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  Don’t ever give up. Don’t be a quitter. Play the game to the limit from the time you start up till the last man is called out in the last inning.




  Baseball is a funny game, and no game is hopelessly lost until the last man is out. Never hold the ball. Get it back in play as quickly as possible. Fractions of seconds on the ball field are too valuable to be wasted when you are taking part in a play that may save a score.




  Be natural, and don’t copy. Know your own faults and strive to overcome them.




  —Tyrus Raymond Cobb




  Quoted by Henry P. Edwards,




  Sports Editor, Cleveland Plain Dealer, 1922




  To my superwise father, Ollen Columbus Rhodes, and his wife of thirty-five years, Jean Swann Rhodes, for their great love of baseball (especially the Atlanta Braves) and their many years of supporting my journalistic endeavors and forgiving my foolishness. It was my dad who paid for most of my college education and gave me the chance to pursue my love of writing, history, and people in general, and for that alone I’ll always be grateful. And it was Jean who never has tried to be my stepmother but always tried to be my friend.




  FOREWORD





  




  My first memory of Grandfather Cobb was when he visited us in Daytona Beach, Florida, in 1956. I was eight years old and vaguely knew that he had been a famous baseball player. My older brothers, Ty III and Charlie, were very excited and invited many of their friends to meet him. He attended a Little League game, and I took him to school to meet my class at “show and tell.”




  The most memorable time was our trip to central Florida to visit (Baseball Hall of Famer) Nap Lajoie. We sat on his porch while they laughed and swapped old baseball stories.




  The next year we visited my grandfather’s home in Atherton, California. I got him to autograph scraps of paper, which I sold for 50 cents when I returned to Daytona. I still have three!




  Visits were infrequent after that.




  I last saw him at Emory University Hospital shortly before his death. Mother drove us up to Cornelia, Georgia, from Daytona Beach, for the funeral. I remember very little about the trip except for the long ride from the chapel in Cornelia to the cemetery in Royston. I do recall being amazed by the number of people who lined the road to Royston, hands or hats over their hearts.




  As I grew older, I became more aware of what a famous ballplayer my grandfather had been. I made yearly trips to California to visit Grandma (Charlie) Cobb and my aunts, Shirley Beckworth and Beverly McLaren, and cousins. They gave me many items of grandfather’s memorabilia—some of which I have on loan to the Ty Cobb Museum.




  Aunt Shirley and Aunt Bev would occasionally share stories about their father, but they never spoke of him in an affectionate manner—perhaps with respect, awe, and even fear—but never affection. My mom rarely talked about Grandfather. We really never discussed him, but I wonder if her indifference resulted from the strained relationship that my father—Ty Cobb Jr.—had with his father. I do know their differences were forgotten by the time of my father’s death at age forty-two (in 1952).




  I have read many of the books, periodicals, and newspaper accounts of Grandfather, and I have seen the movies, stage plays, and TV documentaries. There is no question that his public image has declined. To examine the character of a famous person is fair. His family, teammates, opponents, and knowledgeable baseball fans past and present would argue that Ty Cobb was a mean, cruel, combative, mostly friendless man.




  His legacy? To some the negative aspects will outweigh everything. To others, his baseball records make him the “Greatest Baseball Player Ever.”




  To me, his legacy is the Ty Cobb Healthcare System in Royston, which began as a hospital he funded and serves northeastern Georgia, and the Ty Cobb Educational Foundation funded by him in 1953. Today that is worth approximately $15 million with around $100,000 in scholarships awarded to Georgia students each year. That’s pretty awesome!




  And, yes, to me, he also was the greatest baseball player ever.




  —Peggy Cobb Schug




  PREFACE





  




  Edward J. Cashin, my friend and chairman of the history and political science department at Augusta (Georgia) State University, first stirred my interest in Tyrus Raymond Cobb with his 1980 book, The Story of Augusta. It mentioned that then New Jersey governor Woodrow Wilson, on a visit to his childhood city in November 1911, had seen Augusta resident Ty Cobb act in a play called The College Widow.




  First of all, I had no idea that Cobb had ever lived in Augusta.




  Second of all, as a newspaper writer of entertainment and political stories, I didn’t know Cobb had ever acted in a play.




