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In memory off my beloved brother,
Jack Roosevelt Robinson, Jr.
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Introduction

:’i”; April 15, 1947, my father, Jack

-4’ Roosevelt Robinson, stepped out of the
Brooklyn Dodgers dugout, crossed first base,
and assumed his position as first baseman. He
paused, hands resting on bent knees, toes
pointed in, then stood, lifted his cap, and
saluted the cheering fans. It was a defining
moment for baseball—and for America.

As a result of Dad’s accomplishments on and
off the field, I inherited a legacy of excellence
and service. Today this legacy takes me into
classrooms across the United States, Canada,
and the Caribbean. As the Vice President of
Educational Programming for Major League
Baseball, I bring the Breaking Barriers program
into schools, where children, ballplayers, and I
talk baseball, values, and books. The kids are
naturally curious about my childhood. They
want to know what was it like being Jackie
Robinson’s daughter.

They ask me questions such as, “Did your
dad come home angry after losing a baseball
game?” or, “How did you and your family
feel about the hate letters you got?” But the
question that makes me stop and think hardest
has been, “Did you really know your father?”
When kids ask me that question, I tell them

I was six when my dad retired from baseball;

twelve when he was elected into the Hall of
Fame; twenty-two when he died. I also tell
the children that my father taught me to flip
pancakes, hit a baseball, question political
leaders, solve problems, and keep promises.

Whether 1 was learning to walk, wildly
swinging the bat at a fastball, tackling one of my
brothers during a football game, or singing a
show tune from West Side Story on the rock
ledge of our fireplace, Dad encouraged me with
his praise and loving smile. At times, my father
made me feel like I was the most important
person in his life. He was fond of saying, “Just
put your fingertip in my tea and I won’t need
any sugar.” I'd giggle and believe I actually had
the power to sweeten that cup! When I was
sad, Dad was there for me. The first time ]
cried over failed love, he sat on my bed and
reminded me that I deserved better. -

Over the years, I've learned about my father’s
baseball days from friends, family, other ballplayers,

and even strangers who are anxious to share

-cherished Jackie Robinson memories with me.

To this day, 'm mesmerized by newsreels of my
dad rounding the bases, joyously clapping his
hands as he outfoxes another pitcher.

My father was famous. My brothers and I grew
up among awards, trophies, and photographs, but




our parents taught us not to worship these
honors. They said we should measure our lives
by the impact we had on other people’s lives. All
we had to do was pay attention to the way our
parents lived to know that this was true.

As a kid, my favorite photograph hung on
the wall leading to the lower level of our house.
It showed my dad stealing home plate during
the 1955 World Series. I passed it several times
a day and always paused to look at how a cloud
of dirt obscured half my dad’s body, or to study
the way his right hand was clenched into a fist.
Inever failed to notice how my dad’s face twist-
ed with fierce determination. Could this be the
same man who never raised his voice at home?

Looking back I realize that one of the things
I admired most about my father was how he
stayed in the game until the end. He stood

firm even when his opinion wasn’t popular.

Whether questioning an umpire or an’

American president, Dad used his celebrity to
challenge an unjust system and support a
movement organized to correct the wrongs.
So, yes, l knew my dad well as a father and as
a man.
This brings me to why I wrote Promises to
Keep. Though my father’s story has been told

many times, I wanted the opportunity to tell

it in its fullness. Promises to Keep is more than
a photographic biography. It’s a story about
commitment. I've chronicled my father’s life
through words and pictures as a lasting memory
to a man who was shaped by American history
and who had an impact on American history. As
you read Promises to Keep, you'll see that my
father’s personal and professional experiences,
like baseball itself, reflected the American
experience of his time.

A lifetime of service was my father’s com-
mitment to America and his challenge to you.
Whether you commit to study hard, to be a
better friend, family member, or neighbor, I
hope that through my father’s example you will
understand why making a promise and keeping

it is so important.




A Black and White World

y great-grandparents were slaves; my grandmother was a

; ﬁ A sharecropper; Amy father was born into a segregated world.

Although it may be hard for you to ihagine an America where black and
white people were kept apart by laws and customs, that world existed.

My father helped change it.

By breaking the color barrier in Major League Baseball, my
father helped break down racial segregation. Before we get into the
story of Jackie Robinsdn, however, we need to understand how
segregatioﬂ became a way of life in the United States.

The story of race relations in the United States begins more than
400 years ago, when African men, women, and children were
enslaved and forcibly brought to the American colonies. The Civil

War (1861-65) ended this terrible, inhumane practice. By 1870,

Slave quarters,c. 1860-63

there were approximately 4,000,000 Africgn Americans in the
United States who, because of thé Thirteenth and Fourteenth
Amendments to the Constitution, were now U.S. citizens.

As freedmen and women, some former slaves attended school
for the first time, farmed in a system called sharecropping,

voted, and held local, state, and federal offices. But the new

1619

People kidnapped from Africa 1787

are brought to the Virginia ’ The‘I:I.S. Constitution does not
colony. mention slavery, but it does

ban the importation of slaves
1776 P

There are approximately as of 1808.

1861—65

2 million slaves in the _
The Civil War rages betweer

American colonies. After the

. - i | £
American Revoltition (1775- fhe Lnion (e Noxth) and

1783), approximately 55,000 the Confederacy (the South

free black people live in what

is now the United States.




freedoms granted to African Americans were unacceptable to
many southern whites who were used to being in control. These
southerners used political, legal, and violent means to control
blacks. They passed state laws to restrict the rights of blacks and
to keep them from voting. Even the courts denied blacks
opportunities and basic human rights. In Plessy v. Ferguson (1896),
the U.S. Supreme Court upheld a state’s right to pass racial
segregation laws. The Supreme Court’s rul-iﬁg said that such laws
did not violate the U.S. Constitution.

The nation was divided: those favoring segregation against those
who opposed it. |

The period of legal segregation in America is commonly referred
to as the Jim Crow era. In the 1830s, Thomas Rice, a famous white
music-hall entertainer in Baltimore, Maryland, created a fictional
character based on a black singer-dancer. Rice called his character
“Jim Crow.” White audiences laughed at the clowning and foolish
antics of the character. Black people found the performances
demeaning. They began to use the term “Jim Crow” to mean

discrimination.
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The Fourteenth Amendment

This nineteenth-century sheet music show.
Jim Crow. figure. Notice that the songiis su
by I. (Thomas) Rice'in “Ethiopian.” Ethiop
is a country in Africa.

guarantees all people born in

President Abraham Lincoln . . 1 870
the United States, including
signs the Emancipation :
2 I » African Americans, citizenship The Fifteenth Amendmer
Proclamation, which frees o
’ 1 865 and equal p]*otection under grants all adl'.llt male citiz
slaves in the Confederate : ;
The Thirteenth Amendment to the law. Native Americans are the right to vote.
states. i ’
the Constitution makes slavery not included.

.
illegal everywhere in the

United States.
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" n the post—Civil War segrege’eed World, black people and white

people went to separate schools, ate in separate restaurants,

stayed in separate hotels, and sat in different sections on trains and

WAITING ROON
FOR COLORED ONLY,
“, b
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buses. In many places, they used different bathrooms, telephone

booths, and water fountains. Blacks and whites went to separate

pool halls, auditoriums, and circuses. Many blacks were restricted

from using parks, libraries, and hosp;'tals that served white people.

Signs on public facilities often read COLORED and WHITE in an

el b EeltEF
- effort to keep one race from coming in contact with the other,

Segregation was part of everyday life almost eve

rywhere, especially
in the South.

