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The San Francisco Giants are one of baseball's most storied franchises. Through the words of
the players, via multiple interviews conducted with current and past Giants, readers will meet the
players, coaches, and management and share in their moments of greatness and defeat. Haft
recounts stories from this decorated Giants dynasty, which earned World Series rings in 2010,
2012, and 2014. Giants fans will not want to be without this book.
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KrukowThe weight of a Giants uniform is real. It has 134 years of history woven into it. It is a
uniform that comes with expectation and accountability. Think about it: when you put on that
uniform, you’re connected with John McGraw, the “Little Napoleon” who managed the Giants to
10 National League pennants and three World Series titles. You’re linked to Christy Mathewson,
Bill Terry, Mel Ott, Carl Hubbell, and all the outstanding players from the franchise’s tenure in
New York.And, of course, you’re sustaining the tradition that seems to deepen every year since
the franchise moved to San Francisco in 1958. You’re representing the legacy of Willie Mays,
Willie McCovey, Juan Marichal, Orlando Cepeda, and Gaylord Perry. As Brian Sabean, the
architect of so many winning Giants ballclubs, has said, “They’re not just statues.” Yes, the
greatness of those five Hall of Famers is captured in bronze outside of AT&T Park. But their
names alone evoke what it means to be a Giant.Look at the success this organization has had in
the last 30 years. There’s an expectation. You get that expectation only if you’ve had success. It
wasn’t always that way. But the job that Roger Craig and Al Rosen did to bring back pride when
they came aboard at the end of the 1985 season was one of the most incredible things we ever
witnessed. We saw the fan base come back in record numbers—it was cool to be a Giants fan
again—and the guys who played in the 1950s and ’60s came back as well. Mays and McCovey
rejoined the team as special assistants. That was so cool, too. Cepeda, one of the brightest stars
on the inaugural San Francisco team of 1958, appeared frequently at home games. All of a
sudden, the Giants meant something again.And then there was Will Clark. He was the catalyst
of what was the renaissance and the resurgence of the organization, from top to bottom. When
the team changed hands in 1993 and went to Peter Magowan and the new investors, that was
the step that really solidified the resurgence.Look at the type of players the Giants started
drafting. You have to think there are other guys who maybe have more athletic talent, who might
dazzle you a little more in batting practice or a home-run derby contest. But more and more
Giants are coming up out of the minor leagues with a high baseball IQ. These guys can adjust to
the speed of the big-league game and rely on instinct. It has become the Giants brand. It’s the
instinct of the first step on defense. It’s the instinct of the first step on the base paths. To a
degree, you can’t teach that. You have to learn it by playing and do it through anticipation and
intelligence.Throughout a history that has spanned the country from New York to San Francisco,
the team has been enriched by its relationship between the fans and players. It is what makes
being a Giant special.Nowadays, the Giants brand is established. For example, the Yankees
have had off years. But they’re still the Yankees because of what they’ve established historically.
The Giants are the same kind of organization.It is especially important that the Giants’ history
and their relationship with their fans is reported and recorded accurately. That task in itself



comes with enormous responsibility. In the tradition of Leonard Koppett and Nick Peters, Chris
Haft has taken on the task of preserving the memories that make up the Good Book San
Francisco Giants. Haft has spent a career following the great game of baseball, and I once
asked him if he ever played in the big leagues. Though he never played beyond high school, I
told him that he writes as if he performed in the majors for 15 years. His passion is unequaled.
