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  The older I get the faster I was.

  Even the great Babe Ruth fell victim to that old saw. The day after Ruth’s celebrated “called shot,” there was only one account of the game that reported the incident. Titled “Ruth Calls Shot As He Puts Home Run No. 2 In Side Pocket,” the piece was written by Joe Williams, a Scripps Howard reporter. When questioned on the day of the headline, Ruth brushed off the Williams account. But this was the Depression, when Americans were in desperate need of larger-than-life heroes, so Williams’s homespun tale of derring-do and swagger gained traction. As time went by, the Bambino eagerly embraced it, convincing even himself it actually happened. He used it forevermore to beguile the willingly gullible.

  The older they get, the faster they all were.

  As the author of nine books on sport, I encounter that phenomenon time and again. Yes, the older we get, the faster we all were. Or so it seems. Accuracy and validity decrease in direct proportion to the time elapsed between an event and any recorded recollection. Einstein never came up with that formula, but it’s as universal as E = me2. So in recognition, or perhaps in homage, to the truism that “The older I get, the faster I was,” when I agreed to the re-publication of this book, I did not reopen any chapters for revision. They’re the same stories as they were in 2008.

  Consequently, in some instances—what players are doing “now” has changed. The year 2008 is no longer “now.” In a few other instances, sadly, in this interim, some of the ex-Phils featured in the book—Danny Litwhiler, Maje McDonnell, John Vukovich, and Ryne Duren—have passed away.

  I did add one special chapter. The original book did not include the Tug McGraw Game of My Life. Phillies fans will enjoy Tug's account of his most memorable game. They’ll also get a kick out of some other Tug stories I included. Tug was, as his good friend John McManus so aptly put it, “Chaos looking for a place to land.”

  So get comfortable, settle in, and get set to surf the Phils’ recent past. Some of the tales are famous. Some will surprise you. All will entertain you. Each chapter gives you, the fan, a glimpse of the actual man inside the Phillies pinstripes, a man who once strutted and fretted his hour upon Philly’s stage. But, thanks to Game of My Life: Philadelphia Phillies, with all due respect to the ageless wisdom of the Bard, the guys in this book are heard once more.
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  BOB

  WINE

  “I’m coming up on 50 years in baseball,” says Bob Wine. “Its really tough to pick the one game I’d call the game of my life. Let’s see, there was the first game I ever played up here. I hit a line drive to right field and Roberto Clemente came in and slid and made a great catch. I guess I realized I was playing in the big leagues at that point. I had driven down here from Buffalo that same day. It took an all-day drive to make it to the game in time. It was quite a ride. I had never been to Philly before and naturally we got lost en route.

  “But let’s see, as for other games I remember. . . . We had that good ball club in ’64—there were lots of great games and memories that season. Certainly, winning the World Series in ’80 when I was a Phillies coach was tremendous. But what game do I think of most? It was the game when my first son was born.”

  MEET BOB WINE

  Robert Paul Wine, Sr. grew up in Long Island. The Phillies scouted him and signed him in 1957.

  “I went down to Johnson City, Tennessee,” Bob recalls. “Chris Short started there with me. We were the only two guys that eventually made it up to the majors. We roomed in a house with about 12 other guys. I started out sleeping on the porch. There wasn’t enough space inside, so the porch became my room. As various guys left the team or got called up, each of the others behind them moved further into the house into a better room. The team gave us 75 cents for meal money each day. We got $1.50 if we had to get a hotel room.”

  “This all happened at one of those 'Rookie Schools’ as they called them back then,” he explains about getting beaned in the minors. “It was what you would call an Instructional League’ today.”

  Wine made his first appearance in the majors on September 20, 1960. The last-place Philadelphia Phillies lost a twin bill to the World Series-bound Pittsburgh Pirates that day. Faicing Harvey Haddix and Clem Labine, Wine went hitless in four at-bats. He spent the following season back in the minors because the Phils already had a good shortstop, Ruben Amaro Sr. However, the New York native was called up to the majors to stay in May, 1962.

