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This book is dedicated to the memories of Hank Greenberg, Jackie Robinson, and all the other pioneering athletes who battled to succeed for themselves and their communities in the face of prejudice and narrow-mindedness.


A NOTE ON STATISTICS

Prior to the sabermetric explosion popularized by Bill James, baseball relied on “traditional” statistics that may not stand the test of time when evaluating a player’s accomplishments. Where possible, I have tried to include the newer generation of stats in an attempt to bear out Hank Greenberg’s accomplishments.


“It was 1938 and I was now making good as a ballplayer. Nobody expected war, least of all the ballplayers. I didn’t pay much attention to Hitler at first or read the front pages, and I just went ahead and played. Of course, as time went by, I came to feel that if I, as a Jew, hit a home run, I was hitting one against Hitler.”

—Hank Greenberg: The Story of My Life


PREFACE

“It drove me to do better. To prove that a Jew could be a ballplayer.”

—Hank Greenberg1

While taking a break from writing this book, I happened to come across Sullivan’s Travels on Turner Classic Movies. How appropriate, I thought. The screwball comedy was particularly popular during the Great Depression. The genre usually depicted the difference between the salt-of-the-earth types who were down on their luck and the well-to-do who might have good intentions but were often socially oblivious. This 1941 feature, written and directed by the great Preston Sturges, told the tale of John L. Sullivan (not the boxer), a famous Hollywood director who was tired of making entertaining but basically throwaway fluff with such ersatz titles as So Long, Sarong and Ants in Your Pants of 1939.

“I want [the next] picture to be a commentary on modern conditions. Stark realism. The problems that confront the average man,” Sullivan tells a couple of studio execs. “I want this picture to be a document. I want to hold a mirror up to life. I want this to be a picture of dignity! A true canvas of the suffering of humanity!” They counter with the suggestion that he should just make another of his wonderful—and profitable—musicals.

“How can you talk about musicals at a time like this, with the world committing suicide. With corpses piling up in the street, with grim death gargling at you from every corner, with people slaughtered like sheep,” he steams.

“Maybe they’d like to forget,” was their profound reply.

They remind Sullivan that he was brought up in the ranks of privilege, with boarding schools, sprawling mansions, and a financially stable and fulfilling life. How did he think he was qualified to comment on the problems of the common man?

A determined Sullivan takes up the challenge, naively believing he can just go to the wardrobe department, find some shabby clothes, set out with a dime in his pocket, and hit the rails. Armed with this new insight, he vows to return and create his masterpiece.

He embarks on his travels, albeit never too far ahead of the entourage his concerned bosses have tasked with taking care of him and making sure he doesn’t get into too much trouble.

At first he is moved by what he finds, but circumstances change dramatically in the third act (no spoilers here) and he comes to see the light. Regardless of his noble intentions, he winds up back at the drawing board, humbled and relieved of hubris.

“There’s a lot to be said for making people laugh,” he concedes in the final scene when he is reunited with “his” people, all the wiser for his experiences. “Did you know that that’s all some people have? It isn’t much, but it’s better than nothing in this cockeyed caravan.”
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In a sense, the Depression was a great equalizer. Poverty made brothers and sisters out of millions of people regardless of race, creed, or religion. On the other hand, it also opened the door for hatred, as some found it necessary to find a group to blame for the ills that had befallen this great nation. Anti-Semitism was rampant during that era, both in the United States and abroad. Adolf Hitler came to power at a time when Germany was still trying to get past its shameful defeat during the First World War and pointed to the Jews as a main reason their Fatherland was in such dire straits.

Meanwhile, in Detroit—where the New York–born Hank Greenberg had chosen to make his living playing baseball with the Tigers—hate-mongers like automobile tycoon Henry Ford and Catholic radio personality Father Charles Coughlin also decided it was the fault of the avaricious Jews that the world was going to hell in a handbag. Ford went so far as to publish an edition of The Protocols of the Elders of Zion, a pamphlet originally released in Russian as “proof” of a Jewish plan for global domination.

Given all this, it seemed somewhat surprising that Greenberg did not mention Ford in his memoirs outside a minor reference to the car company for which he worked during the off-season.

But according to Mark Rosengren in his excellent book Hank Greenberg: Hero of Heroes, Ford was just the type to cheerfully announce that some of his best friends were Jewish, especially when it could do him some good, either financially, socially, or politically.