He has written this book in a very entertaining and wonderful way, and I encourage you to savor
it with the same attitude you would have if you were sitting down to watch a Sunday ballgame
with your closest friend. Chris will make sure you have a great seat.Enjoy!—Mike KrukowMike
Krukow is a seven-time Emmy-Award winning broadcaster and color commentator for the San
Francisco Giants. He pitched for the Giants from 1983 to 1989.Foreword by Brandon CrawfordIt
almost seemed like I was destined to be where I am now. My earliest baseball memories are of
going to Giants games at Candlestick. My dad is a big fan, and he brought me to games when I
was a baby. Months old. When I was a kid, I enjoyed mostly just being there. I might have gone
down the Coke bottle slide at AT&T Park once.Recently my dad was going through some old
stuff of mine. I think it was from kindergarten, when we practiced handwriting and wrote about
what we wanted to do upon growing up. I wrote that I wanted to be a professional baseball
player.And I certainly wanted to be a shortstop. It was always my favorite position. I think my first
tee-ball card actually said “catcher,” but I think that was more my dad than me. “The fastest way
to the big leagues is as a switch-hitting catcher,” is what he always said. And I switch-hit in tee-
ball. But, yeah, I always liked shortstop the most. To be able to use some athleticism, use your
arm and be in the middle of a lot of action, I like that.There were a lot of guys who inspired me
when I was really young. It’s actually hard to narrow down. I definitely liked Royce Clayton, the
Giants’ shortstop. Right after that, I think it might have been A-Rod. A lot of people may not like
to hear that nowadays, especially Giants fans. What am I doing rooting for a Seattle Mariner?
But I think he became my favorite player because he was the first baseball card that I bought
with my own money. I went to a card show with my dad. He used to take me to those things all
the time to get some autographs and memorabilia, stuff like that, and I bought a card. I want to
say it was 50 cents or less, because I didn’t have a whole lot of money when I was eight years
old. It happened to be Alex Rodriguez. So he became my favorite player through a baseball card
at a card show. He ended up being pretty good also, so that’s probably why I stuck with
him.What’s special about playing for my hometown team? It’s a hard question to answer
because I don’t know anything else. The Giants are the only team I’ve played for. Look at
somebody like Joc Pederson, who grew up in the Bay Area. It’s probably special to him to play
for the Dodgers, because he’s in the major leagues, even though he probably wasn’t a big
Dodgers fan growing up. Obviously I love playing for the Giants and I’d like to be with them my
entire career. I did think about my connection to the team a little more when I first got called up in
2011, then when we won the World Series in 2012 and 2014. Being a Giant really was my dream
growing up as a kid, and then winning a couple of World Series is even more than I ever
dreamed of. I think that kind of puts it in perspective a little bit and makes me think about how



lucky and fortunate I am to be in this position. Every year, we’ll keep trying to make new
memories for you that are as good as those described in these pages.—Brandon
CrawfordBrandon Crawford became the Giants’ everyday shortstop in 2012. He won back-to-
back Gold Glove awards for defensive excellence in 2015 and 2016 and was named a Silver
Slugger recipient as the National League’s top offensive performer at his position in
2015.IntroductionFootball was actually my first sports love. Through my Auntie Annabella I
gained an appreciation for the Green Bay Packers, who were in the process of winning their
second consecutive Super Bowl—pardon me, AFL-NFL Championship Game. Annabella took
me to my first professional sporting event, a Packers–49ers game at San Francisco’s Kezar
Stadium in December 1968. During an unexpected stoppage in play, somebody yelled, “Must be
time for a commercial,” prompting laughter at this then-strange phenomenon. Postgame, I
immediately joined the ranks of autograph hounds and managed to get the signatures of Bart
Starr, Jerry Kramer, and Vince Lombardi, whose toothy grin remains fresh in memory. And when
my schoolmates and I rushed out during recess to play “Kill the Pill,” whichever star-crossed soul
happened to be carrying the football (thus eligible to be tackled by anybody and everybody,
hence the game’s name) tried to emulate O.J. Simpson, for whom we reserved our highest
praise. In the parlance of the day, O.J. was bad, completely without irony.The third AFL-NFL
Championship Game—uh, Super Bowl III—was the first televised sporting event I can remember
watching from start to finish. Joe Namath was bad. Though the game’s final gun briefly made me
a sports orphan, I migrated easily to basketball. A hoop went up in the Haft driveway. Rarely
would I be bored. Before sports began gripping me 24/7/365, playing “war” was my recreational
passion. Then Martin Luther King and Bobby Kennedy got shot, and Dad revoked my Second
Amendment rights by relieving me of my toy guns—which, in retrospect, looked more real than
phony. “There’s enough violence in the world without you adding to it!” he roared as he ripped a
tommy gun from my grasp.When spring came and my fourth-grade chums broke out bats and
gloves, I was left behind. I wanted to keep up with the guys, but I lacked baseball equipment.
