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  PREFACE

  One score and two years ago, when Tom Burgoyne and I first pitched the idea of a book about the 1993 Phillies to publishers, not a single editor countered, “But who would buy a book about a team that didn’t win a championship?”

  Not a single publisher gave that response. On the contrary, across the board, every potential press we approached was excited about the proposal. All were eager to hear our ideas.

  Wisdom underlay their enthusiasm. The ’93 Phils were a wacky bunch—a unique, peculiar, unpredictable, motley crew. Reliever Mitch “Wild Thing” Williams called his teammates “a band of Gypsies, tramps and thieves”—a catch-all moniker for a cast of castoffs, troublemakers, unknowns, unprovens, unloveds, and unlovings. Some ’93 Phils were in the process of squandering their potential. Others had already squandered it. Very few were proven, rock-solid blue-chip baseball commodities. None could be considered members of baseball’s elite.

  The ’93 Phils were a ragged bunch to harmonize, a daunting task to manage. But Jim Fregosi pulled off one of the more masterful management feats that the modern game has seen—or at least, that’s how the now-deceased ’93 Phillies coach John Vukovich saw Fregosi at the helm.

  “Seriously,” Vuke told me. “Can you name any other team in the modern era whose manager platooned three different positions, where none of the six guys involved bellyached about being platooned? How many managers could have kept a half-dozen guys on platoons focused, harmonized, and positive like they were on the ’93 team? None! That was the reason for that team’s success. These days, guys get paid for achieving goals, by meeting and exceeding certain statistics. That means if a guy can hit 30 homers, he’s going to get a hefty chunk of change added to his salary. What happens to those benchmarks when you platoon? The numbers go way down. Inky would sure as hell have hit 30 homers in ’93 if he played every day. But he was platooned with Milt Thompson. And big Wes Chamberlain, who could be a bear to deal with, platooned with Eisenreich in right field. And Mariano Duncan platooned with Mickey Morandini at second. Those guys pulled for their platoon-mates every step of the way. No one complained, because, to a man, they were focused on only one thing: winning. Their team was winning with the platoon system. And that was all that mattered. I dare you to find any player these days that would go along with that deal, let alone six of them on one team.”

  “Jim Fregosi is the only guy I ever knew in this game that could have handled that team as successfully as he did,” Mitch Williams confided.

  If you’ve read Moneyball, the ’93 Phillies were poster children for a number of Moneyball principles. The roster was devoid of glam stars. Lenny Dykstra came closest, at least for that one season. But up and down the lineup, the Phillies had guys who played situational baseball. Only two Phillies hit more than 20 homers. Yet, in true Moneyball fashion, they got on base. Relentlessly. Like the young Mike Tyson, they kept coming at the opponent. Three Phils drew more than 100 walks, with another, Dave Hollins, not far below the century mark. The Phillies led the league in walks. And fewer Phillie batsmen fanned than any other NL team save one.

  “They killed pitching staffs,” Jim Fregosi touts. “They ate them up. They knew the necessity of not making outs. They knew that not making outs keeps constant pressure on the other team. They knew they could win by constantly battling, never giving into a pitcher, by never handing a pitcher an easy one-two-three inning, no matter what the situation. Their strategy was to wear down the starter and get him out of the game, and to do so as quickly as possible. Take a look at any pitching staff. The weakest part of the staff pitches the middle innings. Our guys got the starters pitch counts up and forced them out of the game. Then they feasted on the middle-inningrelievers. Then we held the lead, brought Mitch in, and crossed our fingers!”

  I shouldn’t have to sell exasperated 2012 Phillies fans on the value of working pitch counts, getting on base every inning, and avoiding striking out.

  But apart from watching a team play baseball the way the game should be played, what most sparked fan interest in the ’93 Phils was their “Beards, Bellies and Biceps” persona. Visually, they were a ludicrous anomaly. They didn’t have the Madison Avenue look of a major-league team. They looked more like an industrial-league softball team–like a bunch of guys who gather weekly over a keg of beer–guys who simply love to hit and catch a ball. They were guys who got their kicks the way old-timey America did–-by cavorting out on the baseball diamond and trying to win a game for the hometown folks. They looked like they loved every minute of the game, in stark contrast to robo-peers who often seemed bored with every aspect of the game aside from its out-of-all-proportion system of recompense. Most of all, in a place as strange as Veterans Stadium, Philadelphia, the ’93 Phils seemed to invite the fans into their magic, like Ray Kinsella invited baseball true-believers into his cornfield.

  “I loved these guys,” former Philly Mayor and Pennsylvania Governor, Ed Rendell told me. “I was trying to scrub up Philly’s image as a drab old town where the sidewalks rolled up at night – the place where fun went to die. These guys were the poster boys for fun! They were the one team in baseball that looked like they had nothing but fun when they were playing the game. By projecting that image, and by becoming so strongly associated with the Phillies fans who loved them, the ’93 Phils did as much to promote tourism and showcase Philly as everything else we did formally to turn people on to the city.”

  The ’93 Phils gave Philly fans one wild ride that summer. They didn’t win pretty and they didn’t win easy. But they sure won memorably and their effect on the fans, and every aspect of their lives, was astounding.