My father was six months old in the summer of 1919, the “Red
Summer.” African-American blood flowed as black people were
assaulted and killed in race riots and lynchings. The racial tension
escalated when southern blacks moved north to work in jobs

: S created by World War I. From 1915 to 1930, nearly 1.5 million
Many publicplaces, especiallyan the South,
weressegregated. G

Signs'qf the times: Peaple Wwere even prohibited from drinking at the same fountain.




black people migrated north at a rate of 100,000 per year. Many of
them settled in New York, Chicago, St. Louis, and Detroit.
The black families who fled the South during this period hoped to

find a better life and escape Jim Crow life. However, they soon

discovered that Jim Crow traveled, too. The rapid shift in population

“caused overcrowding in many cities and increased resentment from

many white workers who were now forced to work alongside blacks.
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Mallie Robinson, my grandmother, was one of the early, pioneer-
ing migrants. She lived on a farm in Cairo, Georgia, in 1919, with
her husband, Jerry, and their five children. They were sharecroppers,
which meant they farmed a section of land owned by whites for a
share of the profit from the crops. This system kept black sharecrop-
pers like my grandparents from getting ahead. Sharecroppers didn’t
own their own farms. They had to buy all their seeds, food, and
equipment on credit from the white landowner. At the end of the
year, the black farmer had to give the white landowner up to one-
half of his crop and repay all the credit. The black farmers ended up
with very little and often owed money to the white owner.

After dealing with the frustrations of sharecropping, Jerry

Robinson gave up and deserted the famﬂy. Mallie couldn’t maintain

‘the farm on her own. But my grandmother was a determined

woman with an unflappable faith in God. She packed up her chil-
dren—Frank, Mack,'Edgar, Willa Mae, and Jackie—and took a huge
risk. Mallie and her family left the only life they’d ever known. They
traveled by train to Pasadena, California. There, they lived with her
brother until Mallie found work and a place for her family to live.

My grandmother worked long hours cleaning and cooking in the
homes of white families. M'eanwhile, she insisted her children keep
up their grades, work after school, and attend church every Sunday.
The children learned early to protect each other. For a couple of
years my dad’s sister, Willa Mae, took my father to school with her.
Dad played alone in a sandbox outside her classroom until the kids
came out for recess.

As a boy, Dad went to Cleveland and Washington Elementary
schools in Pasadena. The students were black. The teachers were

white. My father only got average grades, but he loved sports. With




marbles, soccer, dodge ball, and baseball, Dad’s reputation as a
competitor—and a winner—began when he was just a young boy.

Pasaden;l was a pretty city with lots of parks and other public
recreational facilities. My dad couldn’t go in most of them. The local
YMCA refused my father membership because he was black. The
Pasadena movie houses he went to forced black people to sit in one
section. The local soda fountain wouldn’t serve black kids. Pasadena
was divided into neighborhoods according to race. The boundaries
were clearly drawn. Blacks lived in only certain parts of town. That
didn’t stop my grandmother.

Mallie and her sister and brother-in-law, Cora and Samuel Wade,
raised enough money to buy a house. They ignore/d the racial bound-
aries and settled on a house at 121 Pepper Street. The house that
they wanted happened to be.in an all-white neighborhood.
According to family ;tories, my grandmother knew that the owners
wouldn’t sell their home to a black family. Mallie got a light-skinned
niece, who could pass for white, to purchase the Pepper Street
house for them. After the closing, the Robinson and Wade families
moved in together. The neighbors weren’t exactly welcoming.

My father was three years old when he and his family moved to
Pepper Street. When he was eight, Dad got into a name-calling fight
with the little white girl who lived across the street. The children’s
verbal battle was interrupted when the girl’s father came outside and
started throwing rocks at my father. There were other incidents like
that meant to intimidate my grandmother into moving off Pepper
Street. A cross was burned on their front lawn. But in spite of the
pressure from neighbors, my grandmother refused to leave Pepper
Street. Over time, the block became mixed with families from black,

white, Asian, and Hispanic backgrounds.

Mallie Bobinson watches: Jackie Robinson play: |
" wathi his nephews in the yard ofithe house at 12
Pepper Street. My father: livediin the house unti
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While my father fought relatively small battles against racism in
Pasadena, African-American leaders across the country took the
struggle to a new level. They waged battles in courts, in newspa-
pers, and at street demonstrations. They supported educational
and economic equity. Black leaders and activists such as Ida B.
Wells, Booker T. Washington, and W. E. B. DuBois took different
positions and offered different solutions to the problems of racial
equality.

By the 1920s there were visible signs of hope and progress.

Black-owned and operated newspapers like the Chicago
Defender, the Pittsburgh Courier, Boston’s The Guardian, Ebony
magazine (formerly known as the Negro Digest), the NAACP’s

monthly magazine, The Crisis, and the Associated Negro Press




sprang up to tell the story of racial progress and encourage an
antisegregation resistance movement.

There was also a small but growing professional class of African
Americans who taught school, worked in hospitals as nurses and
doctors, practiced law, and owned businesses. The Harlem
Renaissance, named after New York City’s vibrant black neighbor-
hood, Harlem, brought forth great African-American writers,
artists, and musicians. Artists lﬂ(&: Jacob Lawrence; writers like
Langston Hughes, Claude McKay, Countee Cullen, and Zora Neale
Hurston; jazz musicians like Louis Armstrong and Duke Ellington;
performers like singer-actor-activist Paul Robeson and dancer Bill
“Bojangles” Robinson all rose to new heights of fame and populari-

ty through the Harlem Renaissance.

Legendary bandleader Duke Ellington (c.) (1899-1974)
took his famous jazz=swing orchestra all around the world.
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The glory of the Harlem Renaissance was short-lived. In 1929,
it was replaced by a deep economic depression. Dad was in junior
high at the time. He helped his family out by taking on odd jobs like
delivering newspapers, cutting the neighbors’ grass, and selling hot
dogs during football games at Pasadena’s Rose Bowl. And he
endured the problems associated with being poor and fatherless.

When he was a teenager, Dad and his friends formed the Pepper
Street gang. They didn’t use drugs, drink alcohol, or start fights. But
they did throw clumps of dirt at passing cars, swipe golf balls and
sell them ba.ck to the golfers, and steal fruit from the local grocers.

Several key factors helped my dad avoid serious trouble. The first
and most important was his devotion to his mother and the values
she worked hard to instill in him. The second was his love of athlet-
ics. Most of Dad’s eneré;y went into playing sports. In 1935, he was
a star high school football quarterback at Muir Tech, where he also
played baseball, basketball, tennis, and:held records in track.

Dad’s older brothers were another big influence on him. He
really looked up to Edgar, Frank, and Mack. Dad didn’t always under-
stand Edgar’s odd behavior, but he admired his love of speed. Edgar’s
fea_\ts on roller skates and his bicycle were legendary. It was said Edgar
could outrace the bus from Pasadena to Santa Monica, a 30-mile trip!

Frank was my dad’s favorite brother, but Mack became his idol.
When Dad was 13, he watched with pride as Mack won a place on
the U.S. Olympic track-and-field team.

Mack went to Berlin, Germany, for the 1936 Olympic Games.
Dad listened to all the track meets on the radio. The U.S. relay
team, made up of African-American athletes Jesse Owens, Uncle
Mack, Ralph Metcalfe, Johnny Woodruff, and Cornelius
Johnson, won the gold medal. By the end of the Olympics,



200-meter dash.