Obviously favoring my wielding a bat instead of replica Lugers, Dad immediately brought home a
black, 29-inch Ernie Banks model from the sporting goods store. Who was Ernie Banks? Why
was my bat black and everybody else’s was pale? I had a little trouble understanding baseball
right away. I wanted more “Kill the Pill,” but it was April and everybody was into baseball. So,
completely incapable of swinging a bat or using a glove, I followed everybody to the sandlot at
recess to participate in my first pickup game. One of the big sixth graders (I’m telling you, they
seemed like adults) performed the role of manager and assigned me to the position universally
reserved for novices: right field. Most kids were right-handed-batting pull hitters, so right fielders
were seldom tested defensively. Thoroughly unaware of where I was supposed to go, I dutifully
ran toward left field. “No, Chris—right field,” said my skipper. He slowly shook his head as I
changed course.The Giants launched a long winning streak shortly after the 1969 season
opened, prompting me to decide that I had better educate myself about this baseball stuff or
else I’d have nothing in common with the guys. With the winning streak at eight games and the



Dodgers coming into town, there was no better time to jump on the bandwagon. I fiddled with the
tuning on my transistor radio, searching for KSFO-AM 560, then the Giants’ all-powerful flagship
station. But I kept getting what sounded like static. Soon I heard a voice that I’d come to know
better than my own (this applied equally to Russ Hodges and Lon Simmons) saying, “I don’t
think that’s Alston.” I came to realize that the static was crowd noise and the man who wasn’t
Dodgers manager Walter Alston was their pitching coach, Red Adams, making a trip to the
mound.People who dislike baseball typically disparage it as being too slow. My feeling as I glued
my radio to my ear was, Are you kidding? The crowd was that jacked up when nothing was
happening?! This is for me! Within a couple of months I had checked out and read every
baseball book on the shelves of the Menlo Park Public Library. I couldn’t play the game worth a
hoot, but it captivated me nonetheless.Forty-seven years later, nothing’s changed. I’m
exceedingly fortunate to have made my passion my profession. A cynic might say that’s a fancy
way of describing myself as a homer. My response to that would be to shrug and resume
assembling my next story. The various approaches I’ve taken to my job since I “turned pro” in
July 1981 at the Twin Falls (Idaho) Times–News seem to have worked.The jobs I’ve had and the
ballgames I’ve seen, whether I witnessed them by purchasing a ticket or using a press pass, led
to this book. Some of it is historical recitation, but it’s not meant to be a compendium of the
Giants’ existence in San Francisco. People like reading about people, so wherever possible I
tried to take an anecdotal look at ballplayers and events, with a particular emphasis on the
“Giants DNA” concept that’s highlighted in chapter 1.I tried to conduct as many fresh interviews
as possible, though I frequently relied on my personal archive of Giants stories. While I probed
(with limited success) for the feeling of what it was like to be present during Edgar Renteria’s
impassioned speech to his teammates at Wrigley Field in September 2010, there was no point
in asking Willie McCovey for the third time about Willie Mays’ extreme nausea after devouring a
plate of ribs the night before he hit four home runs in Milwaukee.My favorite interview among the
freshly minted ones might have been the briefest. Dennis Eckersley was a succinct, sheer
delight as he shared his boyhood love for all things Giants, from announcers Russ and Lon to
heroes Mays and Juan Marichal. Like many of us, Eckersley smuggled his radio into bed to
listen to as many innings of night games as possible. “I used to keep stats on Marichal because
he had some incredible seasons,” Eckersley said. “I think I was up that night that he went 16
innings against Warren Spahn. I listened to that frickin’ game.” That’s the kind of stuff I was
looking for from Eckersley, who used a much saltier adjective than the one that’s italicized, and
others I approached.This compilation is far from complete. Since it’s weighted toward personal
experiences as a reporter and observer, significant figures such as Orlando Cepeda, Jack Clark,
and Matt Williams, events such as the 1962 World Series or the 1987 postseason, and the
franchise’s entire New York existence received little or no attention. In no way did I mean to
convey a lack of regard or respect for any element of the Giants that was overlooked in the
following pages. I simply lacked the wherewithal—usually time or opportunities to conduct
certain interviews—to include everything.Then again, I tried to minimize the number of stones



left unturned. Besides Mike Murphy, I might be the only person to have witnessed, in person,
Marichal’s and Gaylord Perry’s final victories as Giants and Matt Cain’s and Tim Lincecum’s first.