  I was doing a book signing with Mitch Williams, the “Wild Thing,” the Phils ’93 high-wire act of a closer. A woman with More Than Beards, Bellies and Biceps in hand walked up to the table where we were seated. She said to Mitch, “I want to thank you for getting my husband and me back together.” With a quizzical look on his face, Mitch responded, “Thank you, I guess.” She said, “No, you really did get my husband and me back together again. Our relationship was in trouble before that ’93 season. It seemed like we had just lost all the excitement in our relationship. Then you closed all those games that year and every time you closed a game, it was a heart-thumping, heart-pounding ending–and we would just go crazy. And our sex lives got exciting again.”

  Mitch thanked her. I thanked her too, saying, “Thanks, and that’s probably about as much detail as we need.”

  Detail. That’s what you’ll find inside More Than Beards, Bellies and Biceps. We’ve had an incredible run lately with the Utley-Howard-Rollins crew, the finest years in the history of the franchise. These guys have been great, but you know, there was just a certain something about that ’93 team that no other team can claim.

  I‘m inviting you, the reader, to bask again in all the color, the insider stories, and zany shenanigans that titillated the city and the nation twenty years ago. Twenty years–it doesn’t seem possible that two decades have elapsed since the Beards, Bellies and Biceps crew were Philly’s Boys of Summer. Yes, it was twenty years ago today, and just as Sgt. Pepper taught the band to play, the Merry Kruksters of Dykstra, Schilling, Daulton, Hollins, Inky, et al taught MLB how to play a little boys game with the same glee, pride, and abandon that little boys play it. The ’93 Phils fashioned a bond of love with the city of Philadelphia that remains as strong today as it was back in the day, because, to tap the trove of Beatle wisdom once more, the love the Beards, Bellies and Biceps crew continues to make a once-slumbering city feel is equal to the love they take.

  —Author Bob Gordon, 2013


  FOREWORD

  By Larry Andersen

  “I got players that got bad watches. They can’t tell midnight from noon.” That was a quote from Casey Stengel back in the ’60s, but Jim Fregosi, ’93 Phils manager, could have said the same thing. You see, that ’93 club didn’t always feel the need to sleep, at least not normal hours. But then again, as you read through these pages, you’ll see this wasn’t your normal club.

  From spring training where Eisey (Jim Eisenreich) got his real nickname (you’ll find out later: it’s not Eisey) and DJ (Danny Jackson) became known as Jason, to the last game in Toronto where Mitch Williams still stood proud (and rightly so) this book will give you, the fans—no, let me restate that—our fans, some insight and understanding into what made the ’93 Phils such a special team.

  One big reason those ’93 Phils were special was our fans. You took us into your hearts, you cheered us on in record numbers at the Vet, and you shared the joy of that season with us. The 40,000-plus people who showed up that summer for 20 consecutive home dates and the hundreds of people who entered the stadium after last call at Delaware Valley bars the night we played (baseball, that is) till 4:41 a.m., let us know that we were one with you, the fans.

  New York Yankees President Michael Burke testified at a New York City Council Committee hearing in 1971 (and I quote), “A baseball club is part of the chemistry of the city. A game isn’t just an athletic contest. It’s a picnic, a kind of town meeting.” I think I speak on behalf of all the players who wore Phillies pinstripes in 1993 when I say that, yes, our team had a special chemistry with our city. And the enthusiasm and loyalty of the fans of Philadelphia provided the perfect ingredients for that chemistry to work. You helped us through that long, hot summer as the ’93 Phils strived to play the game in a way that typified this beautiful blue-collar town. And was that summer ever fun! We had one helluva picnic and one terrific town meeting that lasted from April to October.

  Our team could not have been a better mix. We had a roster of mostly veterans, sprinkled with some rookies and no real superstars to speak of—at least nobody acted like one. We were all in this thing together with one common goal, to win. Well, actually two common goals . . . we also wanted to have fun. You’ve got to have fun. It’s a prerequisite for success. As former Padres manager Don Zimmer once said. “The game has to be fun if you’re gonna be any good at all.” There will never be any doubt in my mind that, beginning in mid-February in Clearwater, Florida, right on up to the very last day in Toronto, Canada, each and every ’93 Phillie not only lived up to, but also lived for, these two common goals. General Manager Lee Thomas knew he had a good nucleus of players, but after 92 losses in 1992, he also realized some changes had to be made. So what did he do? He dealt himself a poker hand. That’s essentially what Bill Veeck, longtime owner of the Chicago White Sox, once likened building a ball club to. He said, “You have all winter to rummage through the deck for the best combination of cards.” I think the hand Lee dealt himself was as close to a royal flush as you can get without winning the whole pot. Bringing in the likes of Westy (pitcher David West), Milt (Thompson), and Inky (Pete Incaviglia) just to name a few was probably a crapshoot for Lee Thomas and Jim Fregosi, but for the team, it was perfect. The pieces they added in ’93 all fit together like the greatest jigsaw puzzle the world has ever known. In my 30-plus years (and counting) in baseball, I’ve never seen, been part of, or heard of a group of 25-plus guys who got along better and had more fun . . . on the field, in the clubhouse, and off the field. We were a “band of throwbacks,” as my colleague in the broadcast booth, Harry Kalas, described us. This book will keep you laughing with tales about a game that ended at 4:41 in the morning, about Mariano Duncan dancing in the clubhouse, and about Krukkie (John Kruk) screaming and hollering at (equipment manager) Frank Coppenbarger for pizzas. This book takes you behind the scenes into the crazy and wacky world that was the ’93 Phillies.

