
Mills Stadium on the west
side of Chicago, August 21st, 1938.

Hack Wilson’s uniform was ill-fitting, snug in all the wrong places. 
The wool was coarse and made the 38 year-old former Cubs star 
scratch and pull at the collar. Even though the ball game hadn’t 
started yet, the grey flannel suit was completely soaked through with 
his sweat. If any of the sports writers who sat around him got close 
enough to take a whiff, they could probably discern what his choice 
of alcohol the previous night had been. Still, the former National 
League home run and RBI champ felt good to be back in Chicago. 
Although it was a mere 6 years since he last roamed the outfield for 
the Cubs, the ensuing seasons seemed like a lifetime.

LEWIS ROBERT WILSON had been the National League’s 
answer to Babe Ruth—all swagger and raw talent packaged in as 
ungainly a body as ever was seen on a ball field. His exuberance for 
the nightlife completely embodied Chicago of the Roarin’ Twenties. 
He brawled and blustered, balked and boomed. Back then everyone 
was Hack’s pal, and Chicago was his town.

He was a product of the rough factory towns of Western 
Pennsylvania. The illegitimate son of a part-time laborer and full-
time drunk and a wandering freelance prostitute, the boy grew up 
more or less on his own. His mother died when he was seven, and 
his father entrusted the boy to the care of the woman who ran the 
boarding house they lived in. Fortunately, the proprietress and her 
son were huge baseball fans and both tutored young Lew in the finer 
points of the game.

Lew was an odd looking fella—he was short, had a big, flat, moon 
face, a stocky torso perched on dainty ankles that terminated at even 
daintier feet. He also perspired—a lot. Modern scholars of the game 
have speculated that his appearance and later actions as an adult 
had the hallmarks of Fetal Alcohol Syndrome, a birth defect brought 
on by excessive drinking during pregnancy. With his parents’ track 
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Above: SABR Chicago will welcome author Ralph Carhart for a 
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an email, or check our social media outlets for details.

HACK WILSON: WHEN 1938
WAS 1930 FOR A DAY
BY: GARY JOSEPH CIERADKOWSKI

- CONTINUED ON PAGE 9 -



2

- CONTINUED ON PAGE 8 -

In the late 1980s, Dick Allen took part in an old-timer’s day event 
in St. Louis that featured such greats as Bob Gibson, Lou Brock, 
Curt Flood, and others, including Negro League 
immortal Cool Papa Bell. Afterward, Allen 
excitedly related a conversation that he had with 
Bell. “He said I could have been one of them,” 
Allen recalled. “He said I had power and I could 
run, the two most important requirements in 
Negro League baseball. It’s funny. Back in their 
day, the Negro League players all wanted to be 
big leaguers. They felt deprived because they 
could never get in. And there I was, in my day, 
a big leaguer who felt like he lost out because he 
never got a chance to play in the Negro Leagues.” 
Dick Allen, Negro League immortal? It’s easy 
to imagine. If Allen had spent his career in the 
Negro Leagues—playing in a league full of people 
who could relate to the sort of trials Allen had 
experienced since birth—Dick’s life might have 
been quite a bit less stressful. But the rest of us 
would be the poorer for it.

When the Chicago White Sox acquired Dick Allen from the Los 
Angeles Dodgers in December of 1971 (for Tommy John, an 
outstanding pitcher, and scrub infielder Steve Huntz), I was one of 
many excited—and apprehensive—Sox fans. Allen was well-known 
for his prodigious talent with the bat, but the White Sox would be 
his fourth team in the last four seasons. Bill James described Allen 
as “the second-most controversial player in baseball history, behind 
Rogers Hornsby,” and it’s an apt comparison. While continuing to 
excel on the field, Hornsby had been shuffled from the Cardinals 
to the Giants to the Braves and then to the Cubs between 1926 and 
1929. For Allen, it was from the Phillies—where he had been the 

BY: DON ZMINDA Above: Dick Allen, who played three seasons as a member of the 
Chicago White Sox (1972-1974), passed away on December 7, 2020. 
He won the 1972 American League’s Most Valuable Player award.
(Photo: Getty Images / CBSSports.com)
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SABR MEMBER
SPOTLIGHT
We all have great baseball stories.
Go ahead and share some with your 
fellow SABR Chicago Chapter members. 
Contact Bill Pearch, newsletter editor, 
via email at wcpearch@comcast.net to 
schedule a brief interview.
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This series takes a look at the legendary ballplayers that most fans 
forgot ever suited up with our local teams. Where possible we’ll 
present baseball card evidence of their Second City tenure.  

Mordecai “Three Finger” Brown
& Joe Tinker
What Chicago baseball fan schooled 
in the great teams of the past doesn’t 
hold the name Mordecai “Three Finger” 
Brown in high regard? After all, 17 wins 
is nothing to shake a stick at. “What’s 
that you say? Didn’t he win nearly 200 
with the Cubbies?” Ah, I’m afraid I was 
referring to Three Finger Brown the 
Chicago Whale!
 
Sure enough, Brown was one of two 
future Hall of Famers to play for 
Chicago’s Federal League nine, though 
Brown’s first stop in the rival league was 
with the St. Louis Terriers and he even put in a month with the 
Brooklyn Tip Tops before finding his way back to Chicago. Thanks 
in large part to Three Finger’s 17-8 record and stingy 2.09 ERA, 
good for third best in the league, the Whales beat out the second 
place Terriers by a single game to win the Federal League pennant 
in what would be the upstart league’s final season, meaning Whales 
fans hold bragging rights as defending champs even to this day. No 
rebuild needed here, thank you very much!

Brown’s 
most famous 
cardboard from 
his Federal 
League stint 
comes courtesy 
of the 1914-
15 Cracker 
Jack sets. 
Unfortunately, 
his cards both 
those years (left) 
portray him as 
a Terrier. Apart 
from the Conlon 
Collection card shown earlier in the article, your only other shot 
at a card of Miner’s days as a Whale comes from the 2019 Historic 
Autographs “Federal League” series (right), modeled after the look 
of the original Cracker Jack cards.