I aimed to convey at least some of this breadth.Yes, this is a tad heavy on the late 1960s/early
’70s. That’s when I was introduced to baseball, and I suppose I’m an example of what author
Kevin Nelson meant when he said, “The greatest era of baseball is the one you grew up with.”
Though I strive to keep this bias out of my current coverage, I do maintain a weakness for the
complete game—so seldom seen nowadays. I can’t help it that I saw Mike McCormick record
one in the first Giants game I attended (San Francisco 5, Pittsburgh 2, May 24, 1969).This
wasn’t meant to be the Encyclopedia Britannica, Giants-style. The people at Triumph Books
were thoughtful enough to recognize my background and consider me capable of contributing to
their If These Walls Could Talk series. Without either of us knowing that this series existed, this
actually was a project that my friend and high school classmate Robert Richmond suggested I
undertake after one of the Giants’ World Series triumphs. Rob, our late friend Bob Campbell, and
I witnessed more than a few memorable games together at Candlestick Park. Usually they were
Giants-Dodgers affairs, featuring Los Angeles’ clinching the National League West in 1977; Mike
Ivie’s pinch-hit grand slam in May 1978; and McCovey’s walkoff pinch-hit double in June 1980
which he hit days after announcing his impending retirement.Aware of my experiences and
tracing the path that the Giants had led me along, from nights at a near-deserted Candlestick to
days teeming with thrills at AT&T Park, Rob urged me to put everything together in a book. I
quickly dismissed the idea. “Who cares what I think?” I asked him, not caring what he thought of
my reaction. Rob just kept smiling, repeating that I should do it. Of course, he was right—just like
he was right when, as a painfully shy 20-year-old, I said that I’d never take a girl to a ballgame on
a date. Said the omniscient Rob, “But Chris, that’s exactly what you should do! Then she’ll learn
all about you!” At the time, maybe that’s what I was afraid of.That’s enough self-psychoanalysis,
though the Giants were responsible for an experience that truly was surreal—which has become
an overused word, particularly in locker rooms and clubhouses where a synonym for
unbelievable is being sought by players conducting interviews. But surreal summed it up on the
afternoon when the Giants unveiled their Wall of Fame outside AT&T Park on September 23,
2008, honoring players who had spent at least nine years with the club or five years with at least
one All-Star appearance. Shortly before the ceremony began, I walked through a hallway where
the inaugural Wall class waited, standing roughly in chronological order of their Giants tenure. A
few paces was all it took for me to sense that my entire Giants-related life was unfolding with
each step. Bob Bolin...Jim Davenport...Darrell Evans...Kevin Mitchell...J.T. Snow. They all smiled
as I strode by. It was just the weirdest thing.And it all began, really, with that first game at
Candlestick. I immediately grew attached to the style of public-address announcer Jeff Carter,
who combined showmanship with simplicity as he added a syllable to certain names (“Batter
number 16, Jimmy Ray a-Hart!”). I remember being fascinated by that grand old scoreboard in
right field, with all its numbers and abbreviations and advertisements. R? H? E? Longines
—“official watch?” When’s Willie Mays up again? Around the fourth or fifth inning, Dad used his



gentle yet pointed tone to issue the words I would live by:“Don’t watch the scoreboard. Watch
the game.”1. Giants DNAThe early-arriving fans at the San Francisco Giants’ 2016 home opener
may not have realized it, but they were about to witness what amounted to a tribal ceremony—
partly a rite of passage, partly an affirmation of family. The passage involved the journey from life
to death; the family was a blended one, mixing members linked by blood as well as shared
experience.Jim Davenport, who played more games at third base than anybody in franchise
history during a 13-year career spent with the Giants—only with the Giants—had died less than
two months earlier, on February 18 at age 82. The ballclub had just begun spring training at
Scottsdale, Arizona. There, word spread quickly of Davenport’s death. I learned the news
through a Giants coach. “We lost Davvy,” he said simply. So, for the first time since—well, since
virtually forever, in the Giants’ San Francisco history—we wouldn’t see Davenport instructing the
club’s younger prospects at minor league camp. Nor would we see Davenport bound into the
major league clubhouse during one of his occasional visits, encouraging one of his protégés or
saying hello to Willie Mays, his illustrious former teammate who for years has frequently
appeared in the clubhouse, whether the team’s in Scottsdale or San Francisco. Sometimes,
Davenport brought Mays a baseball to autograph for a friend. Other times, they’d discuss their
mutual roots in Alabama. Every time, it was a treat to see another legend on the premises.
