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“Baseball survives no matter what the
players or owners do...and bere’s why:
Baseball remains the best game of all.”

—ERNIE HARWELL

and color men who have created the

legends and lore of the game.

From the days of static-filled radio broad-
casts to today’s internationally televised
games, baseball has been shaped into
America’s pastime by these wizards of the
microphone. Assembled in this terrific col-
lection, these great announcers from all over
the country share with us some of their
favorite stories about the job—their best
games, most admired players, preferred parks,
biggest flubs, and more. Read about how Bob
Wolff’s inability to pour a beer neatly while
on the air almost cost him his livelihood; why
Charlie Jones needed to invent a twin; and
what led Ernie Harwell and Leo Durocher to
blows. Find out how they feel about owners,
umpires, and corporate sponsors, as well as
their thoughts about life on the road and the
future of the game.

Whether we are used to hearing their
voices while in the car, on the front porch,
or in front of the television, these mikemen’s
styles of speech, cadences, and catch phrases,
coupled with their wonderful ability to report
the game, are both entertaining and familiar.
Listening to them weave baseball stories is
like having a close friend at the game: some-
one who conveys the excitement, anticipa-
tion, and the thrill of winning—or the anguish
of losing. Their voices can bring us back in

’I‘he Storytellers are baseball’s play-by-play

(CONTINUED ON BACK FLAP)

(CONTINUED FROM FRONT FLAP)

time to our days of youth, or serve to remind
us of how much the game has changed. And
their words have been our long-distance eyes
and ears for events that we could not have
experienced otherwise. Rich and varied, their
recollections—many told expressly for this
book—have been compiled over the past
decade by award-winning author Curt Smith.
They show another side of baseball, revealing
what goes on in the minds of those behind
the mikes.

Baseball fans of all ages, whether followers
of Bob Murphy or Vin Scully, will enjoy wel-
coming these good friends into their homes
once again.

© Leslie Cashen

CURT SMITH is an author, radio talk host,
television essayist and writer, and former
presidential speechwriter. The Storytellers is
his fifth book. His previous books include
America’s Dizzy Dean, Voices of The Game,
and The Red Sox Fan’s Little Book of Wisdom.

The author will donate a portion of the
proceeds of this book to baseball’s official
charity, the Baseball Assistance Team.
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PREFACE

hakespeare wrote in Love’s Labour’s Lost of “the heavenly rhetoric of

thine eye.” For three-quarters of a century, the rhetoric of baseball’s
Voices of The Game has been heavenly, horrific, funny, risqué, humane, and
more often human—turning us to the summer game like a heliotrope turns
toward the sun.

Baseball on the air debuted August 5, 1921, over KDKA, America’s first
radio station, from Forbes Field in suburban Pittsburgh. From faraway
places—Comiskey Park, Crosley Field, Yankee Stadium, the Polo Grounds—
the new medium soon ferried a galloping world of big-league vibration. The
cathode fun house was not a household core, and radio chatted as around
a pot-bellied stove.

From its start the baseball broadcaster became a Rubik’s Cube of actor,
writer, director, producer, cameraman, and salesman. At best, he etched
the pastime’s theatre of the mind. Think of Mel Allen—The Voice. Jon
Miller—sport’s Rich Little of the airwaves. Harry Caray—mocking the laws
of probability, longevity, and cirrhosis of the liver. They rode work like
Secretariat, hit boredom like Louis vs. Schmeling, and used irony like Jascha
Heifetz did a violin.

To Emerson, language was “the archives of poetry. Language is fossil
poetry.” Baseball Latinists include Vin Scully and the late Red Barber, Bill
O’Donnell, and Bob Prince. They and other big-league bards have fossilized
language, not themselves.

In 1963, a writer asked, “What’s your wife’s name and what’s she like?” Mets’
catcher Clarence “Choo-Choo” Coleman treated the question like a knuckleball
in the dirt. “Her name is Mrs. Coleman,” he huffed, “and she likes me, bub.”
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Another catcher was once accosted at a party. “You look pretty cool
tonight,” a woman told Lawrence Peter Berra. “Thanks, ma’am,” replied Yogi.
“You don’t look so hot yourself.”

It was Casey Stengel who said of the 1969 Miracle Mets, “They did it slow,
but fast” Yankees’ pitcher Lefty Gomez, who defined his secret of success: “It’s
easy—<lean living and a fast outfield.” Dizzy Dean, “commertating” how a batter
“swang” and runner “slud” and slugger stood “confidentially at the plate.” Baseball
is America’s oldest and greatest talking game. “Other sports permit only play-
by-play,” observes Al Michaels. “Baseball’s pace lets you show your personality
and humanity” Each links the happening and its public: If the Voice towers, so
often has the event. Today, many liken football and baseball. To Voices, the differ-
ences more intrigue. Football is weekly, an event—baseball daily, a fact of life.
Football is a greyhound you thrill to. Baseball is a cocker spaniel who steals your
loyalty and love. One is show-biz—TV’s Bundys. The other is the Waltons—reli-
gion passed from one generation to the next.

Phillies’ manager Danny Ozark once sniffed of a losing streak, “No
problem. Even Napoleon had his Watergate” As a child no problem kept me
from the “only game,” Bill Veeck said, “where you don’t have to be seven feet
high or seven feet wide.” Baseball is the most democratic (also, republican)
of sports, which is why it’s the most American. Consider the pages that
engrave this book—baseball as oral history.

Here are stories, by broadcasters still alive, from seven big-league
decades. Read of Ernie Harwell fighting Leo Durocher, Chuck Thompson
blurring bar and bedroom, and Bob Costas telling his beloved cheesecake
tale. Also, Bob Starr nude in a hotel hallway, Charlie Jones inventing a twin
brother, Bob Uecker shagging fly balls with a tuba, and Jerry Coleman cry-
ing, “They throw Winfield out at second, and he’s safe!”

However vague and selective recall may be, there is no trick in trying to
recapture growing up in the 1950s and early ‘60s to note that I was extraor-
dinarily lucky through accident of birth. The Storytellers says the same of
years before and since. On television—which, like a centerfold, left little to
the imagination—and radio, leaving all, like Sally Rand enticing the
glands—they drew baseball not in black and white, even when the picture
was, but with muted tints and bold pastels—a panoply of color.

From the 1920s to ‘90s, radio/TV men have linked the Church of
Baseball with America’s labyrinth of life. Memory and, I think it fair to say,
simple fact salute them as keepers of the big-league flame. The journalist
Lincoln Steffens once visited the Soviet Union and predicted an absurdity.
“I have seen the future, and it works.” Baseball’s future is yet to be written.
Its past rises like a Ryan fastball jeweled against the sky.




THE ANNOUNCERS

f a baseball Voice is good enough, lasts long enough, and has an easy famil-

iarity, he becomes an extended member of the family. Following are the kin
whose stories grace The Storytellers. These tales stem from talks by phone, tape,
journal, or in person, over the last decade. Most were told specifically for this
book, and to benefit the Baseball Assistance Team, which will receive a portion
of the proceeds.

For that generosity, I wish to thank these men—and for retrieving bits and
pieces of their past. I hope you will find, as I did, that their stories are possessed
of an honest identity and surpassing ability to relate.

Complaints abound that today baseball reeks of phony grass, sorry domes,
greedy players, swinish owners, litigation, and prima donnas. It does: Stereotype
is born of truth. By contrast, view the past 75 years as a kind of splendid arca-
dia. Neighbor, grab a *Gansett, pull up a chair, smoke a White Owl, fling your
fish net, salute a malapropism, and shout “Hey-hey!” to baseball as it once
was—and pray can be again.