  And, third of all, I was intrigued by this unique crossing in history of a future U.S. president and one of the most famous figures in sports.




  That interest led to an article I wrote for the afternoon Augusta Herald on August 5, 1982, about that meeting between Cobb and Wilson. It prompted a letter from educator Cashin congratulating my research and—much to my pride and pleasure—telling me he had read my article to his history class.




  The next month, I expanded my interest of Cobb into a five-part series published September 13–17, in the Herald. This time my investigative talents led to lengthy phone conversations with Cobb’s two daughters, Beverly McLaren and Shirley Beckworth, and to a fascinating and emotional trip to Cobb’s childhood hometown of Royston, Georgia, culminating with my standing by the mausoleum that contains his earthly remains.




  Many good things resulted from that series, with two of the best being the reprinting of my series in the News Leader in Royston and a warm letter from Shirley Cobb Beckworth. From her home in Portola Valley, California, Mrs. Beckworth wrote on September 30, 1982:




  

    My dear Don Rhodes,




    Please forgive my tardiness. Blame it all on this third d____ stroke.




    I received your articles and I must say that errors were too few to mention.




    Of course, there were some remarks I would rather not have seen, but that’s that. I think over all you did an excellent, fair series about a very complex human being.




    Ford Frick’s remark in the last series rather captured T.R.C.1




    What I regretted it was such a lost unhappy life. But maybe that is what he wished. We all walk to a different pace and listen to a different drummer.




    The scandal which kept him in baseball, as I remember, was about Tris Speaker [manager of Cleveland and Cobb manager of the Detroit Tigers] you mention as 1917 was too early. After all, he played with Connie Mack his last two years and he retired in 1928.




    Augusta was our home. We went to Detroit when school was out and returned when school began. Augusta was our home. He merely rented in Detroit and Philadelphia.




    My sister [Beverly] is slightly confused about some items but really nothing important about T.R.C.




    Thank you for bringing out some features about T.R.C. that have never been brought forth.




    I don’t believe he missed the cheers and applause [in thirty-three years of retirement before his death in 1961]. He had done that, and that was that.




    He was a person who found it very difficult to express his deepest feelings and emotions.




    Hope I’ve not been too critical.




    Sincerely,




    Shirley Beckworth




    P.S. It might be interesting to note Peggy Schug, out of all his children and grandchildren, is the only one who shares some of his spirit.


  




  In mid-December 1982, Royston newspaper editor Jeff Frazier sent me some copies of my series as reprinted in the News Leader and pleased me greatly by writing, “Again I want to thank you for letting me reprint them. We’ve received quite a few comments on the series and, as of today, we’re close to being sold out at the newstands.”




  Wow! I was being read by several people who actually had known him!




  Seven years later, in June 1989, Mrs. Beckworth again would be writing me, thanking me for copies of old Augusta news stories about her father I had sent her: “You certainly spent a great deal of time researching Cobb. It is too bad others hadn’t done more before they wrote their so-called books. My sister went to Yale to see the play [Lee Blessing’s play, Cobb] and said it was rather awful. It interests me that no one, I mean not one, has ever spoken to me. I’m the oldest living child and know quite a bit.




  You know it makes one feel, why strive to reach the top, for it seems then you are attacked, and no one seems to wish to take the time to obtain the truth. Personally, I don’t feel anyone can do a biography on him as he was too complex for many to understand.”




  Probably, Mrs. Beckworth is correct in her belief no one can do Cobb justice. But this is my shot at it, and if I don’t hit my mark, at least I have learned an enormous amount in the process about baseball and its players nationwide and particularly in Augusta, Georgia.




  It was surprising to me, for instance, to learn Abner Doubleday did not invent the modern game of baseball, as so many believe. In reality a New York bank teller named Alexander Cartwright convinced his ball-playing friends in the spring of 1845 that they should organize some sort of ball club. They called themselves the Knickerbocker Base Ball Club, and they transformed the game from a children’s pastime into a sport for adults.2




  Eventually, forty-six years after his death, the Baseball Hall of Fame in 1938 recognized Cartwright’s contributions to the sport by inducting him into the Hall of Fame in an executive category. His unique life also was profiled by New York City librarian Robert Henderson in his 1947 book, Bat, Ball and Bishop. The U.S. Congress also offered Cartwright sort of a public apology for overlooking him in June of 1953 by citing Henderson’s biography and giving credit to Cartwright for establishing the game of baseball as we know it today.