Ford liked Hank. Perhaps this is why Greenberg agreed to work for the company…. The affection might have blinded Hank to the reality of [Ford’s] prejudice. Hank had heard the ethnic slurs on the field, but at other times people treated him well because he was a star ballplayer. “I don’t think Hank realized how horrible anti-Semitism sometimes was because even Jew-haters wanted to shake his hand,” his second wife, Mary Jo, said.2



We don’t know what it was exactly that Greenberg did for the Ford Motor Company or for how long. Rosengren reports that the ballplayer listed his off-season employment on his military documentation as working in the personnel department for which he received $5,000 “to investigate subversive activities of individuals against the company.”3 That Greenberg would take on that kind of position, or that the company would entrust such a responsibility to a temporary employee, seems a bit far-fetched. Easier to believe is that this was the type of position for which Greenberg was used as window dressing, for the publicity.
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Just like the movies, baseball is a part of the entertainment industry. It gives people the chance to unwind for a few hours, to forget their troubles. And when someone like a Babe Ruth or Hank Greenberg arrives on the scene—a player who can give a little extra jolt when it comes to doing things few had every accomplished—well, that’s just gravy, mister.

Greenberg and the Tigers started out slowly in 1938, but by the middle of the season he was hitting home runs at a pace comparable to the 60 Ruth smashed out eleven years earlier. The “Big Bam” was the most exciting player of his generation and now here comes someone—a Jew, no less—to challenge the mark. That gave fans in Detroit, and eventually around the country, that respite to which Sturges alluded in his movie: It may not have been much, but it was better than nothing.

Notes

1.   Ira Berkow, “The Plot Against Greenberg?” Jewish Jocks: An Unorthodox Hall of Fame, edited by Franklin Foer and Marc Tracy (Twelve, 2012), p. 65.

2.   John Rosengren, Hank Greenberg: The Hero of Heroes (NAL, 2014), pp. 141–42.

3.   Ibid, p. 142.


INTRODUCTION: IN THE BEGINNING …

“Hank Greenberg was what they all said we could never be. He defied Hitler’s stereotype. For that very reason, I think he may have been the single most important Jew to live in the 1930s.”

—Alan Dershowitz1

“I guess they just didn’t want him to beat Babe Ruth’s record because of the fact that he was a Jew.”2

That’s what Detroit Tigers shortstop Billy Rogell told reporters at the end of the 1938 season, after his teammate Hank Greenberg, the team’s twenty-seven-year-old first baseman, came within a couple of long foul balls of breaking the most hallowed mark in the baseball universe: Babe Ruth’s 60 home runs, set in 1927 as a member of the New York Yankees. To appreciate that lofty number, consider it was more than the entire roster of any individual team in the American League that season, where the average was 55.

It was Ruth who earned credit for revolutionizing the game. Before he arrived on the scene as a nineteen-year-old pitcher for the Boston Red Sox, baseball was played in a “scientific method,” with practitioners such as Ty Cobb, Napoleon Lajoie, Eddie Collins, and “Shoeless” Joe Jackson who slashed line drives, dropped down bunts for base hits, and stole bases. Brute strength like the kind displayed by Ruth and his ilk was looked down on. The home runs that went over the outfield wall were considered an aberration. (In his memoir My Life In Baseball: The True Record, Cobb wrote that the surge in home runs heralded by Ruth and company “have brought on a degeneration of the batting art …”3)

The Sultan of Swat brought a new excitement during the Roaring Twenties, when things became bigger, brighter, and louder. Having just come out of World War I, young people were anxious to party hearty, and Ruth was the poster boy for the good-time Charlies.
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The Depression was winding down after a decade. Ten years of suffering—financially, physically, mentally, emotionally, and spiritually—had taken their toll. Families displaced, men and women thrown out of work, children hungry. President Franklin Delano Roosevelt had introduced the New Deal, a series of unprecedented government programs designed to help the country get back on its feet, giving people jobs and building up American infrastructure with highways, parks, and construction projects. But it was a long, slow process.