  “When Ruben (Amaro, Sr.) was activated to military reserve duty, the Phils brought me up,” Bob explains. “When Ruben returned to the squad (on July 20), we split the shortstop duty. One of us played shortstop and the other would move over to third base.”

  “Ruben and I have remained best of friends,” Bob emphasizes. “Our wives are best friends. In fact, Ruben and his wife got married the same day as I married my wife—on December 9. After our first son Robby was born, the Amaros had David. Then we had Kenny and the Amaros had Ruben Jr.

  “When I got to the Phils, it was a great time in my life. The team wasn’t good at that point, but we were starting to show some promise by ’62. Then we put up a good winning percentage in ’63 and finished in the first division. In those days, practically every professional ballplayer in town lived at the old Walnut Park Plaza—all the Phillies and all the Eagles lived there. The Plaza was the only place that didn’t make you sign a year lease. So when ballplayers were forced to leave Philadelphia because of trades and the like, they didn’t lose money.

  “After I was here a couple of years, we rented Tommy Lasorda’s old house. Tommy never did a thing to that place! His brother was in the construction business. He and other relatives did all the work around the house. Tommy never did a thing. He never even cut the lawn. Eventually we ended up buying the place. We’ve lived here ever since.”

  Wine played with the Phils until 1969, earning a reputation as a fine fielding shortstop with a cannon arm. That distinction made him the first Phillie ever to win a Gold Glove in 1963. The Phillies put him on the board in the expansion draft and the Montreal Expos plucked him as the 23rd pick overall in the draft. Roberto Pena had taken the shortstop job from him in ’68 and Wine wasn’t seeing much action with the Phils. With Montreal, he was again thrust into a starting role. He held it for only one season. In his second year in Montreal, Tim Foli won the starting shortstop position. Foli arrived in Montreal via a blockbuster deal that brought him, Ken Singleton, and Mike Jorgensen to the Expos in exchange for Rusty Staub— known in francophone Montreal as le Grand Orange. On July 10, 1972, Bob was released by the Expos. He soon found a home in the Phillies coaching ranks where he remained until 1983.

  

  When Bob Wine settled in Philadelphia, he bought Tommy Lasorda’s house. He still lives there (Wine, not Lasorda). Photo by Brace Photography
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  Wine headed to Atlanta in ’84. In ’85, he and Eddie Haas split duty as the Braves’ skipper. In ’86, Chuck Tanner became the Braves’ manager and Bobby accepted the role of advance scout. He’s been fulfilling that role ever since.

  SETTING THE STAGE

  On June 24, 1962, following a twin-killing over the hapless Houston Colt .45s, the Phils ascended into seventh place in the ten-team National League. There were no divisions at that time. Winning a pennant was still a best-of-162-game thing. Philadelphia would occupy the seventh slot for the next three months, except for a brief two-day dalliance in sixth place.

  The nucleus of the squad—the cast that was destined to bring so much excitement and heartache to the Quaker City in ’64—was starting to hit its stride. In the first half of the ’62 season, the Phils posted a 34-47 record. In the second half, they improved to 47-33. Going into the July 13 contest, the 37—50 Phils were starting to turn things around.

  THE GAME OF MY LIFE

  JULY 13, 1962

  BY BOB WINE

  I was starting at shortstop that day and my wife was due. The Phils at that point in the season felt we were a good team but we had not been playing good ball. I think we had lost the night before (ex-Phillie, Jack Sanford beat Jack Hamilton 5-3). We had Dennis Bennett on the mound, and I think Billy O’Dell went for the Giants.

  The game was scoreless when I came to bat in the third. Sammy White opened the inning with a single and I followed with a single to right. Bennett bunted and the Giants misplayed it into a single. We made a couple of outs and it looked like the Giants were going to escape with no damage. But Ted Savage and Roy Sievers followed with singles and we put three on the board.

