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Author’s Note

The basic motivation for writing this book was to relate the extraordinary path taken while following my baseball idol, Ted Williams—also known as the Splendid Splinter, Teddy Ballgame, and Thumper, but mostly as the Kid. Thanks to being influenced by my grandfather (he loved Charlie Gehringer and Tommy Bridges), who claimed to have attended 35 consecutive Detroit Tigers season openers, and by his daughter, my mother, who teethed me on a miniature baseball bat, and a father who fluttered his fork ball as a teenage pitcher in Northern Minnesota’s Iron Ore Range, I have special DNA, the kind infused by baseball.

From my kindergarten years, my dream was to be a baseball player. At family reunions, I received the usual prerequisite queries from relatives, “Dickie, what are you going to be when you grow up?” No hesitation from me. Confidently, I’ d answer, “I’m going to be a ballplayer.”

One of my earliest memories is at age 4 in my grandfather’s small corner neighborhood grocery store in Mt. Clemens, Michigan. He’d coach me on some simple baseball trivia and ask me later to repeat each baseball fact. If correct, he’d reach up on the candy shelf and reward me with some “Superman Bubble Gum.” Perhaps in a subtle way he was preparing me for my desire to be like my personal superhero, Ted Williams, a human baseball vessel in which I could pour my hopes and dreams.

Over time, Theodore Samuel Williams would become much more than my hero. He would eventually become a friend. My dreams took me to a great place. And that has continued through the process of writing this book. I have learned of qualities of my idol that have fortified my pride in trying to be like him. Not just his enormous talent, as arguably the greatest hitter in the last eight decades of modern baseball, but his off-the-field generosity and sense of fairness to his fellow man. He cared about the little guy, the sick and injured, and the inclusion of black players in baseball. Superhero stuff.

Another advantage to having sports heroes in our youth is that many of us spend lifetimes arguing with others as to which heroes were the best. As time passes, our idols don’t disappear, but rather they remain part of us. We build on their extraordinary exploits, and it’s certainly fair game to magnify their heroic feats. For baseball fans, it is both a comfort and a thrill to rock away on the front porch reminiscing about the amazing achievements of Ted Williams, Willie Mays, Mickey Mantle, Roberto Clemente, Jackie Robinson, Henry Aaron, and others who are permanent residents of Cooperstown.

More than a few readers of Being Ted Williams will contend that “the Kid” had a dark side. Indeed, he did. He stumbled and failed as a husband and father. He would make an old sailor blush with his wild profanity. He abhorred baseball writers. Sufficiently provoked by boo-birds, Ted would rather spit at fans than tip his cap to them. Duly noted, and there is no sugarcoating it. But this book is not about that side of the man. We don’t strip the veneer of our comic and movie superheroes in order to discover what’s wrong. They give us cause to celebrate what they do right, or at least better than most others. We stand to cheer their spectacular victories against the bad guys, each effort building on the next. It’s interesting that Superman has survived my entire life, as have Wonder Woman and Batman. They live on because we support and celebrate their courage, their physical and mental brilliance, their fiercely driven battle for good against evil. There’s no reason to search for any personal faults. Hey, they’re superheroes, that’s what they do.

My Superman was Ted Williams . . . even if there was some pine tar on his cape. This book tells you why, and about his career and what very few people saw and knew about him. Being Ted Williams was never easy . . . but idolizing him was.

This is not necessarily a biography of Ted Williams, but I was helped enormously by a couple of terrific biographies and a few other books that provided a wealth of information and insight. I want to especially acknowledge Ted Williams: The Biography of An American Hero by Leigh Montville, The Kid: The Immortal Life of Ted Williams by Ben Bradlee Jr., and two books by David Halberstam, Summer of ’49 and The Teammates. Also helpful was My Turn at Bat, Ted’s autobiography, written with John Underwood. (Except where noted, all quotes by Ted are from this book.) I’m sure the autobiography revealed a lot more about Ted’s career and especially his life than he ever intended.

One last note: My thanks to George Mitrovich, my friend and fellow baseball lover, who introduced me to Tom Clavin and, like it or not, bears some responsibility for this book.


Prologue: Summer 1946

Preadolescence is fraught with fantasies and fears. Dreaming can be a kid’s panacea in such immature times. Dreaming is finding hope, happiness, and even make-believe heroism in some undefined but safe place. It is there to find idols, bigger in life because we have made them so. They flourish in our full imagination. Mine did.

