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FOREWORD



I was in Boston only two and a half years, but let me tell you, I learned something that I will carry with me for a lifetime: If you give Celtics fans your heart, they’ll give you theirs right back.


I am so grateful for that, and I always will be. Even now, when I go to other cities, states, or countries, someone will come up and go, “I.T.! I’m a huge Celtics fan. Thank you.” It’s an amazing feeling to know that we have a bond that will last forever.


I always tell people, the way I am treated by Celtics fans, you would think I won a championship in Boston or played ten years for the team, when it wasn’t close to that. But I think I know why fans feel a connection to me. I look like the guy you hoop with at the rec center on Saturday morning. I’m five foot nine. I’m normal. I look like your friends. People probably felt that they could do what I was doing because I was relatable.


But I believe there were other factors why we connected, too. My story—being the sixtieth and last pick in the 2011 NBA draft, how I was able to take advantage of any opportunities I had, how I was never satisfied, my fearless style of play—it resonated with people who put their hard hat on every day and go to work and get the job done, because that was my mentality, too.


When you’re a player like that in a city like Boston, no matter what sport it is, fans will gravitate toward you. They know—you know—whether you’re genuine or not, too. Celtics fans see right through insincerity and false hustle and all of that. You guys know what’s real.


I think that applies to the media, too. The reporters are tough but fair. I don’t remember one time that I had a bad experience with a reporter, from the Globe or elsewhere. You go through rough stretches throughout the season and people will write that, because it’s their job. I was treated with respect and I tried to give that back.


It also helps to open yourself up, to show that you’re a real person with actual emotions and not just some basketball machine, and to give a little bit of access to the work necessary to succeed in this league. I think Adam Himmelsbach captured that really well with an article that’s in this book, when he came along for one of my late-night shootarounds on the road.


And then on top of all that, I mean, we were pretty fun, weren’t we? When I came over from the Suns in the trade deadline in February 2015, the perception was that the Celtics were in a rebuild, after trading away Kevin Garnett and Paul Pierce after the 2013 season. But our roster was made up of guys who had been doubted or counted out before, and that became our identity. We brought the effort and energy every night, and we did not back down.


We were way more competitive and successful than I think people expected. It brought a different energy to the city. We didn’t win a championship, but we got to the conference finals in 2017, and we fought, man. If I hadn’t injured my hip, who knows what might have happened.


It’s so funny, thinking back now to when I got traded to Boston, and how I had no clue at first that it would be the best experience of my NBA career. I mean, I grew up in Tacoma, Washington, as a true Lakers fan! Sure, I knew Celtics history, but basically all I knew about actually playing in Boston was that the Garden was freezing whenever I was there as a visiting player. I didn’t get warmed up until people got in their seats.


I remember one conversation I had with the older Isiah Thomas. Right, the Hall of Famer, and rival of the Celtics in the eighties. You might not think he’d be the one talking up the Celtics, but he sure did. He called me after I got traded and told me, “This is going to be the best situation for your career.” At that point, I could not see it. I didn’t know anyone on the team.


And then when I sat down with Danny Ainge, who was the president of basketball operations then, I remember the first thing he said was, “You have the potential to be one of the best sixth men to ever play here.” And I’m thinking, “You really have nobody on the roster for me to be coming off the bench.” But he saw something that I didn’t see. And I did eventually become a starter, so maybe I exceeded his expectations in a way.


You know how I really knew that this wasn’t going to be a rebuild? When I got to Boston and set foot in the Garden for the first time as a Celtic. You realize that no matter what anybody else was saying on the outside, the energy is just about championships, about greatness. You see the retired numbers, you see all the pictures of the legendary players that are Celtics forever. That flipped the switch for me. Rebuilding? Nope. No way. Not here.


I looked up at the banners and the retired numbers all the time. All the time. You’ll probably notice me doing it in old footage. And the vibe you Celtics fans brought to the building, well, that was unique. At this writing, I’ve played for ten different teams, and I know this to be the truth: That Garden energy every time you set foot on the court—whether it was a regular season game, a playoff, a game against the worst team in the league or against the best team in the league—was something you couldn’t experience anywhere else.


The team memories were the best ones, but of course some individual moments have stayed with me. There were times when I’d be at the free throw line and having a good night with the whole crowd chanting “M-V-P! M-V-P!” That’s something I dreamed of as a kid. I think about that now: That happened to me in a Boston Celtics jersey. I will remember it for the rest of my life. You guys don’t do that for everybody.


As you probably know, there’s more to this than just basketball to me. When my sister Chyna died in a car accident in April 2017, it left me in a dark, dark place in my life. To have the city gravitate toward me and treat me with love and respect and show support meant more than I can express. That’s what brought us even closer. The city, organization, and fans went through a real situation with me. I saw all your signs in the arena. I felt the support. It was the most difficult time in my life, and you truly cared about me.


I come back to Boston now and get the same love as players who were there longer, or who put a couple banners in the rafters, or won MVPs. They did things that I didn’t come close to doing, and yet the respect is there from the organization, and from all of you. I think that says a lot about Boston and my time there.


Yes, it was just two and a half years. But it was everything. My bond with Boston, the Celtics, and you, will last a lifetime.


—Isaiah Thomas, January 2024















INTRODUCTION



Basketball aficionados instantly recognized Red Auerbach’s stroke of genius on June 9, 1978, when the Celtics president selected Larry Bird with the No. 6 overall pick out of Indiana State in the NBA Draft. Bird, who had begun his college career at Indiana University in 1974 before dropping out a few weeks into his freshman year and eventually matriculating to Indiana State, still had a year of school at the time of the selection. The relentlessly wily Auerbach had exploited a loophole that allowed a player to be selected if his original college class had graduated.


Perhaps being an aficionado was not even a requirement to appreciate the maneuver. Casual fans might have recognized Auerbach’s coup, too. Bird was an acknowledged basketball marvel even before he put on a No. 33 Boston Celtics jersey for the first time. During that senior year in 1979, he led Indiana State—a program of modest success until his arrival—to 33 consecutive victories before it fell to once and future rival Earvin “Magic” Johnson’s more potent Michigan State team in an NCAA men’s final that remains the most watched college basketball game of all time.


Still, there’s something special about greatness recognizing greatness. It enhances the anticipation of an athlete’s arrival and further confirms what we—the aficionados and the casuals—believe we see. It must have been a thrill for readers to turn to the Globe sports section on May 1, 1956, and read that Auerbach had declared new draft choice Bill Russell—in his time a University of San Francisco and Olympic marvel—as “the greatest defensive center I’ve ever seen.”


Any cynic that suspected hyperbole would soon recognize that Auerbach’s assessment of Russell—who would lead the Celtics to 11 championships in his 13 seasons while staking an undeniable claim as the most reliable winner in American team sports—might have leaned toward understatement. And so it must have felt special again, 22 years later, when the Globe’s Bob Ryan—a basketball writer so knowledgeable and revered that he was referred to by fans, media peers, and even NBA players and personnel as “The Commish”—offered these prescient and clever words for the June 10, 1978, editions of the newspaper while assessing the selection of Bird.




Red Auerbach did not look as if he had swallowed the canary. He looked as if he had just consumed the entire aviary.


“I feel,” he cooed, “that we did as good a job as we possibly could.”


What Red did in yesterday’s NBA Draft was acquire the rights to the best college player in the country. “How often,” Red inquired, “do the Celtics get a chance to draft the best player in the country?” The answer, apparently, is once every 22 years.





That morning, over their Cheerios and coffee, Globe readers got to enjoy the best basketball writer of all time writing with grace, color, and foresight on the arrival of the player who would become the most beloved Celtic of all time and, like Russell, one of the finest players in the sport’s history. The Cheerios could have been stale and the coffee bitter, but Ryan’s insight and writing were a fresh treat, and all these years later, it stands as documentation of Bird’s selection as excellent as the player himself.


This is no revelation to anyone diving into this book, but the Celtics are one of the marquee franchises in American professional sports—and depending on your rooting interests, perhaps “one of” is unnecessary.


The accolades and accomplishments are staggering. In June 2024, the Celtics won their 18th championship, breaking a tie with the Lakers—who won five in Minneapolis before moving to Los Angeles in 1960—for most in NBA history. The franchise won its first title in 1957, Russell and Tommy Heinsohn’s rookie season, then eight consecutively from 1959 to 1966. The Celtics added banners to their collection again in 1968 and 1969—Russell’s final season as a player and his last of three seasons pulling double duty as the coach after succeeding Auerbach.


With versatile John Havlicek, indefatigable center Dave Cowens, and elegant guard Jo Jo White leading the way in the 1970s, the Celtics secured two more championships in the decade, in 1974 over Kareem Abdul-Jabbar and the Milwaukee Bucks, and in 1976 over the Phoenix Suns, with the Celtics’ triple-overtime victory in Game 5 topping most rankings as the greatest game in league history.


The “Big Three” era Celtics of Bird, Kevin McHale, and Robert Parish emerged as champions in 1981, 1984, and again in 1986, the latter being a veritable dream team with Bill Walton coming off the bench. The 17th banner came courtesy of a new Big Three—Paul Pierce, Kevin Garnett, and Ray Allen—in 2008, a team that was assembled in the clever Auerbach tradition by President of Basketball Operations Danny Ainge, a Celtics star in his own right in the ’80s.


The Celtics’ guiding principles, instituted by Auerbach upon his hiring in 1950 and buttressed permanently by Russell’s unselfish, defense-oriented approach, is that the team comes before the individual, and winning comes above all. But winning players win games, and during their first four decades, the Celtics had the greatest continuous run of superstars any team has had in the sport’s annals. It began with Bob Cousy, the ballhandling whiz from Holy Cross who was the franchise’s first gate attraction. Then came the magnificent Russell, the foil to perceived Goliath Wilt Chamberlain, who won more and did more to help his teams win than any player before or since while also emerging as a champion of social justice away from the court. Tommy Heinsohn was a franchise institution as a player, coach, and beloved broadcaster, while bank shot-shooting Sam Jones may be the most underrated superstar in Celtics lore.


Havlicek began his career as a continuation of the franchise’s sixth-man tradition that started with Frank Ramsey and ended it as the Celtics’ all-time leading scorer. Bird’s arrival came a gap year after Havlicek’s retirement, and in his 13 seasons—and we say this with apologies to Air Jordan in Chicago and Magic and Kobe in Los Angeles—he became as beloved and revered as any player has been in any single market. After some bleak times brought on by tragedy—the deaths of Len Bias in 1986 and captain Reggie Lewis in 1993—the Celtics found their next cornerstone a half-decade after Bird’s retirement when Paul Pierce slipped inexplicably to No. 10 in the 1998 draft. Not even Rick Pitino could mess that up. All in all, the Celtics have retired 24 numbers—well, 23, since Jim Loscutoff, a sharp-elbowed role player on seven championship teams, asked that his nickname, “Loscy,” hang from the rafters rather than his uniform digits.


What sweetened the success even more were the rivalries, both individual and team. Chamberlain, who played for the Philadelphia Warriors, Sixers, and then Los Angeles Lakers, was the most physically dominating player the league had seen, particularly in comparison with his peers, scoring 100 points in a game in 1962 and averaging an astounding 50.1 that season. But Chamberlain’s teams beat Russell’s just once in eight playoff encounters.


While the Celtics engaged in a stirring rivalry with the Philadelphia 76ers, particularly in the early ’80s, their history is intertwined with that of the Lakers. The Celtics and Lakers met in the Finals eight times in the Russell era, and Boston won all eight meetings. The ’80s brought more balance, when Bird and Magic, on opposite coasts with two different but spectacular teams, carried over their rivalry from their college days, elevating and perhaps even saving the NBA in the process. The Lakers won five titles in the ’80s to the Celtics’ three, Los Angeles winning two of three head-to-head Finals showdowns. The franchises met again in 2008, when the Celtics won their first title in 22 years, and in 2010, when the Lakers prevailed.


The Lakers-Celtics rivalry, particularly the Bird-Magic years, was the aesthetic pinnacle of professional basketball: as good as it got and as good as it could ever be.


To know what the Celtics became is to marvel at how it all began with such uncertainty. In the 1920s, the Celtics name was initially attached to a dominating barnstorming team, led by Joe Lapchick, considered a giant at 6 feet 5 inches. The incarnation of the Boston Celtics franchise that we know today was born on June 6, 1946, as one of 10 teams in the Basketball Association of America. After competing for three seasons, the Eastern-based BAA and the National Basketball League, which originated in the Midwest, merged in 1949.


In a de facto Celtics history lesson on the closing of the Boston Garden, the Celtics’ hallowed home (they packed up their iconic parquet floor and moved to the FleetCenter, now TD Garden, the following season), Ryan wrote in 1991: “The BAA came into being for one basic reason: the men who operated arenas housing National Hockey League teams were looking for an attraction to put fannies in their building when the hockey team was on the road. [Celtics founder] Walter A. Brown was one such hockey man. The president of the Bruins knew less than nothing about basketball, and no one in Boston was clamoring for a professional team. When speaking of winter sports, Boston in 1946 was what it would remain for the next 33 years—a steadfast hockey town. Then came Larry, and, well, you know the rest.”


The Globe, in its 75th year of publishing when the Celtics were born, was there from the beginning in July, 1946, when reporter Harold Kaese’s story laid out the fundamental logistics of the fledgling league: “The Boston team will play three home games against each Eastern rival, two home games against each Western rival, totaling 27 home games, and 54 games in all. There will be playoffs. Players will not be loaned, as they sometimes are in hockey…” From Cousy’s arrival and the Russell dynasty, “Hondo” Havlicek’s pair of ’70s champs, the Larry Legend/Big Three era, then Pierce, Garnett, Allen, and the new Big Three, and now to the Jayson Tatum and Jaylen Brown-led championship contenders of today, the Globe has covered it all.


Globe writers’ bylines topped stories on many of the most memorable games in not just Celtics history but league history. A short list: the four-overtime 1953 triumph over Syracuse; the 1957 double-overtime seventh game with St. Louis, when rookie Heinsohn’s 37 points and 23 rebounds lifted the team after fellow rookie Russell fouled out; the memorable night versus Philadelphia in 1965 when Havlicek stole the ball; the 1976 triple-overtime victory over Phoenix; the ferocious 1981 comeback-clinching seventh game over archrival Philadelphia; the 1986 double-overtime victory over Chicago and 63-point-scorer Michael Jordan; Bird swiping Isiah Thomas’s sleepy pass and feeding Dennis Johnson for a layup when all looked lost in 1987; Pierce outdueling LeBron James in a seventh game in 2008; the clinching, cathartic 131-92 rout of the Lakers in Game 6 that same year, ending that 22-year championship drought.


Those early bylines, chronicling the rise of Cousy, Russell, and an almost unfathomable level of dominance, belonged to writers such as Kaese, good-natured Jack Barry, and Clif Keane, all of whom were associated with reporting on the Red Sox. (Keane, it must be acknowledged, was a problematic personality at best. Wrote Leigh Montville in the 2021 gem Tall Men in Short Shorts, his recollection of covering the 1969 Celtics as a young reporter, “There were a bunch of words [Keane] used but never said to the Black faces he might encounter,” before detailing despicable specifics.) The quality of writing improved exponentially with the arrival of Montville and Bob Sales on the beat in the late ’60s. The Globe’s depth chart only grew more impressive.


Bob Ryan and Peter Gammons—the definitive baseball writer of his generation and perhaps all others—started at the Globe on the same day, June 10, 1968. It was the sports journalism equivalent of getting Russell and Bird in the same draft. Ryan took over the basketball beat in the 1970 season and, with a passionate, opinionated writing style that made readers feel like he was talking directly to them, covered the sport with a flair unprecedented and still unmatched. Bryan Curtis, writing for Grantland in 2014, captured the essence of “The Commish” perfectly: “No one’s game stories glowed with more opinion, more enthusiasm, more—call it what it is—fandom. No one was quite as likely, after Paul Silas would grab a rebound and throw it to Havlicek to start the break, to turn to a fellow Globie and give them a hug.”


Ryan was so respected by those he covered that when Dave Cowens decided to retire early in the 1980 season, he told Ryan before he told Auerbach. Ryan helped him craft a piece for the Globe explaining his decision.


Ryan briefly shifted to the Red Sox beat, but the quality of the Globe’s Celtics coverage remained elite through the ’70s, with stylist John Powers, columnists Montville and Ray Fitzgerald, and writers and reporters such as Larry Whiteside tracking the happenings on and off the parquet. If the Larry Bird Celtics of the ’80s were the franchise’s most cherished teams—and there is no if about it—it ran parallel with the heyday of the Globe’s sports section. The most challenging aspect of assembling this compilation was deciding which stories to keep from among Ryan, Montville, Jackie MacMullan, Dan Shaughnessy, Ian Thomsen, and Michael Madden during the ’80s glory days, when they often wrote brilliantly on the same games (often Celtics-Lakers) and topics (Bird-Magic).


Ryan and MacMullan—a lyrical writer whose reporting chops are so respected that Paul Pierce said with a laugh to Kevin Garnett during their introduction as teammates in 2007, “She’ll get you to talk about things you never thought you would!”—have been honored by the Basketball Hall of Fame with the Curt Gowdy Media Award, given annually to one writer and one broadcaster for outstanding contributions to the sport.


So, too, has 2023 recipient Marc Spears, who covered the 2008 champions for the Globe, and more recent and current Celtics writers will warrant great accolades of their own as years pass. Baxter Holmes was the master of richly detailed feature stories, and Peter May, Shira Springer, and Michael Holley are among those who covered the beat with distinction. Julian Benbow’s byline on Celtics stories is always a welcome sight, while current beat writer Adam Himmelsbach—who has seemingly written a compelling feature on every significant member of the organization—and plugged-in national basketball columnist Gary Washburn form a tandem as complementary as a Rajon Rondo-Ray Allen backcourt. Shaughnessy, Tara Sullivan, Christopher L. Gasper, and occasionally yours truly offer insights and a wide range of opinions on the present-day Celtics.


Or Bob Cousy-Bill Sharman, if that’s your preferred backcourt metaphor. Or K. C. Jones-Sam Jones… or Jo Jo White-Charlie Scott… or Ainge-DJ… or Marcus Smart-Jaylen Brown… or even the newest pairing, Jrue Holiday and Derrick White. Whatever your choice, the point remains the same. The Boston Celtics have had an abundance of wonderful, accomplished players in their rich history. The Globe, with style, accuracy, and insight, has documented all of it with our roster of writing All-Stars. We’ve been here from before Banner No. 1 through Banner 18, and you can count on us to be there for all the banners to come.


—Chad Finn
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From left, Celtics point guard Bob Cousy, owner Walter A. Brown, and coach Red Auerbach in Boston, 1956.
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THE EARLY YEARS


(1946-1956)


In his 57 years with the Celtics, Red Auerbach pulled off countless lopsided trades and transactions, including perhaps the most astute move in professional sports history, when he maneuvered in the 1956 NBA Draft to select University of San Francisco center Bill Russell. But even savvy ol’ Red required the intervention of basketball’s version of a four-leaf clover from time to time.


Auerbach was hired by Celtics owner Walter A. Brown on a $10,000, one-year contract ahead of the 1950 draft, in which Boston held the first pick after winning just 22 games the previous season under coach Alvin “Doggie” Julian. Auerbach had oversight over all basketball decisions, but his feelings on a certain local hardwood hero did not jibe with those of New England sports fans who had clamored for the Celtics to select dazzling three-time Holy Cross All-America guard Bob Cousy.


“I don’t give a darn for sentiment of names,” said Auerbach, as quoted in the April 28, 1950, editions of the Globe upon his introduction as coach. “That goes for Cousy or anybody else. A local yokel doesn’t bring more than a dozen extra fans into your building. But a winning team does and that’s what I aim to have.”


A fitting quote, for in the draft, held in Chicago two days before Auerbach’s boisterous press conference, the Celtics had used that top pick on Bowling Green center Charlie Share, then selected Duquesne forward Chuck Cooper—the first Black player ever drafted in franchise history—with the No. 13 pick.


The Celtics, much to Auerbach and Brown’s indifference, ended up with “the local yokel” anyway, receiving Cousy in a three-player dispersal draft after the Chicago Stags, who owned his rights, ceased operations. Cousy was the Celtics brain trust’s third choice among the available players.


It turned out to be perhaps the most fortuitous break the franchise ever caught. Cousy, an innovative ballhandler and passer, proved to be the ideal floor leader of Auerbach’s desired fast-break offense, quickly winning over his onetime skeptic. In his Celtics career, he would make 13 All-Star teams, star on six championship teams, and live up to the nickname “Houdini of the Hardwood,” leading the league in assists for eight straight seasons.


Cousy’s emergence as one of the fledgling NBA’s great stars ushered in the first age of success for the Celtics while the league was desperate for stability. The NBA, and the Celtics, too, were anything but an instant success. The Celtics were founded on June 6, 1946, by Brown as a franchise in the Basketball Association of America, which had hoped to benefit from the post-World War II economic boom and the steady popularity of college basketball.


The BAA merged with the National Basketball League in 1949, forming a 17-team league that would soon prove tenuous. By 1950, seven of the 17 teams folded, and only three of the remaining 10 (the Celtics, Knickerbockers, and Philadelphia Warriors) have endured since the inaugural 1946 season. The Celtics averaged roughly 2,500 in attendance in the first season, and through their first four years of existence, they had reportedly lost approximately $1 million while making just one playoff appearance. But Brown remained unbowed, selling most of his valuable Ice Capades stock to help keep the Celtics from going under.


At first, it wasn’t much better on the court. The Celtics lost the first five games of their existence under coach John “Honey” Russell in the 1947 season. It could not have been a positive sign that their first home game at the Boston Garden was delayed an hour when a misguided warm-up shot by Celtic Chuck Connors damaged the backboard. (Connors would later find greater fame as an actor, most prominently starring in television’s The Rifleman, where he appeared to be a better shot.) The Celtics lost that Garden opener to the Chicago Stags, 57-55.