  But, in the major scheme of things, why does it really matter to average baseball fans who actually founded the sport they love so much?




  Very simply, it is important to know in any game of life what is the truth and what is not. That’s how I personally feel about the life of Tyrus Raymond Cobb.




  Cobb’s life was lived out on the front pages and sports pages of his local newspapers that covered his fast rise to worldwide fame, his two marriages and his two divorces, his becoming the highest paid player in baseball, his involvement in a 1926 baseball scandal and his subsequent exoneration, his being voted the first player into the Baseball Hall of Fame, his honors and his troubles in retirement, and, of course, his death itself.




  Playwrights, movie directors, and authors who have ignored the facts and only want to paint Cobb as a racist, miserly, foul-tempered, lonely old man haven’t given fair play to the good times in Tyrus Raymond Cobb’s life, when his friends and fans showered him with praise and gifts; when presidents of the United States and captains of American industry loved to golf and hunt with him; when he shared his Augusta home with some of the most famous people of the day; when he spent his off-season days enjoying cars, books, and the theater; and when he took the time to teach many children about the fun and fundamentals of a game that he loved more than life itself.




  I’m not his defender. I’m not his promoter. I’m not even his definitive biographer. I think Charles C. Alexander, a professor at Ohio University, came as close to anyone to date in filling that role with his 1984 book, Ty Cobb.




  What I hope to do with this book is to focus on what Alexander and other authors barely have touched upon, and that is Cobb’s rich life in Augusta, Georgia, and his emergence from the centuries-old Southern city to become one of the greatest and most famous players in any sport.




  Augusta is where Cobb began his professional playing career; where he lived with his close friends, relatives, and faithful supporters (most of whom have never been before mentioned in any book or article); where he met the woman who would become his wife; and where four of his five children would be born.




  Cobb did play a rough game of baseball and could be physically cruel in his pursuit of victory. Yes, Cobb was also tight with a buck and equally tight with a penny, but he also gave away thousands of dollars to help good causes and those who had fallen on tough times, including widows of former ballplayers. And, Cobb most likely was a racist, but so were the majority of the other Southerners in Cobb’s lifetime (1886–1961).




  Yes, Cobb undoubtedly did beat his wife and kids—his kids told me that personally—but they still defended him because he knew that his children would be the subject of intense public scrutiny. He wouldn’t have won any “Father of the Year” titles, but Cobb apparently did what he personally thought was best in disciplining his children, and he sent them to the finest schools.




  And yes, in his final years, he was a lonely old man who often said and did mean things, partly because of the pain that racked his body, partly because his actions brought him attention, and partly because it was his way of saying that nobody was going to push Ty Cobb around—no umpire, no player, no politician, no powerful businessman, nobody.




  I hope, when you finish this book, you will come to the same conclusion that his oldest daughter, Shirley, did in describing her father to me in that 1982 letter as “a very complex human being.”




  —Don Rhodes




  Augusta, Georgia




  Home of Ty Cobb




  Footnotes




  

    1 The quote referred to by Mrs. Beckworth by then Commissioner Frick at the time of Cobb’s death was, “We have many baseball players but few Ty Cobbs. He belongs with the [Babe] Ruths, [Christy] Mathewsons, [Grover Cleveland] Alexanders, and [Walter] Johnsons of a golden era.”




    2 Cartwright and his friends established three basic concepts still utilized in the game today: They increased the distance between bases to ninety feet, divided the playing area into “fair” and “foul” areas that narrowed the hitting range and reduced the number of defensive players needed, and eliminated the children’s way of getting a baseball player “out” by directly throwing the ball at the runner who was trying to play a game of dodge ball rather than “base ball.”
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  A BRIEF CHRONOLOGY OF THE LIFE OF TYRUS RAYMOND COBB





  




  February 23, 1863, Ty Cobb’s father, William Herschel Cobb, is born.




