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Foreword

It was 1946. My friend looked up from his sports sheet and said, “Migawd. Here it is the month of June and those crazy Red Sox haven’t even lost ten games yet.”

Sure enough, they were 41-9.

“Hell, they’ll clinch the pennant by the first of August,” he chortled.

But a funny thing happened on the way to the World Series. A guy named Lou Boudreau got a brainstorm.

Ted Williams, perhaps the greatest pure hitter of all time, stepped into the batter’s box for Boston, and all of a sudden Fenway Park went crazy.

For the first time they saw what would become the famous “Boudreau Shift.” Three infielders between first and second, a man in short right field and a solitary outfielder responsible for everything (or anything) hit to the left side.

“Okay, Ted, old buddy. You want to go to left? Be our guest,” Boudreau and the Indians were telling the great Williams.

Further details on this radical strategy are told later in this book. My point here is that this kind of a baseball mind—Boudreau’s—was a natural to analyze the game from the broadcast booth.

So, when WGN Radio in Chicago landed the Cubs’ broadcasting rights, Lou Boudreau was my choice to team up with the brilliant Jack Quinlan. The brass agreed and the best radio baseball broadcasting team known up till that time was born.

After the tragic death of Quinlan, the excellence continued with Vince Lloyd and Lou at the mike for years.

What made them so good? Talent, knowledge of each man’s responsibilities, and the instinct for when to talk and when to shut up.

In Lou’s case, we all probably agree he’s not ready for the chair of romance languages at Harvard. For that matter, what play-by-play or color man is? What we do have is a real nice guy with a tremendous knowledge of baseball who’s willing to share it with listeners in understandable terms, which is exactly the way he comes across.

Lou Boudreau didn’t talk down to his listeners; he didn’t pat them on the head or chuck them under the chin. Nor did he grovel or bow from the waist trying to curry a favor.

He was never a second-guesser; if anything, he was a first-guesser—and he usually was right because he thought like a manager and anticipated what would be done next.

I defy any fan who listened to an entire Boudreau broadcast to tell me he didn’t learn something about the game that he didn’t know before.

My only complaint with Lou Boudreau was that he’s a lousy handicapper. He always touted us on the wrong horses.

But he sure knew humans, especially those wearing baseball uniforms.

Jack Brickhouse

WGN Radio

**************

Lou Boudreau was named manager of the Cleveland Indians in 1942, the same year I went to work for The Plain Dealer. So there always has been a special fondness because he was the first of many managers I got to know, and he had a warm smile and engaging personality.

In 1946, when Bill Veeck bought the Indians, he brought in some experienced help as coaches—old and wise baseball men such as Bill McKechnie, Muddy Ruel, Mel Harder and Steve O’Neill. They all contributed to the success of the Indians, but it was Boudreau who made the decisions, who ran the show.

I was doing what we called “clubhouse” stories during Boudreau’s years as manager in Cleveland. It meant hustling down to the locker room after games and getting the words of wisdom from the manager, coaches, and players.

It was deadline writing after night games and Boudreau was aware of that. The clubhouse was opened quickly and so was his office. He answered our questions as openly as possible and I had the feeling he enjoyed the give-and-take with the media. His mind, which was as quick as his bat, came up with the answers and often a new angle for a story.

He was a kindly man, especially to a rookie writer. On one occasion, after I had been chastised by Bob Lemon for going to the dressing room early after he had been knocked out of a close game, Boudreau called me aside.

He could have said it differently, but instead, told me in a gentle manner, “I know you have to write in a hurry, but try to give them a little more time to cool off.”

The coolness he displayed as a player both in the field and at the plate was reflected in his baseball decisions. He was more calm than the reporters the day before the pennant playoff game against the Boston Red Sox in 1948.

Then he defied the odds and came up with the unexpected but successful decision to start rookie left-hander Gene Bearden in Fenway Park. Bearden beat the Red Sox, 8-3, but it should be noted that Boudreau went 4-for-4, with two homers. It got the Indians into the World Series against the Boston Braves, whom they also beat, in six games.

There is no doubt that Boudreau, the Hall of Fame shortstop, contributed greatly to Boudreau, the manager. It was not only his play but also his inspirational leadership that took the Indians to the top.