For me, it began in July 1946. There was no more World War II-imposed gas rationing. The Enbergs of the San Fernando Valley in California along with all Americans could exercise all the fun and freedom of unrestricted travel. We were making a first-ever visit to San Francisco to visit my father’s best friend, a fellow Finn from his schoolboy days. They grew in Northern Minnesota’s iron ore country, the Mesabi Range.

While the men “yo-yo-yoed” (that’s what Finns do when humored) over a cold beer, the women shared baby talk in the kitchen. My sister, Sharyl, was not yet a year old. I was left happily alone and was sitting mesmerized in front of the large console living-room radio. The vivid descriptions provided by the play-by-play announcers, Mel Allen and Jim Britt, of the 1946 Baseball All-Star Game guided my imagination. I had already decided, announcing to all who would hear, that when I grew up I was going to be a ballplayer. Perhaps that was a factor in my “ seeing” that radio report in such full color—it was captivating.

There was an especially exciting feel to the Summer Classic that year because it was being held at Fenway Park in Boston, and the Red Sox were on the way to their first American League pennant since 1918. They had eight players on the American League All-Star team—Boo Ferriss, Hal Wagner, Mickey Harris, Rudy York, Johnny Pesky, Bobby Doerr, and in the outfield, Dominic DiMaggio and Ted Williams.

In the bottom of the eighth inning, Truett “Rip” Sewell of the Pittsburgh Pirates was on the mound and Williams was at the plate. The string bean outfielder, just back from his three years of military service, had already hit one home run and two singles in the game. I and millions of other listeners were told that Sewell smiled at Williams, who responded by shaking his head. Everyone knew what would come next: Sewell was going to throw his “eephus” pitch, a slow overhand toss that traveled in a 20-foot arc before dropping into the catcher’s mitt. Normally, batters were so unfamiliar with its tantalizing trajectory that few could time it properly, and if they did, they had to supply all the power.

Sewell, proudly, had never given up a home run on his eephus pitch. But being in the National League, Sewell had not faced Ted Williams before. By shaking his head, Williams was trying to talk him out of it . . . to no avail.

Sewell nodded. This was the moment. He went into his full windup as though about to whip a fastball down the middle, but out of his right hand came the blooper. Williams’s eyes expanded to fried eggs, and he swung from his heels. Foul ball. Sewell nodded again, the same pitch, but it was outside, ball one. Then he snuck a fastball in for a strike, 1-2 count. The capacity crowd was all keyed up. So was Williams. Then came the next eephus in its slow, tantalizing arc.

Williams couldn’t contain himself. Not waiting for the ball to even enter the batter’s box, he hopped forward twice and swung. He connected, and now the ball had a different arc . . . one that took it high and far into the summer-afternoon sky, to land in the A.L. bullpen. Williams laughed as he trotted around the bases, and Sewell joined in.

 Back in San Francisco, I could only imagine the ball’s majestic path. (In fact, this was a time when the daily sports pages would define such moments with a long-distance photo using a dotted line to trace the path of the home run ball. In this case, it was from Williams in the batter’s box to the eventual landing spot of the home run.) To the kid squatting, listening in front of the radio, with one swing Ted Williams had molded fantasy and the fantastic into reality. I wanted to be like him, a baseball superman. I’d even teach myself to bat left-handed. Maybe that would help. I wanted to be Ted Williams. I was eleven years old. My boyhood dreams would lead to a lifetime inspiration. Trying to be Ted Williams took me on a wondrous ride.

After that baseball season, my family would move from Southern California to Michigan to live on a 40-acre fruit farm, which grew mostly apples and was purchased by my father on the visit preceding our stop in San Francisco. Little did I know that the move to a little village north of Detroit would take me closer to the man the scribes tagged as the “Splendid Splinter.” We didn’t have any luxuries on the farm, no indoor plumbing and a well that went dry every summer, but we did have an abundance of farmland rocks, many perfectly sized, ideal to simulate baseballs.

I created my own game, while attending our roadside fruit stand, hitting rocks with an old bat. Basic rules: hit it from the farm side over the paved road for a single, doubles cleared the far side culvert, and home runs flew past the telephone wire that hung over the distant field. I would bat right-handed for those who hit from that side and left-handed for Williams and others who swung lefty. And I was calling the shots in my make-believe lineups. (Maybe this is where I first learned to call a good game.)

