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Awarded the Pulitzer Prize in 1976, Walter Wellesley “Red” Smith is considered one of the
greatest sportswriters ever to live. Put alongside Ring Lardner, Red Smith was beloved by those
who read him because of his crisp writing and critical views.Originally released in 1982, The Red
Smith Reader is a wonderful collection of 131 columns with subjects ranging from baseball and
fishing to golf, basketball, tennis, and boxing. As John Leonard of the New York Times
appropriately stated, “Red Smith was to sports what Homer was to war.”With a fantastic foreword
by his son, successful journalist Terence Smith, The Red Smith Reader shows true sportswriting
from one of the masters of the craft. The writing and style of Red Smith will live forever, and this
collection’s look into the past at what he saw and covered shows how far sports and
sportswriting have come in our country.Skyhorse Publishing, as well as our Sports Publishing
imprint, are proud to publish a broad range of books for readers interested in sports—books
about baseball, pro football, college football, pro and college basketball, hockey, or soccer, we
have a book about your sport or your team.Whether you are a New York Yankees fan or hail from
Red Sox nation; whether you are a die-hard Green Bay Packers or Dallas Cowboys fan; whether
you root for the Kentucky Wildcats, Louisville Cardinals, UCLA Bruins, or Kansas Jayhawks;
whether you route for the Boston Bruins, Toronto Maple Leafs, Montreal Canadiens, or Los
Angeles Kings; we have a book for you. While not every title we publish becomes a New York
Times bestseller or a national bestseller, we are committed to publishing books on subjects that
are sometimes overlooked by other publishers and to authors whose work might not otherwise
find a home.
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ForewordWalter Wellesley (Red) Smith was born in Green Bay, Wisconsin, on September 25,
1905. He decided early on that he wanted to go to Notre Dame and become a newspaperman,
just the way an older kid he admired had done, so he did. Simple as that. New York was always
his goal, but his route was roundabout: the Milwaukee Sentinel, the St. Louis Star, the



Philadelphia Record, and, finally, the big time: the New York Herald Tribune and the New York
Times. Along the way, he must have written thousands of sports columns, becoming arguably
the best in the business, right up until his death at age seventy-six in 1982.Curiously, for all the
pleasure he took in it, he was an accidental sportswriter. As he told the story, he was a junior
man on the news copy desk at the St. Louis Star, just a few years into his career, making about
$40 a week, when the editor, the redoubtable Frank Taylor, discovered that half his six-man
sports staff was on the take from a local fight promoter and fired them. Looking around for a
replacement, he called my father over and supposedly the following conversation
ensued:TAYLOR: Do you know anything about sports, Smith?SMITH: Just what the average fan
knows, sir.TAYLOR: They tell me you’re very good on football.SMITH: Well, if you say
so.TAYLOR: Are you honest?SMITH: I hope so, sir.TAYLOR: What if a fight promoter offered you
$10, would you take it?SMITH (long pause): $10 is a lot of money, sir.TAYLOR: Report to the
sports editor Monday.Once he got into it, he relished writing sports and thought it was as good a
vehicle as any to shed some light on the human condition. “I never felt any prodding need to
solve the problems of the world,” he said in an interview years later. “I feel that keeping the public
informed in any area is a perfectly worthwhile way to spend your life. Sports constitute a valid
part of our culture, our civilization, and keeping the public informed, and, if possible, a little
entertained about sports is not an entirely useless thing.”Pop roamed off the sports beat
occasionally, covering the national political conventions in 1956 and 1968, but when invited to
expand his column to politics and world affairs, as James “Scotty” Reston and others had done
before him, he declined. Same answer when he was asked to become the sports editor of the
New York Herald Tribune. No, he said, the column was his thing, the one thing he did best. He’d
stick with it. I think he would have been a good editor, maybe even exceptionally good, but he
was not drawn to management and titles never interested him.When I was growing up, it
seemed to me that my father was always writing a column. I can remember him working in every
imaginable setting: football press boxes, at the track, in hotel rooms, at fight camps in the
Catskills, in summer cottages in Wisconsin, on airplanes and on the road. Very often when the
family was driving somewhere, someone else would be at the wheel and Pop would be in the
passenger seat with a light portable cradled on his knees, tapping the keys with two fingers.
Once, when we moved into our house in Connecticut, he had the movers set up a table and
chair beneath a tree and wrote a column there. It was moving day, but his deadline was looming,
as always.Everything we did together or as a family became grist for a column. In the years when
Pop was writing seven a week, it had to be. Our summer vacations in Door County, Wisconsin;
fishing in the stream near our house in Connecticut; the time we tried to enter our overindulged
dachshund in a local dog show (a haughty judge took one look at the plump pooch and told my
mother: “This is a show for dogs, madam, not pigs”)—all these became columns over the years.
It made for an intoxicating mix. The actual writing of a column might take only a few hours, but it
was a twenty-four-hour-a-day occupation. Pop would no sooner finish one than he would begin
to wonder aloud what he would write the next day. He and his great friend and colleague Joe H.