Baseball tried to do its part as well, offering heroes like Ruth and his teammate Lou Gehrig—a couple of boys who overcame impoverished childhoods to become highly-paid stars: Ruth lived the life of wine, women, and song while Gehrig was the strong silent type (not to mention a bit of a mama’s boy). The members of the press saw it as their responsibility to build up the athletes and their heroic deeds, sometimes embellishing their ordinary stories with tales of hardship to make their success all the more compelling.
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With so much happening on the domestic front, Americans could be forgiven for not paying close attention to the turmoil spreading over Europe. The situation in Germany and its neighbors became increasingly unstable almost on a daily basis. The Nazis passed the Nuremberg Laws in 1935, severely curtailing the rights of Germany’s Jewish citizenry. They were barred from certain professions and schools, forbidden to own firearms or intermarry with Aryan Germans, and deprived of other civil liberties. There was no place in the country for the people of Abraham, no matter that they had been living and contributing to that nation’s history and culture for centuries. They were basically faced with two difficult choices: leave, usually with little more than a suitcase and the clothes on their backs (if they were that lucky), or die.

But where would they go? Many countries, including the United States, instituted a system of quotas limiting the number of émigrés, although in many cases it was really the Jews they were trying to keep out. One of the most heartbreaking examples was the trek to nowhere of the SS St. Louis in 1939.

The ship, with its manifest of more than 900 Jewish passengers, left Hamburg to cross the Atlantic bound for Cuba. From there, these refugees were hoping to travel on to the United States. Upon arrival at their destination, the ship encountered a bureaucratic nightmare that ultimately resulted—after another month on the water—in a return voyage to Europe. Fortunately, four countries—Belgium, France, Holland, and the United Kingdom—agreed to provide temporary refuge thanks in part to the financial backing of the American Jewish Joint Distribution Committee, which posted a cash guarantee of $500,000 (more than $8 million in 2016 dollars) to defray costs. Unfortunately, the story does not have a happy ending: more than 250 of those passengers, forced to return to their homeland, died during the Holocaust.

The European refugee crisis worsened over the course of the year. Germany annexed Austria before the baseball season started and moved into Czechoslovakia before it ended. Headlines became increasingly dire over the summer and continued into the fall. Many Americans became concerned about possible additional economic drains if the displaced were allowed to settle on US soil.

Politicians and observers in Europe tried to downplay the severity of the situation, unable or unwilling to believe anecdotal reports coming out of the regions. Numbers varied widely about the number of people imperiled. Was it 150,000? Was it 180,000? Was it more? Who was doing the counting and how accurate was it?

European neighbors who were still free of the Nazi stranglehold closed their borders. Jews were rounded up and sent off to prison, work camps, or concentration camps.

Some nations were sympathetic to the Jews’ plight, but either did not change their immigration policies or made it even more difficult. As Michael R. Marrus wrote in The Unwanted: European Refugees in the Twentieth Century, “The stress of refugees was now becoming a giant rushing current.”4

Roosevelt called for an international conference on refugees that was held in France in early July. As expected, it was mostly just lip service, with little in the way of actual policy-making. “One delegate after another read statements into the record, justifying existing restrictive policies and congratulating themselves on how much had already been accomplished for refugees…. To the consternation of Jewish representatives in mid-1938, [the conference] simply underscored the unwillingness of the western countries to receive Jewish refugees.”5
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At least the Greenberg family didn’t have that to worry about. The search for the “American Dream” had brought Hank’s parents, David and Sarah, from Romania at the turn of the century. They met at a social gathering for Romanians on the Lower East Side of Manhattan, fell in love, married, and set up a household where their children, Ben, Lillian, Hank (whom they intended to name Hyman but a clerical mistake Anglicized it to Henry), and Joe were born.

David Greenberg earned a good enough living and made some smart investments that allowed him to move his brood from Greenwich Village, which was not yet an uber-hip neighborhood, to a relatively upscale section of the Bronx.

Like many immigrant parents, the Greenbergs wanted their children to study hard so they could have solid professions. In their minds, academics were the key to success. Unfortunately they thought “Hymie” wasted too much time at nearby Crotona Park playing basketball, baseball, and soccer. While Ben became a lawyer and Lillian a teacher, Mama and Papa Greenberg were initially bemused by Hank’s avocation (and later vocation). He often kidded that his parents raised two accomplished kids and a bum. (The youngest of the four, Joe, tried his hand as a professional ballplayer like his older brother but never made it to the major leagues.)

Hank was successful enough on the various playing fields and courts to earn an athletic scholarship to New York University, but he was more an athlete-athlete than a student-athlete. His parents eventually came around and enjoyed having a celebrity for a son.