  In closing, let me remind you of what former baseball commissioner Bart Giamatti said about the lessons baseball taught him. I’m quoting from Tom Boswell’s farewell column to the late former commissioner.

  “The largest thing I’ve learned as a baseball executive is the enormous grip that this game has on people and the extent to which it really is very important. It goes way down deep. It really does bind together. It’s a cliché and sounds sentimental, but I have now seen it from the inside . . . I think I underestimated the depth of this historical enterprise . . . baseball is an unalloyed good. Of course there are passions involved, but passion is good when it is directed toward a noble end. There’s nothing bad that occurs from baseball. Realizing that has been the most rewarding part of this [his experience as commissioner].”

  Take a look at this ’93 team and see it from the inside. Understand the grip it had on us all-players and fans alike. Enjoy reading an entertaining story that tells why that season was so much fun and why that team became so much a part of our lives. Relive the memories and make a lot of great new ones as the Phillie Phanatic and his coauthor Bob Gordon take you back in time to a place and a team we will not soon forget. Now as my dear friend and colleague Harry the K would say, I am “outta here.”

  Larry Andersen
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  Introduction

  Lads that there was no more behind

  But such a day tomorrow as today

  And to be a boy eternal

  - WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

  At its soul, baseball remains a little boy’s game. In a complicated, cynical world, we sometimes forget that simple fact. We lose touch with baseball’s timeless foundation. Baseball endures because it is a little boy’s game—a game intended to be played with a little boy’s gusto and grit and giddiness and glee. The noble, the naughty, the hero and the villain team up out on the baseball diamond, where there’s usually a tomorrow and there’s always a next year.

  Baseball was born for fun, pure summer fun—the kind of fun too many serious types chuck behind them on the sandlots of their youth. And it’s supposed to make you happy. You can toss the ball around, soak in that rare day in June, smell the fresh-mowed grass, whack the ball, chase the ball, dive after it, slide after it. Forget dignity. Forget the rest of the world. Forget the real world. Play ball!

  If you’re Ernie Banks, play two.

  In our collective soul, we want baseball to be a sport that captures carefree youth and keeps it in a bottle for us to grow old with. We don’t want baseball to be an industry. Despite what some naysayers say, big money has not deflowered our national pastime. But it has changed the way fans view the game and its stars. Big money tends to filter the figures on the baseball diamond through the color green—and only the color green. Too often, modern fans glare right past the Boys of Summer. They look beyond the exuberance of youth. They ignore the gifted young athlete in the glory of his times and focus, instead, on an ungrateful millionaire earning in a single year what the average fan would kill to collect in a lifetime.

  What’s worse, fans see too many guys who don’t really love the game, at least not the way little boys love the game. They see players who don’t appreciate the game the way baseball deserves to be appreciated, the way America, in its collective soul, wants its national pastime to be appreciated. They see too many players who remind them of their own coworkers at their own workplaces, the types who don’t give at the office, the types who won’t go the extra mile even when the team needs it.

  And they boo. Especially in Philadelphia.

  So a great game has become, in many a fan’s mind, a bit jaded, a bit blasé, a bit formulaic. But then, every once in a while, a team touches the man-child in all of us. A band of ballplayers comes along and recaptures the fun and little-kid thrill of hitting and catching and fielding a baseball.

  Which brings us to the ’93 Philadelphia Phillies, a team that brought color and fun to the national pastime. With their blazing best-in-franchise-history start in 1993, they got the hometown excited and engaged in their romp right off the bat. Their quirky, crazy, devil-may-care off-field antics and their antiestablishment on-field look soon intoxicated the fans in Philadelphia. They couldn’t get enough of this crew. The Phils drew everyone into their fun with off-the-wall shenanigans, quips, hotfoots, and shaving-cream-filled pies that got shoved into everyone’s faces during interviews. By season’s end, the Phils had become national figures, mostly for their outlaw persona. They were dubbed “America’s Most Wanted Team” when they took on Atlanta’s powerhouse Braves in the National League Championship Series. A week later, America’s Most Wanted Team had converted its critics and become Team America battling Team Canada in a thrilling World Series.

  In an era when stars are scrubbed, buff, and GQ-friendly, the ’93 Phils were poster boys for the beer-pretzels-backyard-horseshoes set. They offended some people along the way. They ruffled feathers. They scuffled. Modesty and manners were not their forte. They spit and scratched in all the wrong places, especially when a camera was rolling. They were Peck’s Bad Boys in pinstripes—rowdy and raucous. But they were real. Ultimately, that’s what spun the turnstiles.

  The ’93 Phils drew hordes of fans to Veterans Stadium. The Phils exceeded the three-million mark for the first and only time in the franchise’s 119-year history. In fact, the 1993 Phils bested the Quaker City’s second highest year in attendance by more than 300,000 people, and that includes all the combined-team yearly totals for the half-century-plus that Philly rooted for two hometown teams. Even today, the ’93 Phils remain the city’s darlings, as popular in Rocky’s city as a weekend beer sale.

  General manager Lee Thomas took a sagging last-place jalopy of a franchise and transformed it into a macho machine that revved through a magical season on high-grade testosterone. The roster burst with bravado and belligerence: Lenny Dykstra, John Kruk, Curt Schilling, Wes Chamberlain, Larry Andersen, Darren Daulton, Pete Incaviglia, Terry Mulholland, and Dave Hollins, to name a few.