I mentioned that Brown was one of two future Hall of Famers to 
bolt to the Chicago Whales. The other likely owes his enshrinement 
to a poem more than to his bat and glove. After all, what Whales fan 
could not recite even after three beers the famous ballad of “Tinker 
to Farrell to Beck?” So pleasing to the ear, isn’t it!

Yes, Joe Tinker not only jumped to the Federal League in 1914 
but wound up as the Whales first and only manager, amassing the 
most wins of any manager in Federal League history. The man 

was essentially the Connie Mack of the 
Federal League, only he could turn the 
double play in addition to filling out the 
lineup card. 
 
Unlike his teammate Mordecai Brown, 
Joe Tinker did earn cards (right) as a 
Whale in the 1914 and 1915 Cracker Jack 
sets.

And lest you think his Cracker Jack 
Whale cards are a “fluke,” Tinker can also 
be found reppin’ the Federal League in 
some of the lesser known tobacco sets of 
the era, though his Coupon Cigarettes cards (left and middle below) 
kept his old Cubs uniform and simply updated the league name.

Whale, my time is up here so narwhal leave you alone to read the 
rest of our newsletter without anymore of my spouting off. Fin.

Thinking of an “unknown legend” that you would like to 
nominate? Send Jason an email at jason.1969@yahoo.com.

click here to play
Can you match the player

to his nickname?

UNKNOWN LEGENDS
BY: JASON SCHWARTZ

PASTIME PASSAGE ...
“His spirit, his love of the game, were contagious. I 
remember one day in Toledo. We were losing; he was down 
to the last pitch and John “Buck” O’Neil put himself into 
pinch hit. I’m going up there and hit this guy, he said. I’m 
going up there and slam one out of the park. You know 
something? He did slam one out of the park.”

– Ernie Banks on Buck O’Neil,
while as his manager of the Kansas City Monarchs

Source: The Pittsburgh Press, June 21, 1967, 69.

Do you have a favorite baseball-related quote? Send it to
John Racanelli via email at j.racanelli@hotmail.com.

https://www.sporcle.com/games/sanders590/baseballnicknames
https://www.sporcle.com/games/sanders590/baseballnicknames
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When work brings one to Ogle County, Illinois, one may look ahead 
to determine whether there might be baseball sites in Oregon worth 
a visit. A quick perusal of Baseball-Reference.com revealed a lone 
Major League player to have been born and buried in Oregon—
Frederick Roat—and stirred a curiosity. 
   
Located in northwest Illinois (about 25 miles southwest of 
Rockford), Oregon is a picturesque river town complete with 
a Supervalu, repurposed movie theater marquee, and modern 
McDonald’s. Roat’s grave is found in a teeny hilltop cemetery 
overlooking the Rock River. His big-league baseball career was 
similarly tiny, but his story is compelling.     

Roat’s professional baseball career began as a 20-year-old in 1888 
with the Danville (Illinois) Browns of the Central Interstate League. 
The club fell on hard times and folded in July, financial victims of an 
ordinance that outlawed Sunday baseball. Roat played for Danville 
again in 1889, now members of the Illinois-Indiana League. There 
are no statistics available for Roat for those two seasons; however, 
he presumably played well enough to garner the attention of the 
Pittsburgh Alleghenys (NL).

Prior to the 1890 season, Roat found himself choosing between 
offers from Pittsburgh and the Terre Haute Hoosiers of the Central 
Interstate League, reportedly both at a salary of $150 per month 
(approximately $4,300 today). Roat chose Pittsburgh and appeared 
in 57 games for the team that ended the season 23-113 (.169), 

- CONTINUED ON PAGE 7 -

ZEMAN’S ZINGERS
BY: DAVE ZEMAN
Happy New Year! Are you suffering from baseball withdrawal? 
Don’t worry, here’s another installment of trivia questions to get us 
to spring training. Fans of Jeopardy! (another moment of silence 
for Alex Trebek) will be familiar with before and after categories. 
For these questions, two answers are combined to make one correct 
response. These questions are part baseball, part general history. 
Ready? Play ball!

1. Scored 1,327 runs in only 1,310 games / author of 1876 

2. In 1948, his final major league season, he led the AL with 17 
saves for the world champs / actor who needed more cowbell 

3. Actor who was born Albert Einstein / player named All-Star 
MVP, World Series MVP and regular season MVP during his 
career 

4. Led the AL with 15 triples as a rookie in 2015 / actress who is 
the domestic partner of Cory Booker 

5. Played during the administrations of JFK and George H.W. 
Bush / won an Oscar for True Grit / early 1990s Cleveland 
outfielder / Chicago-born lifetime .318 hitter

NOVEMBER-DECEMBER 2020: HOW DID YOU DO?
1. Played 2,000+ games for the Washington Senators / “Close-

talker” on Seinfeld: Joe Judge Reinhold 

2. Dodger who won a Gold Glove in his final major-league season 
/ Frequent mockumentary actress: Wes Parker Posey 

3. Birth name of music’s Rocketman / Runner-up for 1989 
National League Rookie of the Year: Reginald Dwight 
Smith 

4. Southpaw who won 15 games in 1942, his last big-league 
campaign / 3rd Rock from the Sun star: Larry French 
Stewart 

5. TV character who often emphasized the word “be” when 
speaking / Hit walk-off double to win the 1929 World Series: 
Chandler Bing Miller

get social with sabr’s
emil rothe chicago chapter
there are five easy ways to interact with chicago chapter members. 

click today and start talking baseball.

THE BEST PLAYER
EVER BORN IN OREGON
BY: JOHN RACANELLI

http://www.facebook.com/sabrchicago
https://www.reddit.com/r/SABRChicago/
https://twitter.com/SABRChicago
http://sabrchicago.com
https://www.instagram.com/sabr_chicago/
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JOHN T. BRUSH STAIRWAY
This 80-step stairway was presented by the New York Giants 
to the City of New York and dedicated to the memory of the 
team’s former owner, John T. Brush, on July 9, 1913. This is 
the last remaining relic of the iconic Polo Grounds that housed 
five New York sports teams from 1890 to 1963. The stairway is 
located in Highbridge Park. (40.832470, -73.939615)
Photo credit: Bill Pearch

If you go out of your way to visit old ballparks, historical 
markers, statues, or gravesites we would love to hear about it! 
Send your experiences and photos to j.racanelli@hotmail.com! 

