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INTRODUCTION





  IT COULD HAVE BEEN ANY SUMMER AFTERNOON OR EVENING IN THE mid- to late 1960s. I had either plopped myself on the orange and tan couch, which today would be considered hideous, in the den of my suburban Cleveland home for an Indians-Tigers game on TV or parked my skinny butt on the porch swing with transistor radio in hand. And this passionate Tribe fan who sometimes and, in retrospect, pathetically even cried after particularly galling losses would be on the verge of tears again.




  I recall with vivid clarity those losing battles. No team exasperated Marty Gitlin the child and his team with greater frequency than the one local announcers called the Motor City Kitties. In my mind the scenario always felt achingly similar—taut battles into the ninth inning from which the Tigers emerged victorious because they knew how to win and the Indians were their patsies. Then came the anger and frustration, to which my father reacted with a lesson on perspective in life.




  Of course, it did not always end that way. Sometimes Cleveland won. It just did not seem like it in the heart and mind of a child. I was too young to understand that Detroit was simply a superior club, one that through a higher level of talent, especially with bat in hand, outplayed its opponent. The names haunted the preteen me. Bill Freehan. Norm Cash. Al Kaline. Mickey Stanley. Willie Horton. Jim Northrup. While the club for which I rooted so deeply regularly failed to support a fine pitching staff with enough runs to win, the heart of the Tigers lineup remained steadfast and productive year after year. Such stalwarts brought peace of mind to rotation standouts Mickey Lolich, Denny McLain, and Earl Wilson. Their offensive capabilities gave the team an advantage in an era highlighted by 1–0 and 2–1 games so frequent and dull that Major League Baseball was motivated to lower mounds in 1969 to raise run totals. It was no wonder the Tigers of that period proved themselves the most consistent winner in the American League, one that brought joy and a sense of togetherness to the people of a beleaguered city, especially as their team steamrolled to the 1968 crown a year after one of the most devastating and deadly urban riots in American history.




  Their existence has been marked neither by dynasties nor doldrums. The Tigers have captured just four World Series championships since becoming a charter member of the junior circuit in 1901. They compiled a record barely above .500 during that 120-year span. They have suffered through seasons of failure so pronounced that they have gone down as some of the worst in the annals of baseball. But their periodic years of greatness have proven so memorable that they have remained in the hearts and minds of Tigers fans forever. They have provided a sense of pride and optimism to even the most fervent and critical followers during the most woeful periods.




  Then there are the individual stars who played significant roles in championship runs or performed so brilliantly that they will always be cherished by those who witnessed them in action or revered by those too young to have seen them play. They pepper Tigers history from the turn of the 20th century to today. Ty Cobb. The historically underappreciated Harry Heilmann and Charlie Gehringer. Hank Greenberg. Hal Newhouser. Kaline. Lolich. Alan Trammell and Lou Whitaker, whose names for good reason have most often been referenced together. Miguel Cabrera. Justin Verlander. Even flash-in-the-pan pitcher Mark Fidrych added color and fond memories. Tiger fans recall with relish where they were and how they felt during an otherwise unnoteworthy 1976 season when they watched “The Bird” talk to the baseball, mow down the opposition, and earn the focus of an entire nation.




  This book covers the entirety of Tigers history and even delves into the birth of professional baseball in Detroit in the National League to its continuation in the Western League, which morphed into the American League. The following pages detail their greatest and most interesting teams, players, moments, and eras. Read about how Cobb transformed a poor club into a pennant winner yet emerged as one of the most universally hated and historically condemned players ever to don a baseball uniform for the irascible nature and competitive fire that made him downright dangerous on the basepaths. Learn how Heilmann excelled as one of the finest pure hitters in baseball and one of the most popular voices of the Tigers as the first player to serve as any team’s play-by-play radio broadcaster. Gain insight into how Greenberg exploded onto the scene as the most prolific slugger to wear a Detroit uniform, then battled anti-Semitism at home and abroad.




  This book details the postwar era and beyond, from Newhouser blossoming into the finest pitcher in franchise history and arguably remaining so after Lolich, Jack Morris, and Verlander came and went, to the tumultuous career of rebel-without-a-cause Denny McLain, to the impact of Sparky Anderson as perhaps the team’s greatest manager ever, to a decade of misery wrapped around the launching of a new millennium, to the failures of aging owner Michael Ilitch to secure a World Series championship he so desired, to the collapse that followed.




