Early summer of 1956 was tinged with all types of ironies, and the feeling that there was no sense of urgency to do anything about the finding of a new home for the Dodgers. The “Joisey Bums” played eight games in Roosevelt Stadium, selling out the twenty-five-thousand-seat ball park each time. In the autumn of 1950, the Jersey City Giants had played their final game in Roosevelt Stadium. The former number-one farm team of the New York Giants had drawn just 69,000 fans for the entire 1950 season. In 1941, the Jersey City Giants had recorded an Opening Day crowd of 61,164 to set a minor league attendance record. Now O’Malley’s “road show” had placed the Dodgers in the former ball park of the former top minor league team of Brooklyn’s arch rivals, the Giants. And the use of the Roosevelt Stadium facility would become the launching pad for the move of the Giants and the Dodgers to California. Another ironic touch was that Brooklyn won each of its Roosevelt Stadium games except one. That one loss was to the Giants. A Willie Mays home run enabled Johnny Antonelli to edge Don Newcombe, 1–0.




  In midsummer 1956, the New York State Legislature created a Brooklyn Sports Authority to deal with the problems of a new playing site for the Dodgers. “We are at a standstill,” said Charles J. Mylod, head of the group. “We know what we want to do, but the budget for the authority has not been approved.”




  In October of 1956, the Dodgers announced the sale of Ebbets Field to a Brooklyn real estate developer. “We will be able to play at Ebbets Field through 1959 if it is desired,” a Dodger spokesman said. “The lease insures us of a home until a new stadium can be built.” The Montreal Royals ball park, the home of the top farm team of the Dodgers, was also sold.




  The sale of Ebbets Field was followed by the sale of the player who symbolized the power and verve of the Dodgers. New York City baseball fans�especially Brooklyn fans�had come to expect almost anything. But the sale of Jackie Robinson on December 13, 1956, to the hated “enemy” New York Giants was just too bizarre to be comprehended. For on May 15, 1956, Sal Maglie had been picked up on waivers from Cleveland after pitching impressively in an exhibition game against the Dodgers at Roosevelt Stadium. The former “most hated opposition pitcher” won thirteen games and helped the Dodgers win the 1956 pennant. Maglie in a Brooklyn Dodger uniform pitching to Jackie Robinson in a New York Giant uniform evoked an image bordering on the absurd.




  The image never registered. Pitcher Dick Littlefield and the $35,000 ticketed for the Dodgers for Robinson remained with the Giants. Robinson waited until January, and in an exclusive article in Look magazine announced his retirement from baseball. “My legs are gone and I know it. The ball club needs rebuilding. It needs youth. It doesn’t need me. It would be unfair to the Giant owners to take their money.”




  Rachel Robinson placed Jackie’s decision in perspective. “My husband was a person of extreme loyalty, of devotion to family and to team. A person like that can’t make changes very easily. He had already made up his mind that he would not play for any other team but the Dodgers. He just knew that. That was coupled with the fact that he had been trying to find his way out of baseball for two years before he was traded. The last couple of years, he had trouble getting ready for spring training, getting in shape... it could just never have been.”




  Giant owner Horace Stoneham wrote to Robinson: “All of us wish you well, success and happiness, but I can’t help thinking it would’ve been nice to have had you on our side for a year or two.”




  Stoneham’s feelings were motivated by emotions and a generous dash of financial considerations. Robinson’s legs may have been gone, but he was still a drawing card. Placing one of Brooklyn’s living legends in a New York Giants’ uniform�even for a year or two�would have been a financial windfall for Stoneham, a further boost to the rabid rivalry of the Dodgers and Giants. Just how significant a factor the rivalry of the two teams was to the Giants is reflected in this attendance statistic from July 10, 1955: After their twenty-fourth Polo Grounds date, the Giants had drawn 513,476. Seven of those dates had been with the Dodgers accounting for an attendance of 220,739·




  During the early months of 1957, O’Malley visited Los Angeles for talks with Mayor Norris Paulson and County Supervisor Kenneth Hahn. The talks focused on the feasibility of the Dodgers moving to California. Reporters noted that the Dodger owner had acquired a forty-four passenger plane. “It would prove very useful,” he said, “if the team decided to leave Brooklyn.”




