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INTRODUCTION


I was just a boy when I discovered living baseball history in the stacks of the Stamford (Connecticut) Public Library. I had no idea who Frank Graham, Fred Lieb, or Roy Stockton were, but, because of them, I was able to get to know Babe Ruth, Ty Cobb, the Gas House Gang, and “Tinker to Evers to Chance.” I read about the Black Sox scandal, and how Judge Landis saved baseball. I wasn’t told that Landis had single-handedly kept Negroes, as they were called then, out of baseball, but this was the late 1950s, before the civil rights movement had even begun.


I recall watching baseball on television for the first time in 1954. We had a Dumont TV, a big hunk of a box. The picture was in black and white, and that year I watched Willie Mays make his incredible catch against the Cleveland Indians in the World Series. The next year I watched my Yankees lose the Series to Johnny Podres, Sandy Amoros, and the rest of the Brooklyn Dodgers.


An October later, in 1956, when I was ten, my Uncle Justin took me to the fourth game of the World Series. The game was played at Yankee Stadium, and I watched as the Yankees defeated the Dodgers 4–2. Mickey Mantle hit a home run. After the game, Uncle Justin said that he had to go see Jackie Robinson before we went home. Uncle Justin was Jackie’s lawyer; Jackie was moving into a new home in Stamford, and there was something they had to talk about. I shook hands with Jackie. He was a large man with huge hands. I felt as though I were meeting royalty. I have spent the rest of my life thinking about him and what he went through.


Despite becoming a TV addict, I never stopped reading. In high school I discovered SPORT, a magazine that boasted some of the best writers ever to put pen to paper. Roger Kahn, Arnold Hano, and Ed Linn were my heroes. (Kahn and Linn later became friends.) They wrote biographies of the star baseball players. Around this time, a series of terrific books came out: The Pennant Race, by Jim Brosnan; Eight Men Out, by Eliot Asinof; and The Glory of Their Times, by Larry Rittner, which I still feel is the greatest book on baseball ever written.


I admit it: All my life I have been a baseball junkie. No sport has a richer history than baseball, and no sport has such a treasure trove of books, magazine articles, and newspaper accounts. Over the years, I have tried to read everything I could.


And no sport has provided as many moments in its championship series as baseball. There is no sporting event quite like the World Series. During those two weeks in October—and now extending into November—time stands still. Nothing else matters.


Off the top of my head, if you asked me which were the greatest World Series moments, I’d have to start with Don Larsen’s perfect game; Willie Mays’s catch; Carlton Fisk’s home run; Babe Ruth’s called shot; Bill Mazerowski’s home run; Ron Swoboda’s catch; the ball that went through Bill Buckner’s legs; Joe Carter’s home run; and the Tampa Bay Rays playing in the 2008 World Series. I know. Kirk Gibson’s home run off Mitch Williams is far more important, but if you had been a Rays fan as long as I had, you’d understand. For those of us who live in Tampa Bay, we will always have the 2008 World Series.


My guess is that you have another list, equally worthy. There hasn’t been a book that combines the writing of the acclaimed sportswriters with the high drama and the rich history of the World Series until now. Glory in the Fall is that book.


On these pages we get to read the work of Roger Angell, Peter Gammons, Robert Creamer, Stephen Jay Gould, and David Halberstam, to name a few among many, many other talented writers, as they bring alive great moments in World Series history. We can read about Boston’s Royal Rooters and their impact on the very first World Series in 1903, and relive what in 1904 was called “the most costly wild pitch in history,” Jack Chesbro’s throw, which cost the Yankees a chance to go to the Series that year. Of course, that Series never took place, because New York Giants manager John McGraw didn’t want to risk losing to the Red Sox, the team that had won the year before. As a result, the Red Sox could claim that they were still world champs.


I had the good fortune to interview Joe Cashman, a reporter who remembered the 1912 World Series. He covered the Red Sox, and he claimed that the outfield of Duffy Lewis, Tris Speaker, and Harry Hooper was the greatest of all time. Eliot Asinof was able to interview a number of the players accused of throwing the 1919 World Series. It is because of Asinof that we know the details of that sordid story.


Robert Creamer recalls the heroics of Giants outfielder Casey Stengel in the 1923 World Series. Not only did Stengel hit two home runs to win games, but as he was scoring after hitting the second one, he thumbed his nose at the Yankees dugout. That winter Stengel was “the most famous man in America.” A month later, manager McGraw traded him to the Boston Braves. Stengel would return to the World Series twenty-six years later. He would return time and time again.


The World Series has been full of surprises, the most astounding perhaps the time A’s manager Connie Mack started journeyman Howard Ehmke in Game 1 of the 1929 World Series against the powerful Chicago Cubs. Mack had Lefty Grove, George Earnshaw, and Rube Walberg, but the Cubs were a fastball-hitting team, and Ehmke threw junk; Mack figured that the Cubs would be thrown off their game. Ehmke struck out 13 and won the game. Later in that Series, the Cubs would lead Game 4 by a score of 8–0, only to see the A’s score 10 runs in the seventh inning. This was the greatest rally in World Series history.


Babe Ruth’s so-called Called Shot came off Charlie Root in the third game of the 1932 Series. The story was that Ruth was furious with the Cubs for not giving former Yankee teammate Mark Koenig a full share of the World Series proceeds. But that may not be the real reason. The essay herein says Ruth didn’t really care for Koenig; he just wanted to badger the Cubs. At the plate, he called them names. He pointed somewhere—to the dugout or to the center-field bleachers?—and then he hit a home run. This was the most famous home run in World Series history, and we get to read Paul Gallico and Westbrook Pegler’s account of what happened.


The most dazzling performance by two brothers occurred in the 1934 World Series when Dizzy and Paul Dean won all the games for the Cardinals against the Detroit Tigers. Ten years later, the Cardinals again were in the Series, this time against the St. Louis Browns. Once again, the surprise choice of Denny Galehouse to start the first game for the Browns was the talk of the Series. In 1946, the Cards’ Enos Slaughter made himself immortal with his mad dash from first on a single.


What was the biggest surprise in Series history? Stephen Jay Gould argues that it was the sweep by the New York Giants of the powerful Cleveland Indians in the 1954 Series. Arnold Hano brilliantly discusses Willie Mays’s catch of Vic Wertz’s long fly ball, and Gould tells of the heroics of one Lamar “Dusty” Rhodes, a boozer the manager Leo Durocher wanted to dump during the season. When no one wanted him even for a dollar, the Giants had to keep him, and in the ’54 Series Rhodes had three pinch hits that helped win ballgames for the underdog Giants.


In 1955 the Series was won by the Brooklyn Dodgers when Sandy Amoros robbed Yogi Berra and saved Johnny Podres’s 2–0 lead for a seventh-game win. The next year, Larsen made headlines with his Perfect Game. After the game, a reporter asked Larsen if it had been the best game he had ever pitched.


In 1960, Mazerowski hit his ninth-inning, seventh-game home run to beat the Yankees, and in 1964 Bob Gibson made himself immortal by beating the Yankees three times to win the Series. David Halberstam, a terrific reporter, chronicles how Gibson, a black man, felt about racism in America during a time before the civil rights movement.


Sandy Koufax wouldn’t pitch on Yom Kippur during the 1965 World Series. Don Drysdale took his place and was shelled. As Walter Alston was taking him out, Dandy Don said to his manager, “Hey, skip, bet you wish I was Jewish today, too.” Jane Leavy writes about Koufax’s toughness and reclusiveness.


In 1969, the Mets beat the Baltimore Orioles in the Series. The Mets in 1969 were the Tampa Bay Rays of 2008. Their appearance surprised everyone. Ron Swoboda made a catch that saved a game in the biggest World Series upset since 1954. A year later, in 1970, Brooks Robinson played an uncanny third base against the Big Red Machine, and in 1975 Carlton Fisk hit a home run against the Pesky Pole in the twelfth inning to give the Red Sox what at the time was the most impressive victory in their history. Who threw the pitch? Pat Darcy.


Two years later Reggie Jackson, Mr. October, had three home runs on three pitches against three different pitchers. I took my parents to that game, and the next year I spent the 1978 season with Sparky Lyle, so I saw a lot of baseball. In April of 1978, Reggie came out with a candy bar. It was chewy and came in an orange wrapper with Reggie’s picture on it. During the first home stand, the Yankees gave one to every fan entering the stadium. When Reggie hit a home run in his first at bat, 30,000 fans threw their Reggie! bars from the grandstands. This didn’t occur during the World Series, but I had to tell you about it anyway.


The worst call by an umpire was made by Don Denkinger in the 1985 World Series. It cost the Cardinals the Series. The next year, the top attraction was Roger Clemens of the Red Sox against Dwight Gooden of the Mets. Of course, both were forgotten after Mookie Wilson hit a two-hopper that went through Bill Buckner’s legs to cost the Bosox Game 6. Roger Angell was there and recounted the sad tale for all of New England as only he could.


