In his younger days, the vigor and
enthusiasm brightening up his face,
Williams admitted he owned one big
ambition. “When I’'m walking down a
street,” he said, “I want people- to
say: ‘There goes the greatest hitter
who ever lived.” At the _end, with
the seasons of success and concern
etched in his matured features, Ted

had come close to fulfilling his dream. -

Color by Ozzie Sweet

Wednesday, Septem-
ber 26 was a cold and
dreary day in Boston,
a curious bit of stag-
ing on the part of
those gods who always
set the scene most
o carefully for Ted Wil-
liams. It was to be the last game

last game he would play anywhere.
 Ted came into the locker room at
0:50, very early for him. He was
dressed in dark brown slacks, a yel-
w sport shirt and a light tan pull-
er sweater, tastily brocaded in the
e color. Ted went immediately
his locker, pulled off the sweater,
len strolled into the trainer’s room.

e ) ok 2 : ‘honors, it had been a difficult year

: : . ! r him. As trainer Jack Fadden put
“It hasn’t been a labor of love for
‘this year; it’s just been labor.”
two separate occasions, he had
€ very close to giving it all up.
e spring training torture had
made no easier for Ted by
iger Billy Jurges. Jurges be-

By Ed Linn

lieved that the only way for a man
Ted’s age to stay in condition was to
reach a peak at the beginning of the
season and hold it by playing just as
often as possible. “The most we can
expect from Williams,” Jurges had
said, at the time of Ted’s signing, “is
100 games. The least is pinch-hit-
ting.”” Ted played in 113 games.

Throughout the training season,
however, Ted seemed to be having
trouble with his timing. Recalling
his .254 average of the previous sea-
son, the experts wrote him off for
perhaps the 15th time in his career.
But on his first time at bat in the
opening game, Ted hit a 500-foot
home run, possibly the longest of his
career, off Camilo Pascual, proba-
bly the best pitcher in the league.
The next day, in the Fenway Park
opener, he hit a second homer, this
one off Jim Coates. Ted pulled a leg
muscle running out that homer,
though, and when a man’s muscles
go while he is doing nothing more
than jogging around the bases, the
end is clearly in-sight.

It took him almost a month to get
back in condition, but the mysteri-
ous virus infection that hits him an-

The Kid’s Last Game

To the end, Ted Williams remained his own man.
He went out with fury—Tlashing at enemies, coddling

friends and striking dramatically with his bat

nually, a holdover from his service
in Korea, laid him low again almost
immediately. Since the doctors have
never been able to diagnose this
chronic illness, the only way they
can treat him is to shoot a variety of
drugs and antibiotics into him, in
the hope that one of them takes
hold. Ted, miserable and drugged
when he finally got back in uniform,
failed in a couple of pinch-hitting
attempts and was just about ready
to quit. Against the Yankees, Ralph
Terry struck him out two straight
times. The third time up, the count
went to 3-2 when Williams unload-
ed on a waist-high fastball and sent

it into the bullpen in right-center, -

400 feet away.

The blast triggered the greatest
home-run spurt of Ted’s career.
Seven days later, he hit his 500th
home run. He had started only 15
1960 games and he had hit eight
1960 homers. When he hit his 506th
(and 11th of the year), he had hom-
ered once in every 6.67 times at bat.

Cold weather always Dbothered
Ted, even in his early years, and so
when he strained his shoulder late
in August, he was just about ready
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to announce his retirement again.
He had found it difficult to loosen up
even in fairly warm weather, and to
complicate matters he had found it
necessary—back in the middle of
1959—to cut out the calisthenics
routine he had always gone through
in the clubhouse. The exercising had
left him almost too weary to play
ball. :

Ted started every game SO stift

that he was forced to exaggerate an
old passion for swinging at balls
only in the strike zone. In his first
time at bat, he would look for an
inside pitch between the waist al_nd
knees, the only pitch he could swing
at naturally. In the main, however,
Ted was more than willing to take
the base on balls his first time up.

He stayed on for two reasons.
Mike Higgins, who had replaced
Jurges as Sox manager, told him
bluntly: “You're paid to play ball,
so go out and play 2 ¥ he stlfength
behind those words rested in the
fact that both Williams and Higgins
knew very well that owner Tom
Yawkey would continue to pay Ted
whether he played or not.

In addition, the Red Sox had two
series remaining with the Yankees
and Orioles, who were still locked
together in the pennant rage.‘Ted
did not think it fair to eliminate
himself as a factor in the two-team
battle. He announced his retirement
just after the Yankees clinched the
pennant.

Four days earlier, Ted had been
called to a special meeting with
Yawkey, Higgins, Dick O’Conne}l
(who was soon to be named busi-
ness manager) and publicity direc-
tor Jack Malaney. This was to offer
Ted the job of general manager, a
position that had been discussed
occasionally in the past.
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Ted refused to accept the title un-
til he proved he could do the job.
He agreed, however, to work in ‘ghe
front office in 1961, assisting Hig-
gins with player personnel, an
O’Connell with business matters.

The -coverage of Ted’s last game
was at a minimum. It was thought
for a while that Life Magazine
wanted to send a crew down to cov-
er the game, but it developed that
they only wanted to arrange for T‘ed
to represent them at the World Se-
ries. Dave Garroway’s SHoday 2 proz
gram tried to set up a telephone
interview the morning of the game,
but they couldn’t get in touch with
Ted. The Red Sox, alone among big-
league clubs, have offered little }}elp
to anyone on the public relations
front——and never any help at all
where Ted Williams was concerned.
Ted didn’t live at the Kenmore Ho-
tel with the rest of the unattached
players. He lived about 100 yards
down Commonwealth Avenue, at
the Somerset. All calls and messages
for him were diverted to the man-

ager’s office.

The ceremonies that were to rr_lark
his departure were rather limited,
t0o. The Boston Chamber of Com-
merce had arranged to present him
with a silver bowl, and the mayor’s
office and governor’s office had
quickly muscled into the picture.
By Wednesday morning, however,
the governor’s office—which hgd
apparently anticipated something
more spectacular—begged off “iihe
governor’s spokesman suggested the
oresentation of a scroll at Ted’s ho-
tel, a suggestion which Ted simply
ignored.

The only civilian in the clubhouse
when Ted entered was the man from
SpPoRrT, and he was talking to Del

Baker, who was about to retire, too,

after 50 years in the game. Ted
looked over, scowled, seemed about
to say something but changed his
mind.

Our man was well aware what
Ted was about to say. The Red Sox
have a long-standing rule—also
unique in baseball—that no report-
er may enter the dressing room be-
fore the game, or for the first 15 min-
utes after the game. It was a point
of honor with Ted to pick out any
civilian who wasn’t specifically with
a ballplayer and to tell him, as loud-
ly as possible: “You're not supposed
to be in here, you know.”

Sure enough, when our man
started toward Ted’s locker in the
far corner of the room, Ted pointed
a finger at him and shouted: “You're
not supposed to be in here, you
know.”