Palmer, the racing columnist for the New York Herald Tribune, would convene in Palmer’s book-
lined study at the end of a day, scotch and soda for my father, bourbon and branch water for
Palmer. “Give us this day our daily plinth . . .” they would intone as they raised their glasses. It
was their private joke—a plinth is the base of a Greek column—but the prayer was fervent. My
father’s search for his plinth was unending.One lazy summer afternoon in 1977 Pop took my son,
Chris, who was then five, fishing for the first time in his life on a pond near his summer house in
Martha’s Vineyard. The conversation between them produced a lovely column that opened with
Chris, watching his silver-haired grandfather climb through a barbed-wire fence, asking:
“Grandpa, did you grow old, or were you made old?” Thirty years earlier, another column had
been built around a similar fishing expedition, this time with father and son in fruitless pursuit of
smallmouth bass on a Wisconsin lake. In that piece, the boy is quoted as saying: “Gee, Dad, this
is the life, isn’t it? Fishing and eating in saloons.”It follows, then, that in later years, when I was
abroad as a foreign correspondent for the New York Times, that Pop’s columns continued to
serve as a kind of family chronicle and newsletter. (We both wrote for a living, but not for leisure;
we were lousy correspondents.) His column, appearing in the International Herald Tribune, was
a way for me to follow his movements and what he was up to. Similarly, he would track my
bylines and datelines and would call or write to see what was wrong if they disappeared for too
long.Pop was able to find column material in the least likely places. Once, when he came to
Jerusalem, where I was the Times’ bureau chief, we drove down to Jericho and came across an
abandoned racetrack where the princes and playboys of the Hashemite court had raced camels
and gambled at a casino on the shore of the Dead Sea prior to the 1967 Arab-Israel war. The
place was a shambles by the time we got there, but some local Bedouin told us stories about
what it had been like and, naturally, their tales produced a column entitled “Life and Times at
Dead Sea Downs.”Writing the column was my father’s life, his livelihood and his therapy. In 1966,
when we got word that my mother had contracted incurable cancer, I drove out to Connecticut to
share the news with Pop. When he heard it, he broke down crying. Then he wrote a column. It
was a good column-good for him to write, and good to read.In the last years of my father’s life,
when his health and strength were fading, sustaining the column required a tremendous act of
will. Yet he wanted nothing more than to keep at it. As long as he was writing, he was part of the
world he had lived and loved. Pop regarded retirement as a kind of social disease. The column
was his contract with life.Out of concern for his health, I tried repeatedly to get him to slow down,
to write three columns a week instead of four. It was an unrewarding task. Fewer columns, he
argued, gave him fewer chances to be good. He cared as intensely about that at the age of
seventy-six as he ever had. He wrote his last just days before his death. He titled his final
column, in which he reluctantly advised his readers that he would be cutting back to three times
a week, “Writing Less—and Better?”After getting him to agree to trim his output, I upped the
ante in our negotiations. I urged him, on the advice of his doctor, not to go to the Super Bowl that
was scheduled for Detroit about three weeks later. Stay home and watch it on television, I
argued, like millions of other Americans. Then write your column based on what they saw on