  “We’re throwbacks . . . thrown back by other organizations,” observed John Kruk of the ’93 Phils. They were called the “Was Kids.” And they were throwbacks–throwbacks with bad reps and badder attitudes. Thomas brought a crew of unkempt outcasts, medical rejects, and renegades into the City of Brotherly Love. Then he blended them in with a cast of gentlemen like Milt Thompson, Ricky Jordan, Kevin Stocker, and Jim Eisenreich. Or perhaps the gentlemen blended in with the renegades. Whatever the case, the mix was magical. Thomas’s trades brought better baseball through chemistry to Philly, even if people did think the ’93 squad was a little crazy.

  “Maybe we did go after the crazy guys. I always like the zany types. I think they make the game interesting and fun for the fan. With the nucleus we had, we figured we could bring those types into the locker room and it would all work, so I told Lee Thomas to go ahead and bring them in,” Phils chairman Bill Giles reminisces. So Lee Thomas went out and put together one of the game’s most unconventional rosters, packed with, as Mitch Williams called them, “gypsies, tramps, and thieves.”

  “If crazy is running out ground balls, playing hard, and getting the uniform dirty, then, yeah, they’re crazy,” Phils manager Jim Fregosi said that season. His team won unconventionally. To the local and national press, they also won unconvincingly. Not a single ’93 Phil hit 30 home runs. Yet their team total of 877 runs surpassed their next closest National League rival in that category by a whopping 69 runs. They dominated the opposition with sound, old-fashioned baseball. They frustrated opposing pitchers with patience and maddening mind games. They led the circuit in walks. In fact, three Phils topped the century mark in free passes. They worked pitchers mercilessly, challenging the opponents’ resolve, annoying them into mistakes, and disrupting their concentration. They forced opposing hurlers to show their entire pitching repertoire early in the game —too early in the game, from the pitchers’ perspectives. The Phils systematically removed the all-important element of surprise from a pitcher’s arsenal when he really needed it. The Phillies’ patience at the plate escalated pitch counts and accelerated pitching departures. The result was that Phillie batters feasted sooner and longer on middle relievers. “Middle relief is the Achilles’ heel of most pitching staffs,” emphasizes Larry Bowa, a coach on that ’93 squad. “Getting those middle relievers into the game early is so important. It’s a facet of the game that’s neither understood nor valued by fans. But it’s crucial to wins and losses. That team was the greatest when it came to working a starter out of the game early.”

  Bowa loved the way this crew played baseball the old-fashioned way. They moved runners, took extra bases on the basepaths, got konked by pitches for the good of the team, and did all the little things that win games. “Whatever it takes, Dude,” as Lenny Dykstra said. They also led the league in dirty uniforms. Ask Pete Cera, Phils locker room attendant for many years. The old Gas House Gang could have walked into the Phils 1993 locker room and felt right at home. They’d have been far less shocked than Marty McFly on any of his time journeys. These Phil throwbacks played intelligent baseball, not powerhouse baseball. Sure they were wacky, but they were wily as well. Still, the media still couldn’t get by their we-don’t-give-a-damn appearance. In deference to the Phils’ 1950 pennant winners and the old Gas House Gang, some of the media called them the “Diz Kids.”

  “They have stubble on their chins and tattoos on their arms and look a little bit like a slow-pitch softball team in town for a state championship tournament,” Neil Hohlfield of the Houston Chronicle wrote in 1993. Maybe they did. They didn’t care how they looked. They cared less what people thought. All the Diz Kids cared about was winning. That’s a facile cliché that most teams lean on–a nice platitude to lob to the media in an empty clubhouse after a game. But the fact remains: staying intense and focused on nothing but winning each and every baseball game in a 162-game season is an act of concentration that is far beyond the ken of most people–fans included. None of us goes five for five at the office or work site every day. We fans often forget that the baseball diamond, symbol of our own long-lost, carefree summers, is the workplace for pro ballplayers. It’s their office. We forget those ballplayers are human, like us.

  It’s more demanding and far more difficult to devote yourself to a team and to a cause than to your own individual statistics. Especially when your individual statistics are the things that get you paid. Ballplayers don’t inflate their salaries by taking one for the team. At contract time, stars don’t boast about moving runners or taking strikes just to tire out a pitcher. In addition, it’s difficult to put your skin into a little boy’s game day in and day out when there are so many big-boy temptations to distract you. In the outside world, temptation welcomes you with open arms. A 162-game season is exhausting. It’s draining to live, eat, drink, and sleep baseball for that long. It’s a relentless commitment. But the ’93 Phils, to a man, made that commitment. What’s more, they demanded that commitment from everyone else on the team. They liked fun. But they were rough and nasty if they felt anyone was reneging on his obligation to his teammates or the team. These guys came to the park every day with a clear focus and purpose. They came to win. And they loved being there, loved it like little kids love seeing a major-league ballgame. Their little-boy euphoria was the ultimate key to their success, the secret to their overachievement.