  It is all here—the saga of Detroit baseball. Enjoy.




  











  CHAPTER ONE




  Planting the Seeds




  WILLIAM G. THOMPSON YEARNED TO DO MORE THAN SIMPLY ATTRACT a professional baseball team to Detroit in 1881. The mayor wanted to own it as well. He got his opportunity when the woeful Cincinnati Reds disbanded after angering league officials by selling beer and renting out their ballpark on Sundays. That left an opening in the National League that Thompson and his fledgling Wolverines filled. The nickname was adopted two decades after it had been first embraced at the University of Michigan.




  Thompson believed the city, whose population had soared over 123,000 in 1880, had grown populous enough to support a major-league team, which was born two decades before the Tigers became a founding member of the American League. Its citizens had already shown an interest in the newfangled sport decades earlier. A group of wealthy folks bored with cricket formed a baseball team in 1858. They practiced diligently before playing the first game in city history on the grounds of a local farm on August 8, 1859, against a team of clerks and office workers that nicknamed themselves the Early Risers. It was no contest. The latter was smoked in an ERA-destroyer, 59–21.




  The owner figured that Detroit proved itself worthy of a franchise in May 1879 when a team of Eastern players called Hollinger’s Nine set up residence at Recreation Park on the corner of Brush and Brady Streets and lost to a team from Troy, New York, before 1,500 patrons occupying the wooden stands.




  Wolverines manager Frank Bancroft, a Massachusetts hotel owner and late arrival into the world of baseball who guided the 1880 Worcester Ruby Legs to a 40-43 finish in his only year as a skipper, boasted little experienced hitting or pitching talent. The roster of his new club was dotted with castoffs and rookies. But they performed above expectations. They debuted with a 6-5 loss to Buffalo in front of 1,286 fans. A 3-10 start knocked them out of the pennant race permanently, but they recovered to finish 41–43, spurred by the fine performances of catcher Charlie Bennett, first baseman Martin Powell, and outfielder George Wood, all of whom sported typical-of-the-era moustaches and spearheaded a painfully young lineup that featured only one player older than 26.




  Among the Kiddie Korps was 20-year-old pitcher Stump Weidman, who gained the nickname from his 5-foot-7, 165-pound frame. Weidman led the National League with a 1.80 earned run average. But the club required little pitching depth—rookie George Derby started and completed 55 games in compiling a 29-26 record and strong 2.20 ERA.




  Those who thought the promising inaugural season destined the Wolverines to greatness had another think coming. They raised hopes the following year with a 25-14 start that placed them atop the standings before collapsing. A six-game losing streak in late August doomed them to a fifth-place finish as neither Derby nor Weidman performed to expectations and the downfall of Powell weakened the offense considerably. The .230 team batting average ranked last in the league.




  Rampant gambling that permeated the sport cost the team dearly early that year. Umpires during that era were assigned to specific teams to cut down on travel costs. Shady ump Dick Higman was quite unfortunately appointed to the Wolverines. Thompson grew angry over several questionable calls during a stretch of struggles in late May and early June. The owner even hired a private investigator to shadow Higman. The sleuth intercepted a note from the umpire to gambler James Todd encouraging him to bet on Wolverine opponents. Thompson displayed the correspondence to fellow National League owners along with a handwriting sample of Higman to prove guilt. The umpire received a permanent ban before, appropriately, becoming a bookie in Chicago.




  The defeats likely caused by such dishonesty could not excuse that midseason collapse nor the downfall that began before a game was played the next year when Bancroft bolted to manage the Cleveland Blues (then led the Providence Grays to the championship in 1884). Replacement Jack “Death to Flying Things” Chapman, whose greatness tracking down baseballs as an outfielder during his playing days earned him the colorful nickname, proved himself far less proficient as a manager.




  His 1883 club rolled merrily along into early June with a 15-9 record before an epic downfall spurred by a pitching collapse. The Wolverines surrendered an average of 9.5 runs per game during a 2-19 stretch, then allowed a ridiculous 93 runs in a six-game period in the midst of a 1-14 run in August and September. They hit bottom in a September 6 loss to Chicago, yielding a league-record 18 runs in one inning en route to a 26–6 defeat.