Think of Curt, Vin, Mel, Harry, Jerry, and Jack, respectively, and their fel-
low beckoners of a thousand afternoons. They show why at age 10, oblivious to
Thomas Wolfe, I would have grasped why he said of baseball, “Almost every-
thing I know of spring is in it.”
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MEL ALLEN. As 1939-64 Voice of the Yankees, he
became an institution—and made “How About
That!” a household term. Some prayed that laryngitis
would silence Mel forever; most thought him more
compelling than being at the park. Allen called more
World Series (20) and All-Star Games (24) than
anyone. Variety called his among “the world’s 25
most recognizable voices.” Later, hosting TV’s “This
Week In Baseball,” he made a new generation swear
that a florist decorated his voice. Sportscasting’s The Natural is “the best
there ever was.” (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1978.)

JOE ANGEL has brought wit to the Giants, A’s,
Twins, Yankees, Orioles and since 1993, south
Florida—Joe’s current stop on the big-league trace.
Like Desi Arnaz, Angel uses English and Spanish to
‘splain a baseball thin’ or two to Miami’s bilingual
public. Joe played quarterback for a Bay Area high
school and was O. J. Simpson’s teammate. More
recently, he has aired USF hoops and Stanford foot-
ball play-by-play, and enjoyed son Jonathan as a cast
member of NBC’s “Saved By the Bell.” Think of
Angel’s rolling voice as baseball’s answer to “Babalu.”

RICHIE ASHBURN is a Valiant to whom
Philadelphia gave its 1948-59 heart. No. 1 played 12
of his 15 big-league years in Pennsylvania’s largest
city. Ashburn led the 1950 Whiz Kids to a pennant,
won the 1955 and ’59 batting titles, and three times
led the National League in hits. A paladin in the field,
he caught more fly balls than all but four outfielders
in history. In 1963, Richie traded jockstrap for jock-
ocracy. “Those first years behind the mike,” Ashburn
said, “I had a lot to learn.” Learning, he remains
among the most popular all-time Phillies.
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BUD BLATTNER was world doubles table tennis
champion at 16, a big-league infielder in his 20s, and,
later, part of network TV’s first sports series, CBS’
monumental “Game of the Week.” Never did ego
become his ball and chain. Bud was a pioneering
athlete-turned-announcer. He started with the
Browns, then Mutual and Liberty Broadcasting
Systems, then as sidekick to as Falstaffian a legend
who ever lived. From 1955-59, Bud and Dizzy Dean
evolved into a phenomenon, as did their twice-weekly CBS series. Blattner
later did the Cardinals, Angels, and Royals, retiring in 1976.

MARTY BRENNAMAN. The author of “This one
belongs to the Reds” has belonged to Cincinnati since
1974. It was then that the North Carolina alumnus
arrived from Virginia, where he was Sportscaster of
the Year three times in a row. Succeeding Al Michaels,
Brennaman became a magical property in Louisville
and Zanesville and Muncie and Marietta, binding the
Reds’ family over a huge radio network originating
from WLW Cincinnati. What a ’70s couplet: the Big
Red Machine playing and Marty Brennaman speaking. It stirs Rhineland
Memory even now.

JACK BRICKHOUSE’s calling card was “Hey-
Hey!” A big man with a larger voice, he buoyed both
sides of the Second City. Even as a young man, Jack
played in his home town, Peoria. Then, in 1942, Bob
Elson entered the navy, and Brickhouse inherited his
niche as Voice of the Cubs and White Sox. In 1948,
Jack became baseball’s first daily TV mikeman—
soon, airing the Wrigleys’ entire home schedule. Later,
his act turned national over Mutual Radio and NBC-
TV. Brickhouse did three World Series before retiring in 1981.
Hey-Hey! Sadly, none involved the Cubs. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1983.)
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JACK BUCK is cause and mirror of the Cardinals’
vast appeal. Wounded in World War 11, Jack spent
V-E Day in a Paris hospital. Returning home, he went
to Ohio State University. In 1954, Buck trekked to
Busch Stadium, joined Harry Caray on spiring
KMOX, and found out why St. Louis may be the best
baseball city in the world. When Caray was fired in
1969, Jack—replacing him—rode Mid-America’s red-
bird waves of loyalty. Buck’s credits include network
baseball, football, and basketball. In an age of broadcast vanilla, this stylist
never scents of bland. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1987.)

HARRY CARAY is a balladeer mixing sarcasm, jar-
ring cadence, and evident love of The Game. It might
be! Baseball’s Jackie Gleason. It could be! A half-
century as Voice of the Cardinals, A’s, White Sox, and
Cubs. It is! Harry selling beer, sacking pomp, and
seeming deliciously truant across the land. From
1945-69, he used St. Louis’ KMOX Radio to become a
red-hot mikeman. More recently, he evolved into a
patch of folklore on SuperStation WGN-TV. Bud
man, or Cub fan—Holy Cow! God broke the mold before He made Harry
Christopher Carabina. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1989.)

SKIP CARAY is Harry’s oldest son, who “grew up
with and around baseball,” majored in journalism at
the University of Missouri, and at 23 began calling
games for the International League’s Atlanta
Crackers. Two years later, he subbed for Mel Allen on
the broadcast of a 1965 big-league game out of
Houston. In 1976, Caray fils became a full-time
Braves’ announcer, spurring interest by using sass and
insight on SuperStation WTBS. Megapopular, Skip
made 1991 history: Three generations of Carays—he, son Chip, and father
Harry—aired a game from Wrigley Field. Photo © 1993 Turner Sports, Inc.
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HERB CARNEAL seems to be the slogan of Twins’
radio flagship WCCO: “The Good Neighbor to the
Northwest.” Carneal worked five years in Baltimore
before moving to Minnesota. Since 1962, he has been
regaling Bismarck and Boise and Fargo with names
like Kaat and Killebrew and Puckett and Carew. Herb
has called two world titles, brought a family feeling to
a network of more than 60 stations in six states, and
rendered respectability, good manners, and pluck. “If
Herb had broadcast in New York,” an admirer said, “they’d have built a mon-
ument to him by now.”

JOE CASTIGLIONE grew up in Red Sox’
country—Hamden, CT—learning early how Fenway
Park is New England’s Canaan, Medina, and
Jerusalem. In 1979, Castiglione hit the bigs as TV
Voice of the Indians, then did 1981-82 Brewers’” and
Tribe cable before retrieving the turf of John
Winthrop, William Bradford, Tip O’Neill, and Willie
Tasby. Since 1983, Castiglione has anchored Red Sox
radio—and also taught a broadcast journalism
course at Northeastern University. “Why not?” he says. “In New England, the
Sox are required study”