SOME ARTWORK PROVIDED BY:
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COLLECTOR’S CORNER
BY: JOHN RACANELLI

While technically a Philadelphia Phillies card, Bill “Swish” 
Nicholson appears on his 1949 Bowman rookie card as a Chicago 
Cub after a decade on the North Side, in which he made four All-
Star appearances and led the NL in HRs and RBIs in back-to-back 
seasons – 1943 (29/128) and 1944 (33/122). His 136 OBP+ is third 
all-time (tied with Frank Chance) for any Cub with at least 4,000 
at-bats.
 
It’s okay to brag here – we want to see your coolest stuff!  
Send photos and descriptions of your coolest baseball 
cards or memorabilia to j.racanelli@hotmail.com.

BY: RICH RAY 
Here are a few amazing pieces of Johnny Evers memorabilia:

• Store model bat circa 1910
• Topps 206 bat relic card
• 1911 Mecca Double Folder with Frank Chance back
• 1909-11 T206 with Sweet Caporal 150 back

https://www.vecteezy.com/
https://www.vecteezy.com/


6

When Rick Renteria was let go as manager of the Chicago White 
Sox, I, as a White Sox fan, was elated. Frankly, I never thought 
Renteria was a good enough manager to lead this current and 
talented bunch of players to the next level. When GM Rick Hahn 
conducted a Zoom meeting to talk about the firing, he outlined what 
the organization was looking for in the next manager: analytics 
friendly, can handle a pitching staff, communicative with today’s 
major league ballplayer. My elation turned to overwhelming Sox 
pride. This poorly run organization that I had followed my whole 
life was finally doing what most successful MLB franchises do to 
become and stay successful. 

Then Jerry Reinsdorf told Rick Hahn to hold his beer.

As candidates surfaced through the rumor mill, former managers 
such as A.J. Hinch popped up on the radar. Hinch had to be exactly 
who Hahn was talking about, right? Along with Hinch, another 
name came up prominently, which sent a cold shiver down my spine 
… Tony LaRussa. I thought to myself this could not be anything 
more than the owner waxing nostalgic over the great manager that 
got away thirty-four years ago, right?

The last time I saw Tony LaRussa, he was doing an interview with 
Chris “Mad Dog” Russo at the winter meetings a few years ago. 
The Mad Dog was questioning him about the election of Harold 
Baines to the Hall of Fame by the Veteran’s Committee. At the time, 
LaRussa was a prominent member of said committee. LaRussa 
acted like a condescending old man, threatening Russo physically 
for even questioning him about Baines and refusing to acknowledge 
Russo’s solid arguments against Baines’ election. Since then, 
LaRussa has made some strong statements against players kneeling 
for the national anthem, bat flips after home runs, and the kind of 
fun today’s player has during the game.

In other words, LaRussa had strong feelings against just about 
everything this current White Sox team is. There was no way this 
was real, right? 

And then … it was.

To my horror, LaRussa was named the new/old Sox manager. I 
have not been this upset as a Sox fan since they signed Adam Dunn. 
As Rick Hahn introduced this dinosaur through gritted teeth, I 
reflected on what this exactly meant to my favorite team. I decided 
to take a step back and let the hiring sink in. Here is what I came up 
with.

Tony LaRussa is a Hall of Fame manager. He is third on the all-
time wins list. He has won three World Series, even though he was 
the manager of team that lost the biggest World Series upset in 
my lifetime, the 1988 Oakland A’s. Nonetheless, that all counts for 
something.

Bill James might be credited as the godfather of analytics, but 
LaRussa is the godfather of analytics in action. He had a binder of 
player tendencies long before computers were in everyone’s home. 
That kind of statistical analysis used so prominently in today’s 
baseball came from LaRussa, no matter how many times he brought 
in Juan Agosto specifically to face a lefty and then Agosto proceeded 
to walk the batter. 

He is good buddies with the chairman. That must count for 
something, right? I mean both are old men. Reinsdorf did not hire 
LaRussa just for nostalgia and to right a previous wrong … right? 
He obviously wants to win another title before he dies and LaRussa, 
being 76 years old, isn’t in this for the long run … right? Perhaps 
LaRussa could get Reinsdorf to spend the money necessary to 
augment to current talented roster and put the Sox over the top. 
That excited me! Instead of Tim Belcher, the team might actually 

TONY LARUSSA TO THE WHITE SOX … SMH: A FAN’S PERSPECTIVE
BY: TIM CZUBA

go for somebody like Trevor Bauer. Maybe this LaRussa hiring will 
finally cause the chairman to spend the right money at the right time 
for the right player.

Well, since my reflection resulted in a wait-and-see attitude, the 
following has happened. Three weeks after his hiring, the new 
manager still had not reached out to the two leaders of the team, 
Tim Anderson, he of the new fun and bat flips, and Jose Abreu. As a 
matter of fact, LaRussa did not reach out to Abreu until after he won 
the AL MVP award at the end of November. Not exactly the kind of 
communication I was hoping for. Both players have said the right 
things concerning the LaRussa hiring. I hope they are the bigger 
men.

While it looks like the Sox are not going to sign Trevor Bauer, they 
did trade for Lance Lynn, who is a quality starting pitcher. With the 
Lynn acquisition, my thoughts immediately went to signing George 
Springer to play right field. After all, the chairman wants to insure 
a World Series now … right? Springer is a quality player and money 
in the playoffs. Lynn is reasonably priced, so breaking the bank on 
Springer is doable … right? Wrong. Instead, the Sox resigned Adam 
Eaton to play right. While Eaton is a bonehead (see Drake LaRoche), 
I do like his game and he does fit in, but he is not George Springer. 
So much for spending money to insure victory by two old men.

Throw in the fact that the new manager was arrested on suspicion 
of a DUI last February, his second DUI, and has pled guilty. 
Sentencing will take place later this month and while I don’t think 
LaRussa would have pled guilty unless he is going to receive some 
sort of slap on the wrist, it is still a black eye on the organization.