  “It was quite obvious at that point in time that if the Dodgers would go,” recalls Mayor Wagner, “the Giants would go too.”




  A reporter asked Horace Stoneham, “What will happen if the Dodgers move to California?”




  “We will have to move too,” was the Giant owner’s reply.




  “What about the kids?” the reporter asked.




  “I’ve seen a lot of the kids,” said Stoneham, “but I haven’t seen too many of their fathers at the Polo Grounds lately.”




  Accounts of that time depict Stoneham as being verbally sandbagged by O’Malley into considering the move to California. “I explained to Horace,” O’Malley is quoted as saying, “that there were four million people living in the nine counties around San Francisco, and that if we took our rivalry to California, it would flourish as never before.”




  Stoneham was not pushed. He jumped. Even with the rivalry, the Giants were suffering at the box office, playing in a rapidly deteriorating neighborhood. Attendance at the Polo Grounds in 1956 was 629,179. Three years before it had been double that amount. By 1957, what had been a lucrative and constant source of revenue�season boxholders�had decreased considerably, to about 600. The portly Giant owner reported his team had made a profit in only two of the past eight seasons.




  By the spring of 1957, O’Malley and Stoneham had spent much time negotiating with New York state, city, and borough officials. “We have done our part,” the Dodger owner said. “We would like to remain in Brooklyn: There is a short time before we could be forced to an irrevocable step to commit the Dodgers elsewhere.” Stoneham insisted that “the maintenance of our rivalry with the Dodgers is of prime importance in anything we do.”




  A fantastic vision for a new home for the Giants was developed by Hulan Jack, borough president of Manhattan. His office introduced a plan for a park to be built on stilts near the railroad yards in midtown Manhattan along the Hudson River. The proposed stadium would seat 110,000, garage 20,000 automobiles, and accommodate a thirty-story office building.




  Parks Commissioner Robert Moses suggested sites for a new park for the Dodgers. “He wanted us to consider a location near the Brooklyn Battery Tunnel,” recalled O’Malley. “I told him that’s a good spot for you. Everyone has to pay you a toll�but with a cemetery on one side and the bay on the other, it’s not too good a site for us. It’s even worse than Ebbets Field.”




  O’Malley was equally unreceptive to the Moses suggestion of a site in Flushing Meadows, Queens�the present location of Shea Stadium. “Going there,” O’Malley snapped, “was no different, in a sense, than going to Jersey City or L.A. You would not be the Brooklyn Dodgers if you were not in Brooklyn. I told him that if I were going to move from Brooklyn to Queens, I might just as well move to the West Coast. It wouldn’t be the Brooklyn Dodgers in Queens.”




  By April of 1957, the park on stilts for the Giants, the tug of war over the Atlantic Avenue site for the Dodgers, rumors that the Giants were headed to Minneapolis, to St. Paul, to Houston, the placing and receiving of hundreds of transcontinental phone calls by O’Malley and Stoneham, the vituperative remarks of New York City politicians aimed at Mayor Norris Paulson of Los Angeles and Mayor George Christopher of San Francisco escalated the inevitable. Photographs of “The O’Malley” touring the city of Angels in a helicopter prompted one Brooklyn wit to remark, “Maybe that bum’s lookin' for a ball park in the sky?” As things would turn out, the comment was not that far off.




  “I was very good friends with Norris Paulson,” said Mayor Wagner, “and he was telling me a little more than Walter knew he was telling me. Walter was protesting he wanted to stay in Brooklyn. Norris said he had him just about signed up out there.”




  In May of 1957, at a special meeting of the National League in Chicago, the vote was in the affirmative to grant permission for the Dodgers and the Giants to move if they wished to. “Previously they were unable to make any definite commitments,” said National League president Warren Giles. “Now they are free to make a decision one way or the other.”