  The ’93 squad never gave in. They never gave up. They were as unpredictable and dangerous as they were relentless. The 1924-25 Pittsburgh Pirates (who had a roster full of guys with peculiar nicknames from a peculiar era when men were “mugs” and women were “dames”—names like Kiki Cuyler, Pie Traynor, and Rabbit Maranville) set a National League record that stood for 67 years till the ’93 Phils smashed it. Those Pirates rumbled through 150 consecutive games without being shut out. The 1992-93 Phils blew that mark away, extending the streak to 174 straight (they ended the streak two blearyeyed days after they clinched the division, but more on that later).

  That’s why the Philly fans loved this team. They were on the field for one purpose: to win. They refused to be intimidated. They overachieved. These guys loved their hometown and its fans. And the hometown fans, reviled nationwide as notorious boobirds, loved them back.

  “You don’t shortchange fans in Philly, and you don’t fool them,” Curt Schilling told me, seated comfortably in Diamondback blue in the visitor’s dugout at the Vet. “Look, every town claims to have intelligent fans, great fans, informed fans, etc. But in Philly, and in a few other eastern cities, like Boston, New York, and Baltimore, fans really are different. They have the pride and tradition that newer franchises haven’t built yet, because those eastern cities are old and established. In Philly, kids are raised to be Phillies fans by their fathers, whose fathers raised them to be Phillies fans, as did their fathers before them. You are born a Phillie fan—born into a Phillie-fan family, but more importantly, you stay a Phillie fan for life, even if you move away from the Delaware Valley. I run into Phillie fans in every town I’ve ever been, no matter where I go. They’re people who have moved out of Philly, but with that long tradition they come from, they remain Phillie fans forever. It’s that intense back there. You don’t feel that kind of intensity in many other cities.”

  Those intense Philly fans, the ones who come to the park to see their boys do battle, saw their city’s intensity mirrored out on the playing field in 1993. They got behind the hometown boys. The fans sensed early on that they were watching something special. It took Philadelphia a long while to warm up to the great Phillie teams of the seventies and early eighties. The fans always figured those talent-laden teams should win, but those teams didn’t show the intensity that Philly fans eat up like gloppy cheesesteaks. After the club’s last-place finish in ’92, few fans figured the ’93 team would contend, let alone dominate. Except for one day, however, the ’93 Phils were atop their division from day one. Still, it was the way this team won, and the gusto they brought to the ballpark, that endeared and continues to endear them in the Quaker City. They had fun. The fans joined in their conga line.

  “They love their work. It shows in the way they behave in the clubhouse, laughing and having a good time. It shows in the way they play, leaving blood and sweat all over the basepaths,” Chuck Mulling of the Tampa Tribune wrote in 1993.

  “They’re sloppy, grubby, and they’re always stuffing their faces with something,” Mike Downey of the L.A. Times. They called them the “Cheese Whiz Kids”.

  The ’93 Phils did love their jobs. They practically lived at the ballpark. They came early and they stayed late. And they were nonstop practical jokesters. The clubhouse was their private Animal House. It was the lair of the gang that some writers called the “Merry Krucksters” because when the Phils weren’t stuffing their own faces, they were stuffing somebody else’s. Pies piled high with shaving cream flew around the Phillies clubhouse as profusely as insults and profanities in an atmosphere that sometimes mimicked a Three Stooges fest. Interviewers and interviewees (as well as innocent bystanders, the owner, the coaches, and the general manager) often toweled Noxema off their faces or licked their faces clear of meringue after pie-ings ended interviews abruptly. Professional pranksters, like Larry Andersen, who specialized in (though his repertoire was hardly limited to) the fine art of giving hotfoots, were afoot, so to speak, everywhere.

  Until game time.

  “The Phillies beat you up. They leave you for dead,” Joe Torre, then manager of the St. Louis Cardinals, said in 1993. Every 1993 Phillie will tell you the same thing: “We went out on that field every day to do one thing. We wanted to kick ass.” “Video Dan” Stephenson (whom you’ll meet in the book) produced a dynamite video for the Phillies organization after the 1993 season. The title he chose, “Whatever It Takes, Dude,” could not be more appropriate. If winning called for intimidating an opponent, brawling, giving a “bow tie” to an opposing batter, coming back from an eight-run deficit, playing hurt, playing 20 innings after blowing a four-run lead, or playing a game till 4:41 a.m., the Phillies were up to the task. Whatever it takes, Dude.

  The team got their inspiration from a gritty old baseball man, Jim Fregosi, who called the shots in ’93 like a sharpie reading a deck of marked cards. Fregosi and general manager Lee Thomas assembled a squad that focused more on chemistry than statistics. They sought out players they thought would fit in with the nucleus of the team, guys with fire in their guts—even if they were a little wacky. Bill Giles, club president, encouraged them. “I like zany ballplayers,” Giles chuckles.

  “We had an excellent nucleus in Lenny Dykstra, Dutch Daulton, Krukker, and Dave Hollins,” general manager Lee Thomas explains. “Those guys were devoted to their profession. They would kill to win. We listened to those guys, sought out their opinions, when we built the rest of the team. We weren’t looking for individual stars or guys with gaudy statistics. We were looking for ballplayers with the same unselfish qualities that the guys in our nucleus had. We thought we could build successfully on that.”

  And build they did. Fregosi saw immediately that this club had a special chemistry. In spring training, once the cast of characters he and Thomas had assembled was tossed into the same beaker, that beaker bubbled over. Like something right out of Frankenstein’s lab, it bubbled with energy, potential, power, and a mesmerizing cloud of suspense. Like Dr. Frankenstein, Fregosi and Thomas had collected bodies from a lot of baseball graveyards. They managed to stitch together a monster that not many purists found pretty. But to Philadelphia baseball fans, that 1993 Phillies monster was the prettiest thing to come out of Philly since Princess Grace.