  I singled again on my second at-bat in the fourth. Both pitchers started to settle in. The Giants got one run back the next inning, I believe. I came up a few innings later (the seventh) and doubled for my third hit. In the eighth I grounded out with men on base, but we were leading 3—1. The Giants got one run back in the top of the ninth, but Willie Mays grounded into a double play that I started, and their rally fizzled. We won it 3—2. Immediately after the game, I went to the hospital and my son Robbie was born. You know, Robbie made it to the majors too (after starring at Methacton High and Oklahoma State University). But that day, the day he was born—that was an unforgettable day. My son was born, we beat the Giants, and I had three hits.

  WRAPPING IT UP

  It may seem dramatic or contrived (in reality, its simply serendipitous), but the Phils picked up the pace right around that Friday the 13th. For whatever reason, they suddenly jelled and won two of the next three games and eight of the next nine en route to an 81-80 campaign.

  As for the Wine s baby boy, Robbie went on to a nice career on the diamond. After he played at Oklahoma State, he had a short stint (’86 and ’87) with the Houston Astros. Today Robbie Wine is the manager of the Penn State nine.
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  GARY

  MATTH EWS

  “I played in a number of memorable games for a few different teams,” says Gary Matthews. “I remember I had a big two-home run game against Phil Niekro one time, but sure, the game I remember most is the last game of the 1983 NLCS against the Dodgers. I knocked in the game-winning runs with a homer.”

  MEET GARY MATTHEWS

  Gary Nathaniel Matthews was drafted directly out of San Fernando High School in June 1968 by the San Francisco Giants. He made his first big-league appearance for the Giants on September 6, 1972. The next year, he won a starting job, giving the Giants a formidable outfield trio of Bobby Bonds, Garry Maddox, and Gary Matthews. The 22-year-old Californian batted .300 as a rookie Giant (ninth best in the NL) with 12 homers, 74 runs scored, and 17 stolen bases. His accomplishments earned him Rookie-of-the-Year honors.

  Matthews attained the .300 plateau twice more in his career— once as a Brave in 1979 and once as a Phillie in 1981. He finished his career with a .282 average, 234 home runs, and 978 RBIs. On three different occasions, Matthews (aka ‘the Sarge’) finished in the top 25 in the MVP voting. He came closest to copping the prize in 1984 when, as a Cub, he finished fifth. Three of the top five ’84 finishers were Cubs: Ryne Sandberg, Rick Sutcliffe (the winner and a former Phillie), and Matthews.

  Gary played a few years in San Francisco. He was granted free agency after the ’76 season and was signed by the Atlanta Braves. He enjoyed perhaps his finest years in Atlanta. The zenith of his career came in 1979, when he slammed a career-best 27 homers (his second-highest seasonal total was 21), batted a career-high .304, and drove in a career-high 90 runs. That year, he exceeded the .500 slugging percentage mark for a full season for the first and only time in his career.

  In March 1981, the Braves dealt him to the Phillies for Bob Walk.

  “That’s where I got the name ‘Sarge,”’ Matthews reveals. “Pete Rose gave it to me. He said, ‘You know, I think I should call you Sarge.’ I thought about it for a minute and said, ‘I like that name. Yeah, I’m the Sarge.’ That was it. From then on, that’s what I was— the Sarge.”

  In ’81 as a Phillie, the Sarge’ accounted for one-third of another productive outfield triumvirate as he teamed with Garry Maddox and Bake-McBride. The Phils were going great guns until the baseball strike deflated their balloon. The Phillies played Montreal in the Divisional Series at the end of a checkered season. They buried themselves in a deep hole right off the bat, dropping the first two at Le Stade Olympique in Montreal in a best-of-five series. Philadelphia came back and won two at the Vet but in the rubber game, the Expos’ Steve Rogers outdueled Hall of Famer Steve Carlton 3-0. The Sarge was the star of the series for the losers. Safe for Keith Moreland who had seven fewer at-bats, Sarge’s .400 batting average substantially eclipsed all other Phillies, including Mike Schmidt, who hit a meager.250.

