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For generations, fathers and sons have used the language of sports to work out their differences

and express their love for each other. Fathers & Sons & Sports presents a powerful lineup of

real-world stories about fathers and sons playing one-on-one in the game of life, written by such

great sportswriters and authors asHenry Aaron, as told to Cal Fussman â€¢ Michael J. Agovino â€¢

Buzz Bissinger â€¢ Jeff Bradley â€¢ John Ed Bradley â€¢ James Brown â€¢ Darcy Frey â€¢ Tom

Friend â€¢ Bill Geist â€¢ Mike Golic â€¢ Donald Hall â€¢ Paul Hoffman â€¢ Mark Kriegel â€¢ Norman

Maclean â€¢ John Buffalo Mailer â€¢ Ron Reagan â€¢ Peter Richmond â€¢ Jeremy Schaap â€¢ Lew

Schneider â€¢ Dan Shaughnessy â€¢ Paul Solotaroff â€¢ John Jeremiah Sullivan â€¢ Wright

Thompson â€¢ Steve WulfThe unforgettable accounts here include the stories of a professional

football player passing on his fatherâ€™s secrets to his own sons, a severely disabled boy

discovering joy on a surfboard, a wealthy NFL player taking his coddled children back to the mean

streets that made him, and a major league manager who must face the hard fact that nothing, not

even unconditional love, can save his son. Anyone who has ever been a father or a son will see

himself in these moving snapshots of family life at its most emotional. Whether the stories take

place on a diamond, a court, a gridiron, a fairway, or a chessboard, theyâ€™re all about the same

subject: fatherhood, one of the worldâ€™s most intriguing sports.
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Mike Lupica , a nationally known columnist for the New York Daily News, has written books for both

fathers and sons. His first two novels for young readers, Travel Team and Heat, reached # 1 on the



New York Times bestseller list. Lupica is also a Sunday morning regular on ESPNâ€™s The Sports

Reporters. He lives in New Canaan, Connecticut, with his wife, Taylor, and their four children.

IntroductionÂ MIKE LUPICAÂ My dad first took me into the room, welcomed meÂ into the company

of sports,when I was six.Â He had long since completed all the preliminaries, patientlyÂ teaching me

the rules of baseball, buying me my first bat andÂ glove, giving me a cut-off five-iron and showing

me how to gripÂ it, taking me to the park next door to our house and watching asÂ I finally, and with

everything I had, managed to heave a basketballÂ to the rim for the first time.But it was on the day

the Giants played the Colts in 1958â€“Â the first sudden-death championship game in NFL history,

theÂ one that made pro football a big television attraction in thisÂ countryâ€“that I joined the

conversation.Â We lived in upstate New York at the time. There was noÂ American Football

League, no DirecTV,no NFL Sunday Ticket,Â no thought even given to letting people watch any

matchup theyÂ wanted on Sunday afternoon. For me, there was just one game:Â The football

Giants. And now they had beaten Jim Brown andÂ the Cleveland Browns, and they were going up

against JohnnyÂ Unitasâ€™s Colts for the title. So this Sunday was different.Â I wasnâ€™t just

watching with my dad. All of my uncles wereÂ there as well. Just like that, I was in. So many things

have changedÂ for me in the life Iâ€™ve been lucky to lead since that day in DecemberÂ 1958, but

one thing remains the same: There is no game I amÂ watching that I wouldnâ€™t rather be

watching with my dad. TheÂ best days Iâ€™ve had in sports, either in front of a TV screen or at

theÂ ballpark,were shared with my dad and my three sons.Â (And just for the record:My

nine-year-old daughter? WhenÂ she occasionally sits with me and asks questions about a game

IÂ am watchingâ€“usually with her brothers out of the room, usuallyÂ a baseball gameâ€“it is a joy of

my life. But this is a book aboutÂ fathers and sons and sports. Iâ€™m just doing my job here!)Â The

first great day was December 28, 1958, Alan AmecheÂ going into the end zone in overtime, sports

breaking my heart forÂ the first time.Â I remember that play. I remember a big fumble from