The 1936 U.S. Olympic relay team’s victory was more than a
personal athletic triumph. The team won one for humanity. The
performances of my uncle and other African-American athletes
shattered Nazi leader Adolf Hitler’s theory of racial superiority. The
Nazis, who rose to power in Germany in the 1930s, believed that
select white people known as Aryans were superior to all other races,
including blacks and non-Aryan whites. German leader Hitler snubbed
Jesse Owens by refusing to shake his hand at the Olympic medal

awards ceremony, but black America and freedom-lovers everywhere

celebrated this stunning victory over racism.

The 1930s saw the rise of other African-American
sports heroes. Joe Louis, “the Brown Bomber,” was
one of the most admired athletes of the time. On June
22, 1938, the heavyweight champion faced Germany’s
Max Schmeling in the ring. Like the 1936 Olympics,
more than sports records were riding on the outcome.

Europe was on the verge of a second world war.
Adolf Hitler gave Schmeling, his idea of the ideal
“racially’ pure” man, a hero’s send-off. Americans
counted on Joe Louis to bring them victory. The fight
of the century was on. It was as if war had already
been declared. Louis knocked out Schmeling in two
minutes, four seconds in round one. Joyous
Americans all over the country—blacks and
w}ﬁtes;—celebrated in the streets.

But the victory party didn’t last. The next morn-

ing, America woke up still separate and ‘unequal.

Owens had won four gold medals. Mack had won a silver in the
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My father letteredin

Jfour sports.at UCLA.

- Pasadena Junior College (P]C), where he continued to build
his sports legacy. Two important people came into his life at this
point: a sprinter named Jack Gordon, and a young preacher by the
name of the Reverend Karl Downs, Jack and my dad shared a love
of sports and developed a close friendship that lasted a lifetime. The
minister earned the respect of Dad and his friends. They soon
learned that they could trust him with their problems. The
Reverend Downs helped guide my father into manhood.

At PJC, my father set a national junior college record in track by
beating his brother Mack’s broad jump record. One newspaper
called my father the greatest base runner ever to play on a junior
college baseball team. That same newspaper named Dad athlete of
the year. His exploi%s on the football field added to the legend. The
Pasadena Elks gave Dad a gold football and named him Most
Valuable Player. Needless to say, the college scholarship offers piled
in. Dad chose to continue his education at the University of
California at Los Angeles (UCLA).

The summer before Dad attended UCLA was a tough one. His

‘mother moved into a smaller house, at 133 Pepper Street, leaving

the house at 121 Pepper Street to her grown children. That same
year, Dad’s brother Frank was tragically killed in a motorcycle
accident. In spite of the personal loss, Dad started at UCLA in the
fall of 1939. He commuted by car from Pasadena to UCLA, where
he once again lettered in four sports.

By senior year, he was named the best all-around athlete on the
West Coast. He twice led the Pacific Coast Conference in basketball
scoring, won the Pacific Coast Intercollegiate Golf Championship,




and reached the National Negro Tennis Tournament semifinals. But,
perhaps the most significant thing to happen to Dad that year was
meeting Rachel Annetta Isum . . . my mom.

My parents met on UCLA’s campus in the fall of 1940.
Mom was an eager freshman just thrilled to be in college. Dad was
a mighty senior, stunning athlete, and “big man on campus.” Mom
was attracted to Dad immediately. She liked his warm, engaging
smile, and the fact that he was confident without being cocky.

In the 1940s, black students at UCLA were a very small minority.
Each day between classes they gathered in Kerckhoff Hall to eat and
talk. This is where my mother and father met frequently and then
began to date.

My parents were serious people with strong personal goals. Each
wanted to be somebody. Mom wanted to be the first in her family to
earn a college degree. Dad wanted to be a professional athlete.

As the romance between my parents heated up, so did
America’s preparation for World War II (1 939-1945). As
African Americans protested against their exclusion from

the growing defense industry,

Dad proposed to my mom.

Not long after President
Franklin Delano Roosevelt
signed an executive ‘order
banning discrimination in all
plants working on national
defense contracts, my father was
drafted into the United States

Army. It was still segregated.

om studied nursmg : _
yhile Dad served in the army.
he graduated in 1945.

. Dad’s ‘favorite sport in. i
- college was football. e had




In spite of the inequities in the armed forces, black soldiers

served their country. In preparation for World War II, the U.S.
government formed a training school for black pilots. The school
was located at Tuskegee Institute in Alabama. The Tuskegee Airmen
were the first African Americans to qualify as military pilots in any
branch of the armed forces. By the end of World War II, almost
1,000 had won their wings at Tuskegee Army Airfield.

Dad was in the army for three years, from 1942 to 1945, Mom
stayed at UCLA to get her degree. My parents were separated
except for the times Dad came home on leave. My father wrote to
Mom several times a week and sent a box of chocolates on Fridays.
The separation was hal;d on both of them, but Mom believes that it
helped prepare them for their life together. |

Dad was stationed at Fort Riley, Kansas, and Fort Hood, Texas.

5 Dad graduated from qfﬁcer % trammg scboo] as _ Because of an old football injury, he wasn’t sent overseas. Instead, he
e second Izeutenant. 7 ~ was assigned to the cavalry, where with the help of fellow soldier and

boxing champion Joe Louis, he went to officers’ training school and

graduated as a second lieutenant.
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Neither Dad’s rank of second lieutenant nor his “college athletic
celebrity protected him against the humiliation of serving in a
segregated army in the Deep South. Dad served as a morale officer,
yet could do nothing about the fact that the baseball team was
segregated, whereas the football team was not. One way he protest-
ed this injustice was by refusing to play any sport for the army.

Toward the end of his stint in the armed forces, my father faced
Jim Crow head on. During a bus ride from the army base into town,
the bus driver ordered my father to the back of the bus, a section for
black people only. Dad ignored the command; he knew his rights as
a soldier. An argument followed, and Dad was arrested. Later, he
had to defend himself in military court. The charges were dismissed.

On November 28, 1944, Dad was honorably discharged from the
army. A year later, America and her allies declared victory over

Hitler. With the war over, attention turned to peace at home.




Satchel Paige (L)) and my father (r.) played in
ithe Negro Leagues together.

|

1945: A Changing World ______

 fter the army, Dad worked for a year as a coach at Huston-

- Tillotson College in Austin, Texas. He then played baseball in

the Negro Leagues for one season (1945). That was the only league
open to an African-American ballplayer at the time.

Between 1888 and 1947, black ballplayers were restricted to the
Negro Leagues. The Negro Leaguers played a unique and exciting
style of baseball that entertained millions in small towns and big cities
across America. Negro League teams gave us great players such as
Satchel Paige, Josh Gibson, Willie Mays, and Henry (“Hank”) Aaron.

Despite the glory associated with Negro League baseball, it was
still a part of a discriminatory system. Major League Baseball
had an unwritten policy that kept nonwhite players out of
organized baseball. Black ballplayers were denied the opportunity .
to play in the major leagues. Salaries were lower in the Negro
Leagues, the schedules were less structured, and when the teams
traveled south, they were forced to follow Jim Crow laws.

" Because of its inequities, Dad questioned his future in profes-
sional baseball. Although my dad knew that the black press,
some liberal sportswriters, and a few politicians were fighting for
an end to Jim Crow baseball, he had little faith that it would
happen in his lifetime. Little did Dad know that change was
close . . . or that he was the prime candidate to break down the

racial barrier.




The end of World War Ii signaled a turn-

ing point in America in many ways.
Segregation was one area that was certain
to change.

The black veterans returning from World
War II were more determined than ever to
abolish segregation. In 1948, President Harry
S. Truman announced an end to segregation
in the U.S. military. Other people were just
as interested in desegregating civilian life.
Some of them started with sports.