  In 1983, Matthew’s regular-season production dipped. Compared to the previous year, his batting average plummeted from .281 to .250. His runs scored declined from 89 to 66, and his RBIs dropped from 83 to 50. He made up for his relative lack of production when the NLCS rolled around. Matthews slammed three homers in four games. His three dingers accounted for more than half the Phillies’ home runs and surpassed the total for the entire Dodger squad. He batted a lusty .429, which was topped only by Mike Schmidt’s .467, who led everyone in hits with seven.

  Meanwhile, the Phillies pitching staff compiled a miserly 1.03 ERA. Steve Carlton’s ERA was an otherworldly 0.66. Unfortunately, the NLCS was the Phillies’ last hurrah. In the World Series, they were embarrassed by the Baltimore Orioles four games to one. Their .195 batting average (Schmidt hit a paltry .050) was most responsible for their failure.

  

  “The Sarge,” as Pete Rose nicknamed Gary Matthews, was the MVP of the 1983 NLCS. Focus on Sport/Getty Images
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  In 1984, Gary Matthews, the NLCS MVP hero for Philadelphia, was shipped to Chicago along with Porfi Altamirano and Bob Dernier. The Phillies got Bill Campbell and Mike Diaz in return. It was not a good deal for the Phillies. Matthews responded with a .291 season with 14 homers for the Cubs, who made it all the way to the NLCS. The following year, the 34-year-old veteran started to slow down. He managed 21 homers in only 370 at-bats in 1986. However, in the middle of the following season, he had to pack his bags for Seattle. After a lone partial season in Seattle, the club granted him free agency. The Sarge called it quits.

  His playing career terminated, Matthews worked in private industry for a few years before the Cubs organization hired him as their minor-league hitting instructor. He worked that job from 1995 to 1997. He was a major-league coach for the next seven years, performing those services for the Blue Jays, the Brewers, and the Cubs respectively. In 2007, Gary chose a respite remote from the diamond and teamed with the Phils broadcasting team.

  Matthews and wife, Sandra, have four children—the aforementioned Gary Jr., Delvon, Dustin, and Dannon.

  SETTING THE STAGE

  The Phillies had what could be called an unconvincing season in ’83. The team, dubbed the “Wheeze Kids,” mirrored the protagonist in the movie The Shootist. The Phillies corralled a bunch of aging, end-of-the-road diamond legends onto one roster. The old guys mustered all their collective savvy and experience to win a division title and a National League Championship Series.

  The ’83 roster read like a who’s who of the baseball stars of the seventies. The Phillies constellation of dimming stars could best be termed Red Giants or more accurately, former Red Giants. In 1983 for the Phillies, former Cincinnati Red, 42-year-old Pete Rose batted .245; 39-year-old Joe Morgan, .230; and 41-year-old Tony Perez, .241. Philly fans never really embraced the latter two, perhaps because they had been hated enemies for so long.

  In 1983, the Phillies drew their lowest attendance since 1975, excluding the strike year of 1981, and attendance that year would have surpassed the ’83 figure if 1981 had been a full season. Moreover, Philly fans had grown used to their home-grown team of the seventies. Most of the Phillies stars of the seventies had come up through the Phillie system and enjoyed long, fruitful tenures in the Quaker City. They had woven themselves into the fabric of Quaker City life and lore. While fans envied Cincinnati talents like Morgan and Perez, when they were dominating baseball as the ‘Big Red Machine,’ these guys felt somewhat like hired guns to the average fan. Worse, these imports were hired guns at the end of their string, akin to the aging gunslinger John Wayne portrayed in The Shootist.

  Even Matthews, who by ’83 was a mainstay of the club, was a relative newcomer compared with recently departed stars like Luzinski, Boone, and Bowa. That trio gave its best years to the Phillies. In their stead, the fans watched outfielder Von Hayes (with un-Luzinski-esque stats: .265, six home runs), catcher Bo Diaz (.234 batting average) and Ivan DeJesus (.254) holding starting positions that had until recently been Philly institutions. The team had a scent of the unfamiliar which failed to dissipate.