Their first victory came in Game 6, a 53-49 defeat of the Toronto Huskies on November 16, 1946, in which Wyndol Gray paced the Celtics with 13 points. A few weeks later, in a December 1 loss to Chicago, Al Brightman became the first Celtic to score 20 points in a game. The Celtics might have lacked success in their earliest seasons, but they did not lack in admirable players, among them Ed Sadowski, their first All-NBA player honoree, who averaged 19.3 points per game in 1948; former Holy Cross star George Kaftan; and Arnie Risen, who in his later seasons would earn recognition from Russell for helping him acclimate to professional basketball.


The Celtics flourished with the mutual arrivals of Auerbach and Cousy, the acquisition of superb scorer Ed Macauley from St. Louis in the 1950 American Basketball League dispersal draft, and a trade with Fort Wayne in October, 1951, that brought smooth-shooting former Brooklyn Dodgers farmhand Bill Sharman. In 1953, the Celtics selected Kentucky star Frank Ramsey.


The NBA was a rough-and-tumble league when the Celtics first began finding success. In March, 1953, Cousy scored 50 points—making 30 of 32 free throws—in a brawl-filled four-overtime playoff victory over Syracuse, the franchise’s first playoff series win. In a regular season matchup in November, 1953, a fight-plagued game between the Celtics and Philadelphia Warriors—with Cousy and Warriors star Neil Johnston the main card—required police intervention. That same season, in March, 1954, the Celtics were eliminated by the Nationals in the Eastern Division finals, with the deciding game marred by brawls. Only after the advent of the 24-second shot clock in October, 1954, did the foul-plagued sport take a welcome turn toward finesse, with the skill of the players finally on display.


For all their progress after Auerbach’s arrival in 1950, the Celtics never finished higher than second in the Eastern Division through 1956, losing in the division finals three straight seasons from 1953 to 1955. In 1956, their record dipped to 39-33, and they were bounced in the division semifinals by Syracuse. It would be the last season until 1967 that they would not advance to the Finals. The Celtics were talented, but they needed a center. They were about to get one, and so much more.


Competition Looms as Brown Names Russell Coach, Gets 27 Home Dates for Pro Basket Ball


July 17, 1946 • by Harold Kaese


Walter Brown conceded the pennant to the Red Sox (even though Bob Feller was pitching for the Indians against them) and revealed his ambitious plans for Boston’s new professional basket ball team. What brought basket ball to his mind was Lou Boudreau’s zone defense against Ted Williams.


It was a strange sight to see Brown posing with a basket ball in his hands. If some of the Olympics, or amateurs with whom he toured Europe, had seen him, they would have wept, and said, “Alas, poor Walter.”


Alas, poor Olympics! Alas, poor hockey! Here was the ice game’s great champion saying, “This is the most important Garden step in the nine years I’ve been there. There are more basket ball players and fans around here than hockey players and fans. Hockey was the big game after the last war; basket ball game will be the big game after this one. And we won’t have to sell basket ball.”


With a coach like Honey Russell of the Original Celtics, membership in a closely-knit league, and 27 home games, basket ball is set to challenge hockey’s Winter supremacy here. Details of Boston’s new sports venture:


LEAGUE SETUP—Arenas own all teams in the new Basket Ball Association of America, except Buffalo, which will not compete this Winter. The Eastern Division: Boston, New York, Philadelphia, Providence, Toronto, Washington. The Western Division: St. Louis, Chicago, Cleveland, Detroit, Pittsburgh. A Pacific Coast Division will be ready in another year.


Maurice Podoloff of New Haven, a minor league hockey executive, is president of the association. He knows little about basket ball, a lot about sports promotion.


The Boston team will play three home games against each Eastern rival, two home games against each Western rival, totaling 27 home games, and 54 games in all. There will be playoffs. Players will not be loaned, as they sometimes are in hockey.


BOSTON SETUP—There’ll be 10 players. They will play for no other team. Pay will be in proportion to attendances. “We won’t bid fantastic prices against Western industrial teams,” said Brown. Only players with outstanding records will be invited to try for the team. Practice starts late in October, the season in November.


HOME COURTS—As many games as possible will be played at the Garden, the rest at the Arena, which has a nifty new floor built by Tony DiNatale. With the Bruins having 30 home dates, the basket ball schedule may be a patched-up affair. Besides 27 pro games, there will be 14 college doubleheaders and one preseason game—a total of 42 basket ball nights.


PRO RULES—They will be like college rules, except where the pros think they can be improved. Brown said, “It will not be a case of everything goes.”


NICKNAME—Brown is looking for one. He welcomes suggestions, may run a contest. The first nickname offered was Boston Yankees, an extremely bright suggestion.


THE COACH—Honey Russell had a year to go on his Manhattan College contract, but resigned for this chance. He has been in pro basket ball 28 years.


Russell is currently managing the Rutland baseball team in the Northern League, a semipro circuit made up chiefly of college athletes. His team is in third place.


A three-year contract brought him to the Boston pros. Brown thinks the game will be soundly established here by the end of three years. Russell hopes he is, too.


Providence Tops Celtics in Pro Opener, 59-53


November 3, 1946


PROVIDENCE—With Earl Shannon and Dino Martin leading in scoring, the Providence Steamrollers of the Basket Ball Association of America tonight defeated the Boston Celtics, 59 to 53, in the opening game of the season. Martin made 18 points and Shannon 15.


Stags Nose Out Celtics 57-55 in Hoop Opener


November 6, 1946 • by Jack Barry


Honey Russell’s Boston Celtics dropped a heart-breaker, 57 to 55, to the Chicago Stags in their opening home game of the newly organized Basket Ball Association of America League last night at the Arena before 4,329 fans.


Despite a starting time delay of one hour when the glass backboard at the west end of the Arena was shattered during the Celtics’ practice, the enthusiastic audience was presented with a thrilling exhibition, with spectacular shooting and fine floor play on tap.


ZASLOFSKY BRILLIANT


The individual brilliance of Max Zaslofsky, ex-Brooklyn St. John’s crack forward, was the major difference in the winning of the ball game for Harold Olsen’s Stags. This stellar one-handed and two-handed set-shot star dropped in 13 field goals and two fouls for a 28-point total, topping the Celtics’ high man, Johnny Simmons, by 15 points.


However, the Celtics were far from disgraced, as the score indicated. Inability to stop Zaslofsky alone spelled defeat for Russell’s courageous group, who played fine ball in spots and who came from behind after being in arrears, 10 to 4, to hold the lead until the seven-minute mark of the third period, when Zaslofsky ran wild.


The play of John Simmons, Red Wallace, Wyndol Gray for the major portion and Kevin “Chuck” Connors stood out for the Celtics, while the six-foot, nine-inch Charley Halbert, pivot man, deserved mention for the Stags. Connors’ play defensively on the giant Halbert was instrumental in keeping down the Stags score.
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Discouraging debut? Arena hands remove the glass backboard, shattered during pregame warm-ups before the home opener in their inaugural season.








Kottman’s Late Scores Give Celtics First Win in Pro Season, 53-49


November 17, 1946 • by Jack Barry


The Boston Celtics achieved their first Basket Ball Association of America victory in six starts last night when they downed the Toronto Huskies, 53 to 49, at the Garden before 5,176 fans.


A spectacular fourth period, which found the teams tied 38-all after its outset, thrilled the spectators as lanky Hal Kottman, scoreless in four previous games, tipped in six vital points, breaking a 46-46 tie with less than five minutes to play.


The Celtics were never headed thereafter, as they protected that margin, through heady stalling tactics.


As five minutes of play remained, and the score 46-all, Kottman took a smart pass from Johnny Simmons and flipped in a pivot shot for a Celtic 48-46 advantage. Then Kottman followed up his own shot and sank another vital two-pointer as the Celtics exerted continued pressure.


The big lad then converted two free tries and Boston was in with its initial victory as only George Nostrand’s two foul shots represented the Huskies’ final scoring.


Accuracy at the free throw lane decided the game in the Celtics’ favor. They made 17 successful foul shots in 24 attempts. The visitors could cage only 15 in 30.


Connie Simmons, Kottman, Kevin Connors and Wyndol Gray were Boston’s standouts, while player-Coach Ed Sadowski and George Nostrand, along with Roy Hurley and Mike McCarron, played well for Toronto. Sadowski was immense until forced to leave the game via the five-foul route.


They Can’t Miss, If… Winning Team Sure to Make Pro Basket Ball Successful in Boston


December 5, 1946 • by Harold Kaese


There is no doubt whatsoever that the Celtics belong in Boston. Their record of three victories and 11 defeats qualifies them eminently for a place in our community. A poor record is the first requirement of any new professional team in Boston.


Boston pro teams always do it the hard way. The Bruins did it the hard way, the Redskins tried to do it the hard way, and the Yanks have been doing it the hard way. Who are the Celtics to let such predecessors show them up?


At that, the Celtics have made a more successful start than did the Bruins. Their record of 3-11 is good beside the 2-12 record of the 1925 Bruins—and look what the Bruins have grown into.


In their first game in Boston, played at the Arena 22 years ago last Sunday, the Bruins drew 1,340 fans. The Celtics in several games at the Garden have rivaled this trifling figure, which is another reason to believe that 22 years from now they, too, will be drawing 13,900 fans to the Garden 30 times or so a season.


NEED A WINNER


There is reason to believe, however, that pro basket ball will proceed to popularity as quickly as the Bruins—provided that the Celtics become a winner. Basket ball fans who have seen the Celtics in any one of five home games know that they, even with a 3-11 record, are as much superior to any college basket ball team in New England as the Yanks are to the Yale, Holy Cross, Boston College, or Harvard football teams.


The Celtics probably could beat the best college basket ball team in this section, if not in the entire country, and name the score. Unfortunately for their record, they are playing pro teams, not college rivals.


This new sports baby is like most infants. It took time to develop a little personality. Only now have players, teams, and coaching systems taken on an identity. Instead of a lot of anonymous Joes racing wildly over a polished floor, now the game has its Sadowskis, Baumholtzes, Riebes, Janisches, Fulkses, and Brightmans—names that mean something.


Basket ball dilettantes have learned that the St. Louis Bombers use a set attack with a weave; that the New York Knickerbockers use fast passes, set shots, and no pivot player; that the Detroit Falcons tonight will use a set offense, a lot of wild shots, and depend on tall players to get the ball off the backboard; and that the Providence Steamrollers use the throw-and-run Rhode Island style.


What style do the Celtics have—if they have any style?


WILL GET PLAYERS


Coach Honey Russell uses free play and set play. Free play is the best style for an experienced club. The Celtics are not an experienced club. They hired five experienced players to keep the club together, but these five so far have had trouble keeping themselves together.


Set play is better for an inexperienced team. It tells every man where he should be on every play. Some teams are so inexperienced that they can’t find their way to the dressing room. Free play is not for them.


The Celtics have lost some heartbreakers. Examples: They had a one-point lead over Toronto with six seconds to play, and possession of the ball, yet lost. They led St. Louis by four points with 25 seconds to play, again had possession of the ball, and again lost.


“We need tough, hard-driving players,” said Russell. And the Celtics are going out to get them. Not next season, but this season.


The Age-Old Question: Holy Cross vs. Celtics? Collegians Too Small, Says Pro Mariaschin


February 10, 1948 • by Harold Kaese


It’s as unlikely as a Michigan-Notre Dame football game, a Dempsey-Wills fight, or an A. H. A.-A. A. U. hockey game, but a promotion that would pack the Garden and net at least $25,000 for some deserving charity would be a basket ball game between the Celtics and Holy Cross.


Pros vs. collegians. Which team would win? Sadowski vs. Kaftan. Who would score the more points? Riebe vs. Cousy. Who would display the better floormanship?


All through the Winter the swelling host of court fans have been arguing these questions. Surprising is the number of fans who think that Holy Cross could beat the Celtics. Experts lean the other way, but not unanimously.


As one said, “The Celtics should win, but I’m not so sure that they would. It’s a game I’d want to see. There are times when Holy Cross makes you think they could beat anybody in any league.”


Celtics followers say that the pros have too much class, too much savvy, too much height. Holy Cross rooters say that their favorites are too fast, too tricky, too inspirational.


Nothing but a game will settle the argument.


COLLEGES HAVE WEAK SPOTS


The question was put to Saul Mariaschin, Celtic who as a Harvard guard played against the Crusaders last season and has seen them play this Winter: Could the Celtics beat Holy Cross?


“That’s like asking if a high school team could beat a college team,” replied the dribbling musician. “Of course the Celtics would win.


“Pro teams are really all-star teams. They have a good man at every position at all times. But every college team has at least one weak spot, and it wouldn’t take long for a pro team to take advantage of it. Pro teams are always looking for the weak man, and when they find him they hammer him.


“Holy Cross is a fine college team, but it has one weakness. It lacks height. Any good college team with height always gives Holy Cross trouble, because controlling the backboards is so important. Holy Cross is small compared to pro teams.”


Doggie Julian isn’t worried about the Celtics-Holy Cross argument, because he is too busy worrying about real and not hypothetical rivals. And he is logically worried about tonight’s game with Temple at the Garden, because his Crusaders are meeting a good team, a taller team and a team that excels in getting the ball off the backboards. Temple is equipped to strike Holy Cross in its most vulnerable spot.


HOLY CROSS SUPERMEN?


Temple and Loyola of Chicago (Arena, Feb. 24) are regarded by Julian as the two toughest opponents left on the Holy Cross schedule. If neither can extend the Crusaders, then—bring on the Celtics!


Perhaps the pros could mutilate the fancy passing of the Crusaders; and Sadowski could run with Kaftan and cover him without fouling out before the half; and Riebe could make Cousy look like an amateur at handling the ball—but it’s hard for Boston fans to think so.


In these parts, Holy Cross is a team of supermen, and the losses to Columbia, St. Louis and DePaul were inexplicable accidents, like the ‘pick-off’ pass used against Boston College last Fall.


Both sides may show a slight reluctance to join the venture, but what a worthy Boston charity needs right now is an exhibition game between the Crusaders and the Celtics. That is, unless Temple wins tonight, in which case, skip it.


Julian Quits as H. C. Coach to Take Post with Celtics


April 11, 1948


Alvin “Doggie” Julian, who in the past three years piloted Holy Cross basket ball to a record of 65 victories and only 10 losses, has resigned as court mentor of the Crusaders, he informed the Globe last night.


He will coach the professional Boston Celtics of the Basket Ball Association of America. Formal announcement will be made by Celtic officials tomorrow.


Rumors that Walter Brown, president of the Boston Garden and head man of the Celtics organization, would seek the services of Julian have been rampant for the past month, but they quieted down recently when the Boston quintet qualified for the playoffs.


The Celtics didn’t draw any too well throughout the season and that evidently was what caused the Celtics to wean the former Muhlenberg coach away from the intercollegiate ranks. He succeeds Honey Russell, who still has a year to run on his contract.


It was impossible last night to get a definite confirmation from anyone directly connected with either the Celtics or Holy Cross. But at the same time, there was no denial.


Brown said, “I have no comment.”


At Holy Cross, Gene Flynn, director of athletics, remarked, “As far as I know there has been no resignation and there is nothing I can say on the matter. Any statement will have to come from either Julian or Walter Brown, the parties chiefly concerned.”


The Celtics, who brought professional basket ball into Boston for the first time on a high standard, haven’t been a successful venture the past two seasons. There were rumors a couple of months ago that Brown would abandon the fort after the past season. In their debut, the Celtics were in the red $109,000, but the past season this total was cut about in half.


Brown, when he brought basket ball into the Garden and went along with the pros, said that he felt that it would take about five years to acclimate Boston sports fans to the game. And he has stuck by his guns, denying the recent rumor with the statement that the Celtic owners were ready to stick with the club for at least another two years.


There were reports of dissension among the players the past season and this, plus the acknowledged fact that Julian at the moment is the best known name in New England basket ball circles, decided the backers of the Celtics that the time was ripe to induce Julian to forsake the collegiates for the play for pay boys. And that inducement may see the H. C. coach nearly doubling the salary that he received at Mt. St. James.
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Alvin “Doggie” Julian.








The Julian touch, which catapulted Holy Cross to a top rung among the nation’s college quintets, is something that Brown and his cohorts hope will bring the much-needed growth in attendance at the pro games. There are many who would like to see the H. C. quintet of the past season step in to the pro ranks with Julian, but such a thing isn’t probable as his two-time N. C. A. A. tourney five had only one senior among the regulars, Capt. Bob Curran. Bob Cousy, George Kaftan, Joe Mullaney, etc., are juniors.


Julian, during his three years at Holy Cross, saw his Crusaders annex the N. C. A. A. crown two years ago when it defeated Oklahoma in the East-West final at the New York Garden. This season it bowed to Kentucky in the Eastern final. That, incidentally, was the only time that the Worcester quintet had been defeated at Madison Square Garden in seven games.


The subject of Russell’s status is open for speculation, if and when Brown has something to say on the matter. The former member of the Original Celtics, who is highly regarded in basket ball circles, has another year to go on his three-year contract. In addition to basket ball coach, Russell has also been serving as general manager of the Celtics, and it is possible that he will be retained in the latter position for the coming year. He left late yesterday for his New York home.


RUSSELL WANTED TO QUIT


Russell was reached at his New York home early this morning, and when the Globe informed him of Julian’s resignation and his expected shift to the Celtics, he said, “Officially or otherwise, I don’t know anything about it. All I do know is that in my last talk with Walter Brown, before I left for home, he told me that he would like me to be associated with the club.


“I knew that he was shopping around for a new coach, which was perfectly all right with me, for the truth is I wanted to quit the coaching game. I have been associated with the game, as a player and coach, for 30 years and am a little fed up with that end of it.


“My chief interest has been in seeing the sport go over in Boston and Doggie may be just the man to do it. His shift to the Celtics may be just the thing they need. I didn’t have any luck with the club, but Doggie may be the salvation. He’s so popular with everyone interested in the game that it may be the best thing for pro basket ball.”


Walter Brown Has Been Licking Emergencies at Boston Garden Ever Since He Found a Way to Keep Snow on a Ski Jump


January 22, 1950 • by K. S. Bartlett


A big, ruddy-haired young man stood staring fixedly through a window at an array of fish, neatly nested on finely shaved ice.


A wide grin spread over his broad, pleasant face. He turned and hurried away.


Young Walter A. Brown, now president and general manager of the Boston Garden-Arena Corporation, had the solution of a first-grade problem which had been bothering himself, his father, the late George V. Brown, and other officials at the Garden.


The elder Brown, who had been for years manager of the Boston Arena—not then owned by the Boston Garden Corporation—had left the Arena to come to the Garden the year before. Ski jumps weren’t so common around New England in 1935 and the new Garden management planned an indoor jump as a star feature of a sportsmen’s show. The slope ran down from the second balcony. The snow-covered ice at the foot was no problem of course, being part of the surface on which hockey games had been played since the Garden opening in 1928.


But how to make snow or a reasonable facsimile thereof stick to the slope, especially with no refrigeration pipes underneath as there are just under the surface of the playing floor? Young Brown was in charge of the ski jump arrangements, and until the day when he happened to see the fish in the window, nobody had worked it out.


SHAVED ICE STARTED IT


Then, as now, Walter had an observant and inventive mind. That shaved ice pulled the trigger. Presently he was in the office of an ice company discussing the possibilities of a machine which would shave huge quantities of ice into snow-like fineness and spray it out as wanted. Also it must be a machine which could be mounted on a truck.


The machine was being made while the matter of making the “snow” stick on the slide was being discussed. Walter has always been a red-hot circus fan. He remembered the coco-matting the Ringling show uses in the East lobby to keep horses, elephants, and other animals from slipping. Laid down on the slope it held the snow sprayed on by the machine.


The ski jump, says Edward J. Powers, now vice president and assistant treasurer, was a huge success and was repeated in two successive years.


Today Brown is one of the biggest, big shot promoters of various sports, ice shows, and other events, which can be put on in the arena, there is in the country. Far and away the biggest in New England, of course. He has innumerable other interests, and he’ll tackle anything.


Only last week when the coach of the Boston Olympics resigned, Brown took on the job himself, saying he’d be a working bench coach, and make the trips with the team. It wouldn’t take much provocation to make him a playing coach for he was something of a hockey star at Phillips Exeter in the middle 1920s and he did some coaching back in the 1930s.


He’s up to his neck in many civic activities, with the Boys’ Clubs a special interest.


GENUINELY KINDLY PERSON


He has a remarkable gift for spotting crowd-pleasing things. And he’s a genuinely kindly person. Both traits have paid off for him often.


One day he was at the Arena. Three youngsters from Manchester, N. H., had come to skate at one of the public skating sessions. They wanted to have their skates sharpened but didn’t know it would cost so much. They asked if they could have it done and mail the money after they went home.


“Sure,” said Brown and went into a conference with his younger brother, Paul, now in charge at the Arena. Presently someone came running up to them exclaiming:


“Will you see what those kids are doing!”


Brown looked. The three New Hampshire youngsters were turning somersaults on skates and putting on a variety of other tricks. Later they starred for him for years in the Ice Capades, of which he is vice president as “The Hub Trio.” They’re with the Ice Cycles now.


There are innumerable stories of his ability to rearrange schedules on short notice.


There was the time when an important basket ball game was about to begin at the Arena. In pre-warm-up one player hit the protecting glass shield behind the basket so hard it fell and cracked—it’s, of course, shatterproof—but it couldn’t be used again. There were no spares at the Arena, but Brown sent to the Garden for a piece of the glass used for hockey games. It had been stored away because the rodeo was at the Garden. It took time to get it out.


A 360-pound section, big enough to use to replace the cracked Arena glass, was roped to the roof of a taxi. The taxi drove slowly across town.


Meanwhile, Brown kept the audience in their seats by announcing and personally handling a foul-shooting contest by members of the teams. The basket at the undamaged end was used.


Brown was born on his father’s farm in Hopkinton, the eldest of a family of four boys and three girls. He did farm chores, went skating with neighborhood youngsters on the little rink his father built, and was bitten by the Marathon bug. He got over that. With his father, an official of the B. A. A., of which the younger Brown is now president, he watched the start in Hopkinton and sometimes was allowed to go partway along the course.