So, where am I now with this hiring? Unfortunately, I am in the 
same place I started. LaRussa is the wrong hire at the right time. 
I am afraid this hiring will castrate the joy this current bunch of 
White Sox plays with. The chairman is not going to break the bank 
to ensure a winning team that will go deep into the playoffs. Same 
“old” Reinsdorf. 

I hope I am wrong. I hope Tony LaRussa molds this team into 
a championship team. I hope I am wrong. I hope the players 
continues to play with the joy they did last year and that it blossoms 
into a title. I hope I am wrong. I hope the team spends enough to 
insure a deep run next season. I hope that if I say, “I hope I am 
wrong” enough, it will come true.

I hope I am right about that … or maybe, unfortunately, I am 
already right.

Above: Tony LaRussa, a Hall of Famer, the third-winningest 
manager in baseball history, and a three-time World Series champion 
was named as the new manager of the Chicago White Sox for the 
upcoming 2021 season. (Photo: On Tap Sports Net)
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the second-worst winning percentage ever. Despite the team’s 
ineptitude, Roat had the rotten luck of finding himself on the depth 
chart at third behind Doggie Miller, easily the best player on the 
team by bWAR (3.0). Roat completed his rookie season hitting 
.223/.286/.260, with two home runs and seven stolen bases.

The Pittsburgh Daily Post reported on 
December 9, that Roat “never felt better in his 
life and he would be able to take hold of third 
base next year and keep it too.” He worried, 
however, that he had not received any contract 
since he arrived home to Oregon. Roat was 
apparently unaware that Pittsburgh had already 
sold him to the Cincinnati Reds for $300. Roat 
never played for Cincinnati, however, and split 
his 1891 season between the Lincoln (Nebraska) 
Rustlers (Western Association) and Rockford 
(Illinois) Hustlers (Illinois-Iowa League), 
hitting .243 in 83 total contests with the two 
teams.

In 1892, Roat signed to play for the Western 
League Milwaukee Brewers. The Chicago Tribune reported on May 
24 that Roat’s arm was in such poor shape at third base that he had 
to throw the balls he fielded to the pitcher, who then threw on to 
first base to complete each putout. Despite the arm troubles, Roat 
was leading the Western League in batting average as of June 6. On 
July 7, however, the Milwaukee club disbanded and Roat was sold to 
Chicago (NL) for $1,500. 

Roat made his Chicago Colts fateful debut on August 10, 1892 at 
second base. He was 0-4 at the plate and made an error in the 
eighth inning that led to a run. On August 12, Roat was 0-4 against 
Cy Young and the Cleveland Spiders. On August 18, he rapped his 
lone big-league triple, but “knocked his shoulder out” such that he 
was expected to “join the disabled ones for a fortnight at least.” Roat 
was unceremoniously released on August 23. His brief time with 
Chicago was unspectacular, as he hit just .194/.242/.258. His brief 
Major League career was over, but he was not done with baseball.

After a stint with the New Orleans Pelicans (Southern Association) 
in 1893-94 where he “ranked high in official batting averages of 
[the] league,” Roat found himself back in the Western League with 
the Indianapolis Hoosiers at the end of 1894.
 
His 1895 season proved to be the pinnacle of Roat’s playing career, 
where he “played with a vengeance, regained his shortstopping 
youth and hit so well and fielded so brilliantly that he was one 
of the most talked of men in the league.” His play even drew the 
ire of an opposing fan at Toledo who “threw a chunk of bologna 
sausage at his head” in June. In the second game of a Labor Day 
doubleheader, Roat made headlines by recording six hits in seven 
at-bats and posting five putouts and eight assists in the field. Roat 
finished the 1895 campaign with a .388 batting average, .530 
slugging percentage, 203 hits, 24 doubles, 16 triples and 6 home 
runs. His Hoosiers were crowned champions of the Western League 
and arrived back in Indianapolis to a brass band and crowd of 
3,000 gathered at the train station to escort the club to a raucous 
celebration at the Grand Hotel.

Roat signed his contract to play for Indianapolis in 1896 “without 
a comment or objection,” a surprise to manager Bill Watkins, 
“Ballplayers, as a rule, have a great deal to say about their contracts, 
and it seems to be an unwritten rule among them that before 
signing they must make some sort of a protest, if only to show their 
independence.” After playing for Indianapolis in 1896, Roat split his 
time between the Western League Grand Rapids and Minneapolis 
clubs in 1897 and the Omaha/St. Joseph club in 1898, where he hit 
.223 in 529 at-bats.

FRED ROAT (CONTINUED)

Roat signed with the Buffalo Bisons (Western League) for 1899, 
but was released on April 19, having not appeared in a game for the 
club. He caught on with the Eastern League Toronto Maple Leafs 
and The Indianapolis News reported on July 13 that “Fred Roat, he 
of the mighty and erratic arm, whose hair-raising throws have often 
sent chills down the back of the Indianapolis cranks, is said to be 
playing a sensational game at second base for Toronto.” 

The end of Roat’s professional career is murky, however. It is 
not immediately clear whether he completed the 1899 season at 
Toronto or was released prior to their final game. Roat “turned up” 
in Cortland, New York and was offered $100 a week to finish the 
season with the Wagonmakers of the New York State League. He 
reportedly played two games, got his money, and skipped town. This 
appears to be the final stop on his professional baseball journey.

The next mention of Roat was on May 27, 1912, when the Dixon 
(Illinois) Evening Telegraph reported, “Fred Roat, yard foreman at 
the Northwestern yard had a narrow escape from death Saturday 
afternoon” when in boarding a boxcar, the handle pulled loose 
causing him to fall under the wheels. Roat escaped with a “mashed 
toe on his right foot.” Roat died the following year on September 24, 
1913 at the age of 45. 

If you ever find yourself in Oregon, take a hike at Lowden State Park 
and be sure to stop by River View Cemetery to pay your respects to 
Frederick R. Roat, the best ballplayer ever born in Oregon.

Notes: Baseball-Reference.com has little statistical information 
available for Fred Roat’s 1896 and 1897 seasons and otherwise does 
not show him as a member of the 1899 Cortland Wagonmakers.