  That season, however, was a picnic compared to 1884. Thompson foolishly released Powell, who had remained one of the club’s most productive hitters and rebounded to bat .319 for the Cincinnati Outlaw Reds of the American Association before retiring. But little could anyone have imagined the utter feebleness of the Detroit offense, which featured three starters with batting averages of .177 or lower and ranked last in the league in runs scored, on-base percentage, and strikeouts, nor the struggles of Weidman, who finished with a disturbing 4-21 mark. “Ace” Frank Meinke also exceeded 20 losses, more a victim of a lack of run support than poor performance.




  There was no pretense of respectability for the Wolverines that year. They showed immediately why they would emerge as one of the worst teams in baseball history by falling to 1-15 out of the gate and embarking on two 11-game losing streaks, then outdoing themselves with runs of 0-12 and 0-9 in August and September to finish 28-84.




  So much for Chapman. The revolving door at the managerial position was about to spin faster. Thompson hired player-manager Charlie Morton, who had the previous year played the same role with Toledo of the American Association. That move bombed when the 1885 Wolverines dropped an absurd 28 of 30 in May and June after a 3-0 start and surrendered double-figure runs in 12 of those games.




  But Morton made one prudent move before moving on in favor of fellow one-time AA manager Bill Watkins. He granted a tryout to outfielder Sam Thompson, then signed him a week before his firing. Thompson sparked the Wolverines by sparking the offense. The club embarked on a 12-1 tear and averaged nearly seven runs per game in the process. Detroit fell apart again, but one could not blame Thompson, who emerged immediately as its premier hitter, leading the team in batting average and home runs despite his late arrival.
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  Sam Thompson emerged as the first star of the franchise.




  COURTESY OF THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS




  The Hall of Famer blossomed into the team’s first star. But he required help to transform the Wolverines into a contender, let alone a champion. And he received plenty—thanks to new owner Frederick Kimball Stearns, son of wealthy drug manufacturers, as well as a musician who founded the Detroit Orchestral Association, which morphed into the Detroit Symphony Orchestra. Stearns succeeded in transforming the Wolverines into a juggernaut by purchasing the Buffalo Bisons and “demoting” them into a minor-league team while commandeering their premier players. Included were first baseman Dan Brouthers, shortstop Jack Rowe, third baseman Deacon White, and outfielder Hardy Richardson. The emergence of unusually nicknamed pitchers Lady Baldwin and Pretzels Getzien, a German immigrant, finally provided a dominant one-two pitching punch.




  The overhauled Wolverines displayed their dominance in 1886 by embarking on a 15-0 blitz in May and remaining on a roll. They won 12 of 13 during a June tear and 15 of 16 at the end of July to forge 4½ games ahead in the National League pennant race. There was just one problem, and they resided in Chicago. Detroit finished 87-36, but that only earned it the distinction of being the best second-place club in National League history. The Wolverines lost twice in the Windy City in late September to doom their title hopes. But their newcomers had transformed them into a powerhouse. Thompson, Brouthers, and Richardson led an offense that scored an incredible 315 more runs than it had the year before while the dynamite mound duo combined to win 72 games.




  Both faded in 1887, but it mattered not because the Wolverines bludgeoned foe after foe with their bats. They averaged an outrageous 7.8 runs per game and led the league in batting average, doubles, triples, on-base percentage, and slugging percentage. Though they received a scare from Philadelphia and Chicago, they snagged the momentum with a 19-2 start and led the National League wire-to-wire. A 19-4 blitz in August and September put away the competition and set up a pre–World Series World Series against the American Association champion St. Louis Browns. The event in that era was more a barnstorming exhibition than a real battle for a crown—it did not even end when the Wolverines pulled too far ahead to be caught. They won the series of games 10-5 with Thompson emerging as its star by batting .362.




  That success did not motivate fans to besiege Recreation Park. The lack of attendance and increased payroll placed the franchise in dire straits financially. Stearns could not afford the talent he procured from Buffalo and was forced to disband the Wolverines after a fifth-place finish in 1888.




  Professional baseball in Detroit was no more. But it returned six years later when a new club joined a circuit that would eventually become the American League.











  CHAPTER TWO




  The Tigers before Ty




  IT WAS APRIL 1885. GROVER CLEVELAND HAD BEEN SWORN IN AS THE 22nd president of the United States. Mark Twain had published The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. The Detroit Wolverines were seeking a rebound from one of the worst seasons in baseball history. And the Western League was born. The new circuit proved unsteady. Franchises came and went from one year to the next. It died in 1892, sparked hope of a revival the following May, then folded again a month later. Any hope of a revival rested upon the luring of a strong leader.