  “Jim Fregosi went out and got a Prison Squad. I never saw a manager get so much from players. No other manager could ever have managed that team. Fregosi could never question anyone on that team about not trying,” Mitch Williams said in 1993.

  Fregosi decided to manage his team with a daring, kind of quirky, philosophy—one that not many others would have the courage to try. Fregosi deputized his hoodlums—er, veterans (we kid)—a move that backfired on the Rolling Stones at Altamont but worked like a charm on the Phils. Fregosi himself set few, if any, rules. He did nonetheless lay out two very strong, clear, and uncontestable expectations.

  “You play all out, all the time, and you walk into this clubhouse ready to play baseball.”

  His veterans—Daulton, Thompson, Incaviglia, Dykstra, and Kruk—took care of most other things, like minor scuffles, disagreements, hurt feelings, and those types of problems. Sure, most of the time, it was a grab-ass fest in the clubhouse. But whenever anyone needed to be spoken to, whenever anyone needed to get his head put back on straight, Fregosi’s veterans delivered the message in no uncertain terms.

  “It’s one thing for a manager to chew you out,” says Larry Bowa. “Some guys are very good at tuning managers out. They figure the manager’s always harassing them anyway, so why bother paying any attention at all to him? But it’s another thing if a fellow player tells you you’re screwing up. It’s so much more effective. Guys need to push one another on a team. If that’s not happening, your team’s not playing up to its potential. That ’93 team was one of the last teams to live with those unwritten rules, that code of conduct.”

  No player dared miss practice or show up late. No one sloughed off a team meeting. No one trotted out an infield grounder. If anyone screwed up, or worse, eased up, he had to face what the Philly press dubbed “Macho Row,” Fregosi’s clubhouse kangaroo court. The Phillies themselves called the hard-ass section of their clubhouse “the Ghetto.” The Ghetto, or Macho Row, became the symbol of the team’s resolve and the manifestation of its collective conscience.

  The central figure in Fregosi’s self-policing scheme was catcher Darren “Dutch” Daulton. He was the guy Fregosi handpicked to be his voice, the manager’s regent, the sheriff’s deputy. Daulton’s brilliance in embracing that role was crucial, perhaps even the keystone in the Phillies’ success that year. Almost to a man, the squad cites Daulton’s leadership as the primary reason the Phils won that pennant. Daulton was a medical disaster. His body was racked by the pain and marred by the scars of numerous operations and injuries. Dutch could not flash the numbers that superstars do. What he had was a natural ability to reach each and every guy, to relate to each guy, earn his trust, and make him feel like an integral part of the team.

  Dutch led by example. As Phils coach John Vukovich says, “Dutch would be physically hurting, and Fregosi would try to rest him. But if the team wasn’t doing well, Dutch would walk into Fregosi’s office and say he was suiting up to play. Guys saw Dutch dig deep down, suck it up, and play through pain. His stature in the clubhouse just grew.”

  That his teammates and coaches heap fulsome praise on Daulton underscores the human side of a great sport. Darren Daulton embodies the leadership, unselfishness, dedication, guts, and determination that took the Phillies over the top in 1993. When you get down to it, it is these human qualities, displayed in one of the most comical casts of characters ever seen on a modern diamond, that makes the 1993 Phils fascinating and immortal. These 1993 Phils captivated the public because they were so damn human. They were, arguably, as diverse and unusual a lot as has ever been assembled in a single locker room.

  “I think people loved the ’93 squad because there was somebody on that team for everybody,” Bill Giles reflects. “You had Daulton that all the women loved, Johnny [Kruk] who was the hero of every overweight guy who ever dreamed of being a ballplayer, Mitch for his whole ‘Wild Thing’ persona, Jim Eisenreich who was an inspiration to anyone that’s trying to overcome a medical problem. There was somebody there that every fan could relate to. People looked out at that field and saw a bunch of guys who loved their jobs, who loved coming to the ballpark, and it was just infectious. It made everyone want to join the party.”

  So here’s the story of an unlikely bunch of champs who played with the zeal of children, Philadelphia’s Little Boys of Summer, a team that succeeded because—and not in spite of the fact that—they had so damn much fun.

  “You know what I was thinking when Joe Carter’s ball went over the fence and ended the World Series?” muses Phils outfielder Pete Incaviglia. “I thought, ‘Damn, what do I do tomorrow? I won’t be coming back to the ballpark.’ That was the toughest part of that loss, just knowing that season was over. I never wanted those days to end.”

  Bill Lyon, an eminent Philly sportswriter, dubbed 1993 “The Enchanted Season.” Our account of that Enchanted Season will not be linear—after all, the ’93 Phils never did anything straight. So besides telling the story of the Enchanted Season, we interpersed the account with tales about our great city, Philadelphia, along with some Philly baseball lore, Phillie Phanatic tales, and a lot of baseball stories.