«The same warm, glad cry of’
greeting I always get from you,
our man said. “It’s your last day.
Why don’t you live a littlelii=s

Ted started toward the trainer’s
room again, but wheeled around
and came back. “You've got a nerve
coming here to interview me after
the last one you wrote about me!”

Our man wanted to know what
was the matter with the last one.

“You called me ‘unbearable,’
that’s what’s the matter.”

The full quote, it was pointed out,
was that he “was sometimes un-
bearable but never dull,” which
holds a different connotation en-
tirely.

“S:{You’ve been after me for 12
years, that flogging magazine,” he
said, in his typically well-modulat-
ed shout. “Twelve years. I mlssed
an appointment for some kind of
luncheon. I forgot what happened
_ . . it doesn’t matter anyway . .
but I forgot some appointment ‘12
years ago and SporT Magazine
hasn’t let up on me since.”

Our man, lamentably eager to
disassociate himself from this little
magazine, made it clear that while
he had done most of SporT’s Wil-
liams’ articles in the past few years,
he was not a member of the staff.
“And,” our man pointed out, “I have
been accused of turning you into a
combination of Paul Bunyan and
Santa Claus.”

“Well, when you get back there,
tell them what . . . (he searched for
the appropriate word, the mot juste
as they say in the dugouts) . . . what

flog-heads they are. Tell them that 3

for me.”

Our man sought to cl}eck_ the cotig
rect spelling of the adjectives with

him but got back only a scowl. Ted

turned around to fish something out =
the side of his =

locker. “Why don’t you just write
your story without me?” he saids

of a cloth bag at

““What do you have to talk to me

for?” And then, in a suddenly weary

voice: “What can I tell you now that

Ted and Joe DiMaggio, right, were the
After Joe

retired, Ted dominated another ('iecade'.;

big hitters of the Forties.
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I haven’t told you before?”

“Why don’t you let me tell you
what the story is supposed to be?”
our man said. “Then you can say
yes or no.” It was an unfortunate
way to put the question since it in-
vited the answer it brought.

“] can tell you before you tell
me,” Ted shouted. “No! No, no, no.”

Our man had the impression Wil-
liams was trying to tell him some-
thing. He was right. “Look,” Wil-
liams said. “If I tell you I don’t want
to talk to you, why don’t you just
take my word for it?”

The clubhouse boy had come over
with a glossy photo to be signed, and
Ted sat down on his stool, turned
his back and signed it.

Although we are reluctant to
bring SPORT into the context of the
story itself, Ted’s abiding hatred to-
ward us tells much about him and
his even longer feud with Boston
sportswriters. Twelve years ago,
just as Ted said, an article appeared
on these pages to which he took vio-
lent exception. (The fact that he is
so well aware that it was 12 years
ago suggests that he still has the
magazine around somewhere, SO
that he can fan the flames whenever
he feels them dying.) What Ted ob-
jected to in that article was an in-
terview with his mother in San
Diego. Ted objects to any peering
into his private life. When he holes
himself up in his hotel, when he sets
a barrier around the clubhouse,
when he disappears into the Florida
Keys at the end of the season, he is
deliberately removing himself from
a world which he takes to be dan-
gerous and hostile. His constant
fighting with the newspapermen
who cover him most closely is a part
of the same pattern. What do news-
papermen represent except the peo-
ple who are supposed to pierce per-
sonal barriers? Who investigate,
who pry, who find out?

Ted’s mother has been a Salvation
Army worker in San Diego all her
life. She is a local character, known
—not without affection—as “Salva-
tion May.” Ted himself was dedicat-
ed to the Salvation Army when he
was a baby. His generosity, his un-

~ failing instinct to come to the aid of
~ any underdog, is in direct line with

thg teachings of the Army, which is
quite probably the purest charitable
organization in the world. Even as a
boy, Ted regularly gave his 30-cent

~luncheon allowance to classmates he

considered more needy than him-
self, a considerable sacrifice since
the Williams family had to struggle
t0 make ends meet.

When Ted signed with San Diego

fat the age of 17, he was a tall, skin-
- ny kid (6-3, 146 pounds). He gave

most of his $150-a-month salary to-
Ward keeping up the family house
nd he tried to build up his weight
)y gorging himself on the road

- Where the club picked up the check.
"-clne day, Ted was coming into the

ubhouse when Bill Lane, the own-

. €I of the Padres, motioned him over.

his“ deep, foghorn voice, Lane
Well, kid, you’re leading the

list. You’ve got the others beat.”

Ted, pleased that his ability was
being noted so promptly, smiled and
asked: “Yeah, what list?”

“The dining room list,” Lane said.
“Hasn’t anyone told you that your
meal allowance is supposed to be five
dollars a day.”

Nobody had. “Okay, Bill,” Ted
said, finally. ‘“Take anything over
five dollars off my salary.”

Bill did, too.

Even before SPORT went into de-
tails about his background, the Bos-
ton press had discovered his weak
point and hit him hard and—it must
be added—most unfairly. During
Ted’s second season with the Sox,
one reporter had the ill grace to
comment, in regard to a purely per-
sonal dispute: ‘“But what can you
expect of a youth so abnormal that
he didn’t go home in the off-season
to see his own mother?”

When Williams® World War II
draft status was changed from 1A to
3A after he claimed his mother as a
dependent, one Boston paper sent a
private investigator to San Diego to
check on her standard of living; an-
other paper sent reporters out onto
the street to ask casual passers-by
to pass judgment on Ted’s patriot-
ism.

Reporters were sent galloping out
into the street to conduct a public-
opinion poll once again when Wil-
liams was caught fishing in the
Everglades while his wife was giv-
ing birth to a premature baby.

A press association later sent a
story out of San Diego that Ted had
sold the furniture out from under
his mother—although a simple
phone call could have established
that it wasn’t true. Ted had bought
the house and the furniture for his
mother. His brother—who had been
in frequent trouble with the law—
had sold it. The Boston papers
picked up that story and gave it a
big play, despite the fact that every
sports editor in the city had enough
background material on Ted’s fam-
ily to know—even without checking
—that it couldn’t possibly be true.
It was, Ted’s friends believed, their
way of punishing him for not being
“co-operative.”

Ted had become so accustomed to
looking upon any reference to his
family as an unfriendly act that
when SPORT wrote about his mother,
he bristled—even though her final
quote was: “Don’t say anything
about Teddy except the highest and
the best. He’s a wonderful son.” And
when he searched for some reason
why the magazine would do such a
thing to him, he pounced upon that
broken appointment, which every-
body except himself had long for-
gotten.

After Ted had signed the photo-
graph the day of his last game, he
sat on his stool, his right knee
jumping nervously, his right hand
alternately buttoning and unbut-
toning the top button of his sport
shirt.

When he stripped down to his
shorts, there was no doubt he was

Always at war with himself in a battle
for perfection, Williams unleashed his
fury with biting insults and tantrums.

42. The man once called The Splen-
did Splinter—certainly one of the
most atrocious nicknames ever
committed upon an immortal—was
thick around the middle. A soft roll
of loose fat, drooping around the
waist, brought on a vivid picture of
Archie Moore.