  Enter Ban Johnson. The passionate baseball fan eschewed the wishes of his parents that he enter the ministry to attend law school at the University of Cincinnati, then followed his heart to join a local newspaper as sportswriter and editor. The driven and outspoken Johnson expressed his opinions for the Commercial Gazette with vigor. He decried Red Stockings owner John T. Brush for what he perceived as placing profits ahead of the best interest of the sport. So annoyed was Brush that the executive, along with Red Stockings manager and future Hall of Famer Charles Comiskey, pushed for Johnson to put down his poison pen and become president of the reborn Western League.




  Brush made certain Johnson got off his back by landing the job. Johnson then set out to give the new minor league a moral foundation he believed the National League lacked. He yearned to rid baseball of dirty play, as well as verbal and physical abuse of umpires. He decried rampant cheating in the National League such as infielders hiding baseballs in the grass and using them when needed. The rowdy behavior had grown so pronounced that women and children felt compelled to stay home, thereby weakening team attendance and revenue. Johnson succeeded in creating a clean, fan-friendly atmosphere while earning respect along the way that would eventually result in him becoming the most powerful leader in the sport.




  It was in that environment that Detroit started its new affiliation with the professional game, though it had yet to adopt the Tigers as its nickname. The new club was owned by 29-year-old George Vanderbeck, whose family had gained wealth in various enterprises near Rochester, New York. He eventually married and moved to the West Coast, where he first owned the Portland team of the Pacific Northwest League and Los Angeles club of the California League. He was expelled from the latter in 1892 for shady dealings before gaining ownership of the fledgling Detroit franchise. Vanderbeck signed eight players from the California League, including manager and second baseman Bob Glenalvin. The owner bragged that the roster was filled with the “cream of the Pacific coast,” inspiring the Detroit Creams nickname from the local press.1 They were also dubbed the Giants in the belief they were the tallest team in the Western League.




  How the permanent “Tigers” moniker was born has been the subject of debate for more than a century. One belief is that it was provided by the Detroit Free Press in its coverage of an exhibition game on April 16, 1895. Another is that it honored a local Civil War detachment that fought with such ferocity that it became known as the Tigers.




  Vanderbeck did not live up to Johnson’s ideals. Not only did his club flirt with the cellar but he engaged in a public dispute with infielder Monte Cross that resulted in a fight in the team offices on June 18. Cross asked for his release but was instead fined and suspended. He eventually landed in the major leagues, where he remained as a no-hit, good-fielding shortstop for 13 years. Vanderbeck then started a battle with Free Press sports editor and team official scorer Frank Cooke for perceived overcritical coverage. The owner lambasted all baseball reporters in Detroit and threatened to withhold information from them and give it instead to the Toledo Blade.




  “Properly run the present team can play pretty good ball, but there is a demand for a change,” offered the Free Press after the Creams finished with a 57-69 record. “Baseball has regained life here, and a good team will make the game popular and very profitable. If we cannot have National League ball give us a good article of minor league variety, not another season like the past.”2




  Vanderbeck could not stay out of trouble. He was accused of dispatching outfielder Howard Earle to umpire games played by rival Grand Rapids while still under contract with Detroit. Glenalvin claimed that the owner owed him $800 in salary and had created rifts with his players through the 1894 season. The manager prepared for war with Vanderbeck, stating that the latter would be happy to sell the team once all the truths had been revealed. Among them was an incident in which Vanderbeck reportedly released outfielder Jim Burns while on a train from Kansas City to Detroit, then left him stranded in Missouri with no money for a fare back to Detroit. The league soon ruled that Vanderbeck owed Burns his full salary and that if he refused the franchise would be revoked. He paid up, then angrily sold Glenalvin to Indianapolis.




  “One thing that struck me forcibly was the perfect unanimity with which the Western League magnates don’t like their Detroit colleague—Vanderbeck,” wrote W. A. Phelon Jr. in the Sporting Life. “[He] has been responsible, so they say for 90 percent of all the league’s troubles and difficulties; he has been invariably turned down, and yet keeps on troubling.”3




  The Tigers fared little better on the field than their owner did off it. New manager Con Strouthers guided them to another sub-.500 finish in 1895. Vanderbeck did move the franchise forward by purchasing property on the corner of Michigan and Trumbull for the construction of Bennett Park, which was named after popular former Wolverines catcher Charlie Bennett. No longer would the team be forced to play at cramped, rectangular Boulevard Park, which proved wholly inadequate for baseball. The new field, built at the site that would eventually house Tiger Stadium, opened in time for the 1896 season. Its convenient location allowed fans working or residing downtown to reach their destination in five minutes by streetcar.