The two qualities are difficult to separate, but as playing manager with the Indians, he gets high marks from me, just as he does for being a fine person.

I look back on Lou Boudreau’s years in Cleveland, and my learning period as a sportswriter, with pleasure. It was a happy time for both of us.

Chuck Heaton

Cleveland Plain Dealer
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Prologue

Among the things my mother loved were baseball, the Cleveland Indians, and Lou Boudreau, not necessarily in that order.

By the time I was old enough to read the sports pages, I, too, loved baseball, the Cleveland Indians, and Lou Boudreau, also not necessarily in that order.

One of my most vivid memories from those days is of my mother and me clipping Gordon Cobbledick’s story out of the November 26, 1941, edition of the Cleveland Plain Dealer and pasting it in my scrapbook.

The Page One banner headline reported, “LOU BOUDREAU TO MANAGE INDIANS,” and the subheads read, “Youngest Player Ever to Direct Major Club Gets 2-Year Contract,” and, “Shortstop Is Surprise Choice After Bradley Fails to Find Suitable Leader Among Other Candidates; Tribe Seeks Coaches to Assist Infielder; Peckinpaugh Succeeds Slapnicka as General Manager.”

It caused an argument between my mother and me that morning.

She was glad Boudreau was hired, though she probably would have been happy for anybody to get the job. The Indians had finished in a fourth-place tie in 1941 and, naturally, she blamed the manager, Roger Peckinpaugh.

Isn’t it always the manager’s fault when a team doesn’t win the pennant?

I disagreed. Not that I didn’t like Boudreau. I did. The fact is, Boudreau was tied with Hal Trosky, Mel Harder, and Bob Feller as my favorite players. But that was the very reason I argued that hiring Boudreau was not a good thing.

If I’d been as baseball-wise then as I thought I was, I would have expressed my objection better. I would have said that managers are hired to be fired—in the vernacular of today’s sportswriters—and when the time comes for Boudreau to be fired, we will lose a wonderful shortstop.

Six years later I could have said, “I told you so,” when Bill Veeck planned to trade Boudreau because he wanted a new manager. I guess the reason I didn’t was that my mother was so upset, as were most true Indians fans in Cleveland.

My mother was not normally a contentious woman, but she was that winter of 1947-48, when Veeck tried to justify the proposed deal that would bring Vernon Stephens to play shortstop and Jimmy Dykes to manage the Indians.

Both of us joined the protest by clipping out the “Boudreau Ballot” that appeared daily on the front page of the Cleveland News, giving fans the opportunity to vote their approval or disapproval of the deal.

Boudreau “won,” of course. By a landslide. And Veeck, always sensitive to passions of the ticket-buying public, called off the deal and kept Boudreau the shortstop and, thus, Boudreau the manager.

It was a decision only the other seven teams in the American League regretted, especially the Boston Red Sox, who were beaten by the Indians—and especially by Boudreau—in an unprecedented one-game playoff for the pennant.

Boudreau was magnificent. It is doubtful that any one player ever made a greater physical or inspirational impact on his team than Boudreau did on the Indians in that 1948 season.

It is still regularly referred to in Cleveland as the “golden year” of the Indians, who have had precious few of them.

Boudreau and the Indians couldn’t do it again in 1949 and 1950, and he was fired. By then his marvelous skills as a shortstop and a hitter were on the wane. The years had taken their toll on Boudreau’s body, especially his ankles, which were weak from the time he led his high school basketball team to the Illinois state championship finals three years in a row.

A year later, except for four at-bats into 1952, Boudreau’s playing career would end—but not his managerial career—though his deeds would not be forgotten.

As then-Commissioner Bowie Kuhn said at the time of Boudreau’s 1970 induction into the Hall of Fame:

“The most remarkable thing about this remarkable man was the way he stretched the wonderful skills he had into superlative skills. As a shortstop he was a human computer, he knew all the hitters’ habits, he knew all the moves of the base runners, he knew what the pitcher was going to pitch, he had an instinct for where the ball would be hit, and from all of this he fashioned the wonderful ball player that we knew as Lou Boudreau in the major leagues.”