  The National League vote did not surprise Wagner. “Walter had the cards right from the start,” he said of the Dodger owner, who was also part owner of the Brooklyn Borough Gas Company, the New York Subway Advertising Company, and the Long Island Railroad. “He had the ball club. He had the influence in the league. I’m sure he knew well that there would be no opposition from them to his moving the Dodgers out of Brooklyn.”




  In June of 1957, O’Malley guaranteed a playing site for the Dodgers in Los Angeles. He purchased the Pacific Coast League franchise of the Chicago Cubs and their Wrigley Field Stadium in Los Angeles. Allegedly the transaction was agreed upon at the annual New York Baseball Writer’s Dinner. O’Malley, it was reported, passed a note to Cub owner P.K. Wrigley, seated next to him on the dais.




  “How much do you want for Los Angeles with the ball park?”




  “One million,” Wrigley wrote back.




  “Sold!”




  In July it was Horace Stoneham who was ’sold’ on moving out of New York City. “I will recommend to the board of directors of the New York Giants,” he announced, “that we leave and go to San Francisco after this season.” In all his public statements, O’Malley kept insisting that his roots were in Brooklyn and that he desired to remain in Brooklyn. One columnist wrote, “The O’Malley has the longest roots known to man.”




  The owner of the Dodgers and the owner of the Giants presented radically different public images. O’Malley came across as a political wheeler-dealer, a smoker of big, long cigars, a man who had greased the way for the exile of Branch Rickey to Pittsburgh. A roly-poly type, his thick eyebrows and accentuated speech pattern suggested the kind of person who would foreclose mortgage payments on a widow and four children. Stoneham was quieter, gentler. He looked like an out of uniform Santa Claus. O’Malley was the calculating initiator of the scheme to move two New York City traditions; Stoneham was a naive follower. Giant fans generally were resigned to the move. Dodger fans fought it. “The O’Malley” was their rallying point.




  Thousands wore blue and white buttons that said, “Keep the Dodgers in Brooklyn.” Rallies at Brooklyn’s Borough Hall became a weekly event. Pickets would march in front of Ebbets Field and 215 Montague Street, the main office of the Dodgers. O’Malley had once called them “the most loyal fans in the world..” Always vocal, always unrestrained, the fans of the Dodgers were showing the world their loyalty.




  Kids dressed in baseball uniforms and carried printed signs produced by adults. “Mr. Moses, Don’t You Dare Take Our Dodgers Out Of Brooklyn.” “Our Answer To Queens and To L.A. Is NO! They Stay in Brooklyn.” “Bob Moses: Our Answer To Your Queens Site is NO!” “Commissioner Moses: 3 Million People Of Brooklyn Say NO! (To Queens (Or L.A.) Or Anywhere Else!)” “Brooklyn Is The Dodgers. The Dodgers ARE Brooklyn.”




  They marched in what is now Cadman Plaza Park in front of Brooklyn’s Borough Hall just a few blocks from the main headquarters of the Dodgers. The uniforms the youth wore were baggy; “Cadets” and “Eagles” and “Panthers” were written across their shirt fronts. Most of the kids wore blue Dodger caps with the letter “B” in white centered on the front.




  Adults smiled in support as they watched the procession from behind police barricades. Many of the men in the crowd wore gray fedoras and print ties. And in the lapels of their wide suits, some had the blue and white button: “Keep the Dodgers In Brooklyn.”




  The noise level of the rallies carried into the municipal buildings that flanked one side of Court Street and into the office buildings on the other side. Windows were opened just as they had been from time to time over the years to watch the pennant-winning Dodgers parade.




  There was no violence. Blue uniformed New York City policemen with white gloves were positioned at the perimeters of the crowd, smiling and sympathizing with the demonstrators.




  “I remember the songs, the rallies, the petitions, the furor in Brooklyn,” said Ron Gabriel, back then a rabid young Dodger fan and today the president of the Brooklyn Dodgers’ fan club. “There was one rally on the steps of Brooklyn’s Borough Hall that stands out. A lot of politicians and movie stars were there. People wore blue and white pins that said, �Keep the Dodgers in Brooklyn.’ Borough President John Cashmore did most of the talking. Each of the speakers ended with the lines: �That’s baseball, that’s the Dodgers, that’s Brooklyn.’