Jim Murray describes Kirk Gibson’s improbable home run against the Dodgers in the 1988 Series. In 1991, Kirby Puckett gained fame with his game-winning home run, and in 1993 Joe Carter lifted Toronto to a Series win with his game-winning three-run home run off Mitch Williams in the ninth inning. It was only the second time Carter had hit a ninth-inning home run in eleven seasons.


There was no World Series in 1994. The Montreal Expos, who were in first place, never recovered and were moved to Washington, where they became the dreadful Nats. Yankee fans have bitched about 1994 for years.


Tom Glavin pitched a one-hitter to beat Cleveland in the final game of the 1995 World Series. You could argue it was the second-best Series game ever pitched. The next Series were won by expansion teams. The Florida Marlins won in 1997 and again in 2003, and in 1998 Luis Gonzalez of Arizona blooped a ball over Derek Jeter’s head to defeat the Yankees.


Boston won in 2004, its first Series win since 1918. Half the people living in New England fired their shrinks. Stephen King and Stewart O’Nan re-create the mojo, Curt Shilling’s bloody sock, “Dirty Water,” Pedro, Manny, and the final out as Keith Foulke threw to Doug Mientkiewicz to retire Edgar Renteria.


Jayson Stark, that long-suffering Phillie fanatic, completes the journey with his account of how the Phillies beat the Rays in the pouring rain in 2008. The Phils led all of Game 6 until right at the end when the Rays tied it up, allowing Commissioner Bud Selig to postpone the game until the next day. What if the Phils had been leading? Would he have called it after six? It would have been the first World Series decided by a rain-shortened game.


Open Glory in the Fall to any page and the history of the game of baseball comes alive. Who knows who will compete in the next fall classic? The Yankees and Red Sox, with their huge advantage in resources, certainly will be favored. But you can’t count out the Phils and the Cardinals, and small-market teams like Minnesota, Seattle, and Tampa Bay have shown they know how to build a contender. We can’t predict the future, but promise Glory in the Fall will certainly entertain you with the past.


In 1903, Pirates pitcher Deacon Phillippe was presented with a diamond stickpin in the middle of the final game as he batted against Cy Young. Phillippe pitched five complete games against the Red Sox in that first World Series, but couldn’t win the final game. Had he won it, Phillippe would have been the most famous man in America. Instead, Phillippe lost 3–0. Bill Buckner would have understood.


Peter Golenbock
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1903: Americans vs. Pirates


The First World Series
from When Boston Won the World Series by Bob Ryan


 


 


On October 9, 1903, Jimmy Collins received a telegram at his Pittsburg Hotel:


TO JAMES J. COLLINS,


MANAGER AND CAPTAIN OF THE


BOSTON BASEBALL TEAM, PITTSBURG, PENN:


The Boston Globe, believing that victory is within the grasp of you and your comrades, offers to present to each player of the Boston team of the American League, if it brings to Boston the world’s championship, a valuable gold medal, which can be worn as a watch charm, and be treasured as a reminder of the most notable achievement upon the diamond.


CHAS. H. TAYLOR, Editor


Underneath the text of the telegram, the Globe offered additional explanation:


“Never before have the leaders of two great leagues battled for supremacy in the national sport. The public interest in the final result is therefore unusual.


“The Boston Globe shares in the general desire of New Englanders that Captain Collins and his men, who have made such a fine and somewhat uphill fight in the series with the Pittsburg* players, should bring the World’s Championship in triumph to Boston. It belongs here, for this long has been the best ball town in the country. The prize should be ours, for ours is the highest talent this year that the diamond has seen.


“Beautiful gold medals, one for each of the Boston players if the series is won by Boston for Boston, are offered by the Globe as an added incentive to strenuous endeavor. Those medals will be worth the gaining because of their beauty, but they will be most prized by their possessors in the years to come as souvenirs of the most famous series of baseball games ever played.”


The story would take on a predictable life of its own, especially inside the pages of the Boston Globe, which was now actively selling the idea that winning the medals was the incentive the Boston team needed to boost itself over the top in the grand struggle with the boys from Pittsburg.


First, of course, there was the requisite thank-you from Captain Collins, printed in you-can’t-miss-it bold type:


I fully appreciate the sentiment expressed in your telegram. It is simply following out a policy that has made the Globe a great factor in the national game. It is pleasing to get such recognition, and such loyal and liberal support. The boys will do everything in their power to win the honor for Boston, which has given us the best treatment, even when we were not having the best luck.


JAMES J. COLLINS, CAPTAIN BOSTON AMERICANS


And how could Fred Clarke not play the proper gentleman and add his own comments?


It looks well to see the press recognize the game and the players in this way. The Boston Globe has, for years, been recognized as the authority on the game, and the Boston boys are to be congratulated upon having such a supporter, but Pittsburg intends to take this series and prevent any handing over of the Globe’s gold medals.


FRED CLARKE, CAPTAIN PITTSBURG NATIONALS


On the morning of Game 7, the Globe could not resist patting itself on the back. “Whenever in Boston men gathered last evening, whether in hotels, in theatres, clubs, bowling alleys, billiard rooms or street corners, the general topic of conversation was baseball—the championship series between the Boston Americans and the Pittsburg Nationals; the closeness of the series and the gold medals which have been offered to the Boston players by the Globe,” wrote someone, quite possibly loyal Globie Tim Murnane.


“The excitement is more widely spread and more intense over this contest between the champions of both the great leagues than was ever known before in the history of baseball in this city. The offer of the Globe to present each member with a valuable gold medal if the team brings to Boston the world’s championship has intensified the local interest, if such a thing were possible in the present context.”


Truly desperate now, Fred Clarke did what any man in his position would have done. He played the weather card, declaring that Game 7 would have to wait another day due to inclement weather.


It wasn’t rain, but wind and cold that made it impossible to play, he said.


Collins was livid. “What’s the matter with you people?” he demanded.


“Nothing,” replied Clarke. “But it’s too cold to play today.”


Fred Clarke needed another day for Deacon Phillippe; that’s all there was to it. Jimmy Collins would have followed the same path, were he in Clarke’s shoes.


There was one other consideration. Pushing the game back from a Friday to a Saturday enabled Barney Dreyfuss to take advantage of a Westinghouse offer to purchase 1,000 tickets the giant firm would not have purchased on a weekday.


A gigantic crowd of 17,038 poured into Exposition Park, so once again there was a guarantee of ground-rule triples by somebody. Win or lose, this was going to be the last day of baseball in Pittsburg for the 1903 season, so the fans had come ready to make some noise.


 


The Boston players now had the extra incentive of the gold medals being offered by the Globe’s Charles Taylor. Pittsburg owner Barney Dreyfuss responded in the finest American way, by dangling dollar bills in front of his own players’ eyes.


“If the Pittsburg team beats Boston in the championship series now on they will receive every cent of money coming to Pittsburg less expenses incurred,” Dreyfuss announced on the eve of Game 7.


The translation was that he would take no money from the Series for himself or his franchise, per se. Every cent of the Pittsburg profits would go to the players. The estimate of the bounty was $25,000. It was later revealed that the generous Pittsburg owner had made the offer to Fred Clarke back on September 28 before it was definitely settled that the Series would be played.


Back in Boston, things were far from tranquil, as the morning paper revealed.


TROUBLE OVER TICKETS


COMPLAINTS ABOUT SPECULATORS CORNERING THE SUPPLY, AND PATRONS ARE INDIGNANT


The Americans, of course, said they had no idea how anything could have gone amiss. According to Mr. H. A. McBreen, the assistant manager, the box office was opened in the morning in order to sell tickets for Games 8 and 9*, but it was closed as soon as “substantial evidence was reported that speculators were practicing their cunning to get hold of large blocks.”


Well, that’s exactly what was going on, and vox populi was incensed. According to the Globe, “Several exceedingly vexed men who delight in a good game of ball were so hot under the collar when they called at the Globe office to complain that only the speculators had seats to sell that the rain of the forenoon hissed when it ran down their backs.”


Angry baseball fans were complaining that tickets by the hundreds were in the hands of speculators who “hawked their ‘cornered’ goods in front of the shops where patrons of the game should get their cards of admission for the laying down of a single ‘punk.’” The Globe, which a year hence would actually own the team, went into a 1903 version of damage control on behalf of the beleaguered club officials.


“The same at the ground was closed down early,” the Globe reported, “for the reason that orders from all over New England had arrived by telegraph. First orders, of course, received first attention. A goodly number of tickets had to be reserved for the players, who buy for their friends. There are no free tickets.”