I was unable to find a death notice or much other information about 
Roat’s life before or after baseball.

Sources: www.baseball-reference.com / www.retrosheet.org

• Dixon Evening Telegraph (Dixon, Illinois), June 6, 1892, 1.
• The Inter Ocean (Chicago, Illinois), July 8, 1892, 6.
• The Inter Ocean (Chicago, Illinois), August 11, 1892, 6.
• Los Angeles Evening Express, June 15, 1895, 11.
• The Buffalo Enquirer, September 10, 1895, 8.
• The Times (Streator, Illinois), October 1, 1895, 1.
• Weir Weekly Tribune (Weir, Kansas), December 27, 1895, 5.
• Detroit Free Press, February 11, 1896, 1.
• The Buffalo Commercial, April 20, 1899, 5.
• The Buffalo Inquirer, September 15, 1899, 4.
• The Indianapolis News, May 10, 1913, 13.

Above: Indianapolis 1895 Champions, Western League. Top 
row (left to right): Hogriever, Cross, Roat, McCarthy, Wood. 
Middle row: Fisher, Phillips, Motz, Watkins, McFarland, 
Newell. Lower row: Hogan, Canavan.
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DICK ALLEN (CONTINUED)

first Black star for a franchise with an ugly racial history—to the 
Cardinals, the Dodgers, and finally the White Sox.

“Allen was labeled baseball’s biggest outlaw,” wrote Tim Whitaker, 
who collaborated with Dick on Allen’s wonderful autobiography, 
Crash: The Life and Times of Dick Allen. “He was undisciplined and 
outspoken, a free spirit who abided by no rules. He was accused 
of missing curfews, skipping spring training, drinking on the job, 
getting high, fighting with teammates, having managers fired, and 
even doodling cryptic messages on the infield dirt. He never did 
want to be bothered with sportswriters. He was as enigmatic as he 
was recalcitrant.”

Some of those accusations were true; many were not. As for Allen’s 
problems with sportswriters, how would you feel about people who 
refused to address you by the name his family had called you since 
birth? “Don’t call me Richie,” he would say. “My name is Dick.” 
But until he got to Chicago, he was “Richie Allen,” or sometimes 
“Rich” to writers and team officials and even on his baseball cards. 
(“Bob” Clemente could undoubtedly relate to this.) With the White 
Sox, Allen was finally referred to as Dick… at least by most people. 
Jerome Holtzman, the dean of Chicago sportswriters and future 
official MLB historian, was among the Allen antagonists who 
continued to call him “Richie.”

Whatever people called him—“Richie” being the mildest of insults 
hurled at this strong, unflinching Black man—we in Chicago quickly 
learned that Allen could play. In 1972, his first season with the 
White Sox, Allen led the American league in on-base percentage, 
slugging, home runs (a then-team record 37), and runs batted in 
while winning the league MVP award. In 1973, he was again among 
the league leaders when he suffered a broken leg in midseason; 
even this was steeped in controversy, as a White Sox physician 
insisted Allen could have returned. In 1974, Allen was again leading 
the league in home runs when he abruptly left the team in early 
September, announcing his retirement a few days later. He was so 
far ahead in the home run race that he still led 
the league, despite not playing a game after 
September 8.

There were wondrous moments, like a three-
run pinch-hit home run in the bottom of the 
ninth in June of 1972 to defeat the Yankees, 5-4 
(I still have an audiotape of that game). There 
was the game against the Twins a month later 
that featured two inside-the-park home runs 
from Allen—a reminder of what a fearsome 
baserunner Dick Allen was. There was Allen’s 
460-foot home run into Comiskey Park’s center-
field bleachers—a drive that nearly hit Sox 
broadcaster Harry Caray, who was doing the 
game from the bleachers that day. The ball was 
caught by young Mark Liptak, who later would 
become a leading White Sox historian.

But Allen being Allen, there were plenty of controversies as well. 
There was the special treatment—constantly harped upon by the 
Chicago press—given to Allen by Sox manager Chuck Tanner, who 
allowed Allen to skip batting practice and come late to the ballpark. 
Allen sometimes took advantage of that treatment. On at least one 
occasion, he missed the start of a game, with the White Sox covering 
his tracks by saying he was sick. There was the controversy over 
the extent of his injury in 1973 (Allen did attempt to return for one 
game, but was shut down after limping noticeably). His final year 
with the White Sox featured a season-long feud with new teammate 
Ron Santo; “I felt confused, disoriented, but mostly depressed,” 
Allen recalled about the 1974 season. Even Harry Caray, an early 
Allen supporter during their White Sox years together, turned on 
him, referring to Allen with the name that Dick hated. “Every time I 
try to compare Richie Allen to Stan Musial, I want to vomit,” Caray 

STEVE SWISHER AND NICK SWISHER
Steve Swisher stole third base one time in his career,

on July 9, 1976 as a member of the Cubs.

Nick Swisher, Steve’s son, stole third base one time in his
career, on April 27, 2008 as a member of the White Sox.

Photo credits: Topps

Have a sweet Chicago Random Tandem?
Send it to j.racanelli@hotmail.com!

said. In those days when you lost Harry Caray, you lost Chicago.

Given an opportunity to return to his first team, the Phillies, under 
more positive circumstances, Allen reconsidered the retirement 
and finally met his goal of reaching the postseason in 1976. But his 
skills had diminished, he was bothered by injuries, and the second 
Philadelphia tenure ended unhappily as well, as did a brief finale 
with Charlie Finley’s Oakland A’s (Dick Allen and Charlie Finley did 
not get along? Amazing!)

Allen is gone now, and the outpouring of love he received from 
former teammates after his December 7 passing make it clear that 
a lot of the things that people said about Dick Allen were clearly 

- CONTINUED ON PAGE 10 -
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get social with sabr chicago

It’s cold in Chicago, so how about starting 2021 with a road 
trip? From the clues in this photo, can you successfully guess 
the date of this game? You may need to zoom in. Good luck.

Congratulations to the two winners from the November-
December 2020 issue. Both correctly guessed the dates: 
September 18, 2005 (Wrigley Field) and August 21, 2016 
(U.S. Cellular Field). 