Legend is a word used too freely, but in the Giants’ hierarchy of personalities, Jim Davenport
was indeed a legend.We lost Davvy. Exactly what, or who, had been lost? If you grew up in the
San Francisco Bay Area during the 1960s, you knew the answer. Davenport was woven into the
fabric of the Giants as tightly as the interlocking “SF” on the team’s caps. While Mays, Willie
McCovey, Juan Marichal, Orlando Cepeda, and Gaylord Perry have been honored with statues
outside AT&T Park, the Giants’ home, Davenport built his everlasting monument with the ballclub
through the sheer length and breadth of his career. He worked within the organization for 51
years. Initially, he was the deft third baseman who broke into the major leagues in 1958, the
franchise’s inaugural season in San Francisco. As the club’s primary leadoff hitter that year,
Davenport was the first Giant to come to bat in the team’s West Coast history. “Jimmy was one of
those steadying rods on that team,” McCovey said, referring collectively to the rosters that
included Davenport. “Jimmy is as much a part of the Giant organization as me and Mays. We got
all the publicity, but we all appreciated Jimmy. He looked up to guys like myself and Mays, but we
looked up to him as much as he did us.”Davenport remained synonymous with the Giants not
just because of his long playing career with them, but also because he and his family resided in
San Carlos, a handful of home runs away from Candlestick Park (which needs no introduction).
You might have encountered Davenport at the dedication of a baseball field or emerging from a
local store. Or you may have almost literally bumped into him, as I did after playing in an
interscholastic baseball or basketball game against one of his sons.After retiring as a player in
1970, Davenport served the Giants as a coach and manager in the major and minor leagues, as
well as in his final capacity as a roving instructor and special-assignment scout. “If you cut his
veins, red wouldn’t come out. It would be orange and black. I truly believe that,” said Joe



Amalfitano, another baseball “lifer” who was a kindred spirit of Davenport’s. Hence the “tribal
ceremony” conducted by the Giants, which included members of the Davenport family and
select members of his baseball family—first baseman Brandon Belt, second baseman Joe
Panik, shortstop Brandon Crawford, and third baseman Matt Duffy, who composed San
Francisco’s infield. It was a group the Giants were especially proud of, since it was composed
exclusively of players drafted by the organization and developed within its system.In the brief but
meaningful ceremony, the Davenport clan and the Giants quartet planted third base into the
infield dirt. The bag was emblazoned with the jersey No. 12 that Davenport wore during his
playing career. One might imagine that this was a token appearance for the ballplayers, an
obligation to dispense with as part of Opening Day, which is full of distractions. One would be
wrong. If the Giants hadn’t organized this tribute to Davenport, the infield foursome might have
planned it on their own. Such was the esteem they reserved for Davenport and his son, Gary,
who managed, coached, or instructed each of them during their apprenticeships in the Giants’
farm system.“All of us knew we had a game to play, but we weren’t in a rush,” Duffy said.“We
didn’t really know what was expected of us for the ceremony, but we were like, ‘We’ll do
whatever you guys want us to do.’ Because Davvy was kind of like the folksy father figure to
almost every minor leaguer in the organization. There was a huge level of respect and a lot of
sad people when he passed.”“It was something I really wanted to be a part of,” Belt said,
referring to the ceremony. “Davvy and his whole family played an important role in me moving up
in this organization.”When Davenport made his rounds at the minor league complex, he typically
was joined by Amalfitano, another former infielder who’s widely considered among the finest
third-base coaches ever (never mind that he spent most of his career in the coaching box with
the Dodgers). The infielders fondly recalled that Davenport and Amalfitano often supplemented
their instruction of whatever fundamental they happened to be teaching by sharing an illustrative