There still aren’t. A century later, all playoff tickets are paid for by someone. And a century later, there are still moans and groans at every big sporting and entertainment event that gobs of tickets fall into the nefarious hands of ticket speculators, or as we call them today, “scalpers.” No one ever knows how they get them. It is one of American life’s eternal mysteries, right there with how a man’s socks are somehow gobbled up by his wife’s washing machine.


However the good people of Pittsburg obtained their tickets, a record number of them packed Exposition Park hoping that the noble Deacon Phillippe had one more victory stored in his trusty right arm. But though he pitched fairly well, the strain of a fourth start in 10 days was evident as the Americans reached him for 11 hits, bunching enough of them to come away with a 7–3 victory and a 4–3 lead in the Series.


Such an overflow crowd meant there would be bogus extra base hits, and this time the Fates turned on Pittsburg, as it was the Boston squad that benefited most handsomely from the necessary ground rules. The Americans smacked five triples, two of which, by Captain Collins and Chick Stahl, came during a two-run first inning.


The rain had stopped, it had warmed up some, and the wind had shifted, but the field was in predictably poor condition and the whole affair looked more as if there should have been an English soccer match taking place that a baseball game.


“The scene was a weird one,” declared Murnane. “Clouds of black smoke from the large steel works came sailing down the two rivers that meet here from the Ohio, while a bright sun shot heedless through the whirling sheets of light and heavy smoke, and every face was focused on the home plate as Boston’s curly-haired boy and his favorite club stood ready for business.”


The beauty of a game that featured seven errors was clearly in the eye of the beholder. Whereas an envoy from the Pittsburg Post declared the game to be “sad, chilly and tedious,” and the Pittsburg papers, when not (legitimately) bemoaning Phillippe’s worn-out state, made reference to exhausted players slipping all over a slick surface, Murnane saw only elegance, beauty, and Boston dominance.


“The last play of the day by Ferris and Parent was worth a trip to Pittsburg to see,” he gushed. “The young men to shine with the greatest brilliancy during the day were Collins, Ferris, Criger, Young, Stahl, and Freeman, with Uncle Cyrus the brightest star of all.


“For Pittsburg Bransfield, Phelps, Ritchey and Clarke did some extra fine work. The umpiring of Tom Connolly and Hank O’Day was simply great. Tonight the series stands 4 to 3 in Boston’s favor, and Boston people will have a chance to see the finish of a wonderful series.”


Ol’ Uncle Cyrus was touched for 10 hits, but they were too scattered to do enough damage.


Typical of the afternoon’s game flow was the seventh. With one out Young walked Phelps. “The crowd set up a din to rattle the Boston pitcher,” Murnane reported, “but the old boy refused to quit, and fanned Phillippe and forced Beaumont to raise one out to Dougherty. Then came ‘Tessie, my darling, how I love you,’ and a rousing three times three from the Boston contingent.”


By now the game had almost become secondary to the rousing Battle of the Bands.


The whole “Tessie” business had embarrassed Pittsburg into action. By now Pittsburg had produced its own band, and its first official action early in the day was to make an attempt to drown out a Boston rendition of “Tessie” by playing “Yankee Doodle” concurrently.


Among the musical selections played by the bands were “America,” “Wearing of the Green,” “Dixie,” “Annie Laurie,” and “My Maryland.”


The Pittsburg fans surely had given their all. There had been a procession of some 500, armed with horns and megaphones, that had made its way to the park, and included among the marchers were some prominent Pittsburg businessmen. It was reported that trains had disgorged people from Wheeling, Steubenville, Uniontown, Connellsville, Blairsville, Indian, Charleroi, Beaver Falls, and Monangahela City, among other locales.


“The home players came out to the field at 1:45, and they were received with a roar of applause,” Murnane said. “The crowd seemed fairly wild and cheered every move of the local players. At 2:10, when the Boston players pushed their way through the spectators, they were greeted with a combination of cheers and hoots.”


There just wasn’t anything Captain Clarke, Dreyfuss, or any of those rabid fans could do about the fact that the Pittsburg team only had one pitcher to count on, and he was wearing out. Said one neutral observer, “It is too bad that the Pittsburg club should be so sorely handicapped in the pitching department. With Leever and Doheny in shape, there is no doubt they could have made a better showing than has been the case. President Dreyfuss was advised not to play the series with the team in a crippled condition, but he insisted upon doing so.”


Frank B. McQuiston of the Pittsburg Dispatch put it this way on the morning of Game 7: “The Pittsburg club did not win the championship of the National League with one pitcher, nor had they the right to defend it with but one…. It would not have been an act of cowardice for the owners of the Pittsburg club to announce plainly that, owing [to] the falling of Doheny and the bad cold in the shoulder of Sammy Leever, they did not feel able to fight against the American League club.


“Should the American League be the loser,” he continued, “people will be sore indeed, and will have reason to be, because they will have been beaten by a one-man team. Phillippe will, if he wins, be the most famous player in the history of baseball. He will be famous even if he loses out now, for he alone has been the man.”


The Sunday Pittsburg Post had run a photograph of Phillippe with a caption saying that “he went to the rubber too often.” The fans appreciated the great effort Phillippe was putting forth, so much so that when he came to bat against Cy Young in the third inning, a man named Barney Arena, representing a group of Pittsburg followers, came to the plate to present Phillippe with a diamond stickpin. The crowd applauded tremendously, and Phillippe showed his gratitude by lashing a single to left.


Back on the gold-medal front, Captain Collins had responded to Charles Taylor by telegram on behalf of the team.


EXPOSITION PARK,


PITTSBURG, OCT. 10


GEN. CHAS. H. TAYLOR, THE BOSTON GLOBE


On behalf of the Boston players I thank you for your liberal offer. I assure you the boys appreciate your kindness, coming as it does from one who has always been a friend of the national game.


JAMES COLLINS, CAPTAIN OF THE BOSTON AMERICANS


And the players got into the act, as well:


PITTSBURG, PENN., OCT. 10


TO GEN. C. H. TAYLOR, EDITOR OF THE BOSTON GLOBE:


We, the undersigned members of the Boston American baseball club, thank you for your graceful compliment and tender of medals. Win or lose, we appreciate your courtesy and remembrance.


SIGNED: CAPT. COLLINS, YOUNG, CRIGER, DOUGHERTY, FREEMAN, GIBSON, HUGHES, LACHANCE, PARENT, FERRIS, C. STAYHL, J. STAHL, FARRELL, O’BRIEN, DINNEEN, WINTER


The Globe printed a design for the medals, which, the readers were assured, “represent the reversion from the type of huge, shapeless masses of metal which were popular a few years ago. These are almost tiny, being designed to hang as an ornament to a watch chain, but their meaning is weighty enough to make up for any lack of size. In fact, the smaller they are the more substantial.”


At any rate, the Series momentum had swung toward the Americans, who now only needed to win one of two games at the Huntington Street Grounds in order to wrap things up and become the first official baseball World Champion of the twentieth century. The first seven games had aroused deep passions, not only in the competing cities but across the country. It was clear that the idea of an annual meeting between the champions of the two major leagues was a worthy idea.


“It has surprised me to see the amount of interest that is being taken in this Series,” said Captain Collins. “I never thought that it would arouse so much enthusiasm. I am glad Pittsburg won the National League pennant, for this series with the Pirates has been the most exciting of any in which I have participated. It will certainly be an honor if we can succeed in winning the world’s championship from such a bunch of sterling ballplayers as Fred Clarke has here.”


Collins took the occasion to reaffirm his admiration for the great Cy Young. “I felt confident Cy would do the trick and that we would bat Phillippe enough to win. Cy pitched grandly.”


We were, of course, still waiting for even one person on the Boston side to acknowledge the obvious pitching handicap under which the Pittsburg side was operating. Or did the Americans think it was normal to see one man start against them four times in seven games spread over 10 days?


Fred Clarke, Gentleman of the Plains, would let others make the appropriate excuses. “I am much disappointed,” he said. “I felt all confidence we would win today, and that meant, in my opinion, the Series. I have not given up yet. Look out for Monday.”


The Royal Rooters came away from the game feeling the Series would not last more than one game back on home turf. They cheered and so mobbed the ballclub after winning Game 7 that it took the team 15 minutes to break through them and return to the hotel.


Captain Collins was thoroughly impressed by the backing his team had received on the road, where 200 Royal Rooters had held their own against upwards of 17,000 Smoky City enthusiasts.


“The support given the team by the ‘Royal Rooters’ will never be forgotten,” the skipper said. “They backed us up as only Bostonians could, and no little portion of our success is due to this selfsame band of enthusiasts. Noise—why they astonished all Pittsburg by their enthusiasm, and all Pittsburg rejoiced in the interest shown in the team by our fans.”