  The Phillies started the ’83 season with their de rigeur opening-day loss as the Mets’ Doug Sisk bested Steve Carlton 2-0 at Shea Stadium. On April 22, the Phillies climbed into first place for the first time. In a hotly contested race, they held on to the top spot off and on for a month. On May 23, Fernando Valenzuela shut them out 2-0 and the Phillies tumbled to third, where they mostly remained until John Denny pitched them back into first place on July 12. A week later, they were in third again.

  It was a yo-yo season. No one team burst out of the pack. The three contenders—the Phillies, the Expos, and the Pirates all hovered slightly over the .500 mark. Then unexpectedly and suddenly in mid-September, the Phillies caught fire. Starting with a 13-inning, 3-2 victory over St. Louis, they reeled off 11 straight victories. Their timely skein nestled them comfortably in first place with a 4 1/2-game lead on September 26 and only five games left to play. The Phillies continued their winning ways after a lone setback by the Cubs that day. They ended up winning the division by six games.

  The Phillies were headed to the NLCS once again. Like a bad dream, they had to face the hated Dodgers once again—the guys who, in the late seventies, had twice slammed the door to October glory in their faces.

  The NLCS was a best-of-five affair in ’83. The Dodgers were heavy favorites. Los Angeles had finished the regular season with only one more win than the Phillies. But in head-to-head competition, the Phillies found themselves on the wrong side of a 1-11 log. On paper the NLCS looked like a horrendous mismatch.

  The Dodger domination had run its course by that October. In game one at Dodger Stadium, Steve Carlton and Al Holland blanked their confident opponent. Mike Schmidts first-inning homer (only the 16th run the Phillies tallied all season against Dodger hurlers in 13 games) was the game’s sole score. In game two, Matthews got a home run in the second inning (for the 17th run scored against the Dodgers all season). His blast accounted for the Phillies’ lone run as the Dodgers rolled to a 4—1 win and evened the series.

  Now the scene shifted to Philadelphia’s Veterans Stadium. In game three, Charles Hudson pitched a four-hitter. Matthews tagged two singles, hit another home run, and stole a base as the Phillies prevailed 7-2 to surge ahead 2-1 in the series. The Phillies needed one more win to earn their second trip to the World Series in three years.

  THE GAME OF MY LIFE

  OCTOBER 8, 1983

  BY GARY MATTHEWS

  I took great pleasure in beating the Dodgers. I’m an L.A. guy myself. I grew up out there, although I think my favorite city is San Francisco. I had another thing that motivated me. I knew the Dodgers had denied my teammates a couple of trips to the World Series, so beating them meant a lot to my teammates and Philly fans.

  I felt good that series. I was seeing the ball and swinging well. We wanted to win that fourth game and not extend the series to five games. We had things going our way. Carlton was on the mound and we were playing at the Vet. This was the game to take care of business. The Dodgers were throwing Jerry Reuss at us, who was a tough left-hander, a big guy with good stuff.

  The Dodgers started off with a single (Steve Sax) but Carlton picked him off. Dusty Baker, who was a really tough hitter, doubled, but Lefty pitched his way out of the inning without allowing a run. In our half, we got on the board right away. We did it with two outs too (Morgan opened the inning with a groundout, and Rose followed with a fly out to right). Then Schmidty singled and Sixto Lezcano singled. I stepped up to the plate and caught one good. I hit it out for a homer. We were out 3-0 in the first and the Vet was screaming.

  Dusty Baker, who always managed to hurt us, homered in the Dodger fourth. That closed the gap to 3—1. We got a couple more in the fifth. I remember Schmidt doubled and I was intentionally walked—by the end of the inning we were up 5-1. Then in the sixth, we put the game out of reach, at least it was out of reach the way our pitchers were handling the Dodgers. Lezcano hit a two-run homer and we went up 7-1 with only three innings left. I think the Dodgers picked up another run in the seventh or eighth (the Dodgers scored one run in the eighth) but Al Holland (aka ‘Mr. T’) shut the door and we were on our way to the World Series.

  WRAPPING IT UP

  In the ’83 World Series, the Phillies mimicked their NLCS start. They did not replicate the finish. They scored their only two runs on solo homers by Maddox and Morgan. Phillies’ rival, the Baltimore Orioles, tallied a single run on a solo homer. The Phillies won 2-1 to jump out 1-0 in the Series.