Because of its significance to American
culture, baseball was the first team sport
targeted for change. American baseball,
which grew out of British ball-and-stick
games like cricket and rounders, gained in
popularity during the Civil War. By the end
of the war, baseball was considered America’s
pastime. It seemed to represent all that was
considered good about America: Democracy.
Teamwork. Fair play. Excellence. It also
represented America at its worst: Divided.

Discriminatory. Unjust.

As‘a member of the Kansas Czty Monaz chs, my. dad played in 4/ games Iuttmg
- .387, with 14 doubles, 4 tr. iples,.and 5 home runs. His str ong performance won
him a sIot as.a.shor tstop on the Negro League All-Star-team.




Determined to end institutionalized discrimination in baseball,

sportswriters such as Wendell Smith of the Pittsburgh Courier, Frank

A. Young of the Chicago Defender, Art Cohn from the Oakland

Tribune, Sam Lacy of the Baltimore Afro-Americans, and Shirley

Povich of the Washington Post wrote daily articles on the injustice

of segregation within professional sports. They appealed to the

Baseball Commissioner, to the owners of teams, to the ballplayers

i o s e PRy themselves, and to the fans who supported the game. '
'\ Baschall parks, like the gam

. segregated.

The questions these journalists raised went beyond the issue of

“!
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There are several myths about how and
race and into the economics of the game. They asked: Could base- R [ a—
ball truly be considered America’s pastime when black ballplayers continental United States. However, it is

now commonly agreed that in 1845 the

and white ballplayers couldn’t play on the same field? Could post-

Knickerbocker Base Ball Club of New York
World War II teams afford to rebuild and be successful without

adapted the European games of the past

includjng the enormous talent pool that existed within the Negro into the game we know today as baseball.
Leagues? Could the business of baseball grow when it was being
accused of racism? Could the United States really consider itself a The first recorded game is played on Jur

. . . ) ¢ f . - 19 at Elysian Fields in Hobok v Jer
democracy if a portion of its population were denied basic human SRR SSEeN evoken Neall
where the New York Knickerbockers los

rights and opportunities simply because of the color of their skin?

the New York Baseball Club.

The Cincinnati Red Stockings become

the first openly salaried team and are

considered the first professional team.
1876

The first major league, the Natic

League, is formed in New York €

10073
1882
There are now two rival major baseball

leagues in existence: the National League

and the American Association. Neither ‘

league has any black players.

CO A

-
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Rt

Moses Fleetwood Walker from Ohi
becomes the first black major leag
when his team, the Toledo Blue

Stockings, of the Northwestern Lea

joins the American Association.

1887

White players complain that they don’t want ‘
to play alongside black players. Baseball
owners vote not to offer any further major .

league contracts to black players.

1920
The first national all-black

league is formed.




Branch Rickey, fought for=what he believed in.

With the country delicately balanced toward change and baseball
under pressure to set the pace, someone within the executive ranks
of baseball had to commit to breaking the color barrier. A couple
of baseball owners had tried to be pioneers before 1945, but were
unsuccessful. Then, with exquisite timing, Branch Rickey, president
and general manager of the Brooklyn Dodgers, stepped forward. He
was just the man for the job.

Wesley Branch Rickey was born December 20, 1881, in
Stockdale, Ohio. He played baseball as a young boy in the Ohio
countryside. Rickey attended Ohio Wesleyan University. Summers,
he helped support himself by playing semipro baseball.

Even as a young man, Branch Rickey had strong values and firm
beliefs. For example, while a student at Ohio Wesleyan, he began
playing Major League Baseball for the Cincinnati Reds (1905). He
refused to play games on Sundays because it was against his religious
principles. Rickey was released from the team for taking this stand.
From that point on, he had a clause written into all of his baseball con-
tracts stating that he did not have to report to the ballpark on Sundays.

After Rickey graduated from Ohio Wesleyan, he went to law
school, worked as an athletic director and baseball coach, and played
big league ball for the St. Louis Browns (1906) and the New York
Highlanders (1907). In his spare time, he lectured against legalizing
alcohol. Rickey went on to manage the St. Louis Browns and
Cardinals, the Brooklyn Dodgers, and the Pittsburgh Pirates.

In 1942, Br;mch Rickey was named president of the Brooklyn
Dodgers. A year later, he went to the board members of the Dodger )
club and told them that he wanted to recruit players from Negro
League teams. The board wasn’t sﬁrprised. Rickey was well-known

for bold moves. During World War II, he replaced seasoned




ballplayers who were off fighting in Europe with boys as young as
15. In the 1930s, Rickey built baseball’s farm system, which today
is called the minor leagues.

' When Rickey first proposed integrated baseball, the commis-
sioner of baseball at the time, Judge Kenesaw Mountain Landis, was
firmly against it. Landis died on November 24, 1944, and the new
commissioner, A. B. ‘(Happy) Chandler, took the opposite position
and said, “I don’t believe in barring Negroes from baseball just
because they are Negroes.” Branch Rickey agreed. ‘

There were two basic reasons why Branch Rickey wanted to break
baseball’s color line. First, he deeply believed in equality and thought
it was unfair to keep black ballplayers out of the major leagues.
Second, he wanted to build the strongest team that would win games
and excite the fans. Rickey knew that the talent pool in the Negro
Leagues was too tempting for a smart businessman to ignore.

Branch Rickey took a year préparing to bring black ballpléyers
into the major leagues. He knew that success depended on fin'ding
the man who’d be right on and off the field.

Rickey studied the field ﬁsing scouts to explore the pool of players.
There were many Negro League players who were well-known and
proven professional baseball players. Players such as Satchel Pz.:tige and
Josh Gibson certainly headed the list provided by Mr. Rickey’s scouts.

Branch Rickey studied the reports, listened to his Scouts’, and
talked with black sportswriters. They universally agreed my father
not only had the ability to play on a major league level, but was the
right man to pioneer the integration of Major League Baseball.

Still, Rickey’s decision was not an easy one. So what was it that

really swayed him? What convinced him to take the risk with Jackie

Robinson?

Deiger bom Kutey reskind o fielaeg erblhon more ko broks 5eavbol s wie kow 31 4 gung decke dablomaa fh'ew) £03ind Biskey & pire of Abs thasls.

A Branch Grows in Breoklyn
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Branch Rickay fiourishas in Flotkuh, cham.
pions the Nagro in besebail, and s tha father
of major ieogue's peaficble farm sysrem
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Loolkmagazine,one ofithe leading niagc_zzines
ofiits time, profiled Branch Rickey.




Y playing baseball for the Negro Leagues’
Kansas City Monarchs, met Branch Rickey to
discuss playing for the Dodgers. There are many
reports, but few eyewitnesses to this historic
r.neeting, which took place at Branch Rickey’s
office in Brooklyn, New York.

Rickey knew all about my father’s
extraordinary athletic ability and that he'd
successfully played on integrated teams in
college. What he didn’t know much about
was what kind of person my dad was. So,

before Rickey set up a face-to-face meeting,

he called out to California to speak with .

people who knew my dad. He learned that
Dad had been raised in a religious home bya
mother whose values matched Rickey’s own.
He heard that Dad was a serious guy who
didn’t drink. He also heard that Dad was an
aggressive competitor with .a fiery temper.

Rickey must have liked Dad’s strong

personality, but I'm sure he wondered how-

would affect his

playing.
Nonetheless, he sent his scout, Clyde

pressure

Sukeforth, out with instructions to bring

Jackie Robinson to Brooklyn.