The Rooters were becoming as famous as the players. The folks back home knew all about their Pittsburg exploits, and they were grateful. When Nuf Sed McGreevey, the acknowledged leader of the Royal Rooters, returned to his saloon, he discovered that several of his friends had decorated it in honor of his return.


The one big discovery on the trip had been “Tessie.” No one had the song on his or her mind when the team and the Rooters had embarked for Pittsburg a scant five days before. Now it was the new Boston anthem.


“‘Tessie’ did the trick,” the Globe quoted one of the Rooters as saying. “Ever since we began to sing that song the boys have played winning ball.”


 


The Globe had reached new depths of shamelessness.


Rather than a cartoon with a strict baseball theme, the morning paper of October 12 offered its readers an over-the-top depiction of a well-upholstered gentlemen representing the Globe (his cummerbund proclaiming the paper to have “The largest circulation in New England”) holding out to some dancing ballplayers a box containing some medals. In the background a pirate is sitting atop a mast, all that is left of his ship, and he is yelling “Help! Help! I’m sinkin’!” The caption below the cartoon reads, “Now, Boys, Down Him again and Line up For Your Medals.”


The only problem was that everyone was going to have to wait one more day. It was raining in Boston. There was no debate about postponing the game, since it was to Pittsburg’s advantage. For Captain Clarke had penciled in Sam Leever as his starting pitcher, and poor Sam could barely raise his right arm.


Captain Clarke was continuing to put up his brave front. “Talk about the Bostons’ receiving medals from General Taylor,” he said. “I know this offer was very sportsmanlike, and I admire him for his enthusiasm and interest in the team, but I do not really believe the Boston players will wear these souvenirs.”


The truth is that the situation was now borderline hopeless. For in addition to his severe pitching woes, the great Pittsburg leader was also getting little production from his franchise player at shortstop. Wagner had not been very Wagnerian, either at the plate or in the field, and had actually been outplayed by Boston’s diminutive shortstop, Freddy Parent.


Wagner wasn’t feeling good. His arm was giving him trouble, and his arm was his personal pride and joy. He was so publicly despondent that he talked about quitting the game for good. One devilish Boston patron saw that quote and immediately dispatched a copy of the morticians’ trade journal entitled American Undertaker to Wagner, who, by all accounts, was not amused.


Back home in the Smoky City, some people still could not get over the idea that Boston just might be better, especially considering the Pirates’ well-publicized pitching woes. So it was that a rumor was being floated that the reason for Pittsburg’s 3–4 situation was because the fix had to be in. The Pirates were extending the Series to the full nine games in order to make more money from the gate receipts.


The teams spent a leisurely day off. Many players on both teams attended the evening performance of “The Billionaire” at the Colonial Theatre. The house band did not forget to play “Tessie.”


The day of rain led to one obvious lineup change. Clarke was able to scratch Leever as the starter and replace him with—who else?—Phillippe.


Captain Collins was ready with Big Bill Dinneen, who, when last seen, was in full command of the situation “in the box,” and who would be working with a whopping and, by the standards of the day, a shamefully exorbitant four days’ rest.


Tim Murnane had on his Boston hat as he sat down to the typewriter. “Billy Dinneen was in grand form against Pittsburg,” he wrote, “and will throw his best curves today, and try hard to give the visitors a chance to catch a late train for home, thereby saving them one day’s expense.”


Murnane concluded his dispatch by saying, “The game should be a good one to watch. Take along your rubber cushion and cheer for old Boston and the gold medals.”


But everything was not so jolly among the fans. The ticket situation was not good. Something was terribly amiss. People wished to buy tickets for the grand occasion, but the club claimed there were none to be had. But there certainly seemed to be some in the hands of unscrupulous speculators, as one A. E. Miller of Malden informed the Globe and its readers with a letter that was printed in the morning paper.


After recounting fruitless trips to both the team’s downtown offices and the Huntington Avenue Grounds the day before, and claiming that Mr. McBreen, the ticket manager, had seen a crowd of 400 people gathered and had “turned on his heel and said that Mr. McBreen was gone for the day” (and when cornered, Mr. McBreen said all the tickets had been put on sale downtown and then vanished), Mr. Miller concluded by saying, “Speculators were around there with their pockets full of tickets. It looks like a game of bunco, as I could find no tickets for sale by anyone except speculators.”


Plus, ca change, plus c’est la meme chose, eh?


The Globe certainly knew that something was up. “Speculators had tickets in plenty,” wrote Murnane, “and were asking $2 and $3 for them. Where they got them is a mystery to Mr. McBreen, so he said, but those who had gone to a lot of trouble to call early are willing to swear that the public was not given a fair deal.


“That someone blundered badly, or stood in with the ticket speculators, is the honest opinion of the people who follow the game closely, and were deprived of the privilege of purchasing grandstand seats at a premium of 25 cents to a speculator.


“After the experience of the club in the ticket business during the opening series here this state of affairs should not exist. It was manager [ Joseph] Smart’s business to investigate and show the baseball public where the American club stands regarding ticket speculators.”


What happened to cause this reprehensible situation has never been determined. But the fact is that on what turned out to be a glorious day for all Boston baseball followers, only 7,455 were present to see the game. It was, by far, the smallest gathering at any of the eight 1903 World Series games, and it was not because the fans had suddenly stopped loving either the Boston Americans or the game of baseball. True, the weather was threatening, but that was a secondary issue.


The repercussions were enormous. American League president Ban Johnson was so upset by the way the Americans had handled crowds throughout the Series that he practically forced Henry Killilea to sell the team when the season was over.


What the crowd meant for the players was that they could actually play baseball. “The players had all the room they wished,” reported the Globe, “although the ground rules were in force just as if there had not been a clear field beyond the bases.”


It was a nice, crisp 95 minutes of baseball (doesn’t it seem as if some at bats take that long today?). The Americans broke a scoreless tie with two runs in the fourth on a two-run single by Hobe Ferris, and that would be all Big Bill Dinneen would need. He gave Pittsburg four hits, and only in the sixth did they have more than one. A double play helped him out, and from then on he was completely in charge, retiring the final seven men after walking Ritchey in the seventh, and striking out Honus Wagner to end the game. With his team providing him an insurance run in the sixth (LaChance triple, Ferris single), Big Bill Dinneen pitched the Boston Americans to the first twentieth-century World Championship, 3–0.


“There was no anticlimax in the game of yesterday,” reported Murnane. “A theatrical manager could hardly have worked the incidents better as to gradually warm up the crowd. The game opened nicely, evenly and smoothly, with a chance to yell every once in a while. But not until the fourth inning, not until the crowd had become thoroughly imbued with the intensity which appeared in the features of every player, was the opportunity for a grand, tumultuous outburst.”


The fourth inning was superb theater. The gritty Phillippe, making his fifth start of the Series, had managed to blank the Americans for three innings and the natives were getting fretful. But Freeman opened with a triple over the ropes in center to the accompaniment of “Tessie.” Parent was safe when catcher Phelps bobbed his dribbler, Freeman holding at third. LaChance grounded out, first baseman to pitcher covering, moving Parent to second as Freeman, in the fashion of countless Red Sox sluggers to come, cautiously remained anchored at third.


That brought up Hobe Ferris, who singled sharply to right-center, bringing home Freeman and Parent, at which time, according to Tim Murnane (clearly as pumped up as he’d ever been while covering a baseball game), “the rooters tipped over their chairs in their eagerness to rise to the occasion.”


Continuing on, Murnane reported that “It seemed as if every man on both bleachers was on his feet, waving his hat and roaring. A party of six at the end of the first base bleachers released large American flags to the breeze. More ‘Tessie’ with the band accompanying, and more shouting took place.”


After the third run came across in the sixth, Murnane said the fans “anxiously watched Dinneen hurl the ball with a speed he had not attempted at any previous part in the game.”


Reaching the ninth, he dispatched Clarke and Leach on fly balls. That brought up Wagner, who was experiencing a miserable (6 for 26, one extrabase hit) Series. Big Bill reacted as if he were protecting a one-run lead with the bases loaded in the ninth.


Again, from the fertile brain of Mr. Tim Murnane:


“How Dinneen did rip that black ball over the plate! Three times did Wagner try to connect, but not a sound from the rooters until the last swing, which nearly carried him off his feet, proclaimed the downfall of the mighty men and his nine.”


Dinneen’s own take was a bit tamer: “I threw him a fastball, and he took a cut and missed for the third strike, which ended the Series.”


The Boston Americans were champions of the known baseball world.