Williams is a tall, handsome man.
If they ever make that movie of his
life that keeps being rumored
around, the guy who plays Bret
Maverick would be perfect for the
part. But ballplayers age quickly.
Twenty years under the sun had
baked Ted’s face and left it lined
and leathery. Sitting there, Ted
Williams had the appearance of an
old Marine sergeant who had been
to the battles and back.

Sal Maglie, who had the end
locker on the other side of the
shower-room door, suddenly caught
Ted’s attention. “You’re a National
Leaguer, Sal,” Ted said, projecting
his voice to the room at large. “I got
a hundred dollars that the Yankees
win the World Series. The Yankees
will win it in four or five games.”

—-mo VY
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“'m an American Leaguer now,”
Sal said, quietly.

“A hundred dollars,” Ted said. “A
friendly bet.”

«You want a friendly bet? I’ll bet
you a friendly dollar.”

“Rifty dollars,” Ted said.

“All right,” Sal said. “Fifty dol-
lars.” And then, projecting his own
voice, he said: “I like the Pirates,
anyway.”

Williams went back to his mail,
as the others dressed and went out
onto the field.

At length, Ted picked up his
spikes, wandered into the trainer’s
room again, and lifting himself onto
the table, carefully began to put a
shine on them. A photographer gave
him a ball to sign.

Ted gazed at it with distaste, then
looked up at the photographer with
loathing. “Are you erazyik’ o he
snapped.

The photographer backed away,
pocketed the ball and began to ad-
just his camera sights on Ted. “You
don’t belong in here,” Ted shouted.
And turning to the clubhouse boy,
he barked: “Get him out of here.”

The locker room had emptied be-
fore Ted began to dress. For Ted did
not go out to take batting practice
or fielding practice. He made every
entrance onto the field a dramatic
event. He did not leave the locker
room for the dugout until 12:55,
only 35 minutes before the game
was scheduled to start. By then,
most of the writers had already gone
up to Tom Yawkey’s office to hear
Jackie Jensen announce that he was
returning to baseball.

As Ted came quickly up the stairs
and into the dugout, he almost
bumped into his close friend and
fishing companion, Bud Leavitt,
sports editor of the Bangor Daily
News. “Hi, Bud,” Ted said, as if he
were surprised Leavitt was there.
“You drive up?”

A semi-circle of cameramen
closed in on Williams, like a bear
trap, on the playing field just up
above. Ted hurled a few choice
oaths at them, and as an oath-hurl-
er Ted never bats below .400. He
guided Leavitt against the side of
the dugout, just above the steps, so
that he could continue the conver-
sation without providing a shooting
angle for the photographers. The
photographers continued to shoot
him in profile, though, until Ted
took Leavitt by the elbow and
walked him the length of the dug-
out. “Let’s sit down,” he said, as he
left, “so we won’t be bothered by all
these blasted cameramen.”

It there had been any doubt back
in the locker room that Ted had de-
cided to bow out with typical hard-
ness, it had been completely dis-
pelled by those first few minutes in
the dugout. On his last day in Fen-
way Park, Ted Williams seemed re-
solved to remain true to his own
image of himself, to permit no sen-
timentality or hint of sentimentality
to crack that mirror through which
he looks at the world and allows the

A R R P SRS GO T

And yet, in watching this strange
and troubled man—the mostremark-
able and colorful and full-blooded
human being to come upon the ath-
letic scene since Babe Ruth—you
had the feeling that he was over-
playing his role, that he had strug-
gled through the night against the
impulse to make his peace, to ex-
press his gratitude, to accept the
great affection that the city had
been showering upon him for years.
In watching him, you had the clear
impression that in resisting this de-

When he was honored at Fenway Park in
1952, Williams accepted the praise as he
usually did, with modest embarrassment.

sire he was overreacting and be-
coming more profane, more impos-
sible and—yes—more unbearable
than ever.

Inside Ted Williams, there has
always been a struggle of two op-
posing forces, almost two different
persons. (We are fighting the use of
the word schizophrenia.) The point
we are making is best illustrated
through Williams’ long refusal to tip
his hat in acknowledgement of the
cheering crowds. It has always been
his contention that the people who
cheered him when he hit a home run
were the same people who booed
him when he struck out—which, in-
cidentally, is probably not true at
all. More to our point, Ted has al-
ways insisted that although he
would rather be cheered than booed,
he really didn’t care what the fans
thought of him, one way or the
other. :

Obviously, though, if he really
didn’t care he wouldn’t have both-
ered to make such a show of not
caring. He simply would have
touched his finger to his cap in that
automatic, thoughtless gesture of
most players and forgot about it.

Ted, in short, has always had it both
ways. He gets the cheers and he pre-
tends they mean nothing to him. He
is like a rich man’s nephew who
treats his uncle with disrespect to
prove he is not interested in his
money, while all the time he is se-
cretly dreaming that the uncle will
reward such independence by leav-
ing him most of the fortune.

Ted has it even better than that.
The fans of Boston have always
wooed him ardently. They always
cheered him all the louder in the
hope that he would reward them, at
last, with that essentially meaning-
less tip of the hat.

This clash within Williams came
to the surface as he sat and talked
with Leavitt, alone and undisturbed.
For, within a matter of minutes, the
lack of attention began to oppress
him; his voice began to rise, to pull
everybody’s attention back to him.
The cameramen, getting the mes-
sage, drifted toward him again, not
in a tight pack this time but in a
loose and straggling line.

With Ted talking so loudly, it was
apparent that he and Leavitt were
discussing how to get together, after
the World Series, for their annual
post-season fishing expedition. The
assignment to cover the Series for
Life had apparently upset their
schedule.

«After New York,” Ted said, “I'll
be going right to Pittsburgh.” He
expressed his hope that the Yankees
would wrap it all up in Yankee
Stadium, so that he could join Leav-
itt in Bangor at the beginning of the
following week. “But, dammit,” he
said, “if the Series goes more than
five games, I'll have to go back to
Pittsburgh again.”

Leavitt reminded Ted of an ap-
pearance he had apparently agreed
to make in Bangor. “All right,” Ted
said. “But no speeches or anything.”

A young, redheaded woman, in
her late twenties, leaned over from
her box seat alongside the dugout
and asked Ted if he would auto-
graph her scorecard.

“I can’t sign it, dear,” Ted said.
“League rules. Where are you going
to be after the game?”’

«You told me that once before,”
she said, unhappily.

“Well, where are you going to
be?” Ted shouted, in the impatient
way one would shout at an irri-
tating child.

“Right here,” she said.

“All right.”

«But I waited before and you
never came.”

He ignored her.

Joe Cronin, president of the
American League, came down the
dugout aisle, followed by his as-
sistant, Joe McKenney. Through
Cronin’s office, the local 9:00 news-
feature program which follows the
“Today”’ program in Boston had
scheduled a filmed interview with
Ted. The camera had already been
set up on the home-plate side of the
dugout, just in front of the box seats.