TOM CHEEK embraced the Toronto Blue Jays as
naturally as a smile—the first and still-Voice of
Canada’s parish team. It wasn’t easy. The Jays finished
last their first five seasons (1977-81). Then came high
deeds in lieu of lowest comedy. In 1992, Toronto
became the first non-U.S. team to win the World
Series. A year later, Joe Carter wrote déja vu with a
Classic-ending blow felt from the Yukon to Grand
Pre’. For Canada, a new pastime, and for Cheek, a
new “home and native land.” In 92, the Florida native and ex-U.S. Air
Forceman became a Canadian citizen.
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JERRY COLEMAN excelled as a 1949-57 Yankee
and World War II and Korea marine. Enter Al Jolson:
He “ain’t [showed] nothin’ yet” Coleman called the
1963-69 Yankees, then took his ingenuity to San
Diego for the 1972 Padres. “Hi, folks,” he said, “this
is Jerry Gross.” Jesus Alou was “in the on-deck circus.”
“There’s a long shot up the alley—and it’s foul” Since
1976, Coleman has also buoyed CBS Radio, his
rhetoric telling a clean, lively story-line. “I used to
worry about Colemanisms,” says this baseball artist. “Now I figure they add
to my sex appeal”

KEN COLEMAN was born in suburban Boston,
majored in Oratory at Curry College, and took his
first broadcast job in Vermont’s Old Northern
Baseball League. In 1954, he became TV Voice of the
Cleveland Indians and Browns. Twelve years later,
Ken returned to the Athens of America, and the
oft-scarred, ill-starred Red Sox. In 1967, he etched
Boston’s spurning of ghosts, deflations, and pratfalls
of the past to win the pennant—aka “The Impossible
Dream.” Coleman still dubs The Year of The Yaz “the greatest thrill of my
life”

BOB COSTAS. For years a Mickey Mantle playing
card graced his wallet. “You should carry a religious
artifact at all times,” he said. Perhaps the Deity led
Bob from Long Island to Syracuse University to
KMOX. In 1982, Costas joined “Game of the Week”
and flaunted humor out of George Burns by way of
Johnny Carson. Bob has done four World Series,
anchored Super Bowls and Summer Olympiads, and
hosted the late-night “Later. . .With Bob Costas.”
Today, the five-time Emmy Award recipient blends journalism and superb
banter as Voice of NBC baseball.
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DAN DANIELS began broadcasting at Red Barber’s
alma mater, the University of Florida. From there
he moved to stations in Jacksonville, Orlando,
Birmingham, and Washington, D.C. Daniels filibus-
tered for 1961-65 Senators’ teams whose salvation
was excuses and whose perpetuity befit last place. Not
once did his Nats near .500. Bravely, Dan endured
bad players and empty seats and sought to warm the
Potomac chill. “People kindly say I was a good broad-
caster,” Daniels says of his years at WTOP Radio. “I figured with thase clubs I
had to be”

JERRY DOGGETT shows how patience can be a
virtue, dredging the minor leagues until Brooklyn
called a year before its ’57 Westward-Ho! Jerry had
gone to night radio school while working days, aired
Liberty’s “Game of the Day,” and worked 18 seasons
in the minors. Now, he began the first of 32 years as
Vin Scully’s colleague. In California, the Dodgers’
Brooklyn heresy met redemption at the gate. Doggett
waved nine pennants, did more than 5,000 Dodger
interviews, and retired in 1987, breaking up baseball’s then-longest-running
broadcast team. Photo © Jon Soohoo

JIMMY DUDLEY stirred anyone who loved a story
told with beauty and panache. From 1948-67, his
rhetoric made signal sounds in the Indians’ lake-front
somnolence. In one eight-year stretch, the Tribe
never drew a million people, never missed the
pennant by less than 15 games, or hinted that hope
might breathe past June. Dudley was interest’s life-
preserver—“So long and good luck, ya’ heah”—his
voice bespeaking courtesy, hospitality, and Wait Till
Next Year (again). “The longer I was there, the worse they seemed to play,”
he laughs. “I concede no cause and effect.”
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GENE ELSTON was the 1962-86 Voice of the
Houston Astros (née Colt .45’s). His voice carried out
into the Gulf and Panhandle, and eastward toward
New Orleans, bringing baseball to the lonely towns
and booming cities of the larger-than-life Southwest.
The Elston roundup climaxed a cattle drive that led
from 1941’s Ft. Dodge, lowa, to Class-A Des Moines
in 1950, to Wrigley Field and Mutual’s 1958-60
“Game of the Day.” Today, Gene lifts the CBS Radio
Saturday “Game of the Week,” saying, as Goethe did,
“America, you have it better.”

DICK ENBERG worked his way through Central
Michigan University, earned graduate degrees at
Indiana, and entered broadcasting with the 1960s
Angels. In 1971, he went big-time as host of the TV
series “Sports Challenge.” Joining NBC in 1975,
Dr. Dick corkscrewed into a latter-day Curt Gowdy.
Its Renaissance Man has called—"Oh, My!”—the
World Series, Wimbledon, the Rose and Super Bowls,
and the NCAA hoops final. Enberg did balls and
strikes in the early 1980s. Losing baseball in 1990,
NBC retrieved it in 1994, and Enberg returned as a still-lyric Voice.

LANNY FRATTARE links Erie, Oil City, and
Ashtabula as Voice of the Pittsburgh Pirates. Upon a
Buccos’ triumph, Lanny’s KDKA predecessor Bob
Prince cried as in a seance, “We had ‘em allll the
way!” Less rococo, Lanny wags, “There was no doubt
about it.” Born in Rochester, New York, he graduated
from Ithaca College, went on to call the Triple-A
Charleston Charlies, and in 1976 rafted to the conflu-
ence of the Ohio, Allegheny, and Monongahela rivers.
Lanny admits to liking presidential history. As
Richard Nixon might say, Frattare’s Tri-State popularity is “perfectly clear.”
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JOE GARAGIOLA is a pastiche of gag, charm, and
devotion to the personal—baseball’s Bob Hope of the
resin bag. As a catcher, Garagiola made a good funny
man, hitting .257 and retiring in 1954. The next year,
he joined the KMOX broadcast team. In 1960, Joe
wrote the best-selling Baseball Is a Funny Game.
Later, he did NBC’s “Today” and “The Tonight Show,”
won a Peabody Award, and graced the 1973-88
“Game of the Week.” Garagiola now aids the Baseball

Assistance Team charity. An ordinary Joe on the field, he has been extraordi-

nary off it. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1991.)

EARL GILLESPIE. In 1953, the Braves became the
first major-league team to change cities in half-a-
century. Fleeing Boston for Milwaukee, they found
Valhalla in the Midwest. Their Voice was a Chicagoan
who floated down a river of handclapping over a
radio network linking Wisconsin, Michigan, and
parts of Minnesota, Illinois, and Iowa. Warm and
emotional, Gillespie used a fish net to corral foul
balls, rejoiced as the Braves won two pennants, and
watched County Stadium sell out night after night.
before the Braves became Atlanta’s.

CURT GOWwDY. What could the Wyoming Cowboy
possibly have left to do? The 1951-65 Voice of the
Boston Red Sox, Gowdy became network TV sports’
paradigm for a later generation: 15 All-Star Games,
12 World Series, seven Olympics, and two decades of
“The American Sportsman,” winning four Emmy
Awards. From 1966-75, Curt called virtually every
network baseball game. In 1970, he became the first
sportscaster to win the George Foster Peabody Award

He resigned in 1963,

for broadcast excellence. “Nobody did what he did,” NBC’s Carl Lindemann
said of the Rocky Mountaineer, “and nobody ever will.” (Hall of Fame,

inducted, 1984.)
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HANK GREENWALD mixes bite and light as base-
ball’s Liegeman on the Bay. The Syracuse graduate
moved from Orange football to University of San
Francisco and Golden State hoops, and then, in 1979,
to Pacific Coast League baseball, bringing to San
Francisco a sturdy set of credentials. Through 1986,
he helped the Giants brush against the elements, then
traded one wind (Candlestick Park) for another
(George Steinbrenner). Hank returned west in 1989,
and still hails the Giants over KNBR. Many find listening to him warmer
than trooping to the park. Photo © 1993 San Francisco Giants

MILO HAMILTON was only 25 when he joined the
Browns for their final year. “I’'m not sure I was ready
for the majors,” he said of 1953. ““Course, neither was
my team.” His tumbleweed of turns then led to the
Cardinals, Cubs, and White Sox. In 1966, the Braves
moved to Atlanta, and Hamilton became their Voice.
“For a decade, I talked to a whole region,” he says.
“My time in the South made me.” Let go in 1975,
Milo roamed to Pittsburgh, Wrigley Field, and in
1985, Houston. He endures as a broadcast warrior—bright, studious, and,
oh, so smooth. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1992.)