As I was hitting rocks in 1947, my idol was rocking American League pitchers, hitting .343 with 32 homers and 114 RBIs, capturing the AL Triple Crown, yet losing the American League MVP Award by one point (202-201) to Joe DiMaggio. One writer didn’t include Williams in the top 10 on his ballot, literally stealing the honor from Ted. When the announcement came, I cried. Yet this total injustice only furthered my adoration. At age 12, I knew right from wrong. The good guys still win in my dreams.

And it wouldn’t be long before I’d be “that close,” witnessing firsthand the greatest hitter I’d ever see . . . and, eventually, becoming his friend.


Part I

The Kid

Ted Williams was that rare 20th-century San Diego citizen—he was born and raised there. I have called the city home for over 20 years, and during that time I have met hundreds of residents who hailed from New York, Boston, Florida, Texas, Colorado, and everywhere in between. Military personnel, especially Navy and Marines who were stationed at nearby bases, often return to begin new careers or retire in San Diego. And, of course, the city became an oasis for those who could not tolerate one more winter back east.

But Ted was born in a different San Diego and century—a hundred years ago, in 1918. As he wrote in his 1969 autobiography, My Turn at Bat, “I lived in a small town, which San Diego was then, and in a small town you’re not as insulated. You get to know people, you know your neighbors.” This turned out to be a big benefit to Ted, who would find his neighbors more caring than his family when it came to his well-being.

The second of eight children, Ted’s mother had been born to Pablo and Natalia Venzor in 1891. The family lived in Chihuahua, Mexico. To escape civil unrest, in 1907, when May Venzor was 16, the entire family of eight crossed the border into California and settled in Santa Barbara, where Pablo worked as a stonemason and a sheep herder. During his youth and playing career, Ted would hide the fact that he was half-Mexican. As he finally admitted in his autobiography, “If I had my mother’s name, there is no doubt I would have run into problems in those days, the prejudices people had in Southern California.”

The same could have been said about Major League Baseball in the 1930s and ’40s. And his own heritage, kept secret for decades, could be why throughout his life Ted was sensitive to any bias in baseball and openly fought prejudices directed at nonwhite players.

May’s calling was not necessarily to be a mother, but to be a soldier in the Salvation Army. As a young woman, she became one of its most ardent fundraisers and recruiters as well as a contributor to efforts to convert alcoholics, drug addicts, prostitutes, and others on the edge of society to Christianity. Her territory extended from Los Angeles to San Diego, and sometimes her missions took her across the border to Mexico, inspiring her nickname the “Angel of Tijuana.” By the time she met her future husband, she was a lieutenant in the Salvation Army.

Samuel Stuart Williams was born in Ardsley, New York, in 1886. He joined the US Army in 1904 (falsely contending, years later, that he had been one of Teddy Roosevelt’s Rough Riders in Cuba in 1898), and he was discharged honorably seven years later. While stationed in Hawaii, he had met a visitor to the island, May Venzor. In his 1969 memoir, Ted would describe her as “not a big woman. She was short and lithe, with one of those infectious Eisenhower smiles.” May was reduced in rank from lieutenant to “envoy status,” just above a beginner, as a result of marrying someone who was not a Salvation Army member.

She and Sam moved to San Diego in 1915, when it had a population of only 55,000. Three years later, after two stillborn children, May gave birth on August 30 at the Sunshine Maternity Home. The boy was listed as Teddy Samuel Williams, named after Sam’s supposed commander, Teddy Roosevelt. (Later, the first name would be changed to Theodore, and further down the road Ted would legally drop Samuel.) The big event in the city in 1915 was the Panama Canal Exposition, held to celebrate the canal’s completion. Sam Williams eked out a living operating a photography studio, and as soon as she was up and able, May went back to work for the Salvation Army. In 1920, Daniel Arthur Williams was born, and again May couldn’t return to her evangelical duties on the streets fast enough.

Many years later, Ted told me that San Diego allowed young men to blossom there. He certainly did . . . but what determined the development of his personal character, his dynamic temperament, his anger, and his intense resolution to succeed?

Ted and his brother, Danny, spent much of their early years fending for themselves, either together or apart, thanks to their parents’ disinterest and their own separate interests. May was a tireless foot soldier, and it seemed that only reluctantly did she return to her “other” family. In his prize-winning biography, The Kid: The Immortal Life of Ted Williams, Ben Bradlee Jr. quotes from a newspaper editorial in the 1920s, “to thousands of San Diegans, rich and poor, Mrs. Williams IS the Salvation Army.”

