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  Preface: 2013 Edition




   




  Ten years ago it was the spring of 2004, and the status quo in Major League Baseball was that the Red Sox were "cursed." The Sox headed to Fort Myers to begin yet another year of media scrutiny and fan unrest after an ignominious end to 2003. And two writers each followed them southward to Florida, beginning the work on this book, The 50 Greatest Red Sox Games.




  At the time we had no way of knowing that 2004 would be the year everything changed. As historians, we were mostly looking at the past, interviewing players, and doing microfilm research on the games that had defined the highs and lows of Red Sox history dating back over 100 years. But history was happening right in front of our eyes.




  The Red Sox won the World Series in 2004, in time for us to include their historic, eye-popping defeat of the Yankees and ultimate triumph in the hardcover release of the book. Then in 2007 they won the World Series again, validating the Epstein-Francona-Ramirez era as no fluke. Amazing and wonderful things continued to happen for Red Sox Nation, including the ongoing renovation and preservation of Fenway Park, and such events on the field as no-hitters by Clay Buchholz in 2007 and Jon Lester in 2008.




  Of course, it hasn't been all ups. Recently there have been some downs. Fried chicken is now infamous, and the Bobby Valentine regime is already a fading memory. That's the nature of sagas as they keep on rolling.




  Now with the world of e-books changing the way people enjoy their written material, we at last have an opportunity to write more of the Red Sox saga than was recorded in our original book. We've chosen the Lester no-hitter as the next "greatest game" to immortalize, adding an all-new chapter to this edition while keeping the original 50 chapters intact.




  As we write this, the 2013 season is underway. Who knows if this year will bring another amazing entry into the annals of Red Sox history? Even if it doesn't, we hope you'll enjoy reading what has come before, even as we look forward to whatever the future may hold.




   




  Cecilia M. Tan and Bill Nowlin




  Cambridge, MA




   




  Cecilia's Introduction




   




  I moved to New England in the autumn of 1985. I arrived just in time to get mildly interested in the football team, the New England Patriots, as they went on an incredible playoff run, only to be crushed in the Superbowl. "Get used to it," my friends and neighbors told me, "because here comes baseball season." Having grown up in and around New York City all I knew of the Red Sox was their rivalry with the Yankees. New Yorkers talked about the Curse of the Bambino as if it were a birthright, yet I never knew the full scope of the history of Red Sox bad luck, misfortune and collapses until Red Sox fans started telling me about it. My friends, believe it or not, discouraged me from following the Sox. "It's a life of heartbreak," they said. "You don't want that." What happened that year, 1986, seemed to prove their point. So I tuned out the Sox, and all of baseball, for several years.




  But even when the Sox are bad, they are pervasive in New England. And when they are good, they are inescapable. I joined a theater troupe in Rhode Island. All through the 1990 season the radio was on, while we built sets, ran rehearsals, tore down sets, and toward the end of the summer pennant fever swept through. I found it so easy to get caught up in the excitement of the game, the sounds of the ballpark coming through the little boom box sitting on the stage, the drone of the announcers, the roar of the crowd. It didn't matter to me that it was the Red Sox (my childhood enemy) or that my friends had been warning me off of them for years, the way they would if I were interested in a bad boyfriend. I was mesmerized by the seductive power of baseball and the home team.




  I moved to Boston proper, but managed to keep my distance emotionally. I even lived only two blocks from Fenway Park, yet never went to a game. But I could see the lights, I could hear the crowd roaring from my apartment on Queensberry Street. Some nights coming home from work, if there was a game I would get out of the T at Kenmore and walk down Jersey Street (now called Yawkey Way) and buy peanuts from the roasted nut vendor there. In those days, sometimes after the seventh inning you could walk into the park for nothing and see the last few innings from standing room. But I held back.




  The first game I saw at Fenway Park was a high school game, the national high school championships that some friends of mine had tickets to. I don't remember the teams or the players, but I remember one kid hitting a home run. As the ball soared toward the Fisk Pole and then over the big green wall, I got goosebumps and my eyes teared up. You should have heard the crowd and seen that kid's face. I knew it, right then, that Fenway Park was not just some run down ballyard, but a baseball cathedral. I grew up going to Yankee Stadium, so I knew that feeling. This is where history was made, and is still being made, every night, I told myself. Don't you wonder what you've been missing?




  It wasn't long after that I gave in, and gave my life over to baseball. I joined SABR (Society for American Baseball Research). I started a website about baseball. I even started to play it, for the first time in my life, with a women's hardball league here in New England. Yes, when I say baseball took over my life, I don't exaggerate.