  Then their bats went silent—dead silent. Philadelphia dropped the next four straight. The Series ended ignominiously for Philadelphia when Scott MacGregor blanked them 5-0 in game five. The Phillies plated only nine runs in five games.

  The following season brought a 50-percent change in the starting lineup (first base, Len Matuszek for Pete Rose; second base, Juan Samuel for Joe Morgan; Catcher, Ozzie Virgil for Bo Diaz; out-fielder Glenn Wilson for Gary Matthews). The Phillies tumbled down to fourth place. Attendance dropped as well, if only slightly (2,128,339 to 2,062,696). Attendance managed to creep over the two-million mark only twice in the ensuing decade, until the Beards, Bellies, and Biceps crew drew 3,137,674 raucous fans to south Philly to smash every Philly record for attendance.
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  TERRY

  HARMON

  Two games come to mind,” says Terry Harmon, when asked for the game of his life. “The first was my major-league debut. I was down in Florida and got the call to report to the big club. Naturally, I was thrilled and a bit nervous. I flew up to Chicago to join the club and landed at about one in the morning. I was still groggy. I sat on the bench that game, trying to soak in the fact that I was in the Big Leagues. About the sixth or seventh inning, I got the call. I wasn’t expecting it, but it came. They told me to grab a bat and pinch hit— I did. I went up against Ferguson Jenkins and singled. The rest of my career wasn’t quite that successful.

  “But as great a thrill as that first at-bat and first hit was, I’ll pick another game as the game of my life. This one was in Chicago too. Jim Bunning was pitching for us. I guess my big games always managed to have some tie-in with a Hall of Fame pitcher. Anyway, this game means more and more to me as time goes by. I set a record for handling the most fielding chances in a single game for a second baseman. As time goes on, I realize, ‘Hey, to have my name in the record book with all those great players—that’s a pretty nice thing.’

  MEET TERRY HARMON

  Terry Walter Harmon was born in Toledo, Ohio.

  “I like to say I made it to the bottom of the top,” Terry chuckles. “I played for ten years—the entire time as a utility player. That’s a long time to last up here for anyone. It’s a really long time for a guy who never cracked a starting lineup.”

  Terry went to Ohio University—same as Mike Schmidt.

  “I guess the similarity ends there,” Harmon jokes.

  He played in the minors for a few years before being called up to the Phillies for a cup of coffee in July 1967. He made his first appearance in the majors as a pinch runner but he was only in a couple of games before being sent down again. Terry returned to the Phillies for good in 1969. Terry never managed more than 221 at bats in a single season. He did that in 1971 when he fashioned a respectable .284 average. He topped the .284 figure one time with a .295 mark in 1976, the year before his retirement. Terry finished his career with a modest .233 lifetime average.

  Harmon did have some big days, particularly in his final season. On July 26 that year he spelled regular shortstop Larry Bowa in a doubleheader against the Dodgers. The game pitted the first-place Dodgers against the second-place Phillies in front of 47,966 people in Dodger Stadium. In game one, Steve Carlton was outdueled 5-1 by Rick Rhoden. The Phillies managed only six hits. Harmon had one of them. In game two, he had one of the finest days of his career at the plate as the Phillies turned the tables on L.A. behind Jim Lonborg and won 5—1. Terry went three for three with a walk, two runs scored, and two RBIs. He scored the go-ahead run to break a 1-1 deadlock and later iced the game with a two-run round-tripper.

  Harmons career spanned a period that began with a 1969 team that posted a 63—99 (.389) record and ended with a powerhouse 1977 squad that hammered out a 101-61 (.623) record.

  As his longtime manager Danny Ozark observed long ago, “Terry is an important part of this team. Besides giving us solid defense and good base-running, Terry’s a guy that any manager would like in his clubhouse. He’s not out there doing something on the field every day but he’s always contributing, always doing something for the good of the team.”

  SETTING THE STAGE

  The shockwaves of the Gene Mauch era had still not stopped quaking in 1971.