their sets.Now I had gone too far. “Nothing doing,” he said, his voice suddenly louder and
stronger. “I’m going to the Super Bowl, then I’m going to Las Vegas for a fight, then I’m going to
Florida for spring training. If I can’t do that, I’d better pack it in.” Only death interrupted that
schedule, and his determination to meet it.Pop resisted with equal force repeated invitations to
write his memoirs or, worse yet from his point of view, weighty works on the role of sports in
American society. He didn’t have much use for books like that, and he used to argue that he
never wanted to write a book that he wouldn’t read himself. He demurred repeatedly when
people urged him to write a full-length book about sports or anything else. “I’d rather go to the
dentist,” he’d say. But there was more to it than that. The columns were his métier, although he
would have sneered at that word. The form suited him. He was good at capturing an event or a
thought or a story in 800 words or so, often with an elegant phrase or a snatch of dialogue or the
perfect anecdote. After all those years of condensing his thoughts into column-length units, he
was uncertain, even insecure, about attempting a book. “I’m good at writing the column,” he said
to me during one long, post-midnight conversation in Martha’s Vineyard three years before he
died. “I think I’ll stick with what I know I can do well.”Lord knows he did that.
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IntroductionWhen a middle-aged friend asked me recently which sports columnists I had read
growing up, the first name I mentioned was Red Smith.My friend knew the name, and he knew
that Red Smith wrote for the New York Times, but he wasn’t familiar with his columns. That was
understandable. My friend was a teenager reading his local New Jersey paper when Red died in
1982, a few days after his last column appeared, but I told him: “They’re republishing The Red
Smith Reader. You can read him now.”Thankfully, so can all those of a certain age who, for one
reason or another, had not read him much, if at all. And all those people are in for a treat, as I
was in collecting the columns, many of which I had read as a teenager riding the New York
subway to high school or later as a Times sports columnist who traveled with Red to the World
Series, Super Bowl, and the big boxing fights.Dave AndersonJune, 2014

Introduction:Collecting the Columnsby Dave AndersonIf you blindfolded yourself, reached into
Red Smith’s files, and yanked out 130 columns, any 130 columns, you would have a good
collection. But in choosing these columns of America’s best sports-writer, I preferred mostly
those he wrote about big names, big events, big issues.Clippings of the columns were stashed
away in his little office in the gray barn that serves as a garage behind the white colonial home
he shared with Phyllis on a quiet, leafy country road in New Canaan, Connecticut. Over his last
decade, those columns he wrote at home were created in that little office on his Olympia
typewriter or, in the last few months, on a video display terminal.His columns from the last fifteen



years had been slipped into clear plastic envelopes, month by month, and stacked in the lower
left-hand drawer of his red tabletop desk. Those from previous years had been tucked into
cardboard shoe boxes, year by year, inside a metal file cabinet. And those from early in his
career had been pasted in a now tattered, yellowed scrapbook begun nearly half a century ago.
In his devotion to accuracy, if a typographical or editing error had occurred, he had corrected it in
the margin. But nowhere was a column framed or on display.His gray wood-paneled office was
as he left it before he died at age seventy-six on January 15, 1982.Next to the window
overlooking the grassy backyard and the gravel driveway, his typewriter was surrounded by a
black telephone, a telephone-number card file and a mug of pens and pencils. Along the walls,
shelves held perhaps 1,500 books, not all on sports. Not far from a Bobo Newsom bubble-gum
card and a reddish trout fly under glass, complete sets of the World Book and the Encyclopaedia
Britannica were within reach.On the back of the office door, a New Yorker cartoon showed a
husband and wife watching a TV quiz show. “If you know all the answers, Mr. Red Smith,” the
wife is saying, “why don’t you try to get on?”Photos, sketches and prints were everywhere—Joe
Frazier flinging the left hook that crumpled Muhammad Ali in their first fight, a collage of boxing
champions, Ted Williams leaning on a bat, Yogi Berra wearing most of his catcher’s equipment
as he sat on the steps of the Yankee dugout, Herman Hickman, Grantland Rice, Sunny Jim
Fitzsimmons, his friend Jack Murphy on a fishing trip, old English racing scenes. And a plaque
with a metallic photo of a horse named for him, W. W. Smith, high-stepping across the finish line
at Saratoga Raceway. “World record 1:58.4,” the plaque proclaims, “4-year-old pacing gelding
1/2-mile track 9/10/66.” Near it was a Joe DiMaggio-model bat.Near another window, sunlight
shone across Webster’s New International Dictionary, second edition, that was open to pages
1306 and 1307, from liege to ligature. The dominant word on those two pages, with all its
derivatives, was “life.”