  That was in 1999. The year Pedro was so dominating and Nomar Garciaparra the media darling. Characters like Rod Beck and Rich "El Guapo" Garces in the bullpen. Good guys like Bret Saberhagen. The Yankees were my childhood sweetheart, but these Red Sox were hard not to like. I rooted for them to beat Cleveland in the ALDS, tore my hair out when Pedro had to leave game one, and danced around the living room when he came out of the bullpen to be the hero in game five. I told my friends I would root for them in the World Series, if they made it. (They didn't.)




  Then I started to read about Ted Williams. After his awe-inspiring appearance in a golf cart during the All Star Game at Fenway Park, I realized I had to know more about him. All I knew was that they were naming a tunnel after him, and that he was the "greatest hitter who ever lived." By studying Ted's life and career I came to understand and appreciate both the history of the Red Sox and their relationship with the media and New England as a whole. What a story, I thought to myself, every time I would read about another unbelievable feat of Ted's, or another strange twist of Fate, or a wild and wooly postseason. What a story!




  No baseball fan, regardless of their rooting interest, can say that the Red Sox do not have one of the most compelling and interesting histories of any team, both triumphs and tragedies. And the way history has unfolded, how the triumphs were always followed by tragedies, only makes it more compelling. And each generation of fans needs to learn the history of what happened. The "50 Greatest" books concentrate on what happened on the field, because that is where baseball history is made. Ted Williams' feud with the media would not have made a ripple in history if he had not been the greatest hitter who ever lived. This book gives me a chance to tell the story of the Red Sox from their earliest days through to their 2004 World Championship. Through it young fans can catch up on everything they missed, and older fans can re-live the ups and downs of so many historic moments.




  To provide a longer term perspective, I teamed up with Bill Nowlin, a lifelong Sox fan, a friend and neighbor, and also a writer himself (Mr. Red Sox, Tales from the Red Sox Dugout, Ted Williams: The Pursuit of Perfection, and more...). In 2003 when we began work on the project, Bill had the first run of picking the list of games. There were a lot to choose from. Did you know that the Red Sox have 15 no hitters, 16 if you count Ernie Shore's 9 innings of perfect relief? (MLB doesn't, we do.) Nineteen players have hit for the cycle. They have won the pennant eleven times, the East three other times, and the wild card four times. Fifteen Hall of Famers played their significant years with the Sox. Heck, eleven different Sox pitchers have pitcher extra-innings complete game shut outs. There was no shortage of games to consider. Our definition of a "great game" is broad—it includes games where a single player performed a rare feat or where a record was set or broken. There are games where the team as a whole had to fight hard for victory—others where they breezed. Some are wins, some losses.




  We knew we wanted to get at least one game in each decade, and we knew, by necessity, that many of the games would be losses. But even I was surprised at some of the losses Bill picked, and which Red Sox fans nominated in our polls on the Internet. Bill's first draft even contained the first major league game I saw at Fenway Park, a 22 - 1 spanking of the Sox administered by the Yankees. He tried to explain to me that the "fellowship of the miserable" in Red Sox Nation would expect a due amount of pain and suffering to be in the book, or it wouldn't be an authentic Red Sox book.




  Very well. So we have Bucky, Buckner, and Boone, and some other less momentous but meaningful losses in the book. But I have always been a believer in the power of positive thinking, and the fact that the torch Red Sox Nation carried for so many years for this team burned with hope, and could flare up at any time. To do our part to stoke the positive vibe, I felt that we ought to leave out the 22 - 1 loss, and put in something a smidgen happier, like Smoky Joe Wood's no-hitter.




  And lo and behold, while we were writing the book, the most unbelievable thing happened. I got to fulfill my promise to my friends. The Red Sox made it to the World Series in the most historic, fateful, unbelievable way, beating the Yankees from an 0 - 3 deficit. I wore my "Reverse the Curse" T-shirt—in fact I slept in it before Game Four of the World Series. And they did it. They did the impossible. They won it all.




  So guess what? We had to revise the list again. I wrote many of the chapters in this book over the winter after the World Series win, floating along on the euphoria of it. I may only be a resident alien in Red Sox Nation but even I saw the change taking place. A fan web site known as the Miserable Red Sox Fan Forum changed their name to the Triumphant Red Sox Fan Forum. Our perspective on all that pain and suffering changed. Even Bill looked at a few of the losses and decided they were no longer worthy of inclusion. Something had to go to make room for the 2004 postseason games, and it seemed only right that now that the book had a happy ending, we didn't need to pile on the ignominy too thick.