FrankÂ Gifford. I remember Unitasâ€™s near perfection, never missing aÂ receiver or a throw. The

rest of it is a blur.What I know nowÂ about the game I have filled in over the years: Raymond

Berryâ€™sÂ catches, the big catch Jim Mutscheller made,Lenny Mooreâ€™s running,Â and the

plays that Chuckinâ€™ Charlie Conerly made for theÂ Giants. Because it was such an iconic game I

have, over time,Â been able to remember what I had forgotten. ESPN Classic willÂ do that for

you.Â What I have never forgotten and never will forget is theÂ magic in the room as I sat on the

couch next to my father.TheÂ excitement of it all.The air in the room.Â My friend Seymour Siwoff,

who founded the Elias SportsÂ Bureau, once described sports as you talking about a moment



andÂ me talking about the same moment and the air in between us.Â I remember sitting next to my

dad and I remember that air.Â There was no formal announcement, no rite of initiation. ItÂ was as if

my dad took me by the hand and we entered this worldÂ together, the world of shared memories

and a shared languageÂ and all the things, good and bad, that sports make you feel.Â The best part

of it is,we are still in it.Together.And now myÂ own sons are there with us. Iâ€™m sure you have

your own homeÂ court crowd, the one arena in sports where you most want to be.Â That is

mine.Â My oldest boy is in college now, Boston College, my almaÂ mater.My mom and dad live in

New Hampshire, in the houseÂ we moved into in 1964. The house is less than an hour

fromÂ downtown Boston, so this past October I arranged for my popÂ and my son to attend the first

two games of the Red Sox-IndiansÂ American League Championship Series.Â I was going up to

Boston for the seriesâ€™ last two games, so IÂ watched the first two at home. And there was a

moment inÂ Game One when the count went to 3-2 on Manny Ramirez andÂ the crowd at Fenway

got up, the way it does, and the camerasÂ began to take random shots, the way cameras

do.Â Suddenly there they were.Â My son was up first.My dad, who was eighty-three at theÂ time,

took a little longer to get out of his seat, though he wouldÂ tell me later that it was only because his

grandson, the collegeÂ boy, was blocking his way.Â There they were, the two of them front and

center on myÂ television screen, side by side. There was my son where I hadÂ always been, next

to my dad.Â We had TiVo on the set I was watching, so I was able toÂ record the moment the way

you would record a great play, a greatÂ shot or catch or swing of the bat. Because this wasnâ€™t a

pictureÂ worth a thousand words, it was worth a million.Because there itÂ was, the bond between

fathers and sons I am trying to explainÂ here as best I can:Â That bond being passed on.Â This

introduction is about my own father-son memories.Â Iâ€™m sure you have your own, about your

first bat and glove, about your first trip to the ballpark,Fenway Park or Yankee Stadium orÂ Wrigley

or Dodger Stadium. My dear friend Pete HamillÂ remembers everythingâ€“and I mean

everythingâ€“about the dayÂ he went to Ebbets Field with his father, the two of them seeingÂ for the

first time Jack Roosevelt Robinson play a game of baseballÂ for the Brooklyn Dodgers.Â â€œThat

was the day the template was cut,â€• is the way HamillÂ puts it.Â You never need TiVo for a day like

that.Â Hereâ€™s another childhood memory from upstate New York.Â We lived more than five

hours away from Yankee Stadium by car,Â and so there were years when the only big-league

baseball I sawÂ was the old exhibition game they used to play in CooperstownÂ on Hall of Fame

weekend.One year,by sheer blessed chance, theÂ Yankees were in that game.Â Only once we

were inside the little antique ballpark, it beganÂ to rain.And it wouldnâ€™t stop raining.And before

long it was endof-Â the-world rain, and everybody was running back to the streetsÂ of the little town,



looking for some sort of cover, any sort ofÂ cover. Including my dad and me.Â We managed to find

an awning on Cooperstownâ€™s mainÂ street. As we were catching our breath, soaking wet, we

turnedÂ around.There, in full uniform, standing next to us in his No. 14,Â was Bill â€œMooseâ€•