  “It was time of petitions. The real fans used to put in rime getting signatures on these long sheets of paper that were white with blue lines. There was room on each petition for about a hundred signatures. If you just stood at a subway station during the rush hours you could get a couple of dozen sheets filled out. My parents objected to my staying out late getting the signatures.... I had to lose my allowance, but it was worth it.”




  Newspaper and magazine articles provided sports fans with in-depth examinations of the off-the-field scrambling to keep the Dodgers and Giants in New York City. On July 22, 1957, Parks Commissioner Robert Moses published an article in Sports Illustrated that further revved up the political debate. The article was entitled: “Robert Moses and the Battle of Brooklyn.”




  “ ... For years, Walter and his chums have kept us dizzy and confused. First everything was geared to rapid transit customers, then it was all for the carriage trade. On one day they pictured a vast modern arena, putting Rome to shame, with tier on tier of seats and seas of eager, downturned faces. The next day they conjured up an outdoor studio occupying little space, without stands, bleachers, parking fields or people, and with the players lightly doffing their hats to an unseen audience that is far away from weather, oafs, oaths, hecklers and bottle throwers, buoyed up on home cushions, chewing chocolate nuts, drawing cigarette smoke lazily through a million filters or lapping up somebody’s dry beer and rising only to feed a meter or turn a closed-circuit gadget.... meanwhile, having hypnotized New York, these gentlemen continue mysterious negotiations with other less goofy cities.




  “It is claimed that Brooklyn would not be Brooklyn without the beloved Bums. The same thing was said about the Brooklyn Eagle, which nevertheless folded. That was a damn shame, and so, in some respects, would be the departure of the Dodgers, although a new location elsewhere on Long Island could hardly be classed a tragedy. I shall leave it to people closer to politics and public opinion to prove what proportion of the three million and more residents of Brooklyn really care a great deal in view of the slim attendance at Ebbets Field, the convenience of television, etc. Certainly the political retina will be less clouded after Election Day. Unfortunately it looks as if the decision will have to be made before then ...”




  On September 12, the old Dodger, Harry (Cookie) Lavagetto, signed a one-year contract extension to manage the Washington Senators. Cookie had succeeded another old Dodger, Charlie Dressen, in May of 1956 as manager of the Senators. While Lavagetto was rejoicing over his new contract, financier Nelson A. Rockefeller announced his interest in attempting to keep the Dodgers in Brooklyn.




  On September 14, the New York Yankees increased their American League lead to six games with a victory over the second place Chicago White Sox. Mickey Mantle hammered a homer and a triple. That day New York City Corporation counsel Peter Campbell Brown ruled that the city had the right to condemn the Flatbush Avenue site for a new home for the Dodgers, provided the area was part of a general slum clearance program. Brown’s ruling intensified the political debate.




  Queens Borough President James A. Lundy said, “It would be like building a baseball stadium in Times Square.” Lundy argued in favor of the Flushing Meadow Park site in Queens. The city owned the land, he said, and there would not be a need for condemnation or the sale of the property at a markdown to private business.




  City Controller Lawrence Gerosa and City Council President Abe Stark also opposed Brown’s ruling. “Why should the city suffer a financial loss by condemning private property and then selling it to the Dodgers?” Stark argued.




  The Giants made their decision before Election Day. Less than a month after the Moses article, the Board of Directors of the team voted to move the Giants to San Francisco. The one dissenting vote was cast by M. Donald Grant. The iconoclastic stockbroker would persist in his efforts to sustain National League baseball in New York City and would become the controversial chairman of the board of the New York Mets.




  On the field, the Dodgers and the Giants played listless baseball, the inevitable result of all the threats, the anger, the aborted plans, mistaken turns, and fantastic schemes that had made New York City National League baseball a roller coaster ride of hope and frustration for everyone concerned.