  So here it is, over a hundred years of Red Sox history, told through fifty different snapshots of game action. We have done our best to recreate each game as if we were there watching them. Pretend you're sitting there at Fenway Park with us, while we tell you all about the hitters who come to bat, the pitchers who enter and leave, and the players who run across the field of green. What a story.




   




  Cecilia M. Tan




  Cambridge, MA




  Bill's Introduction




   




  When I heard that Cecilia Tan had started work on her book "50 Greatest Yankee Games," I immediately wondered why in all these years no one had ever come up with such a seemingly obvious concept for a book. I also asked Cecilia about working on a companion book, featuring my favorite team: the Boston Red Sox.




  I grew up in Boston, old enough to have seen Ted Williams play his last few years. I've seen a lot and suffered a lot over the seasons since then. I always thought when I grew up, I'd write some books. Finally, in the late 1990s, I started working on a book about Ted Williams, which I wrote with Jim Prime. Jim and I have collaborated on several other books since then. Our two books of “Tales from the Red Sox Dugout” went over very well and the publisher asked us about writing a follow-up book comprised of tales from the Toronto Blue Jays dugout. There might or might not have been interesting tales from the Jays dugout, but it didn't appeal to me to try and find out. Writing is a labor of love for me, and I prefer to pursue the many Red Sox stories that intrigue me, rather than pursue professional opportunities that might be more financially rewarding. I guess one could call me a quirky writer, someone who only wants to write about one team—but there's enough fodder there to keep me going for the rest of my years.




  How did we compile a list of the 50 greatest Red Sox games? When we started our list, we knew the Sox had fallen short yet again, losing Game Seven of the 2003 American League Championship Series to the New York Yankees. That loss gave Cecilia Number 50 on her list of the greatest Yankees games, but it clearly was also one of the greatest Red Sox games, too—and should have gone down as a win for the Red Sox. But that's another story, one that draws on Jason Giambi's two home runs (steroids-enhanced?) and on Grady Little's stubborn sticking with his starter when all the statistical evidence—readily available not only to him but to tens of millions of television viewers—clearly dictated a different course. We'll assume Fate played no part in the outcome, but a generation of Sox fans who grew up on The Curse might still wonder.




  Some of the games, even before the 2004 season, were pretty obvious ones, but the criterion I tried to keep in mind was a personal one: was this a game I really would have liked to have seen in person? Some of them I indeed was at—Roger Clemens' first 20-K game and Game Six of the 1975 World Series, to name just two. There were some other ones I should have been at—like Ted Williams' final game in 1960. I was doing my paper route and while standing on the bridge at Pierce's Station in Lexington, listening to my transistor radio, I heard him hit that last home run. The bridge is still there; the station is not. I could have gone to the game. Several times that year or the year before, I'd gone to the ballgame, then come home and done my paper route later. I'm still kicking myself, some 45 years later.




  There was no way I could have been at Smoky Joe Wood's no-hitter back in 1911. My parents hadn't even been born yet. I did see Smoky Joe throw out the first pitch from the seats by the Red Sox dugout one day, but that's hardly the same thing. Still, I wish I had been there, just as I wish I'd been in Philadelphia in 1941 to see Ted go 6-for-8 in the doubleheader on the final day of the season, boosting his average over .400, the last batter to reach that mark in over six decades. I wish I'd been there when the Red Sox won the World Series in 1903, or 1912, or 1915, 1916, or 1918. I wasn't sure it was something I'd ever see.




  There are also games I wish I hadn't attended—probably first and foremost, the single-game playoff in 1978. But there is no question it was a defining moment in Red Sox history. There are games I saw on TV that I also wish I hadn't seen, first and foremost the crushing Game Six loss at Shea Stadium in the 1986 World Series. Game Seven wasn't nearly as crushing.




  Red Sox history is marked by losses as well as wins. To borrow from the title of an old Ed Walton book, the Olde Towne Team's history is one of triumphs and tragedies. Red Sox fans are marked by those deflating defeats, but somehow we've always held on to a wary optimism. The Sox were often very competitive; in that hope rests to some extent the haunting sense of gloom that so often attended even a Red Sox winning streak in August. There was always the sense that they'd fold come September. Sox fans have been snakebit so many times that when the Bosox finally won it all in October 2004, it was days and weeks and months before some fans truly believed that the Great Day had finally arrived. And then we worried what to do with it, how to wear this unaccustomed mantle of a world championship.




