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Hello ladies and gentlemen boys and girls and welcome to the Beanepot.  This column is dedicated to my youngest brother, Butch Beane, the biggest Yaz fan I know.  Butch was at the final game of his career in 1983, and named his beloved cat ”Yaz”, who passed away last month.  With Carl’s recent health problems I wanted to take a look back on the life and times of the man we call Yaz.


Carl Michael Yastrzemski was born 69 years ago this past Friday and grew up on a potato farm in Southampton, Long Island.  He was a Yankee fan and hoped someday to play for them.  However it was the arch rival Red Sox that offered the best deal.  His first impressions were terrible.  He did not want to be the man to follow “The Splendid Splinter”, Ted Williams, in left field.  He took one look at the long distance to hit a home run in right field and thought he had made a mistake.  To make things worse the Red Sox gave him number 8 to compare with Ted’s number 9.  Ted was a big man with a big voice and took over a room the minute he walked in.  Carl was under six-feet tall, weighed about 170 lbs and was a shy introverted guy of limited talent.  What no one took into consideration was the stubbornness of his mind to get the most out of his body.  He dared anyone to throw a fastball by him and few did.  He was the toughest guy on the team with his mental preparation and endless batting practice AFTER games.

I followed his career as a kid with much interest, especially in 1963, when he won his first batting title.  I always liked Yaz even when, over the next three seasons, he played on a lousy team and he wasn’t really having a good time, then came 1967.


He spent the winter of 1966 going to a personal trainer who told him he was in good shape, for a girl, (sorry ladies, his words not mine) so that mental toughness kicked in and number 8 would train like a madman for the 1967 season. WOW, he hit .326 with 44 homers and 121 RBI.  He won the Triple Crown, the American League MVP, the Sportsman of the Year, the American League pennant, and the hearts of all New England belting out the famous tune by Jess Cain, Caaaarrrllll Yastrzemski!!!  This, dear readers, turned the franchise around and Red Sox Nation was born.


It wasn’t just the clutch hitting, but seven Gold gloves have his name on them.  He became a legend.  Carl also went on to become a pretty good first baseman, and later a very good designated hitter.  That last position allowed him to reach 3000 hits and 400 home runs, the first American Leaguer to do so.   The final numbers were 3,419 hits, and 452 home runs and a first ballot Hall of Famer.

But Carl Yastrzemski was many other things; he loved to commit practical jokes on unsuspecting young reporters.  In 1979 I was distracted by catcher Gary Allenson in the Sox Clubhouse in Winter Haven.  While Allenson was talking to me, Yaz sneaked to my other side with a lit cigarette gummed to his shoe.  He stood next to me and gave me the worst hot foot of all time.  As I screamed in pain, Yaz had a big laugh.  “Welcome to Spring training Beaner,” he said.  Welcome indeed.  Without a doubt he was the worst dresser in the history of baseball.  Carl used to wear this dirty, smelly trench coat just like the one Colombo wore.  The team threw it in the dumpster in Detroit and bought him a new one.  The next day Yaz walked into the clubhouse with the old one.  He found it and continued to wear it, amazing.
When Yastrzemski retired in 1983, he gave his hat to a young fan and he promised to never wear a hat at Fenway again and he has kept his promise.  He has had to endure the death of his mother from cancer at a young age, a divorce, the death of his son in 2004 during hip surgery, and his dad one year later.  Then last week came the news of his triple bypass heart operation.  We are told he is doing well and is getting over those two recent family tragedies.  He spends his time walking and fishing.  The Greatest Living Player in Red Sox history is recovering and we are glad.  Hey Yaz, thanks for everything, you are the man who brought back the Red Sox from gloom to happiness, here’s hoping the rest of your life with your new wife Nancy is just as happy.  Love you Butch, Amen. 
Contact me through my website: www.carlbeane.com