Cronin talked to Ted briefly and

went back to reassure the announcer -
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Ted beamed after belting the homer that
won the 1941 All-Star game. He always
said it was his biggest baseball thrill.

that Ted would be right there. Mc~
Kenney remained behind to make
sure Ted didn’t forget. At last, Ted
jumped up and shouted: “Where is
it, Joe, dammit?”

When Ted followed McKenney
out, it was the first time he had
stuck his head onto the field all day.
There were still not too many fans
in the stands, although far more
than would have been there on any
other day to watch a seventh-place
team on a cold and threatening
Wednesday afternoon. At this first
sight of Ted Williams, they let out
a mighty roar.

As he waited alongside inter-
viewer Jack Chase, Ted bit his
lower lip, and looked blankly into
space, both characteristic manner-
isms. At a signal from the camera-
man, Chase asked Ted how he felt
about entering ‘“the last lap.”

All at once, Ted was smiling. “T
want to tell you, Jack, I honestly
feel good about it,” he said, speak-~
ing in that quick charming way of
his. “You can’t get blood out of a
turnip, you know. I've gone as far
as I can and I'm sure I wouldn’t
want to try it any more.”

“Have we gone as far as we can
with the Jimmy Fund?”’ he was
asked. ;
= Ted was smiling more broadly.
Oh, no. We could never go far
enough with the Jimmy Fund.”

Chase reminded Ted that he was
sc}}eduled to become a batting coach.

‘Can you take a .250 hitter and
make a .300 hitter out of him?”
~ “There has always been a saying
in baseball that you can’t make a
hitter,” Ted answered. “But I think
you can improve a hitter. More than
you can improve a fielder. More
mistakes are made in hitting than in
any other part of the game.”

At this point, Williams was liter-
ally encircled by photographers,
amateur and pro. The pros were
taking pictures from the front and
from the sides. Behind them, in the
stands, dozens of fans had their
cameras trained on Ted, too, al-
though they could hardly have been
getting anything except the No. 9 on
his back.

Ted was asked if he were going
‘;(; Ecrave_l alg%lind the Red Sox farm

stem in i
i to instruct the young

“All I know is that I'm going to
Spring training,” he said. “Other
than that, I don’t know anything.”

The interview closed with the

. usual fulsome praise of Williams,

g}e ineyitable apotheosis that leaves
1lm with a hangdog, embarrassed
00k upon his features. “I appreciate

. the kind words,” he said. “It’s all

een fun. Everything I've done in

. New England from playing left field

and i i
Fundg’ettmg booed, to the Jimmy

The Jimmy Fund is the money-

raising arm of the Children’s Cancer
Hospital in Boston, which has be-.
come the world center for research
into cancer and for the treatment of
its young victims. Ted has been
deeply involved with the hospital
since its inception in 1947, serving
the last four years as general chair-
man of the fund committee. He is an
active chairman, not an honorary
one. Scarcely a day goes by, when
Ted is in Boston, that he doesn’t
make one or two stops for the
Jimmy Fund somewhere in New
England. He went out on the mis-
sions even on days when he was too
sick to play ball. (This is the same
man, let us emphasize, who refuses
to attend functions at which he
himself is to be honored.) He has
personally raised something close
to $4,000,000 and has helped to build
a modern, model hospital not far
from Fenway Park.

But he has done far more than
that. From the first, Williams took
upon himself the agonizing task of
trying to bring some cheer into the
lives of these dying children and,
perhaps even more difficult, of com-
forting their parents. He has, in

those years, permitted himself to
become attached to thousands of
these children, knowing full well
that they were going to die, one by
one. He has become so attached to
some of them that he has chartered
special planes to bring him to their
deathbeds.

Whenever one of these children
asks to see him, whatever the time,
he comes. His only stipulation is
that there must be no publicity, no
reporters, no cameramen.

We once suggested to Ted that he
must get some basic return from all
this work he puts into the Jimmy
Fund. Ted considered the matter
very carefully before he answered:
“Look,” he said, finally, “it embar-
rasses me to be praised for anything
like this. The embarrassing thing
is that I don’t feel I've done any-
thing compared to the people at the
hospital who are doing the impor-
tant work. It makes me happy to
think I’ve done a little good; I sup-
pose that’s what I get out of it.

“Anyway,” he added, thought-
fully, “it’s only a freak of fate, isn’t
it, that one of those kids isn’t going
to grow up to be an athlete and I
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wasn’t the one who had the cancer.”
At the finish of the filmed inter-
view he had to push his way through
the cameramen between him and
the dugout. “Oh )’ he said. =
But when one of them asked him
to pose with Cronin, Ted switched
personalities again and asked, with
complete amiability, “Where is he?”
" Cronin was in the dugout. Ted
met Joe at the bottom of the steps
and threw an arm around him. They
grinned at each other while the pic-
fures were being taken, talking so_ft-
ly and unintelligibly. After a min-
ute, Ted reached over to the hook
just behind him and grabbed his
glove. The cameramen were still
yelling for another shot as he
started up the dugout steps. Joe,
grinning broadly, grabbed him by
the shoulder and yanked him back
down. While Cronin was wrestling
Ted around and whacking him on
the back, the cameras clicked. “I got
to warm up, dammit,” Ted was say-
ing. He made a pawing gesture at
the cameramen, as if to say, “I'd like
to belt you buzzards.” This, from all
evidence, was the picture that went
around the country that night, be-
cause strangely enough, it looked as

if he were waving a kind of sad
goodbye.

When he finally broke away and
raced up to the field, he called back
over his shoulder, “See you later,
Joe.” The cheers arose from the
stands once again.

The Orioles were taking infield
practice by then, and the Red Sox
were warming up along the side-
line. Ted began to play catch with
Pumpsie Green. As he did—sure
enough—the cameramen lined up
just inside the foul line for some
more shots, none of which will ever
be used. “Why don’t you cock-
roaches get off my back?”’ Ted said,
giving them his No. 1 sneer. “Let me
breathe, will you?”

The bell rang before he had a
chance to throw two dozen balls.
Almost all the players went back to
the locker room. Remaining on the
bench were only Ted Williams, but-
toned up in his jacket, and Vic
Wertz. One of the members of the
ground crew came OVer with a pic-
ture of Williams. He asked Ted if
he would autograph it. “Sure,” Ted
said. “For you guys, anything.”

Vie Wertz was having his picture
taken with another crew member.

The surliness that blotted Ted’s career
faded whenever he was among youngsters.
He went out of his way to befriend them.

Wertz had his arm around the guy
and both of them were laughing.
“How about you, Ted?” the camera-
man asked. “One with the crew-
men?”’

Ted posed willingly with the man
he had just signed for, with the re-
sult that the whole herd of camera-
men came charging over again. Ted
leaped to his feet. “Twenty-two
years of this bull .’ he cried.

The redhead was leaning over the
low barrier again, but now three
other young women were alongside
her. One of them seemed to be cry-
ing, apparently at the prospect of
Ted’s retirement. An old photog-
rapher, in a long, weatherbeaten
coat, asked Ted for a special pose.
“Get lost,” Ted said. “I've seen
enough of you, you old goat.”