  Looking at Red Sox history, the first two decades of the franchise were heady ones, as the team finished first six times and won every single one of the five World Series in which they played (the New York Giants refused to play Boston in 1904). Clearly, winning the World Series is a very big deal. One would have to represent each of those triumphant years as offering some of the greatest games in team history. The 1920s? Well, that was another matter. It was a black hole. The Red Sox pretty much finished dead last every year. At first, I argued that we should simply say there were no great games at all in the 1920s, but then I found one that would really have been fun to be at, if only for a moment's light in the decade of darkness.




  Game Seven of the 1946 World Series really was a great game, even if it didn't turn out the way Red Sox fans would have liked it. There are, indeed, many great games throughout Red Sox history and right up to the present day. There are so many games we could have included, but they didn't make the final cut. One of my personal favorites took place on September 21, 2000. It was an afternoon game against the Indians at Fenway, and the regular guys who worked the scoreboard couldn't make it, and I was granted the opportunity to fulfill the dream of a lifetime and work the game inside the scoreboard. It started off as a total disaster, though. The Indians scored seven runs in the first inning. Even though I got a workout changing the numbers, I wasn't happy about recording all those hits and runs for Cleveland. The Sox found themselves down 7 – 0 before they even got up to bat, but they rallied to win it, 9 – 8. Now that was an exciting game, but it really wasn't one of the 50 greatest games in franchise history.




  I was a little apprehensive about working on this book with, of all people, a Yankees fan! But when it's not head-to-head competition with the Yankees, Cecilia roots for the Red Sox. I truly doubt I'll ever be able to root for the Yankees. It's too deeply engrained. But I can respect them as a team, and I can respect Yankees fans as truly passionate fans. Well, some of them. It was a pleasure working on this book, though admittedly it was even more fun to write the final few chapters while basking in the reflected golden glow of the 2004 World Series trophy. Others would have made other choices of the “fifty greatest,” but that's part of the beauty of baseball. As a Red Sox fan for life, of course, I would love nothing more than to have another dozen greatest games to add over the next several years. We'll see how it all plays out.




  Bill Nowlin




  Cambridge, MA




  1




  October 2, 1903: Pittsburgh at Boston




  First Act




  In which Big Bill Dinneen tallies the first of his three victories in the first modern World Series




   




  In 1903 the Wright Brothers flew for the first time at Kitty Hawk, the first Model A Ford rolled off the assembly line, and the first Tour de France sent bicyclists racing up and down the Alps. It would also be the first year that baseball offered a post-season World Series. At this point the National League had been around for 28 years, the American League only three, and the two leagues were finally co-existing more or less peacefully. Pittsburgh Pirates owner Barney Dreyfuss looked at the standings in August, and seeing that his team had a comfortable lead, challenged the similarly-placed Boston team to meet his for a post-season championship.




  Game One saw Boston's ace on the hill, the thirty-six year old veteran Cy Young. Young had posted a 28 - 9 mark that season, but was bombed for four runs in the very first inning. The Americans (not dubbed the "Red Sox" until December 1907) scraped together three runs late in the game, but by then Pittsburgh had already posted seven, eventually winning the game 7 - 3. Deacon Phillippe, Pittsburgh's leading right-hander, pitched a better ballgame.




  Both teams had excellent pitching staffs during the regular season but, as events transpired, the Pittsburgh moundsmen were hurting. Ed Doheny had won 16 games for the second year in a row; in 1903 he was 16 - 8 with a 3.19 ERA. This talented pitcher, though, suffered such extreme paranoia that he finally left the team on September 21. While undergoing rest and treatment during the Series, Doheny attacked and nearly killed his caretaker with an iron poker before being subdued by police and committed to an insane asylum in Massachusetts.




  Boston, by contrast, boasted three healthy 20-game winners (all right-handers) in Young, Long Tom Hughes (20 - 7, 2.57 ERA), and Big Bill Dinneen. It was up to Dinneen (21 - 13, 2.26 ERA) to try to beat back the Pirates before the Beantown crowd in Game Two. Dinneen had pitched for Boston's National League franchise in 1900 and 1901 and then jumped to the Americans in 1902. He had a good fastball and sported a sharp curve he called his "in-shoot."




  Dinneen retired the Pirates in the first. He struck out Ginger Beaumont and Tommy Leach, sandwiched around a bases on balls to Pittsburgh's left fielder (and player-manager) Fred Clarke. He then fired to first and picked off Clarke, leaving Honus Wagner standing at home plate.




  Sam Leever started for the Pirates. "Schoolmaster" Sam was a righty, with the best winning percentage in the NL (25 - 7), and seven shutouts to his credit. He led the league with a 2.06 ERA that season. But Leever was nursing a bum shoulder, hurt by the recoil of his rifle while trapshooting in September.