According to newspapers, magazines,

books, and movies, Branch Rickey and my dad
eyed each other cautiously during the warm-up
discussion. Rickey launched into a series of
questions that were less about baseball and
more about character. “Did he have a girl?” the
Dodgers’ president wanted to know. Dad
looked Rickey straight in the eye and explained
that he was engaged and hoped to marry when
he had a job.

Satisfied that my father would have a sup-
portive partner, Rickey went on to talk about
the need for my dad to hold back his anger,
control his impulse to strike back, and play
extraordinary ball in spite of fear. My father
listened carefully. He felt excited, scared,
and thrilled by the opportunity to play in the
big leagues.

Rickey jumped into a monologue where he
quickly shifted roles from that of a racist fan to
a spiteful teammate. He taunted my dad with
angry, mean insults.

My father leaned forward, hands fisted, feet
planted firmly on the floor. I can only imagine
the thoughts that must have run through his
mind. This was more than just a chance to play
in the majors. It was a chance to avenge the

racism of his boyhood, to help right injustice.




Baseball’s

N First Negre
Rickey was offering my father a terrific | | he Dodgers sign Jaclie Robinson—

first breach in game’s racial barrier

lwbinson, 26-ycar-ald
and star four-letter

ulii Roosevelt (fa

y of California 1 Lan
inc the nest Negro player
el tmseball

binson was sigued to an or-
by Branct W Rickey, presi-
Vodgces, and ardered to
W i el grincipal
e Montival Ruyala of the

opportunity and tremendous responsibility.. A4
Dad was prepal.'ed athletically. He had the’ : S
support of a loving woman and a steadfast S .‘,  £ r“":"?‘m'
mother. He'd ma‘tured over the years. He had

his faith. But would he hold back his angef for

+auest fur Ruobin-
A shrouded in
cerecy. Unul ven Buooklyn

der i 1 1
scnute belicued tiwy weww avking material te
stuck tin Browe Dodgers, an All-Negro team
{tichey bas projectesd.  (Continued on next puge]

the sake of the mission?
The role-playing ceased. My father eased
back in his chair, unclenched his hands, and

met Branch Rickey’s steely gaze with confi-

dence and determination. Rickey asked if he
could stand the pressure. Would he control his
temper against verbal and even physical

attacks?

On a mediacee ¢
foad €2 s Cun
cnen tasketla

POt

cgiate brnd ¥ < - -
1 2efat leap Twentyalx-year-old Jackie Robinson is intelligent, cven-tompered, covrageous, zeelovs to holp his cace.

Dad didn’t respond immediately. The same

On October 23, 1945, two months dfter meeting Branch Rickey,

question was on his mind. He wasn’t used to o) s :
my. father flew to Montreal to sign his contract with the Montred

bacldng down when attacked. Boyals, the Dodgers’ farm team, for a bonus of $3,500 and a
) ] salary of $600 a month. At a news conference, the Montreal ]
Rlckey made it clear to Hy father that the : " Boyals'announced to the world that baseball’s invisible color

Iine had been broken.

first three years would be critical. For the sake
of racial equality, he’d have to adopt a nonvio-

lent approach to change.

My father agreed.
Branch Rickey knew he’d chosen the right The three-hour meeting
between my dad (1)
man. He knew that Dad had both the self- and Branch Rickey (r.)

1s legendary.

control and the courage to succeed. He and my
father shook hands on a verbal agreement. “The

Noble Experiment” began.




~ ‘our months after Dad signed with the Montreal Royals, my

- parents got married. The Reverend Karl Downs performed the

ceremony on February 10, 1946, at the Independent Church of
Christ in Los Angeles. My mother’s mother, Zellee Isum, was thrilled
to plan the entire wedding right down to selecting Mom’s china,
silver, and crystal. It was wartime, so materials were hard to find.
Still, Zellee insisted that my mother wear a satin dress. So, Mom went
to Saks Fifth Avenue and found a prewar satin sample wedding dress
that had a fong train. Dad matched Mom’s elegance in a sharp pair of

formal wear as they pledged a lifetime of love and shared dreams.

My parents believed that marriage was the most important and fu{ﬁ]]ing
commitment that adults could make. Together, they reached for this ideal.




Eighteen days later, my parents began the long trek across the
country so that Dad could report to the Royals’ training camp in
Daytona Beach, Florida. Branch Rickey had broken his own rule about
not having wives at spring training and had inviteél my mother to
join Dad.

When Dad and Mom arrived in New Orleans, they were forced
to give up their seats on the plane. Then they were bumped from the
next two flights. To add to the humiliation, they quickly discovered
that because they were now in the heart of the South, they couldn’t
eat in the coffee shop. Luckily, Mallie, a southerner, had anticipat-
ed trouble and had packed my parents a lunch. Twelve hours later,
Mom and Dad flew from New Orleans to Pensacola, where they
took a segregated bus to Daytona Beach, Florida. It was a rough
start . . . and shades of things to come.

My father joined black pitcher Johnny Wrightand 200 white play-
ers for the Royals’ practice. Eager newspaper reporters from New
York, Pittsburgh, Baltimore, Montreal, and Brookiyn fired questions
at the two black men. “What are you going to do if the pitchers start
throwing at you?” “Duck,” Dad joked. “Would you like to play for the
Dodgers? Do you think you’re good enough to plair with Brooklyn
now?” Dad answered confidently. He told the reporters that he’'d
played with white players before and was sure he’d make it through
the minor leagues and on to the Bréoklyn Dodgers team. .

After practice, the white players went to the Mayfair Hotel. My
parents, Johnny Wright, and black sportswriters Billy Rowe and
Wendell Smith, were housed in the black community, either in a
motel or a private home. They ate their meals in black restaurants.

Through it all, Mom and Dad were inseparable.

Dad and Mom board a bus, heading for the Montreal
£ Royals spring training in Daytona, Florida.

Dad fields questions from reporter Wendell
Smith (1) during spring training.
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What I Iove abou‘t my parents' letters is that. they always began with “DarIing.”



The day after they arrived, the Royals traveled south to Sanford,
Flor.da for a week of spring training. As it turned out, Sanford was
less welcoming than Daytona Beach. A few days into the training,
Wendell Smith and Billy Rowe rushed my parents and Johnny
Wright out of town because of threatened violence. Dejected, Dad
said he wondered if the same thing would happen in the next town.

The Royals moved their practice back to Daytona Beach and had

no further problems until they played gémes in Jacksonville and De

Land, Florida. The Royals front office finally had to switch their -

remaining games back to Daytona Beach. During games, proud
black fans crowded into the Jim Crow, or segregated, section of the
stands while curious white fans filled in the remaining seats. On the
field, the Royals’ black players and white players worked as a team.
When the game ended, they returned to their separate worlds.
After a successful spring training, the integrated Montreal Royals
took to the field at Roosevelt Stadium in Jersey City, New Jersey,
for the start of the 1946 season. Opening day was April 14, 1946.
There were 35,000 excited fans in attendance. Because school was
closed, there were a lot of kids in the stands. It was a clear, sunny,
brisk day, more a football kind of day than baseball. Vendors sold
coffee to help keep the crowd warm. The mood was electric as the
mayor paraded on the field with celebrities and players for the

singing of “The Star-Spangled Banner.” Dad hit a home run in the

third inning with two men on; singled three times; and stole two .

bases. Montreal won the game, 14 to 1. The fans mobbed Dad
afterward, asking for autographs and wishing him well.

After the Jersey City opener, the Royals headed to Montreal,
Canada. My parents were pleasantly surprised by the warmth and

friendliness shown to them by the French Canadians.