The record book confirms Kuhn’s testimonial. Boudreau won the American League batting championship with a .327 average in 1944, was elected the AL’s Most Valuable Player in 1948 when he batted .355, appeared in seven All-Star games and managed the AL to an 11-7 victory over the National League in 1949, tied a record by leading AL shortstops in fielding percentage eight years, and finished his thirteen-year playing career with a .295 lifetime average in 1,646 games.

And then, as Kuhn also said on the steps of the Hall of Fame in Cooperstown on July 27,1970, Boudreau went “into a second career as one of America’s finest baseball play-by-play sports-casters.”

Little wonder that I was thrilled to be Boudreau’s co-author for this book.

His story is a remarkable one, but then—as I told my mother a long time ago—Lou Boudreau was a remarkable player who became a remarkable manager.

And he’s more a favorite of mine now than he ever was.

Russell Schneider

Cleveland, Ohio
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Thank You, Mr. Martin

How different my life and career would have been if I had not written that letter to Alva Bradley and dropped it in the mailbox outside George Huff Gymnasium at the University of Illinois the night of November 20, 1941.

Or if I had been able to retrieve it when the second thoughts began.

Would Mr. Bradley laugh? Ridicule me? Would he tell anybody, or just throw the letter away?

I felt pretty dumb. Even now, more than fifty years later, I look back and realize it was a very brash thing for me to do. And if I had it to do over I probably wouldn’t have, though I have no regrets now.

Even my wife Della thought it was foolish of me to think that I would even be considered to manage the Cleveland Indians. There I was, twenty-four years old, fresh out of college, probably the youngest guy on the Indians team, with less than three seasons in the major leagues, thinking I could handle a job that men twice my age were unable to do.

Did I say brash? How about cocky. Even stupid. Pick one.

But I’m glad now that I had enough confidence in myself then and that I was bold enough to believe I could manage a group of older, experienced players and continue to be a productive player myself.

Still, if I could have reached into that mailbox and retrieved my letter to Mr. Bradley, the owner of the Indians, I know I would have done so.

I entered the gym and told the two men I was helping coach the university basketball and baseball teams what I’d done and asked if they knew how I could get my letter back.

Doug Mills, the head basketball coach, wanted to know why I’d written the letter. I said I wanted to be a major league manager someday and I figured I may as well start now while there was an opening at Cleveland.

I’d read in the paper that the Indians were looking for a manager to replace Roger Peckinpaugh, who was being promoted to general manager because of the resignation of C. C. Slapnicka. I felt qualified—at least when I wrote the letter— because I’d been captain of my high school basketball team as a sophomore, junior, and senior; captain of my college basketball team my junior year when seniors usually get that job; and at the time was freshman baseball and basketball coach at Illinois.

Brash or not, I was confident of my ability.

Wally Roettger, who’d played for several National League teams and was the head baseball coach at Illinois, chuckled and told me to stop worrying. He said Mr. Bradley probably would just throw my letter in the wastebasket anyway.

It made me feel better, though I admit I was a little disappointed, too.

The truth is, deep down inside I did feel capable of managing the Indians. I’d played under two Cleveland managers, Oscar Vitt in 1939 and 1940, and Peckinpaugh in 1941, and while I respected both men, I felt I could do the job without it hurting my ability to play shortstop.

But I took Roettger’s advice and concentrated on my job as coach of the Illinois freshman basketball players who, two years later, would become famous as the “Whiz Kids,” one of the best college teams in the country.

I put my letter out of my mind, but three days later—on November 23, 1941—I got a long-distance telephone call. It was from Mr. Bradley. He’d received my letter and invited me to meet with the Indians’ board of directors to tell them why I thought I could manage the team.

I was shocked. And the truth be told, suddenly I didn’t want to go. I assumed Mr. Bradley was just being courteous, that as long as I was a member of the Indians organization, he felt he owed me the opportunity to be interviewed. I told him I’d let him know, and once again I went to Doug and Wally for advice.

They chuckled at my nervousness and told me to stop worrying. They said the experience of being interviewed would be good for me, that it would be helpful down the road. Neither of them took Mr. Bradley’s invitation seriously.

Della wished me luck, but told me I’d be making a mistake to get my hopes up (which of course I didn’t). She also said that, in the unlikely possibility I’d be offered the job, it would be a mistake to take it because it would be too much for me to play shortstop and manage the team.