  Boston struck quickly—in fact, left fielder Patsy Dougherty swung at Leever's very first pitch and drove it deep to right-center. One of the fastest of the Americans, Dougherty sped around the bases and dove headfirst into home plate—an inside-the-park home run on the first ball thrown. The weather played a part here. When large crowds came to the parks in those days, the overflow crowd was often placed in the outfield, roped off but reducing the amount of fair territory. Ground rules for Boston's Huntington Avenue Grounds called for a triple to be awarded on a ball hit into the crowd. Game day rains cut attendance to 9,400. In Game One, Dougherty's ball would have been declared a triple. With the smaller crowd, it had room to roll on the damp, dead grounds and remained in play, fielded just shy of the rope.




  After player-manager Jimmy Collins flied out, Chick Stahl doubled and came home when Buck Freeman drove a ball up the middle, a "pretty single over second." (Boston Journal) Some said Stahl's double might have gone for another inside-the-parker had Clarke not blocked it with his feet. The score stood 2 - 0, Boston, after one inning of play.




  Leever had nothing, "neither speed, curves, nor control." (Pittsburg Post) Clarke lifted Leever after just one inning, replacing him with rookie Bucky Veil, who'd just turned 22. Veil had appeared in just 12 games (5 - 3, 3.82 ERA), but here acquitted himself very well. Boston touched Leever for three hits in the first, but secured just five scattered hits off Veil over the next seven frames. The Post commented, "The people sort of pitied the youthful pitcher. Pity soon, however, turned to wonder, and then to admiration."




  Veil got himself out of trouble more than once. In the fifth inning, Boston loaded the bases with nobody out, and Hobe Ferris hit the ball hard to third baseman Leach. Leach threw home for the force at the plate. Lou Criger, Dinneen's catcher, then grounded into a 4-6-3 double play.




  Despite the fact he walked five, hit a batter, and committed an error, the only run Veil allowed was when Patsy Dougherty connected for another home run, in the sixth inning. Home runs were rare in that era; in 567 at-bats, Boston's Buck Freeman led the major leagues with 13 that season. Patsy's drive bounced off the top of the left-field fence and out of the park. Boston observers could only recall one other ball hit out of the park (Piano Legs Hickman's in 1901), and Collins later called it "the greatest hit I ever saw by a left-handed batter." Dougherty had led the league in hits, with 195 during the regular season, but only four of them were home runs.




  Pittsburgh threatened just once, in the fourth inning. Ginger Beaumont walked, and Clarke singled over second. Beaumont had to hold at second base. Leach tried to bunt, but fouled off his first two attempts. With two strikes, he was swinging, but hit a weak roller toward first base that proved as good as the bunt he'd tried in vain to execute. Both runners moved up, and Leach almost beat it out, as Boston first baseman Candy LaChance grabbed the throw from Dinneen, then ran to the base. Candy collided with Leach and collapsed in a heap; Leach was ruled out on the extremely close play.




  With one out—the score still 2 - 0 in Boston's favor—the Pirates had the game-tying runners in scoring position and Honus Wagner standing in at the plate. Wagner led both leagues with a .355 average and had knocked in 101 runs. This time, nothing took the bat out of Honus's hands. Even with first base open, Dinneen challenged him, getting two quick strikes. Whiff, whiff, then whack! Honus hit the next pitch—hard. "With a sharp crack the ball left the bat, headed for right field, while two flying Pittsburgh runners were tearing round the circuit for home," wrote the Boston Post. Beaumont was already crossing the plate as second baseman "Hobe Ferris leaped into the air and stopped the red-hot liner in its course," speared the ball and stepped on second base to double up Clarke for an unassisted rally-killing, inning-ending double play.




  It was the Pirates' only real threat. In the eighth, Claude Ritchey led off with a hit into the left-field corner, but tried to stretch it to a double. Dougherty rifled the ball to Ferris and caught him at second. They went meekly in the ninth, and Boston had its first World Series victory in the books.




  Dinneen doled out just three hits and walked two, but with the pickoff, the double play in the fourth, and Dougherty's assist in the eighth, by game's end Big Bill had only faced 29 batters. He struck out 11. The Pittsburgh Post's John H. Gruber wrote that Dinneen "had everything a pitcher should have. He did grand work on the rubber, and besides was given errorless support. He was the whole shooting match, for shooting he did, with a vengeance."