MERLE HARMON beamed his voice through the
window of mid-America. The Illinoisan began balls
and strikes at 1949 Class-C Topeka. He made the bigs
as Voice of the 1955-63 Athletics. Fleeing Charlie
Finley, Merle changed Twilight Zones to join the
marching-to-Georgia 1964-65 Milwaukee Braves.
Next came his selection as Voice of baseball’s first
truly national TV series, ABC’s 65 “Game of the
Week.” Later, Harmon stopped at Minnesota, Texas,
and the 1970-79 Brewers—embossing coverage more with the tangible
than quaint.
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KEN HARRELSON has less beat his own drum
than followed his own drummer. As a player, he
earned the name “Hawk,” brought the batting glove
to baseball, and owned Boston in 1968—35 homers
and 109 RBI in The Year of The Pitcher. A year later
Ken was dealt to Cleveland as picketers stormed
Fenway Park. He retired in 1971, played pro golf,
turned 1975-81 Red Sox’ mikeman, and became
White Sox’ TV Voice in 1982. After moving to New
York, Ken U-turned in 1990 to Comiskey Park. Today, his charm, trademark
“Yes!” and humor staple viewers to WGN-TV.

ERNIE HARWELL began play-by-play with the
1946 Atlanta Crackers. He soon leapt to Brooklyn,
the Polo Grounds, and Baltimore; and, in 1960, the
steep-walled rectangle at the corner of Michigan
and Trumbull. As Tigers’ Voice through 1993, Ernie
became the most popular man in the state of
Michigan. Said Joe Falls: “He could probably be
elected mayor of Detroit, if not governor.” Instead,
Harwell starred as poet and essayist, author, lay
preacher, and family man. Today, he says grace around baseball’s dinner
table on the CBS Radio “Game of the Week.” (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1981.)

MARK HOLTZ is like the Lone Star State—a com-
posite of proud parts. He has aired college football
and basketball, the NBA Mavericks, and baseball’s
pride of Texas. In 1982, Holtz began Rangers’ radio
play-by-play. A decade later, he segued to KTVT and
its five-state TV network. Holtz was elected to the
Texas Hall of Fame in 1990. Next came a '94 trek to
the grass, angles, scarce foul terrain, close-up box
seats, and Home Run Porch of The Ballpark in
Arlington. “Parks are like broadcasting,” Mark says. “Both express the heart
and soul of the game.”




12 CURT SMITH

ERNIE JOHNSON rode 1980s cable to become
baseball’s TV paterfamilias. It seemed a natural evo-
lution for the son of Swedes who emigrated at the
turn of the century. He fought in World War II, was
40-23 as a 1950s reliever and spot starter, and joined
the Braves as a 1962 color man. In 1976, Ernie was
named their Voice. Later, he helped make Atlanta
“America’s Team” over WTBS. The soft-spoken
Vermonter is respected for his modesty and lack
of sham. Listening, you swear he would be a grandfather to the entire
population if he could. Photo © 1992 SportSouth

CHARLIE JONES is among sportscasting’s most
recognized and recognizable Voices, for 35 years air-
ing NFL football (30 on NBC-TV) as well as the
Summer Olympics, golf, boxing, soccer, Wimbledon
tennis, track and field, and nine different college
bowl games. Among Jones’s historic firsts: the initial
Super Bowl, AFL title game, NBC “SportsWorld,”
World Cup gymnastics, Senior “Skins” golf, and a
multination athletic event in China. He has also
called baseball’s backup “Game of the Week” as well as the Reds, Angels, and
the 1993— Colorado Rockies.

JIM KAAT has used an accordion string of tickets on
his tour of the major leagues. From 1959-83, he was a
283-237 pitcher, three times topped 20 victories, won
16 Gold Gloves, and appeared in 898 games—
fifth all-time high. Next, he became a pitching coach,
then a Voice of the Yankees, Braves, Twins, and CBS-
and ESPN-TV. Growing up in Zeeland, Michigan,
Kaat wanted to play big-league ball. He now describes
it via Madison Square Garden Network play-by-play.
This Kitty depends less on claws than on an encyclopedic knowledge of the
game.
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HARRY KALAS. His face belongs in the Vienna
Boys Choir. Deep and voluble, his voice rivals a
wrecker demolishing cars. Kalas advanced from the
University of Iowa to Hawaii Islanders to 1965-70
Houston Astros. For the past quarter century, the
Phillies’ Voice has done Notre Dame football, Big
Five basketball, and voiceover for NFL Films.
Pennsylvania’s top sportscaster’s home run call—
“It’s outa’ here!”—spreads like jam across the
Delaware Valley. Harry is a minister’s son, but it’s baseball fans who give
thanks.

GEORGE KELL studied baseball as a kid, smashed
pitches as a player, and since 1959 has graced Tigers’
radio and TV. He lives in the town where he was
born—Swifton, Arkansas—which he left to become
the American League’s best 1940s and *50s third base-
man. Nine times, Kell hit more than .300. In 1949,
he led the league at .3429, beating Ted Williams by
two-thousandths of a point. Retiring, the Tiger who
became a Red Sox and then an Oriole debuted on
CBS’ 1958 “Game of the Week.” The next year, he returned to Briggs
Stadium, switching to TV-only in 1965. (Hall of Fame, inducted as player,
1983.)

RALPH KINER hit 369 career homers, won seven
home run titles, and was cosmic in Pittsburgh’s 1946-
53 concourse. In 1961, Kiner entered broadcasting at
Comiskey Park. A year later he moved to the Polo
Grounds, mixing story, scene, and vernacular speech
as 1962— radio/TV Voice of the New York Mets. Once,
Ralph identified Howard Johnson as Walter Johnson,
Marv Throneberry as Marv Strawberry, Gary Carter
as Gary Cooper, and Milt May as Mel Ott. His popu-
larity makes TV’s “Kiner’s Korner” post-game show a Big Apple institution.
(Hall of Fame, inducted as player, 1975.)
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VINCE LLOYD linked the Friendly Confines and
millions of midwesterners for whom, fanatically and
even mystically, the Cubs were the sports center of
the globe. Lloyd took the WGN Radio job when Jack
Quinlan died in a 1965 car accident. Quickly, his
appeal rivaled the North Siders’ munchkin of a team.
Vince did play-by-play through 1982, then switched
to color before retiring in 1986. In April 1961, he
became the first announcer to interview a U.S.
president at a baseball game: John Kennedy, prior to the White Sox’ opener
at Griffith Stadium.