  

  Terry Harmon says, “I got to the bottom of the top,” because he spent his 10-year career entirely as a Utility player. Photo by Brace Photography
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  After a skein of six straight winning seasons under Mauch in the sixties, the Phillies hit the skids. Mauch left a 27-27 team in 1968. The Phillies ended the season at 76—86 under the successive regimes of George Myatt and Bob Skinner. The rapidity of regime changes put the squad in disarray. In ’69, the Myatt-Skinner succession was reversed. Skinner started the season as the Phillies skipper and Myatt finished it. The Phillies slumped to an abysmal 63-99 (.389) record. Frank Lucchesi was named manager in 1970. He held the post for three years. Lucchesi added stability but little else, and the teams per-formance failed to improve.

  The ’70 Phillies finished fifth. By 1971, the stalwarts of the ’64 Phillies—Johnny Callison, Tony Gonzalez, Wes Covington, Cookie Rojas—were all gone. The 1964 pitching duo of Chris Short and Jim Bunning was reunited. Bunning had spent the previous two campaigns in Pittsburgh and LA. However, the once-feared duo was now a mere shadow of what it once was. The new staff ace was Rick Wise who went on to a 17-14 season in ’71. Wise and Woody Fryman were the only Phillies pitchers with at least two decisions who managed winning records.

  On April 11, 1971, the Phillies’ two-game winning streak, which came on the heels of a two-game losing streak to start the campaign, afforded them one of their final opportunities of the season for .500-or-better team status. As of April 16, they never had another chance to win a game. Their season was, as they say, all downhill from there. One of the lasting beauties of the national pastime, however, is that a few bright spots always manage to penetrate the gatherings of dark clouds. For the ’71 Phillies, one of those bright spots occurred quietly on June 12.

  By the time June 12 rolled around, as noted, the Phillies were not enjoying their finest days—ditto for their game-day opponents, the San Diego Padres. June 12 was one of those rare days in June, warm and comfortable. However, only 17,039 showed up at the ballpark. The hometown ennui owed to the Phillies poor showing. Already, the Phillies were 12½ games behind first-place Pittsburgh. Philadelphia was buried deep in the basement, three games behind the fifth-place Expos in the six-team NL East. In the West, the Padres’ were even deeper in the cellar, 19½ games behind the pace-setting Giants. Even in games that are meaningless in terms of the pennant race, records can be set—Terry Harmon set one that day.

  THE GAME OF MY LIFE

  JUNE 12, 1971

  BY TERRY HARMON

  I’ll bet you haven’t had many guys in this book pick a game where they went hitless as the game of their life. I went hitless in this game. Actually, the real hero of the game was Jim Bunning. Everyone knew Bunning was a great pitcher. He was 39 years old at the time, but the guy could still be tough with his slider as long as he had location. Well, Bunning was on that day. It was a night game. Saturday games weren’t all automatically night games in those days. I remember it was a quick game (completed in 2:05 hours) and Jim was so sharp, he didn’t give anybody anything to hit. That’s why he threw so many ground balls. For some reason, most of them came my way.

  I didn’t touch the ball in the first inning although I think there was a ground-out. Bunning fielded one that came back to the mound and tossed it to first for the game’s first assist. In the second inning, I got my first assist. I had a few good stops that night, but nothing that stands out in my mind as spectacular. One thing I remember—usually when I started, I hit way down in the lineup at the number-eight slot. That night I led off. I went hitless (0-4), but it was gratifying to be at a key slot in the batting order. You wouldn’t know from our won-lost record, but we did have some good ballplayers like Tim McCarver, Willie Montanez, Deron Johnson, and of course, a young Larry Bowa.

  We scored early. I struck out in our half of the first, but the ball got by the catcher, Bob Barton. Then their outfielder (left fielder Bobby Pfeil) muffed a fly ball—the Padres were having their problems. We ended up bunching a few hits and scoring a few runs. The Phillies tallied all three of the game’s runs in the first inning. After that, it settled down into an old-fashioned pitching duel and Bunning came out on top.