anecdote from a bygone ballgame. “It could be about a random game against the Cubs in the
middle of May,” Crawford said.Giants infielders Brandon Belt (9) and Brandon Crawford (35) join
members of Jimmy Davenport’s family during a pregame tribute to the longtime San Francisco
third baseman at the 2016 home opener. Davenport was a roving instructor during his latter
years with the organization and thus had a hand in the development of Belt, Crawford, and other
homegrown Giants.One way or another, the elders got their point across. Duffy cited a day when
he was allowed to skip the afternoon’s practice game, a privilege all minor leaguers receive after
playing eight or nine days in a row. After participating in the morning workout, Duffy showered
and headed for lunch, where he sat alongside Davenport and Amalfitano. They proceeded to
feed Duffy extra helpings of baseball wisdom.“I can’t remember a specific story that they told,
but we sat there talking for about two and a half hours. I stayed at the complex almost as long as
the guys who were playing in the game that day,” Duffy said. “I couldn’t get myself to get up from
the table because I was so entertained by Davvy and Joe telling old baseball stories. They were
such unique people to me in a game that nowadays is very statistically and sabermetrically
driven. When you have a moment like that, and you have the opportunity to just listen to them,



you don’t want those moments to end. Those are the guys you love to be around. Those are the
guys you tell your kids about. Willie Mays is another of those guys I was so lucky to spend some
time with and talk to briefly. Those are the guys who you remember, the guys who played the
right way, played hard, taught hard.“Those are the type of guys you want to grow up and be.
There are guys who are role models who you can take things from, and then there’s guys who
make you think, ‘If I end up like him when I’m that age, I will be so happy.’ Because I just
absolutely love those guys.”One way or another, Jim Davenport got his message across. Kevin
Frandsen proved this. An infielder who grew up in San Jose rooting fiercely for the Giants,
Frandsen was drafted by the organization in 2004 and sold to Boston during spring training in
2010. Despite leaving the Giants, he might as well have had Davenport’s fundamentals tattooed
on his forearm. For the remaining six years of his professional career, Frandsen continued to
remind himself of Davenport’s advice to crouch lower in his fielding stance as he played closer to
home plate. “I think the reason the players liked him so much was he never talked down to them,”
Gary Davenport said. “He had that Southern charm and sense of humor.”Yet Jim Davenport
could be as direct as a fastball when necessary. During Gary’s tenure as hitting coach at Class A
Advanced San Jose in 2009, concern rose regarding Conor Gillaspie, who was good enough to
be selected 37th overall in the previous year’s amateur draft. Gillaspie hit capably but defended
awkwardly. Gary summoned his father, whose career was a testament to balanced skill.
Davenport played 97 consecutive errorless games at third base from July 26, 1966, to April 28,
1968, a major league record at the time. He also was enough of an offensive threat to collect 10
game-winning hits in 1969, his final full season with the Giants. As Gary related, “Dad picks up
his glove and said, ‘Conor, you see this? If you don’t learn to use this...’”—and with that he
dropped the glove and brandished the nearest bat—“‘...you’ll never get to use this.’” (Gillaspie
used his glove proficiently enough to receive most of the activity at third base with a week to go
in the 2016 regular season after Eduardo Nunez injured his right hamstring. Gillaspie capitalized
on the opportunity with a three-run, ninth-inning homer off Mets closer Jeurys Familia that
accounted for all the scoring in the Wild Card Game. He proceeded to hit .400—6-for-15—in the
Division Series against the eventual World Series–champion Chicago Cubs.)The infielders
spoke of the Davenports as if they were favorite teachers in school. Participating in the pregame
ceremony, Panik said, “meant something because I had a relationship with both of those guys.