Some years ago Brown spotted Boston speed skater, named Lou White, at the Arena. He thought the young man had the makings of a long-distance runner. With Brown’s encouragement he started training. He’s done well. Last year he finished third in the B. A. A. Marathon.


Brown is married to the former Marjorie Hall of Arlington and lives in Newton Highlands. They have a six-year-old daughter, Marjorie, who’s getting to be quite a skater.


Brown’s schooling after grammar grades was varied, Hopkinton High School, Boston Latin and Phillips Exeter. He was graduated from the latter institution in 1926. He pitched and later at Exeter played first base on a good team.


Raymond Maguire, now with a Boston advertising firm, was a classmate of Brown’s at Hopkinton. He recalls that when they were both 18, Brown and he started what was to be the first of Brown’s promotions.


“It was a success, too,” says Maguire. “For two Summers we rented the hall in the old Hayden Row Engine Hall, hired the Milford High School orchestra and had dances for young people, charging 25 cents admission. We cleared $200.”


They also bought a piano out of the proceeds.


Howard Cahoon of Harwich, who was a dormitory mate of Brown’s at Exeter and played on the baseball team with him, recalls him as a good man on the job. He’s still a firm friend of Brown’s, who isn’t the sort that loses friends. They play a good deal of golf together on the Cape, Summers.


“He’s the greatest guy that ever lived,” says Cahoon. “Just the same fellow that he was as a boy in spite of all the success he’s had.”


That seems to be the general idea. In 1945, while Brown was in the service as a lieutenant colonel in G-2, Jerry Nason, Globe sports editor, wrote that although he was “temporarily out of the league” because of his war service, Brown remains “a sports phenomenon of the times—a big shot promoter who never has to my knowledge had type hurled at him with an underhand delivery.”


Herb Ralby, one of the Globe’s hockey experts who went to Europe with one of the A. H. A. teams Brown took on tour and sees him regularly at the Garden, is just as enthusiastic.


Globe photographer Charles F. McCormick, president of the Press Photographers Association of Boston, tells how Brown had a special three-deck platform built and mounted on a huge truck. This was for the photographers so that they would not have to ride, each in a single automobile sucking in smoke and exhaust fumes and often missing the best shots.


In fact, almost everyone seems to agree that Brown is a thoroughly good guy.


Recently the Press Photographers Association made it official by naming him as their “Good Guy of the Year” for 1949.


And almost everyone calls him “Walter,” which he much prefers to “Mr. Brown.”


Celts Pick Share Ahead of Cousy; Get Macauley


April 26, 1950


CHICAGO—The National Basket Ball Association, whittled down to a 12-team, two-division organization generally in major cities, today drafted 119 college cage stars to prepare for an all-out war for players with a new circuit formed by three expelled small-town members.


Charlie Share, lanky center from Bowling Green, O., was the No. 1 draft choice, selected by the Boston Celtics, who finished last in the N.B.A. Eastern division. Don Rehfeldt, Wisconsin center, who led the Big Ten in scoring, was second, picked by Baltimore.


It was expected that the N. B. A. teams, with negotiating rights established in their own organization, would make every effort to sign their top selections before the new league could be ready to make concrete offers.


COUSY TO TRI-CITIES


Boston, reportedly in financial trouble midway through the 1950 campaign, came out with top luck in the draft. In addition to obtaining Share, the Celtics also nabbed center Ed Macauley, a former St. Louis University star who played last year with the St. Louis Bombers and finished fifth in league scoring.


The Celtics also drafted Charles Cooper, Duquesne; Bob Donham, Ohio State; Ken Reeves, Louisville; Jack Shelton, Oklahoma A. & M.; Frank Mahoney, Brown; Dale Barnstable, Kentucky; Frank Oftring, Holy Cross; Bob Cope, Montana State; Matt Forman, Holy Cross.


Bob Cousy, Holy Cross’ great player who seemed a natural for Boston, was passed up by Pres. Walter Brown in favor of Share. Cousy was drafted by Tri-Cities.


Auerbach, New Coach, Says All Celts on Block


April 28, 1950 • by Herb Ralby


The Celtics’ current manpower is the strongest and most talented in the four-year history of the pro hoop squad. Yet Arnold “Red” Auerbach, named yesterday as Doggie Julian’s successor as coach, will trade anybody on the roster if he feels it will help the Celts.


“I don’t give a darn for sentiment of names,” declared the former Washington and Tri-Cities coach after he had been officially named the new Celts mentor by Walter Brown at a press luncheon. “That goes for Cousy or anybody else. A local yokel doesn’t bring more than a dozen extra fans into your building. But a winning team does and that’s what I aim to have.”


WON TWICE AT WASHINGTON


Auerbach, who won two Eastern division titles with Washington and was beaten in the playoff finals by Minneapolis in 1949 and this past year lifted Tri-Cities out of the doldrums when he took over during the season, is enthusiastic over his new post.
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Arnold “Red” Auerbach








“I always had a hankering to come here,” he related, “and I was on your Boston payroll as a scout while coaching at Duke last year before moving to Tri-Cities.”


Auerbach was elated over the Celtics acquisition of Easy Ed Macauley, Ed Stanczak, Charlie Share and Chuck Cooper in the recent N. B. A. draft meetings at Chicago.


“I think we’ve got some real ballplayers now,” he went on. “Macauley is the second-best center in the league to [George] Mikan now, and as time goes on, I feel he’ll be the best. He is unselfish as a team player.”


“Red” defended Walter Brown’s choice of Share, 6 feet 11 inches, Bowling Green star, over local favorite Bob Cousy, in the college draft.


“Proof is that 11, at least, of the dozen league teams would have selected Share as their first draft choice,” declared Auerbach. “I’m sure he will make the grade. Right now I don’t regard Cousy as good as [Ed] Leede. Remember, Leede has already made the grade and Cousy has to prove he can. Maybe he will but I think it was more important to us to get a big man like Share.”


The new Celts coach, who was signed but not announced prior to the draft meeting, is high on Cooper because the ex-Duquesne star, who will become the first Negro to play in the N. B. A., is a crack rebound man.


“We are going to build a club, not to step up a notch or two just to make the playoffs,” “Red” drove home, “but one to finish in first place if not next year, the year after. We want a team to compare with Syracuse and Minneapolis. We have height now. We need experience and balance.”


Celtics Sign Cooper, 1st Negro in Majors


July 1, 1950


“I hope he’ll be with us a long time,” said Walter Brown, president of the Garden-Arena, nodding in the direction of a tall, good-looking Negro.


Charles Cooper, 23, an All-American basket ball player at Duquesne, said in a soft voice, “I’ll do my best all the time.”


FIRST TO SIGN CONTRACT


He had become the first member of his race to sign a contract to play for a major league basket ball team yesterday morning when he had been signed to a Celtics’ contract by Brown.


“I don’t think the pro game is too different from college ball,” Cooper said. “I had a taste of the pro game playing with the Harlem Globetrotters against the College All-Stars this year on a tour of the country.”


A great rebound man, he was the second draft choice of the Celtics this year. Charles Share, Bowling Green’s 6-foot-10 ace, was the Celtics’ first choice.


“I like to play a driving game,” Cooper said. “My best shot is a two-hand overhead shot from the corners. I use very little arc on the shot.”


SCOUTED TWO YEARS


Brown said Cooper had been scouted for more than two years. “Stan Noszka, Celtics’ scout, was the first to recommend him. Doggie Julian, our former coach, wanted Cooper, too. Charlie will be a big help to the Celtics with his corner shots and with his ability to clear the backboards. He represents a big step in our efforts to add strength to our team.”


Cooper is 6 feet 5 inches and weighs 215. His home is in Pittsburgh, where he was a letter carrier after his graduation from Westinghouse High School. In high school he was on the track and basket ball teams. He’s fast; can run 440 yards in 52 seconds.


He played on the Boston Garden floor once, two years ago, but would rather not talk about it. “It was against Boston College,” he said, “and I played the worst game of my career.”


Cooper was in the Navy in 1945 and 1946 and played one year of service basket ball. His best season in college was two years ago, when he had an average of better than 14 points a game. His scoring potential was never realized at Duquesne because of the “hold-the-ball” style of play used by the Dukes.


Bob Cousy Assigned to Boston Celtics


October 6, 1950


The players of the Chicago Stags, the team which recently dropped out of the National Basket Ball Association, were allocated to other teams at a special meeting of the N.B.A.’s board of governors in New York yesterday.


This is how the players were distributed:




Bob Cousy to Boston.


Kleggie Hermsen to Tri-Cities.


Larry Foust to Fort Wayne.


Frank Kudelka and Joe Bradley to Washington.


Max Zaslofsky to New York.


Andy Phillip to Philadelphia.
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Bob Cousy in his Holy Cross days, circa 1947.








Macauley Sets Celtic Scoring Mark in 100-90 Triumph


SCORES 33 POINTS AS KNICKS FALTER UNDER TORRID THIRD PERIOD BARRAGE


January 1, 1951 • by Jack Barry


Rallying behind the continued brilliance of Ed Macauley, the Celtics hurdled back into the N. B. A.’s Eastern sector first place as they overcame a one-time 15-point deficit to down the New York Knickerbockers, 100 to 90, at the Arena yesterday afternoon.


As 5,456 fans howled themselves hoarse, the Celtics fashioned a 30-point third period. This impetus carried them to a spectacular final stanza victory.


Macauley, who set a new Celtic individual game scoring mark for the season with 33 points, was aided immensely by Bob Cousy, who embellished his 21-point scoring total with another superlative ball handling exhibition.


MAHNKEN SHOT PROVIDES SPARK


Not to be overlooked in the tremendous second-half comeback, which marked the end of the Knicks’ five-game winning streak and dropped them into third place, were the spirited performances of big John Mahnken and bustling Bob Donham.


Mahnken, taking a shooting dare from his personal opponent, the cagy Sweetwater Clifton, dropped a long two-hand set shot through the meshes to break an 85-all stalemate with five minutes to play in the final quarter. The Celtics were not headed after that.


Donham, whose customary late-game appearances seem to spur his mates to superior efforts, again sparked the third-period uprising with aggressive floor play, while scoring on the three shots he attempted. Donham was given a rousing ovation by the fans as he was relieved by Sonny Hertzberg for game-stalling purposes.


The Celtics spun ahead to a formidable late-game seven-point advantage, on three foul shots and a beautiful combination play between Cousy and Macauley.


In a delaying dribble, Cousy saw Macauley drift away from the covering Simmons and Bob sent a nifty lead pass to “Mac” under the hoop. Macauley scored, giving the Celtics a 90-86 advantage.


TAP-OFF TIPS


Macauley amazes even his teammates… the great center, perhaps the most valuable man in the league right now, including even George Mikan, did everything right.… Joe Lapchick, coach of the Knicks, sent in big man after big man to check Easy Ed and all they received for their troubles were personal fouls.… In addition to this tremendous offensive play, Macauley took care of Vince Boryla, fourth-leading scorer in the league, wrapping up that worthy opponent in the second half.… Macauley has scored 590 points in 30 games for a 19.6 per-game mark.


This year’s previous individual scoring high for one game was held by Cousy, who tallied 28 points at Baltimore.… Macauley’s former high was 26.


Cousy Sets New Boston Records as Celtics Win, 93-83


39 POINTS, 16 BASKETS ECLIPSE FORMER MARKS


February 26, 1951 • by Clif Keane


Some people talk through their hats; and magicians are able to yank rabbits from theirs. But the person wearing the most talked about fedora yesterday was Walter A. Brown, owner of the Celtics basket ball team.


Out of it, Brown, last Fall, drew the name of Bob Cousy in a grab bag of names from the defunct Chicago Stags. Brown is still wearing the thing, and probably went to bed with it on his head last night after Cousy had broken a couple of local records in leading the Celtics to a 93-83 victory over the Philadelphia Warriors at the Arena.


The new records established by the ex-Holy Cross wonder were:


(1) Scoring 39 points to eliminate George Mikan’s mark of 37, which the Minneapolis center established here Nov. 19, 1949, and (2) Making 16 goals from the floor, to erase the previous total of 14 set by Ed Sadowski (Boston), Max Zaslofsky (Chicago), and Lazy Joe Fulks (Philadelphia).


Cousy also converted seven consecutive foul shots.


TALLIED ON 16 OF 25 SHOTS


Twenty-six of Cousy’s points came in the first half. In the third period, with the crowd of 4,214 constantly imploring him to “keep on shooting,” he was held to a single field goal.


But midway through the last quarter, when the Warriors still were battling the Celtics, and trailing only 81-73 despite Bob’s great performance, Cousy scored the next 10 points for the Celtics while the Warriors were being held to a single field goal and foul.


In his collegiate career, Cousy’s outstanding display came a year ago when he scored 36 points against Colgate. His all-time best, however, was 81 scored in a C. Y. O. game in St. Albans, N. Y.


Although a far cry from the league mark of 63 made by Fulks against Indianapolis, Feb. 10, ’49, Cousy threw less than half the shots attempted by Lazy Joe in his record making. Fulks “hit” with 27 of 56 against Indianapolis; Cousy made good on 16 of 25 attempts.


Cousy had given a performance of almost equal stature earlier in the season against the Warriors. He scored 34 points against them. But when it was over, the Warriors, almost to a man, accused Cousy of being “a showboat.”


With this display yesterday, however, the Warriors changed their tune considerably. “That was what we call a tremendous performance,” said Ed Gottlieb, the team’s coach. “Call it out of this world. It was real basketball playing right from the start.”


The Warriors first assigned George Senesky to cover Cousy. But after the first period, in which Cousy scored 13 points, they changed their strategy and had Andy Phillip, all-star back-court man, work on him. They alternated both Senesky and Phillip in the second half.


‘I Love Basket Ball,’ but… Celtics Seek Sharman, but He Says He’ll Play Baseball in Cuba


September 26, 1951 • by Harold Kaese


What in the world is sports coming to?


When Bobby Doerr retired a few days ago, it was inferred that he would rather raise cattle than manage the Red Sox. And last night at Braves Field, Bill Sharman indicated that he would rather play baseball in Cuba this Winter than basket ball in Boston.


Nobody condemned Doerr, and only a few hoop-wits will condemn Sharman, who is a rookie outfielder finishing the season with the Brooklyn Dodgers.


But Walter Brown and Red Auerbach of the Celtics will try hard to change Sharman’s mind before the Dodgers leave town. Sharman was an outstanding first-year player for the Washington Capitols, until they went broke last Winter. An aggressive, punishing guard, Sharman won the respect of the Celtics for putting the noose on Bob Cousy.


“I love basket ball,” admitted Sharman last evening, “but I’ve made up my mind to play baseball in Cuba. It will take a terrific financial deal to make me change my plans.”


There is a clause in Sharman’s contract with the Dodgers that permits him to play basket ball in the offseason if he chooses.


BASEBALL HAS MUCH MORE TO OFFER


“I saw the Celtics work out today,” added Sharman, “and they sure have a big squad. Most of them are 6-6 or over. They look like a good team, all right.”


Sharman, although only 6-2 and practically a pro basket ball midget, probably would rank as the No. 8 or 9 player on the Celtics squad this season. That’s why Brown and Auerbach are working so hard on him.


But baseball—if he makes the grade as a big leaguer—offers so much more to Sharman than basket ball that he wants the experience Winter ball in Cuba will give him.


“I’m all set for Cuba,” he said. “It’s all arranged.”


A righthand hitter who batted .285 for Fort Worth this season, Sharman obviously must improve his batting if he is to become a big leaguer. Last season he hit .288 for Pueblo, after signing with the Dodgers on leaving the University of Southern California, where he was an exceptional all-round athlete.


Until last evening, Sharman had never heard of Eddie Ehlers, the former Celtics player who quit basket ball to concentrate on baseball. He was an infielder in the Yankee farm system, and of course dreamed of wearing the New York uniform.


But Ehlers could not hit. The Yankees let him go. The Cubs grabbed him. He played at Springfield this summer, but now is reported as ready to give up baseball.


“It’s a tough choice,” said Sharman, “but baseball’s the game if you can play up here. For one thing, you last longer.”


Brown Threatens to Throw Basketball Out of Garden


SMALL ATTENDANCE HIT; 2,520 SEE CELTICS ROMP


December 3, 1951 • by Jack Barry


Boston Garden president Walter Brown, disgusted with the meager turnouts for recent Celtic games—only 2,520 saw yesterday’s sixth win in seven home games—said last night, “I’ll throw the whole works out of the Garden… and that means all basket ball if something doesn’t happen soon in the way of improved attendances.






[image: image]

The Celtics’ Bill Sharman (21) battles the Bullets’ Frank Kudelka for a loose ball in front of a sparse Garden crowd.








“It’s a different reason every week,” roared Brown. “We’re no better off than when we started. I thought that when I gave them a good club they would come out. But I guess Boston fans just don’t want basket ball!”


The Celts sent their scoring total over 100 for the third time this season as they trounced the Baltimore Bullets, 103 to 82, yesterday afternoon.


Basket Ball Comes Into Living Room.


TVIEWER SEES COUSY AS HERO, OFFICIALS VILLAINS


January 5, 1953 • by Harold Wade


Professional basket ball at its best came into the living room yesterday—but just how good is it?


The telecast over WNAC-TV of the Celtics-New York Knickerbockers game at the Arena was good. That is, the pictures were clear.


The entire court was shown. There was no trouble following the play, although it was impossible to see all the fouls. There were closeups of the basket as foul shots were taken. All in all it was a great success, pictorially.


The action was good—in spots.


The officials were good—good and prominent. They blew their horns like Little Boy Blue; they argued with the coaches, and even wound up arguing with each other.


COUSY GIVES GREAT SHOW


But armchair viewers want to take another look before they’ll decide whether it is worth a Sunday afternoon of eye strain.


The first 20 minutes were terrible; the next few so-so. The last half was better; the last eight minutes great—because of the Celtics’ comeback.


But basket ball on television was largely a one-man show. His name—Bob Cousy. The hardboard wizard was at his very best in some spots, and when he was passing, dribbling and shooting in his customary style, it became a good game to watch.


The plays Cousy set up for Bob Donham; Cousy’s brilliant dribbling in, which he faked New York’s Dick McGuire virtually out of his shoes; the underhand basket on which he tried to draw a foul—these were clearly depicted.


Ed Macauley scored 28 points—but watching him on television you didn’t realize he was doing that well.


We don’t know how it was on your set, but for some reason—and a mighty pleasant one at that—the sound of the referee’s whistles didn’t come into our living room too often. Maybe the kids were making too much noise with their Christmas toys.


Yet the officials made the first 20 minutes as uninteresting as some of the old flicker television shows you see late at night. The tempo picked up from then on, but the officials never let the boys go at it very long. A few quick baskets here and there livened the performance—but then it reverted to a foul-line parade.


The officials’ arguments with coaches Red Auerbach of the Celtics and Joe Lapchick of New York were clearly pictured—although the reasons for the coaches making showboats of themselves are a little hazy.


And to top it all off, Lapchick got into an argument with the officials, and they concluded arguing with each other. It seems Lapchick wanted to know who called a foul against Macauley, and why two shots weren’t awarded. Each official accused the other. It seemed to the guy in the easy chair the officials should have told Lapchick to stick to his coaching.


From a first impression, the televising of Celtics’ basket ball games (they’ll be on practically every Sunday for the next three months) will resolve itself into a duel between Cousy and the officials.


If the officials win—turn your sets off.


If Cousy wins—basket ball may be here to stay.


Celtics Win First Playoff Game, 87-81


22 STRAIGHT FREE TRIES IN LAST PERIOD DECIDE CONTEST AT SYRACUSE


March 20, 1953 • by Jack Barry


SYRACUSE—A superlative exhibition of pressure foul shooting in which they sank 51 free shots in 62 attempts—22 straight in the last period—gave the Celtics first blood in the best two-out-of-three series in the Eastern Sector N. B. A. playoffs, as they downed the favored Nationals 87 to 81 before 3,000 in the Coliseum.


Having lost 14 of 15 previous visits here, the Celtics won the one game they needed to keep themselves in contention and possibly prevent a return here Sunday.


GET EDGE IN THIRD


Boston managed to seize the advantage in the closing moments of the third period. This meant the ball game, as it decided the final period strategy of both clubs.


The Celtics were down, 47 to 44, with two minutes to play in the third period when the tide turned.


Bob Donham, spectacular in the early moments, batted home a rebound and Bob Cousy dropped in a one-hander from the side on Paul Seymour.


Donham and then Bob Harris sank free tries before Noble Jorgensen connected for a soft righthand push shot to bring the Nats back to a 50-49 deficit.


Harris converted another foul and after both Red Rocha and Bill Gabor missed free tosses, Cousy sent a spectacular long, one-hand push shot through from the side as the bell rang.


The Celtics took a 53-49 margin into the final period and it proved sufficient to dictate the strategy of the game.


Harris scored after Cousy took an offensive rebound to feed him for a 55-49 margin, and after Gabor sunk a foul, Donham, driving in after a Cousy assist, sank one to offset an Earl Lloyd conversion and a basket by Jorgensen.


Here, with eight minutes to play and the Celtics leading 57-53, the foul-swapping started.


25 STRAIGHT FOULS


Boston destroyed this strategy as it racked up 22 straight conversions. It got three in the third for a run of 25.


The Nats did not score a field goal until three minutes from the end, when Boston was ahead 79-66.


There were 96 fouls called.


Celts Nip Nats in 4 Overtimes, 111-105


COUSY GETS 50 POINTS; BOSTON SWEEPS SERIES. BRANNUM, SCHAYES SWAP PUNCHES, TOSSED OUT OF GAME IN SECOND PERIOD


March 22, 1953 • by Jack Barry


In an individual basket ball exhibition practically defying description, the Celtics’ great Bob Cousy steered the Boston club to a four-overtime 111 to 105 victory over the rugged Syracuse Nationals before 11,058 frenzied Garden fans yesterday afternoon.


The Celtics’ wizard thus placed Boston in a playoff with the New York Knicks in the National Basket Ball Association semifinals, starting Wednesday night in Madison Sq. Garden.


What Cousy did:


(1) Scored 50 points on 10 baskets and 30 free throws for a Garden-Arena record and season’s individual scoring mark, after scoring only seven points in the first half.