His talents attracted the attention of baseball scouts, including Paul Krichell, who had signed Lou Gehrig. Krichell attended one of Greenberg’s high school games, originally intending to look at some pitcher whose name is lost to time. Instead, he approached Greenberg, asking if he had any desire to play professional ball.

“I told him I was interested,” Greenberg said in a 1938 interview with J.G. Taylor Spink, publisher of The Sporting News. “But after I took a few looks at Henry Louis Gehrig, I said to myself: ‘Hank, here is one player who will go on and on, and there is no sense in your tying up with the Yankees and trying to wait for Gehrig to wear out. You will spend your days in the minors.’”6 Turns out Greenberg made the right call. (He began his professional career in 1930, when Gehrig was in his eighth of seventeen seasons with the Yankees.)

The New York Giants actually had the first crack at Greenberg, as they were the team of choice around the house. After he had graduated from James Monroe High School in the Bronx, his father arranged an appointment with manager John McGraw. But after waiting for two hours, father and son had had enough. That was when they decided Hank would take his talents elsewhere. Years later, McGraw, a Hall of Fame manager who won ten pennants and three world championships with the Giants over thirty-three seasons, would dismissively recount the missed opportunity: “Greenberg? Greenberg? Oh, I remember him. He was too awkward.”7

Greenberg eventually signed with the Detroit Tigers in 1929. He spent three seasons in the minors playing in places like Beaumont, Texas; Raleigh, North Carolina; and Evansville, Indiana, where he encountered a degree of anti-Semitism that was much more pronounced than it was on the streets of New York.

Then again, it was a curious choice that Greenberg chose to spend half the year in perhaps the most anti-Semitic major metropolitan area in the country. In the first place, it was Henry Ford’s city. Not only were his motor companies the biggest employer in the state, but he was also publisher of the Dearborn Independent, an anti-Jewish screed that once ran an article blaming Jews for the “Black Sox” scandal of 1919 in which the highly favored Chicago White Sox lost the World Series to the underdog Cincinnati Reds. Eight Sox players were indicted—though none were actually convicted by a court of law—and eventually banned for life by the newly installed Commissioner Kennesaw Mountain Landis. Writing for the Independent, W.J. Cameron blamed the fiasco on Arnold Rothstein, the mastermind behind the affair. “If fans wish to know the trouble with American baseball, they have it in three words: too much Jew.”8

Then there was Father Charles Coughlin, a Canadian-born Roman Catholic priest, who could also be considered the de facto inventor of the archconservative, hate-spewing talk-radio format. Like Ford, he blamed many of the woes plaguing the nation—including the Depression and President Roosevelt’s “Jew Deal”—on that religion.

The Motor City had the fourth largest population in the US at the time, with 1.5 million residents by the early 1930s. Many had moved there because factory work had been so available. As the United States sank further into the economic abyss, Detroit suffered more than most other metropolitan areas as its main source of income decreased from five million in 1929 to three million the following year to 1.3 million the next. Dark times opened the door for desperation as people looked for both answers and a place to lay blame. Organizations such as the Ku Klux Klan and the Black Legion gained in misguided popularity. Thankfully, Hank Greenberg managed to remain unscathed by that violent situation, at least physically.

Notes

1.   Hero of Heroes, p. 163.

2.   Ibid, p. 171.

3.   Ty Cobb and Al Stump, My Life in Baseball: The True Record (Bison Books, 1993), p. 145.

4.   Michael R. Marrus, The Unwanted: European Refugees in the Twentieth Century (Oxford University Press, 1985).

5.   Ibid, pp. 171–72.

6.   J. G. Taylor Spink, “Hitting the High Spots with Hank Greenberg.” The Sporting News, January 20, 1938.

7.   Arnold C. Burr, “Bargains in Future stars Frequently Muffed by Officials.” The Sporting News, January 5, 1938.

8.   W. J. Cameron, “Jewish Degradation of American Baseball.” Dearborn Independent, September 10, 1921.


SPRING TRAINING

“I am nobody’s dummy.”—Hank Greenberg telling the press he would no longer take signs about incoming pitches from coach Del Baker.1

When spring training opened for the upcoming 1938 season, the Detroit Tigers were three years removed from their first—and to that point only—world’s championship. They had won three straight American League pennants between 1907 and 1909, but lost each fall classic—two to the Chicago Cubs and the third to the Pittsburgh Pirates. They would wait another twenty-five years for their next first-place finish, but once again came up short in the World Series, this time to the St. Louis Cardinals’ “Gashouse Gang.”