Curt Gowdy, the Red Sox broad-
caster, had come into the dugout to
pass on some information about the
pre-game ceremonies. Ted shouted,
“The devil with all you miserable
cameramen.” The women continued
to stare, in fascination, held either
by the thrill of having this last long
look at Ted Williams or by the op-
portunity to learn a few new words.

A Baltimore writer came into 'ghe
dugout, and Ted settled down beside
him. He wanted to know whether
the writer could check on the “King
of Swat” crown that had been pre-
sented to him in his last visit to
Baltimore. Ted wasn’t sure whether
he had taken it back to Boston wjth
him or whether the organization
still had it. :

“You know,”’ he told the writer,
«Brown’s a better pitcher now than
he’s ever been. Oh, he’s a great
pitcher. Never get a fat pitch from
him. When he does, it comes in with
something extra on it. Every time a
little different. He knows what he’s
doing.” _

Ted is a student of such things.
He is supposed to be a natural hit-
ter, blessed with a superhuman pair
of eyes. We are not about to dispute
this. What we want to say is that
when Ted first came to the majors,
the book on him was that he would
chase bad balls. “All young sluggers
do,” according to Del Baker, who
was managing Detroit when Ted

came up. “Ted developed a strike "

zone of his own, though, by the sec-
ond year.”

When Ted took his physical for -

the Naval Reserve in World War J6L

his eyes tested at 20/10 and were SO
exceptional in every regard that =

while he was attending air gunnery
school he broke all previous Marine
records for hitting the target sleeve.
But Ted has a point of his own here:
“My eyesight,” he says, “is now
20/15. Half the major-leaguers have
eyes as good as that: It isn’t eye51ght
that makes a hitter; it’s practice.
Con-sci-en-tious practice. I say that

Williams has hit more balls than -

any guy living, except maybe Ty
Cobb. I don’t say it to brag; I just
state it as a fact. From the time I
was 11 years old, I've taken every
possible opportunity to swing at a
ball. I've swung and I've swung and
I’'ve swung.”

Ted always studied every little
movement a pitcher made. He al-
ways remained on the bench before
the game to watch them warming
up. From his first day to his last, he
hustled around to get all possible in-
formation on a new pitcher.

It has always been his theory that
we are all creatures of habit, him-
self included. Pitchers, he believes,
fall into observable patterns. A
certain set of movements foretells a
certain pitch. In a particular situa-
tion, or on a particular count, they
go to a particular pitch. There were
certain pitchers, Ted discovered,
who would inevitably go to their big
pitch, the pitch they wanted him to
swing at, on the 2-2 count.

And so Ted would frequently ask
a teammate, “What was the pitch
he struck you out on?” or “What did
he throw you on the 2-2 pitch?”

When a young player confessed he
didn’t know what the pitch had
been, Ted would grow incredulous.
“You don’t know the pitch he struck
you out on? I'm not talking about
last week or last month. I'm not
even talking about yesterday. To-
day! Just now! I’'m talking about the
pitch he struck you out on just
now!”

Returning to his seat on the
bench, he’d slump back in disgust
and mutter: “What a rockhead. The
guy’s taking the bread and butter
out of his mouth and he don’t even
care how.”

In a very short time, the player
would have an answer ready for
Williams. Ted always got the young
hitters thinking about their craft.
He always tried to instruct them, to
build up their confidence. “When you
want to know who the best hitter
in the league is,” he’d tell the
rookies, “just look into the mirror.”
_ Among opposing players, Wil-
liams was always immensely popu-
lar. Yes, even among opposing
pitchers. All pitchers love to say:
“Nobody digs in against me.” Only
Tgad Williams was given the right to
dig in without getting flipped.
Around the American League, there
seemed to be a general understand-
ing that Williams had too much
class to be knocked down.

Waiting in the dugout for the
ceremonies to get underway, Ted
picked up a bat and wandered up
and down the aisle taking vicious
Dractice swings.

The photographers immediately

- Swooped in on him. One nice guy
. Was taking cameras from the people

in the stands and getting shots of
Ted for them.

As Ted put the bat down, one of
them said: “One more shot, Teddy,
as a favor.”

“Im all done doing any favors
for ,you guys,” Williams said. “I

n’t have to put up with you any

more, and you don’t have to put up
with me.”

An old woman, leaning over the
box seats, was wailing: “Don’t leave
us, Ted. Don’t leave us.”

“Oh hell,” Ted said, turning away
in disgust.

The redhead asked him plain-
tively: “Why don’t you act nice?”

Ted strolled slowly toward her,
grinning broadly. “Come on, dear,”
he drawled, “with that High Street
accent you got there.”

Turning back, he stopped in front
of the man from SPORT, pointed over
his shoulder at the cameramen and
asked: “You getting it all? You get-
ting what you came for?”

“Tf you can’t make it as a batting
coach,” our man said, “I understand
you're going to try it as a camera-
man.”

“What does SPORT Magazine think
I'm going to do?” Ted asked. “That’s
what I want to know. What does
%PORT Magazine think I'm going to

e?”

Speaking for himself, our man
told him, he had not the slightest
doubt that Ted was going to be the
new general manager.

“SPORT Magazine,” Ted said, mak-
ing the name sound like an oath.
“Always honest. Never prejudiced.”

At this point, he was called onto
the field. Taking off his jacket, he
strode out of the dugout. The cheers
that greeted him came from 10,454
throats.

A hero in two wars, Williams was hauled
away from baseball to fly jei fighters
for the Marine Corps in Korean combat.

Curt Gowdy, handling the intro-
ductions, began: “As we all know,
this is the final home game for—in
my opinion and most of yours—the
greatest hitter who ever lived. Ted
Williams.”

There was tremendous applause.

“Twenty years ago,” Gowdy con-
tinued, “a skinny kid from San
Diego came to the Red Sox camp...”

Ted first came to the Red Sox
training camp at Sarasota in the
spring of 1938. General manager
Eddie Collins, having heard that
Ted was a creature of wild and way-
ward impulse, had instructed sec-
ond-baseman Bobby Doerr to pick
him up and deliver him, shining and
undamaged.

It was unthinkable, of course, that
Ted Williams would make a routine
entrance. Just before Doerr was set
to leave home, the worst flood of the
decade hit California and washed
out all the roads and telephone
lines. When Williams and Doerr fi-
nally arrived in Sarasota, ten days
late, there was a fine, almost im-
perceptible drizzle. Williams, still
practically waterlogged from the
California floods, held out a palm,
looked skyward, shivered and said
in a voice that flushed the flamin-
goes from their nests: “So this is
Florida, is it? Do they always keep
this state under a foot of water?”

Williams suited up for a morning
workout out in the field, jawed good-~
naturedly with the fans and got an
unexpected chance to hit when a
newsreel company moved in to take
some batting-cage shots.