Forget about baseball. Just the human being part of it. You won’t find better men than those
two.”While the players were at once graceful and gracious, Gary struggled with his composure. “I
wasn’t really sure what to expect that day. I mean, the emotions were over the top,” he said.
Seeing his father’s grinning image on the Diamond Vision video board was overwhelming.
Another manifestation of Jim, in a sense, was Panik, the Giants’ current No. 12. Gary believed
that Mike Murphy, the Giants’ longtime clubhouse manager, made a solid choice by assigning
the number to Panik when he was promoted to the majors in 2014. “You know, Murph doesn’t
just kind of haphazardly give out numbers,” Gary said. “He wouldn’t give Dad’s number to
anybody. To give it to Joe, I couldn’t have picked a better person. Joe’s very similar to Dad. He’s



got a lot of fire in him, he goes about his business, he’s really quiet about it, he’s just a grinder.
He does all the little things that Dad taught in the minor leagues: hit-and-run, sacrifice bunt, bunt
for hits.”Gary Davenport therefore had a final word reserved for Panik before the ceremony
ended. Referring to the No. 12, Gary told Panik, “Wear it with pride.” Panik would sooner take the
field without his glove than do anything less. “That means something special,” he said of
perpetuating Davenport’s legacy. “I take it seriously.”Gary knew this, but couldn’t convey his
sentiment to Panik. “When I told him that, I was so emotionally choked up that I didn’t finish the
sentence,” Gary said.“I wanted to finish by saying, ‘Joe, you already have.’”The morphing of
Davenport into Panik is a prime example of what people in the club’s organization like to call
“Giants DNA”—the passion for competition, the diligence to prepare for it, and a sense of
obligation to the fans that has passed from one generation of ballplayers to another, as if they
were genetic traits.Other teams share these qualities. But with the exception of a select few
franchises, such as the Yankees, Dodgers, Red Sox, and Cardinals, none comes close to
matching the Giants’ star power. Baseball royalty runs in the Giants’ blood. Theirs is an almost
unbroken lineage of peerless performers dating back to the beginning of the game’s modern era
in 1900, when right-hander Christy Mathewson became the franchise’s first true hero. Following
him were Bill Terry, Carl Hubbell, Mel Ott, Willie Mays, Orlando Cepeda, Willie McCovey, Juan
Marichal, Gaylord Perry, Bobby Bonds, Jack Clark, Vida Blue, Will Clark, Barry Bonds, Jeff Kent,
Tim Lincecum, Buster Posey, and Madison Bumgarner. They were complemented by others who
gained less fame but still inspired baseball dreams, such as Johnny Mize, Bobby Thomson,
Monte Irvin, Sal Maglie, Jack Sanford, Billy Pierce, Stu Miller, Jim Ray Hart, Chris Speier, Gary
Matthews, Garry Maddox, John Montefusco, Darrell Evans, Jeffrey Leonard, Chili Davis, Bob
Brenly, Robby Thompson, Dave Dravecky, Kevin Mitchell, Matt Williams, Rod Beck, Rich Aurilia,
Robb Nen, Matt Cain, Pablo Sandoval, and Hunter Pence.Club president Larry Baer, who
regularly attended Giants games during boyhood and might still have traces of Candlestick Park
hot dogs in his bloodstream, affirmed that Giants DNA is more than just a catchy phrase. “It’s a
serious, weighty, and full-of-gravitas notion that wearing a Giants uniform matters,” he said. “It
means something. It means something because it’s connecting to generations past, generations
past that were some of the icons of the sport, icons of the community. What Willie Mays meant to
New York City when the Giants were there. What Willie McCovey, Barry Bonds, Madison
Bumgarner, Buster Posey mean to this region as they’re here. Putting on the Giants uniform is a
big thing. It entails responsibility. What goes with it is more than a ballplayer coming through
playing a game. The reason it has that responsibility is a baseball team is not just about winning
baseball games. What it’s about is the memory-making that goes on and the experiences with
friends and family. It can be the background music of your life, being at the ballpark with people
you care about, and your own experiences with that, touching family and friends and
community.”This closeness often exists among the Giants themselves. Consider the bond
between Davenport and Amalfitano, who were Giants teammates in 1960–61 and 1963. “Those
two guys were inseparable,” Duffy said. Sent from San Francisco to Tampa Bay at the 2016



Trade Deadline, Duffy observed that the environment within the Giants organization encourages
relationships such as the one those seasoned pros forged.“For all those guys to be such good
friends for as long as they have, it really speaks to that the Giants didn’t feel like an organization.