Skowron. The ballplayers, it turned out, hadÂ come running to town like everybody else.Â My dad is

a sweet, shy, gentle man. But now he tappedÂ Skowron on the shoulder, introduced himself, and

said, â€œMr.Â Skowron, Iâ€™d like you to meet my son,Michael.â€•Â The big man shook my

hand.Â The first big leaguer I ever met.Â Another door in sports opened by my dad.Â He never

pushed them on me.He has always loved sports,Â has always been passionate about his teams,

but never allowedÂ that passion to run wild. Never allowed sports to lose its wonderfulÂ place in his

wonderful life. If he has passed on anything toÂ me, it is that.Â My friend William Goldman,who

wrote The Princess BrideÂ and Marathon Man, who won Oscars for Butch Cassidy and

theÂ Sundance Kid and All The Presidentâ€™s Men, is always talking aboutÂ how he instantly finds

a comfort zone in any Hollywood meetingÂ if somebody in the room is a sports fan.Â â€œI know

weâ€™ve got a common language,â€•Bill says.Â I got that language from my dad. It isnâ€™t

something IÂ remember learning, the way I remember struggling to learnÂ Spanish or French in

school.There is no day that I rememberÂ my dad sitting me down and telling me he was going to

teachÂ me the language of the infield-fly rule.We just started communicatingÂ through sports as

well as we communicated throughÂ anything.Â And still do.Â When Jack Nicklaus came from

behind to win the MastersÂ in 1986,with his son Jackie on the bag that day, I probably calledÂ my

dad ten times over the last nine holes. It was the year beforeÂ my first son was born. So when the

big things happened inÂ sports, it was still my pop and me.Â A year earlier, we had been in his den

in New HampshireÂ when Doug Flutie completed that Hail Mary pass againstÂ Miami the day after

Thanksgiving, the most famous pass notÂ just in the history of his school and mine, but in all of

collegeÂ football.Â Once more, my dad and I were in front of a television, twoÂ big kids hugging

each other and doing this crazy dance in frontÂ of the set, sharing the magic of that moment,

breathing in theÂ intoxicating air in the room.Â I remember Flutie on the run and the ball in the air

and thenÂ Flutie sprinting down the field to celebrate with his buddy,Â Gerard Phelan, the guy who

had somehow caught that ball.Â I see it now and wish I was there.Â Not in the Orange Bowl.Â But

back in the room with my father.Â So I hope you enjoy reading about fathers and sons andÂ sports

in the pages of this book. I have my memories.The writersÂ of these pieces have their own.Â Ron

Reagan writes about the first time he beat his father inÂ the swimming pool, a boy of twelve edging

out his sixty-year-oldÂ dad.Poet Laureate Donald Hall writes lyrically about the simpleÂ act of

playing catch with your father, and John Buffalo MailerÂ writes about the morning his famous



father,Norman, led him toÂ believeâ€“at the age of threeâ€“that he had the best right-handÂ cross in

the world.Â John Ed Bradley explains the lessons he learned about footballÂ and life from his father

the coach, and the great Henry AaronÂ dreams of making it big in sports. John Jeremiah Sullivan

writesÂ about seeking to understand his own deceased sportswriterÂ father by looking into the

manâ€™s love of sports, particularly hisÂ love for the horse Secretariat.Â And pardon my prejudice,

but there is a particularly wonderfulÂ piece written by my friend Jeremy Schaap about his

lateÂ father, Dick. Maybe you know this and maybe not, but I wasÂ lucky enough to have Dick

Schaap as a friend and mentor forÂ more than thirty years of my life, and then lucky enough to

sitÂ next to him on ESPNâ€™s The Sports Reporters for more than aÂ decade.Â Besides the one

next to my dad and my boys, it is the bestÂ seat Iâ€™ve ever had.Â In â€œA Fatherâ€™s Gift,â€•

Jeremy writes about how Dick missedÂ two of Reggie Jacksonâ€™s three home runs in Game Six

of theÂ 1977 World Series because he was off getting hot dogs andÂ sodas for his son.Â In