• Ed Hartig
• Richard Smiley

Do you have a scoreboard photo that will have your fellow 
chapter members scratching their heads? Send it to Bill 
Pearch at wcpearch@comcast.net. Note that photos are not 
limited to Chicago ballparks.

HACK WILSON: 1938 (CONTINUED)

record, it could very well be the case. Being such an ungainly looking 
figure made him the object of every bully in town, so he grew 
up knowing how to use his fists. With no good male role models 
except his booze-hound of a father, he also took to drinking at a 
young age, a habit that would have serious consequences to both 
his career and personal life. At 16 Lew quit school and worked in a 
locomotive factory, then a shipyard. The intense physical labor not 
only hardened his rough physique, but it also gave him the chance 
to showcase his baseball skills in the highly competitive industrial 
leagues in operation at that time.

His full adult height of 5’-6,” 190 pounds with an 18-inch neck and 
size 5 1/2 feet earned Lew the nickname “Stouts,” then “Hack,” the 
latter after a famous wrestler of the time, Georg Hackenschmidt.

In 1921, he signed a $175 a month contract to play ball for the 
Martisburg Blue Sox. He steadily moved his way up the ladder of 
minor leagues before John McGraw of the New York Giants bought 
his contract in 1923. A propensity to strike out too often and streaky 
hitting led to his demotion to Toledo in 1925. Fortunately, Chicago 
Cubs manager Joe McCarthy had seen Hack play in the minors and 
eagerly snapped him up. Under McCarthy’s careful management, 
Hack blossomed in Chicago, leading the league in home runs four 
times and twice in RBI’s.

HIS FALL was tremendous and tragic. In the season following 
his record 56 home runs and 191 RBI in 1930, Wilson went on a 
season-long slump from which he never recovered. The tyrannical 
Rogers Hornsby became Cubs manager that year, and his relentless 
needling of Wilson was often thought to be the reason behind 
the slugger’s nosedive. Everyone knew Wilson was a juicer, a 
connoisseur of the nightclub scene. For years he rode a fine line 
between controlling his alcohol consumption and falling prey to 
it, and in 1931 the latter prevailed. The Cubbies sold Wilson to the 
second-division Brooklyn club in ’32, who then unloaded him to 
the even lousier Phillies in ’34. By 1935 he was released to Albany 
in the minor leagues, a side-show attraction roaming the outfield 
alongside Alabama Pitts, the Sing Sing convict turned ballplayer. 
It was damned embarrassing. When they wanted to send him to 
Portland out in the Pacific Coast League, the former star got pissy, 
went home to Martinsburg, West Virginia and waited for a better 
offer to arrive.

None did.

- CONTINUED ON PAGE 11 -
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One hundred years after the founding of the Negro National 
League in 1920, SABR has organized a special task force to explore 
prominent Black baseball organizations during the segregated era 
for the purpose of considering their status as major leagues.

The task force, chaired by Mark Armour, president of SABR’s 
Board of Directors, will make a recommendation as to which Negro 
Leagues demonstrated both a major-league caliber of play and high 
standards of organizational structure. Before Jackie Robinson made 
his debut with the Brooklyn Dodgers in 1947, no Black players had 
played in the National League or other major leagues since white 
baseball officials established a racial color barrier in 1887.

“SABR has been cataloging and correcting baseball history, as 
well as championing the Negro Leagues, since our founding in 
1971,” Armour said. “We wonder if the time is not right to formally 
recognize the best of the great Black leagues, and to better integrate 
their stories and records with those of the other recognized major 
leagues.”

The group—which will include representatives from SABR’s Negro 
Leagues Committee, Baseball Records Committee, Biographical 
Research Committee, and other influential members of the baseball 
research community—will also evaluate how to better integrate 
Negro Leagues records, stats, and stories into SABR’s publications, 
databases, and future research projects.

SABR ESTABLISHES TASK FORCE
TO CONSIDER NEGRO LEAGUES AS MAJOR LEAGUES  

wrong. Prima donna? Bad teammate? Killer of clubhouse morale? 
Not according to guys like Mike Schmidt and Goose Gossage and 
Larry Bowa and Jim Kaat and Steve Stone. All of these major stars 
not only respected Dick Allen; they revered him.

“I wonder how good I could have been,” Dick Allen said in perhaps 
his most famous quote. “It could have been a joy, a celebration. 
Instead, I played angry. In baseball, if a couple of things go wrong 
for you, and those things get misperceived, or distorted, you get 
a label. After a while, the label becomes you, and you become the 
label, whether that’s really you or not. I was labeled an outlaw, and 
after a while that’s what I became.”

Damn the labels. Richard Anthony Allen was a proud Black man 
in a sport, and a country, that has never felt comfortable with what 
Geoffrey C. Ward, biographer of the great boxer Jack Johnson, 
called “unforgivable blackness.” If Allen “played angry,” he had 
plenty of reason for doing so. He is at peace now, and remembered 
by many of us with deep affection. I felt privileged to watch a few 
years in the life of Dick Allen, and I mourn his passing.

DICK ALLEN (CONTINUED)

THE FIRST BASEBALL GAME
(AND BASEBALL CLUB) IN MEXICO
BY: BRUCE ALLARDICE
Chapter member Bruce Allardice’s latest article on the history 
of early baseball deals with the first verified game and club 
in Mexico. You can read it on “Our Game,” Major League 
Baseball’s official history blog.

Photos: (Above) Matamoros in 1863, from Leslie’s Illustrated 
Newspaper of Dec. 5 of that year; (Inset) Jose Medrano, later 
in life, from Madeleine Spangler

CLICK HERE 
FOR FULL 
ARTICLE

WANTED: YOUR BASEBALL RESEARCH
Are you conducting baseball research? SABR’s Emil Rothe 
Chicago Chapter can help. We are looking for new articles to 
publish in the Chapter’s newsletter and our social media outlets. 
Submit your articles to Bill Pearch, newsletter editor, via email 
at wcpearch@comcast.net for inclusion in an upcoming edition.

https://ourgame.mlblogs.com/the-first-baseball-game-and-baseball-club-in-mexico-12bee7a34163
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2021-2022 
NEWSLETTER 

SCHEDULE
Chicago’s Emil Rothe Chapter is a bimonthly newsletter.