In his autobiography, Ted recalled in his usual blunt way that his mom was gone most hours of the day, working at the Salvation Army, and his dad wasn’t around much, either. He acknowledges that there were housekeepers who came and went.

Neighbors reported seeing the two young boys sitting together on the front steps until late at night, watching for at least one parent to come home. Worse, though, for the boys was when their mother dragged them to attend Salvation Army street-corner revival meetings.

With increasing frequency, Sam didn’t come home. Eventually, he would leave altogether and live apart from his family. Surely this was a big reason why Ted took passionately to sports, especially baseball. His mother’s brother Saul was a sandlot pitcher in Santa Barbara (family lore claims he had struck out Babe Ruth during a 1935 barnstorming tour). Whenever May brought her children north to visit her family, or they motored to San Diego, Saul taught Ted how to play.

Back in San Diego, the boy’s passion for baseball grew exponentially. He played before school, at lunchtime, and after school until it was too dark to see. Looking back years later, Ted admitted he didn’t know how it was possible for anyone to have such a strong desire to play as he did.

***

As a young kid, I was even more ambitious than Ted Williams. He just wanted to be the best hitter in baseball. I wanted to be a great athlete. One of us, at least, fulfilled his dream.

Ted was a 16-year-old high school ballplayer when I was born in January 1935 in Mount Clemens, Michigan. We lived in that small town north of Detroit for just two years, moving first to Bridgeport, Connecticut, and then in 1940, with my one-year-old brother, Dennis, in tow, to Los Angeles. We settled in the rural San Fernando Valley, one hundred miles north of San Diego, which featured dirt roads, small farms, and orange and walnut groves. It was a great place for a kid drawn to sports because essentially it was summer all year long.

I didn’t feel deprived that there was no major league baseball team because we had the Los Angeles Angels and the Hollywood Stars in the Pacific Coast League. Some weeks when I emerged from Sunday School, my dad, whose parents had emigrated from Finland, was waiting to take me to doubleheaders at either Wrigley Field or Gilmore Stadium, where I’d feel like I was in heaven. I wished those games would never end, but when they did, many times when we got home, my dad and I would gather our mitts and take turns as pitcher and catcher. The rest of the week, I’d follow the Angels and Stars by listening to Fred Haney announcing their home games on the radio. Later, Haney would go from the broadcast booth to the diamond when he embarked on a career as a manager. He was pretty successful at it, with his Milwaukee Braves beating the New York Yankees in the 1957 World Series, and when Gene Autry acquired the American League rights for the expansion Los Angeles Angels, Haney became the club’s first general manager.

Obviously, he was an influence because when I created games between those two teams on the vacant half-acre lot next to my house, I announced the action. With a bat and tennis ball I imitated every player, hitting lefty and righty. It never occurred to me then that my way into sports was through a broadcast booth, not a baseball diamond. I ate and slept baseball, and my parents never tried to discourage me.

Though I wasn’t born there, I couldn’t imagine living anywhere else but Southern California. This was one of the few times my imagination let me down.

***

Ted also had no childhood hobbies or interests beyond baseball. That was it and everything. Only having to attend school prevented him from playing from the time he awakened until he reluctantly went to sleep. The Williams family’s small house on Utah Street was just a block and a half from the diamond in the North Park playground, and that became his home away from home. During his junior high years, he played for the school team, the local American Legion team, sandlot teams, and any games he and a few friends could scare up.

He had his own baseball heroes. There was a photo of Babe Ruth on his bedroom wall, but if there was any player he considered imitating, it was Bill Terry, who played for the New York Giants. Ironically, if not for Ted’s .406 batting average in 1941, Terry would still be the last major league player to bat over .400, which he accomplished in 1930. Another hero was Pepper Martin of the St. Louis Cardinals, the most “western” team in Major League Baseball.

Ted played baseball from 10th through 12th grade at Hoover High, pitching as well as playing the outfield. And boy, could he pitch. Williams held the San Diego section single-game strikeout record, 19 against Redondo High School, for decades. During his very first practice, Ted angered the school janitor by hitting a couple of balls onto the roof of the cafeteria. However, hitting prodigious homers delighted his coach, Wos Caldwell, and Ted continued to do so for the next three years. He finished his high school career with a total .430 average, including an incredible .538 in his junior year.