In 1935, the Tigers rode their young slugger Hammerin’ Hank Greenberg into the postseason. He won the major league RBI crown with 168—38 more than his closest competitor, Wally Berger of the NL’s Boston Braves—and tied the Philadelphia A’s strongman Jimmie Foxx for the major league lead in home runs with 36. Greenberg also led the junior circuit (a nickname for the American League) with 389 total bases and finished in the top ten in several other categories including runs scored (third with 120), hits (fourth with 203), batting average (seventh with a .328 mark), slugging (second at .628), on-base percentage (sixth at .411), doubles (second with 46), walks (sixth with 87), and at-bats per home run (second at 17.2). He even finished third with 16 triples; not bad for a guy John McGraw refused to even consider for a tryout because he was too awkward and slow.

The six-foot, three-inch first sacker was no slouch with a mitt either. Surprisingly agile for a big man, he finished either first or second in the league in games, putouts, assists, and double plays in 1935. All this made him the logical—and unanimous—selection for American League MVP. Greenberg’s World Series against the Cubs, however, was a bust—literally.

After going hitless in the opener, Greenberg blasted a two-run homer off Charlie Root in the second game, part of a four-run inning for the Tigers en route to an 8–3 win. In the seventh inning, with one out and Charlie Gehringer on first, Greenberg was hit on the left wrist by a pitch from Fabian Kowalik. He flexed his arm a little on the way to first but, with the pride of the athlete, refused to let on how much it really hurt.

Goose Goslin followed Greenberg and flied out to left for the second out, bringing Pete Fox to the plate. The right fielder singled to his Cubs counterpart, driving in Gehringer. With two outs, Greenberg was off and running. He galloped (although perhaps lumbered is a better description) around the bases, hesitating for just a split second at third before continuing on his ill-advised journey. He crashed into Gabby Hartnett, the Cubs’ six-foot-one, 195-pound catcher, who landed heavily on Greenberg’s already injured wrist, holding on to the ball for the third out.

Greenberg walked to the dugout cradling his arm. In his mind, he must have known that something was seriously wrong, but in his heart he was unwilling to admit a worst-case scenario. Despite immediate post-game treatments and more the next day, the pain proved to be too much and the Tigers’ best man was done for the remainder of the Series.

As it happened, the sixth and final game—a 4–3 win for the Tigers—fell on October 7: Yom Kippur, the holiest day on the Jewish calendar. Just the year before, Greenberg had become a national figure by acceding to the wishes of his family and the tenets of his religion by refusing to play in a crucial game even though it came right in the midst of a pennant race. For some reason, though, he decided the 1935 World Series was an entirely different kettle of gefilte fish and indicated he would play this time around. Had he done so, it might have changed the way some—especially his Jewish fans—thought about him, negating the good will from the previous year. The injury made that all a moot point, taking the decision out of his hands. Perhaps larger forces were at play. Greenberg was happy for the team, of course; the Tigers had won their first World Series title. But he was disappointed he had not been able to have more of a role.

It was only after Detroit had clinched the championship that X-rays revealed Greenberg had several small cracks in his wrist.
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The injury proved to be a crucial factor in the Tigers’ underachievements in 1936. In the April 29 game against the Washington Senators, Jake Powell ran into Greenberg at first base. “The accident occurred when the big first baseman, reaching to the left for a wide throw, collided with Powell, who was racing to the bag,” according to an Associated Press story. “As Powell sped past, his left arm caught Greenberg’s and wrenched it back. Hank fell to the ground and after a hurried examination on the field was rushed to a hospital.”2 X-rays revealed the wrist was broken again.

There was a good deal of conjecture that Powell had deliberately sought to injure the Jewish ballplayer. He had earned a reputation over the years as an unrepentant bigot, once telling reporters he kept in shape during the off-season by serving as an “honorary” police officer in Dayton, Ohio, where he “beat niggers over the head with [his] blackjack.”3

Initially, Greenberg was only supposed to miss a month to six weeks, but in reality his season was over after just 12 games. Detroit finished in second place with a 83–71record, 19.5 games behind the Yankees who ran away with the pennant, winning 102 before beating the Giants in the World Series.

Greenberg returned to robust health for the 1937 campaign, bashing 40 home runs and driving in a major league–best 184 runs—third highest in the history of the game behind Hack Wilson’s 191 and Lou Gehrig’s 185—but the team’s results were the same: second place, albeit with a slightly better mark of 89–65, 13 games behind the Yankees, who repeated as World Series champs, again over their cross-river rival.