  January 15, 1871, Ty Cobb’s mother, Amanda Chitwood, is born.




  February 11, 1886, William Herschel Cobb, a rural schoolteacher, marries Amanda Chitwood in Banks County, Georgia. He is twenty-three. She is fifteen.




  December 18, 1886, Tyrus Raymond Cobb is born in Banks County, Georgia, on his mother’s parents’ farm in the Narrows community near Cornelia.




  February 23, 1889, Cobb’s brother, John Paul, is born.




  July 3, 1890, Cobb’s future wife, Charlie Marion Lombard, is born in Richmond County, Georgia.




  October 29, 1892, Cobb’s sister, Florence Leslie, is born.




  November 24, 1903, The South Atlantic Baseball League—later known as the SALLY League—is organized in Savannah with William Henry Sherman representing Augusta.




  H. H. Cabaniss, business manager and part owner of the Augusta Chronicle, steps up to form a stock company to finance the Augusta team.




  January 1, 1904, Con Strouthers arrives in Augusta to become the Augusta Tourists first manager and later part owner.




  April 26, 1904, Cobb plays in his first professional baseball game at Warren Park with the Augusta Tourists playing the Columbia (SC) Skyscrapers.




  April 27, 1904, after his second game with the Tourists, manager Strouthers drops Cobb from the roster, and Cobb goes with Fred Hays to play for the Anniston (Alabama) Steelers team.




  July 25, 1904, Augusta Tourists new owner and manager Harlan W. (Harry) Wingard sends Cobb a telegram ordering him “to join the team at once” in Augusta.




  August 9, 1904, Cobb rejoins the Tourists playing a doubleheader against the Columbia Skycrapers at Warren Park with the first game starting at 3:00 p.m.




  January 29, 1905, the Chronicle reports that Tourists Club president John B. Carter and manager Andy Roth have signed eighteen men to a new contract, of which fourteen would be kept for the new season, including Ty Cobb.




  March 7, 1905, The Detroit Tigers, led by manager Bill Armour, arrive in Augusta for spring training, giving Armour a close-up look at Cobb’s playing skills.




  March 28, 1905, Augusta Tourists minor league team surprisingly beat Detroit Tigers major-league team at Augusta’s Warren Park, 8–7, with Cobb playing for the Tourists against the team he would be playing for by the end of the year.




  August 8, 1905, Cobb’s mother shoots his forty-two-year-old father to death thinking he is a prowler. She contends it is accidental but will be put on trial for murder.




  August 19, 1905, Augusta Tourists president C. D. Carr confirms reports outfielder Tyrus Cobb has been sold to the Detroit Tigers of the American League for $500.




  August 25, 1905, Cobb plays his last game with Augusta Tourists as a member of the team. He will join the Tourists for spring practice games several times in later years.




  August 30, 1905, Cobb makes his debut with the Detroit Tigers.




  March 31, 1906, Amanda Chitwood Cobb is found not guilty of deliberately killing her husband. She immediately returns to her home in Royston.




  August 6, 1908, Tyrus Raymond Cobb marries Charlie Marion Lombard at “The Oaks,” the Victorian mansion home of her parents, Roswell and Nancy Lombard, in rural Richmond County, nine miles from downtown Augusta. He is twenty-one. She is eighteen.




  January 30, 1910, Ty and Charlie’s first child, Tyrus Raymond Cobb Jr., is born in Augusta.




  October 9, 1910, Cobb sits out the final day of season to keep his lead in the American League’s batting average race over Nap Lajoie, who almost beats him.




  June 2, 1911, Ty and Charlie’s first daughter, Shirley Marion Cobb, is born in Detroit.




  July 4, 1911, Chicago White Sox pitcher Ed Walsh stops Cobb’s forty-game hitting streak.




  October 11, 1911, Cobb wins the first Most Valuable Player award for the American League.




  November 18, 1911, Former Augusta resident Woodrow Wilson, then governor of New Jersey and future U.S. president, sees Cobb act as a football hero in the comedy, The College Widow, in Augusta’s Grand Opera House.