Lou Criger hurled the baseball in the air, and the crowd stampede was on. As the band cranked out yet another “Tessie,” thousands swarmed on the field as Captain Fred Clarke attempted to extend his congratulations to both his counterpart, Jimmy Collins, and the Boston players. But soon the fans had every player in the air but Ferris, who somehow eluded them. Collins was placed at particular risk. “Jimmy Collins was nearly dismembered,” reported Murnane, “because the crowd that had his right leg insisted on going in a different direction than the party which held possession of his left one. Sympathetic grandstand shouters had to admonish his captors to let him down.”


According to Reach’s Official American League Guide, “The world’s champions were borne to their dressing rooms on the shoulders of thousands and the cheering lasted many minutes.”


Before leaving the field, the band struck up “The Star Spangled Banner,” after which time the patrons left the field and continued to celebrate on their way home.


Everyone seemed to be in agreement that the teams had done honor to the game of baseball.


“This shows that baseball is the greatest outdoor sport that has ever been known,” Murnane proclaimed, “and is thoroughly American, combining everything in the way of athletic skill, nerve, grit and honesty, and all that is best in our national character.”


From the Pittsburg Dispatch came the following: “The series of ball games for the world’s championship honors came to a close in Boston yesterday, when the team representing that city signalized its fourth consecutive victory over the National champions by a shutout in a contest marked by much brilliant playing….


“While such a result was unlooked for by the loyal followers of the home team, and while their disappointment is consequently keen, the truth must be acknowledged that the National leaders were fairly and squarely outplayed. A test of ability involving eight games was sufficiently ample to give both organizations all necessary opportunity to show their best, and no unfair advantages were taken on either side from start to finish. In nearly all essential features of high-class play the [Bostons] showed themselves the superiors of their opponents during the series and their success was merited.”


Collins went into the locker room, sat down, and attempted to collect his thoughts. It had been a long and stressful season, and the great player-manager was physically and mentally exhausted. Then the door swung open and in walked Senator M. J. Sullivan, followed by a few of Collins’s friends. Mr. Sullivan walked over to Collins, produced a box, and motioned for the players to join him.


“I have been selected to present you with a slight token of esteem from the players whom you have so successfully led to victory this year,” Sullivan intoned. He then presented Collins with an open-face gold watch, to which was attached an attractive fob, and suspended from that was a gold locket, in the center of which was a large diamond.


The inscription read “To James J. Collins. From the players of the Boston baseball club, American league, Oct. 15, 1903.”


“I thank you,” said Collins. “I cannot express what this means to me. Boys, I wish you all a splendid winter.”


Collins took time to laud his opponents. “In Pittsburg we found a worthy opponent and a grand ball team,” Collins said. “Every man on the team is a fine player and the spirit of true sportsmanship was never better exemplified than in the series just closed.”


There was one other person to thank, and that would be a lass named “Tessie,” who jumped on the Boston bandwagon in the fifth game and became even more important than Nuf Sed and the Royal Rooters.


Tim Murnane summed it up. “‘Tessie,’ an obscure maiden whom somebody loved in a ragtime melody, wasn’t much in the place which the librettist and the composer built for her,” he wrote. “But she has a place in history. She will go tunefully tripping down the ages as the famous mascot that helped the Boston Americans win three out of four in Pittsburg, capture the final game in Boston and with it the title—champions of the world.


“Sang by the thundering ensemble at the Huntington baseball grounds yesterday afternoon, ‘Tessie’ was there when anything worth doing was done. ‘Tessie’ was never caroled for any four-flush proposition; her chaste salutes were only for that which wins the royal wreath.


“Just as the claim of the heroine is to a high place on the first page of the history of the most famous post-season series, the words of the song have about as much to do with baseball as they did to the operation of stoking in the roundhouse across the field. But the effect is the thing; so ‘Tessie’ is a four-time winner.”





*In 1903, the city the Pirates called home was spelled Pittsburg. The current spelling—Pittsburgh—was the official spelling throughout the city’s history except for the period from 1890 to 1911.


*In 1903, the World Series was the best 5 out of 9 games.
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1904: Americans vs. Giants


The World Series That Wasn’t
from The Year They Called Off the World Series by Benton Stark


 


 


Of the remaining six games on the Giants’ schedule in October, five were home against the Cardinals. It was difficult to make a sound judgment regarding which was the pennant winner and which the fifth-place team on the basis of the play in this series. Four times the Cardinals were victorious against the team John Brush said had captured the “championship of the United States.” “GIANTS STILL IN DEPRESSING FORM,” read the New York Herald’s headline. The New York Times complained about Mertes’s playing center field for the absent Bresnahan, characterizing his fielding as bordering “on the ridiculous.” And the New York Daily Tribune deplored the fact that “It looked as though the [Giants] put no interest in their work. Calls of ‘It’s too bad you won the championship!’ were frequent, and on days that double-headers were played, many spectators left the grounds after the first game.” The Giants’ losing streak had reached six games, but this did not cut into the enjoyment of the splashy benefit given them on Sunday, October 2, at Klaw and Erlanger’s New York Theater. Jockey Tod Sloan, a close friend and business partner of [ John] McGraw’s, served as the master of ceremonies. A large number of celebrities were on hand, some even traveling in from out of town. As a group, the politico–show business set gravitated toward baseball and especially the talented players collected by the infamous and therefore all-the-more-attractive management team of McGraw and Brush (whose second wife, Elsie Lombard, was herself a former actress). Here was a telling recognition of which performers, relying on the adulation of an audience, held the top spot in New York at the time—an acknowledgment that the baseball field, with its honestly engaging characters and largely unpredictable drama, as well as its sizable crowd of uninhibited cheering and jeering fanatics, had emerged as the greatest show in town. Brush encouraged this following by providing politicians and show business personalities with special free passes, such as the one designed by Lambert Brothers, the jeweler, in the form of a penknife with a picture of the Polo Grounds set back into the handle. Sports announcer Joe Humphries presented McGraw with a huge loving cup for the organization as well as personal mementos, which included a watch charm set with 68 diamonds from his stage friends, a set of diamond cuff buttons from Harry Stevens, and, as Blanche McGraw put it, “less brilliant items bestowed with equal pride and affection.” The benefit itself brought in an astonishing $25,000, all of which was distributed to very grateful players, many of whom didn’t earn very much money in salary.


Fewer than 1,000 turned out the next afternoon, October 4, for the doubleheader against the Cardinals that would formally end the season. McGinnity pitched and lost the opener, 7–3, winding up with a record of 35–8. His teammates made five errors in their halfhearted, go-through-the-motions performance. The second game was a total disaster. The trouble began in the bottom of the first when Dan McGann, who thought he had hit a home run over the right fielder’s head, was called out on an appeal play for not touching first base. McGann and acting manager William “Doc” Marshall cornered umpire Jim Johnstone and argued loudly and abusively enough to be ordered off the field. Three innings later, Dahlen started on Johnstone over a safe call at second, and he also was ejected. This was too much for the Giants, who appeared unwilling to resume their positions, forcing Johnstone to forfeit the game to St. Louis. The 2,000 spectators were so worked up by this time, the New York Times declared, that they were making “as much noise as could be made by five times that number.” As Johnstone attempted to leave the field, he was rushed by a number of these juiced-up Giant loyalists sitting in the grandstand, and violently shoved. Just after this, a fire broke out in the area of the home team players’ bench.


Under the headline “DISGRACEFUL END,” W. M. Rankin blasted the Giants in his Sporting News column:


[In] the closing scenes on the Polo Grounds, this city…was a mix-up of enthusiasts, umpire, players, police and general dissatisfaction. It was the most disgraceful way for a champion team to end so grand and successful a campaign….


To forfeit the last game of the season was not the proper thing for them to do. Their actions during the past few weeks have not been all they should have been or was expected of them. They have acted entirely too indifferent to the duties they were expected to perform…. The public should have had a run for its money. It has supported them in grand style this year and was certainly entitled to better treatment from them.


Rankin was an influential journalist commenting in a periodical regarded as “the bible of baseball.” If the religious imagery is appropriate, the 80-year-old man they called “Father,” Henry Chadwick, had to be considered the game’s guardian angel. Chadwick had been the first great promoter of the game, the developer of the box score, the author of numerous manuals and books, and the editor of the indispensable annual Spalding’s Official Base Ball Guide. The most venerable sportswriter of them all couldn’t stand what he had witnessed on October 4. He wrote a letter to the Sporting News stating that it was “with pained regret” that he had “to record the closing scene of the last game of the New York team at the Polo Grounds for 1904.” That evening a specially arranged performance took place at the Majestic Theater, during which a silver-mounted bat, suitably inscribed, was presented to John McGraw and the Giants. Given the day’s events, at least some of those present must have been a little uncomfortable.