  Boston had a man on base in every inning but one, forcing Veil to pitch out of jam after jam, including the bases-loaded, none-out fifth. Veil, despite his fine work, didn't appear in any of the six remaining Series games—mainly because, with one exception, every pitcher threw a complete game (Deacon Phillippe throwing four of the six). Veil made but one appearance in the following season and never again reappeared in the majors despite his strong performance on the championship stage.




  The win was a whitewash—a shutout to even the Series at one game apiece—but the first World Series victory for any ballclub has to be counted as one of the greatest games in that team's history. Boston fans saw some outstanding pitching, some outstanding defense (and not a single Boston misplay in an era where errors were far more frequent than today), and were treated to not one, but two home runs—and very different homers at that. Though the final score was 3 - 0, the game was hard-fought and the outcome never certain. No Bostonian went home unhappy this early October afternoon. Boston had drawn even in the Series and there was another game to look forward to the following day.




   




  Extra Innings:




  





  Of Game One, which Boston had lost, there is speculation that the very first World Series game ever played was "in all likelihood, thrown by Boston." (Red Sox Century, p. 38) Could this be? The Boston team played like bumblers at key times in the game. Officially charged with four errors, there were "at least eight questionable plays." The next day's Boston Post noted that "many around town last evening asked if Boston lost on purpose" and later noted that "wholesale charges of throwing the games have been making the rounds." As with the rampant betting which took place during the Temple Cup series in the 1890s, some players may have felt the new "world's series" to be merely glorified exhibition games and have harbored little guilt over their play in games which did not "count." In 1923, Lou Criger signed an affidavit stating that he had been offered $12,000 (three times his annual Red Sox salary) by gamblers trying to arrange a fix—and had told them to shove off. AL President Ban Johnson was so impressed by Criger's statement that when the former catcher had a tubercular leg amputated, Johnson set up a pension for Criger to help pay for his retirement home in Arizona.




   




  Pittsburgh's Jimmy Sebring had hit a homer in Game One of the 1903 World Series. After Dougherty's two homers in Game Two, not another home run would be hit in World Series play until 1906. The next time a player hit two in a game was in 1915, when another Boston batter—Harry Hooper—hit two in the fifth and final game of that year's Fall Classic.




   




  A Boston Herald correspondent complained about scorecards being sold for 15 cents. This was "squeezing the dear public hard."
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  October 13, 1903: Pittsburgh at Boston




  Fever Pitch




  In which a bloody baseball buzzes by the Flying Dutchman




   




  After the first four games of the 1903 Series, Pittsburgh led three games to Boston's one. The summary could also be read as Deacon Phillippe 3, Boston 1. Phillippe started and won complete games on October 1st, 3rd and 6th: three complete games in a six-day stretch. Small wonder that Fred Clarke gave Brickyard Kennedy the ball on the 7th (he lost to Cy Young, 11 - 2 in a game that included five ground-rule triples for Boston) and tried Sam Leever again on the 8th (Leever lost to Dinneen again, 6 - 3). In the seventh game, played on a Saturday, Young outpitched Phillippe, reversing the Game One score and outcome as Boston won, 7 - 3. But in 1903, Game Seven was not the deciding game. This World Series was a best-of-nine contest. Five wins, not just four, were needed to cop the title.




  With the mandatory day off on Sunday, the two teams traveled back to Boston—on the same train. Rains on Monday prevented play, so the only pitcher who Clarke truly trusted—Phillippe—was asked to come back on two days' rest for his fifth start in thirteen days. He was tired. Boston had won three games in a row, pulling into a 4 - 3 lead in the Series. Pittsburgh faced elimination. And if they won, then what? They couldn't start Phillippe yet again. Maybe Veil? They had no 4- or 5-man rotation, not with the maladies that had plagued them. But you play the games, and you play them one at a time. Boston was out for blood.




  And Boston had Big Bill Dinneen once more, going on a full four days' rest. The Royal Rooters, Boston's most loyal fans, marched into the Huntington Avenue Grounds and took seats in four rows of chairs placed on the field directly behind the catcher, while the Letter Carriers Band played "Tessie," which had become the team's theme song. The Rooters had become hoarse in Pittsburgh, though, and were not in good voice.




  While Phillippe kept Boston scoreless through the first three innings, Dinneen was equally stingy. Not a runner reached first. Big Bill had a bit of a scare, though, when Jimmy Sebring led off the third with a "red hot" ball right back to the box. It split a finger on Dinneen's pitching hand, but he flipped to first for the out. Dinneen was seen to wince, and the finger "bled freely throughout the contest, each pitch causing him intense pain." (Boston Post) Collins had Cy Young start warming up behind the grandstand, throwing to Charley "Duke" Farrell. Sebring's smash had literally drawn first blood.




