
Dan Shaughnessy:  

 

Thank you. Thank you fellow BBWAA members who cast votes in the election that put me here. Thank 
you Ken Nigro, Nick Cafardo, and Bill Madden, three long-time scribes who had so much to do with my 
place on this stage, today. Thank you Boston Globe, home of the greatest sports page in America, and all 
the bosses, editors, and peers who make us look good on the page every day.  

 

Families of folks who work in baseball understand the travel and irregular hours that the job entails. So 
here’s a special thanks to my wife Marilou, and children Sarah, Kate, and Sam. (Addressing his family) 
This was not easy for you, and your support is ever-appreciated.  

 

Thank you Jane and the National Baseball Hall of Fame. In a sports media landscape peppered with 
barking dogs and 24/7 commentators (folks like me), the Hall continues to recognize the importance of 
old-fashioned daily baseball coverage. That’s where everyone else gets their information, and it is an 
honor to be added to the roster of past Spink Award recipients; those men were, and are, my idols.  

 

The writers. Ted Williams called us “The Knights of the Keyboard.” I’m not sure if that was a compliment. 
Peter Gammons calls us “the eyes and ears of the fans.” By any name, baseball writers have the best 
jobs in the world. We get to make a living following our favorite sport, delivering accounts and analysis 
of the daily soap opera. Writing about baseball is the most fun you can have in the world of journalism. I 
hear it all the time from Pulitzer Prize winners, news reporters, columnists who cover politics, war, 
religion… It’s the same with lawyers, doctors, and captains of industry; they all want my job. That said, 
we know that Major League Baseball, at its core, is about players and fans.  

 

Players first. (Gesturing to the Hall of Famers behind him on stage) I’ve been hanging around these guys 
for a couple days, I see these amazing gentlemen behind me, and I try not to freeze in their presence. 
The game looks easy on TV and up in the press box. As little kids, we all hit homers in our backyard. We 
think that, if not for an injury, or a coach who treated us unfairly, we could’ve had a shot at the Majors. 
NO (slight laughter). Forty years of writing about baseball has informed me on exactly how hard this is. 
Anybody who spends a single day on a big league roster represents tens of thousands of little boys who 
one day dreamed of playing big league baseball. And if you’re a fan or writer, you need to remember 
that the 25th guy on any roster is 1,000 times better than you ever were. (More laughter) And these 
ballplayers behind me, they are the best of those best. Like The Beatles and a handful of men who 
walked on the moon, they belong to an exclusive club, and they know things that no one else knows.  

 

And then we have baseball’s wonderful, enduring fans, the folks who think of the boxscore as one of the 
four major food groups. I grew up following Red Sox teams who were not very good in the early ‘60s. 
Baseball was the most important thing in my life, the pastime that filled the hours of my “go play by 



yourself” childhood. I know what it is to live and die with the daily fortunes of your local team. The ’67 
“Impossible Dream” Red Sox, a pennant race with four teams tied for first place in August, represented 
the most important event of my early life. It is the passion of the fans that makes the whole thing go. 
Back home in New England, there has never been an event on a par with the Sox breaking The Curse and 
finally winning the World Series. Folks went to cemeteries, they left notes and champagne bottles for 
parents and grandparents, people who never got to see it happen. Those are hardball lifers. They care. 
Baseball matters.  

 

I grew up in a small town in central Mass., Groton, home of Gammons. It had apple orchards and paper 
mills. I was the youngest of five kids, and my dad’s ball-playing days were long past when I was growing 
up. We never played catch. A lot of our time together was spent grocery shopping and driving to the 
dump on Saturdays. Dad would smoke cigars, windows rolled up, and I would ask him about baseball. He 
knew I loved baseball, and he saved enough S&H green stamps to get me my first mitt, a Tito Francona 
model. Tito the Elder, the outfielder with the Indians.  

 

I was actually traded in Little League. (Laughter) From the Dodgers to the Braves, 1964. I’ll never forget 
getting that phone call from my coach. This would not happen today. Today there would be counseling, 
lawyers, maybe an appearance on CNN… (Applause) Uh, but, you know. Back then, it was just, “Figure it 
out, kid.” I got two caps and a double shot at a trophy. Those were our version of playoff shares. The 
coach who traded me was Mr. Van Hoogen. He was one of those stoic family men who’d come back 
from the war and never talked about any of it. He had use of only one of his arms. He had the knob on 
his steering wheel so he could make turns with one arm. But he loved to coach. And this man could 
somehow hit us fungos with his one good arm, and still smoke a cigarette at the same time. (More 
laughter) Greatest generation, indeed.  