  The venue neither helped Vanderbeck behave nor transformed his team into a contender under journeyman manager George Stallings, who continued to bounce around from Detroit to Philadelphia after replacing Strouthers. The Tigers did eke over the .500 mark in three of the next four years but never finished closer than 10 games out of first place. Vanderbeck, meanwhile, continued to make enemies. The league threatened to expel him, then fined him $100 for player tampering in 1897. Indianapolis owner W. F. C. Golt accused him of artificially reducing player salaries. When cigar manufacturer William Gordon complained that foul balls struck in Bennett Park were damaging his plants and endangering his customers, Vanderbeck gained revenge by leasing his property and doubling the rent. An angry Gordon grabbed two foul balls and refused to return them to the team, which prompted the owner to accuse him of theft, resulting in imprisonment.




  Despite his team’s mediocrity Vanderbeck remained unsatisfied with its status as a minor-league organization. He attempted to lure away the National League franchises in Cleveland and Louisville to no avail. Johnson responded by claiming Western League territorial rights in Detroit and citing needed approval by both the NL and WL to legalize any such transaction.




  The malcontented owner continued to flout the rules. He tried to withhold payment for two players he purchased from the Canadian League in 1899. The Tigers certainly could have used the help. They had bottomed out at 50-87 the previous season before the return of Stallings contributed to a 64-60 record that year. The manager also did Vanderbeck a favor by straightening his nose with a pencil after it had been socked by Free Press sports editor Moulton Needham, who had been stiffed his $300 fee for toiling as the team’s scorekeeper.




  Such incidents were typical of Vanderbeck. His abuse was not limited to those in his professional life, and he soon received his comeuppance in the form of a settlement with second wife, Mary, in June 1899. She was granted a divorce on grounds of adultery and cruelty when the court ruled after an investigation that her husband “consorted constantly with lewd women.”4 He was ordered to pay her the then whopping alimony sum of $8,000. He complained that such an outlay would wreck him financially, leading the court to place in receivership the Tigers, their ballpark, and rights to all the players while scheduling an auction that finally transpired in mid-February 1900.




  What the many haters of Vanderbeck considered to be a delicious result of the proceedings outside Detroit City Hall was that Mary, the only bidder, bought the whole shebang for $9,500 while her ex watched with dismay from across the street. George appealed to the Michigan Supreme Court in vain. The action put franchise ownership into an indeterminate state and threatened the future of Tigers baseball. But Johnson quickly and emphatically cited the league expulsion of George Vanderbeck, stating that he would have no team to own even if the court ruled in his favor.




  That league was no longer the minor-league Western League. Johnson was the commissioner of what was now the American League, which was pursuing major-league status that he and the owners hoped would allow it to compete with the established National League for fans and premier talent. The legal issues in Detroit threatened to ruin his plans. So he planned to move the franchise to Louisville if the legal wrangling remained unsettled.




  The savior proved to be former amateur boxer and saloon owner James D. Burns. After Vanderbeck continued to take legal action against the auction, his ex-wife agreed to sell the club to Burns and Tigers player-manager George Stallings for $12,000. The transaction saved baseball in Detroit. But the stormy, tumultuous tenure of Vanderbeck as owner would remain troubling in the hearts and minds of all who were negatively affected. His legacy was encapsulated in the following opinion offered by the Sporting Life:






   After having aired his affairs in the papers for many weeks and tried in every way to defeat his wife in her attempts to secure alimony, he is no longer a magnate. Had he taken the advice of his friends and not tried to beat his wife out of everything, or had he acted fairly and kept a few of the promises which he made, he could have settled his domestic affairs and might still own the Detroit Club and franchise. Now he is out, and among the other American League magnates there will be no regrets, for he was thoroughly disliked and distrusted.5
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  COURTESY OF WIKIMEDIA COMMONS




  The Vanderbeck Era was in the rearview mirror when the American League opened for business in 1901. The opportunity for the Western League to take that step toward equality arrived when the National League contracted in 1899 by dumping the Baltimore, Cleveland, Louisville, and Washington franchises. Johnson wasted no time. During a special meeting, he proclaimed the birth of the American League along with the additions of teams in Cleveland and Chicago. A salary cap of $2,400 established by the senior circuit resulted in top talent scurrying to the American League. Johnson bolstered sagging franchises through financial backers. The new organization quickly bypassed the old one in popularity, drawing a half-million more fans by 1902.