“I’d Liketo BeCalled aGood Reporter”This personal recollection by Red Smith appeared in No
Cheering in the Press Box, a collection of interviews with sportswriters recorded and edited by
Jerome Holtzman.NEW CANAAN, CONNECTICUT, 1973I never felt that I was a bug-eyed fan
as such. I wasn’t one of those who dreamed of being a sportswriter and going around the
country traveling with ballplayers and getting into the games free and, oh, dear diary, what a
break. I’m not pretending that I haven’t enjoyed this hugely. I have. I’ve loved it. But I never had
any soaring ambition to be a sportswriter, per se. I wanted to be a newspaperman, and came to
realize I didn’t really care which side of the paper I worked on.I’m too lazy to change over now, to
start something new at this stage: I just got so comfortable in so many years in sports. But
otherwise I still feel that way. I never cared. When I went to Philadelphia I didn’t know what side
of the paper I’d be on. I had done three or four years of rewrite and general reporting in St. Louis
when I accepted the offer in Philadelphia. I knew how many dollars a week I was going to get.
That was the essential thing. I never asked what they wanted me to do.The guy I admire most in
the world is a good reporter. I respect a good reporter, and I’d like to be called that. I’d like to be



considered good and honest and reasonably accurate. The reporter has one of the toughest
jobs in the world—getting as near the truth as possible is a terribly tough job. I was a local side
reporter in St. Louis and Milwaukee. I wasn’t as good as some. I wasn’t one of those who could
go out and find the kidnapper and the child. But I got my facts straight and did a thorough job.I
like to report on the scene around me, on the little piece of the world as I see it, as it is in my
time. And I like to do it in a way that gives the reader a little pleasure, a little entertainment. I’ve
always had the notion that people go to spectator sports to have fun and then they grab the
paper to read about it and have fun again.I’ve always tried to remember—and this is an old line—
that sports isn’t Armageddon. These are just little games that little boys can play, and it really
isn’t important to the future of civilization whether the Athletics or the Browns win. If you can
accept it as entertainment, and write it as entertainment, then I think that’s what spectator sports
are meant to be.I’ve been having fun doing this seminar at Yale, once a week. They call it Sports
in American Society. I don’t know what that name means, but obviously it’s a big, broad topic and
I have got guys up to help me. It’s a round-table discussion, eighteen students, but usually there
are a couple missing so it’s about fifteen. We bat around everything from the reserve system to
amateurism and professionalism, and yesterday they wanted to talk about sports journalism, a
subject I have been avoiding because I wanted them to do the talking. As a rule, I fire out a
subject and say, “What do you think about this?” and they kick it around. I like that better. I knew
that if I was alone I’d do all the talking, so I got Leonard Koppett of the Times up there to help.
And Koppett said that generally speaking sportswriters aren’t the most brilliant people in the
world because really smart people do something else besides traveling with a ball club for
twenty-five years. I don’t know. Did you ever feel discontented, feel the need to do something
that other people would say was more important?During the war, World War II, I was of draft age.
By that I mean I hadn’t yet gotten to be thirty-eight. I was registered for the draft, but I had a
family and didn’t think I could afford to be a private in the army and I didn’t want to go looking for
one of those phony public relations commissions. So I just kept traveling with the last-place
Philadelphia Athletics and, oh boy, more than once I thought, What the hell am I doing here? But
that was during the war. Outside of that I never felt any prodding need to solve the problems of
the world. You can help a little by writing about games, especially if you’re writing a column.Oh, I
don’t know if I’ve ever helped, but I have tried to stay aware of the world outside, beyond the
fences, outside the playing field, and to let that awareness creep into the column sometimes.
Occasionally, I’ve thrown a line about a Spiro Agnew or a Richard Nixon into a piece. I wouldn’t
imagine I had any effect, excepting to make an occasional reader write and say, “Stick to sports,
you bum. What do you know about politics?”Sure, I respect the Tom Wickers. He’s certainly
more effective. But somehow I have felt that my time wasn’t altogether wasted. I haven’t been
ashamed of what I’ve done. I seem to be making apologies for it. I don’t mean to, because I feel
keeping the public informed in any area is a perfectly worthwhile way to spend your life. I think
sports constitute a valid part of our culture, our civilization, and keeping the public informed and,
if possible, a little entertained about sports is not an entirely useless thing.I did get a kick out of