(2) Scored 30 free tries in 32 “pressure” attempts.


(3) Tied the game at the end of regulation play at 77-all, with the third of his successive free tosses, to send the game into the first five-minute extra session.


(4) Scored six points in the first extra session, including the last free throw, which matched a Nats’ conversion to bring about the second extra session.


(5) Scored two of four points in the second overtime to aid in bringing about a third extra session, which started 90-all.


(6) Scored eight of the Celtics’ nine points in the third extra session, including two vital baskets. Here Cousy arose to the greatest heights, when with but 18 seconds left, he tied the game 97-all on two free throws, and after Syracuse went ahead, 99-97—WITH THREE SECONDS remaining, dropped in a beautiful one-hand push shot from 25 feet out to send the game into its fourth extra period, 99-apiece, as the crowd went wild.


(With this Cousy basket, Syracuse, which played half of the third overtime period and the entire fourth with Paul Seymour limping badly, trooped to its bench, practically a beaten club.)


(7) Scored nine of the 12 points in the final period, sparking the Celtics from a five-point, 104-99 deficit with three and one-half minutes left, as fans started leaving the building.


SCORES 18 STRAIGHT


Cousy sank 18 successive free tries and played the last two overtime periods despite the onus of five personal fouls. The great back-court ace was so exhausted that on two occasions, he all but “blew” the game for the Celtics with a bad shot and a weird pass, which lost possession in vital moments.


The marvelous machinations of Cousy overshadowed a near-riot, instigated by fisticuffs between Bob Brannum and Dolph Schayes at the halfway mark of the second period.


Both players were ejected by referees Arnie Heft and Charley Eckman, who turned in nearly perfect officiating under the heaviest pressure.


Garden gendarmes presented a free-for-all, as Syracuse players, led by Paul Seymour and Bill Gabor, attempted to take on Boston’s best-in-blue all by themselves.
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Bob Cousy confounded the Nationals with his playmaking, scoring (50 points), and foul shooting (30 makes in 32 attempts).








SEYMOUR STAYS IN


Although Cousy alone kept Boston in N. B. A. contention and sent them into their semifinal series for the first time in seven years, the team as a whole contributed to this thriller.


After 63 minutes of pell-mell basket ball, the fourth extra session started with the teams 99-all. Fans with weak hearts had left the building before that.


The Celtics were down to a five of John Mahnken, Moe Mahoney, Ken Rollins, Chuck Cooper and Cousy, while the Nats played with player-coach Al Cervi, Wally Osterkorn, big Earl Lloyd, Red Rocha and Paul Seymour.


Seymour had twisted his right ankle with the score 93-apiece after two minutes of play in the third overtime. Rather than have an ineligible man replace him, which would have given Boston a technical foul shot (Syracuse having five men out of the game via six fouls and Schayes for fighting), Seymour remained in.


The Celtics, meanwhile, were handicapped with Brannum out for fighting and Ed Macauley, Bob Donham, Bill Sharman and Bob Harris out on fouls.


Here the Nats jumped ahead and seemed to have the game wrapped up as Cervi scored a free throw and then Cooper, on his sixth personal, fouled Rocha, with the Nats drawing the automatic extra throw as Chuck was forced to remain in the game, Boston being without eligible substitutes.


Rocha flipped in his shot and then Cervi, as the crowd booed, stepped up and tossed in the technical try. Syracuse got possession and the Celts were in a bad way.


It got worse. After Cervi muffed a free try, the alert Rocha drove to tip in the rebound for a 104-99 margin and the crowd moaned on their way to the exits.


But Cousy sank a free throw and batted home a Rollins rebound of a missed pop shot. Bob then stole a shallow Syracuse pass and went in alone for a soft left-hand backward two-pointer to knot the count as the crowd screamed.


With two minutes and 32 seconds left, freshman Mahoney grabbed the ball from Cervi. In the ensuing scramble, Mahnken was fouled and came through with a one-pointer. Earl Lloyd then fouled Rollins and Kenny dropped it in for a 106-104 margin.


The Celtics got a decided break moments later when the veteran Cervi went to the line for two tosses, and after flipping the first through, missed the second, with Cooper batting the rebound to Cousy, who drew a Rocha personal on his way down court.


The Cooz missed the first, his second miscue in 28 tries, but sank the second, with the Celtics still retaining possession, as Rocha had six personals on him.


With one minute and two seconds remaining, the Celts had a two-point margin, but Cervi, drawing his sixth personal, fouled Cousy and Bob sank both shots, with Boston regaining possession at 109-105.


Cooper scored on a free try and Cousy wound up the night flipping in a technical on the violation for a 111-105 victory.


Celts’ Draft Choices Delight Auerbach


April 26, 1953 • by Jack Barry


With the conclusion of the National Basket Ball Association’s seventh annual three-day meeting at the Hotel Statier yesterday, Coach Red Auerbach of the Celtics was pleased with his first two draft choices.


Auerbach plucked Frank Ramsey of the University of Kentucky and big Chester Noe of Oregon as his first two selections. “I like Ramsey,” said the Celtics’ coach. “He can bring that ball up the court like a [Jim] Pollard. He is big, tough and nasty and I know he can help us… he stands 6-4. He has a good outside set, can drive and can take care of his man on defense.”


HEADED FOR SERVICE


Ramsey, who has a year of eligibility left (the Kentucky Wildcats were suspended from collegiate play this past year), may return for a fourth season of basket ball there… and again he may not. He is ticketed for Uncle Sam’s service and Boston may have a two-year or possible three-year wait for this fellow. This does not disturb Auerbach, however, who said, “We drafted the best men we could get, whether we were to have him this year or three years from now.”


Speaking of Cliff Hagan, Ramsey’s running mate, third Celtic draft choice, who also has another year of playing left at Kentucky, if he prefers to return, Red said, “He is a good ball player… in fact was perhaps the best high school pivot man in the country.


“He may not be able to play there in the pro game, being only six-four. But I can say this for him. He can leap with men much taller than he is.”


Cousy Injured as Celtics, Philly Players Battle


November 12, 1953 • by Clif Keane


It was Armistice Day and a packed crowd at the Garden was having such a pleasant time. The Harlem Globetrotters had been funny and the Celtics were creeping up on the Philadelphia Warriors in their N.B.A. game.


But at 9:57 of the second period a “war” broke out. Players piled into one another in a general melee, police leaped into the picture, and another armistice wasn’t declared for almost 10 minutes. Bob Cousy was hurt, and so was everyone connected with the Celtics when the Warriors went on to win, 78-72, for their first victory here in two years.


There were many versions to who whacked whom, but it went about like this:


Both Cousy and Neil Johnston were chasing a loose ball headed out of bounds toward the press table. Johnston was a step ahead of Cousy, and as they reached the sideline, going full speed, Cousy elbowed Johnston and the big Philly center went careening to the work bench.


Johnston reached back and elbowed Cousy under the chin, sending the Celtic player reeling backwards—and flush into Chuck Cooper, who was trailing the pair just in case something happened. So Cousy wound up flat on his silks on the floor and watched this scene unfold.


Cooper piled into Johnston, draped over several writers, swinging his fists madly at the Warrior. Then both benches moved into the scene. Zeke Zawoluk leaped on Cooper; Bob Harris slashed into Zawoluk; then Ed Mikan went after Zawoluk.


All the while, Cooper kept pummeling Johnston. Big Bob Brannum decided he’d take a crack at Zawoluk. A half-dozen Warriors and Celtics were wrestling around in a little fracas, also. The police were pulling players apart and Danny Finn of the visitors got a little tough with one of them and almost got the business.


FOUL! WHO, ME?


Finally, order was restored. Amazingly, there were no broken jaws since there were enough punches thrown to hospitalize several people—and then came the piece de resistance.


“A foul on Joe Fulks,” said the announcer. The officials probably thought the gaffer deserved one for not throwing any punches.


Cousy admitted making the first move. He had been held by Paul Walther and said he “was mad” as he twisted away from Walther and headed toward the ball.


“I pushed Johnston,” he said, and it cost Cousy a badly bruised right side, which he had X-rayed at St. Vincent’s Hospital in Worcester last night. He may be incapacitated for a couple of days, according to Dr. Thomas Kelley.


Maybe all the fight was taken out of the Celtics with their punch throwing since they couldn’t do much right the rest of the game.


Boston did forge ahead, 31-29, at the half, but after Ed Macauley, high man in the game with 23 points, had dropped in a foul shot opening the third period, the Warriors chased the Celtics off the floor. They led once by 16 points, and only a brief spurt by Cousy in the last couple of minutes kept the score at all respectable.


This was the second defeat at home for the Celtics and leaves them with a 1-3 record—and when it was over coach Red Auerbach had this to say to the team:


“You fellows have something to think about the way you’ve been playing.”


Game Syracuse Rallies to Eliminate Celtics, 83-76


FIGHT DELAYS GAME FOR 25 MINUTES. NATS’ SCHAYES, SEYMOUR INJURED; BOSTON OUTPLAYED, OUTSMARTED


March 28, 1954 • by Jack Barry


The Celtics bowed out of National Basket Ball Association competition ingloriously at the Garden yesterday afternoon being given a triple lesson in basket ball playing, basket ball coaching and plain, ordinary courage by the Syracuse Nationals.


From the four-minute, six-second mark of the third period the beleaguered Nats, whose roster resembled a hospital ward, took the play away from the Celtics completely. Rallying from a 53 to 47 deficit, they won the Eastern Sector finals, 83 to 76, after a near-riot had delayed play for 25 minutes.


Thus, Al Cervi, who declared the victory was his “greatest personal thrill as player or coach,” will send the Nats against the Western Sector winner for the 1954 title.


It well could be, however, that Cervi, who can still play if needed, will have to don a uniform himself, as the Nats’ victory may have cost them the services of Dolph Schayes with a sprained left wrist and Paul Seymour with a possible broken right hand.


Owner Walter Brown, disturbed, disappointed and disgusted, calmly stated an hour after the game, “There’s nothing wrong with the game, nor with Boston as a basket ball town… but I’ll tell you this, if I have to lose, I’m certainly going to lose a lot cheaper than I am now.”


Red Auerbach, a picture of despair in the dressing room and later when feeling up to the quoting mark, at least took the onus of the defeat on his own shoulders.


Said Auerbach, “I blew the ball game. I should have taken time outs when we had the lead in the third period when they only had one left and we had a couple, but I thought if I pressed ’em I’d force ’em to maybe take another, or we’d just run ’em off the court. I’ll take the rap.”


NATS CUT MARGIN


The Celtics and Nats were tied 21-all ending the first period and Boston sported a 50-40 margin at half-time on the springboard of a 29-point second period. Things looked very well.


The game Nats had cut the deficit to five, trailing 52-47, in three minutes of play, mainly because the Celtics played as a team 10 points down, running, heaving and passing wildly, taking poor judgment shots and playing right into Al Cervi’s hands. Jack Nichols, Bob Cousy and Don Barksdale were the guilty parties setting up ball possession chances to the Nats here.


A hoop by Wally Osterkorn, after a ball steal and five foul conversions, overshadowed Barksdale’s lone Celtic basket in this three-minute interval. A foul conversion by Gabby Harris, who had replaced Barksdale, gave Boston a 53-47 advantage at the 4:05 mark of this period… and then it happened.


Schayes, taking the ball at the right of the center key-line, started a typical drive towards the hoop, when Harris, in a half-crouch defensive stance, hurtled big Dolph over his body.


Schayes was “out of action” for 10 minutes, retiring to the Nats dressing room, where Dr. Thomas Kelley sewed four stitches in the side of the player’s head. In addition the big Nat center suffered what may be a badly sprained left wrist.


Harris’ fouling of Schayes touched off a near riotous scene, which was broken up by police, and the alert, aggressive referee Sid Borgia. Wally Osterkorn went after Harris here and hardly was some sort of peace restored when he attacked Ed Macauley after a conversational joust between the pair. Paul Seymour fractured his right thumb, hitting Macauley in the jam.


TAKE TIME OUT


Basketball rules state that a player must shoot his own foul shot or be barred from further participation. While Dr. Kelley was working on Schayes in the dressing room, the Syracuse club used up three more “time outs.”


The rumpus delayed play about 25 minutes.


When Schayes finally returned, he missed both foul attempts. The Celtics led 53-47 here with seven minutes left.


To the end of the period the Celtics scored seven free throws with a pair of baskets by Cousy and a two-pointer by Bill Sharman. Meanwhile the Nats racked up five baskets, with the gangling rookie, Jim Neal, contributing a pair. These added to seven free throws left the Nats only two points down, 66-64, entering the final period.


In their surge, the plucky Nats stole the ball again from Cousy, grabbed rebounds and took advantage of the Celtics’ insistence in stressing a fast-wild shooting weird passing offensive to put themselves right back in the ball game.


The Celtics still held the upper hand in the final quarter but their mental balance was out of kilter. They appeared to realize the tremendous battle they had on their hands in the face of the spirit and fight shown by the handicapped visitors, who had cut a 10-point deficit to a mere two, with Schayes, Seymour and Earl Lloyd all on the bench, physically unable to play.


Barksdale dropped in a rush shot, when Cousy got the ball back to him from in deep. Here was one time the Boston club played basket ball the way it should be played.


The skinny Bob Lavoy managed to get in for an offensive rebound score to tie the ball game with eight minutes left and a triple pass found the aggressive Osterkorn under the hoop alone for a soft layup.


After a Sharman foul shot Nichols’ pass attempt to Cousy was intercepted and George King seconds later backed Cousy in deep to turn and toss a soft one-hander from a foot in front.


Lavoy sank a foul, but Nichols kept the Celtics alive with a left-hand hook. Barksdale went out with six fouls and Lavoy again converted the foul shot. Bill Kenville likewise scored his shot after a Bob Donham foul.


NATS SLOW PACE


Cousy managed to score a basket despite bad position. But the clever King slowed the Nats’ offensive deliberately, playing with time on their side. Lavoy tallied again from the charity stripe but Harris, still battling, stole from Osterkorn at mid-court to go all the way for a 76-75 reading, Syracuse ahead.


Here Stan Stutz called the first deliberate foul of the game on Harris, with Lavoy making one of two tries. The Celts lost a good chance at possession of the stray rebound on the Lavoy miss, when Ernie Barrett tapped the ball away instead of trying to catch it, with the alert Osterkorn cradling the ball.


This forced Cousy, playing close, to foul King, who made it. After Cousy and Donham missed basket tries, King picked up the rebound to flip to Lavoy alone under for a soft two-pointer and what was the ball game, 80-75 with two minutes left.


On a tap play between Osterkorn and Sharman, Nichols missed possession and Donham, fouling Kenville, saw Sid Borgia call another deliberate foul, but Kenville missed both tries.


Nichols took a weird left-hand hook shot as the harassed Celtics had no semblance of setting up team plays and Barrett fouled Kenville in the back court for an automatic two-shot penalty.


Kenville made one and after the Celtics again tried out-of-position desperation shots. The Nats rebounded to feed big Neal all alone for the game’s last score.


The Syracuse bench was in bedlam, jumping around just before Neal’s final score, hooting the Boston fans, shaking their fists in derision, showing their unbridled joy at coming from behind under the most difficult handicaps on an opponent’s court.


‘Celtics Quit’—Brown; Auerbach Status Vague


March 29, 1954 • by Jack Barry


Walter Brown, Celtics’ owner, was still incensed over the collapse of his ball club when he was asked yesterday whether Red Auerbach will coach the team next season.


“I don’t know,” Brown snapped.


But although Brown is uncertain about his coach’s status, there is little doubt how he feels about his players and their performance in the Syracuse series.


“THEY QUIT,” he exploded.


Then, partially absolving Auerbach by implication, Brown asked, “What is a coach going to do when his team quits?”


“I want to win,” Brown went on. “I’ll do anything to win. I’ll trade anyone on the ball club if necessary.”


“Does that include Bob Cousy?” he was asked.


“I said anyone,” Brown retorted.


SALARY CUTS THREATENED


Concerning Auerbach, Brown said, “Auerbach is the coach. We haven’t talked yet about next year. He is not on a contract. In fact, he never had one. We just sign year to year. Up to now I’ve not thought of anyone else. And I don’t know what plans he (Red) himself may have for the future.


“But I’ll tell you this,” Brown added vehemently, “if I have to lose, I’m certainly going to lose a lot cheaper than I am now. These guys will get what I think are honest salaries. And they can sign or refuse as they wish. I’ve been running this club with my heart for eight years, now I’m going to start running it with my head.”


(Ed. Note—The Celtics organization lost about $30,000 this season).


“But we’re staying in business. We’ve been knocked down for eight years, but we’ll keep digging,” concluded Brown, who is a charter member of the pro basket ball league along with Ned Irish of New York and Eddie Gottlieb of Philadelphia.


Cousy let it be known yesterday that he bore no ill feeling toward Coach Auerbach.


Said Cousy, “I think Red is a good coach. I’ve had no trouble with him. In my book there is not much a coach can do in pro ball. He makes the substitutions and tries to keep everyone happy. A coach can win or lose few games, I believe. I never care who is coaching. I’ll play the same way all the time… to win.”


Auerbach Stays as Celtics Coach; Takes Salary Cut


March 30, 1954 • by Jack Barry


Arnold (Red) Auerbach, whose status as coach of the Celtics was decidedly questionable Sunday night, was retained as bench leader of the Boston professional basket ball club for the 1955 season by owner Walter Brown yesterday.


While making no public announcement at last night’s Celtics break-up dinner, Brown admitted later in the evening that Auerbach was rehired for next year.


“I rehired Red Auerbach,” said the Celtics owner, “and I don’t mind saying that he took a cut in salary. That was one of the conditions of his staying, which shows that I hold him partially responsible for the poor showing of our team this year.”


“There were no conditions of any sort in his contract,” said Brown, in answer to a query. “In fact, Red never has signed a contract with me. I have just been hiring him from year to year.”


NINTH SEASON IN LEAGUE


Auerbach will be starting his ninth season in National Basketball Association ball, with owner coach Eddie Gottlieb of Philadelphia, the only other bench coach still in charge of an N. B. A. team since the loop’s inception back in 1946.


The Celtics were picked by many preseason prognosticators to lead the Eastern Sector, but finished third to New York and Syracuse and were eliminated in semifinal round-robin play by the Nats.


Auerbach in his four-year regime in Boston won 166 regular-season games, dropping 112, while his playoff record over the same time has been six wins and 13 losses.


The Celtics coach came in for criticism when his charges were eliminated last year by New York, failing to hold a half-time 14-point lead, and this season, Saturday afternoon, when they lost to Syracuse after sporting a half-time 10-point margin.


The club received a blow yesterday when big Jack Nichols, late-season star of the team, announced his plans to retire from the pro game to enter either the University of Washington Dental School or Tufts Dental School here.


Should Nichols, however, be able to study at Tufts, he still would not play ball here as Walter Brown definitely stated last night, “I can’t use any more players on a part-time basis. I had one, George Munroe, who attended Harvard Law School and played with the Celtics, but it doesn’t work out.”


Celtics Must Rebuild; Still Seeking ‘Big Man’


March 29, 1955 • by Jack Barry


Next season looms as a rebuilding year for the Boston Celtics.


Owner Walter Brown has to be prepared for the possible loss of Ed Macauley (retirement) and Frank Ramsey (service) and to be handicapped again with a semi-effective Jack Nichols, due to his Tufts Dental School work.


With Fred Scolari retiring after nine years in the N. B. A., Brown and Coach Red Auerbach can look forward to a nucleus of Bob Cousy, Bill Sharman, Bob Brannum and Togo Palazzi. Palazzi proved conclusively in the last two playoff games that he belongs.


CELTICS EYE SHARE


Red Morrison must show he has the stuff to be Boston’s “big man,” but Don Barksdale does not appear to be the answer to the rugged rebounding needed. Should there be a chance to buy Milwaukee’s Chuck Share, Brown will toss his bankroll again at Ben Kerner.


The Celtics must come up with a big man, an able rebounder in the coming collegiate draft in April. Even then the chances of beating vastly improved Philadelphia with Tom Gola and others, Syracuse and New York for the three playoff berths loom as decidedly tough.


Brown and Auerbach can look ahead to 1957, which will see them picking up Lou Tsiropoulos, Cliff Hagan and either Holy Cross’ Tom Heinsohn or one of the many brilliant seniors of next year leaving school. Ramsey feels he may be out of the Army by January, 1957.


The Boston Celtics’ lineup in the winter of 1957 could well read: centers, Share and Morrison; forwards, Palazzi, Hagan, Wally Stokes (possible draft choice this spring) and either Jack Nichols or Bob Brannum. In the back court, Bob Cousy, Bill Sharman, Frank Ramsey and Tsiropoulos.


Brown, of course, is pleased with the improved attendance this year and feels that New England fans like what they saw.


CELTS WIN PLAYOFF OPENER


ONE OF 3 BEST COUSY EVER PLAYED


March 18, 1956 • by Clif Keane


Of all the basket ball games Bob Cousy has played, collegiate and professional, there are three that stand out.




1. A sensational display against Columbia in a losing cause when the Holy Cross whiz brought his club from far back late in the game with six baskets in slightly more than two minutes.


2. The 50-point display Cousy offered against the Syracuse Nats three years ago to bring the Celtics a four-overtime victory in the playoffs.


3. Yesterday against the same Nats.




There have been times when Cousy was more spectacular, but careless somewhere through the game. Many times he scored more than the 29 he poured through the basket yesterday. But never had he shown such mechanical perfection as against those Nats yesterday.


COUSY RELISHES VICTORY


The great player was quick to put the performance among his all-time best, especially since it came against the club he loves to whip. Those taunts from Al Cervi over the years have given Cousy a bitter hate for the Nats, and he sat licking his lips like a kid who was finishing off a double-decked ice-cream cone.


“Nice to beat those guys,” he said in the Celtics’ dressing room. “And I guess it was one of my best games, all right. I don’t think I ever ran that much in two years on a court. But I wanted to win that game, so bad.”


At the start, Cousy was a little fearful of just what was in store for him. At the other end of the court, Cervi had decided to use four big men, Dolph Schayes, Red Rocha, Ed Conlin and Earl Lloyd.