[image: image]

With most of the starting position players returning for 1938, hopes were high as the Tigers prepared for the new season and looked to improve on the previous year. While they fell short of the AL title, finishing 13 games behind the Yankees, they still had an impressive 89 wins. And while it was the most wins they’d had since their title year of ’35, what was most impressive was the success they had with their bats, leading the AL in hits, batting average, and on-base percentage, and coming in second in home runs, RBIs, runs, doubles, stolen bases, slugging average, and total bases.

The double play combo, one of the best in the game, was intact heading into ’38 with Greenberg at first, Charlie Gehringer (a.k.a. “The Mechanical Man” for his steady play) at second, and switch-hitting Billy Rogell at short. Third base would be entrusted to Don Ross, a twenty-three-year-old rookie, while Rudy York, a promising slugger without a real defensive position, was once again behind the plate, at least for the time being.

Prior to the new season, it was York whom sports prognosticators chose as a possible new home run king. In its issue of April 7, The Sporting News declared, “York, Who Fought Four Years for Tiger Job, Seeks New ‘Break’—Ruth’s 60-Homer Record” while Newsweek thought enough of that possibility to put him on the cover of their April 18 edition positing the question, “Rudy York—Greatest Slugger Since Babe Ruth?”

Pete Fox was set to anchor right field following his 12 home runs and 82 RBIs in 1937. Chet Morgan, who had made his big league debut with the Tigers in 1935 before returning to the minors for the next two seasons, was back to play center. Dixie Walker, acquired from the Chicago White Sox in a six-player deal in December to replace Gee Walker (no relation), was handed the responsibility of patrolling left.

In the years before September call-ups allowed teams to have up to 40 on their roster (not to mention the inordinate number of replacements for those on the disabled list), the Tigers used just 31 players for the entire 1937 season, including only 13 pitchers. (Compare that with the 2016 Tigers, who used 44 players, 22 of them pitchers.)

The starting rotation completed the league average of 70 games in 1937. Vern Kennedy, at thirty-one, was the ace of the staff, having been acquired during the offseason in the Walker deal. He was followed by George Gill, the submarine-throwing Elden Auker, Tommy Bridges, Roxie Lawson, and the brilliantly nicknamed Boots Poffenberger. Boots, at twenty-two years of age, was the baby of the group.

Cochrane counted on Harry Eisenstat, a former Dodger, and Slick Coffman, in his sophomore season, to be the mainstays out of the bullpen. They would be backed up by Al Benton and Jake Wade. Like Greenberg, Eisenstat had grown up in an observant Jewish household in New York City.4

Beginning in 1934, and with the exception of 1943–45 when travel restrictions required teams to prepare for the season closer to their home cities (in their case, Evansville, Indiana), the Tigers spent spring training in Lakeland, Florida. The home ballpark, Henley Field, was named for a local drug store merchant (but was rebranded Joker Marchant Stadium in 1967). Located just 35 miles east of Tampa, Lakeland’s warm, sunny climate has historically been conducive for the citrus business that still accounts for a sizeable portion of the local economy. The industry suffered a setback during the Depression, as did a substantial portion of the country. But instead of dust storms, it was an infestation of Mediterranean fruit flies that cut production by more than half in the late twenties.

The Tigers arrived for spring training confident in their abilities. Who knows how far they could go with a fully recovered Hank Greenberg? Maybe “Hankus Pankus” (a nickname bestowed upon him by Ty Tyson, a popular Detroit radio broadcaster) would get a break and go through the forthcoming season without major injury, suggested Bill McGowan, an American League umpire and writer, in The Sporting News. “If he does, watch for some records to fall.”5 McGowan was not so bold as to predict which records those might be, however.

Greenberg was also feeling his oats, looking for a bigger salary and declaring he was his own man at the plate. Sure, he had taken some signs from his coach Del Baker, who had an uncanny ability to pick up the opposing catcher’s signs and relay to the hitters what pitch might be coming, but that was over. In a Q&A format interview with J.G. Taylor Spink, publisher of The Sporting News, Greenberg said, “The word has spread around that if I do not get the sign, I can’t hit. That is not so…. I believe the time has come for Hank Greenberg to get out on his own, and get the credits, or the blame, on his own.”6
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