The next day I was on a train for Cleveland, still concerned that I’d be making a fool of myself.

The interview was held November 24 in the Marion Building, a few blocks up the road from the Cleveland Stadium. I was told later that two other men were interviewed ahead of me. One I know was Burt Shotton, who previously had managed the Philadelphia Phillies. I never found out the name of the other candidate.

When it was my turn to meet the directors, they fired questions at me for more than two hours. Mainly they wanted to know how I would handle things if this or that happened, and if being manager of the team might affect my playing.

They also asked several times why I thought I could be a good manager, as young as I was and with as little experience as I’d had in professional baseball, and if my playing and managing might lead to dissension among the rest of the men on the team.

I told them I’d majored in physical education in college with the intention of going into coaching, that I’d been captain of my basketball team at Illinois, and was confident I could handle the players, as well as the newspapermen covering the Indians. There wasn’t much radio coverage then, and no television, of course, so that was no problem then, though it certainly is now.

The directors told me to wait outside the meeting room, which I did, all the while thinking I wasn’t going to get the job—and convincing myself that it would be just as well if I didn’t.

I kept thinking about the question they’d asked over and over, if being manager of the team would affect my playing. I didn’t think it would, but who really knew?

My first two full seasons with the Indians were pretty good; I hit .295 and drove in 101 runs in 155 games in 1940, and .257 in 148 games in 1941. Both years I made the American League All-Star team.

The thought kept running through my mind, if I failed as a manager, I’d still be young enough to keep on playing. But if I failed as a player, then I’d have a real problem, though it wasn’t enough to change my mind.

I really wanted the job. It had become a challenge that I was anxious to face.

Finally I was called back into the conference room. Some of the directors greeted me with a smile, though most of them, including Mr. Bradley, looked very stem.

“Lou,” Mr. Bradley said, “We have agreed to let you manage the team, that perhaps a younger man might be what is needed around here.”

I could hardly believe it. I felt like jumping on the table and singing. My salary was to be $25,000, $20,000 as manager, and $5,000 as a player—but the money didn’t really matter. I would have accepted anything.

Then Mr. Bradley said, “There is one stipulation. We want you to hire older, experienced coaches to help you.” They recommended that I start with Shotton, who was favored by several of the directors before they chose me, and I think they felt they owed him a job. Of course, I agreed.

Shotton was a good man, though I sometimes had the impression he doubted my ability because of my age and inexperience. He was 57 at the time and had managed the Phillies for six years, beginning in 1928 when I was only in the fifth grade. Later there were times that I think Shotton resented me because I got the job instead of him, though we got along well enough, and he always did what I asked.

I also hired Oscar Melillo, a former major league infielder and an old friend who lived near my home in Harvey, Illinois, and George Susce, a former catcher who played briefly in the major leagues, though mostly in the minors.

Melillo also was quite a bit older, 42, but I’d known him from times we’d been together at banquets, he as a local boy who made good in the major leagues, and me as a good high school and college athlete, which I was, especially in basketball.

I wanted Susce, who was nicknamed “Good Kid,” to be in charge of my bullpen. He got along well with everybody.

Later I learned how close I came to not getting the job, and the identity of the man I had to thank for convincing the other directors to hire me, for convincing them that a young manager might indeed be what the Indians needed.

It was Mr. George Martin. I’ll never forget him. He was the chairman of the board of the Sherwin-Williams Co. in Cleveland.

The other members of the board, in addition to Alva Bradley, were his brother Charles, John Sherwin, Sr., Oris T. and Mantis J. Van Sweringen, Joseph Hostetler, Newton D. Baker, George Tomlinson, Percy Morgan, I. F. Freiberger, and Eben G. Crawford. A thirteenth director had been the late Huey P. Long, a U.S. senator from Louisiana.

The Indians had three managers in the previous five years. All were veteran, experienced men—Steve O’Neill, who was fired in 1937; Oscar Vitt, who ran the club from 1938 through 1940 before he was fired; and Peckinpaugh in 1941—and all three had different personalities and styles, which probably was a factor in the decision to hire me.

O’Neill was a cheerful, personable Irishman who was easy to get close to and like. Vitt was intense, often volatile, hard to understand and harder to get to know. Peckinpaugh was laid back, quiet, a genuinely nice man.