Who was going to cover the extra big man, who certainly would take either Cousy or Bill Sharman into the pivot with him?


As Cousy surveyed the huddled Nats’ group, he offered to take the man who would move into the hole. Undoubtedly it was going to be Conlin, who had about three inches on Cousy and undoubtedly would be fed the ball consistently to. “I figured out that my longer reach would help more than Sharman could offer,” said Cousy. “And I knew that with Sid Borgia refereeing under the basket, he wouldn’t let Conlin get away with any backing in on me.”


EVERYTHING OK AFTER CALL


“So I told Red [Auerbach] to let me handle him,” said Cousy. “And sure enough, Conlin backed in on me early in the first quarter and Borgia called it on him. After that we were all right.”


Cousy thought the Nats would hardly curl up and be easy bait for the second game at Syracuse Monday night. “But we can lick them up there,” he said. “And if we don’t, we’ll beat them back here on Wednesday night.”


Sharman, who had Rocha covering him until the Nats decided their strategy of four big men wasn’t the answer, played another of his typically strong games, scoring 20 points.


Defensively, he stuffed George King inside his shirt, and the clever backcourt player, who usually gives the Celtics stretches of torment, wound up with only nine points.


RIVAL OWNER RAPS COUSY


“Why didn’t they call some fouls on Cousy out there with Conlin?” asked Nats owner Danny Biasone. “Who is he that he can get away with pawing at everyone?”


“Aw, that wasn’t it,” said Cervi. “Cousy played a helluva ballgame.”


“Yeah, you’re right,” said Biasone. “At his very best out there today. But I think we can still lick them, huh, Al?”


He didn’t get too much consolation from Cervi, who half-smiled and said, “Well, let’s hope we can. They’re tough.”


“The guy [Cousy] was marvelous,” said captain Paul Seymour. “I never saw him better against us, anyway. A great show he put on out there.”


‘We Read the Papers’. Nats Were ‘Up’ and Fighting Mad at Story of Illegal Benches, Ball.


March 22, 1956 • by Herb Ralby


Bob Cousy, his head in his hands, and his eyes full of tears, sat stunned on one bench in the Celtics dressing room.


On another bench were Bill Sharman and coach Red Auerbach staring into space.


It just didn’t seem possible to them that they had been eliminated from the N. B. A. playoffs by the underdog Syracuse Nationals.


“Nichols, Loscutoff, Hemric, Macauley,” muttered Auerbach. “They just couldn’t put the ball in the basket. Syracuse couldn’t miss. It was one of those nights.”


Bob Brannum, former Celt and now a prosperous candy salesman, was moving around consoling his ex-mates.


“That second-period stretch was the killer,” he said. “They got seven straight baskets on seven shots. Man, that’s real shooting. Schayes, Kenville, [Dick] Farley. They couldn’t miss.”


Arnie Risen, the eight-year veteran of N. B. A. competition, came over and put his arm around Auerbach.


“Sorry, coach,” he consoled. “We just couldn’t seem to get that big basket.”


The 6-9 Risen, whose brilliant third-period play almost lifted the Celtics from a 12-point deficit into the lead, could offer no explanation.


“Some nights they drop for you,” he said. “Other nights they don’t. Everything they shot went right through the hoop tonight. We were bouncing them off the rim.”


There was no denying that Syracuse was “up” for the deciding game and amid joyous war whoops and lifting their elated coach, Al Cervi, on their shoulders in the dressing, George King explained why.


INCENSED BY NEWS STORIES


“You guys (referring to the writers) won the game for us just as you have the past couple of years,” King declared. “Two years ago we were just the garbage of the league. Last year we were something else.


“This time you claimed we used an over-inflated ball and had illegal benches. The boys were pretty mad at those accusations just as they were at the charges the past two years and we took it out on the Celtics.”


Cervi admitted he didn’t have to give his boys a pep talk before the game.


“We all read the papers,” he said.


Auerbach Will Be Back in Fall; Brown Sees Hub Sold on Game


March 24, 1956 • by Jack Barry


Mid-season rumors that had Coach Red Auerbach of the Celtics accepting a college coaching offer were shattered last night at the Celtics breakup dinner.


He is definitely returning to coach Boston next year.


Auerbach told his player last night, “You had better be in condition when you report next year. If you’re not, don’t show up.” He smiled: “That means I’ll be back.”


Owner Walter Brown expressed his disappointment that the Celtics were eliminated from the playoffs, but said, “After 48 hours to think it over I don’t feel quite so badly.


“We had two jobs to do here in Boston. First, to sell basket ball, which I think we’ve done, and second, to try and win a championship.


“We haven’t had the championship yet, but we can’t get discouraged. This year’s team, picked fourth before the season, gave it all they had. I’ll always be proud of them,” Brown continued.


Brown singled out his three old pros, Ed Macauley, Bob Cousy and Bill Sharman, for special mention, saying, “I’ll never be able to do enough for them.”
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Bill Russell dunks with 2 seconds remaining and sends the matchup with the Sixers into overtime, February 9, 1969.
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THE BILL RUSSELL DYNASTY


(1957-1969)


A full measure of Bill Russell’s impact on the sport of basketball, culture, race, and American society as a whole requires not sentences, paragraphs, or chapters, but volumes. And yet his seismic and unmatchable effect on the Celtics can be found in seven neat words, tucked away in Globe writer Jack Barry’s game story on the championship-clinching victory over the Philadelphia Warriors on April 27, 1964.


“Russell,” he wrote, “who does not know how to lose, led the Celtics to their seventh world title in eight years…”


Who does not know how to lose. It was the perfect, matter-of-fact summation not just of Russell’s tenure with the Celtics but also of his basketball life as a whole. During his time at the University of San Francisco and then as the fulcrum of the Celtics’ dynasty, his teams played in 21 winner-take-all games. Russell’s record in such games? 21-0.


No, Russell’s Celtics did not win every year during his 13 with the franchise, including the last four (1966-69) as player/coach. They fell in the 1958 Finals, Russell’s second year, to Bob Pettit and the St. Louis Hawks in six games, but there was a caveat. Russell missed Games 4, 5, and most of 6 after spraining his ankle in Game 3. And the Celtics did not win the title in 1967, falling to rival Wilt Chamberlain and the Philadelphia 76ers in six games in the East finals.


In all, the Celtics won 11 championships in Russell’s 13 seasons, starting with his rookie year in 1957, when fellow freshman Tommy Heinsohn scored 37 points and grabbed 23 rebounds in a Game 7 double-overtime victory over the Hawks. The Celtics won in Russell’s final year, 1969, when, despite finishing in fourth place in the East during the regular season, they found their form during the postseason, beating the Lakers of Chamberlain, Jerry West, and Elgin Baylor by 2 points in the seventh game of the Finals in Los Angeles.


In between those losses in 1958 and 1967, the Celtics won eight straight titles, with Russell’s Celtics eliminating Chamberlain’s team five times in that span. It was fitting, then, that when the Celtics prevailed in 1969—leaving balloons, prematurely placed for a Lakers celebration, suspended in the Forum rafters—Chamberlain, who habitually shrunk in big moments, pulled himself from the game, his disgusted coach Butch van Breda Kolff refusing to put him back in.


Chamberlain, who once scored 100 points in a game and averaged over 50 in a single season, is arguably the greatest individual player in basketball history. Russell is inarguably the greatest team player, his relentless rebounding and unprecedented shot-blocking prowess changing the sport from a horizontal to vertical game. Before or since, there is no more successful professional team athlete than Russell in American sports history. He lost, occasionally. He did not ever know how to lose.


Russell’s reach and his fearlessness were not limited to the basketball court. “He is,” Bob Ryan once wrote admiringly, “one of the most independent thinkers and magnetic personalities in the history of American athletics.” Russell was a trailblazer among athletes using their platforms to take a stand on social and cultural issues. In 1963, he attended Martin Luther King Jr.’s “I Have a Dream” speech in front of the Lincoln Memorial during the march in Washington. In 1967, he joined other prominent Black athletes in speaking out in support of Muhammad Ali’s refusal to serve in the Vietnam War.


When two of the Celtics’ Black players were refused service at a hotel café in Kentucky in 1961, Russell helped organize a player boycott of a pre-season game against the St. Louis Hawks. While race was never a factor in Red Auerbach’s assemblage of his team—the Celtics featured the first all-Black starting lineup in league history during a game against St. Louis in 1964, and he tabbed Russell as his coaching successor, making him the first Black coach in the history of American team sports—Russell endured vile threats and behavior. While the Celtics were on a road trip in 1963, an intruder broke into Russell’s home in Reading, defecated on his bed, and destroyed his trophy case. His relationship with Boston remained complicated for decades, though it softened in his later years.


The move that brought Russell to the Celtics was the preeminent example of Auerbach’s uncanny abilities to identify talent and then maneuver to acquire the players he coveted. He persuaded two teams in 1956 not to draft Russell, getting one, the St. Louis Hawks, to trade its pick to him for two players, Ed Macauley and Cliff Hagan, then persuading the other, the Rochester Royals, to bypass Russell, offering some arena-filling Ice Capades dates as an enticement.


The acquisition of Russell, who would win five Most Valuable Player awards, was far from the only example of Auerbach’s roster-building savvy. Bob Cousy and Bill Sharman were already established as the league’s most dynamic back court when Russell arrived, and their fast-break style benefited enormously from Russell’s shot-blocking, rebounding, and deft outlet passes. Heinsohn (a territorial pick from Holy Cross) and defensive stopper K. C. Jones, Russell’s San Francisco teammate, were also selected in 1956, making it unquestionably the best single-team draft class in NBA history.


Each year, it seemed Auerbach added a new stalwart to the mix. Sharpshooting Sam Jones arrived in 1957 and would become a star in his own right, twice scoring 51 points in a game, including once in the playoffs. Steady Tom “Satch” Sanders arrived in 1960, then in 1962, the tireless and diversely talented John Havlicek came aboard after failing to make the Cleveland Browns as a wide receiver. Havlicek, who still ranks as the Celtics’ all-time leading scorer, pulled off one of the most memorable feats in franchise history when his steal (“Havlicek stole the ball!” hollered play-by-play voice Johnny Most) saved Game 7 of the 1965 East finals against Philadelphia.


During the Russell dynasty, the Celtics featured the greatest winner the sport had ever seen and a trove of supporting talent so rich that eight members of the 1961 team, plus Auerbach, eventually made the basketball Hall of Fame—and that was before Havlicek arrived. There has never been anything like it, and never will be again.


CELTICS GET BIG GUY


BILL RUSSELL ACQUIRED FROM HAWKS. TEAMMATE JONES, HEINSOHN, HOUSTON OTHER SELECTIONS


May 1, 1956 • by Herb Ralby


The nation’s most publicized basket ball player—Bill Russell of San Francisco—was acquired by the Boston Celtics at the annual draft of college players yesterday, but Celtics boss Walter Brown may have to vie with Abe Saperstein of the Globetrotters for his services.


The Celtics gained the rights to the 6-10 center through a deal with St. Louis. Ed Macauley was traded to the Hawks in return for the Hawks’ No. 1 draft choice. Rochester had the first shot at the defensive star but passed over him in favor of Si Green of Duquesne.


St. Louis, the second-poorest team in the N. B. A., then had rights to Russell and surrendered him to Boston.


Les and Jack Harrison, owners of the Rochester club, are believed to have shied away from the high salary Russell will command. Besides, Celtics’ Pres. Walter Brown, Fred Zollner of the Fort Wayne Pistons and Abe Saperstein of the Globetrotters are the only basket ball executives believed willing to pay the price for Russell.


In addition to Russell, the Celtics took K. C. Jones, Russell’s play-making teammate at San Francisco who is credited with setting up the big center.


Tom Heinsohn of Holy Cross, the Celtics’ territorial choice, was also drafted. No other team in either loop of the N. B. A. took advantage of its territorial choice.


Another local player, Jim Houston of Brandeis, was the ninth draft pick of the Celtics.


Neither Jones nor Russell will be available for the opening of the Celtics’ 1957 season since the San Francisco stars have announced plans to play for the United States Olympic team. Olympic basket ball competition ends in mid-December.


Jones, in addition, is due to enter service but this will not upset Coach Red Auerbach’s backcourt plans. “The other teams didn’t want to wait for him,” Red said, “but our back court is in good shape and we can afford to wait.”


Obtaining Russell will give the Celtics the big rebounder and defensive man they have long sought and is the best thing that’s ever happened at a draft meeting, according to Auerbach.


“He’s the greatest defensive center I’ve ever seen,” Auerbach said. “Sure he has weaknesses but they’ll be remedied. He gives me a big man for the future.”


Bill Sharman, Gentleman


May 9, 1956 • by Ted Ashby


CONDENSING IN ONE SENTENCE an appraisal of Bill Sharman, Boston Celtics back court torch, an observer could accurately describe him: “In nature, behavior and appearance, a gentleman.” There are many other interesting notes about Sharman, however. One is that some of his 10 sports coats can be seen almost as far away as those new lights, most powerful in the world, on top of the Empire State Building.
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THOSE JACKETS don’t glow at night, so there have been no reports from airline pilots who might have sighted them flying over West Newton, where he lives with his wife and three children. There is an unusual thing about Mrs. Sharman, also. It’s her name, which is Illeana. “Her mother,” Bill explained, “named her after an English silver pattern.”
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WILLIAM WALTON SHARMAN got out of Texas just in time. He was only 2 when his father and mother, John and Olyamae, took him from Abilene to California. Another year or so of inoculation with the expansive Texas philosophy and he might have thought they were crossing the border into the United States. Maybe he’d have wanted Rhode Island as a field in which to play cops and robbers.
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Celtics players Frank Ramsey, left, and Bill Sharman hold Christmas gifts for Boston Globe readers in December, 1957.
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BILL ALWAYS has been a winner, always a money-maker. In high school he worked Summers sewing up sacks of wheat and barley at $8 and $10 a day. When he was graduated from the University of Southern California he was signed by the Brooklyn Dodgers. It meant an automatic $78 in the movies when, sitting at a desk, his only speaking part might be: “Good morning, Mr. Smith.”
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HE’S HAD 100 more-or-less minor movie parts, in 10 of which he had speaking lines. In “Athena,” a story of health addicts, he doubled for Louis Calhern, executing some fancy gymnastics. He also was an alleged weight-lifter in that story. For $100 a day, he fled before a somewhat peaceful leopard which, nevertheless, had all its teeth.
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“I DECIDED at one time to be a dentist,” said Bill, “and took two years of pre-med at U. S. C. But I don’t believe I ever would have been completely satisfied if I hadn’t gone into professional sports. I gave up baseball because the Dodgers didn’t seem to have any very definite plans for my future. Tennis, well, I once went to the National Junior championships. Golf? Played it, maybe, 15 times.”






[image: image]








COURTEOUS, MANNERLY, well-spoken Bill, father of Jerry, 10; Nancy, 6; Janice, 2, can see a long way down the road. Of the 10 positions offered him when the Celtics closed their season this year, he took a public relations job with Cody Distributing Company here. It isn’t a case of the firm hiring a “name.” By the time he closes his basket ball career in three or four years he hopes to be a real wheel in the organization.
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IF EVERYTHING else collapses, which is far from likely, Bill and his wife have 40 acres of land out in California. His present plans are to settle permanently in Greater Boston. But if ever he has to fall back on that acreage, there is enough cotton growing on it to stuff in the tops of 28,000,000,000 bottles of aspirin.


First-Year Players Seldom Praised


AUERBACH PULLS SWITCH, LAUDS FRESHMAN HEINSOHN


October 31, 1956 • by Jerry Nason


Standard dependables in our trade are:




1. Lloyd Jordan (Harvard) shuns sophomore football players as if they were pit vipers.


2. Red Auerbach (Celtics) won’t lavish praise on N. B. A. first-year players… especially his own.




So it goes. Jordan is using sophomores this year, reluctantly or otherwise… and Auerbach is enthusiastically beating his gums about “freshman” Tom Heinsohn.


“Heinsohn,” he promised, “is going to be a star.


“Not many first-year men do it… but I think he’s going to give us double figures as a scorer. He has too many good moves for them to stop him.”


Red was not one of Heinsohn’s ardent admirers when the young gentleman was operating for Holy Cross. “Indifferent attitude,” Red observed. “When a mistake is made he loafs back up the court.” His change of heart is newsworthy.


“Not a change of heart,” Red explained, “but a change in Heinsohn. He realizes that in the pros you go all out. He’s watched the Cooz break his neck on defense.


“Heinsohn has the professional attitude. He’ll be a star.”


Auerbach is a candid guy who manages, often, to wedge his size 9 foot in his oral cavity.


The Heinsohn incident is a case in point. The big boy was in the Celtics’ draft territory (100-mile radius). Naturally somebody asked Red, “What do you think of Heinsohn?”


And quite as naturally ol’ honest-as-the-day-is-long Auerbach replied, “I don’t like his attitude. He’ll have to hustle to play N.B.A. ball.”


Much was made of Auerbach’s remark… calling back the days when he had suggested that another Holy Cross hero, Bob Cousy, was something less than a superman.


“Cousy,” it was Auerbach’s candid appraisal, “won’t be great until he learns how to play defense.”


A lot of feelings were hurt… but not Cousy’s. His pride, maybe, took a jolt. But Auerbach was right. The N.B.A. picked Cousy’s pocket on defense for a season… but when he learned defense he became the greatest player in the game.


Auerbach—“I know I have a bad habit of speaking out with the truth.”


Bill Russell to Play for Celtics; Olympic Star Arrives in Boston


December 17, 1956 • by Clif Keane


Alas, Bill Russell is going to sign with the Celtics Wednesday, but he isn’t the “big man” the Boston basket ball team has been looking for the past 10 years.


The San Franciscan checked into Boston yesterday with his bride of a week and brazenly admitted he lacked ⅜’s of an inch of being 6-10, a height that is given the official seal of a “big man” in professional basket ball. But he looks as though he’ll do.


The Russells arrived by plane from Chicago, where the leading collegiate player of ’56—and member of the winning Olympic team at Melbourne—had participated in a round-robin tournament over the weekend.


Celtics owner Walter Brown, who met the Russells at the airport, said that Russell hasn’t definitely agreed to terms. “But I don’t anticipate any trouble signing Bill,” Brown said.


“I’m quite sure the announcement will come Wednesday,” said Brown. “And I hope he will be able to play in the game against St. Louis here (nationwide TV) on Saturday afternoon.”


Russell, well poised though he said it was his very first press conference, admitted he “had about agreed to terms with Mr. Brown.”


Russell mentioned that he was born in Louisiana and moved to Oakland after attending the third grade. He said he is 22 and weighed around 215.


“And I’m 6-feet-nine and five-eighth’s inches tall,” he said. “Though I haven’t measured myself for a couple of weeks. It could be I’m getting closer to six-ten at that.


“You know,” he said, “there was a time in my life I was scared to go to sleep, afraid I’d be growing all night long.”


By now he was warming up—and he answered the questions hurled at him thusly:


Q. “How about your shooting? Is it pretty good or as bad as some people say?”


A. “Haven’t you heard? It’s atrocious. I can’t shoot at all. I shoot lefthanded but I like to think I’m ambidextrous. What was my average in college? In the second year it was 48 percent, the junior year 54 percent and the last year 51 percent. Yeah, I dropped all the way from 54 to 51 percent in a year. Isn’t that awful?”


Q. “What is your favorite shot?”


A. “From directly above the hoop. That’s a good percentage shot, believe me.”


Q. “How do you think you’ll make out in professional basket ball?”


A. “Life is a matter of adjustment. One adjustment after another. I’ll do my very best to make that adjustment.”


Q. “What was the Russian basket ball team like in the Olympics?”


A. “Very good fundamentally, but they put special emphasis on specialties. For instance, one man was a hooker and the next a jump shooter and the next a driver. That’s not the way to do it. A man needs a lot of things to play, not a specialty.”


How Russell Did


ROOKIE NERVOUS BUT PROMISING; TROUBLES PETTIT ON DEFENSE


December 23, 1956 • by Jack Barry


Bill Russell played 21 minutes in his Celtics debut yesterday, entering the game at the five-and-one-half-minute mark of the first period to tremendous cheering.


The big fellow gave a good account of himself defensively, and indicated that, with experience, he will pick up on offense.


Russell took 11 shots, the majority of the left-hand soft hook and push shot variety and scored on three. He had a bad day at the foul line, missing all four.


BLOCKS PETTIT SHOTS


He picked up early fouls, covering 7-foot Chuck Share and was tagged with three personals by half-time.


Late in the game, however, the 6-10 Celtic rookie blocked three successive shots from the league’s leading scorer, Bob Pettit, which is no mean feat.


This gave indication he can do likewise against the league’s lanky jump shooters, who have been raising havoc against the Celtics over the years.


After the game Russell admitted he was nervous even before the game started.… “And I was a lemon at the foul line… I guess I really choked on ’em out there,” said the rookie.


Arnie Risen in particular had good things to say about Russell.… “He’ll get better as he goes along,” Risen said. “Right now, he’ll block any shooter in the league who shoots straight over head and turns and shoots straight from the pivot, because he’s so tall and can get up so… and he’ll murder them on our defensive board.”


Russell took quite a few rebounds off the defensive board late in the game and wound up with 16 in all.


Will Russell Revolutionize Pro Game?


December 24, 1956 • by Jack Barry


Bill Russell may revolutionize the game of basket ball.


Up until now great scorers like Pettit and Mikan or playmakers like Cousy have been the type of players to draw crowds for professional basket ball.


Yet Russell could be the first player to become a drawing card on his defensive ability.


More than 11,000 watched the new Celtic center Saturday at the Garden score only three baskets. And most of these people think Russell will do.


Right now, Russell is not a good shooter—at least not by pro standards. He had a .59 percent shooting average in his last year as a collegian, but he looked weak with his left hand from around the keyhole area Saturday…


Freddy Scolari, ex-Celtic, who has seen Russell two years on the Coast, says, “Bill is not a good shooter, not yet. And must learn to make himself a better foul shooter.