covering an occasional political convention, but even then my approach to it was as a
sportswriter viewing a very popular spectator sport, and I tried to have fun with it. I did the
presidential conventions in ‘56 and again in ‘68. The 1956 Democratic convention in Chicago
was a pretty good one. Happy Chandler was a candidate for the presidential nomination. They
finally nominated Adlai Stevenson and almost nominated John Kennedy for Vice President.
Kennedy was in the Stockyard Inn writing his acceptance speech when they decided to go for
Coonskin Cap—Kefauver. Anyway, there was Happy Chandler. He was a good, soft touch for
one column. There was Governor Clements of Tennessee. He made one of the great cornball
keynote addresses of our time, and he was good for another column. Let me see, what else?
Oh, yes, Truman came on. He looked like the old champ, trying to make a comeback, like
Dempsey. Truman wasn’t running for reelection, but he showed up at the convention and made
for lively copy. On the whole I just felt loose and easy and free to write what I pleased, and it
seemed to come off well.Over the years people have said to me, “Isn’t it dull covering baseball
every day?” My answer used to be “It becomes dull only to dull minds.” Today’s game is always
different from yesterday’s game. If you have the perception and the interest to see it, and the wit
to express it, your story is always different from yesterday’s story. I thoroughly enjoyed covering
baseball daily.I still think every game is different, not that some of them aren’t dull, but it’s a rare
person who lives his life without encountering dull spots. It’s up to the writer to take a lively
interest and see the difference. Of course most of my years I was with a club to which a pennant
race was only a rumor—the Philadelphia Athletics. I did ten years with them. They were always
last.I don’t agree with him, but yesterday, at Yale, Leonard Koppett said one of the great untrue
cliches in sports is that the legs go first. He said that’s not true. He insists that the enthusiasm,
the desire go first. And he said this is generally true of the athlete and, of course, when the
athlete gets above thirty-five or forty he just can’t go on. He’s physically unable to. The writer can
go on, he is able to physically, but Leonard believes writers lose their enthusiasm, too. He thinks
very few writers of forty-five have had the enthusiasm of their youth for the job. He said he didn’t
know how writers of sixty-five felt, and I said, “Neither do I, but I don’t think I’ve lost my
enthusiasm.” If I did, I’d want to quit.My enthusiasm is self-generating, self-renewing. My life, the
way it’s been going now, I see very few baseball games in the summer. I’ll start with the opening
of the season. I’ll see the games then, but things like the Kentucky Derby and Preakness get in
the way, and lately we’ve had a home up in Martha’s Vineyard, where I like to spend as much of
the summer as I can, working from there. By the time the World Series comes along I may feel
that I’ve had very little baseball for the year. But I find that old enthusiasm renewing itself when I
sit there at the playoffs.I don’t enjoy the actual labor of writing. I love my job, but I find one of the
disadvantages is the several hours at the typewriter each day. That’s how I pay for this nice job.
And I pay pretty dearly. I sweat. I bleed. I’m a slow writer. Once, through necessity, I was a fast
rewrite man, when I had to be. I had no choice.But when I began doing a column, which is a
much more personal thing, I found it wasn’t something that I could rip off the top of my head. I
had to do it painstakingly. I’m always unhappy, very unhappy, at anything that takes less than two