In retrospect, I believe the directors decided they wanted a middle-of-the-road type manager, someone who was neither as jovial and outgoing as O’Neill, nor as introverted and tough as Vitt, nor as outgoing and pleasant as Peckinpaugh.

Cleveland had become infamous throughout baseball as the “graveyard of managers” because so many men had so much trouble, and the Indians had won only one pennant, in 1920, in the 41 years they’d been in the American League.

But none of that bothered me, probably because I was too young to know better.

I was told that the directors initially voted 11-1 against hiring me. Mr. Martin was the only one who voted for me. But then, in the next 30 minutes, he changed those 11 no’s to 11 yes’s. I’ll always be grateful to Mr. Martin, who was quite elderly and passed away before I was able to prove to him that his judgment had been good. Several years later Mrs. Martin told me that her husband would have been very proud of me, which was nice to hear.

After the meeting and the directors’ decision to hire me, Mr. Bradley told me to go back to my hotel room and not talk on the phone or see anybody until the next day, when I would be introduced as the Indians’ new manager in a press conference.

But I did make one phone call. It was to Della. She, of course, was surprised—very surprised—but elated, just as I was.

Della never dreamed I’d get the job, not because she lacked confidence in me, but because of my age. She wasn’t alone.

But thanks to George Martin, I did.
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The Way It All Began

I didn’t sleep well that night, my first night as manager of the Cleveland Indians.

Not that I was scared or doubted my ability, but a thousand thoughts kept racing through my mind.

Most of them were about my parents, especially my dad, who had died in 1939. He’s the one who instilled in me a love for baseball and, more than anyone else, helped me develop the athletic ability that got me, first, a basketball scholarship to the University of Illinois, and then into professional baseball.

My dad, Louis Boudreau, Sr., had been a minor league and semi-pro third baseman near Kankakee, Illinois. He was pretty good, though not good enough to make a career of baseball. He worked most of his adult life as a machinist in Harvey.

He also was a great fan of the Chicago Cubs, and made me one, too. When I was eight or nine years old, my dad started taking me to Cubs games a couple of times a month and I kept a scorebook on their games from the radio broadcasts. My favorites were Riggs Stephenson, Woody English, Stan Hack, and Billy Jurges.

I was a catcher when I started playing as a kid, and I was pretty good. I liked catching because I liked being in the game for every pitch and with every play taking place in front of me.

I switched to third base because of my father. He said he could help me more because that was the position he’d played, and also that I’d last longer in the game if I didn’t catch because I wouldn’t be getting hurt so often. My dad and I, with my older brother Albert, would go to the school yard almost every night and play our own special game. Dad would hit me a hundred grounders and Albert would keep score of how many I fielded cleanly. Albert also liked baseball but wasn’t very good at it.

It was my dad who also instilled in me the determination to excel, especially when a new challenge was presented.

He would have been so proud of me that day George Martin convinced the Indians directors to hire me.

My parents divorced when I was seven years old. It made it difficult for all of us. I’d live with my dad at my grandmother’s house for a while, then go to live with my mother and her new husband, a man named Joe Trenticosti. We got along all right, though he didn’t pay much attention to me. He was a shoemaker and wasn’t interested in sports.

I was living with my mother and stepfather when I went to Thornton Township High School in Harvey. Thornton didn’t have a baseball team, but I earned four letters in basketball. We won the state championship my sophomore year, which was a big thrill for me, and went to the finals the next two years. It helped me get a scholarship to Illinois in the summer of 1935.

I wasn’t a big scorer, but I was a good playmaker and passer. And though I wasn’t especially fast, I was quick. But I always had problems with my ankles, even back in high school. They bothered me throughout my career and I had to tape them before every game I played. They were so weak, I sometimes felt like taping them before I went to a dance.

One of my prized mementos is my high school basketball uniform, which Thornton “retired.” They even gave me my old locker. It’s now in my recreation room—with my Thornton uniform hanging inside—next to the American League Most Valuable Player award I won in 1948.

The most important thing that happened to me in high school was that I met Della—her maiden name was DeRuiter—and she’s been my “girl” ever since. We were married June 5, 1938, after I finished my junior year at Illinois.

That also was after I experienced one of the most difficult periods of my life, during a time that should have been a highlight of my college career.