  Pittsburgh mounted another threat in the top of the fourth. With two outs, Tommy Leach drew a base on balls. Honus Wagner, up next, hit a ball through the shortstop hole vacated by Freddy Parent as he covered second. With runners on first and third, and two strikes on Kitty Bransfield, Wagner took off for second as the front half of an apparent double steal. When catcher Lou Criger feigned a throw to second, Leach broke for the plate. The only trouble was, Criger held the ball, and Collins and Criger erased Leach. End of inning, end of threat.




  When the Americans came up in the bottom of the fourth, they got to the Deacon. Buck Freeman led off with a ground-rule triple, a drive into the roped area of spectators in left field. Parent, hitting away, dropped an unintended bunt in front of the plate, and Pirates catcher Ed Phelps fumbled the ball. Freeman had to hold up, but Parent found himself on first base. Candy LaChance grounded out to first; Parent took second; Freeman again held at third. Hobe Ferris then singled to right field, and drove in both men. When Criger bounced back to the pitcher, Ferris took second base. Dinneen followed with a single to right. Ferris tried to score but was an easy out at the plate. On the scoreboard, it was Boston that drew first blood, taking a 2 - 0 lead.




  With two outs in the fifth, Sebring hit another hard shot, a ground-rule three-bagger, but he was stranded at third. Phillippe tried to help his own cause by singling in the top of the sixth, but when Ginger Beaumont fanned, Criger fired the ball to LaChance at first and Phillippe was caught napping, picked off.




  LaChance then tripled in the bottom of the inning (another one into the roped area), and scored on another Ferris single. Ferris had two hits, reached on an error, and drove in all three Boston runs. That was the end of the scoring. Dinneen set down nine more men without permitting another hit. Last man up was, appropriately, the dangerous Honus Wagner. The crowd wanted the batting champion to strike out. Dinneen threw one pitch by him, then another. He had two strikes, but Honus worked the count to 3 - 2. The Boston Herald described the final pitch: "No more artistic conclusion to the great series was possible. Slowly the big pitcher gathered himself up for the effort, slowly he swung his arms about his head. Then the ball shot away like a flash toward the plate where the great Wagner stood, muscles drawn tense, waiting for it. The big batsman's mighty shoulders heaved, the stands will swear that his very frame creaked, as he swung his bat with every ounce of power in his body, but the dull thud of the ball, as it nestled in Criger's waiting mitt, told the story."




  The mighty Wagner had struck out, swinging, at another ball bloodied by Dinneen's split finger—igniting a rousing celebration from the Beantown faithful. The Boston Journal headlined, "Crowd Frantic in its Expression of Joy." The Boston Americans had won the first World Series, taking the final game 3 - 0—the very same score by which Dinneen had blanked the Pirates back in Game One. Dinneen had let up four hits, and struck out eight. In the Series, Dinneen and Phillippe won three games each, making the 1903 World Series the only one with two three-game winners.




  Boston's rooters "did not run for the exits as they usually did after a game. They began dropping into the field from the grandstand and bleachers, shouting and yelling like mad. "In a jiffy, the Boston players were swallowed up in the monster rush." (Pittsburg Post) Dinneen was carried in triumph from the field, and Collins, Stahl, and Ferris were borne aloft as well. The band suddenly struck up "The Star-Spangled Banner"—the song was not yet the National Anthem—and all joined in. The Pittsburg Post reported "a stirring scene—a whole baseball populace worked up to a high pitch of enthusiasm." The fever would carry over into 1904 as Boston remained a powerhouse of the American League.




   




   




  Extra Innings:




  





  Though the Pirates pitchers were hampered by injury, and the team lost Doheny to mental illness, Boston used fewer pitchers. Only three men pitched for Boston and, of those, Tom Hughes threw two innings in his lone appearance. (He'd started Game Three but was relieved by Young after the first two frames.) Bill Dinneen threw 35 innings (3 - 1, 2.06 ERA) and Cy Young threw 34 (2 - 1, 1.85 ERA).




   




  With weather threatening again and thousands fearing the crowded conditions of the earlier contests, attendance at the finale was the smallest of all eight games (just 7,455). Scalpers were asking $3 or even $5 per ticket, but patrons didn't bite. As many as a thousand spectators saved themselves the official $1 ticket price by watching from rooftops overlooking the field.