  May 15, 1912, Cobb takes insults from Claude Lueker, a New York Highlanders fan, until he finally charges into the stands and beats the man. Lueker, it turns out, had lost a hand in an industrial accident and could not defend himself. Ban Johnson, president of the American League, suspends Cobb immediately. The Detroit Tigers subsequently stage a strike in support of Cobb. Other players and managers also contend something needs to be done about fans unreasonably insulting players.




  March 24, 1913, an Augusta team of players rounded up by Cobb plays the Brooklyn Superbas (later known as the Dodgers) at Warren Park in Augusta. The next day several of the Brooklyn players including Casey Stengel take up a challenge to play basketball against the local YMCA team with the YMCA team winning.




  1916, Cobb becomes first athlete to star in a commercial motion picture. The movie, Somewhere in Georgia, is filmed in New York.




  September 29, 1917, Ty and Charlie’s second son, Roswell Herschel Cobb, is born in Augusta.




  September 30, 1918, Cobb says good-bye to friends before catching the afternoon train for Washington, D.C., to report for military service as a captain in the army’s chemical warfare division.




  December 18, 1918, Cobb, after service in France, is back in Augusta on his thirty-second birthday.




  April 8, 1919, Cobb leaves Augusta to join the Detroit Tigers in Columbia, South Carolina, en route to Rock Hill, South Carolina, for an exhibition game against a team from Boston.




  September 19, 1919, Ty and Charlie’s second daughter, Beverly Cobb, is born in Augusta.




  December 18, 1920, Detroit Tigers president/owner Frank J. Navin announces the Georgia Peach will be the manager of the Tigers for the 1921 season.




  February 1, 1921, Cobb is honored at a banquet in Detroit in recognition of his becoming the Tigers new manager.




  July 24, 1921, Ty and Charlie’s last child and third son, James Howell Cobb, is born in Augusta.




  August 19, 1921, Cobb makes his 3,000th hit.




  May 5, 1925, Cobb has the best game in his career while playing against the St. Louis Browns in St. Louis. He hits 3 home runs, 1 double, and 2 singles. The next day he hits 2 more home runs.




  August 29, 1925, Detroit fans of Cobb host a huge banquet in honor of Cobb’s twentieth anniversary playing for the Tigers.




  November 3, 1926, Cobb confirms an announcement by Detroit Tigers owner Frank Navin that Cobb has resigned as manager and player with the Tigers and is quitting baseball.




  November 29, 1926, Tris Speaker resigns as player and manager of the Cleveland Indians.




  December 21, 1926, Three days after Cobb’s fortieth birthday, the Augusta Herald reports Cobb and Speaker are being investigated for an “alleged irregularity” involving a game played in Detroit between the Tigers and the Cleveland Indians on September 25, 1919.




  January 27, 1927, Commissioner Landis clears Cobb and Speaker of any impropriety and orders them reinstated by their clubs.




  February 8, 1927, Cobb accepts an offer to play for Connie Mack’s Philadelphia Athletics at the then staggering salary of $60,000 per year.




  July 18, 1927, As a member of the Athletics, Cobb gets his 4,000th career hit with a double in the first inning, while playing against the Detroit Tigers.




  May 24, 1928, Cobb plays in a game between the Philadelphia Athletics and the New York Yankees. The game features thirteen future members of the Baseball Hall of Fame including Cobb.




  June 15, 1928, Cobb steals home plate for his fifty-fourth and final time.




  September 11, 1928, Cobb plays his final game of professional baseball on the home turf of the New York Yankees before 40,000 fans with the Yankees, led by George Herman “Babe” Ruth, beating the Athletics, 5–3.




  April 24, 1930, Cobb is in Columbia, South Carolina, for both the opening of the new Columbia airport and to toss out the first ball opening the 1930 season of the South Atlantic League.




  April 16, 1931, the Augusta Chronicle reports Cobb’s wife has sued for a divorce. Cobb is in California attending the opening of the San Francisco baseball club’s new Seal Stadium when informed of the news. The Cobbs later patch up their problems, and the family moves to California.




  February 2, 1936, The first inductees into the Baseball Hall of Fame are named in Cooperstown, New York, with Cobb leading the number of ballots cast to become the first player voted into the hall. Others inducted that first year are Babe Ruth, Honus Wagner, Christy Mathewson, and Walter Johnson.