Everything went well my first three years at Illinois. I belonged to the Phi Sigma Kappa fraternity and had a job washing pots and pans that helped pay some bills. My grades weren’t anything to brag about, but I was getting along okay in my classes, majoring in physical education and doing well on both the baseball and basketball teams.

Freshmen weren’t allowed to play varsity sports in those days, but I was a two-year starter in basketball and as a third baseman in baseball. We were Big Ten co-champion with Minnesota in 1938, the last season I played baseball at Illinois.

Basketball was my best game then. I wasn’t a real good hitter in baseball, my average was around .275, .280, but I was good in the field and made All-Big Ten both years. Both of my coaches, Wally Roettger in baseball and Doug Mills in basketball, were very good influences on me.

It was Mills who helped get me a scholarship to Illinois on my basketball ability. He had been a high school coach at Elgin, Illinois, and I’d played against his teams when I was at Thornton.

I’m also grateful to Jack Lipe, my baseball coach and athletic director at Thornton Township High School, and Dr. J. D. Logsdon, who was like a second father to me. Dr. Logsdon was the superintendent at Whittier Elementary School in Harvey and, not only was he my first coach, he also followed my career through high school, college, and in professional baseball. The values I learned from both of them were important throughout my career in sports.

Though basketball and baseball were my games at the University of Illinois, I also was on the varsity football team under Coach Bob Zuppke in the fall of 1937—but only for two days.

Zuppke had seen me play quarterback and kick for my fraternity team when we won the intramural touch football championship. He wasn’t impressed by my passing ability but liked what he saw of my placekicking. He invited me to come out for the varsity. I thought it would be neat and got permission from my baseball and basketball coaches, who said it would be okay if I only kicked—which is all I wanted to do, and all that Coach Zuppke wanted.

The first day I was out with the team Zuppke sent me to a practice field with a third-string center to snap the ball, a third-string quarterback to hold the ball, and two managers to retrieve my kicks and keep track of how many would have been good.

We were out there for two hours straight, until about 6 o’clock, when it started to get dark. But that didn’t stop us. At least it didn’t stop Coach Zuppke. He apparently got mad at the rest of the squad and ordered the field lights turned on. We practiced for about two more hours.

That night back at the fraternity house my right leg—my kicking leg—swelled to about twice its normal size and I was taken to the university hospital. I spent the rest of the night and most of the next day with my leg packed in ice.

And that was the end of my football career.

After our last home baseball game in 1938, Coach Roettger introduced me to Harold Irelan, a scout for the Cleveland Indians. I was excited when he suggested I might have a future in professional baseball. It was something I’d always wanted from the days my father hit me grounders in the school yard at home.

First, he wanted to know if I had made any commitments to any other team.

I had worked out with the Cubs and Charlie Grimm, then the vice president and general manager, and their owner, Mr. Philip Wrigley, offered me a minor league contract. But when I told them I was still in college and wanted to continue, they understood.

Grimm said I was smart to get a college degree, which showed real class on his part, and told me to come back when I was ready to go into pro baseball. But after Irelan told me the Indians were interested, I didn’t go back to see Grimm.

I also attended a White Sox tryout camp but they didn’t show any interest in me.

Once I made it clear to Irelan that nobody had any strings on me, he followed me in the games I played with my amateur team that summer. He also spent a lot of time talking with my mother about my signing with Cleveland.

I liked the attention and was eager for a chance to play professional baseball. But I didn’t want to do anything that might jeopardize my college eligibility at Illinois.

Irelan said, “You don’t have to sign anything, just promise that you’ll come to Cleveland when your college eligibility is used up.”

That sounded okay to me and, with my promise, the Indians gave my parents $1,000, $500 for my mother and stepfather, and $500 for my father. They also arranged to send my mother $100 a month until I graduated, to help me get through school.

Sure, it was a verbal agreement, a verbal contract, as I realized later. But I thought as long as I didn’t actually sign anything, or get any money myself, it would be okay. I was young and naive. Besides, I knew my father could use the $500.

The trouble is, my stepfather wanted the entire $1,000.1 said no, that my dad deserved half because of all he’d done for me.

So my stepfather, without telling any of us, wrote a letter to Major John L. Griffith, then the commissioner of the Big Ten, telling him the arrangement we had with the Indians.