We are always looking for new contributors.

Here is the upcoming publication schedule, corresponding 
deadlines for content, and potential topics for lead stories.

If you would like to contribute to a future issue of our 
Chapter newsletter, contact Bill Pearch at

wcpearch@comcast.net.

MARCH-APRIL 2021
Published: March 7

Content Deadline: February 7
Topics: SABR Day Recap, MLB Opening Day, 
Spring Training Recap, Chapter News/Events

MAY-JUNE 2021
Published: May 2

Content Deadline: April 4
Topics: Minor League Baseball, Independent Leagues,

Chapter News/Events

JULY-AUGUST 2021
Published: July 4 

Content Deadline: June 6 
Topics: Season Status Updates, MLB Trade Deadline, 

Chapter News/Events 

SEPTEMBER-OCTOBER 2021
Published: September 5

Content Deadline: August 1 
Topics: Postseason Preview/Predictions,

Chapter News/Events

NOVEMBER-DECEMBER 2021
Published: November 7 

Content Deadline: October 3 
Topics: World Series Recap, Chapter News/Events 

JANUARY-FEBRUARY 2022
Published: January 9 

Content Deadline: December 12
Topics: 2021 Season Recap, SABR Day Promotion,

Chapter News/Events

Hack shoveled his savings into a sporting goods store that failed. 
Then he and a partner opened up a tavern. Hack managed to 
drink away any profits the joint made, which was small due to 
his penchant for buying the whole house round after round. His 
drinking alienated his wife and son, but he hardly noticed. As long 
as Hack had money, he had a steady crew of bar room pals to keep 
him company. When his wife finally divorced him after 15 years, she 
took their house and what was left of his savings. Heck, she even 
took his hunting shotgun. The tap room pals evaporated, and Hack’s 
drunken former-jock act wore thin. Soon his adopted hometown 
of Martinsburg wasn’t so friendly anymore. He met and married a 
woman named Hazel and waited for something to happen. In late 
July of 1938, it did.

A guy named Al Duffy showed up in Martinsburg and tracked Hack 
and Hazel to the back room of a bar the newlyweds called home. 
The stranger had a proposition for the former star. Duffy owned a 
bar in McKeesport, Pennsylvania, close to where Hack Wilson was 
born. He was also a former ball player who managed a semi-pro 
team sponsored by the Tube City Brewery. The Tube City Brewers 
toured around the northern Midwest states playing industrial league 
and town teams promoting Tube City Pilsner. It wasn’t the Cubs, 
or even the Phillies for that matter, but it was baseball, and it came 
with a paycheck. Hack and his wife ditched Martinsburg and moved 
to McKeesport. As part of his contract, Hack acted as a greeter in 
Duffy’s joint. It wasn’t much of a stretch as he and Hazel set up 
house in the apartment attached to the bar, and Hack would have 
spent his nights there anyway.

His signing to play with Tube City put Hack back in the sports 
pages again, if only for one of those short “what ever happened to” 
features. From the beginning it was obvious this wasn’t going to 
be the start of a miraculous comeback. Hack was woefully out of 
shape, his hulking muscles had turned soft, and his eyesight was 
shot. Where once his mighty swing produced tremendous home 
run blasts, now all it seemed to produce was an ocean of sweat and 
a round of wheezing. In the games he appeared in he rarely made it 
past the 4th or 5th inning. Still, throughout the summer, small town 
Pennsylvania fans turned out to see the former star. Then in August 
he found out that Tube City was headed to Chicago.

IF HACK EVER thought he was forgotten in Chi, he was mistaken. 
In the years after he left town, the Cubs had a series of first-rate 
ball clubs that always seemed to fall short in the World Series. 
1932 ended in a four-game sweep by the Yanks with the added 
humiliation of falling victim to Babe Ruth’s called shot. The Tigers 
mauled the 1935 squad beyond recognition. Now, in the summer 
of ‘38, the Cubbies had another pennant winner. Even with new 
stars Stan Hack, Phil Cavarretta and Billy Herman, Cubs fans 
remembered Hack Wilson. The slugger reminded Chicagoan’s of 
the care-free days before the Great Depression brought a curtain 
of misery down on America’s Second City. When the Tube City 
Brewers arrived at Mills Stadium for their doubleheader on August 
21st, the press was there to meet the former superstar.

The old slugger gave his longest press interview in more than half a 
decade. He dished on the animosity between he and Hornsby in the 
summer of 1931. The normally magnanimous Wilson laid the blame 
for his wipe out on Hornsby’s strict rules and vindictive fines. Hack 
set the pencils scribbling when he told the reporters that Hornsby 
was insanely jealous of Wilson’s $33,000 salary that year. Not one 
to pass along all the blame, Hack admitted he liked to drink and that 
he did overdo it at times. He told the sports writers that the biggest 
mistake of his career was turning down the Portland gig; he believed 
now that it was actually a chance for him to manage. Though the old 
slugger smiled his broad, toothy grin throughout the presser, the 
scribes could see a wistful look in his eyes. Today, Hack Wilson was 
as close to 1930 than he had ever been in the past eight years.

HACK WILSON: 1938 (CONTINUED)

- CONTINUED ON PAGE 12 -
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What Hack Wilson saw when he emerged from the club house 
at Mills Stadium moved him beyond words. More than 8,000 
screaming fans packed the wooden bleachers to see him. The 
adoring crowd overflowed onto the playing field, and just his 
presence provoked a roar of approval. The game was nothing 
special. It was a humid August afternoon, and Hack was drowning 
in his sweat. Although he usually couldn’t last longer than the sixth 
inning, he played the entire first game. Every time he came to the 
plate, the stands erupted with applause. Each time his old legs 
carried him back to snag a pop up, the cheering increased. Riding 
this wave of admiration which he hadn’t felt for years, Wilson 
managed to play up until the fifth inning of the second game before 
exhaustion got the better of him. He’d managed just one single the 
entire afternoon, yet, when it was announced he was leaving the 
field, the roar was so intense Hack stayed in to coach first base. For 
one day, Hack Wilson was able to make all the years between 1930 
and 1938 disappear.

