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A Belated Salute to Four Old Ballparks

walls, not less. So the next time you celebrate the old ballparks, save a kind
word for Baker Bowl, League Park, Griffith Stadium, and Braves Field.

Reputations to the contrary, they deserve it.
[1996]

The Day I Collected Babe Ruth’s Autograph
BY JOHN DEEDY

When I was growing up in the 1930s in central Massachusetts, baseball
cards were for play. We pitched them against walls or a flight of stairs un-
til the corners were rounded and the cards so bent that they fluttered in-
stead of sailing crisply toward their target.

Autographs of the stars? We collected them, sure, but we pinned them
to the bedroom wall, where they stayed until the paper yellowed and rolled
up on itself or, if in an autograph book, we stuck them in a drawer and as
often as not forgot about them. Certainly we didn’t run around the corner,
as many kids do now, and hawk them with some dealer in sports memora-
bilia. Anyway, those dealers didn’t exist in our Worcester neighborhood.

Which is to say the collecting of sports memorabilia wasn’t the passion

for us that it is for kids today. We had our stacks of baseball cards, sure, but
they weren’t any more precious than Indian cards. I'd have swapped a Lou
Gehrig for a Geronimo or a Sitting Bull anytime. Autographs? You couldn’t
pitch them like baseball cards and you didn’t swap them around. They
were of secondary interest.

Thus when Lefty Grove stopped by the house one day after pitching for
East Douglas in a Blackstone Valley League game, neither I nor any of my
pals asked him for an autograph. My brother, Ed, was even disdainful. “Just
because he can throw a ball better than me . . > he said.

Ed was 8, maybe 9. The rest of us, a little older and naturally a lot wiser,
were awed by Grove—his size (when youre 10 or 11, 6-feet-3 is moun-
tainous), his huge hands, his rural Maryland accent. We had never heard
anything like that in our land of the broad a’s. We posed for a snapshot
with him by the copper beech tree in the back yard, and it was like stand-
ing alongside the biblical Moses. To have solicited an autograph would
have been unseemly. Besides, he was a guest.

In fact, I don’t even remember Grove being approached for an auto-
graph at the park in East Douglas, though it’s likely he was. If so, there was
no circus. In those days it was satisfaction enough to behold one of base-
ball’s luminaries in the flesh, even if as a ball player on that particular day
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