As the month of October began, the Highlanders held a .003 first-place lead over the Pilgrims. The continued prospect of winning the American League pennant inspired President Joseph Gordon of the Highlanders to make one last attempt to get John Brush to change his mind about playing a World Series:


John T. Brush, Esq.
President New York National League Club


Dear Sir:


In behalf of the Greater New York Baseball Club of the American League, I hereby challenge the New York National League Club to play a series of seven games for the world’s championship in the event of the winning of the American League pennant by the Greater New Yorks. In view of a general popular demand in the interest of true sportsmanship, I believe that such a series should be arranged forthwith.


As far as the Greater New York Club is concerned, gate receipts cut an insignificant figure. The New York public which has supported the game loyally through years of vicissitudes, is entitled to consideration, and the time has now arrived, in my estimation, when this support should be rewarded by the playing of a series that will be memorable in baseball history.


The American League won the title of world’s champions when the Bostons defeated the Pittsburgs last year. If the Greater New Yorks defeat the Bostons in the American League race, we will have a right to defend the title. If you wish to prove to the baseball public that the New York Nationals are capable of winning these added laurels from the Greater New Yorks, we will pave the way. The responsibility will rest upon you, Mr. Brush, to accept or decline this fair, square proposition, made in the interests of the national sport.


In stipulating the number of games to be played, we would suggest that three be played at the Polo Grounds, three at American League Park, and the place of the seventh, if it becomes necessary to play it, to be decided by the toss of a coin, the winner of four games to be the champions of the world.


Very truly yours,


Joseph Gordon,
President, Greater New York
Baseball Club of the American League


When Brush failed to reply to his letter, Gordon told the press that although he had sent his challenge by registered mail, if the Giant owner had not received it, he would be only too willing to mail another one—and, he added, “I think I shall do it.” On October 6, Brush responded, giving as the reason for not acting sooner an illness that kept him from his office. He had decided to turn the question over to John McGraw. The Giant manager then issued a statement of his own:


I want to go clearly and emphatically on record in the matter of the refusal of the New York club to play a post-season series. The people of New York have been kind enough to give me some credit for bringing the pennant to New York, and if there is any just blame or criticism for the club’s action in protecting that highly-prized honor the blame should rest on my shoulders, not Brush’s, for I alone am responsible.


When I came to New York three years ago the team was in last place. Since that time, on and off the field, I have worked to bring the pennant to New York. The result is known. Now that the New York team has won this honor, I for one will not stand to see it tossed away like a rag. The pennant means something to me. It is the first I have ever won [as a manager]. It means something to our players, and they are with me in my stand. We never stopped until we clinched the pennant, even if it did rob the game of the interest of a pennant race. The club never complained. When the fight was hot we played to thousands. After the race was won we played to hundreds. But that was square sport and the stockholders never complained. If we didn’t sacrifice our race in our own league to the box office we certainly are not going to put in jeopardy the highest honor in baseball simply for the box office inducements.


McGraw knew firsthand how the honor of a pennant can be lost in a postseason championship series. He had horrible memories of the pennant-winning Orioles of 1894 and 1895 losing the Temple Cup Series two straight years. McGraw and his teammates heard many hurtful remarks from the baseball public. “Fake champions!” “Quitters!” and “Can’t take it when the chips are down!” are the ones he and his wife remembered. McGraw reacted very badly. “John went to bed,” Blanche McGraw wrote, “and under a doctor’s care for the rest of the year. At first his affliction was called nervousness, a sort of breakdown, and then it was diagnosed as malaria. He was weak, had recurring fever and regular headaches.” The situation in 1904—the possibility of losing the glory he always needed to a Ban Johnson American League team, and perhaps the hated New York rival at that—was dangerously similar to the one he could not handle in the 1890s. Was he going to chance it? The answer was no!


The baseball press did not think much of McGraw’s statement. The Chicago Sunday Tribune, typically, thought it “makes him ridiculous. He practically admits the Giants would be defeated in such a series…. Truly McGraw must be hard pressed by public opinion when he makes ‘breaks’ like that.” The New York World chastised McGraw for “entirely ignoring the almost unanimous opinion of the baseball public that the Giants should play either Boston or the Highlanders for the honors won last year by the Boston team,” and added that “a careful perusal of his letter fails to show a reason of any kind, good or bad, for the stand he has taken….” The New York Daily Tribune concurred: “What the baseball public, not only in this city but throughout the country, wishes now is a meeting of the winning teams of the National and American Leagues.”


But nothing was going to change the minds of Brush and McGraw, not even a petition signed by 10,000 New York fans. What they did do, as an answer to criticism, was to bar the very outspoken Sam Crane, veteran newspaperman and former major league infielder, from the Polo Grounds. Back in the 1890s, in Cincinnati, Brush tried a similar punitive tactic when he took the press pass away from a troublesome sports editor named Ban Johnson. He didn’t accomplish anything then either.


St. Louis was the site of the penultimate series for the Highlanders. When they left Sportsman’s Park on October 5, they trailed the Pilgrims* by half a game. They were coming back East for the last five games on their schedule to play their season-long archrivals from Boston. Three out of five is what they needed for the American League flag: Win the series, win the pennant.


If “Dame Fortune” operates on an even-up basis, the Highlanders would have things their way back home because they sure weren’t having much luck leaving the West. For hours, they sat on the train because of a wreck on the line at Terre Haute, Indiana. Finally, Griffith was able to switch his players to a second line, but because of the time lost, they arrived in New York only three hours before game time. Sharing the early portion of this frustrating journey with the Highlanders was New York’s Governor Benjamin Odell, who, upon reaching Albany, sent a telegram to Griffith:


Despite your running away from our sweeping challenge for a way station championship and laurels of our special train, the undersigned hope you and your splendid athletes of the diamond defeat the wily Boston beaneaters and achieve the world’s championship as well as the American League pennant, for the great Empire State and for the City of New York. Foxily you hired a special train and ran away from us—worse than John T. Brush. However, the Gubernatorial staff admire your pluck and grand playing, and sincerely hope you win the big American League race.


When the Highlanders’ brief rest ended in the early afternoon of Friday, October 7, and the opening contest with the Pilgrims at Hilltop Park was to begin, it was Jack Chesbro (40–10)—who else?—who got the call. According to Sporting Life, Chesbro told Griffith that, if necessary, he would work every day of the upcoming week. Facing him would be Norwood Gibson (17–13). Although Gibson had pitched exceptionally well lately, the New Yorkers might have been swinging against their old teammate Jesse Tannehill (21–11, 2.04 ERA) had he not suffered a strained groin in Cleveland in late September and been forced to leave the club for the season. The visitors drew first blood in the top of the third. With two out, “Kip” Selbach hit a roller just wide of shortstop “Kid” Elberfeld, so that although he made a fine stop on the ball, he could not throw it. When catcher “Red” Kleinow could not handle a Chesbro spitter, Selbach moved into scoring position. Freddy Parent then blooped one in front of center fielder John Anderson, and Selbach chased home with the game’s initial score. The Highlanders, in their half of the inning, came right back. Elberfeld was hit by a Gibson pitch and scored on Anderson’s double down the left-field line. Two innings later, Patsy Dougherty led off with a flare that fell between Parent, the shortstop, and Selbach, the left fielder. Keeler, still playing with a bandaged right forefinger as a result of being hit by a pitched ball a week before, then slapped a ground ball to manager–third baseman Jimmy Collins, who got the throw over to first in time, but “Candy” LaChance could not hold on, creating a second and third situation for the Highlanders. Elberfeld followed with a fly ball to right, driving in New York’s second run. In the bottom of the seventh, the Highlanders added a third tally: Dougherty reached first on another LaChance error, advanced to second on a base on balls to Elberfeld and crossed the plate on a single to left by Jimmy Williams. Although the Pilgrims got one more in the eighth, the tired hometown heroes hung on for a tremendously important triumph. “That the ‘rooters’ appreciated the work of Chesbro,” reported the New York Times, “was shown after the last Boston man [catcher “Duke”] Farrell, was thrown out at first by Conroy. Rushing pell mell on the field, they picked the ‘Happy One’ up and carried him down the field to the clubhouse amid the wildest enthusiasm.” Actually, both pitchers deserved special attention, each allowing but four hits. However, the 3–2 edge in runs gave Chesbro win number 41 and his New York team first place by half a game. “HIGHLANDERS HOME AND TAKE THE LEAD,” announced the New York World.


It now looks as if the title of “World’s Champions,” so coveted by baseball players, will be passed over to the Highlanders by Monday afternoon next. The teams have four more games to play. Boston must win three of them to retain the championship, while an even break will suit the Highlanders.