The magic of Ted Williams in a
batter’s box manifested itself that
first day in camp. The tall, thin
rookie stepped into the box, set
himself in his wide stance, let his
bat drop across the far corner of the
plate, wiggled his hips and shoul-
ders and jiggled up and down as if
he were trying to tamp himself into
the box. He moved his bat back and
forth a few times, then brought it
back into position and twisted his
hands in opposite directions as if he
were wringing the neck of the bat.
He was set for the pitch.

And somehow, as if by some com-
mon impulse, all sideline activity
stopped that day in 1938. Everybody
was watching Ted Williams.

“Controversial, sure,” Gowdy
said, in bringing his remarks about
Ted to a close, ‘“but colorful.”

The chairman of the Boston
Chamber of Commerce presented
Ted a shining, silver Paul Revere
Bowl “on behalf of the business
community of Boston.” Ted seemed
to force his smile as he accepted it.

A representative of the sports
committee of the Chamber of Com-
merce then presented him with a
plaque “on behalf of visits to kids’
and veterans’ hospitals.”

Mayor John Collins, from his
wheelchair, announced that “on be-
half of all citizens” he was pro-
claiming this day “Ted Williams
Day.” The mayor didn’t know how
right he was.

As Mayor Collins spoke of Ted’s
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virtues (“Natre’s Dbest, nature’s
nobleman.”), the »uscle of Ted’s up-
per left jaw was jumping, constant-
ly and rhythmically. The mayor’s
contribution to Ted Williams Day
was a $1,000 donation to the Jimmy
Fund from some special city fqnd.

Gowdy brought the proceedings
to a close by proclaiming: “Pride
is what made him great. He’s a
champion, a thoroughbred, a cham-
pion of sports.” Curt then asked for
“5 round of applause, an ovation for
No. 9 on his last game in his Boston.”
Needless to say, he got it.

Ted waited, pawed at the ground
with one foot. Smilingly, he thanked
the mayor for the money. “Despite
the fact of the disagreeable things
that have been said of me—and I
can’t help thinking about it—by the
Knights of the Keyboard out there
(he jerked his head toward the press
box), baseball has been the most
wonderful thing in my life. If I were
starting over again and someone
asked me where is the one place 1
would like to play, I would want it
to be in Boston, with the greatest
owner in baseball and the greatest
fans in America. Thank you.”

He walked across the infield to
the dugout, where the players were
standing, applauding along with the
fans. Ted winked and went on in.

In the press box, some of the
writers were upset by his gratuitous
rap at them. “I think it was bush,”
one of them said. ‘“Whatever he
thinks, this wasn’t the time to say
it

Others made a joke of it. “Now
that he’s knighted me,” one of them
was saying, “I wonder if he’s going
to address me as Sir.”

In the last half of the first inning,
Williams stepped in against Steve
Barber with Tasby on first and one
out. When Barber was born—Feb-
ruary 22, 1939—Ted had already
taken the American Association
apart, as it has never been taken
apart since, by batting .366, hitting
43 home runs and knocking in 142
runs.

Against a lefthander, Williams
was standing almost flush along the
inside line of the batter’s box, his
feet wide, his stance slightly closed.
He took a curve inside, then a fast-
ball low. The fans began to boo. The
third pitch was also low. With a 3-0
count, Ted jumped in front of the
plate with the pitch, like a high-
school kid looking for a walk. It
was ball four, high.

He got to third the easy way.
Jim Pagliaroni was hit by a pitch,
and everybody moved up on a wild
pitch. When Frank Malzone walked,
Jack Fisher came in to replace Bar-
ber. Lou Clinton greeted Jack with a
rising liner to dead center. Jackie
Brandt started in, slipped as he
tried to reverse himself, but recov-
ered in time to scramble back and
make the catch. His throw to the
plate was beautiful to behold, a low
one-bouncer that came to Gus Tri-
andos chest high. But Ted, sliding
hard, was in under the ball easily.

Leading off the third inning
against the righthanded Fisher, Ted
moved back just a little in the
box. Fisher is even younger than
Barber, a week younger. When
Tisher was being born—March 4,
1939—Ted was reporting to Sara-
sota again, widely proclaimed as the
super-player of the future, the Red

Sox’ answer to Joe DiMaggio.

Ted hit Fisher’'s 1-1 pitch
straightaway, high and deep. Brandt
had plenty of room to go back and
make the catch, but still, as Wil-
liams returned to the bench, he got
another tremendous hand.

Up in the press box, publicity
man Jack Malaney was announcing
that uniform No. 9 was being retired
“after today’s game.” This brought
on some snide remarks about Ted
wearing his undershirt at Yankee
Stadium for the final three games
of the season. Like Mayor Collins,
Malaney was righter than he knew.
The uniform was indeed going to be
retired after the game.

Williams came to bat again in the
fifth inning, with two out and the
Sox trailing, 3-2. And this time he
unloaded a tremendous drive to
right center. As the ball jumped off
the bat, the cry, “He did it!” arose
from the stands. Right-fielder Al
Pilarcik ran back as far as he could,
pressed his back against the bullnen
fence, well out from the 380-foot
sign, and stood there, motionless,
his hands at his sides.

Although it was a heavy day,
there was absolutely no wind. The
flag hung limply from the pole, stir-
ring very occasionally and very
faintly.

At  the last minute, Pilarcik
brought up his hands and caught the
ball chest high, close to 400 feet
from the plate. A moan of disap-
pointment settled over the field, fol-
lowed by a rising hum of excited
conversation and then, as Ted came
back toward the first-base line to
get his glove from Pumpsie Green,
a standing ovation.

“Damn,’ Ted said, when he re-
turned to the bench at the end of
the inning. “I hit the living hell out
of that one. I really stung it. If that
one didn’t go out, nothing is going
out today!”

In the top of the eighth, with the
Sox behind 4-2, Mike Fornieles
came to the mound for the 70th time
of the season, breaking the league
record set by another Red Sox re-
lief star, Ellis Kinder. Kinder set his
mark in 1953, the year Williams re-
turned from Korea.

As Fornieles was warming up,
three teen-agers jumped out of the
grandstand and ran toward Ted.
They paused only briefly, however,
and continued across the field to the
waiting arms of the park police.

Ted was scheduled to bat second
in the last of the eighth, undoubt-
edly his last time at bat. The cheer-
ing began as soon as Willie Tasby
came out of the dugout and strode
to the plate, as if he was anxious
to get out of there and make way
for the main event. Ted, coming out
almost directly behind Tasby, went
to the on-deck circle. He was down
on one knee and just beginning to

Opposing ballplayers, like Yogi Berra,
right, were friendly with Williams and
frequently sought his advice on batting.

swing the heavy, lead-filled prac-
tice bat as Tasby hit the first pitch
to short for an easy out.

The cheering seemed to come to
its peak as Ted stepped into the box
and took his stance. Everybody in
the park had come to his feet to
give Ted a standing ovation.

Umpire Eddie Hurley called time.
Fisher stepped off the rubber and
Triandos stood erect. Ted remained
in the box, waiting, as if he were
oblivious to it all. The standing ova-
tion lasted at least two minutes, and
even then Fisher threw into the
continuing applause. Only as the
ball approached the plate did the
cheering stop. It came in low, ball
one. The spectators remained on
their feet, but very suddenly the
park had gone very quiet.