  As for the ’93 Phils, we’re telling their story, to a great extent, in the words of the guys who wore the uniforms. Whenever you see a speaker’s name in capital letters, it’s a current quote from an interview for this book. Other quotes, where the speaker’s name is not capitalized, were made at the time of the incident they relate to. We’re also providing insight and inside stories from the guy who now wears that big green klutzy uniform and runs around the park harassing the world: the Phillie Phanatic. The Phillie Phanatic in 1993 was the irrepressible Dave Raymond. His backup that year, Tom Burgoyne, is coauthor of this book. Tom got the lobotomy (the job’s only requirement) and became the full-time Phillie Phanatic in 1994. However, in 1993, Tom Burgoyne had his finger in a lot of pies. And let’s face it, there were a lot of pies flying around Veterans Stadium that year—either getting shoved in people’s faces or down the gullets of a gluttonous team. Tom lends a wacky insider, behind-the-scenes perspective, so look for his “Phanatic Philes” throughout the book.

  What did Tom Burgoyne do in 1993? Tom picked and played the tunes that blasted around the Vet. He worked the Phanavision screen, which is the gigantic video screen high atop the outfield. He was a creative force behind a lot of the fire-the-crowd-up stuff at the ballpark. He was a liaison with local radio stations and participated in the think tanks that dreamed up contests and promotions at the stadium and elsewhere. Tom was even the PA announcer for one of the 1993 games. Besides his duties at the Vet, he was omnipresent around the Delaware Valley or anywhere Phillie spirit was needed. He was in the catbird seat, observing how the City of Brotherly Love reeled from the worst case of Phillies Phever that ever struck.

  A word about format—consistency being the hobgoblin of little minds, we were not slaves to format. Just as the Phillie Phanatic pops up unpredictably around the stadium during a game, his Philes pop up at different times and places in the book. There’s no set pattern.

  Larry Andersen, relief pitcher and hitman extraordinaire, also shared his special perspective and wisdom, for which we are appreciative. Larry has become one of the town’s most beloved sport figures. But because Larry is so damn entertaining, many people are unaware that he can be sage, intelligent, and profound on occasion. We look forward to that occasion.

  In doing the book, we spent endless hours tracking down members of the team. We did not use the resources or personnel of the actual America’s Most Wanted television team to do so (frankly, some of the ’93 guys would be too slick for them). We thank the Philadelphia Phillies organization for its interest and help. The Phillies are an organization, a corporate citizen, and a Philadelphia institution our city should be proud of. The cooperation of the 1993 Phillies players themselves was terrific. Their love and enthusiasm for their team and organization, as well as their mutual appreciation and respect for each other, was inspirational. We hope that, in some measure, their enthusiasm shines through in our book.

  The annals of sports are full of underachievers and failures who didn’t take their sport seriously enough. The ’93 Phils set that truism on its ear. No one was more serious about their profession than they were. And no one had more fun. Humor, fun, and looseness in the workplace teamed in an extraordinary and effective mix in 1993. That was the year when fun won.
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  Phanatic Story

  “Try that new kid, Raymond. He’s wacky

  and cocky enough. I bet he’d be good.”

  –BILL GILES, PHILLIES PRESIDENT

  Bill Giles, the Phillies’ past president and current chairman, is always looking for the edge. In 1978, he became obsessed with bringing a mascot to Philadelphia. The Phillies’ marketing whiz, Dennis Lehman, came back from San Diego raving about the Padres’ new mascot, the San Diego Chicken. That set Giles off.

  “At first, I didn’t know exactly what having a mascot meant,” Giles concedes. “But I did know that if we did things right, we could have some fun.”

  Bill Giles is the son of Warren Giles, National League president from 1951-1969. Bill was raised in baseball and took his first full-time job in 1962 as general manager of the Nashville Vols, which was the Reds’ Double A affiliate. Even at an early age, Bill liked to push the envelope.

  BILL GILES: “I used to run promotions with the Vols. We played a game called Baseball Bingo, where the fans at the game could win prizes. One night the umps were having a tough game, and I got on the public address system and announced that if nobody won Baseball Bingo that night, then the team would donate seeing-eye dogs to the umps. Some didn’t find that too funny, and the next day there was a huge headline saying, ‘Warren Giles’s Son Rips Umpires.’ No big deal, except my dad was president of the umpire association at the time.

  “I ran promotions for the Houston Colt 45’s their first year at the Astrodome. I was also involved in scoreboard operations, a brand new thing at the time. One ump, John Kibler, had ejected a different Astro player four nights in a row. The fourth time he did it, I threw up a scoreboard message, ‘Kibler did it again.’ My dad phoned the next day and asked who put that message up on the board. I said, ‘I don’t know, Dad, but I’ll find out and tell him not to do it again.’ He answered, ‘Good, son, and when you find him, tell him his allowance is cut off.’

  “But to me, baseball is entertainment. I never stop looking for ways to add interest and color to the game.

  “Back in the seventies, no one in baseball had a mascot except for the San Diego Chicken, and the Chicken wasn’t an official part of the Padres at first. He was actually owned by a radio station in San Diego. He did his act at the Padres games and it caught on with the fans. So there was no mascot model to follow in baseball, or in sports. When I first started thinking about it, I didn’t know exactly how a Phillies mascot would fit into the picture, or what role he could play. But I knew a mascot opened up possibilities, and I was willing to experiment simply because it sounded like fun. We hired a company in New York to design the costume and to give me something visual, a sketch, that I could show the Phillies organization. This outfit we hired worked with Jim Henson, the guy who created the Sesame Street characters. I figured they knew what they were doing. Turns out they did. But when I pitched the idea to the Phillies brass, the first thing they asked me was: ‘Who do you have in mind to be in the mascot costume?’ I hadn’t really given that question much thought. I just blurted out: ‘Try that new Raymond kid. He’s wacky and cocky enough. I bet he’d be good.’”

