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We knocked.  The door opened and there stood New York Yankee legend Joe 
DiMaggio in his underwear.  As we entered his hotel room and shook hands, my 
first thought was, this is the hand that fondled the celebrated curves and 
crevasses of the 20th century’s most famous sex goddess, Marilyn Monroe.  Sorry, 
that’s how my mind works.  Joe looked tired but was cordial, asking us to sit 
down.  Tony, my client, was nervous.  I was in awe.  Here I was sitting across 
from one of the finest baseball players in the history of the game.  In his dress 
shirt, shoes and socks, and boxer shorts.  According to an account by a 
sportswriter of his time, Joe was legendary for another reason in the locker room.  
That writer characterized Joe’s penis as being of such grand proportion that it 
seemed to have a man attached.  I can only attest to the fact that Joe’s boxers 
seemed unusually long in the leg.    
 
Joseph Paul DiMaggio was named Most Valuable Player three times.  He was the 
only player in the history of the game to be selected an All-Star in each of the 
thirteen seasons he played.  The Yankees won ten pennants and nine World 
Series in those thirteen years.  At his retirement he had the fifth-most career 
home runs (361) and the sixth-highest slugging percentage (.579) in history.  But, 
he is perhaps best known for his 56-game hitting streak, a record that stands to 
this day.  On this occasion, the baseball legend was in Cleveland to peddle Mr. 
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Coffee.  The inventor of Mr. Coffee had idolized Joe during his youth and offered 
enough money to tempt him into commercial endorsement.  It was an 
arrangement that brought Joe considerable riches and sold Mr. Coffee a lot of 
machines. 
 
As Joe and I discussed plans for the commercials we were shooting, Tony pulled 
wardrobe out of his suitcase.  Joe had been pitching Mr. Coffee for a dozen years 
or so before I got involved, so he was familiar with the drill.  I was there as 
Director.  Tony was the client representative.  If things didn’t go well, it was 
Tony’s ass.  That he was engaged to Mr. Coffee’s daughter was fortunate, and 
some insurance against de-assification.  Still, Tony was anxious by nature.  He 
handed Joe the first pair of pants.  Joe pulled them over his undies.  Oops.  Too 
big.  Either Joe had lost weight, or Tony had gotten the wrong size.  Joe 
complained, flashing a sneer.  Tony reddened, sputtering his apologies, looking 
at me for help.  I said something to Joe like, “Those pants look even baggier than 
the old Yankee uniforms you used to wear.”  Joe commented on how hot the 
wool was and the crisis was past.  Tony assured Joe he’d get the right size pants.  
Joe chose four pants and shirts.  Tony’s ass was safe.   
 
The Mr. Coffee camp had declared one subject off limits with Joe.  Marilyn.  The 
entire crew was to be informed.  They married in 1954 and she filed for divorce 
274 days after the wedding, citing mental cruelty.  On Marilyn’s death, Joe had a 
half-dozen red roses delivered to her crypt three times a week, every week until 
his death.  He never remarried.  How do you follow Marilyn Monroe?   
 
As a director, I worked a lot with kids.  That got me jobs with sports figures and 
other childish celebrities.  I was able to make Mike Ditka seem like he actually 
liked his parents; that he was really a normal, caring, feeling human being.  I 
made Dick Butkus come-off warm and cuddly.  I turned a few other Chicago 
Bears into cute little bear cubs who had genuine feelings for the products they 
hawked.  One Bear running back had a high squeaky voice as spokesman for 
Honda.  So I had him whisper the voice-over to mask his amusing voice.  I 
dressed him in a tuxedo, so he looked quite elegant.  He had to play a grand 
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piano in the commercial, so I wrote the song and taught him to play the chords.  I 
made baseball players seem smart and informed.  And I helped make kids and 
other real people REAL.  It was all great fun.  My technique was, make the film 
process fun, transparent and low pressure.   
 
That’s how I got the assignments with Joe.  He and I got along well.  He was 
patient and comfortable in his role.  We shot four commercials in two days and 
Joe worked as hard as a pitchman as he did a center fielder.  He was in his late 
70s at the time and didn’t need the money.  He had an old-school work ethic, 
pressing on through fatigue, perking up when the camera rolled.  He took 
direction well and was happy with the result of our efforts.  He was a gentleman.  
He didn’t have to, but Joe sat down with a box of baseballs and signed to anyone 
on the crew who asked.  My sons each have one and I treasure mine.  It’s not 
often one gets to meet and work with a true legend.  Not to mention one who’d 
slept with Marilyn Monroe. 
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