TIM MCCARVER played big-league ball from 1959-
80—one of seven in our modern day to span four
decades. He then turned to analyzing it, wiling listen-
ers with wit, wisdom, and, above all, work. In 1983,
McCarver was named a Mets’ announcer. Next fol-
lowed a holiday of plums. Tim graced ABC 1984-89
baseball, worked the bigs and Winter Olympics at
CBS, and returned to Camp Arledge in 1994. Dry
and trenchant, he appeals to both eggheads and blue
collars. Sports Illustrated was right in 1986, and now: “Tim McCarver is the
very best at what he does.”

SEAN McDONOUGH has already stomped upon
the limits of possibility. In 1988, he became Red Sox’
TV mikeman at age 26. In 1992, Sean added CBS
baseball to his vitae. As its Voice he peaked in the
1993 Fall Classic, breezing, “The Phillies have taken
the lead by a field goal, 10-7.” Losing baseball, CBS
shifted Sean in 1994 to college basketball and the
Winter Olympics. Today, McDonough does ESPN
and Bosox’ baseball. “I intend to be here,” he says,
“when the Sox finally win the Series.” Longevity has its place.
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NED MARTIN. Raised 18 miles from Center City,
Ned was fated not to be in Philadelphia. Instead, he
became a bard who, quoting Hamlet, said of Red Sox’
ineptitude, “When sorrows come they come not [as]
single spies, but in battalions.” In 1961, Martin
arrived at Fenway Park after taking his theatre of
expression to advertising, publishing, and Triple-A
radio. His signet—“Mercy!”—built a Jacob’s Ladder
of popularity. Fans hailed radio’s 1974-78 duo of

[

Martin and Jim Woods before Ned turned to ’79-92 TV. Mercy! What a void

the Pennsylvanian leaves.

DENNY MATTHEWS rolled “7” from the start for
the Kansas City Royals. In 1976, he replaced Bud
Blattner as radio duce. Whether cause or effect, the
Royals won a first of three straight divisions. They
took the 1980 pennant and beat St. Louis in the ’85
Series, their first world title in franchise year 17.
Holding sway was the Voice who has stroked college
hoops, football, and CBS baseball playoff coverage.
The Royals’ network is the American League’s largest:
115 stations in 11 states from Florida to New Mexico.

AL MICHAELS. A man stuck in the mud with his
car was asked by a wayfarer whether he was really
stuck. “You could say I was stuck,” he said, “if I was
going anywhere.” Al has gone places since his boy-
hood, spent a block from Ebbets Field. In 1958, he
moved from Flatbush to Los Angeles, later graduating
from Arizona State to do Reds and Giants’ play-by-
play. Michaels joined ABC in 1976, becoming its
baseball/NFL Voice and three-time Sportscaster of

the Year. His defining line—“Do you believe in miracles? Yes!” at the 1980

Winter Olympics—is remembered to this day.
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_ JON MILLER grew up in California, played
_ v& Stratomatic while friends were surfing, and now sets
a standard for play-by-play. At 22, he began his blue-
chip consortium in Oakland, then moved to Texas
and Fenway Park. In 1983, he became Voice of the
: Orioles and built a cult over their seven-state
/}, network. Since 1990, Jon has also been ESPN’s
- “,”M Comstock Lode, miming Vin Scully, spawning
humor, and bringing elegance to his craft. “Baseball
entertains you,” he says, “and you care about it. What I like is the company
of baseball.” It is Miller’s company that fans enjoy.

v

MONTE MOORE is a native Sooner who reached
the big leagues via outlets in Oklahoma, Kansas, and
Missouri. He broadcast the 1962-67 Kansas City
Athletics, rode the Finleys’ ’68 Wagon Train to
Oakland, and aired the A’s from Campaneris through
Jackson past Canseco to Henderson redux.
Highlights: Monte’s 1962-77 iron streak (2,801
straight games), three straight world titles (1972-74),
and kudos for 1980s NBC and USA Cable play-by-
play. Walt Whitman said, “I hear America singing.” For a quarter-century,
Moore helped baseball sing beside the Bay.

BOB MURPHY. The Greek poet Sophocles wrote,
“One must wait until the evening to see how splendid
the day has been.” Already, Murphy’s day is sunlit. It
began with the marines, University of Tulsa, and
Oklahoma Class-A radio. In 1954, Bob went to
Fenway Park; in 1960, to Memorial Stadium; and in
1962, to the expansion New York Mets. He used
“marvelous” before Billy Crystal, has called three
Mets’ flags, and made his “The Happy Recap” endur-
ing in the ephemera capital of the world. “All I've done,” he says, “is try to
bring friendliness to the game.” (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1994.)
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LINDSEY NELSON. In 1962, the Mets endured
their first spring training. Finally, manager Casey
Stengel said, “Can’t anybody play this here game?” He
never asked whether their Voice could broadcast it.
Over four decades, Lindsey did events from Notre
Dame football to the NBA “Game of the Week” to the
Amazins’ first 17 seasons. His rythmic country gabble
and glaring sports coats—in time, he owned nearly
350—made him a national prize. Nelson has been
a professional and a professor of announcing, teaching America the
definition of class. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1988.) Photo courtesy of the National
Baseball Library, Cooperstown, N.Y.

DAVID NIEHAUS. For nearly two decades, his “My,
oh, my” and “It will fly away” have fashioned base-
ball’s Northwest Opening. Dave reached Seattle by
way of Indiana University, Armed Forces Radio/TV,
Madison Square Garden, Chavez Ravine, and eight
years at the Big A. He aired the Mariners’ regular-
season baptism—an April 6, 1977, 7-0 loss to
California—and went on to navigate a voyage of
Gaylord Perry, Ken Griffey, Jr., and only two plus-
-500 logs in Seattle’s first 18 years. No. 1 on this Dave’s List: Keeping interest
alive even when the M’s weren't.

MEL PROCTOR treats play-by-play as sport, not
Armageddon. Fortuitous: He calls each Orioles’ game
on cable/free TV. In 1978, the Coloradan left the
Hawaii Islanders to come to Washington for Bullets
basketball. Later, Mel added the 1980-81 Texas
Rangers and 1984- Orioles. Other satellites in his orb
include acting (Proctor was a recurring character in
NBC-TV’s “Homicide”); network broadcasting for
Mutual, TBS, NBC, and CBS; and writing. Mel’s first
book, issued in 1995, recalled the TV series “The Fugitive.”
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JAY RANDOLPH is the son of a politician—U.S.
Senator William Jennings Randolph—who tramped
to America’s other pastime. Jay began sportscasting in
Clarksburg, West Virginia, in 1958. Fast-forward to
the Dallas Cowboys, SMU football, and NBC’s pro
and college football, men and women’s golf, NCAA
hoops, and three Olympic Games. For 18 years,
Randolph did Cardinals’ television—also, the Reds,
Braves, and 1993- expansion Marlins. Today, the
three-time local Emmy recipient brings grace and intellection to southern
Florida’s baseball life.

RONALD REAGAN re-created 1930s Cubs’ games
over WHO, Des Moines. His stronghold of enthusi-
asm brought a springtime of possibility to fans
hundreds of miles from Chicago’s North Side. Born
and educated on the steppeland of Illinois, the
Dutchman later wrote a biography, An American Life.
In Depression lowa, he was already an American
Original. Yearning for Wrigley Field, Reagan settled
for the Oval Office. “In re-creations and politics, you
had to be an actor,” said the fortieth president. “How can I not love baseball?
It made me what I am today.”