hours. I can do it in two hours, if I must. But my usual answer to the question “How long does it
take to write a column?” is “How much time do I have?” If I have six hours, I take it. I wish I could
say that the ones that take six hours turn out better. Not necessarily. But I will say this: I do think
that, over three hundred days, effort pays off. If you do the best you can every day, taking as
much time as necessary, or as much time as you have, then it’s going to be better than if you
brushed it off.It’s not very often that I feel gratified with a piece I’ve just written. Very often I feel,
“Well, this one is okay.” Or “This one will get by.” The next day when I read it in print, clean and in
two-column measure, it often looks better. But sometimes I’m disappointed. If I think I’ve written a
clinker, I’m terribly depressed for twenty-four hours. But when you write a good one, you feel set
up, the adrenaline is flowing.Arthur Daley once told me that Paul Gallic asked him, “How many
good columns do you strive for?”Arthur said, “One every day.”And Gallico said, “I’ll settle for two
a week.”In my later years I have sought to become simpler, straighter, and purer in my handling
of the language. I’ve had many writing heroes, writers who have influenced me. Of the ones still
alive, I can think of E. B. White. I certainly admire the pure, crystal stream of his prose. When I
was very young as a sportswriter I knowingly and unashamedly imitated others. I had a series of
heroes who would delight me for a while and I’d imitate them—Damon Runyon, West-brook
Pegler, Joe Williams. This may surprise you, but at the top of his game I thought Joe Williams
was pretty good.I think you pick up something from this guy and something from that. I know that
I deliberately imitated those three guys, one by one, never together. I’d read one daily, faithfully,
and be delighted by him and imitate him. Then someone else would catch my fancy. That’s a
shameful admission. But slowly, by what process I have no idea, your own writing tends to
crystallize, to take shape. Yet you have learned some moves from all these guys and they are
somehow incorporated into your own style. Pretty soon you’re not imitating any longer.I was a
very shy, timid kid. Going to Notre Dame and living for four years with guys—no girls, of course,
were around—was good for me. It gave me a feeling of comfort mixing with my peers, a sense of
comfort I didn’t have in grade school or in high school. But my defense mechanism has been at
work so long I still find myself talking too much at parties, things like that. I know this is a defense
to cover shyness. I often hear myself babbling on and wish I’d shut up. I know it’s because I’m
shy. It’s a defensive mechanism that has developed and operated over the years.I’m not a
psychologist, but I do know, for example, that a fellow like Howard Cosell is the braggart that he
is because of a massive insecurity. He has to be told every couple minutes how great he is
because he’s so insecure. And if you don’t tell him, he tells you. He can’t help this.I was born in
Green Bay, Wisconsin. My father, Walter P. Smith, was the third generation in a family business—
wholesale produce and retail groceries. My mother was born and grew up in New York. Her
name was Ida Richardson. On vacation one time, visiting a friend out in Green Bay, she met my
father and they got married. She spent the rest of her life in Green Bay, virtually all of it. My great-
grandfather had come out from New Jersey and cleared a cedar swamp and started truck
gardens. They raised garden truck and bought from farmers around there and shipped to
northern Wisconsin and the northern peninsula of Michigan. They supplied hotels, restaurants,