If there was pressure on Ted,
there was pressure on Fisher, too.
The Orioles were practically tied
for second place, so he couldn’t af-
ford to be charitable. He might have
been able to get Ted to go after a
bad pitch, and yet he hardly wanted
to go down in history as the fresh
kid who had walked Ted Williams
on his last time at bat in Boston.

The second pitch was neck high,
a slider with, it seemed, just a little
off it. Ted gave it a tremendous
swing, but he was just a little out in
front of the ball. The swing itself
brought a roar from the fans,
though, since it was such a clear an-
nouncement that Ted was going for
the home run or nothing.

With a 1-1 count, Fisher wanted
to throw a fastball, low and away.
He got it up too much and in too
much, a fastball waist high on the
outside corner. From the moment
Ted swung, there was not the slight-
est doubt about it. The ball cut
through the heavy air, a high line
drive heading straightaway to cen-
ter field toward the corner of the
special bullpen the Red Sox built
for Williams back in 1941.

Jackie Brandt went back almost
to the barrier, then turned and
watched the ball bounce off the can-
opy above the bullpen bench, skip
up against the wire fence which
rises in front of the bleachers and
bounce back into the bullpen.

It did not seem possible that

- 10,000 people could make that much

noise.

Ted raced around the bases at a
pretty good clip. Triandos had
started toward the mound with the

-~ new ball, and Fisher had come down

to meet him. As Ted neared home
pla’ge, Triandos turned to face him,
a big smile on his face. Ted grinned
back.

Ted didn’t exactly offer his hand
to Pagliaroni after he crossed the

- plate, but the young catcher reached

out anyway and made a grab for it.
He seemed to catch Ted around the
Wwrist. Williams ran back into the
dugout and ducked through the run-
ay door to get himself a drink of
Water.

‘The fans were on their feet again,
fening the air with their cheers.
+ 80od four or five minutes passed

before anybody worried about get-
ting the game underway again.

When Ted ducked back into the
dugout, he put on his jacket and sat
down at the very edge of the bench,
alongside Mike Higgins and Del
Baker. The players, still on their
feet anyway, crowded around him,
urging him to go out and acknowl-
edge the cheers.

The fans were now chanting, “We
want Ted . . . we want Ted . . . we
want Ted.” Umpire Johnny Rice, at
first base, motioned for Ted to come
out. Manager Mike Higgins urged
him to go on out. Ted just sat there,
his head down, a smile of happiness
on his face.

“We wanted him to go out,” Vic
Wertz said later, “because we felt so

In the 1950 All-Star game, Ted proved
he could field as well as hit. A wall-
crashing catch sent him to the hospital.

good for him. And we could see he
was thrilled, too. For me, I have to
say it’s my top thrill in baseball.”

But another player said: “I had
the impression—maybe I shouldn’t
say this because it’s just an impres-
sion—that he got just as much a
kick out of refusing to go out and
tip his hat to the crowd as he did
out of the homer. What I mean is he
wanted to go out with the home run,
all right, but he also wanted the
home run so he could sit there while
they yelled for him and tell them
all where to go.”

Mike Higgins had already told
Carroll Hardy to replace Ted in left
field. As Clinton came to bat, with
two men out, Higgins said: “Wil-
liams, left field.” Ted grabbed his
glove angrily and went to the top
step. When Clinton struck out, Ted
was the first man out of the dugout.
He sprinted out to left field, ignor-
ing the cheers of the fans, who had
not expected to see him again. But
Higgins had sent Hardy right out
behind him. Ted saw Carroll, and
ran back in, one final time. The en-
tire audience was on its feet once
again, in wild applause.

Since it is doubtful that Higgins
felt Williams was in any great need
of more applause that day, it is per-
fectly obvious that he was giving
Ted one last chance to think about
the tip of the hat or the wave of the
hand as he covered the distance be-
tween left field and the dugout.

Ted made the trip as always, his
head down, his stride unbroken. He
stepped on first base as he crossed
the line, ducked down into the dug-
out, growled once at Higgins and
headed through the alleyway and
into the locker room.

He stopped only to tell an usher
standing just inside the dugout: “I
guess I forgot to tip my hat.”

To the end, the mirror remained
intact.

After the game, photographers
were permitted to go right into the
clubhouse, but writers were held
to the 15-minute rule. One writer
tried to ride in with the photogra-
phers, but Williams leveled that
finger at him and said: ‘“You're not
supposed to be here.”

Somehow or other, the news was
let out that Ted would not be going
to New York, although there seems
to be some doubt as to whether it
was Williams or Higgins who made
the announcement. The official Bos-
ton line is that it had been under-
stood all along that Ted would not
be going to New York unless the
pennant race was still on. The fact
of the matter is that Williams made
the decision himself, and he did not
make it until after he hit the home
run. It would have been foolish to
have gone to New York or anywhere
else, of course. Anything he did
after the Boston finale would have
been an anticlimax.

One of the waiting newspaper-
men, a pessimist by nature, ex-
pressed the fear that by the time
they were let in, Ted would be
dressed and gone.

“Are you kidding?” a member of
the anti-Williams clique said. “This
is what he lives for. If the game had
gone 18 innings, he’d be in there
waiting for us.”

He was indeed waiting at his
locker, with a towel wrapped
around his middle. The writers ap-
proached him, for the most part, in
groups. Generally speaking, the
writers who could be called friends
reached him first, and to these men
Ted was not only amiable but gra-
cious and modest.

Was he going for the home run?

“I was gunning for the big one,”
he grinned. “I let everything I had
go. I really wanted that one.”

Did he know it was out as soon as
it left his bat?

“] knew I had really given it a
ride.”

What were his immediate plans?

“I’'ve got some business to clean
up here,” he said. “Then I'll be cov-
ering the World Series for Life.
After that, I'm going back to Florida
to see how much damage the hurri-
cane did to my house.”

The other players seemed even
more affected by the drama of the
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farewell homer than Ted. Pete Run-
nels, practically dispossessed from
his locker alongside Ted’s by the
shifts of reporters, wandered around
the room shaking his head in disbe-
lief. “How about that?” he kept re-
peating. “How about that? How
about that?”

As for Ted, he seemed to be in
something of a daze. After the first
wave of writers had left, he wan-
dered back and forth between his
locker anc. the trainer’s room. Back
and forth, bk and forth. Once, he
came back with a bottle of beer,
turned it up to his lips and downed
it with obvious pleasure. For Ted,
this is almost unheard of. He has
always been a milk and ice-cream
man, and he devours them both in
huge quantities. His usual order
after a ball game is two quarts of
milk.

Williams remained in the locker
room, making himself available, un-
til there were no more than a half-
dozen other players remaining.
Many of the writers did not go over
to him at all. From them, there were
no questions, no congratulations, no
good wishes for the future. For all
Ted’s color, for all the drama and
copy he had supplied over 22 years,
they were glad to see him finally
retire.