IT WAS ALL DOWNHILL after that day in August. He quit 
playing ball shortly afterwards and focused on drinking. He and 
Hazel moved to Brooklyn, where he had a short career as a night 
club singer and greeter in a steakhouse across the street from 
Ebbets Field. He then moved back to Chicago and did the same act 
at a roadhouse re-named “Hack Wilson’s House of Seven Gables.” 
The months passed by in a blur of beer and whiskey. He and Hazel 
made their home in a room behind a tavern on Milwaukee Avenue. 
At one point, he was paid to umpire a semi-pro game. Like the Tube 
City game the year before, thousands showed up just to see Hack 
on a baseball field again. After the promoters dragged Wilson to the 
ball park in a drunken haze, he passed out on the field in the third 
inning. Now, even the Chicago fans gave up on old Hack.

SOMEHOW HACK wound up in Baltimore during the war. Like 
thousands of other drifters, he and Hazel were lured to Charm 
City by lucrative defense plant factory jobs. During the war, his 
first wife passed away, and his own boy didn’t want anything to do 
with him. Forgotten, Wilson somehow found the strength to kick 
the booze habit that had been a part of him since he was a kid. He 
even pulled himself together enough to appear as a guest on a radio 
program about the evils of alcohol. Unfortunately. the years of abuse 
had done its damage to his body – his liver was shot, and he was 
suffering from influenza and a bunch of other internal plumbing 
problems. In November of 1948, Hazel called the ambulance after 
he fell and didn’t get up. Hack died the next day of the typical 
alcoholic death—pulmonary edema—his lungs filled with water and 
he drowned from the inside out.

Shortly afterwards, Hazel was sent to a mental hospital. When 
no one claimed Hack’s body, donations from bar patrons along 
Baltimore’s North Avenue helped cover the costs. The National 
League was shamed into coughing up $350 so their former home 
run and RBI champ could avoid a pauper’s grave. When Hazel got 
out of the mental hospital, she arranged for some of Hack’s old pals 
from Martinsburg to take his body back to West Virginia for burial.

In what has to be one of the more tragic sidebars to an already tragic 
life, Hack’s old team, the Chicago Cubs, claimed they were planning 
on finding a place for their former star in their organization. 
Whether the Cubs front office made it up to look like good guys or 
not, it didn’t really matter; this was 1948, a long way away from 
1930 or even 1938, for that matter.

* * *

The Idea for this story comes from a few 1938 newspaper accounts 
I found written when Hack returned to Chicago with the Tube 
City Brewers. One of them was accompanied by a photograph of a 
bloated Wilson wearing an ill-fitting uniform with the name of the 
beer he and his team were promoting. For some reason, the picture 

really touched me, and I knew I wanted the story behind it to be a 
part of The Infinite Baseball Card Set.

Ten years ago, when I started to look for details on Hack Wilson, 
I was shocked by the lack of modern research on him. At the time, 
even the Society for American Baseball Research’s website, which 
boasts the encyclopedic SABR Biography Project, did not have an 
entry for Hack. Luckily, I found Clifton Parker’s book Fouled Away: 
The Baseball Tragedy of Hack Wilson. Parker did a fantastic job of 
researching Hack’s spectacular rise and heartbreaking fall.

But, if you want the definitive work on the Chicago Cubs of the 
1920s, look no further than Mr. Wrigley’s Ball Club: Chicago and 
the Cubs During the Jazz Age by Roberts Ehrgott. The author really 
makes Wilson and the other characters on the 1920s Cubs come 
alive, and I seriously rank this as one of the best books ever written 
on an MLB team.

HACK WILSON: 1938 (CONTINUED)

TOP TEN – CAREER PICKOFFS
BY CHICAGO PITCHERS

RANK PLAYER PICKOFFS YEARS TEAM
1 MARK BUEHRLE 83 2000-11 WHITE SOX
2 WILBUR WOOD 64 1967-78 WHITE SOX
3 (TIE) JOHN DANKS 29 2007-16 WHITE SOX
3 TED LYONS 29 1923-46 WHITE SOX
5 RICK SUTCLIFFE 26 1984-91 CUBS
6 RED FABER 24 1914-33 WHITE SOX
7 JACK MCDOWELL 23 1987-94 WHITE SOX
7 (TIE) DAVE DANFORTH 23 1916-19 WHITE SOX
7 (TIE) KYLE HENDRICKS 23 2014-20 CUBS
10 WILSON ALVAREZ 22 1991-97 WHITE SOX
10 (TIE) RICK REUSCHEL 22 1972-84 CUBS

HAVE YOU COMPILED A TOP TEN LIST THAT THE CHAPTER WOULD FAWN 
OVER? SEND IT TO JOHN RACANELLI VIA EMAIL AT J.RACANELLI@
HOTMAIL.COM.
PHOTO CREDIT: TOPPS
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WHAT’S ON DECK?
GET YOUR PENCILS AND SCORECARDS READY 

• VIRTUAL CHAPTER MEETING (ZOOM) 
Ralph Carhart, Author 
The Hall Ball: One Fan’s Journey to Unite 
Cooperstown Immortals with a Single Baseball 
Saturday, January 16, 2021 - 2:00 p.m. CST 

• VIRTUAL SABR DAY 2021 (ZOOM) 
Bob Costas, MLB Network 
and Tim Mead, National Baseball Hall of Fame 
and Museum President 
Saturday, January 30, 2021 - 1:00 p.m. CST 

• JOINT VIRTUAL MEETING 
WITH MILWAUKEE’S KEN KELTNER CHAPTER (ZOOM) 
SABR CEO Scott Bush discussing the MLB 
contraction and realignment of MiLB and a 
soon-to-be-announced all-star panel to discuss 
perspectives on the recent MLB Negro Leagues 
announcement and SABR task force 
Saturday, February 13, 2021 - Details available soon 

• VIRTUAL CHAPTER MEETING (ZOOM) 
Gold-Glove Outfielder and member of the 
1984 Chicago Cubs, Bob Dernier 
Saturday, March 20, 2021 - Details available soon 