It was a pretty nasty thing to do. My stepfather was jealous of my natural father, though it was the money he wanted, not my affection. We never got along very well because I was always either outside playing a game or practicing when he thought I should be doing more work around the house.

Major Griffith sent my stepfather’s letter to the athletic board at the University of Illinois to investigate and rule on my eligibility. Three of the seven members voted that I should be declared ineligible, and three voted that I should be allowed to retain my eligibility as long as my parents returned the money to the Indians. The seventh member of the board, Wendell Wilson, the athletic director, abstained.

That threw the decision into the lap of the Big Ten athletic directors who, naturally, didn’t want me to compete against their schools. They declared me ineligible for the first semester of my senior year. They ruled that, if I remained an amateur during that semester, I’d regain my eligibility for the rest of my senior year.

Mr. C. C. Slapnicka, then the general manager of the Indians, offered to help, to make amends for what happened because they had given my parents money. He sent a telegram to the Big Ten stating that the Indians would renounce all claims on my services, that they would sever their relationship with me.

But it was to no avail. The ruling stood.

I resented what had happened and why it happened. I was especially resentful toward my stepfather, but not the Indians. I felt they meant well, and their offer to renounce their claim on my services was a great gesture.

But still, I was very disappointed to lose my eligibility. My initial reaction was to quit school, but my fraternity brothers convinced me to stay. I’ve always been thankful that I did.

I could have gone out and sold my services to the highest bidder, but I didn’t feel that would be the right thing to do. There was more loyalty in those days and, besides, I was afraid it would be a black mark against me if I did something like that.

I also turned down a couple of opportunities to earn money because of the chance that I could regain my eligibility in the second semester of my senior year.

One was a chance to appear in a basketball movie with the great Hank Luisetti, called “Campus Confessions.” Luisetti is the man who introduced the one-handed jump shot and wanted me because I was a great dribbler and used the two-handed set shot, as did everybody in those days.

I was to play the role of a youngster, a good basketball player, whose dad was principal of the boy’s high school. The kid got into trouble and wasn’t going to be allowed by his father to play on the school team. Luisetti was supposed to come along and stand up for me.

The Champaign Elks, a great semi-pro basketball team of that era, also offered me $150 a game to tour with them, but I turned them down, too. I absolutely did not want to do anything wrong because I wanted—really expected—to regain my college eligibility.

But then the Big Ten issued a new ruling, stating it had discovered new evidence regarding my status.

To this day, I don’t know who sent it, or why. I can only suspect that it was my stepfather again, though I never asked him and he never admitted doing it.

The Big Ten claimed I had not told the whole truth about my agreement with Cleveland. There was an additional $2,200 that would be paid to me down the line, whenever—or if—I proved I was good enough to play thirty days in the major leagues with the Indians. That was the only money I was to receive, and it was my understanding, based on what Harold Irelan told me, that until I actually got the money, my eligibility would not be jeopardized.

But it was and I was devastated. I’d had my heart set on playing my final season of both basketball and baseball at Illinois where I’d been treated so well from the moment I stepped foot on the campus three years earlier.

My case became a cause celebre in Chicago. I’m proud to say that three nationally known sports columnists supported me in print. Jim Enright, John Carmichael, and Wendell Smith all wrote that the Big Ten was wrong, hypocritical in declaring me ineligible. But that did not help, either.

While I blamed my stepfather, I also realized later that I should not have made that verbal agreement with the Indians. It’s just that I was flattered to be promised a chance to play professional baseball, and anxious to help my parents. The Depression was still on and money was very tight in those days. It seemed like those things should have been taken into consideration by the Big Ten.

After I was ruled permanently ineligible, I accepted an offer to play professional basketball with the Caesar’s All-Americans of Hammond, Indiana. They were then a member of the National Basketball League, which was the forerunner of the National Basketball Association.

I was pretty good, though I wasn’t very tall, and I probably could have continued to play in that league for a few years. But the Indians asked me to give up basketball and concentrate on baseball, which I was more than willing to do.

My revised plan was to play pro ball in the spring and summer of 1938 and 1939, and to return to Illinois in September each of those years to complete my education and get my degree, which was still very important to me.
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