   




  Bill Dinneen set a modern-era major league record in 1904. He appeared in 37 games, starting all 37 and completing all 37 (23 - 14, 2.20 ERA). (That same year, Jack Taylor set a record for starting 39 games and completing all 39, but he also made two relief appearances for the St. Louis Cardinals, so cannot claim to have pitched a complete game in all his appearances. Back in 1883, Tim Keefe made 68 appearances, all complete games, pitching for the New York Gothams.) In 1905, Dinneen threw a 2 - 0 no-hitter for Boston against the White Sox in the first game of a doubleheader. (Cy Young lost 15 - 1 in game two.) After ending his career with the St. Louis Browns, Dinneen umpired in the American League from 1909 through 1937. He was behind the plate for five no-hitters.
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  May 5, 1904: Philadelphia at Boston




  Farmer Young Feeling His Oats




  In which "No Quaker Gets Far as First Base" (Boston Globe)




   




  Denton True Young made his mark in the National League prior to the turn of the century. The nickname "Cy" was short for "cyclone," inspired, some said, by the speed of his "jump ball" (fastball), others by the twisting of his body in his windup, in which he turned his back to the batter. Joining Boston in 1901, his mound magic made him one of the American League's first stars.




  The reigning world champions got off to a terrific start in 1904, winning ten of twelve games in April, yet both losses were Cy's—an Opening Day loss in New York and a 2 - 0 loss to Philadelphia's Rube Waddell on April 25. In the latter game, the Athletics scored twice in the first inning, and won the game as Waddell threw a six-hit shutout, but Young held them scoreless for the final seven innings.




  The last day of April saw George Winter start for Boston against Washington, but after Winter yielded three consecutive singles and one run in the third inning, he was pulled and Cy sent in to relieve. There were two men on base and nobody out. Young set the next three batters down, stranding both runners. He allowed only one Senator to reach base in seven innings of relief, and that on an error by Hobe Ferris—seven innings of hitless ball from a pitcher not expecting to enter the game.




  Waddell, meanwhile, seemed to have Boston's number. He started the first game of a four-game visit by the Athletics on May 2, and beat Jesse Tannehill with a one-hitter. Young's next start came on May 5, the finale of the four-game set; Waddell hoped to shut out Boston for the third straight time. The game became a showdown between two great pitchers—both future Hall of Famers. Waddell had led the league in strikeouts in both 1902 and 1903 (and was on his way to setting a new record with 349 strikeouts in 1904). Young already had 380 career wins to his credit, more than anyone in history. There was quite a buildup to the game, given Waddell's one-hitter, and Waddell reportedly issued a personal challenge to Young: "I'll give you the same what I gave Tannehill." (Fred Lieb, The Boston Red Sox, p. 54) Waddell was a media favorite in his day, an eccentric character who loved "fire engines, parades, marbles, fishing and drinking" (Neft & Cohen, The World Series), and on July 1, 1902 had become the first pitcher to strike out the side on nine pitches.




  The weather and grounds were both perfect, and over 10,000 fans turned out, to that point the largest regular-season crowd since the Boston franchise had been founded.




  Young handled the A's with aplomb in the opening innings, striking out three of the six men. Waddell did not have as easy a time, as Jimmy Collins doubled in the first, and Freddy Parent singled in the second; both were stranded as Waddell racked up three strikeouts of his own. The duel was on.




  The first Athletics batter in the third inning, Monte Cross, lofted a ball behind second base that could have dropped in, but Buck Freeman came tearing in from right field and snagged it. Ossie Schrecongost grounded out, and so did the pitcher, Waddell. After Young struck out to start the third, back-to-back singles by Dougherty and Collins set up a promising scenario, but Stahl struck out and Freeman flied to left.




  Connie Mack, Philadelphia's business-suited tactician, led off the fourth with a pinch-hitter—Danny Hoffman, batting for Topsy Hartsel who had apparently become ill. Hoffman flew out to center. Pickering grounded out to second, and Davis then fouled out to the catcher, Lou Criger, who gathered in the ball just in front of the Boston bench. Cy showed not a crack in his armor.




  Boston's Candy LaChance singled to left in the bottom of the fourth, but could not advance. Five hits, but Waddell still held the Boston team scoreless through four.




  The fifth inning saw both teams go down 1-2-3, and Young added a couple more strikeouts in the sixth, getting Monte Cross, popping up Schrecongost and whiffing Waddell. Six innings and still not a man had reached base, yet Boston's offense had been stifled as well.




  Chick Stahl sparked some action in the bottom of the sixth, as he drove a ball into the crowd in right field, for a ground-rule triple. Buck Freeman did the same thing a moment later, and Boston took a 1 - 0 lead. Parent fouled out to Schrecongost, though, and when LaChance popped a ball into short left field, Hoffman's throw nailed Freeman at the plate.
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