â€œHoly Ground,â€•Wright Thompson explains the pain ofÂ losing his dad to cancer before he could

deliver on a promise toÂ share a golf trip to the Masters Tournament with him.Â These are only a

few of the fine pieces in this book. I urgeÂ you to read them all. In the end, they will do exactly

whatÂ sports does. They will make you feel and they will make youÂ remember.Â I write young

adult novels now, have for years.The first wasÂ Travel Team, a book that really began for

meâ€“unexpectedlyâ€“Â the first time sports broke the heart of my second son, when heÂ was cut

from a seventh-grade travel team for being too small. IÂ started a basketball team that year for all

the boys who got cut,Â and it became one of the greatest sports experiences, one of theÂ greatest

seasons, of my life.Â My son will remember that season the way all the boys onÂ that team will

remember it. But more than a season he didnâ€™tÂ expect to have, one that none of the boys

expected to have, it wasÂ an adventure my boy and I shared together.Â My newest novel, The Big

Field, is built around the strainedÂ relationship between the hero and his father, a failed

ballplayer.Â The two think the bond between them is irretrievably lost untilÂ their common love of

sports helps them find the love they stillÂ have for each other.Â Again: I have my own stories,my

own memories, about myÂ dad.You have yours.The writers of these stories have

theirs.TheÂ language, though, the language doesnâ€™t change.Â Neither does the air in the

room.Â Mike LupicaÂ January 2008Â 

Excellent

The storytelling from the former sports players in the book was great. I would recommend this to any



sports fan because it can relate to a real-world sports life and to real-world stories.

My dad enjoyed this book

ESPN has put together twenty previously published "short" stories built around the FATHER & SON

dynamic with sports as the stage and or backdrop. Some stories are twenty plus pages and some

are one-and-a-half to two-and-a-half pages. And unlike the old saying "size doesn't matter", in this

collection of stories, coincidentally, the diminutive stories are the ones that noticeably do not pack

the knockout punch the reader is hoping for. Two of the best stories were excerpted from previously

published complete books. The two books, which I have both previously reviewed on  are: "PISTOL:

THE LIFE OF PETE MARAVICH" by Mark Kriegel and perhaps the most beautifully and intelligently

written book about playing college football and the missed emotional opportunities looking back

years later: "IT NEVER RAINS IN TIGER STADIUM" by John Ed Bradley.The sports imbedded in

these twenty stories range from football to baseball to boxing to fishing to swimming to wrestling and

even (?)chess. There are some tear jerker's involving a Father's love for his autistic, epileptic son

who has an IQ they can't measure "because he can't, or won't, follow instructions." ("A Father's

Small Hope") And a sad and eloquently transcribed remembrance of a son's missed wish of taking

his golf loving Father to the Master's Tournament. The son had finally got passes for him and his

Father to attend, and then his Dad passed away before they could live out the dream, and the son

writes: "The funeral week was a blur. When we picked out his favorite Zegna sport coat, I went into

his bathroom, holding those Masters credentials in my hands. I took them out, slipping them into the

jacket pocket. If there was an Augusta National in heaven, I wanted him to get in. I'm sorry, Daddy, I

said to the air, you didn't get to go. Seven months later, I was back at Augusta. It was a hard week. I

wore a pair of his shoes around the course, trying to walk it for him. I wrote a column about it for my

newspaper and, as I'm doing now, tried to find some closure. Then, I believed my grief ended with

the catharsis of the last paragraph. I was naÃƒÂ¯ve, as I found when I returned to Augusta in the

coming years, finding my pain stronger each time." ("Holy Ground")One of the other stories is about

Tommy Lasorda and his deceased son Tommy Jr. It catches the reader off guard as it is written

from the point of view of the people that knew the Lasorda's rather than by the Lasorda's. The

senior Lasorda denies that his son was gay, despite the cause of death on the death certificate, and

all of the son's friends celebrate the lifestyle that Jr. chose.I rate this book as 3 Ã‚Â½ stars,

because even though there are some real literary gems in this collection, there are also a few

strikeouts.
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