and grocery stores and they ran a grocery store in Green Bay. They went broke during the
Depression.There were three kids. I was the second son. My brother, Art, is still alive. He lives in
the Bronx, and I guess he is retired. My brother never went to college. He had fun in high school,
dating the French teacher and that sort of thing, and didn’t bother reading any books. So
eventually, well, my father said, “Look, for gosh sakes, either you do something or you go to
work.” So Art went to work on the hometown newspaper. He was a newspaperman all of his life.
He was essentially a rewrite man and worked all the papers—Chicago, Milwaukee, Detroit, St.
Louis, and New York. In New York he did rod and gun for the Daily News and for the Herald
Tribune. That was his last newspaper job. He is a bit more than a year older than I am. We had a
little sister, Catherine. She died of tuberculosis at about nineteen, while I was in college.My
parents read all the time. They weren’t scholars or anything, but they were literate and there
were books in the house. I remember bookcases with the glass doors in front. I read everything
in the house. Corny 1910 romances entitled The Long Straight Road, and When Knighthood
Was in Flower. Everything that was there, I read.
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A. Loftis, “Great sports writing begins and ends here. Though I grew up in New York City, I only
found Red Smith after he passed away. Perhaps if I had read his daily columns in the New York
Times, I might have gotten bored. If so, I am glad that I didn't, his books are magical.In a time
when newspapers had budgets, Red Smith went to every major sporting event. Ali-Frazier,
Reggie Jackson's three homers against the Dodgers, the black protest in the 1968 Olympics,
and I could go on. He covered these events with a wit, style and sense of history we won't see
again in our life times.Red once said today's column wraps tomorrow's fish. He thought sports
writing wasn't enduring. He was wrong and I have the books to prove it.”

AWReet, “Red Rides Again (fishes, hits and slugs, too)!. Another great Red Smith collection -
anyone interested in sports writing would enjoy this book (unless they're fans of Dick Young, in
which case, abandon all hope)”

Bill Muhr, “Good sportswriter......great,I guess if you're from the east coast.. He was a very good
sportswriter, but not to my taste or interest.”

Bradley L Kautz, “The Red Smith Reader. This is a collection of columns written by Red Smith,
who along with Grantland Rice, set the standard for sports journalism in the 20th century. Smith
covered every form of sports news while working in newspapers based in Milwaukee, St. Louis,
Philadelphia, and finally, New York, during a career that began in the 1930's and ended with his
death in 1982. It was his regular pieces of commentary that allowed him to not only report the
facts, but to also interpret them, that established him as a mainstay for sports fans for
decades.The columns in this book are culled from throughout his career and arranged
thematically, according to the particular sport under consideration. These include the standards
of football and baseball, along with the Olympics, horse racing, fishing and a smattering of
lesser-known sports getting their turn in his delightful prose. There is also a section on the
intersection of politics and sports.Being commentary Smith is free to dispense his own opinions
on the subject under consideration, which he does with considerable skill. He had a deft ability
to show disapproval without spite and admiration without adulation. It is clear that he had a low
opinion of sports businessman, such as team owners and Olympic officials, and I imagine he
would likely shake his head at the news of today's sports world, for in reading pieces written 50
years ago it appears that only the names have changed.In a career spanning 50 years he had
the opportunity to meet many of the leading athletes of the times and I greatly enjoyed the way
he painted the picture of their personalities. Overall, I found this to be a delightful collection of
writings.”

Robert Slocum, “Miracle of Coogan's Bluff and others. "Now it is done. Now the story ends. And
there is no way to tell it. The art of fiction is dead. Reality has strangled invention. Only the utterly



impossible, the inexpressibly fantastic, can ever be plausible again."I grew up as a Brooklyn
Dodger fan--albeit too young to remember the famous Bobby Thompson home run in 1951.
Nevertheless I find this start to Red Smith's column about that event to be one of the finest
passages in the English language.Smith once said, "Wriiting is easy. You just sit at a typewriter
and open a vein." He was a master craftsman.”

The book by Alex Light has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 7 people have provided feedback.
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