“Nothing is easy in war,” wrote Dwight Eisenhower. “Mistakes are always paid for in casualties….” Back in mid-July, the Highlander management agreed to allow the Columbia University football team to use Hilltop Park for its October 8 game against Williams. At the time, the Highlanders trailed the first-place Pilgrims by 31/2 games, with half the season to go. It did not seem incredibly significant that the baseball game scheduled for Hilltop that afternoon would have to be shifted elsewhere. But, by October 8, the single game had become a doubleheader, and the significance had become tremendous. The Highlanders had moved ahead of the Pilgrims by a half-game, thanks to their home victory on Friday, October 7, with four games left in the war for the American League banner. Now, thanks to that casual decision made nearly three months before, the critical Saturday doubleheader was to be transferred—to Boston! What this meant to those who knew the atmosphere pervading the Huntington Avenue Grounds was the very real possibility of a total shift in fate for the New York club. Over on Boston’s Columbia Avenue, near Ruggles Street, was a Roxbury saloon run by Michael T. McGreevy, known as “Nuf Sed” to all the locals. The nickname came about because, as Pittsburg third baseman Tommy Leach heard it, “any time there was an argument about anything to do with baseball, he was the ultimate authority. Once McGreevy gave his opinion that ended the argument: nuf sed!” McGreevy headed a large group of Pilgrim fans who called themselves the “Royal Rooters.” But these were not just fans. In fact, these were not just enthusiastic fans. These were monstrous, dominating, indefatigable, deciding fans. Tommy Leach believed that these “Royal Rooters” actually won the 1903 World Series for the Boston Pilgrims:


We beat them three out of the first four games, and then they started singing that damn “Tessie” song…. They must have figured it was a good luck charm, because from then on you could hardly play ball they were singing “Tessie” so damn loud.


“Tessie” was a real big popular song in those days….


“Tessie, you make me feel so badly,
Why don’t you turn around.
Tessie, you know I love you madly,
Babe, my heart weighs about a pound….”


Only instead of singing “Tessie, you know I love you madly,” they’d sing special lyrics to each of the Red Sox players: like “Jimmy [Collins], you know I love you madly.” And for us Pirates they’d change it a little. Like when Honus Wagner came up to bat they’d sing:


“Honus, why do you hit so badly,
Take a back seat and sit down.
Honus, at bat you look so sadly,
Hey, why don’t you get out of town.”


Sort of got on your nerves after a while. And before we knew what happened, we’d lost the World Series.


Thirty thousand Bostonians showed up on Saturday, October 8, for this relocated doubleheader, and several thousand gathered around the downtown newspaper offices to keep track of the score. Every reserved seat had been sold the previous week, and the bleachers were packed an hour and a half before the action was to begin. Temporary seats were erected in front of the grandstand so that several hundred more could be squeezed in, but fans directed to this section blocked the view of those in the permanent boxes, causing such an outcry that some of the newly positioned benches had to be quickly removed. Still the rooters poured in, necessitating the opening of the field for standing areas. So close to the outfielders were the standees that it was agreed that anything hit fair into their roped-off midst would be a ground-rule double. Incredibly, the native of North Adams, Massachusetts, Jack Chesbro, with less than 24 hours’ rest, was to pitch again for New York. Facing him would be last year’s World Series hero, Bill Dinneen. This was Chesbro’s 50th start, one-third of his team’s total games this season. However, the hard work did not appear to bother him through the first three innings. At this point, the Highlanders owned the only run, ex-Pilgrim Dougherty scoring that one. Then, in the Boston fourth, the fatigue Chesbro must have felt began to show. Six hits, a base on balls, and errors by Dougherty and Elberfeld cost the visitors six runs. Into the fray came Walter Clarkson, but the former ace of nearby Harvard College did no better, giving up two runs in the fifth, four in the sixth, and one in the seventh. At the end of this first game, the score read 13–2 and the American League standings showed Boston by a half-game over New York.


The second game’s pitchers were Jack Powell and “Cy” Young. This would be a darkness-halted seven-inning contest, with only one run being registered. The lone tally occurred in the bottom of the fifth. Pilgrim second baseman Albert “Hobe” Ferris pushed a little grounder over second, which Williams reached but could not convert. Catcher Lou Criger sacrificed Ferris to second. “Cy” Young then helped his own cause by smacking one deep enough to right to permit Ferris to tag up. When third baseman Conroy failed to handle Keeler’s throw, allowing the ball to roll into the crowd, Ferris was waved home amid deafening cheers. Regarding Young’s shutout performance, Jacob C. Morse wrote in Sporting Life that “nothing finer has been chronicled than the work of our ‘grand old man’…who keeps on pitching famous ball, despite the attempts to write him out of it….” Actually, something finer had been “chronicled” by Young earlier in the year—a perfect game against the Philadelphia Athletics. The all-time leader in games won, an astounding 511, had much written about him, including a little panegyric by Grantland Rice:


Fame may be fleeting and glory may fade—
Life at its best is a breath on the glade.
One hero passes, another is made.
New stars arise as the old ones pale.
So when a stalwart steps out from the throng
On with the tribute, let garlands be flung—
Here’s to the king of them all, Denton True Young.


The Highlanders now trailed by 1½ games. “I am still confident we will land the flag,” Clark Griffith told the press, “and the boys are too. Chesbro will go against the champions on Monday. He usually does that when he has been hit hard, and turns the tables. We are all cheerful.”


The two clubs had Sunday to travel back to New York, repair and dry out their ripped and sweat-soaked uniforms, and rest up for the doubleheader on Monday, the last day of the season. Accompanying the Pilgrims were 200 “Royal Rooters,” prepared to do to the Highlanders what they had done to the Pirates the previous year. On the rear of the railroad car that they stuffed themselves into was a banner that read: “WE WANT THESE TWO GAMES. ‘NUF SED’” When they reached New York, they headed for the Hotel Marlborough, where they joyously milled about, sporting red badges with the words “WORLD’S CHAMPIONS” written across. The New York Times noted that “quite a number of the visitors carried suitcases and satchels which they took with them to Pittsburg last fall ‘just for luck.’” The word at the hotel was that Dinneen and Chesbro, as Griffith had promised, would be the pitchers in the first game. “The Boston men,” said the Times, “think Chesbro has been worked too hard, and that the drubbing he got on Saturday marked the beginning of his downfall.” New York City was electric with excitement over the American League showdown. “Probably no such interest ever was taken in a baseball event in this city,” thought the Times.


Monday, October 10, began with threatening weather but cleared up by the time the crowd of 28,584 lucky ticket holders pushed through the entrance gates of Hilltop Park. The “Royal Rooters” positioned themselves at the extreme left of the grandstand. They brought along the Lew Dockstader’s Band, which, together with the megaphones and tin horns held to many agitated mouths, kept up a continuous din throughout the ballgame. “Tessie” was on hand, also. One of the “Rooters” stood above the Boston bench and led his comrades in the rallying tune until, the Boston Herald noted, the performers must have been as tired as the auditors, some of whom inquired innocently enough if that was the only air the band could play.”


Chesbro hadn’t lost much in 1904—in fact, only 11 times in 52 decisions—and after four of those times, he bounced right back to take the next contest from the team that did him in. Today, in the first game, he could make it five quick avengings with a triumph over Boston. “I am willing to bet my last dollar that I trim Collins’ boys,” he told the New York World. And so it appeared that trimming was what he was up to when the first three Pilgrims he faced were retired in order. Patsy Dougherty led off the Highlander half with a base on balls and took second on a Willie Keeler sacrifice. However, neither “Kid” Elberfeld nor Jimmy Williams was able to cash in this potential run, and the game was scoreless after one. In the second, “Buck” Freeman and “Hobe” Ferris singled, but were left stranded by Lou Criger. When John Anderson, John Ganzel, and “Wid” Conroy went down quietly in the second against Bill Dinneen, this crucial game showed all the signs of being exactly what it should be: a classic pitchers’ duel. Ground balls got rid of Dinneen and “Kip” Selbach in the third, and Chesbro, for the second time, struck out Freddy Parent. After “Red” Kleinow continued the afternoon’s dismal hitting exhibition by grounding out to begin the Highlander third, Chesbro stepped to the plate. Time, however, was called. At this point, it was decided to allow “Happy Jack’s” fans to present him with a fur overcoat and cap. “He’ll strike out for sure on account of that fur overcoat,” predicted a superstitious fan within earshot of the New York Herald’s reporter. “But,” the reporter wrote, “Chesbro this time made an exception in the case of players who go to bat and do nothing after having received a present. He slammed the ball along the right field line for three bases.” With Chesbro ninety feet away from a New York lead, Dougherty and Keeler—the most consistent hitters in the Highlander lineup—did something not even the most loyal Pilgrim krank could have expected: They both struck out. Still, Griffith could take heart at the way Chesbro was pitching. He seemed to be getting stronger as the struggle progressed. Dinneen, on the other hand, faltered in the bottom of the fifth. Although he got Ganzel and Conroy out, Kleinow singled sharply to right and Chesbro smashed one right back through the middle past Dinneen. Dougherty, who had a knack for heroics, followed with a line single to right, driving in Kleinow with the first run of the game. Shaken by three straight hard hits, Dinneen proceeded to walk Keeler to fill the bases—perhaps he just didn’t want to pitch to him anyhow. “Such cheering!” declared the New York Herald. “One had to stuff cotton in his ears in order to think. The cheering became a roar when Elberfeld walked, forcing Chesbro over the plate.” But the fun ended there as Williams hit softly back to Dinneen for the long-delayed third out. Two runs constituted a good lead, with Chesbro doing his thing on the mound.