PEE WEE REESE. From 1940-42 and 1946-57,
the captain of the Brooklyn franchise of the National
League led with bat and glove—and more with his
heart than with either. Retiring in 1959, the Dodgers’
shortstop chanced face on a medium he barely knew,
becoming Dizzy Dean’s partner—to OI’ Diz, “pod-
nuh”—on CBS’ 1960-64 “Game of the Week.” Each
Saturday and Sunday, the two ex-players made
Middle America close down. “To this day,” Reese says,
“folks come up and say, ‘Baseball hasn’t been the same since you and Diz
left”” (Hall of Fame, inducted as player, 1984.)
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PHIL RIZZUTO has thrived on and off the field.
Born in Brooklyn, he helped win nine World Series as
a 1941-42 and ’46-56 Yankees’ shortstop. In 1957, the
“Scooter” became a broadcaster, evolving into more
playactor than play-by-playman. Tune in, say, before
the seventh inning (to beat traffic, he often leaves
early) and hear talk of allergies, birthdays, and veal
Parmesan. Unorthodoxy makes bucks for the
Yanks—and fans for The Game. Some forget Phil was
small as a player. Maybe it’s because his persona is so larger-than-life. (Hall
of Fame, inducted as player, 1994.)

TED ROBINSON had already aired the A’s and
Twins upon joining CBS Radio’s original 1985 “Game
of the Week.” There he helped forge baseball’s great-
est wireless feat since Mutual’s 1950s coverage.
“Game” ferried baseball past backyards and general
stores and gentle small towns. Ted rode its sounds to
a roundup of other stops: college football and basket-
ball, back to the (1987-92) Twins, and 1993- TV
Voice of the Giants. Each was theatre—like calling
“Game of the Week” over 325 affiliates to nearly seven million listeners. Photo
© 1993 San Francisco Giants

JOHN ROONEY began his career in 1981 with the
Triple-A Oklahoma City 89ers, quickly shed a minor-
league moniker, and joined CBS Radio in 1985. He
became its MVP as utility infielder, doing “Game of
the Week” and the playoffs, World Series, and All-Star
Game. In 1988, John added White Sox video, mov-
ing to WMAQ Radio a year later. Today, he does
TV/wireless of the Pale Hose, Cotton Bowl, Big Ten
and NCAA Finals basketball, and CBS regular- and
post-season baseball—tying sites a light-year distant from the nearest big-
league park.
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BYRUM SAAM’s history was Philadelphia’s base-
ball history. He was styled “The Man of a Zillion
Words,” and listeners felt a peculiar bond. “Would
you please talk a little louder?” wrote a woman from
New Jersey. “My radio battery is getting weak.” From
1938-75, Saam called more losing baseball games
than any man in history. Nineteen times, his A's and
Phillies finished last. His specialty was malapropisms.
Saam’s first big-league words were “Hello, Byrum

Saam, this is everybody speaking.” It was a hint, as they say, of boffo things
to come. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1990.)

BILLY SAMPLE graduated from James Madison
University, played eight years with Texas and the
Yankees and Braves, then leaped from the field to
radio/TV. In 1988, Sample moved to Atlanta; in 1990,
to the Mets and ESPN; and in 1992, to Seattle and
CBS Radio. In ’93, he began the first of two years at
Anaheim Stadium. Direct and anecdotal, Sample is a
past host of cable Sports Channel’s “The Art of
Baseball.”

RAY SCOTT. “When [he] intoned, slowly, pro-
foundly, simply, ‘First down, Green Bay,” TV Guide
wrote of pro football’s best-ever mikeman, “a million
spines would quiver.” From 1960-74, the Johnstown,
Pennsylvania heir flooded network TV with four
Super Bowls and nine NFL title games. Few recall
that Scott shone on balls and strikes. The Voice of the
Packers also worked for the Pirates, Senators, and
Brewers. Earlier, he exteriorized Northland ball as

1961-66 Voice of the Twins—a cross between Alexander Scourby and Billy
Graham.
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VIN SCULLY has exalted baseball since before the
Grand Army of the Potomac staged its last reunion.
At 22, Scully went to Ebbets Field under Red Barber,
Vin’s “most influential person in my life.” In 1958, he
moved to California with the Dodgers. Ultimately,
fans voted him the “most memorable personality” in
franchise history. The 1980s brought a broadcast
Peabody Award and a sustaining niche on NBC’s
“Game of the Week.” Once, Vin said, “It was so hot

today the moon got sunburned.” The sports’ Laurence Olivier daily links its
sun, moon, and stars. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1982.) Photo © 1993 Los Angeles

Dodgers, Inc.

LON SIMMONS pitched in the Phillies’ organiza-
tion, hurt his back, became a carpenter, and decided
that to make the major leagues he needed a different
kind of resumé. His solution: radio at Fresno,
California, and as 1957 sports director of San
Francisco’s KSFO. A year later, Simmons and Russ
Hodges began Year One of the California Giants.
Soon one visitor dubbed San Francisco “The City of
the Deaf” Everyone seemed to walk around with a

hearing aid—in reality, a transistor radio. Lon did the Giants through 1978

and, since 1981, has chattered for the cross-bay A's.

KEN SINGLETON grew up in Mount Vernon, New
York, idolized Willie Mays and Willie McCovey,
entered Hofstra University, and was drafted by the
Mets in 1967. Traded, he thrived for 1972-74
Montreal and the 1975-84 Orioles, wafting 246 home
runs and making two World Series. In 1986,
Singleton rejoined the Expos as a TSN (The Sports
Network) analyst. Three years later, he added free TV,
and radio in 1991. Today, the Baltimore resident does

Expos’ color and play-by-play—above the field, as on it, a switch-hitting star.
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DEWAYNE STAATS went to Southern Illinois
University, started broadcasting in St. Louis, and
called the 1977-84 Astros. In 1985, he replaced
Houston-bound Milo Hamilton as radio Voice of the
Cubs. Through 1989, Staats ballooned their cult of
listeners, distant fans, and rooters for the underdog,
then traded Wrigley Field’s vines, wind off Lake
Michigan, and animal-cracker size for Yankee
Stadium. Dewayne did 1990-94 baseball for the
Madison Square Garden Network. Like the Cubs, his Yankees missed the
World Series, too.

BOB STARR is nearing his fifth decade of broad-
casting. Possessed of a basso voice, the Oklahoman
has spanned both coasts and major leagues. Starr did
eight years of 1970s Cardinals’ baseball, was *80s
Voice of the Angels, and spent 1990-92 at Fenway
Park before returning to Anaheim—also stargazing
for the NFL Rams and Cardinals and college football
and basketball. Napoleon said, “Ability, yes, but give
me generals who have luck.” Bob’s sans pennant
teams have been luckless. His ability is clearer than a cloudless Pacific sky.