°
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The Royals had different éxperiences in each city they played.
Syracuse, New York, was worse than Sanford, Florida. During one
game, while my father stood in the batter’s box, a Syracuse player
tossed a black cat toward him yelling, “Hey Jackie, there’s your
cousin clowning on the field.” Years later, Dad told me he had been
furious, but that he had responded by smacking the ball for a dou-
ble. A few moments later a base hit sent him home with the winning
run. As Dad rounded third base he shouted to the players on the
Syracuse bench, “I guess that relative of mine is happy now, isn’t he?”

In Baltimore, Maryland, the Royals learned there had been let-
ters 'and calls threatening violence and a boycott if my father
appeared on the field. The Montreal Royals played as scheduled.
There were 3,415 people at the first game of the series. The small
créwd was tense and angry. But as the Montreal and Baltimore
series continued, the audience’s mood changed. My father stole
home during one game; the fans gave him a standing ovation.

Dad was big news when he got some big news himself: Mom
announced she was pregnant. Dad was on the road, but Mom couldn’t
wait for him to come home. She called Dad, thrilled to report that
they were going to have their first baby! Dad was so sure his firstborn
would be a boy that he later wrote back a joyous letter adding that
he would make his son proud of him.

Dad made good on that promise., During his one season with
Montreal, he won the batting championship with a .349 average,
scored 113 runs, ranked second in the league in stolen bases, and
was voted Most Valuable Player in the International League. The
Montreal Royals won the pennant and the Little League World
Series. Today, the 1946 Royals are regarded as one of the greatest

teams in the history of minor league baseball.







Mo holds my broth
shaves in the par.

- When he was on base, Pad studied the outficld.
He Enew exactly what had to happen i order
“for him to successfully steal a base.

Mom left Montreal in her eighth month of pregnancy to return
to Los Angeles to await the birth of their first child. Dad joined
her as soon as the season ended. True to his prediction they had a
boy. Jack Roosevelt, Jr., was born November 18, 1946. He was a
gorgeous baby with a head full of curly black hair.

Mom and Dad stayed on the West Coast surrounded by family
and friends until Dad had to report for the Royals’ spring training,
Despite my father’s successes in 194—6 , however, it looked as though
yet another Major League Baseball season would start without a
black player on any team’s roster.

Then, on April 10, 1947, less than a week before the official
opening of baseball season, the Brooklyn Dodgers played the
Montreal Royals in the last game.of the exhibition season. Dad hit
into a double play in the sixth inning. Right after that play, a history-
making announcement was made: The Brooklyn Dodgers had
purchased my dad’s contract from the Montreal Royals! Dad trotted
back to the dugout. Fans and teammates cheered. Jackie Robinson
was going to the majors . . . Jim Crow was going down!

Five days later, Dad played his first major league game at Ebbets
Field, the Dodgers’ stadium in Brooklyn, New York. An exuberant
crowd watched the Dodgers beat the Boston Braves, 5-3. My father
played first base and went hitless that game, but later that week
belted out his first major league home run when the Dodgers played
the New York Giants at the Polo Grounds.

Bad crosses home plate to score his jirst major feague honte run.
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While Dad’s teammates grew to appreciate his contribution to
the team, they ignored him off the field. For the first couple of
months with the Dodgers, Dad stayed to himself or with one of the
black sportswriters. He said he felt the loneliness most when the
team traveled. By June, however, things had changed. The team
warmed up to my father. On train rides, they invited him to join in
their card games. Eventually, Dad felt comfortable joking around

with the other players.

Dad used to say that it didn't matter if: somebody resents you. It enly mattered if vou could make him
respect you. hive months into his first major league season, my father’s skill gained him th respect of his
teammates and the fans. That’s my dad, number 42, with Dodgers captain Pee PZ’ee Reese, number 1.




SPRING TRAINING CAMP

DODGERTOWN, VERO BEACH, FLORIDA
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White fan reaction may have been mixed, but there was nothing
ambiguous about the support from the Brooklyn fans and from
African-American communities across the country. They loved my
dad! Black families traveled long distances to go to ballparks to see
him play. They gathered around radios at a neighbor’s home to
cheer Dad on. Sportswriter Sam Lacy once wrote: “No matter
what the nature of the gathering, a horse race, a church meeting, a
ball game, the universal question is: ‘How'd Jackie make out
today?’”

My parents and Jackie, Jr., settled into a small home in Brooklyn
surrounded by a community that embraced them. There they met
lifelong friends. As the baseball season progressed, Mom became
friendly with a couple of the Dodgers’ spouses, such as Gil Hodges'’s

wife, Joan, and Pee Wee Reese’s wife, Dottie.

Mom attended most of the Dodger home games. My brother,
Jackie, Jr., went to many of those games with her.




About a month into the 1947 seasorf, the Dodgers were in
Cincinnati, Ohio, playing the Reds. The mood in the stadium was
tense. Some of the fans started yelling at Dodger captain Pee Wee
Reese, telling him that, as a southerner, he shouldn’t be playing ball
with a black man. Reese heard the shouting but refused to even
glance in the direction of the stands. Instead, he walked over to my
dad on first base. Reese put his hand on my father’s shoulder and
started talking to him. His words weren'’t important—in fact,
afterward neither man remembered what was said. It was the
gesture of comradeship and support that counted. As the two
teammates stood talking, the fans got the message. They stopped
heckling and settled down to watch the game. From that day
forward, Pee Wee and my dad were friends, and they worked well

together as teammates for many years.

“Dad and Pee Weé Reese

>
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Major League Baseball players on other teams had mixed
reactions to integration. Even late into the 1947 season, opposing
players struck Dad with their cleats, or even pitched the ball at
him, hoping to start a fight. Dad contained his anger. He glared at
his aggressor until he had gathered the strength not to throw
a punch. |

The Brooklyn Dodgers won the pennant in 1947, but lost the
World Series to the New York Yankees. By the end of Dad’s first
official year in the majors, his record spoke for itself. My father
led the league in stolen bases and in sacrifice bunts, and was second
in runs scored. He played in 151 of the 154 games that first season,
all at first base, and brought a new aggressive style to the game.
The Sporting News and the Baseball Writers’ Association named
Dad Outstanding Rookie of the Year ‘in honor of his hitting,
running, defensive play, and value to his team. He was the first

winner of this award.

 Dodger fans celebrate their team’s 1947 pennant swin.
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During the off-season, a group of black New York City fans
organized a “Jackie Robinson Day” at Ebbets Field. T hey presented
my father with a new Cadillac, a television set, and other gifté. Dad’s
fame made him a popular guést on radio shows. In October 1947,
he signed a contract for his autobiography that was to be written
with Wendell Smith.\ That same year, a public opinion poll named
my father the second most popular man in America. (Actor and
singer Bing Crosby was the most popular.)

Two years into Dad’s major league career, Mom found out that

My father’s excellence on the eld, his winning Ppersonality, and good looks'made him one of the most
Photographed black personalities of the time. Sportswriters, black and white, covered his every move.




. she was pregnant with me. She hoped for a girl. In anticipation of a

growing family, my parents moved from Brooklyn to St. Albans,
Queens. When I arrived on January 13, 1950, she and Dad were
thrilled. My timing was impeccable. It was off-season for baseball
and just before Dad had to go to Los Angeles for the filming of the

motion picture The Jackie Robinson Stozg/.

BASEBALL
HER®

True Life Story
of the Famous
Brooklyn Dodger

Kids with ten cents could find out all about my dad in this popular comic book, published in 1949.

i



Our family was complete two years later when my brother David
'was born on November 14, 1952, Luckily, Dad was in New York.
He'd been at the hospital for the births of Jackie and me, and didn’t
plan to miss the birth of his third child, either. After the Dodgers
lost to the Cardinals, Dad rushed from Ebbets Field to Doctor’s
Hospital in time for David’s birth. Mom got sick and couldn’t go
home from the hospital with David. A family friend, Willette Bailey,
came to stay with us at this point. She planned to stay until my
mother was well, but ended up living with us until my brothers and
I were out of the house.