“He should get the Celtics about 12 points a game right now, I’d say,” said Scolari.


But… the Celtics’ need isn’t for shooters.


The Celtics are paying Russell to rebound, block shots, play the high pivot, hand off and cover the jump shooters.


For years the Celtics have been losing the close ones because guys like jump-shooting Paul Arizin, George Yardley and Bob Pettit have been murdering them with high double-figure games.


Others include Neil Johnston with his hook shot. Dolph Schayes and center giants like Larry Foust, Chuck Share and Clyde Lovellette.


On two of the three occasions when Russell was inserted in the game Saturday, the Celtics gained points before he came out.


Says Matt Zunic, Boston University coach, who played in the old Basket Ball Association of America with Red Auerbach’s Washington Caps: “I’ll say Russell will help. He’s even helping right now. Give him once around the loop then see.


“But watch him hand off and follow up. Why, he’ll play that high pivot, block for Cousy and Sharman, set them up, hand off, and everything. And as he goes along he’ll step and drive. They may never stop him from deep inside.”


Behind all the comment on the “daring gamble” the Celtics took in risking the loss of established star Ed Macauley and tossing in a promising rookie such as Cliff Hagan to “chance” the procurement of Bill Russell… Red Auerbach just smiles.


ST. LOUIS WINNER, 100-98.


Auerbach, Celtics’ Coach, Punches Owner of Hawks.


April 7, 1957 • by Jack Barry


ST. LOUIS—Fireworks were in order even before the Boston Celtics-Hawks game started at Kiel Auditorium tonight before 10,040, when Coach Red Auerbach of the Celts punched owner Ben Kerner of the Hawks. Kerner bled from the mouth after the blow which followed a wordy battle.


It was a fitting prelude to one of the year’s most hectic basket ball games, which St. Louis won, 100 to 98, on Bob Pettit’s 25-foot jump shot in the dying seconds of play.


Auerbach had complained about the weight of the basket balls to be used and then insisted that the height of the baskets be measured.


Ladders were brought out and Referees Arnie Heft and Sid Borgia observed the measuring, with the rims of the hoop being declared the necessary 10 feet from the floor.


Kerner, then, according to Auerbach, called the Celtics’ coach a “bush leaguer,” and Red let go with a left, clipping the Hawks’ owner on the chin.


“I’m no Johnny Most,” said Auerbach, “who does he think he is.” (Most and Kerner had physical differences here a year ago with punches thrown.)


Police, ushers and players separated the pair.


Pettit’s 25-foot jump shot, his 26th point, pulled out the thrilling victory for the underdog Hawks, who took a 2 to 1 lead in the best-of-seven for the N.B.A. title in Kiel Auditorium before excited customers.


Mostly Johnny


April 12, 1957 • by Ted Ashby


THE 13-YEAR-OLD BOY who sang “Wagon Wheels” over a New York radio station is today, 20 years later, the exciting voice of the Boston Celtics, Johnny Most. The microphone didn’t frighten him then, and it obviously doesn’t now. The live audience, however, scared him more or less rigid. Not so today, not even that chap at Fort Wayne who heckled him every game the Celtics played there for four years.


“HE HAD the same seat near me for each game,” Most grinned. “Every time Fort Wayne got ahead, he’d give it to me good. We kept up a running gun-fight, so to speak. I didn’t mind it, except that he tried to yell loud enough so that his remarks would carry over my microphone. Some of them did, too, and were obscene. What completely frustrated me was that he always left two minutes before the game ended.”


BECAUSE of his highly emotional reactions to what is taking place before him, John probably is the most-talked-about sportscaster of the moment. Comments vary. “He’s great.” “He’s crazy.” “He should leave the rulings to the officials.” “He knows basket ball, and he really gives you the ball game.” “He entertains me. I don’t know which I enjoy more, Most, himself, or the contest.”


TO ALL THIS, the controversial Johnny remarks: “I get myself all worked up before a game so that I CAN be excited. Furthermore, I think it’s part of my job to convince the listeners that the games are worthwhile for them to come and see. And, traveling with, eating with, plus, as was the case last year, actually living with the Celtics makes it virtually impossible to be impartial.”


“DO YOU,” someone interrupted, “ever say anything you later regret?” He responded: “I know you don’t mean anything such as profanity, for I never use it. I will say quite frankly, though, that at a pitch of great excitement I have said things which, after I calm down, I would just as soon wish I hadn’t said. It takes me several hours after a game to come from the emotional level where I’ve been.”


HIS first sports broadcast, after his voice cracked at 15 while singing for money, and a whirl at radio acting didn’t work out, was as a pinch-hitter in 1947 at a small radio station in Pennsylvania. He has since broadcast for the New York football Giants, Brooklyn Dodgers, New York Knickerbockers, and on a sports show with the unforgettable Johnny Mize, among other pro jobs.


SAID MOST, who currently is doing an afternoon disc jockey show for WVDA (the station is considering giving him a five-hour stint): “I would say I’m fairly excitable, yes. And I completely and absolutely enjoy myself broadcasting a game. I like music, especially swing. I like to write serious poetry. And I have a secret ambition. Some day I’d like to be a sports columnist. I’d like to be one right now, for that matter.”


JOHN’S athletic career would not get him into any Hall of Fame. He did, though weighing only 165, play high school and college (Alabama) baseball, basket ball and football. His father (a dentist) and mother, John and Rose Most of the Bronx, insisted he go to college. “Let’s just say I was an unnatural athlete. I had to work awfully hard to make the teams. I like to put it this way—I was the only spectator with a number on his back.”






[image: image]

(First panel) Arnie Risen splits the St. Louis defense of Jack McMahon, left, and Bob Pettit to score an important basket, while (second panel) Bob Cousy gets a shot up against Med Park during the 1957 Finals.








Finale Goes 2 Overtimes. Celtics Win NBA Title, Beat Hawks, 125-123


April 14, 1957 • by Jack Barry


The Celtics, after an 11-year wait, pushed the blood pressure of 13,909 rooters to the bursting point before edging the game St. Louis Hawks, 125 to 123, in a double-overtime thriller at the Garden yesterday afternoon to win their first National Basket Ball Association championship.


Although it was a team victory, owner Walter Brown had the firmest handshakes for Tommy Heinsohn, Frank Ramsey, Bill Russell and a grand ole’ pro, Arnie Risen.


Heinsohn, banishing any doubt that he is the freshman of the year, totaled 37 points, took 23 rebounds and scored eight of the Celtics’ 22 markers in the double overtime.


Russell scored the game-saving basket at the end of regulation play. Then he topped this with a tremendous block on Jack Coleman’s shot which would have given the Hawks the victory.


In addition, the Celtics’ second great freshman took 32 balls off the boards in a terrific defensive exhibition and counted three points in overtime.


Ramsey delivered seven of his club’s eight points in the first overtime. Then he tossed in a 20-foot push shot to extend the Celtics second-overtime margin to 124 to 121, which practically meant the ball game.


Risen, playing his 12th year of professional basketball, left the game via the six-foul route to a tumultuous ovation. He played 20 minutes, hit six in 12 from the floor, took 10 rebounds and hustled all the way.


Oddly, the Celts won with the greatest backcourt in pro ball’s history, Bill Sharman and Bob Cousy contributing only five floor baskets.


PHILLIP, NICHOLS SHARP


Andy Phillip and Jack Nichols added 13 points while playing a total of 19 minutes. And Phillip made fine defensive contributions. Bob Pettit, in 56 minutes of action, had 39 points, 19 rebounds and 11 of 13 at the line.


Players evicted on fouls were Jack Coleman, Hagan, Ed Macauley and Jack McMahon for the visitors, plus Heinsohn and Risen.


With the score in the second overtime tied at 121 and two and one-half minutes left, Ramsey calmly converted a free try when hit by Macauley. It was Easy Ed’s sixth, so Hannum came off the bench for the first time in three weeks.


This move, a necessity, had a decided bearing on the outcome.


Here Russell went high to block Med Park’s goal try and with possession the Celts saw the amazingly cool Ramsey hit a right-hand push shot from outside the key for a 124-121 lead as the house resounded with cheers.


[Slater] Martin sank a free throw, cutting the Celts’ lead to one point. Then Slater stole from Ramsey at midcourt. Hannum missed a shot but the Hawks got the ball out-of-bounds.


The canny Phillip fouled Park, who made one, but missed the second. This was actually a break for the visitors, because they got the rebound and had a possible chance for a game-winning basket.


But with 17 seconds left and the Hawks trailing, 124-123, Hannum was called for “traveling” by Mendy Rudolph and that was all Boston needed.


Desperate, Hannum then was all over Jim Loscutoff for a personal foul. Loscutoff made the first of two, missing the second.


Then with one second left, Hannum hurled the ball the length of the court and both Bob Pettit and Park had shots, each missing.


The bell ending the game—which saw the lead change 38 times and the score tied 20—brought fans pouring onto the floor. They picked up the Celtics—especially Heinsohn—and paraded to the team’s dressing rooms.


St. Louis Beats Celtics, Takes NBA Title


PETTIT GETS 50; HAWKS WIN, 110-109


April 13, 1958 • by Jack Barry


ST. LOUIS—The St. Louis Hawks defeated the Celtics, 110-109, to capture the final playoffs here tonight, with Bob Pettit scoring 50 points before a packed house at Kiel Auditorium.


The great Hawk forward had 19 points in the last quarter, during which the Celtics came from behind to lead by a point at the 4-minute mark.


But Pettit, with 11 straight points at one stage, and five more later on, pulled the Hawks ahead.


The last minute was a tug-of-war with the Celtics having two chances to pull ahead.


With the Hawks leading, 105-104 and the Celtics in possession of the ball, Bill Sharman was called for charging.


Again, the Celtics had a chance when Tommy Heinsohn missed a foul when the Celtics trailed by a point.


Pettit finished off his scoring spree in the last few seconds, scoring on a short jumper and a layup, while Sharman wound off the Celtics’ scoring with 10 seconds left.


RUSSELL RAPS DIXIE INSULT


BROWN BACKS UP CELTICS STAR; ‘I’LL NEVER EMBARRASS MY PLAYERS’


November 26, 1958 • by Jack Barry


Bill Russell of the Celtics lashed out yesterday at the segregation treatment he received at Charlotte, N.C., Monday night, and it appears that the Boston Celtics will not book any more games south of the Mason-Dixon line.


“I don’t care if we ever go back down there,” said owner Walter Brown last night. “I know one thing, I’ll never do anything to embarrass my ballplayers.”


Russell and teammates K. C. Jones and Ben Swain stayed at a Negro hotel in Charlotte, while other Celtics spent the night at a downtown hotel. Sam Jones, the Celtics’ other Negro player, remained with his folks who live in the vicinity.


Minneapolis’ Negro players, Elgin Baylor, Ed Fleming and Alex Ellis, also stayed at the Negro hotel.


Russell told the Charlotte News, “I don’t believe in segregation. It’s against my principles. I came down here with my team and had to eat and sleep apart from them. I was shocked and hurt. I don’t think we’ll ever come back.”


Celtic coach Red Auerbach said it was Russell’s first trip South with the Celtics, but he had trouble once before in St. Louis, where a restaurant refused to serve the players with Russell along.


The occasion was the final playoffs last Spring. Russell, along with Bob Cousy, Tommy Heinsohn, and a couple of newspapermen, dropped into an all-night cafeteria, and when the counter man refused to serve Russell, the group left without ordering.


The incident was repeated at a second eating place. Finally Russell went to his hotel room without a late-night snack.


Said Auerbach, “The State Department has asked Bill to make a special foreign tour as an official good will ambassador. He received all these honors, represented his country in the Olympics and has trouble getting a place to stay and eat in this country.”


COUSY SAVES CELTS


CROWD CARRIES ACE OFF FLOOR. VETERAN STEERS BOSTON TO EASTERN CHAMPIONSHIP


April 2, 1959 • by Francis Rosa


The old master.


What else can you call Bob Cousy?


That’s what coach Red Auerbach called him in the Celtics’ dressing room as he gently tapped his left arm after Boston had beaten Syracuse, 130 to 125, to win the N.B.A.’s Eastern Division crown.


Cousy was stretched out on his back on a table in the middle of the floor. He looked too weary to get up and take off his uniform. For more than 10 minutes he stayed on the table.


“If the next series (vs. Minneapolis, starts Saturday) is any tougher than this,” said Cousy, “I won’t be around here for the seventh game.”


He said it half jokingly. But there was no one to argue with him.


At game’s end, joyous Boston fans carried Cousy off the floor—a tribute seldom paid a professional athlete.


Cousy, probably still weak from a virus attack, had played himself into the floor in the last two minutes.


The Celtics had a three-point lead when Cousy reverted to the dribbling act that had first made him Boston’s Mr. Basketball. The obvious strategy for the Celtics (rebound ace Bill Russell had fouled out) was to wait out the 24-second clock before shooting. It had just the man to do it, Cousy.


He dribbled the ball around and through three Syracuse players. Then stopped and threw up a one-hander from the right edge of the keyhold. The ball hit the strings as the 24-second buzzer sounded. Boston had a 126 to 123 lead and that was the game.


Cousy had put on his show with his knees virtually buckling under him from exhaustion, his face almost distorted and with one eye on the clock.


He was hugged lovingly by Jim Loscutoff and Auerbach before the game was over. And later as Larry Costello fouled him in the backcourt, he patted his backcourt rival as if to say, “It’s all right.”


Then the fans were all over the court and Sam Jones, who played probably his best game of the season, was jumping up and down. The fans grabbed Cousy and carried him to the edge of the court. Then he was let down to grab the coattails of an usher and hurry to the dressing room.


How tired was he? “It isn’t just being physically tired,” he said. “It’s the emotional drain of a pressure game like this. We felt helpless out there when we were 16 points down in the first half. We had good shots, but the ball wasn’t going in. There’s nothing you can do—just feel helpless.”


Said Auerbach, “That’s one of the toughest games and one of the best teams we’ve played.”


“Bring on the Lakers,” Loscutoff shouted through a cigar.


And Cousy didn’t feel like moving off the table.


Somebody said to him, “Somebody slugged Arnie Heft (the referee).” “Slugged him?” asked Cousy, “They should have kissed him.”


He meant the officials had done a good job with a tough game. According to the officials a Syracuse fan insulted Heft, and Norman Drucker, the alternate official who was sitting nearby, tried to restrain the fan. Heft was cocking his arm to throw a punch when coach Paul Seymour of Syracuse stopped him.


What about the Lakers? “Let’s face it,” said Cousy, “they can’t be any tougher than Syracuse. Our biggest problem will be overconfidence.”


Celtics Sweep Lakers Series


April 10, 1959 • by Jack Barry


MINNEAPOLIS—Overcoming the Lakers for the fourth straight time in final series play and for the 22d consecutive time over a two-year period, the Boston Celtics became the first club in National Basketball Assn. history to win the world professional championship in four straight games.


Red Auerbach, only coach still in the business after 13 years of league play, was carried from the floor by his players as the Celtics, pressed to the limit and with their owner, Walter Brown, making one of his rare road appearances on hand, defeated their favorite cousins, 118 to 113, in a real thriller-diller from start to finish.


Proving once more they could win a pressure game on a foreign court, the Celtics looked to their big five of Bill Russell, Bob Cousy, Bill Sharman, Frank Ramsey and Tommy Heinsohn for a great clutch fourth period.


And the greatest five players ever rostered on a single club really came through with Sharman, playing his third magnificent game in a row, the leader this time, followed as usual by “money-in-the-bank” Ramsey.


Giving them vital possession when it meant the game was Russell, who grabbed 30 rebounds in all, with five of them coming in the closing moments of the final period when the Celtics were really pressed to protect their slim margin.


Heinsohn, who paced the first-half scorers with 17, chipped in with four needed points here, while Cousy, a bit off in his general play, had enough left to steer the Boston attack to victory per custom.


The game was tied 34-all at the end of the opening stanza, with Boston sporting slim leads of 64-62 and 88-87 at the ends of the next two before the triumph was finally achieved in the last period.


Not to be forgotten was big Gene Conley, who really made Coach Auerbach look great by finishing his Celtic career (maybe) with 10 points and eight needed rebounds.


The Lakers, determined to win one before their enthusiastic home following and in what was coach Johnny Kundla’s last pro game, before taking over the Univ. of Minnesota job, fought Boston to the end. They went ahead, 97 to 96, on Bobby Leonard’s drive-in at the fourth-minute mark of the final period.


The Celtics, still thinking of a possible long plane ride back here, then went to work in earnest. They scored 12 points against the Lakers four for a 108 to 101 reading with six minutes left.


Sharman had six of these, hitting three one-handers, with Ramsey, Cousy and Heinsohn contributing the other two-pointers.


A Russell basket partially offset baskets by Ed Fleming and Boo Ellis, along with a Leonard foul conversion, and Boston was in front, 110 to 106, with 4:38 left.


Sharman made a foul try, but Elgin Baylor, who reverted to his usual style, scoring 30 for the night, connected on a short jumper to place the Lakers three down, 111 to 108.


Here Ramsey set a beautiful pick for a 15-foot Sharman jump shot at the key and Mr. Russell rebounded twice on Laker misses to keep Boston in possession until Minny committed its seventh personal of the period with 2:46 left.


Russell made one of two attempts and Boston, with only four personals, saw Ramsey foul Baylor. Elgin, getting two tries, made both and Minny was four down, 114 to 110.


Here, after both Heinsohn and the Lakers’ Ellis missed floor shots, Cousy, taking the ball off the boards, led Heinsohn with a smart well-timed bouncing pass which Tommy took for a neat running layup and a 116 to 110 margin.


Then the Celtics took full advantage of the 24-second limit to run out the remaining time for the victory.


CELTS NIP WARRIORS ON HEINSOHN’S SHOT


CLINCH EASTERN CROWN ON REBOUND, 119 TO 117


March 25, 1960 • by Jack Barry


PHILADELPHIA—Tommy Heinsohn, greatest offensive rebounder in the National Basketball Association, came through tonight to tap in a rebound as the gong sounded to send the Celtics into their fourth straight championship play.


They downed the Warriors, 119 to 117, in a tension-packed sixth game to the dismay of 12,661 howling fans, the largest paid attendance in Philly’s pro history.


Heinsohn bashed home a rebound of a Bill Sharman missed shot, with practically the entire Warrior club surrounding him at the baseline directly under the Celtics hoop.


One could hear a pin drop in Conventional Hall, as Sid Borgia, after a moment’s hesitation, signaled “good” for the basket. That ended the Warriors’ hopes for the 1960 season.


After appearing in for another near rout as the crowd-encouraged Warriors sped to a 22 to 11 lead at the mid-way section of the opening period, the Celtics kept plugging away to tie, pass and then fall behind the home forces on the uncanny shooting of Woody Sauldsberry and Guy Rodgers.


Bob Cousy and Bill Sharman were off their game until Cousy shook the shackles of his lethargy and poor shooting to come through in the final moments of the clutch last period. Earlier it was Sam and K. C. Jones, along with the unheralded Gene Conley, who kept the Celtics apace of the favored Warriors.


Once again the Celtics had to fight themselves, as well as the home forces, for they gave up the ball 21 times, which the alert and grateful Warriors accepted for 30 big—and we mean big—points. Philly lost it 16 times for 15 Boston markers.


The ball game was won and lost from the 3:52 minute mark of the tension-packed final period with Philly in front 110 to 105. At this point both Wilt Chamberlain and Bill Russell had five personal fouls and each had to be extremely careful.


Heinsohn made two foul tosses and Conley bashed in a rebound moments later to cut the deficit to 110-109, with Philly calling time.


Arizin then connected on his specialty, a jumper from the key, but Russell equalized with a turnaround soft hook on the stilt.


Sauldsberry sent the fans into ecstasy as he drove on the foul-burdened Russell, something he seldom does, for a two-pointer.


After Rodgers missed, Cousy found the net with a soft right-hand push at the key on a break and Boston again was one point away, 113 to 114.


The Warriors then missed a pair of attempts including a rebound, and Sharman, fouled by Rodgers, made both attempts for a Celtics’ 115 to 114 advantage with 1:28 showing on the clock.


Here, however, Heinsohn fouled Arizin, and Paul converted both tries for 116 to 115, Philly lead with 1:11 left.


Chamberlain blocked a Celtic try here and Russell did likewise at the other end, but the alert Arizin grabbed the rebound, missed and Chamberlain, grabbing the rebound, was fouled by Conley for a three-for-two situation.


With a one-point margin, the Stilt evicted groans when he missed the first but sank the second, and then missed the vital penalty try, permitting Boston an opportunity to tie with a basket with only 35 seconds left.


This they did do after a time out, which saw Sharman come through with his patented jumper to the left of the key. With 30 seconds showing and the clubs knotted, 117 apiece, Cousy fouled Rodgers. Guy, who hit amazing jumpers all night, could not convert either of two free tries, with Russell grabbing the rebound and Boston calling its last time out.


With nine seconds left the play was to get Sharman to pass the ball in, take a return pass for the push shot. But Bill, played closely, drove in and flipped the ball up. Heinsohn had daylight from Chamberlain, who had moved over to double-team Sharman. Heinsohn went up and put the ball in.


The Celtics, joyously, did not wait for any “official” goal signal from either referee, jumping and pounding each other on the backs with Coach Red Auerbach leading them racing to their dressing room.


DOUBLE DRIBBLES


Basketball’s double axiom… weak foul shooting can kill you and a club can win with a strong bench was certainly proven tonight… Gene Conley, along with K. C. and Sam Jones, pulled the Celtics over the rough spots when Cousy and Sharman still found it difficult to hit their true stride… Conley, played loosely by the scornful Warriors, hit four push shots and two rebounds in the second half, had seven in eight from the floor and took 13 off the boards… Russell, going all the way, had 25 points, out-rebounding the Stilt 25 to 24 and five of his 11 baskets were soft turn hook shots over the defending Chamberlain… The Warriors, worst foul shooting team in the league, paid the penalty, dropping their chance for the big money, by muffing 15 in 42, while Boston made good on 30 in 35.