Nick Canepa, the “Sports Godfather” of San Diego who grew up in the city and is a longtime columnist for the San Diego Tribune, described the time he was first introduced to Ted: “Ted went to Hoover High, but given his address, he could have gone to either Hoover or San Diego.” San Diego, of course, is where Canepa went. “So, the first thing I told Ted was: ‘I’ve always been pissed at you.’ In that booming voice he asks, ‘Why?’ I told him: ‘Because I’ve always heard you didn’t go to San Diego High because you didn’t think you’d be good enough to play there.’” As Canepa relays, Ted confirmed that claim, something that makes him still “pissed.”

Ted was plenty good enough that while at Hoover High, major league scouts had begun to notice him. In his senior-year Hoover yearbook, under Ted’s photo there is just one word: “Baseball.” The summer before his senior year, he traveled some 60 miles north to Fullerton to attend a St. Louis Cardinals camp. He was one of 350 kids trying out. Bothered by a sore leg from getting hit by a pitch the week before, he could barely run and he didn’t hit all that well, either. There would be no Gashouse Gang for Ted Williams. One can only imagine how many more championships the Cardinals would have won during the next 20 years with both Williams and Stan Musial in the outfield. Oh my!

A scout from the New York Yankees was seriously interested in getting his name on a contract. The official story was his parents thought the signing money was too low, but also a factor was Ted was only 17 and his mother thought that was too young to be moving away from San Diego. Ted pretty much agreed—he was a tall, scrawny, green kid who hadn’t really been anywhere. And, fortunately, to play pro ball at a higher level, he could stay home and play for the Padres.

The Pacific Coast League that Ted joined in 1936 had been offering West Coast fans high-quality baseball since 1903. That was one reason for its popularity by the mid-1930s, persisting through the woes of the Depression. Another was simply that it offered live professional baseball. At that time, the westernmost Major League Baseball team was the Cardinals, and St. Louis was almost 1,600 miles east of San Diego. And the highly partisan fans loved their home-team players, especially ones with more colorful names, such as Alan “Two Gun” Gettel, Tracie “Kewpie Dick” Barrett, Ernie “Bocce” Lombardi (the catcher was also called “ the Schnozz”), “Lefty” O’Doul, “Jigger” Statz, “Ping” Bodie, and Carlos “the Comet” Bernier. For many players, the PCL was an immediate stepping-stone on their way up to the majors and a soft landing place on their way down.

The Padres ball club was new to San Diego. Technically, they went Hollywood because Hollywood went to San Diego. The Hollywood Stars, with Vincent DiMaggio, Frank Shellenback, and Cleo Carlyle included on the roster, had won more games from 1930 (when they won the pennant) to 1934 than any other PCL team. But the wheels fell off in 1935, with the Stars losing 99 games. Hollywood attendance plummeted, and the owner, Bill “Hardrock” Lane, faced a rent increase in order to continue sharing Wrigley Field with the Los Angeles Angels. In February 1936, the organization packed up and moved to San Diego, which by then had a population of 200,000. The newly christened Padres made their debut the following month at Lane Field, earning a victory over the Seattle Rainiers.

The high school teenager Ted Williams made his professional debut on June 27. In the second inning, he was sent up to pinch-hit for the pitcher Jack Hill. The hard-throwing righty Henry “Cotton” Pippen hurled three straight fastball strikes, and Ted’s bat never left his shoulder because, he admitted, he was “petrified.”

Ted finished the season with a decent .271 average, and the Padres made the playoffs. They had a young, talented outfield in Ted, Cedric Durst, and Vince DiMaggio, with another teenager, Bobby Doerr, at second base. They lost in five games, though, to the Oakland Oaks.

Ted’s encounter with Lefty O’Doul was a pivotal experience. The older man had also advanced through the Pacific Coast League and, like Ted, would concentrate on hitting at the expense of fielding. O’Doul was playing for the San Francisco Seals in 1927 when a Chronicle columnist wrote about O’Doul, “He could run like a deer. Unfortunately, he threw like one too.” He began in the big leagues in 1928, and the following year, with the Philadelphia Athletics, he collected 254 hits and batted .398, an average that in the 90 years since has been bettered only by Ted and Bill Terry. His 330 total of hits and walks remains a National League record. When O’Doul retired after the 1934 season, his career average was .349, behind only Ty Cobb, Rogers Hornsby, and “Shoeless” Joe Jackson. Like Jackson, O’Doul is not in the Hall of Fame. The reason: despite his obvious talent, he played in only 970 games, 30 fewer than the minimum required. (If I ever had a vote, both Lefty O’Doul and Shoeless Joe Jackson would be in Cooperstown.)