  March 14, 1947, High-power attorney Melvin Belli tells reporters he expects Charlie Cobb to reach an out-of-court settlement in her suit for a division of community property that she sets at $7 million. The next day, however, Charlie withdraws her suit giving no reason for her change of mind.




  June 19, 1947, Judge William McKnight in Reno, Nevada, announces he has granted a decree of divorce to Cobb on the grounds that he and his wife had been separated for at least three years.




  March 26, 1949, Cobb is back in Royston for the groundbreaking of a hospital dedicated to the memory of his parents. He had given $100,000 the previous October for the funding of the hospital whose total cost of $250,000 would be made up of Cobb’s gift and federal funds. It will develop into a major health-care system serving residents of several North Georgia counties. Cobb called the groundbreaking “the happiest day of my life.”




  September 24, 1949, Cobb marries Frances Fairbairn Cass on September 24, 1949, in Buffalo, New York. He is sixty-two. She is thirty-nine.




  April 13, 1951, Roswell Herschel Cobb becomes the first of Ty and Charlie’s five children to die with his death coming in San Louis Obispo, California, from a heart attack at the age of thirty-three.




  September 9, 1952, Tyrus Raymond Cobb Jr. dies in Woodside, California, of a brain tumor at the age of forty-two.




  January 28, 1954, Cobb and his wife, Frances, meet with FBI director J. Edgar Hoover at the FBI headquarters in Washington, D.C., and were given a special tour including the exhibit rooms, the FBI laboratory, the Diorama, and the indoor firing range. Cobb earlier had offered to supply the FBI with any information he might obtain about organized crime trying to infiltrate professional baseball. He had stated, however, “he could not see how organized baseball as such could be of any value whatsoever to any subversive organization.”




  September 7, 1955, the second Mrs. Cobb files for divorce.




  August 27, 1957, Cobb is honored in Augusta for the third and last time with the occasion being Ty Cobb Day at Jennings Stadium in Allen Park off Walton Way.




  April 27, 1961, Cobb attends his last baseball game at Wrigley Field in Los Angeles, California, and throws out the first ball, with the Los Angeles Angels playing the Minnesota Twins.




  July 17, 1961, Cobb dies from complications of diabetes and cancer in Emory University Hospital in an Atlanta suburb at age seventy-four with his first wife, Charlie, by his side. She never remarried.




  July 18, 1961, Cobb’s funeral is held in the chapel of McGahee Funeral Home in Cornelia, Georgia, with the honorary pallbearers being members of the Ty Cobb Educational Foundation and the staff of Ty Cobb Memorial Hospital. His body is transported to the mausoleum in Royston that he built for his mother, father, sister, and himself.




  February 24, 1975, Charlie Marion Lombard Cobb dies in Portola Valley, California, at eighty-four.




  



    

     	TOURISTS GIVE COBB A CHANCE



     	1

    


  




  




  IF YOU STAND BY THE GRAVE of Confederate army captain William Henry Warren in tree-shaded Magnolia Cemetery in Augusta, Georgia, and look past the old brick wall and just across Third Street, you can see the Exchange Club of Augusta’s fairgrounds. The eastern side of the fairgrounds, just a ball’s throw away, once was a baseball field called Warren Park, and it was at Warren Park on Memorial Day, April 26, 1904, that sports history was made when seventeen-year-old Tyrus Raymond Cobb played his first professional game of baseball.




  The newly formed Augusta Tourists team were part of the also newly formed South Atlantic League (commonly referred to as the SALLY League) created in late November of 1903, with Augusta joining five other Southern cities: Jacksonville, Florida; Savannah and Macon, Georgia; and Columbia and Charleston, South Carolina.




  On January 2, 1904, the Augusta Chronicle announced that Con Strouthers, the new and first manager of Augusta’s club in the South Atlantic League, had arrived in the city on the first day of the new year. The Chronicle reported that “Mr. Strouthers will not only manage and play first base but will operate the club himself.” Strouthers, in fact, had become owner of the Augusta club franchise.1




  “This gentleman comes highly recommended as a player and a man of business methods,” the Chronicle continued. “He has the looks, manners and speech of a young collegian and gives every evidence of being first class in every respect. He, like a number of young men in the North and West, has entered baseball as a business career. He runs a team like a man would a factory or a store. To him, it is no pastime, but a business profession. He understands thoroughly that he has to please his patrons and that the only way to accomplish this task is to have a good team.”