CELTS WORLD BEATERS


EARLY SPREE SINKS HAWKS, 122-103


April 10, 1960 • by Jack Barry


Clicking to near perfection, the Celtics saved one of their finest team performances for the finale yesterday to wallop the St. Louis Hawks, 122 to 103, and win their third world’s championship in four years, before a roaring crowd of 13,909 spectators at the Garden and a national television audience.


Red Auerbach’s lads proved their claim to one of the greatest teams ever. They were sparked by Bob Cousy, Frank Ramsey, Bill Russell and Sam Jones in winning the seventh and final game of the series.


Bob Cousy, who said earlier in the series he “was slipping,” was the Cousy of old. He was carried off the floor at the hectic conclusion. Cousy played all but one minute, scoring 19 points and handing off 14 assists.


Frank Ramsey aided immensely in lifting the Celtics with a brilliant first-half. He scored 24 points in all, while allowing rugged Cliff Hagan 19 points.


Bill Russell, who set a new playoff series total rebound record, outplayed Clyde Lovellette. He scored 22 points and collected 35 rebounds.


Sam Jones ignited a second-period spree, scoring 12 points himself and running the harassed Hawks’ back-liners into the boards to draw roars of applause from Garden followers.


Tommy Heinsohn scored 22 points, including two spectaculars early in the game-winning second stanza.


Gene Conley, who joins the Philadelphia Phillies tomorrow, added quite a bit, with a valuable three-pointer in the winning surge and seven needed rebounds.


Bob Pettit led the losers with 22 points while Cliff Hagan had 19 and Lovellette had 18. The back court tandem of Si Green and Johnny McCarthy had 17 and 16 points, respectively.


The sellout crowd saw the silken-smooth Celtics break open the game with a 41-point second period and thus become the first team to defend its N.B.A. title successfully since 1954 when the Minneapolis Lakers grabbed the crown for the third straight time.


The much speedier but smaller Boston club had forged leads three times in the series only to see the Hawks rebound on each occasion. But the Celtics poured on too much of everything in the payoff scrap.


The Celtics trailed by one point at the end of the opening period but outscored St. Louis, 14 to 2, in less than four minutes of the second quarter to grab a 43 to 32 advantage. Cousy and Heinsohn, Boston’s two Holy Cross products, tallied nine of those 14 points and that about spelled defeat for St. Louis as the Celtics built the margin to 18 points at halftime.


The shooting of Hagan and rookie Dave Piontek kept the Hawks in the game in Boston’s big second period, the two accounting for 15 of St. Louis’ 23 points.


St. Louis was able to narrow the gap only to 15 points in the third period. The closest the Hawks could come in the final quarter was 14 points, with Boston sitting on a 20-point bulge most of the way throughout the second half.


The Celtics sported a 64 to 52 margin with better than a minute to play when Sam Jones put the clincher on their hopes with two fast baskets.


Russell rebounded on his own hook try to feed Sam at the key for a short jumper and the speedy Jones cleverly faked a pass on a three-one break. He jumped at the keyhole area for a basket and a 68 to 52 Celtics margin.


Seconds before the final bell Ramsey intercepted a pass intended for his ex-Kentucky mate, Hagan, fed Cousy, sped down court to take a return flip from Bob and slip in a running layup in a picture move.


THAT’S 4 IN 5 YEARS.


C’S RETAIN NBA TITLE


April 12, 1961 • by Jack Barry


Proving their class the Celtics won their fourth world championship in five years as they rode to a magnificent 121 to 112 victory over the St. Louis Hawks in the fifth of the best-in-seven title series before a roaring “announced” 13,909 in the Garden last night.


Boston won the series four games to one.


Red Auerbach’s lads made their final appearance after 89 National Basketball Association games a rousing one, with a spectacular third period which presented the world champs at their greatest, offensively, defensively and in spirited team play, which had the fans out of their seats practically throughout the entire third 12-minute session.


The Hawks, giving their all early, had made it a real ball game, mainly on the merits of their shooting twins, Cliff Hagan and Bob Pettit, trailing 62 to 61 as the clubs left the floor at intermission.


Coming out for the third period, Red Auerbach started a quintet of Bill Russell, brilliant all night, Bob Cousy, Frank Ramsey, Sam Jones and rookie Tom Sanders.


Cracking out from the start the Celtics ran the amazed Hawks 8 to 0 to set the tempo for the entire 12-minute period, which saw Boston outscore the beleaguered visitors 37 to 23 to wrap up the contest.


Russell and Sanders dominated the boards here, with Cousy triggering the fast break, and finding time to score 13 points. Sam Jones had 10 in the session and Russell eight as Frank Ramsey checked the previously hot-handed Hagan, who had 17 in the first half.


Paul Seymour had to lift big Clyde Lovellette before three minutes of the frame, so speedy and effective was Russell’s offensive assault, with two running layups.


Pettit then was sat down with Boston in front, 76 to 65, and Hagan culled but eight points in the entire third period.


St. Louis got but one shot throughout the period. Russell and Sanders saw to that and the Celtics wrote a gaudy .577 shooting mark on the merits of 15 hoops in 26 attempts, while the offensive-stilled visitors could cull but nine in 27, so leech-like and aggressive were the Celtics’ entire quintet.


Sanders set the terrific tempo in the third period with a right-hand dunker after the tap with neat passing from Cousy to Sam Jones.


Cousy then bounced a nifty pass to Russell through the key for a running layup. Russell walked in on a pass from Sam Jones on a break. Sam went in a layup seconds later, as Boston continued to own its defensive board, for eight quick points. Coach Paul Seymour ordered time out and removed Clyde Lovellette.


Next to leave the premises a few plays later were the guards, Si Green and Johnny McCarthy for Lenny Wilkens and Al Ferrari as Boston’s backcourt was playing havoc with the visitors’ back-linesman.


Applause greeted a Celtic maneuver, which saw Sam Jones tap to Cousy, who hit Sanders on a break and Satch responded with a short assist to the speeding Sam underneath. It forced another St. Louis time out and the Celtics were in front, 70-63.


The Hawks didn’t quit. They just didn’t have neither the horses nor the bench to cope with the Celtics, who did not want a return trip to St. Louis.


And although Boston entered the final period sporting a 99 to 84 margin on the merits of the spectacular third period, with its defense taking as many bows as its offense, the game was not yet won.


Unable to keep up such a pace both ways, the Celtics fell into their old trouble of trying to do it individually and apparently felt a hit too snug with their fourth-period starting 99 to 84 margin.


Pecking away, while Boston fell off in its shooting, the Hawks suddenly found themselves back in contention, trailing 102 to 98 with fully seven minutes to go. Pettit got his second wind and Lenny Wilkens started to ball-steal and cash in on a tiring Cousy.


Here Heinsohn took over. Tommy, who has had an “in-and-out” series, sunk two foul shots against a single Hagan free throw and hit a jumper from scrimmage as the Celtics were standing around, not moving. Pettit kept the Hawks alive with a like jumper and Heinie hit again.


Here Heinsohn took the ball from Pettit to feed Cousy, who passed to Sam Jones for a neat side jumper, and the Celtics took a stronger 110-101 lead with 6:30 gone.


The teams matched points and fouls here with the Celtics killing final chances of the Hawks pulling a garrison finish. With two minutes left, Sam Jones ran away from his defender for another two-pointer. Russell then intercepted a Hawks pass, Ramsey took Bill’s feed to lock it up, 120-109.


Segregation Hits C’s Negro Stars


DENIED SERVICE AT KENTUCKY HOTEL, THEY FLY HOME


October 18, 1961


The planned happy homecoming for N.B.A. basketball stars Frank Ramsey and Cliff Hagan at Lexington, Ky., last night exploded into an unpleasant racial incident when Negro players on the Boston Celtics and St. Louis Hawks were denied service at a hotel coffee shop.


Five Negro members of the Celtics, Bill Russell, Sam Jones, K. C. Jones, Tom Sanders and Al Butler flew home after the refusal. So did Woody Sauldsberry and Cleo Hill of the Hawks. All refused to play in the exhibition game between the Celtics and Hawks at Memorial Coliseum.


Celtics’ team owner Walter Brown said that the team and players “will never be embarrassed like this again because the team will never enter into a situation such as this again.”


He said the entire Celtics squad could not consider leaving Lexington immediately because the game was under contract.


Boston’s division of the NAACP declined to comment immediately on the situation.


The players refused to play despite long discussions with their coaches.


Art Lang, manager of the Phoenix Hotel where the players were denied service at a coffee shop, said the hotel did not have discriminatory policies and that the refusal to serve the Negroes resulted from a misunderstanding.


C’s Stick with Defense; Collect Draftee Jackpot


GET HAVLICEK, FOLEY, HADNOT, 2 B.C. PLAYERS


March 27, 1962 • by Jack Barry


“All I can say is I’m satisfied,” said Coach Red Auerbach of the Celtics upon returning from the annual N.B.A. collegiate draft meeting in New York yesterday.
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John Havlicek, the Ohio State star, was the Celtics’ first selection in 1962.








“Sure, there may have been other fellows we liked, but I think we got real good players in our first three picks.”


The Celtics risked losing Holy Cross’ Jack Foley by not taking the Crusader as a territorial selection, but the luck of the draw saw the nation’s second-leading scorer among major colleges land in Boston’s lap the second time around.


“Make it?” queried Auerbach to a scribe’s question on Foley’s chances in pro ball. “He’s got a great chance, a real great chance.”


Boston’s first choice, which was number nine in the listing, was talented 6-6 John Havlicek of Ohio State.


“He is a fine all-around ball player,” said Red. “I’ve seen him a few times and he is sound on defense, handles himself well and has the tools to be a real pro,” said the Boston coach.


One thing Havlicek already has in common with the Celtics is the winning habit. He played in but five losing games with the Buckeyes in three seasons.


Celtics Romp; That’s How Brawl Bounces


SAM JONES, WILT CLASH; RODGERS FLEES LOSCUTOFF


April 2, 1962 • by Jack Barry


The hockey fans would have loved it. To the howling edification of 13,496 fans, the Celtics ran over the Philadelphia Warriors, 119 to 104, yesterday at the Garden in a game enlivened by a series of fourth-period brawls.


Main bout combatants were:




1. Wilt Chamberlain, Philadelphia, 7-1, 250 pounds, vs. Sam Jones, Boston, 6-4, 205.


2. Jim Loscutoff, Boston, 6-4, 225, vs. Guy Rodgers, Philadelphia, 6 ft., 186.
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The Celtics’ Sam Jones wields a photographer’s stool during a fight with the Warriors’ Wilt Chamberlain.








In each case, the smaller man grabbed a stool, hastily vacated by a photographer, as an equalizing weapon.


There were several sideshow scraps, the most spectacular between Rodgers and Boston’s Carl Braun wherein Rodgers belted the apparently unsuspecting Braun, then fled.


Peacemaking teammates, officials and police kept the flareups from becoming donnybrooks, and the only player thrown out of the game was Tom Heinsohn, who shoved Ted Luckenbill. Referee Sid Borgia felt it was deliberate aggression and chased Heinsohn.


Boston now leads the N.B.A. Eastern Sector playoffs three games to two with the teams returning to Philadelphia’s Convention Hall for the sixth game tomorrow night. If a seventh game is necessary, it will take place at the Garden Thursday night.


The Celtics had little trouble winning the game, taking a 72 to 49 halftime lead. Sam Jones out-rebounded, 12 to 9, and outscored, 15 to 11, Wilt Chamberlain.


The Celtics’ team play is mirrored in their scoring spread with Tom Heinsohn 11, Bill Russell 12, Satch Sanders 10, Bob Cousy 9, K. C. Jones 7, and Carl “Remember Me” Braun, hitting all three set shots tried.


Chamberlain, per custom away from home, garnered but four hoops in 13 tries, getting but two points in the first period as the Celtics posted a quick 36 to 26 advantage.


Russell was perfection in timing Wilt’s goal attempts on defense and Boston bossed the boards, 42 to 30.


With Boston in front, 94-70, Sam Jones, after being called on a brush foul against Chamberlain under the Philly basket, had words with the seven-footer and brushed Wilt’s hand away. When Chamberlain indicated he was willing to mix, Sam picked up a handy stool, as David did his slingshot, to even the odds a little.


This brought every player to the floor with Loscutoff holding off the Wilt first and then Bill Russell using all his personal wiles and one arm to induce Chamberlain to “forget things.”


Sam’s description, “He was trying to break my hand.”


Wilt, “He used obscene language and once he picked up that stool—he had better start running with it!”


Hardly had the police, referees and non-combatants settled things, when Rodgers punched Carl Braun, and another near riot started.


Apparently intending to match Sam Silverman’s six-bout card, Rodgers, after being fouled by Loscutoff, with both under the Warriors’ hoop, pulled Jim’s leg.


The burly Celtic, wild with rage, headed for the Philly bench, and Rodgers, seeking Sam Jones’ weapon, the “guiltless” stool, was saved from possible decapitation when strong-armed Frank Radovich was able to hold Jim back.


Still burning at Meschery, Heinsohn, partly off balance, let himself go and crashed the unsuspecting Ted Luckenbill to the floor, and referee Sid Borgia sent him to the dressing room.


C’s WIN WITH 2 SEC. LEFT


SAM JONES TIPS PHILLY, 109-107


April 6, 1962 • by Jack Barry


Dispelling once and for all the characteristic of timidity in the clutch, Silent Sam Jones came through with a $10,500 15-foot jump shot with two seconds remaining to give the Celtics a nerve-wracking 109 to 107 victory over the Philadelphia Warriors before a roaring, capacity 13,909 throng at the Garden last night… and the right to meet the Los Angeles Lakers for the world’s basketball championship.


The Celtics and Lakers, who were present at the game last night, face each other Saturday afternoon at the Garden, 2:30, in a nationally televised affair.


The Celtics thus proved their world champion stature as they won their first close one of the seven-game series… when it was certainly obligatory… there was no tomorrow if this one was dropped and the Warriors, a most worthy foe, battled from a five-point deficit, trailing 107 to 102, to knot the game at 107-all with 25 seconds remaining.


Jones, without doubt the game’s individual hero with 28 points, had considerable help, especially in the tough late stages when Boston battled from behind.


Bob Cousy’s long bombs, K. C. Jones’ defensive play and the ever courageous gunning of Tommy Heinsohn, along with Bill Russell’s magnificent effort all night, finally pulled this one out for the locals, an emotional-wringer if there ever was one.


Russell battled Wilt Chamberlain all the way, scoring 19 to the Philly giant’s 22, equaling him in rebounds with 22 and hitting all five pressure tries at the foul line.


In addition Bill blocked two Warrior would-be baskets in the vital pay-off last period leading to three of the Celtics’ needed points.


The game’s major drama was naturally wrapped up in the last period, which saw the Celtics down, 81 to 80. In this pressurized 12-minute period, Cousy hit for nine points, individual high, and ran the club to perfection like the master he is.


Even injury-ridden Frank Ramsey, hardly able to maneuver physically, came in to post a pair of fouls in two attempts and gain a two-pointer when Chamberlain was called for goal-tending, giving Boston an 86 to 84 margin at that juncture.


It was Ramsey’s second effort at play but proved too much and coach Red Auerbach had to remove the plucky Kentucky Colonel, who got a stand-up ovation from the packed throng.


K. C. did a marvelous defensive job on the much bigger Tom Meschery, refusing to let the jump-shooter get his “spot” on the floor, giving him but one shot over the last six minutes.


Playing sound defensive and moving the ball better than in early periods, the locals spun from their 81 to 80 fourth-period starting deficit to what seemed like a fair 98 to 91 margin, with 5:20 gone.


Here is how the game was won.


With but 24 seconds left on the big Garden clock, the Warriors, setting up a play, naturally fed Chamberlain, who turned, dropped it in and was hit by Heinsohn in the act.


The big dipper dropped in the charity toss, Philly’s 39th in 43 at the line, to tie things.


The Celtics called time and Sam Jones, with 11 seconds left, maneuvered to a position just past the foul stripe and as the clock showed but three seconds, let fly, the ball swishing through and the Warriors automatically calling time. Chamberlain was in no position to block Sam’s attempt on this one.


About 500 fans rushed to the floor and had to be removed as the announcement from Weldon Haire echoed through the Garden… “There is one second of play remaining.”


Ed Conlin took the ball out for the visitors and arced a high lobbing pass intended for Chamberlain, but Russell, positioning himself, batted it down, with Sam Jones, the game-winner, hugging it to his chest as the bell rang.


The fans stormed out on the floor vainly trying to carry Sam, Russell and Cousy to the dressing room.


HANDICAPPED CELTICS BEAT L.A. IN OVERTIME, 110 to 107


4 ‘REGULARS’ FOUL OUT; BOSTON ROLLS IN CLUTCH. RUSSELL, SAM JONES, COUSY RUN SHOW IN EXTRA PERIOD


April 19, 1962 • by Jack Barry


Big Bill Russell, the man who does not know how to lose… still doesn’t know how.


The great Celtics center, with consistent aid from fine-shooting silent Sam Jones, plus the spark provided by Col. Frank Ramsey, led the Boston club to its fifth world championship in six years and an unprecedented fourth title in succession. The Celtics defeated the plucky Los Angeles Lakers, 110 to 107, in a palpitating overtime session before an “announced” 13,909 followers at the Garden last night.


Thus, closing a terrific 14-game playoff pressurized pair of series against Philadelphia and Los Angeles, once again Boston rules the basketball world.


While Sam Jones provided the consistent scoring, getting 25 of his 27 points in the second half and five of Boston’s 10 in the overtime period, it was Russell’s dominance of the game that swung this one to Red Auerbach’s never-say-die clan.


Big Bill, in a tremendous personal exhibition over the full 53 minutes of action, called on all his reserve, which was tested seven times by gigantic Wilt Chamberlain prior to the Lakers’ seven-game setto, led the Celtics scorers with 30 points and tied an N.B.A. final playoff single game mark with 40 rebounds, 29 in each half. In addition Russell, who was once anemic at the foul line, calmly made 14 in 17, two big ones in overtime. He was finally carried off bodily by frenzied fans at the conclusion.


Ramsey, operating more freely than in any previous game, had a big hand in this one also. He totaled 17 points in the first 24 minutes to lead Celtic scorers. He was mainly instrumental, along with Russ, in posting Boston’s slim 53 to 47 halftime margin.


Before a description of the hectic overtime session and a review of the final minutes of regulation play, when Boston literally “blew” the game, a word should be said for Elgin Baylor and Jerry West, particularly Baylor.


Going all but two minutes, the star Laker received a standing ovation when he fouled out of action with 2:20 left of the five-minute extra session and Boston in front, 107 to 102. Elgin had 41 points and took 22 off the boards as he was aided greatly by a sharp-shooting West, the other half of the Lakers one-two punch. West totaled 35 points.


In addition to his all-around effectiveness, Baylor fouled out a trio of Boston’s corner strength—Tommy Heinsohn, Jim Loscutoff and Satch Sanders.


The teams played methodical, careful defensive ball in the main, with the contest not exhibiting the characteristics of previous Boston free-wheeling playoffs as they wound up knotted 75 apiece at the end of three stanzas.


The Celtics, despite their constantly depleted squad, managed to fashion a 96 to 91 margin and seemed ready to finish this in regulation time, but the combined losses of Baylor’s three defensive rivals, plus under-par playing by the physically weakened Bob Cousy, granted a late-period reprieve to the visitors. They went from a 100 to 96 deficit to a tie with 18 seconds remaining.


The Celtics had the ball with a minute left and a four-point lead, 100-96, when Frank Selvy (ever a late-game terror to Boston) counted on a length-of-the-floor drive. Seconds later Selvy was on the spot in following a West miss, after the latter had stolen a telegraphed Cousy pass, and the teams were knotted at the century mark.


Ramsey missed an out-of-position keyhole try and with five seconds left the Lakers set up Selvy, whose lateral side shot missed. Russell grabbed the precious rebound and the clubs went into overtime.


Boston won its fifth world championship in overtime as follows: the Jones boys, Cousy, Ramsey and Russell opposed Baylor, Selvy, West, Krebs and LaRusso here.


After Baylor sank a pair of fouls, forcing Ramsey out on six personals, the seldom-used Gene Guarilia replaced the colonel. Guarilia did very well in the clutch sequence, grabbing a vital rebound on a Cousy hook miss to feed Russell for a two-hand dunker.


Guarilia had the unpleasant task of covering Baylor, but proved real effective. He forced Elgin to shoot off balance. The Laker star missed and Russell, per custom, took the rebound.


Sam Jones, handed a beautiful diagonal-cross-key pass by K.C. Jones, scored going under the hoop, and was hit by Rudy LaRusso, for the latter’s sixth personal. Sam made the foul toss for three big points. Howard Joliff replaced LaRusso for the Lakers.


The tiring Baylor again missed by Guarilia and Russell, fouled by Krebs, made one in two. Boston got a break here as Coach Red Auerbach was frantically trying to get a time-out when big Bill got hit and Boston picked up a point it might not have had.


Guarilia fouled Baylor before the shot and Elgin missed, (he had 15 in 21 at the foul line) with the omnipresent Russell naturally taking the rebound, but Boston lost possession on a 24-second violation.


Here Baylor fouled Russell in a scrimmage under the Laker net and the Laker went out on six to a tremendous hand from the Boston fans. Russell made the foul toss for a 107-102 Boston advantage.


Tom Hawkins came in for Baylor and Selvy hit one in two free tries, with Russell again rebounding on the failure. Boston had a bit of luck here as K.C. Jones came up with a high rebound and fed Sam, who sank a jumper with 1:12 left. Sid Borgia then called an offensive foul on Selvy, which gave Boston possession again.


Jim Krebs fouled Cousy for his sixth personal and Bob, who missed six in seven in regulation, finally tossed in one of three attempts here and the Celtics appeared “home” 110-103, though Hawkins scored on a run-in.


With 25 seconds left, Sam Jones was called for an offensive foul and Hawkins hustled in a rebound, leaving the Lakers trailing, 110-107, with 20 seconds remaining and the game not over yet.


With 20 seconds left the visitors, with a man like Jerry West on the floor, still had a chance, albeit a slight one.