 

In those years, I spent hundreds of hours throwing a rubber ball at my back porch, narrating games 
featuring the Red Sox, Yankees, and Orioles. I knew the math and the margins; when it rained, I moved 
the mind games inside. I played Strat-O-Matic Baseball, dice baseball, keeping stats on a 162 imaginary 
season. Those were years of complete baseball immersion. I knew everything, all the players, way better 
than now. The town librarian would reserve any baseball books that came across her desk. I devoured 
those books, just as I memorized the articles in Sport Magazine, Maury Allen’s Big-Time Baseball annual. 
As a teenager, I got to cover sports for my hometown paper, and I was on the teams. I think I ripped 
myself a few times because, you know, you gotta be fair, you gotta go across the line here. (Slight 
laughter) But after college, in the magical summer of 1975, Red Sox beat reporters allowed me to run 
quotes and type play-by-play in Fenway. It paid $7 a night, but we got to eat and drink for free in the 
smoky, oak-paneled Fenway press lounge. Late at night, we could listen to folks like Bill Veeck, Billy 
Martin, Jumpin’ Joe Dugan, telling baseball stories. We were hungry for knowledge, and often just plain 
hungry. Dugan had been Babe Ruth’s roommate with the ’27 Yanks. Told me I ate more than the mighty 
Bambino. (Laughter) Sports editor Bill Tanton took a chance on me in 1977. That’s the video you see 
with Reggie hitting the three homers and I’m like Forrest Gump right behind him. (More laughs) And, uh, 
but I was traveling and covering the Orioles at 23. What a time that was. I think I’d only been on an 



airplane twice. Suddenly, I got to go to Tiger Stadium, Comiskey Park, ancient American League 
cathedrals I’d only seen on black and white television. I carried a portable typewriter and filed my stories 
at the downtown Western Union office. (This makes you sound old) I remember the grand old hotel 
rooms in Cleveland and Milwaukee; they smelled like smoke. One of the older writers called me the 
“Baby-Faced Assassin.” Right, Pedro? (Big laugh from the crowd) The Orioles manager was Earl Weaver, 
Hall of Famer. Earl Weaver was not pals with the umpires or the players, but he was a baseball writer’s 
best friend. He taught us the game. When we’d overreact to streaks or slumps, Earl would remind us, 
“We do this every day.” When we had to write quickly on getaway days - you know, you had to make 
the bus, make the charter, the bus waits for no man – Earl would give us “if” quotes before the game, 
covering all possibilities. He’d say, “If we win, I’ll say this. If we lose, I’ll say this. And whoever gets the 
game-winning hit, I’ll say, ‘That’s what we’re paying him to do.’” (Big laughs) So that way, we didn’t 
have to go downstairs. We made the bus.  

 

Earl hated the William Penn Hotel in Pittsburgh. He thought it was bad luck. The Orioles had stayed 
there in ’71, lost the World Series. In ’79, they were in the World Series again, Pittsburgh again, William 
Penn again. Earl goes in to check at the desk to get his key and the lady says, “We’ve got a lovely room 
for you, Mr. Weaver.” And Earl says, “There are no nice rooms in this hotel. This hotel is so old, I think 
William Penn was named after the hotel.” (Laughter)  

 

Like so many of you, pretty much everybody here, I expect, baseball has provided me with the timeline 
of my life. First game at Fenway with my dad and brother, Yaz’s rookie year, ’61. Sitting with my sister in 
Section 27 when Fisk hit the home run in ’75. Meeting my wife in a hotel bar after a rain out in Chicago, 
1980. Handing out cigars behind the Fenway batting cage after the birth of our daughter, 1985. 
Watching my son play nine innings in front of the Green Monster in a college tournament, 2008. For me, 
the ballfields and ballparks themselves are sacred spaces. All of them. Even the Tropicana Dome. 
(Laughter) I have always loved the idea that my dad is buried in a cemetery which abuts a Little League 
field in Pepperell, Massachusetts. Baseball connects us to the past, and the future. I love the fact that 
my soon-to-be-born grandchild - thank goodness there’s a hospital over there (pointing in the distance) 
– will someday sit in an obstructed view seat at ancient Fenway, his or her view partially blocked by the 
same green pole that blocked the views of my grandfather in 1912. That’s baseball. 

 

(Applause) 

 

We’re almost done here. 39 years ago in a hotel elevator in Cleveland, my first road trip, the great 
Brooks Robinson asked me how old I was and told me how much fun I was going to have covering big 
league baseball. Brooks Robinson! How many hours of my youth had I spent pretending I WAS him. 
Brooks was so right.  

 

Thank you players, thank you fans, thank you Baseball Hall of Fame. 