CHUCK THOMPSON first learned baseball in a
boarding home owned by his grandmother, which
had Connie Mack as a tenant. “She relayed to me a
love of baseball,” said Chuck. “She helped to set the
stage.” Since 1946, Thompson has crossed it as Voice
of the Phillies, A’s, Senators, and, above all, 1962—
Orioles. Fans treasure Chuck’s decency, knowledge,
and war cries: “Ain’t the beer cold!” and “Go to
war, Miss Agnes!” From Virginia to the Catoctin
Mountains to Baltimore’s “Little Italy,” his voice is still as magic as a day
behind the rain. (Hall of Fame, inducted, 1993.)
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BOB UECKER. “Ah, those fans,” chants Mr.
Baseball, “I love ’em.” In turn, they love the ex-player
who is his own best material: cult figure, stand-up
comic, movie/TV actor, and 1972— Brewers’” Voice. As
a 1962-67 backup backstop, Uke foresaw an afterlife
beyond the playing field. Reaching it, he became a Joe
Garagiola with hair. From “Mr. Belvedere” to “Major
League II” to Lite Beer for Miller ads, Bob has been
an Archetype of Everyman—a full course of humor
and aside. Was J. D. Salinger a baseball fan? Check the front rooow for this
Catcher in the Wry.

DAVE VAN HORNE lives and (mostly) dies
Montreal baseball, the first- and still-Voice of the
Expos since their first game in 1969. He began on
radio, added TV in 1971, and annexed cable’s The
Sports Network in 1990. Born in Easton,
Pennsylvania, Dave has done Les Expos from Coco
Laboy through Gary Carter to Larry Walker in Jarry
Park and, later, Olympic Stadium—the horrid Big O,
as in zero. Win or lose, Oshawa, Ontario, and
Brandon, Manitoba, and Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, have been forgiving
toward the Expos, devoted to Van Horne.

KEN WILSON’s career rivals a AAA Triptik. Born
in Detroit, he entered baseball with the Hawaii
Islanders. Segue to the 1977-82 expansion Mariners,
1983-85 Reds, 1986-90 Cardinals, and 1991- Angels.
Wilson has ministered Gaylord Perry’s 300th victory,
the Redbirds’ 1987 pennant, and Charlie Hustle’s
September 11, 1985, Ty-breaker—career hit no.
4,192. “For Pete Rose, his crowning achievement,”
Ken said. “This city mobs their native son.” A devotee
of the shiny game, Ken has moonlighted as Voice of the hockey Blackhawks
and 1985- Blues.
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BOB WOLFF laughed and barbed his way through
1947-60 Washington Senators’ teams whose God-
awfulness rivaled that of the 1962 New York Mets.
Not once in his administration did the Nats flee the
second division. The Duke graduate deserved better
and got it on Mutual Radio (calling Don Larsen’s
1956 perfect game), NBC-TV’s 1962-64 “Major
League Baseball” (his partner, Joe Garagiola), and the
1954-89 Madison Square Garden Network. Today,
Wolff’s award-winning cable work recalls the skill that kept the Senators
from becoming the Atlantis of the American League. (Hall of Fame, induct-
ed, 1995.)




CHAPTER ONE

THAT OLD FEELING

THE ART OF RE-CREATION

Tools were primitive for radio’s Voices of the 1920s: a scorebook, a box seat
as press box, a converted telephone turned microphone. Most play-by-play
men did home games live. Yet line telephone charges voided live away coverage.
The solution: baseball’s off-Broadway of re-creations. A Western Union reporter
at a game, say, in Pittsburgh, sent Morse Code signals to an operator in Boston,
who gave the paper to an announcer, who embellished action he had never seen.

By the 1930s, baseball was more wed to re-creations than Bogart and
Bacall. In Cleveland, Jack Graney told stories in the showroom of an auto
dealer. At Navin Field, Ty Tyson called Hank Greenberg “Hankus Pancus” and
Lynwood (Schoolboy) Rowe “Schoolhouse” or “Schoolie” or “the fella’ playing
hooky.” To the east and south, Arch McDonald played to a studio crowd three
blocks from the White House. The “Rembrandt of the Re-creation” smashed a
gong to hail a rare Senators’ feat—for example, four times for a home run.

Before fiber optics, downlinking, and satellite telegraphy, you felt close
enough to the action to reach out and touch the field.

Return to a time before Ike was President and America loved Lucy. Radio
was in its Heaven, and ad-libbing stilled the sky.

n the 1930s a team didn’t have its own announcers, and five or six of us

did the same game. We kinda’ competed for the audience. What made it
tough is that some of our competitors were doing games live at Wrigley Field
while I was in Des Moines, hundreds of miles away.

25
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I was doing the games by telegraphic report. Well, just picture that the
fellow sat on the other side of a window with a little slit underneath, the
headphones on, getting the Morse Code from the ball park, and he typed out
the play. And the paper would come through to me saying something like,
“S1C” That means strike one on the corner. But you’re not going to sell
Wheaties yelling “S1C!” So I would say, “So-and-so comes out of the windup,
here comes the pitch ... and it’s a called strike breaking over the outside cor-
ner to a batter that likes the ball a little higher”

One day I saw him start to type, so I started another ball toward the
plate. Then I saw him shaking his head, and I thought it was a miraculous
play. But when the slip came through it said, “The wire’s gone dead.” Well,
with those other five or six fellows out there doing the same game, I knew
that if I said, “We will pause for a brief interlude of transcribed music until
they get the wire fixed,” everybody’d switch to other stations.

Then, I remembered the one thing that doesn’t get in the scorebook—a
foul ball—and knew I was on my own. I looked at Curly on the other side of
the window, and he was helpless. It was the Cardinals and Cubs, and Dizzy
Dean was pitching. I made Dean use the resin bag and shake off a couple
signs to take up time. Then he threw another one, and another. Billy Jurges
was at bat, and, when he hit a foul, I described kids in a fight over it. Then he
fouled one to the left that just missed being a home run.

About six minutes and 45 seconds later, I'd set a world record for some-
one standing at the plate—except that no one keeps such records. I was
beginning to sweat, when Curly sat up straight and started typing. When he
handed me the slip, I started to giggle, and I could hardly get it out. It said,
“Jurges popped out on the first ball pitched.” But maybe I shouldn’t tell this
story. Politicians have enough problems with credibility as it is.

—Ronald Reagan

oday too many guys come into the booth with no background and make
Tmistakes in the light of the big leagues. It’s too bad they don’t have our
training ground of re-creations. In the ’40s you’d sit in a studio with Ppaper
that said “S1F” (strike one, fastball) or “B31” (ball three inside) and had to
imagine what was occurring wherever your team was. Re-creations taught
me early that dreams don’t always immediately come true.

One night my minor-league Atlanta Crackers were playing Mobile. I was
in a radio station in Atlanta. The sponsor, Wheaties, sent a man from
Minneapolis to monitor the broadcast. Wheaties then sponsored nearly a
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hundred different baseball broadcasts all over America, and, once a season,
their representative flew to each city to check up on the announcer.

Obviously, that night, I wanted to be at my peak. “If I do well,” I told
myself, “maybe he’ll go back to headquarters and give me a good report.
Then maybe Wheaties will hire me for one of their big-league broadcasts.” I
did my best—and did it solo. I called each play, commercial, and station
break—didn’t leave the mike. The game lasted 21 innings and ended in a tie.
And all that time, I just knew that the Wheaties man was in the studio lobby
listening, just waiting with my big chance.

After midnight, I finally stumbled into the lobby. My back was sore, and
my throat was sorer, but it was all worth it, right? Surely, the Wheaties man
was all atwitter. Then I saw him. He’d been asleep for hours.

—Ernie Harwell

he first club I broadcast was Longview of the East Texas League. Living

there in the 1930s and ’40s, I viewed Dallas of the Texas League as the
ultimate. I made friends with the man who owned both teams, and he
offered me the Dallas job. I wind up doing 16 years of games there for WRR,
doing wire reports by teletype. You'd make up a bunch of lies and make like
you were at the park.