When Ted finally began to get
dressed, our man went over and
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said: “Ted, you must have known
when Higgins sent you back out
that he was giving you a final
chance to think about tipping the
hat or - .aking some gesture of fare-
wel’. Which meant that Higgins
himself would have liked you to
have done it. While you were run-
ning back, didn’t you have any feel-
ing that it might be nice to go out
with a show of good feeling?”

“I felt nothing,” he said.

“No sentimentality? No grati-
tude? No sadness?”

“T gaid nothing,” Ted said. “Noth-
ing, nothing, nothing!”

As our man was toting up the
nothings, Ted snarled, “And when
you get back there tell them for me
that they’re full of .....” There fol-
lowed a burst of vituperation which
we can not even begin to approxi-
mate, and then the old, sad plaint
about those 12 years of merciless
persecution.

Fenway Park has an enclosed
parking area so that the players can
get to their cars without beating
their way through the autograph
hunters. When Ted was dressed,

though, the clubhouse boy called to
the front office in what was appar-
ently a prearranged plan to bring
Williams’ car around to a bleacher
exit.

At 4:40, 45 minutes after the end
of the game and a good hour after

Ted had left the dugout, he was
ready to leave. “Fitzie,” he called
out, and the clubhouse boy came
around to lead the way. The camera-
men came around, too.

The locker-room door opens onto
a long corridor, which leads to
another door which, in turn, opens
onto the backwalks and understruc-
ture of the park. It is this outer door
which is always guarded.

Waiting in the alleyway, just out-
side the clubhouse door, however,
was a redheaded, beatnik-looking
man, complete with the regimental
beard and the beachcomber pants.
He handed Ted a ball and mentioned
a name that apparently meant some-
thing to him. Ted took the ball and
signed it.

“How come you’re not able to
get in?” he said. “If they let the
damn newspapermen in, they ought
to let you in.” Walking away, trailed
by the platoon of cameramen, he
called out to the empty air: “If they
let the newspapermen in, they
should have let him in. If they let
the newspapermen in, they should
let everybody in.”

He walked on through the back-
ways of the park, past the ramps
and pillars, at a brisk clip, with
Fitzie bustling along quickly to stay
up ahead. Alongside of Williams, the
cameramen were scrambling to get
their positions and snap their pic-
tures. Williams kept his eyes straight
ahead, never pausing for one mo-
ment. “Hold it for just a minute,
Ted,” one of them said.

“Pye been here for 22 years,” Ted
said, walking on. “Plenty of time
for you to get your shot.”

“This is the last time,” the camera-
man said. “Co-operate just this one
last time.”

“I’'ve co-operated with you,” Ted
said. “I've co-operated too much.”

Fitzie had the bleacher entrance
open, and as Ted passed quickly
through, a powder-blue Cadillac
pulled up to the curb. A man in shirt
sleeves was behind the wheel. He
looked like Dick O’Connell, whose
appointment as business manager
had been announced the previous
night.

Fitzie ran ahead to open the far
door of the car for Ted. Three young
women had been approaching the
exit as Ted darted through, and one
of them screamed: “It’s him!” One
of the others just let out a scream,
as if Ted had been somebody of real
worth, like Elvis or Fabian. The
third woman remained mute. Look-
ing at her, you had to wonder
whether she would ever speak again.

Fitzie slammed the door, and the
car pulled away. “It was him,” the
first woman screamed. “Was it
really him? Was it him?”

Her knees seemed to give away.

Her girl friends had to support her.

«T can’t catch my breath,” she said.

Williams played his hand with drama to
the end. He bowed out of baseball with
a booming home run in his last at-bat.

-y

Williams’ No. 9is hung up in the Red Sox
dressing room for the final time. The
team retired the big fellow’s number.

“I can hear my heart pounding.”
And then, in something like terror:
“] CAN'T BREATHE.”

Attracted by the screams, or by
some invisible, inexplicable grape-
vine, a horde of boys and men came
racing up the street. Ted’s car turned
the corner just across from the
bleacher exit, but it was held up
momentarily by a red light and a
bus. The front line of pursuers had

- just come abreast of the car when
the driver swung around the bus and
pulled away.

There are those, however, who
never get the word. Down the street,
still §urrounding the almost empty
parking area, were still perhaps 100
loyal fans waiting to say their last
farewell to Ted Williams.

In Boston that night, the talk was
all of Williams. Only 10,454 were at
tbe scene, but the word all over the
city was: “I knew he’'d end it with
a home run . . .” and “I was going
to go to the game, but—"

In future years, we can be sure,
the men who saw Ted hit that
mighty shot will number into the
hqndreds of thousands. The wind
will grow strong and mean, and the
distance will grow longer. Many of
the reports of the game, in fact, had
the ball going into the center-field
bleachers.

The seeds of the legend have al-
ready been sown. George Carens,
an elderly columnist who is more
beloved by Ted than by his col-
leagues, wrote:

“Ted was calm and gracious as he
praised the occupants of the Fenway
press penthouse at home plate be-
fore the game began. Afterwards he
greeted all writers in a comradely
way, down through his most per-
sistent critics. In a word, Ted showed
he can take it, and whenever the
spirit moves him he will fit beauti-
fully into the Fenway PR setup.”

Which shows® that people hear
what they want to hear and see what
they want to see.

In New York the next day, Phil
Rizzuto informed his television au-
dlencg that Ted had finally relented
?‘r;:ll tipped his hat after the home

And the Sporting News headline
On its Boston story was:

“Splinter Tips Cap

To Hub Fans After

Farewell Homer”

A New York Sunday paper went
SO far as to say that Ted had made

- "a tender and touching farewell

Speech” from home plate at the end
of the game.

All the reports said that Ted had,

I effect, called his shot because it

“:)as known that he was shooting
I a home run. Who wants to bet
at, in future years, there will not
da story or two insisting that he
& peint?

:hre'iegend will inevitably grow,

and in a way it is a shame. A man
should be allowed to die the way
he lived. He should be allowed to
depart as he came. Ted Williams
chose his course early, and his
course was to turn his face from the
world around him. When he walked
out of the park, he kept his eyes
to the front and he never looked
back.

The epitaph for Ted Williams re-
mains unchanged. He was sometimes
unbearable but he was never dull.
Baseball will not be the same with-
out him. Boston won’t be quite the
same either. Old Boston is acrawl
with greening statues of old heroes
and old patriots, but Ted has left a
monument of his own—again on his
own terms—in the Children’s Cancer
Hospital.

He left his own monument in the
record books too. For two decades he
made the Red Sox exciting in the
sheer anticipation of his next time
at bat.

He opened his last season with
perhaps the longest home run of his
career and he closed it with perhaps
the most dramatic. It was typical
and it was right that the Williams
Era in Boston should end not with a
whimper. It was entirely proper
that it should end with a bang.

So, the old order
passeth and an era of
austerity has settled
upon the Red Sox
franchise.

And now Boston
knows how England
felt when it lost India.

—--oww
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