  “I was coming to the end of my career in 1957,” recalls Pee Wee Reese, “and so were others on the team. Our club was in pretty bad shape and some of us had picked up injuries. There was talk, of course, among the players about the move, but I thought they’d build the stadium. I even made a small bet with Don Zimmer which I lost. I never thought New York City would let the Dodgers and Giants go; why in Brooklyn, in that little ball park, we drew a million every year. The move completely surprised me and most of the other players.”




  September 1957 was a painful time for Dodger and Giant fans and players. Each day brought the end of the New York Giants and the Brooklyn Dodgers just a little closer.




  On September 1, the last game the two teams ever played against each other at Ebbets Field took place. The Giants won. A week later, in a half-empty Polo Grounds, the Giants nipped the Dodgers, 3–2, in the last game the two teams ever played against each other in the big park under the shadow of Coogan’s Bluff.




  On September 16, a day Mayor Wagner moved New York City and New Jersey closer together by giving general approval to the concept of a rapid transit link between the two areas, the schism between Los Angeles and New York City widened.




  The City Council of Los Angeles voted 11–3 to open official negotiations with the Dodgers. “We are at the crossroads,” Mayor Norris Paulson shouted during the City Council debates. “Are we going to be a bush league town or are we going to be major league in everything? If we delay this, it goes out to the world that the city of Los Angeles has lost its guts.”




  Mayor Wagner huddled with Nelson Rockefeller at City Hall, attempting to block official moves by Los Angeles to get the Dodgers. In the City of Angels, the Board of Supervisors voted unanimously the sum of $2,740,000 to provide access roads to the site of Chavez Ravine. That same day the United Press reported, “There is nothing settled on the move of the Giants to San Francisco.” Dodger fans received faint hope from another UP report that claimed the Cleveland Indians were interested in moving to Los Angeles.




  On September 17, at a Gracie Mansion meeting, a new Rockefeller plan to keep the Dodgers in Brooklyn was submitted to Walter O’Malley. No information as to what the plan consisted of was revealed. One bit of conjecture was that O’Malley was willing to pay $10 million toward purchasing the Atlantic Avenue site and constructing a new ball park, that the city was to sell the site for much less than the condemnation price, that the Dodgers, the Long Island Railroad, and Nelson Rockefeller would pick up the difference. Another variation was that the site would be sold to the Dodgers at the condemnation price and Rockefeller would lend the Dodgers the difference between the price and what O’Malley considered “a reasonable figure.”




  On September 18, O’Malley said, “The offer has merit,” but explained that he would defer action only until October 1�the date by which he said he had to notify the National League if the Dodgers were going to move to the West Coast. “I can’t wait too much longer,” he emphasized, “since what is needed is nine votes of the Board of Estimate and we haven’t seen them yet.”




  Wagner feels “that O’Malley was playing it both ways. He wanted to stay. His roots were in Brooklyn. Walter liked the land in the Atlantic Avenue area because he looked at the suburbs as a great source of fans. So many of the Dodger fans lived on the Island. He thought they’d come right in on the train to a new stadium ... but the temptation in California was so great, he couldn’t resist it.”




  Harold McClellan, a major negotiator to bring the Dodgers to California, underscored the temptation. “There will be no hard feelings,” he said on September 19, “if the Dodgers decided it would be good business to stay in Brooklyn, but sound business judgment will persuade Mr. O’Malley that the Los Angeles offer is more attractive.”




  On September 21, a front-page New York Times headline said: “Rockefeller Bid To Help Dodgers Ends in Failure.” The story explained that Rockefeller had made a new proposal in which he expressed a willingness to pay up to $3 million for the Atlantic Avenue area land. O’Malley’s response was that any proposal involving $3 million “priced the Dodgers out.”




  Wagner’s view of Rockefeller’s efforts is that “they were a little more talk than anything else. His offers were little more than a drop in the bucket. You not only had to clear the land, you had to move the markets that were there, settle litigation, and then build.”




  There was a rally on September 21, and another rally on September 22, the day the last home run was hit at Ebbets Field; it was one of a pair recorded by Duke Snider in a 7–3 win over Philadelphia. There were no major negotiations among the politicians. The inevitable had arrived.




