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• Introduction •


Dodger fans are a misunderstood lot. When I was growing up in New England, the national TV cameras would show the mass exodus of the crowd to the parking lot in, oh, about the seventh inning. The message: They’re not true fans.


But that’s just wrong, I realized as I moved closer and then even closer to Chavez Ravine.


Sure, some fans come late and head out early—and if you’ve ever been caught in game-day freeway traffic around the stadium, you understand the temptation. Thousands of others stay until the end and thousands more stay glued to the radio, not even making it to the stadium. Sure, some in glamorous Los Angeles come to the park to be seen; but the Dodgers are very much a working person’s team as well. The Dodger caps and car stickers are almost as ubiquitous as the Virgin of Guadalupe all over LA.


I didn’t start out a Dodgers fan. Of course, I rooted for them in the World Series in the late 1970s, but I was really pulling for Anyone But the Yankees with the fervor of a preadolescent Red Sox fan.


But when my father took a job as president and general manager of the team’s top minor-league affiliate, the Albuquerque Dukes, in 1979, my conversion began. I was a definite Dukes fan, and since the Dukes eventually turned into Dodgers, I was destined to be a Dodgers fan.


The Dodgers always seemed so perfect even before I became a fan. Baseball disasters didn’t happen to them. Of course, there was the whole Bobby Thomson fiasco, but that was ancient history. Brooklyn Dodgers history. Even the ’60s were distant for me. After all, Sandy Koufax had retired before I was born. The team itself played seemingly effortlessly, won the big games and their uniforms always seemed blindingly white and clean. And even when they lost, they didn’t seem to do it quite as spectacularly as other teams. They kept their dignity.


The Dodgers who were my Boys of Summer were those of the ’80s. They had their affable manager in Tommy Lasorda, who had just the right mix of intensity and bleeding-Dodger-blue schtick. Once I had been brought into the fold, though, the losses got considerably more painful, made worse by the fact that the players now on the field were oftentimes former members of my beloved Dukes. The losses, involving late-inning home runs, also became more spectacular.


We won’t even talk about the horrors of some of the teams of the ’90s.


Even so, Dodgers fans aren’t like Red Sox fans or Cubs fans, some of whom almost seem to revel in That Which Is Pathetic. Dodgers fans expect winners. And there’s been some hard times over the past 15 years. The team that seemed to epitomize stability, loyalty, class and winning baseball got sold—twice!—and went through many field and front-office changes.


And we Dodgers fans don’t like it.


In a constantly changing city, the Dodgers have represented stability. It’s no wonder we holler when the trades come fast and furious as has happened in recent years. We don’t want the Dodgers to be as chaotic as the rest of Los Angeles, which values newness and youth and change. Dodger Stadium offers a calming piece of greenness and take-your-breath-away beauty, even while cars sit and honk on clogged freeways all around it. It seems ludicrous to imagine if you don’t live in LA, but the Dodgers, in town for not quite 50 years, are a longtime tradition.
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