Cousy killed 13 seconds and then called a time out, with seven seconds left K. C. Jones took the ball in from out-of-bounds, fed Bob, who broke away from his defender and the Cooz dribbled a la Marques Haynes to the final bell… Which was drowned out by the mass of fans who all but crushed Bob at the scoring table, along with Russell and Sam Jones.


That was it… Five flags in six years, four in a row and as coach Red Auerbach said, leaving the Garden… “No practice tomorrow, fellows.”


‘So Many Things to Say’: Cousy Falters For 1st Time


March 18, 1963 • by Gloria Negri


Bob Cousy, choking back tears, had come near the end of his speech. There wasn’t a dry eye in the house.


His left hand gripped the lectern as he tried to tell fans and teammates how much they meant to him. “There are so many things to say…”


Cousy’s voice faltered, faded, then gave out altogether. He buried his face in the towel around his neck. Still the tears came, and the house fell silent.


Then, a small girl by his side—12-year-old daughter, Marie Colette—held out her hand. In it was a white handkerchief. She hesitated a moment, then reached out and handed it to her dad.


Then, somewhere from among the 13,909 who jammed the Boston Garden Sunday to say goodbye to the Celtics’ star, a voice yelled:


“We love you, Cooz!”


A torrent of applause and cheers rocked the Garden.


Marie (Ritterbusch) Cousy, called “Missy” by all, stood by her husband’s side, pert and pretty in a green dress, fighting back tears.


“I’m too filled with emotion to say anything sensible,” Missy confided. She did say she was “both glad and sad” her husband was retiring from pro basketball. Glad because he’ll be able to spend more time at their Worcester home. Sad because of all the friends they’ll leave.


Missy, Marie Collette, nicknamed “Rere,” and their younger daughter, Mary Patricia, known as “Tiscia,” stood by Cousy during the pregame ceremony.


Nearby sat his father, Joseph, and his mother, Juliette, once described by Cousy as “more French than Jeanne d’Arc.” The elder Mrs. Cousy wore green, too, because it was also St. Patrick’s Day.


There were kisses all around when the family joined dad in the center of the court. He got a big hug from a blond enchantress in a green dress, 12-year-old Martha Grady, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. John C. Grady, 21 Manning St., Needham.


Martha is the little cystic fibrosis girl who has often posed with Cousy for pictures taken on behalf of his favorite charity. Sunday, Martha presented Marie Collette and Mary Patricia with missals and silver prayer beads.


Brown-haired, brown-eyed Marie Collette, who wants to be a nun when she grows up, let loose a torrent of tears when her father entered the court.


“I want him to be home, but I still want him to play,” she sobbed.


Out on the court, Missy fought a losing battle to keep a stiff upper lip. Her eyes filled when Rose Russell, wife of Bill Russell, presented her with two dozen roses from the other wives and kissed her on the cheek.


The wives last week gave Missy a charm with the inscription, “To Marie, love from all the girls on the row.”


And they were in the same row Sunday—Section N, Row F—the row Missy has shared with them for the last 13 years.


And they wept as if it were their own husbands leaving the team.


But the women had no monopoly on the tears. There was a hint of them in coach Red Auerbach’s eyes when he hugged his most famous player.


They appeared in the eyes of N.B.A. Pres. Maurice Podoloff, who squatted on a makeshift seat off center court. And there was deep regret on the face of Celtics co-owner Walter Brown when he said:


“I’m the guy who didn’t want Bob Cousy.… What a genius!”


Missy cried again when Donna Marie Heinsohn, five-year-old daughter of Celtic Tommy Heinsohn, flounced out in a new pink dress and presented the elder Mrs. Cousy with a bouquet of green and white flowers.


Cousy’s mother kept a handkerchief tucked under her bouquet. With a charming French accent, she explained: “I have spent my emotion last week in New York (where Cousy was honored at Madison Square Garden).”


Then she recalled how Cousy at age six had donned his uncle’s top hat, brandished his cane and announced to her, “Mama, I will be a big man some day.”


Mrs. Cousy laughed. “I knew he would come to a certain success, but this, never!”


His father, who used to drive a taxi in New York, watched the game with tears in his eyes, too. “I am glad he is quitting now,” the elder Cousy observed. “He is almost 35 and still in good health. But this takes too much out of him. He will be a good coach.”


Missy and her two daughters watched the game intently as if it were their first. The girls had banished their tears with boxes of Cracker Jacks.


Missy recalled that it was in this very spot that she spent her wedding day 13 years ago. The Cousys were married Dec. 9, 1950, but, then, because of a sudden change in game schedules, the Celtics had to meet the Syracuse Nats that night.


“We lost,” Missy recalled ruefully. “And Dolph Schayes was here that day, too.”


Schayes Sunday presented Cousy with a set of dishes from the Nats, “because now you’re going to eat more meals at home.”


SAM JONES’ 47 PTS. PACE CELTS, 142-131


April 11, 1963 • by Jack Barry


Boston fans have yet to see the Celtics drop a seventh playoff game on the Garden floor.


Sam Jones, backcourt veteran, saw to that, coming up with 47 points to lead the world champions to a 142 to 131 victory [over Cincinnati] before 13,909 and then some, Wednesday night.


Outplaying the great Oscar Robertson in a personal man-to-man duel, Jones scored on 18 of 27 shots from the floor and missed only one in 12 at the foul stripe. His previous single-game high was 37 points made this year at Syracuse.


Jones was in action 41 minutes, hitting seven straight shots in the second period on his way to 19 for that session and came up with three steals of Royal offensive sorties for perhaps the finest single-game exhibition of his career.


Robertson scored 43 points, again going all but 15 seconds, but time and again permitted Sam room as the classy Royal captain was hounding the offensive area, rebound hunting.


Boston turned victory its way with a 40-point third session against the Royals’ 29, as Sam scored 19 and Bill Russell owned the boards.


The victory, however, was far from a one-man job. Bob Cousy, determined not to go out with a loss, clicked for 21 points and handed out 16 assists, second high for the year for him, as he played 34 minutes.


Tommy Heinsohn, still consistent throughout, culminating a great series, belted home 31 points in 35 playing minutes with 11 in 20 from the floor including a daring hook that all but iced things late in the fourth period.


CELTICS WIN 5TH TITLE IN ROW


HEINSOHN’S KEY PLAYS NEAR END THROTTLE L.A. HOPES, 112 TO 109


April 25, 1963 • by Jack Barry


LOS ANGELES—Pressed to the very end, the champion Celtics nailed their fifth consecutive National Basketball championship to the mast-head Wednesday night with a pressure-packed 112-to-109 victory over the Lakers.


A packed Sports Arena watched enthralled as Tommy Heinsohn came through with some timely last-ditch plays that put this game beyond the reach of the Lakers, who blew both hot and cold during the night and missed narrowly of tying this game in the last few seconds.


Heinsohn, with the score 104 to 102 in Boston’s favor, stole the ball to make the score 106 to 102 and put the Celtics in a strong position to clinch it.


Heinsohn’s steal was a forerunner of further clutch efforts as the Lakers pressed and drew back to 106-104 position on Elgin Baylor’s hoop.


After Sam Jones popped one for a lead of 108-104 with 48 seconds left, Dick Barnett hit for one basket (106-108) and followed with a free throw that made it 108 to 107 and the pressure really was on the Celtics.


Heinsohn then proceeded to hit four consecutive free throws and the score mounted to 112-107 and the game was beyond recall for the Lakers as only 13 seconds remained on the clock.


Baylor hit a hoop to make it 109 for the Lakers but Boston still had 112 on the scoreboard as time ran out.


Bob Cousy, playing his final game, threw the ball high into the air, signifying another Celtics championship. Bill Russell made a rebound of this ball.


It was a souvenir he didn’t want to lose to the crowd.


And so the Celtics did it again. Cousy played his last game as a professional. He was injured in the fourth period, slipping on the wet floor, retired to the dressing room for a shot of novocaine and returned to provide the balance this Celtics team needed when matters became so tight.


Immediately after the game Coach Red Auerbach and Cousy were interviewed on national television and they raved about Heinsohn and Sanders and Russell and Ramsey.


Cousy was modest about his own performance and said about his ankle, “I turned it and it was painful at first. But Buddy LeRoux, our trainer, fixed it up with a shot of something and I was able to return.”


Auerbach praised the Lakers and then said, “This is as great a thrill for us as any. All year long we’ve been hearing that we weren’t going to win and that the Lakers would be the champions.


“All I would answer, and it’s my answer tonight, was ‘We’re champs and we’ll be champs until we’re beaten.’ We weren’t beaten in this championship and we don’t expect to lie down for anybody next year, either.”


Heinsohn was the high scorer for the champions. He hit for 22 points and was followed closely by Tom Sanders, John Havlicek and Cousy, all of whom had 18 points.
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From left, Walter Brown, Bob Cousy, Bill Russell, and Red Auerbach at a postseason gathering on April 26, 1963.








The Celtics did not have an easy time of it. The Lakers were both hot and cold, but they were hot at the end and didn’t quit. Elgin Baylor, one of the greatest in the league, plagued the Celtics all through the series and Wednesday night dropped in 28 points, getting most of them in the second half.


Jerry West, he with the floating set shot, was the individual high scorer for the night with 32 points.


So, it took the Celtics six games to polish off the Lakers, the same team they beat in the playoff final last season in the last few seconds.


It was an emotional scene at the end of the game. Cousy and Red Auerbach were on national television and the old buddies were seen together on the court for the final time.


Cousy, in enemy territory, still was accorded a tremendous hand from the Los Angelenos who recognize class like everybody else.


They say the finish of one of the greatest of all basketball careers, 13 years of brilliant play from a kid who came out of a New York high school just after the war with tremendous talent and a speech impediment.


He still has the talent, but not the impediment.


Cousy goes down in basketball annals as an all-time great and a Boston great who “made” the sport of basketball in this city and did much to mold the N.B.A.


That Cousy returned to the court for the last part of the final period was surprising. He was helped off the court and seemed to be hurt quite severely, but trainer Buddy LeRoux’s ministrations were effective.


Cousy’s mere presence on the court seemed to settle down this team as the Lakers started drawing closer and rushing to overtake a team that was determined to win this sixth game and put an end to one of the longest playoff series in the history of the league.


It is difficult to pinpoint the individual who contributed most to the fifth title in this final game. Maybe it was Heinsohn, the strong, muscular young man from Holy Cross. Bill Russell could have been it. Sam Jones and Tom Sanders were key men. And so was Frank Ramsey, who had his best playoff game and hit for 10 points.


As Auerbach said, they all played a part.


In the final analysis it was the alertness—and strength—of Gunner Heinsohn that provided the final margin of victory.


Heinsohn’s accuracy from the foul line was the margin of difference after his steal of the ball with less than two minutes left.


It’s questionable if Heinsohn ever before tied together four foul shots that meant so much.


So, it’s all over. Cousy has retired. But he retired on a high note, backboning one of basketball’s greatest teams to its greatest title.


Celts Clinch Sixth Straight Title


ELIMINATE WARRIORS, 105-99, ON RUSSELL’S CLUTCH DUNK SHOT


April 27, 1964 • by Jack Barry


Accomplishing a feat never before recorded in American pro sports, the Celtics drew down their sixth consecutive N.B.A. championship as they eked out a cliff-hanging 105-99 verdict over the scrappy San Francisco Warriors Sunday night before a howling 13,909 at the Garden and a nationwide television audience.


It was the league’s perennial most valuable player, Bill Russell, who jammed home the vital 103d point on a two-hand rebound when he eluded the great Wilt Chamberlain to tally after Tommy Heinsohn missed a close-in shot.


Right here and now let it be said that Chamberlain was an immense ball player for the defeated Warriors. He scored 30 points, took 25 rebounds and, with speedy Guy Rodgers, provided the main opposition to the champions.


The Celtics were not to be denied, however, despite nearly blowing a 100-92 lead with 1:54 remaining in the final period.


A pair of baskets by Chamberlain and Al Attles around successful foul shooting sprung the still dangerous West Coast visitors to the lower end of the 101-99 count with 33 seconds left.


Here Russell came through with the big rebound.


Boston had but 10 seconds showing when it took the ball from out of bounds and Heinsohn missed on a left-hand hook, but then Russell eluded Chamberlain for the big hoop.


Here the still defiant Warriors broke down fast with Rodgers missing a hook attempt and the ball falling out of bounds for vital Celtic possession, and that was it.


With three seconds showing on the Garden clock and the fans already carrying Red Auerbach off the court, the officials had to cool off the overzealous patrons while John Havlicek went to the line to sink two of three foul shots.


The Celtics had to battle for this one, don’t think they didn’t. But Red Auerbach’s lads did not relish a return trip to the West Coast and had what it took under pressure as they have now shown for six consecutive seasons.


There were plenty of individual heroes.


Frank Ramsey, forced into action against the huge Warrior front line because of foul trouble to Satch Sanders, came through with 18 points in 20 minutes, and both Walter Brown and Auerbach will definitely ask the colonel to come back for another year after this clutch exhibition.


There was Heinsohn, with 19 points and eight rebounds, including a spectacular 35-foot jumper to set up a 97-88 lead with 3:17 left.


Sam Jones hit 14 of his 18 markers in the second half, 10 in the third period.


John Havlicek had 14 points and four assists.


Sanders, with 11 points and 10 rebounds before fouling out with Boston in front, 97-92, received a standing ovation.


Russell, who does not know how to lose, led the Celtics to their seventh world title in eight years, cleverly avoiding serious foul trouble while going the distance, taking 26 off the boards, blocking seven shots and handing out six assists, one under the play-making Rodgers’ total, which was high for the night.


The Warriors, down 100-92 and seemingly out of it at the 1:54 mark of the final chapter, really had the fans worried as they kept chipping away at Boston’s margin.


The Celtics knew they were in for trouble at the outset when the Warriors, breaking fast, managed to post a period-ending 24-22 margin, with Wilt’s nine points the pace-setter.


Boston shot .450, on 9 in 20 from the floor, but the visitors—with their burly front line rebounding—managed 26 floor shots, and hit only seven. But they picked up 10 points on fouls.


Over the second 12 minutes, Boston, paced by Ramsey’s 11 points and the Colonel’s three big assists, ran up a 45-41 margin at intermission.


Sam Jones came out of his slump in the third period, banging home 10 points, with Heinie adding six and Ramsey five as the Celtics matched the visitors point for point to enter the final period leading 74-71.


Wayne Hightower sank a pair at the line as did Attles, with the little back-court speedster then clicking on a 2-1 break with Rodgers to post a 100-97 reading.


Here Sam Jones made one in two at the line, where he had been very ineffective, missing five in nine all night, but Chamberlain turned in deep for a two-pointer and the visitors were still very much in contention, trailing 101-99, when Russ came through with a two-hand dunker.


More Than Anything Else, Walter Brown Was a Fan


September 9, 1964 • by Victor O. Jones


Back in the early 1930s, if you were looking for Walter A. Brown, the place to go was the lobby of the Boston Arena, then managed by his father, George V. Brown. If it was during the Winter, you were almost certain to find Walter draped over one side of a radiator with Webster J. Morse, a sports writer from the nearby Christian Science Monitor, draped over the other side.


The topic of discussion was always the same—sports, and sport, but always sport. An indifferent athlete himself, Walter Brown, from his boyhood to his sudden death on the Cape on Labor Day, was essentially a fan, a rooter who lost himself in the joys and intricacies and excitement of athletic contests.


In this respect he was not very different from his father, but in the days I’m talking about, relations between George and his oldest son were strained. Lacking formal education himself, the father placed an inordinate value upon a college education. Walter, though far from dumb, was about as unacademic a man as you could hope to find. So, though he had graduated from Boston Latin and taken a year at Exeter, he didn’t go to college. Instead he took to selling insurance in such time as he could spare from watching and talking sports.


So one Winter morning when Walter and Webbie Morse were draped over their favorite arena radiator, who should come bursting out of his office but the senior Brown, his always ruddy face ruddier than usual.


“Walter,” he roared, “You’ll never sell this guy any insurance if you haven’t already. I’d go looking for other prospects elsewhere.”


Well, old George V. lived to employ Walter as a highly useful assistant and the rest of us, not just in Boston, but as far away as Europe and Tokyo, got to admire him, not so much for his successful sports promotions, but as a rare human individual.


Sports, increasingly, is a field in which chicanery and double-dealing and corner-cutting are the measure of success. I know that, by definition, sports is supposed to be something else. And it was something else for Walter Brown. He had an almost child-like innocence in a field, which even at the amateur level, now is full of angles and in which wise guys and smart lawyers are at a premium.


Sports, nowadays, are based on contracts so full of fine print that even lawyers can’t easily tread their way through the clauses. But Walter’s contracts, even with the wrestling and boxing promoters, were largely a matter of a handshake. No employee of professional athletes ever had less trouble getting his players to sign contracts. His Celtics, for instance, the only professional team he ever exercised complete control over, were managed by a Red Auerbach who to this day holds no contract. A superstar like Frank Ramsey—every Spring before leaving for Kentucky—signed a blank contract, leaving it up to Brown to fill in the cash figures.


Of course Brown was a soft touch for every conceivable charity; he headed up dozens of drives of one kind or another. He had another attribute, rare in a day of status symbols—he was on a first-name basis with the lowliest ice-scraper, but also at ease with a polo-playing hockey player such as Stew Iglehart. He admired class, not in the social or money sense, but as a measure of individual quality.


He had a wonderful sense of humor, directed almost exclusively at himself. Freddie Corcoran, the golf promoter, is the only man who could rival Brown as a walking record book of sports, and as a story teller, Walter topped even Freddie. As an example of how he always turned his wry wit upon himself, consider his short talk on the occasion of Bob Cousy’s retirement. Sentiment and oratory filled the Garden and tears were flowing freely.


Hardly a dozen of the thousands present ever knew or, if so, remembered that Brown had not wanted to sign Cousy for the Celtics. He confessed to this and, after a suitable pause, described himself with this phrase: “What a genius!”


Well, he was a genius as a human being—even if he temporarily disappointed his father by not getting himself a Yale degree. He was always uncorrupted by either success or failure. It never even occurred to him ever to take unfair advantage of anyone, or to deceive, or to obfuscate a situation. There was no guile, no trickery in him, but curiously perhaps, only the worst stinkers ever even tried to take advantage of him.


Walter Brown was the epitome of what a real fan or a real sportsman should be. He was a good man, and as the saying goes, “Good men are scarce.” He will be greatly missed—and not just in the world of sports.


Celts Trounce Hawks


December 27, 1964


ST. LOUIS—The Celtics rebounded from a 10-point halftime deficit by holding St. Louis to 25 points in the last two quarters and won, 97 to 84, at Kiel Auditorium Saturday night.


The win, the Celtics’ 28th against seven losses, kept them five games up on the Cincinnati Royals, who downed Philadelphia.


The Hawks led, 59-49, at intermission but, with Sam Jones hitting for 10 of his 32 points, the Celtics outscored St. Louis, 31-16, in the third period, to take a five-point advantage, 80-75, into the final quarter.


John Havlicek was the Celtic who broke the game open, though as he scored eight straight points without a St. Louis return to hike a 76-75 margin to 84-75, Boston was never in trouble after that.


[Ed. note. The Celtics featured the NBA’s first all-Black starting five in this game: Bill Russell, Sam Jones, K. C. Jones, Tom Sanders, and Willie Naulls. It was not mentioned in the brief game story.]


Sam, the Celtics Man, Quiet Except in Clutch


April 4, 1965 • by Jack Barry


Five years ago, Carl Braun, then with the Knicks, remarked: “No wonder Boston keeps winning. If I had a guy like Sam Jones for a sub in my backcourt I wouldn’t worry either.”


A year later, Wilt Chamberlain said: “Sam Jones is the best ballplayer on the Celtics.”


And he said this while Bob Cousy, Frank Ramsey, Bill Russell and Tommy Heinsohn were working as a unit.


Still later, 5-year-old William Felton Russell Jr., asked by his daddy to name the greatest basketball player, wowed ’em with “Sam Jones.”


They know something, these people. But they weren’t telling anything new to Mrs. Sam Jones or Mrs. Louis Jones of Durham, N.C., his mother, who have said all along that their “boy” is the greatest. His remarkable season with the Celtics only tends to bear out their sentiments.


Gladys Jones, a keen observer of basketball, is not one to speak softly of her husband’s talents. “Sam is the greatest player in the game today,” she proclaims. “And he will get even better.”


Gladys Jones, enthusiastic and spirited, once stood up at a Celtics’ wives’ luncheon and took the writers to task for “giving up on the Celtics” under an early season assault by the Los Angeles Lakers.


She does admit, however, that she was surprised at Sam’s high finish (fourth) in this year’s most-valuable-player poll, behind Russell, Jerry West and Oscar Robertson.


“I honestly didn’t think Sam would beat out Chamberlain in the voting,” she said. “Or for that matter, Elgin (Baylor) or Jerry Lucas. I say that because I didn’t think he’d get the votes he deserved—but I’m happy to see his value being appreciated more as he goes along.”


Sam was pleased about his showing in the voting. “I could tell he was really excited the way he told me about it. He was inwardly emotional and couldn’t wait to tell me,” she smiled.


Sam admits Gladys knows her basketball. “We talk over games constantly. When Philly beat Cinci the other night we sat and talked about who would play me, who I would play—Greer, Costy or Bianchi, and things like that. She loves to talk basketball.”


According to Gladys, Sam is not talkative after a Celtic loss. And neither is she.


“During the season Sam had his heart set on a few personal goals,” said Mrs. Jones. “He wanted to play 80 games, which he had never done before, and he did. He wanted to break Tommy Heinsohn’s Celtics’ season’s scoring mark without, of course, hurting his team value in any way. And he did.


“Then it was a real thrill to Sam, I know, when he went over the 2,000-point scoring mark for a Boston record. On top of this, to make the second N.B.A. All-Star team for the first time, and his fourth M.V.P. finish, made it a wonderful year for him, and me, too,” she said.


Sam modestly said, “I’m a Celtic because Frank Ramsey could play a corner!” Sam meant that Red Auerbach kept him after his first-year tryout (1958) as a back-court man, to take Ramsey’s spot when Frank was switched to a forward.
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