  From the second inning on it seemed like I was involved in something every time we took the field. I was focused on the game and wasn’t aware of the record at all. I think the announcers were. In the last inning, I handled three straight grounders, one-two-three and the game was over. It’s funny, my teammates seemed to know about the record but I didn’t. Bunning had such a great game. He didn’t strike many out (he fanned three and reliever Bucky Brandon fanned two), but that’s why I got so many chances. Bunning kept the Padres from getting any wood on the ball.

  WRAPPING IT UP

  The Phillies wobbled through the rest of the season and finished at 67-95—good for a sixth-place finish in the NL East. Jim Bunning finished the campaign at 5-12, with a 5.48 ERA. He called it quits after that season. However, Larry Bowa staked a permanent place on the squad. Meanwhile, the Phillies brought a chunky kid named Luzinski up for a late-season look. Rick Wise went on to pitch a no hitter later that season (and slam two homers in the same game to boot). Those kinds of Wise performances enticed St. Louis to fork up a hurler named Steve Carlton for Wise in the off-season. By the end of’ 71, the foundation of the Phillies’ seventies juggernaut had started to take shape.

  Harmon looks back with pleasure on his major league career.

  “I was fortunate,” he notes. “I had a long career in major league baseball, which is a terrific ‘job’ to have. Since my playing days, I’ve been working in the cable-television industry. In 1977, I hooked up with Prism and worked with them for four or five years. Then I worked with QVC for 15 years. I retired from QVC in 2000 and started working for Jewelry TV—yeah, 24 hours of on-air jewelry sales. Last year, we did about $500 million in sales. I’m the guy who knocks on the doors of cable operators and tries to get our channel in their distribution. All in all, I’ve had a fortunate life, and my years with the Phillies were the greatest.”
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  TOMMY

  GREENE

  “When you asked me to think about the game of my life,” says Tommy Greene. “I figured all the fans would figure I’d pick one of two games. I’d pick either my no-hitter or one of the many important games I pitched in ‘The Phillies Year’ of 1993. I’ll admit, the pennant-clinching game was one game I considered. When we beat the Braves and Mitch came in and put them down one-two-three in the ninth, you know that had to be special. The games that year were special because we had such a great group of guys on that team.

  “But the game I think was the game of my life came the game after my no-hitter. I threw the no-hitter against the Expos in Montreal. The next time I pitched was in Philly against the Expos again. It was sort of a validation game. It sort of put the stamp on the no-hitter as being for real. I think that was the game of my life, strange as it might seem. I gained respect as a professional, and that’s something everyone who comes up here (to the majors) is fighting for.”

  MEET TOMMY GREENE

  Ira Thomas Greene was born in Lumberton, North Carolina. Early on, he showed promise as a pitcher, which turned out to be a mixed blessing.

  “I had a tremendous growth spurt when I was young,” Tommy reflects. “I shot up from 5-foot-7 to 6-foot-2 from June to February of my sophomore year in high school. That was the cause of all my problems, but I found that out too late. I shouldn’t have pitched my sophomore year but I did. My arm was so bad that my dad had to drive me up to Richmond to see a sports medicine specialist. The doctor, a guy named Packer—this guy was about 6-foot-10—X-rayed my shoulder. He didn’t like what he saw. The condition was something he usually found in hips, not in shoulders. That’s because the hip is weight-bearing. The shoulder is not. The way Dr. Packer explained it, I was basically trying to throw with a broken arm. He said I would have to choose one of two options to try to heal it. One, he could put a pin through it and try to get everything lined up properly. If he did that, I wouldn’t be able to pitch again. Or I could do nothing. But I had to avoid using the arm for a long while. As he explained it, even if I fell face down, I wasn’t supposed to break my fall with my right arm!

  “I did pitch every year in high school. I was totally a fastball pitcher. My high school coach called all the pitches my freshman and sophomore year. He was a good coach. He didn’t overpitch me and hurt me. My problems, like I said, were basically from repetitive use, not overuse, if you know what I mean. The physical condition I had due to growth set me up for the future problems.
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