Each March, we traveled with Mom to Florida for spring train-
ing and the exhibition games. Since Jim Crow laws were still in
effect, we stayed at a motel in the black community while the other

Dodger families stayed in a luxurious beach hotel across town. I was
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too young to know the difference, but my parents resented being
treated differently. Eventually, the Dodgers bought their own
facility in Vero Beach, where black players and white players and

their families stayed together.

PRI

“Wiath thrce gr«rzvﬁng' children, Pad and Mom de

eighborhood in Queens, New York, where we Jived cross the.
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By the time I was five, Dad had been playing with the Brooklyn
Dodgers for 10 years. During that time, he’d helped the team reach
the World Series six times. In 1949, he led the league in batting with
2 .342 average and received the National League’s Most Valuable
Player Award. From 1947 to 1953, Dad ranked fourth in the majors

in batting average (.319), second in runs scored (773), and first in
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fter the 1956 baseball season, it was clear that things had

changed. Branch Rickey had left the Dodgers, and at age 37,
Dad had passed his peak playing days. On December 13, 1956, the
Brooklyn Dodgers announced that my father had been traded to
their rival, the New York Giants.

Dad played along with the news of the trade, saying he’d give the
Giants all that he had to give. The truth was, my father was aware
that hlS baseball playing days were almost over. In anticipation of his
retirement, he was investigating .other opportunities. As the
Dodgers announced the trade, my father stepped up his negotiations
with a coffee manufacturer and restaurant chain, Chock Full

O’Nuts, for a career outside of baseball.

I'was the middle child between two brothers, David (1) and Jackie (2.)- This picture was
taken for l.ook magazinein 1956. We were four, six, and ten at the time.




News of the trade sent baseball fans into an uproar. Angry letters
poured into the Dodgers offices and into our home. The trade hit us
hard, too. Dad had wanted to retire as a Brooklyn Dodger. He was
angry that the team to which he’d been loyal hadn’t even bothered
to consult him on their plans to trade him. Without letting on that
he intended to retire rather than accept the trade, Dad’s agent made
a deal with Look magazine. They got the exclusive rights to print my
father’s retirement story. .

In the January 1957 issue of Look, Dad announced his retirement
from baseball. The Giants tried to get my father to change his mind
by offering him more money. Dad turned them down. He accepted
a job with Chock Full O’Nuts in New York City.

At home, we celebrated the news. Major League Baseball players
spend nine months of the year traveling and we knew that if Dad
retired he’d be home with us more. So, as Dad prepared for life as
a commuter, we imagined having him at home most nights in time

for dinner. We liked the idea!

Dad’s competitiveness was matched by our own when we
challenged him to a game of Monopoly. 3

We _lr!féx'e glad ‘Dad wasn't goingito:be on the rod
much and would be around for things like LLips
the candy shop.




Dad exchanged his Dodgers’ uniform for a corporate suit and tie in
the winter of 1957. He became vice president of personnel for Chock
Full O’Nuts. Like lots of other fathers in Stamford, Dad left home
cach morning at eight and returned most nights by six. Not being
on the road meant he had time to give motivational speeches, write
newspaper columns, raise money for civil rights organizations, join
protest marches, spéak to youth groups, play golf, and cut the lawn.

Dad also agreed to chair the National Association for the
Advancement of Colored People Freedom Fund Drive, As NAACP
chairman, he traveled around the country raising money for the
nation’s oldest civil rights organization. The first year of his tour, he
helped raise more than §1 million.

Dad joined a group of investors and community activists to bring
the first black-run bank to Harlem in New York City. They felt that
a minority-owned and operated-bank was the only way to help
rebuild Harlem’s predominantly black community. On January 4,

1965, Freedom National Bank opened on 125th Street.

On special days, Dad took me with him to NewYork City. .
Ourfirst sStop was always his office at:Chock Full O'Nuts,
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My father helped raise money to support the sit-ins and demonstrations against segregation. He
patticipated in voter registration driyes, NAACP campaigns, gave speeches; and worked in po]itics.




July 23, 1962, my *father is inducied into the
Baseball Hall of Fame, which honors some
of the'sport’s greatest players- My mother,

as always,is by his side. Election to the Hall
of ‘Fame isn't a popularity contest, like the
All-Star Game is now, where admission 1S
determined by.the fans. Players are voted
anto the Elall of Fame by.the men and
women wha study baseball players and write
about them: Negro League players, however,
Wentunrecognized until Satchel Paigewas
1nducted into the Hall in 1971,

On January 23, 1962, my father learned that he’d been elected
into the Baseball Hall of Fame on the first round. He was happy
and excited. There was a flurry of activity that led up to the July
induction ceremonies in Cooperstown, New York. I was 12 at the
time and not quite sure what all the hoopla was about. I asked my
father what it meant to be chosen for the Hall of Fame. He said it
was like being named to the Supreme Court if you were a lawyer.

I got the point.

Dad’s _Hall of Fame induction was wonderful. Both of my

grandmothers were there with us, along with Branch Rickey and

AS children, our early experiences Jotushooked on socral activism,
Lwillnever forget the excitement. of Izaving Br. Martin Euther King,
Jx- () visit our home for a JJund-raising jazz concert for the civil
rightsmovement. e also Joined oux parents in ervil 1ights pratest
marches in Washington, D.C. \




many others who had helped my parents throughout my dad’s
baseball career. Dad was the first African American inducted into
the Hall. When he was presented with his plaque he spoke with such
pride. I was so happy to be a part of this big day!

The following year, we hosted the first of many jazz concerts
at our home to raise money for the civil rigl'its movement. The
1963 concert was a fund-raiser for Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr’s
organization, the Southern Christian Leadership Committee

(SCLC).

" In 1964, ﬁyffatber IeﬂChdék Full O’Nuts to campaign for NewYork's -
~Governor Nelson Rockefeller, who'was running for president.. :
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Mom, David, and I stood proudly beside:Dad.at .t‘hc' 1972:World Series. Dad’s message was heard worldwide. My mom
said, “Jack fought tirelessly for social justice .and equaiityofapportﬁnity for all people. He even ventured into hostile
territ_o}y Seeking to understand the complexity of issues dividing the United States. In doing so, there was alwaysthe
risk f'being rejected and misunderstood? :

During the 1960s, Dad wore many different hats and faced many
new challenges. The biggest challenge was his health. Shortly after
he retired from baseball, Dad found out that he was diabetic. His
health problems became more and more serious. Dad was only in
his forties when he had his first heart attack; by his late forties, his
diabetes had left him partially blind. .

Still, the last seven years of my dad’s life were filled with politics, busi-
ness, family, friends, and golf. During that time, I'married, and attended
Howard University College of Nursing. My brother David completed
high school at Mt. Hermon, Massachusetts, and went on to college at
Stanford University. Mom taught nursing at Yale University. My older
brother, Jackie, fought in Vietnam, received a Purple Heart, and then

died tragically in a car accident when he was only twenty-four.

{‘ 5 i* 4{‘;




Despite our shock and pain over losing our beloved Jackie, we
rallied as a family for what turned out to be our last year with Dad.
That year was 1972. Tt was also the twenty-fifth anniversary of Dad’s
breaking the color barrier. In addition to special times together
as a family, we celebrated Dad receiving a number of tributes. The
final one took place on October 15, 1972. Dad threw out the first
ceremonial pitch during the second game of the World Series in
Cincinnati, Ohio. A record crowd was in attendance; an estimated
60 million people watched the ceremony on television.