However, despite the attention pitchers naturally get, it is a fact that they cannot win all by themselves. This basic baseball truth was made evident in the top of the seventh. Chesbro got two strikes on “Candy” LaChance, but the big first baseman reached out and poked the next pitch just over Chesbro’s head. Second baseman “Buttons” Williams got to the ball but couldn’t make the throw in time. Ferris, the next hitter, chopped a routine ground ball directly at Williams, who just couldn’t find the handle. Criger advanced both runners with a fine sacrifice bunt. Pitcher Bill Dinneen seemed to be helping Chesbro out of this mess when he followed with another routine grounder to Williams, who fielded this one all right, but then fired the ball into the dirt in front of catcher Kleinow, allowing both runners to score and even the contest, 2–2. Williams’s poor play had allowed Boston to get untracked and put the game up for grabs.


In the top of the eighth, Charley “Chick” Stahl, Freeman, and LaChance got hits, and Boston was poised to jump into the lead. However, the Highlander defense came to the rescue, cutting down Stahl at the plate on a pretty relay play from center fielder Anderson to shortstop Elberfeld to Kleinow. So, toe to toe, Boston and New York went into the ninth inning looking for that little opening that would allow the deciding blow to land. In the top half of the inning, slow-footed, weak-hitting (.208) Lou Criger beat out a roller to short. Dinneen did his job, sacrificing Criger to second. Selbach, at the top of the lineup, was in a storybook position to bring home his relatively new club a winner, but Chesbro threw that spitter of his and “Kip” tapped the ball back to the mound. This made two outs, with Criger still on third. The second spot on the Boston card belonged to shortstop Freddy Parent. Twice this day Parent was a strikeout victim. And, for all the world, it appeared that Parent was about to go down a third time when Chesbro blew two strikes past the little 5-foot-5 1/2-inch guy on the first two pitches. The “Book” says that an 0–2 count calls for a pitch out of the strike zone to make the hitter, who is in an extremely defensive position, swing at something he cannot hit solidly. Was the next toss by Chesbro a “waste pitch”? What is known is that it was one of his spitballs and that it was high, wild, and beyond Kleinow’s reach. Back it went to the foot of the grandstand and in trotted Criger with the go-ahead run. Although Parent hit the next pitch into center field for a single, that does not necessarily mean that the run would have scored anyway because game conditions, including pressure and pitching strategy, would have been different and such things clearly have great effects on performance.


So, although no more damage was done, the visitors were up that big one tally, 3–2, and it all came down to what the home team could do in its “last licks.” Ganzel, the number six hitter, darkened the already gloomy picture for the New Yorkers by striking out for the second consecutive time. But then Conroy drew a walk. Next came Kleinow, who had two hits this game. However, he popped out to second baseman Ferris. Chesbro’s spot in the order had been reached. What were the Highlanders to do in this critical situation? Chesbro, too, had two hits off Dinneen, including that post–fur-overcoat-gift triple. The 1904 season had been Chesbro’s best as a hitter (.236 average) as well as a pitcher. But, this was the most important at bat of the Highlanders’ season, and it could not go to a pitcher. Griffith made a move. Hitting for Chesbro would be Jim McGuire. The “Deacon,” however, was hitting only .210 and was unlikely to beat out an infield hit if it should come to that. Nevertheless, the substitution paid off in that the patient veteran catcher worked Dinneen for a walk, sending Conroy to second as the tying run. The lineup turned over to the top of the order. What a spot for Dougherty, the former Pilgrim left fielder. He could have the sweetest revenge baseball offers: snatching away the pennant from the organization that traded him. Patsy was hitting .279 and already had an RBI this afternoon. Meanwhile, Dave Fultz went out to run for McGuire at first. The dramatic tension couldn’t be any higher—but it wasn’t sustained long: three pitches, and nothing but air! Dougherty struck out. “No man in this land wanted to have the Highlanders humble the champions as much as Dougherty did. Then to be finally out-generalled by his ex-clubmates with two men on bases waiting to be brought home—it was simply awful,” commented the New York World with appropriate sympathy.


Suddenly, it was all over. What had been a seemingly endless and gut-wrenching war, requiring triumph after triumph, had ended in the flash of one empty swing. Conroy, who would have been mobbed with supreme joy under other circumstances, walked dejectedly toward the clubhouse. The facts were brutal in their simplicity and would admit no change: The Highlanders had come in second and the Pilgrims had won their second American League pennant in a row. The “Royal Rooters” were delirious. They, the Lew Dockstader’s Band, and other Bostonians in town celebrated with a torchlight parade down Broadway. What a humiliating scene that was for the proud Highlanders and their loyal supporters.


There was a second game that day, which the Highlanders won, 1–0, in extra innings, behind Ambrose Puttman. “Today, after the first game of the doubleheader had been won by Boston,” wrote T. E. Sanborn in the Sporting News,


there was absolutely no reason for playing the second game, as nothing depended on it. McGraw and his Giants would undoubtedly have made a farce of it and driven the patrons away. Not so the Bostons and Highlanders. They fought out a 10-inning game as sharply as if it mattered who won it and showed the kind of spirit that wins baseball fans of all degrees.


But, aside from showing “class” in playing despite a shattered spirit, it really did not matter to the Highlanders. The real issue had been decided in the ninth inning of the first game. That loss was to be a demon that destroyed all the pleasure Jack Chesbro should have derived from his dazzling 1904 season. He had started 51 games and completed 48 of them, pitched 454.2 innings, posted a 41–12 record, and finished with a 1.82 ERA—and all he could think about was that wild pitch, what has been called the most costly wild pitch in history. Several weeks after the close of the season, Chesbro and Griffith went on a hunting trip. Lee Allen tells the poignant story:


“Why don’t you look for something to shoot?” Griffith said to him in the woods.
“I was thinking,” Chesbro replied.
“About that wild pitch?”
“Yes.”
“Now, look here,” Griff said. “If you ever mention that wild pitch again, I’ll shoot you as I would a muskrat. Now shut up and hunt.”


But Chesbro could not forget and neither, later, could his widow, who attempted to blame “Red” Kleinow for letting it get behind him. Fred Lieb asked “Kid” Elberfeld about the possibility of Kleinow catching that infamous pitch. Elberfeld exploded: “The only way Kleinow could have caught that ball would have been while standing on top of a stepladder.” “Deacon” McGuire, who caught two-thirds of the Highlander games that year, was asked if he might have been able to grab “the wild pitch.” “There wasn’t a chance of stopping that spitter,” he asserted. “It might as well have gone over the top of the grandstand.”


But the criticisms and “what ifs” of baseball are part of its great fun and provide good kindling for the long “hot-stove league” season. The winter of 1904–1905 would be much longer and much less satisfying than the last because there was no World Series to analyze over and over again. One final try—probably to taunt the Giant management—had been made by Pilgrim owner John Taylor, when, on October 10, he announced an offer for a series of games between the two championship teams, with all the receipts to be divided among the players. According to the Boston Herald, a number of the top Giant players would have leaped at the chance. The journal reported that at the deciding Pilgrim-Highlander doubleheader, McGinnity complained that “It is just like taking money out of our pockets to prevent us from playing the winners. The players are willing enough, I tell you. I think McGraw has the best ball tossers ever got together and I think they can beat any aggregation when in trim.” Then, he added, “Of course, they are out of training now, and cannot play the ball they did two months ago.”


The “Royal Rooters,” in their special fashion, made it known that they wanted a chance to see their Pilgrims play the Giants. As they left Hilltop Park for their hotel, they carried two brooms supporting a long banner that read: “Mr. Brush, we’re on plush. Where are you? Don’t be vain. Give us a game.” Nevertheless, there was a benefit for the Boston club in the Giant management’s stubbornness. As the New York World’s headline proclaimed: “THE BOSTONS STILL HOLD TITLE OF WORLD CHAMPIONS, GIANTS REFUSING TO PLAY. “As there is no challenge for the greater title,” the journal explained, “Jimmy Collins’s men will retain it for another year. Possibly in 1905 the National League winners may at least try to take the honors from the Boston boys.”





*Boston’s American League franchise was known as the Pilgrims and the Americans in the early twentieth century.
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