Toward the late 1940s, WRR lost broadcast rights to Dallas station KLIF,
and it seemed I’d be out of business because Gordon McLendon, who
owned the station, was going to hire Dizzy Dean. But at the last minute, talks
fell through, and Gordon offered me the job. And, as things happened, it was
a great break because in time I became his right-hand man of an amazing
project: the Liberty Broadcasting System, with KLIF its flagship.

McLendon founded Liberty in 1949—its lynchpin, “Game of the Day.”
[For $27.50, KLIF got a complete game of Western Union play-by-play—in
turn, sending a re-creation from Comiskey Park or Ebbets Field to LBS
affiliates who covered line charges, sold ads, and paid McLendon $10 per
contest. “Back then, big-league localcasts existed only from Boston to St.
Louis,” said Lindsey Nelson. “So it was only time before someone realized:
‘Gee, whoever brings radio baseball to the rest of America—people panting
for major-league games—will strike it rich.” Suddenly, outlanders confined
to All-Star and World Series games heard Voices like Nelson and
McLendon—“The Old Scotchman”—air 200 regular-seasoncasts over as
many as 431 affiliates. “It made for yearly exposure like nothing before or
since,” Lindsey said. “Day in and out, enormous interest.”]
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As Gordon’s sports director, we did games each day. In 1951, the Giants
and Dodgers went down to the wire, and, on the final Sunday of the season,
Gordon did the Giants live from Boston while I stayed in Dallas to re-create
the Dodgers-Phillies. His game ended first. Mine went extra innings and was
won on a homer by Jackie Robinson after he saved the game with a leaping
catch. I still grieve that Liberty went bankrupt. [Baseball ensured exclusivity
by banning McLendon in 1952 from big-league parks.] So do other people.
The series was on four decades ago, for exactly three years, yet people still
remember.

—Jerry Doggett

grew up in Zeeland, in southwest Michigan, and I'd hear Bert Wilson and
Jack Brickhouse of the Cubs, the Tigers’ Harry Heilmann, and later Earl
Gillespie when the Braves came to Wisconsin [1953]. But I remember Bob
Elson of the White Sox. I can’t tell you how many Sunday afternoons I spent
listening to [World War II navy veteran] The Commander do double-
headers—many re-creations. Elson was a sharpie, owned a lot of stock in
Magnavox. When I became a player, we’d talk about the old days, and he
took a liking. “Kid,” he said, “when you’re paid as lousy as we are, you gotta’
try the market.” So I invested in Magnavox, and made enough money to buy
a Mustang when it came out in the ’60s. Yes, in effect Bob Elson bought me
one of the classic cars of all time! Whenever I see a TV ad, I think of The Old

Commander, probably still buying and selling in the sky.
—Jim Kaat

y first season was in the Class C Western Association, 1949. One night

Topeka plays Ft. Smith behind a pitcher named Jimmy Price. In the
fourth inning, the circuit breaks. Arnie, the Western Union operator, looks at
me and gives the stretch sign that something’s wrong. Quickly, I start delay-
ing. “There’s the wind-up by Jimmy Price. The pitch. Oh, wait a minute,
something happened to his arm. Jimmy’s grabbing his left shoulder. Here
come the catcher and manager to the mound.”

I’m hoping the circuit is soon OK, but five minutes later, no resumption.
Reality says they’d already have taken Jimmy out, but who am I to complain?
So I had him throw practice pitches, look in for the sign, he steps off the
mound, and the arm’s hurting him. Here come the catcher and manager
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again—all this ’til Arnie gave a sign that all had been restored. Next day,
I read in the Topeka newspaper how Price hurt his arm but recovered after a
long delay to pitch a complete game. I thought, boy, that’s incredible. I must
be psychic.

A few days later, we come home. The paper’s sports editor, Stan
Emerson, asks if ’ll drive him to the park. We start talking. “That was quite a
trip,” he began. I said, “Yeah, and what’s amazing is that I started making up
stuff and then found it happened!” Stan asked, “What?” “Well,” I said, “we
lost our circuit, so I invented things about Price hurting and them working
on him.” Suddenly, Stan went silent. We got to the park, and he didn’t say a
word. For days he didn’t speak to me. Finally, I said, “What’s wrong? I talk,
and you ignore me.” He exploded: “Ignore ya’? Why wouldn’t I2” I said,
“What do you mean?” He explained, “I knew you radio guys were alike. I lis-
tened to that game and wrote my story based on what you said, ’cause
I trusted you. Now I find that nothing happened at all.”

For a long time Stan snubbed me. I learned that when you re-create, tell
the truth. From then on, I put a disclaimer before and after the game that it’s
re-created. Soon I added sound effects like crowd noise and a wood block
that had a crack in it. Hit it with a pencil: foul tip. Hit another area: sounds
like a guy belted one. If we lost a circuit, I said, “We’ll be back when it’s
restored.” Today, nobody does re-creations. It’s less expensive to travel and
do games live off satellite than use Western Union. Too bad. They were often
better than the real thing.

—Merle Harmon

).«

n 1950, my first broadcast year, I did Liberty’s “Game of the Day” from the
St. Louis studio. As we usually did, this day we carry two games by ticker,
and in the eighth inning of Game Two the Yankees led the Tigers, 12-8. Pat
Mullin then hit a grand-slam homer for Detroit to make it 12-12, and after
three and a half hours the game went extra innings. In the 10th inning,
totally exhausted, I turned the play-by-play over to my partner but still
checked the tape to make sure there were no mistakes. In the tenth inning,
Mullin came to bat again, and I wrote on the tape above his name, “The bas-
tard.” My partner grinned and began calling Mullin’s turn at bat. I guess
impressions don’t fade, because he said of the next hitter, “And now to
Chuck the bastard, I mean batter.” That shook up the network a bit and

made mine a shorter day than I thought.
—Bud Blattner
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’d never seen a minor-league game until I did the Hawaii Islanders of the

Pacific Coast League in April 1970. For the next three years, I did road
games via re-creation. What an acting job—strictly make-believe, and so
many close calls trying to broadcast in a studio in downtown Honolulu. A
Cuban refugee ran the studio board, whom we’d hand-signal to raise or
lower crowd noise, or whack wood with something as though to say, “Boy,
that ball is hit!” Above all, you prayed for a phone call from somebody in the
press box wherever the Islanders were playing on the mainland.

One day the call didn’t come, and, at the end of three innings, we’ve got
no information. We’re waiting, and my partner Al Michaels finally
says, “Well, that’s it. Now Ken Wilson with the fourth inning.” And I had
absolutely nothing true to say about the Islanders at Tucson. Al got up, and
away I went: The manager comes out, weather turns bad, a big wind came up
and blew dust around the ball park. I was very young and struggling to
death, and Michaels is down on the floor laughing his head off. Don’t sell me
on the nostalgia of re-creations.

—Ken Wilson

enry Aaron’s 715th home run wrote history April 8th, 1974, in Atlanta

Stadium. But as George Plimpton said, chronicling the homer that
broke Babe Ruth’s record, “Maybe I'd been rehearsing and didn’t even know
it” In the old days, I re-created a basketball playoff game in Davenport, lowa,
and a Three-I League baseball twin-bill. The basketball was in the afternoon,
so we delayed baseball and re-created it at night. As I began the double-
header, I learned there’d been 37 walks. Holy Toledo! How’d you like that
finale to a day?

Later I broadcast 