  Strouthers had been in the city only one day when he told the Chronicle, “I have been all over Augusta today, looked at the people, their dress, their homes and, in fact, everything that would serve as an indication to a stranger and if Augusta is not a good town I am very much mistaken.”




  The obvious location for the needed ballpark and home base for the new Augusta team naturally was a large area already being used for baseball games at the turn of the twentieth century. It was bounded on the east by Third Street, on the west by Fourth, on the south by Hale Street, and on the north by Walton Way.2




  The Chronicle would report, “The season will open April 26, Memorial Day, in the three Georgia cities: Charleston will play in Savannah, Jacksonville in Macon and Columbia in Augusta. The day is a holiday in all of the Georgia cities, and as Memorial Day is not observed until later in the summer in the other towns of the league. It was decided that the best idea was to follow that arrangement.




  “No double headers will be played until after July,” the article continued, “and one ladies day will be observed in all cities of the league. On that day the ladies will be admitted to the grounds and grandstand free of charge.”




  The Chronicle put in its two cents in noting, “Perhaps, the best name yet suggested is the Tourists, in deference to Augusta’s fame as a winter resort.”




  Sure enough, Augustans woke up on the morning of April 10, 1904, to read an informative Chronicle headline proclaiming: AUGUSTA’S TEAM TO BE NAMED TOURISTS.




  “It is the ‘Tourists,’” the newspaper said. “Manager Con Strouthers definitely decided upon this name yesterday for the Augusta ball team. This is the name that was given to the team two weeks or more ago by the Chronicle and used constantly since in referring to the organization.”




  To those who know of the role of Augusta on the Georgia side of the Savannah River and of North Augusta and Aiken on the South Carolina side as winter colonies for the very rich families of the north in pre-Florida days, it was a good and natural choice.3




  The same article in which Strouthers announced the Tourists would be the name of the Augusta ball club also revealed, “The ball grounds have been named Warren Park after the late lamented Captain W. H. Warren. This is an appropriate name and will unquestionably be a go with the fans of the city.” 4




  The Chronicle article telling of the team’s new name and the name of the renovated Augusta playing field also revealed how much the Augusta team management regarded the role advertising could play in the success of the new professional athletic venture, which seems impressive for 1904.




  “Yesterday Manager Strouthers received the lithograph poster and window placards which will be used in advertising the games during the season. The big posters, the same as those used by shows for bill boards, are beauties and will attract general attention. They represent a ball game at a critical stage when a batter has hit the ball and it is a close race to beat the ball out to first base. The umpire is close at hand and using his peepers for all they are worth.




  “The show window advertisements are also very pretty, giving a baseball scene and bear the date of the opening game in Augusta, and the entire home schedule of the Augusta team.




  “This mode of advertising will be used in all of the smaller towns contingent to Augusta, and it is believed to advantage. Aiken, Waynesboro, Langley and Graniteville have a number of great fans and it is the attention of the local management to get them interested in the Augusta aggregation.”




  Little by little, baseball fans began learning more and more about what to expect on opening day: a flag with the name “Warren Park” to be placed on top of the grandstand; new bleachers seating an additional 500 just ten feet to the right of the grandstand, bringing the total available seats to about 2,500; and a “neat fence” built to separate the area reserved for spectators “from the territory of the players.”




  There also was a bench near the scoreboard with a top to keep the sun off provided for the visiting team, and a top for the home players bench, which was situated under the grandstand.




  As the behind-the-scenes particulars fell into place, the players themselves started arriving.




  In all likelihood, Tyrus Raymond Cobb probably found out about the Southern League from his father’s newspaper, the Royston Record, or another local newspaper telling about the new baseball organization and teams just a few hours south of Royston. The story that Cobb himself told several times is that he wrote letters to all six of the SALLY league teams seeking a position, but only one team replied: the Augusta Tourists.
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