  That served the Tigers quite well as they clawed through the competition in their inaugural season. They certainly started with a bang before an estimated 8,000 fans at Bennett Park, coming from behind with a 10-run ninth inning to stun the Milwaukee Brewers. First baseman Pop Dillon played hero with four doubles, including a two-run game-winner.




  A powerless era in baseball required teams to compile high on-base percentages and steal their way toward the plate. The 1901 Tigers did just that—their .340 OBP and 204 thefts both ranked third in the league, as did the team earned run average of a deep rotation with no ace. They won their first five and even hung around the pennant race until a six-game losing streak in late June from which they never recovered.




  Fans who figured they would take their momentum and run with it were in for a rude awakening. Nearly every hitter who thrived the previous season collapsed in 1902, including infielders Dillon, Kid Gleason, and Kid Elberfeld and outfielder Ducky Holmes. The Tigers ranked dead last in runs scored, lost 35 of 44 games in the heat of the summer, and plummeted to seventh in the standings at 52-83.
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  COURTESY OF THE NATIONAL BASEBALL HALL OF FAME LIBRARY




  They rebounded toward mediocrity over the next two seasons, but the most historically intriguing move during that time was the hiring of Ed Barrow as manager. The 34-year-old former mail clerk at an Iowa newspaper was born in a covered wagon to a pioneer family in the western territories. His passion for baseball led to successful talent evaluation before he even reached the world of professional baseball. He discovered future Hall of Fame outfielder Fred Clarke among his newsboy staff as head of circulation. Barrow eventually earned enough money to purchase small baseball teams during the 1890s and serve as a field manager. Included among his achievements was recognizing the greatness of immortal shortstop Honus Wagner and signing him to his first professional contract.




  Barrow was named president of the fledgling Atlantic League in 1897, then bought an Eastern League team in Toronto before taking over as Tigers manager in 1903. His tenure proved inconsequential. Detroit got off to what had become a typical fast start in his first year before fading to .500 and collapsing in late September. A terrible May the following season and disagreements with management motivated Barrow to resign after just a year-and-a-half at the helm.




  He remained out of the spotlight until 1918, when he began in earnest his Hall of Fame career in baseball management. Barrow managed the Boston Red Sox to a World Series title that season while finally showing that somebody had the courage to transform Babe Ruth from pitcher to full-time starting outfielder. He then served as a centerpiece of the Yankees front office after the Sultan of Swat was sold to that team. Barrow became chief executive under owner Jacob Ruppert for a quarter century to help the Bronx Bombers blossom into the greatest dynasty in the history of American team sports.




  Meanwhile, the Tigers continued to founder in 1905. They had lost 22 of 31 to fall nine games under .500 in late August when they purchased the contract of a feisty 18-year-old outfielder from Augusta of the South Atlantic League. He provided a spark that propelled his team to a 25-11 record down the stretch. His name was Ty Cobb. And he was about to lead a transformation of the pussycats into the beast of the American League.











  CHAPTER THREE




  Clawing Their Way to the Top




  THE NOTION THAT TY COBB SINGLE-HANDEDLY TURNED THE TIGERS from tame kitties to monsters should be dismissed. The belief that he played the most significant role must be embraced.




  It did not happen overnight. His immediate impact was muted over the death of his father, who was alleged to have been murdered by his mother for supposed infidelity. The court trial, as well as the brutal treatment he received as a 19-year-old newcomer early in the 1906 season, prevented Cobb from maximizing his potential and that of the Tigers. Cobb sizzled in September to finish with a team-high .315 batting average and lead his club to a nine-game winning streak. He proved his and his team’s capabilities when performing their best. But they needed far more production from a weak lineup.




  Cobb was one of only two players who could not be blamed for the Tigers ranking seventh in the American League in runs scored. The other was fellow outfielder and future Hall of Famer Sam Crawford. The triples machine who remains the all-time major-league leader in that department bolted the National League Cincinnati Reds for Detroit in 1903 and played the role of Robin to Cobb’s Batman for more than a decade. Crawford led the league in triples six times and was considered a power hitter during the Dead Ball Era. He paced the American League with a “whopping” seven home runs in 1908 and in RBIs three times from 1910 to 1915 while also displaying tremendous speed as one of the premier base-stealers in franchise history.
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