One afternoon, the Seals were in San Diego for a series, and O’Doul, by then the manager, got his first look at Ted during batting practice. The astute hitting expert left the dugout and walked over to him. “Kid,” he said, “the best advice I can give you is don’t let anybody change you.” Sage advice rendered, O’Doul returned to the dugout. And Ted followed that advice in life as well as baseball.

During his two seasons in the Pacific Coast League, Ted was constantly trying to put on weight, routinely exceeding the $2.50 meal allowance. Helping that effort was teammate Vince DiMaggio. “My father taught Ted Williams how to eat,” recalled his older daughter, Joanne DiMaggio Webber. “Ted had been just skin and bones when he came to the Padres. My father would get him to eat better for his strength, and of course he could feast when the Padres were in San Francisco and my Grandmother Rosalie was cooking.” Younger brother Dominic would have met Ted at his parents’ home four years before they became teammates. Another younger brother, Joe, was already in the majors.

During the 1937 season, Ted’s best friend on the Padres was Hall of Famer-to-be Bobby Doerr. He and the infielder were two of the youngest members of the team, both liked fishing, and to kill time on road trips they went to the theater to watch cowboy movies—the more westerns the better. There was a little friendly competition, too—who was going to make it to the majors first? During road trips to Portland, the two young men became friendly with the young clubhouse boy for the PCL Beavers, a home-grown product named Johnny Pesky, who had not yet impressed anyone as a potential major league player. “I certainly do remember John as the clubhouse boy,” Dominic DiMaggio told Bill Nowlin for his biography of Pesky. “We’d come up to Portland and John was there and he took care of the clubhouse.” (Not for long.)

Williams completed his second PCL season with a .291 average, 23 home runs, and 98 RBIs. Led by Williams and catcher George Detore (.334) and Jim Chaplin (23 victories), the Padres enjoyed an easy time in the playoffs. Williams got his club off to a fast start in the first game by going 4-for-5. The Padres swept Sacramento in the first round, then did the same to Portland and were handed the Governor’s Cup.

After those personal and team accomplishments, destiny called. It was time to head to Boston and the major leagues.

***

After World War II ended and Americans were better able to travel, the Enbergs were on the move. We drove first to Michigan to visit my mother’s family, then on to Minnesota to see my father’s folks. While in Michigan, a real estate agent who was an old friend of my father showed him a 40-acre fruit farm on the outskirts of the small village of Armada. There was no agonizing decision to make—my father bought it. He wanted to be a farmer. Goodbye, Winnetka and Canoga Park and the valley, hello to the Midwest and its wicked winters. This caused some fretting: what would happen to my budding baseball career?

The transition was more complex than that. Our “new” home was a drafty, two-story wooden farmhouse that had been built during Civil War times. Among the amenities it did not have were insulation in the walls, running water, central heating, and a bathroom. We did have a two-hole outhouse, a well that was dry from midsummer into November, and were within walking distance of a one-room schoolhouse with only two other students in my class. We were asked to teach school children in the lower grades as an assist to the teacher. I believe that is where I first realized the nobility inherent in being an educator.

Everyone in the family—even my sister, Sharyl, was old enough to be part of it now—pitched in to work the farm. We grew a dozen varieties of apples, especially Red Delicious, the most popular. We also raised pears, plums, sour cherries, and sweet corn, and we made apple cider and collected honey. On weekends, I was the sole proprietor of a small fruit stand on the edge of our farm. Of course, I could not imitate playing baseball games in winter, with the Michigan winds being brutally cold and sometimes up to three feet of snow on the ground, but I tried to make up for the lost time during the summer and fall weekends. On my portable radio I listened to Detroit Tigers games being broadcast by Van Patrick (who doubled as the Lions announcer in the fall), and when business was slow—it could be a couple of hours between cars stopping on the two-lane paved highway between Armada and Mount Clemens—I took batting practice using rocks and an old, nicked-up bat.
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