  “Had it all happened five years later,” Wagner observed, “the outcome would probably have been different. The idea of municipalities building stadiums or helping in the building of stadiums was not really politically possible in New York City in 1957. History moves in strange ways. It cuts into the routine, the very routine of things.” The changing demographics and the invention of the jet had cut into the very routine of the history of the Dodgers of Brooklyn and the Giants of New York.




  On September 24, 1957, in the forty-fourth season of Ebbets Field, the Dodgers played their final game in the little ball park. Only 6,702 attended. The Brooklyn Dodger theme song was piped over the public address system:




  

    Oh, follow the Dodgers


    Follow the Dodgers around


    The infield, the outfield,


    The catcher and that fellow on the mound




    Oh, the fans will come a running


    When the Dodgers go a gunning


    For the pennant that we’re fighting for today.




    The Dodgers keep swinging


    And the fans will keep singing


    Follow the Dodgers, hooray.




    There’s a hall club in Brooklyn


    The team they call �Dem Bums,’


    But keep your eyes right on them


    And watch for hits and runs...


  




  Pee Wee Reese paused at the top of the dugout steps, waved his right arm, and nine white- and blue-clad Dodgers with the letter “B” on their blue caps trotted out to their positions on the real green grass. The crowd roared.




  The final Brooklyn Dodger lineup at Ebbets Field was makeshift. Gino Cimoli was the center fielder, flanked by Elmer Valo in right field and Sandy Amoros in left. Gil Hodges played part of the game at first base and part of the game at third, alternating with Pee Wee Reese, who played third base, and Jim Gentile who got in a few innings at first base. Don Zimmer was the shortstop. Jim Gilliam played second base. Roy Campanella caught most of the game. Joe Pignatano relieved him with a couple of innings left. Danny McDevitt was the Brooklyn pitcher. The game lasted two hours and three minutes as the Dodgers nipped the Pirates, 3–0. Gil Hodges, the last Dodger to bat in Ebbets Field, struck out. Gladys Gooding played dozens of old sentimental songs on the organ. But the theme song of the day seemed to be that old favorite, “Say It Isn’t So.”




  Public address announcer Tex Rickards was formal to the end. “Please do not go on the playing field at the end of the game,” he announced in his resonant voice as he had done thousands of times before. “Use any exit that leads to the street.”




  When the final out was recorded, Gladys Gooding began to play “May The Good Lord Bless You And Keep You.” She was interrupted by the recording of the Dodger theme song: “Follow The Dodgers.” When the record was completed, she switched to “Auld Lang Syne.” It was the last music heard at Ebbets Field.




  “Then the fans tore up the place,” recalls groundskeeper Jimmy Esposito. “They grabbed pieces of grass, home plate. There was no way of controlling them. We just let them go.”




  Jack Carney remembers the final post-game TV show. “All those who had been associated with televising the games were there, and they were crying.” Happy Felton, the rotund host of the “Talk To The Stars” program, presented his Dodger uniform to Carney. “I went to the back,” says Carney. “I put on the uniform. The camera panned down to my feet. I didn't have any shoes or socks on. I didn’t have a team anymore. And I was crying.”




  The grounds crew later raked the infield smooth, covered up the mound and home plate.




  Ebbets Field would linger on until the morning of February 23, 1960, when a two-ton ball would cave in the roof of the visiting dugout, readying the ground for a housing project.




  The Dodgers moved on to Philadelphia for their last road trip. “That whole last week was slow death,” said Jack Lang, who covered the end of the team. “All those players who had been so brilliant were now getting old, barely managing to win. They had won the pennant in 1956 in what was the last great gasp of the Brooklyn Dodgers and the guy that won it for them was Sal Maglie.”




  Seventeen days earlier, the old Giant, the former Dodger, Sal Maglie, hurled the New York Yankees to a three-hit, 5–0 triumph over the Cleveland Indians. It was his twenty-fifth career shutout, his first in the American League, his first Yankee Stadium start since October 8, 1956�a day he pitched brilliantly for the Dodgers only to lose to Don Larsen, who pitched a perfect game.
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