All Major League Baseball teams were now fielding black, white,
or Hispanic players, but the diversity stopped there. There were no
nonwhite executives, managers or general managers in professional
baseball. So, Dad felt it important that he use his last public address
to remind us all that equality was an ongoing struggle. “I am
extremely proud and pleased,” Dad said in his World Series speech,
“but I'm going to be more pleased and more proud when I look at
that third-base coaching line one day and see a black face managing
in baseball.”

In addition to his many achievements in sports, my father was
awarded the highest honors from civil and human rights organiza-
tions, religious groups, and the United States gox;ernment. From
the NAACP’s Spingarn Medal to the nation’s l'lighest civilian award,
the Presidential Medal of Freedom, my father’s accomplishments on
and off the field have been widely recognized.

Dad spent his entire life fighting for equality. He won some bat-
tles and lost others. He made some mistakes, but he also inspired
millions. My father never lost hope or gave in to despair even when
his health failed him. He once said, “A life is not important except

for the impact it has on other lives.” Dad _lived his philosophy.

April 15, 1997, President Clinton (L), niy
mother () and Major League Baseball
Commissioner bud Selig (r) celebrate the
Jiftieth annuversary of Dad breaking the
‘color barrier.

My father helped change Americas s
‘lifetime of service continues to Inspire.
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Jackie Robinson’s Legacy

e buried my father on October 29, 1972 In his eulogy, the

Reverend Jesse L. Jackson reminded us that “no grave

could hold this man down.” More than 2,500 mourners watched

as six former athletes, Boston Celtic star Bill Russell and Dodger

teammates Don Newcombe, joe Black, Junior Gilliam, Pee Wee

: Reese, and Ralph Branca, carried my father’s silver-blue coffin
draped in red roses out of New York City’s Riverside Church. After

the service, people lined the streets to pay their final respects as

Dad’s casket passed through Harlem on its way to the Cypress
Hills Cemetery in Brooklyn. .

" THIS LITTLE 8X 10 SHOP

WILL BE CLOSED
FRIDAY, 27% 10 AM TO | PM
IN MEMORY OF ?




It was one of the saddest days of my life.

It took years for the pain and sense of loss to dull. But Dad would
have expected us to stay in the game of life and to meet each chal-
lenge with strength and compassion. That’s been my promise to him.

In 2002, my son Jesse helped pay tribute to my dad as part of
Major League Baseball's Memorable Moments campaign. At the
73rd All-Star Game in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, my son reenacted my
father’s first moments as a major league player. Jesse, vw'rearing a
replica of my dad’s famous number 42 Dodgers’ uniform, stepped
across first base, paused, hands resting on bent knees, eyes serious.
At 24, he was five years younger than his grandfather had been
when he broke baseball’s color barrier. As the announcer played out
the dramatization, he introduced my son to 43,000 cheering fans.

Mom and I sat proudly watching from the Baseball
Commissioner’s box as Jesse, who is two generations removed from
the moment, accepted this profound yet brief connection to his
grandfather. We’d raised my son with stories and pictures of my
dad’s achievement, but at the same time stressed the importance of
defining life on your own terms. As we observéd the confidence
Jesse displayed that evening, wé knew how far he’d come toward
creating an identity separate and distinct from his grandfather.

And that’s the challenge. It’s taken me many years to undersfand
and celebrate the fullness of my legacy. In achieving understanding,
however, I've been both inspired and given a sense of direction that’s
enhanced who I am. At the same time, I've Had the freedom to create

a life of my own.

Jesse Robinson Simms at the All-Star Game.

NewYork Yankee Derck Jeter, (1.) is one of the many players who have joined me (x.)
in Breaking Barriers. Through our work, we help children face obstacles in their Iives.




23 .EEEU m::u vdmuw:uw zonﬁuw::om U214 Soak D, .3.\ mmmcm 2y 2oy
.:oﬂu@::o& Sﬁ:ﬂo@ uQuu\ wﬁ oyl 201n91u0) .3qu DSt « 9) \@mcu ::N

oppef oy ydnoayy ‘patp peq Toye aeaf oy ‘g ur SpusLy
9SO [e1943s pue wopy £q papunoj sem g uonepuUNoy uoswqoy
sppef oy st \Aomwuﬁ Aqrurey JueoyIudIs Jsow Ino m&mfom g
ourey s 19y Lur 1eaq ye sepioe IS0 pue ‘s19)
-u20 Ayrunurwoo ‘sspred ‘sjooypos ‘swesGord ‘suoneziuedio axe s1ot
£nunoo oy ssoxoy oeda) sty jo [oquiks Suoyoyy e se S[[em ploIINo
oy Suofe pakerdsp Apnoxd PUe Pamai I 74, Joquinu s 1oy fw
‘{1unoo a1 ssooe syredyieq [reqeseg onSeoy Toley uf “soAr] 1oy
ojur wry jo 909rd e 1dope ‘0o Ko ‘uew o jo uonerordxs Iy
ydnoxp pue ‘sposford feq Kxostg ?soumz, 11373 10] uosuIqoy

opyoe[ 109[3s s93eI§ payun) oYy ssoroe U2Ip[IYo  ‘reaf yoeqg




"Plom SurSueyd 1oAd UE U 9AROE pue padedus urewal Isnw
£op 3o pue JusUNIUIIOD SUO[RJI] B ST WISLISSIUN[OA Jey) PaUrEs)
ua3q [[e 24 Loyj ‘ympe ue se ytom oy Jo jred £[uo are xoored
pue A[rurey jey) spuejsiopun yoeg ..ﬁﬁuomm pue anbrun st sjenpess
OB "90I0YD 13T} JO SP[AY 9Y) UI SUONNLIJUOD JUedIuss Sunfewr
Pliom oy ur axe wergoxd oy jo sajenpers puesnoyy e ‘Aepor. 1ot3ej
fur 03 anqry SurAt] e UrewWRI SIR[OYDS UOKRPUNO,] UOSUIqOY SBpoe(
‘IESp SIY 19378 SI1eak ()¢ UeY) QIO SOMIUNUWIWOD IISY3 O3 Joeq
3ura1d spnput [[im Juspmys yoes £q pezosyes yped oy 3oy qoﬁﬁow&a
o P sonrunytoddo juowdopeasp drysiopes] pue uoneonpa

durpraoxd £q sdoed Sunof wopSuons am ‘uopepunog wosurqoy




My brother, David, lives most of the year in
fanzania, East Africa, but his coffee farming
business brin gs him to NewYork several times

[ year. He is married and the  father of eight,
o'were blessed with a large contingent of
Robinson children of varying ages, personalities,
nd offerings. :

bm, David, and I continue to pdass.on the
sons we've learned about life to all our:
ildren, those born into the family and those
pbraced by the family. Over time, we’ve seen
S.commitment bear fruit in many ways.

62

In 2001, Michael Jordan (L) recei

And so, the ranks of dedicated young leaders and followers
committed to building a vibrant, productive, and richly diverse
world are growing. The steps to forming such a society begins in
childhood. It starts with making a promise to yourself, your family,
and your comm'um'ty to be the best you can be so that when you're
presented with the opportunity to lead, you'll be ready to assume
your role.

Many years have passed since my father died. I still miss him
terribly, but have found ways to continue to celebrate his life. Dad
kept his promi'se to America. Yet the struggle for equality continues.
It is my hope that future generations will embrace the challenges

ofa global society and find creative ways to challenge systems that

are unjust.
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