It felt like a family,” Duffy said. “It sounds so clichéd. But that stuff doesn’t just happen. They work
to make that happen. It also takes the willingness and the want of their alumni and current
players to facilitate that atmosphere.”Brian Sabean, the architect of the Giants’ trio of early-21st-
century World Series winners, expressed respect for the ties linking all who possess Giants
DNA. Sabean worked for the Yankees before joining the Giants in 1993; he was New York’s vice
president of player development and scouting director when Derek Jeter was drafted sixth
overall in 1992. He insisted that for all the hallowed history that’s woven into those pinstripes, the
Giants manage and nurture their legacy more carefully than the Yankees do.“This organization is
so rooted in its past but so alive in its present,” said Sabean, the Giants’ longtime general
manager who morphed into executive vice president of baseball operations in 2015. “Our history
speaks for itself. I think it’s more amazing for me, personally, having come from the Yankees, that
I can honestly say that this bond here is so much stronger and so much on a day-to-day basis
than even my Yankee experience.”Left-hander Jeremy Affeldt, who retired after the 2015 season
and became a Giants television commentator the following year, delivered his stream-of-
consciousness assessment of Giants history and its impact.“Look at the stages in which this
team is built. Not necessarily world championships. But the stages of guys,” Affeldt said. “You
have the Willie McCoveys, the Mayses, Gaylord Perry, you have all these old-school guys who
built a pretty awesome team that everybody loved and did some phenomenal things.“Then these
guys stayed around the team and you get into the ’80s and you have Dravecky and they set
another stage and you have Bonds who set another stage and you have all these guys. Will the
Thrill, man. All these names who just did so many great things. And then all of a sudden you get
the Timmys and the Cains and the [Brian] Wilsons and you’ve got the no-hitters and you’ve got
Buster Posey and Madison Bumgarner—names that had high impact not just on the team but on
the game of baseball.” Here Affeldt cited Posey’s and Bumgarner’s brisk jersey sales following
their respective World Series exploits.Affeldt concluded, “The history of San Francisco expects
you to come in and represent baseball correctly. Before you leave here, you’re going to know
how to win. And you’re going to know what it means to expect to win.”It’s not just the players with
recognizable names and the World Series champs who matter. Remember John Tamargo and
his Opening Day home run in 1979? Were you there the day Joe Pettini got four hits? And who
can forget the Ron Pruitt game? Or the night in September 2010 when Darren Ford sped around
the bases to score the winning run?Don’t misunderstand the Giants’ priorities. The tireless
baseball operations staff—which was back at work the day after San Francisco completed its
seminal triumph in the 2010 World Series—remains squarely focused on the future, which is the
only way to build a winner. However, the Giants also honor the past with sincerity and
understand that bygone eras and individuals maintain a certain relevance. In the immortal words
of William Faulkner, “The past is not dead. In fact, it’s not even past.” Which leads to Brandon



Belt, Joe Panik, Brandon Crawford, and Matt Duffy helping honor Jim Davenport before the
2016 home opener.
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