  Dave Raymond grew up in a jock family. His dad is football coach Tubby Raymond, who coached the University of Delaware Blue Hens to 300 wins in a 36-year career. Impressive stuff, but his son Dave is a first, a pioneer, a creator. “I’m an idiot,” Dave confesses. “Mr. Giles was right. I was the perfect guy for that job.” Dave’s job was to give the Phillies’ mascot a soul, to put heart into a lifeless green costume. His job was to make Bill Giles scream, “It’s alive! It’s alive!” when his creation, his big green monster, started moving. Bill Giles conceived a Phillie mascot, but Dave Raymond invented the Phillie Phanatic, move by move and pratfall by pratfall. Raymond transported Giles’s monster from an innovation to an institution. Raymond’s enthusiasm and talent paved the way for his alter ego to become the longest running—make that longest waddling—most recognizable mascot in all of sports, the Phillie Phanatic.

  “My dad’s first love was baseball, not football,” says Raymond. “He was a catcher at the University of Michigan and wound up playing in the St. Louis Cardinals’ minor-league system. I didn’t play football until high school. My brother Chris was three years older than me. He was a high school kicker, so I became a kicker, too.”

  Dave wound up kicking for his dad’s team, Delaware.

  “I idolized those Delaware football players growing up. Playing there was like a dream come true, except for listening to gripes about the coach. They were happy days for me. I’ve got great memories, like the time we upset Temple at Franklin Field and I almost got killed. I was back to punt, but the play was whistled dead after the ball was snapped. I decided to tuck the ball under my arm and run to the outside anyway. Joe Klecko, who was an All-America Temple defensive lineman (and later a part of the New York Jets’ Sack Exchange) was waiting for me. I guess I was a little cocky. I popped off to Klecko and he just kind of picked me up like a rag doll and threw me to the ground; no, make that into the ground. I felt like a goal post. I made sure he was far away before I dug myself out. I don’t think I even risked catching the next snap. I punted it in midflight. I wasn’t taking any chances that Klecko could get to me.”

  Over the summers when Dave was a student, he worked as a Phillies intern. His mentor was the club’s promotions director, Frank Sullivan. Besides serving as Sullivan’s Man Friday, Dave helped plan the All-Star Game activities in ’76 when the Phillies hosted the midsummer classic. In December of his senior year, months after his internship had ended, the Phillies called Dave at his Delaware fraternity house. They made him an offer he almost refused.

  DAVE RAYMOND: “Frank’s assistant, Chrissy Long, jumped on the line, saying, ‘Dave, Frank is going to ask you to do something and I want you to just say no.’I had no idea what Frank had in mind when he asked me to be a mascot. Mascot?! Four years of college to become a freakin’ mascot! . . . I had been a Snoopy at a Grant’s opening once, just to earn extra cash in college. I told my fraternity brothers. They weren’t really, let’s say, encouraging. They were saying things like, ‘With the way those fans in Philly are, they’ll be hanging you in effigy. And that’s when the Phillies win!’”

  Dave wasn’t thrilled with the proposal initially. “Put on a big green suit and act silly? I thought my parents would think the whole idea was crazy,” Dave reminisces. To his surprise, his parents were all for it. “My parents are from the old school. You know, if your employer asks you to do something, you do it. You don’t say no. You don’t turn anything down. They were right,” Dave smiles. “They usually are.

  “Of course, I had no idea what I was actually going to do as the mascot,” Dave adds. “The Phils sent me a drawing. That gave me some idea of what I would look like. But I didn’t see the finished costume itself until the first night I wore it.”

  That night was April 25, 1978. Obviously, when Dave Raymond/Phillie Phanatic boogied into the hard-boiled Philly crowd for the first time, he must have followed a careful plan, choreographed as precisely as a Fosse dance number.

  “No. There was no plan,” Dave chuckles. The neophyte Phanatic simply relied on moxie in his debut. The young Raymond had moxie to the max.

  “None of us—Bill Giles, the Phils brass, or I—had a clue about how the fans would react,” he recalls. “Bill Giles told me to walk down and circulate among the crowd and sort of clown around. So I did. I had no idea what I was actually going to do once I got there. But honest, the whole act, the whole Phanatic persona, just kind of came naturally.

  “I don’t know if that’s good or bad,” he adds wryly.

  Neither do the rest of us, Dave . . . but that’s not important right now. What is important is that Raymond’s act made a hit with the tough Philly crowd, and for once, a Philly hit didn’t get whisked away to New York. The green-suited Raymond displayed an outrageous knack for improvisation. His timing was brilliant, sometimes inspired, and baseball fans ate up the whole shtick.

  DAVE RAYMOND: “That first night, before the gates opened, I went out onto the field as some of the players were coming out for batting practice. Tony Taylor (a longtime Phillie second baseman and coach and one of the Quaker City’s most beloved athletes) took one look at me and started muttering something I couldn’t make out in Spanish. What does loco mean? Tony didn’t know what to make of the whole thing.

  “Long about the third inning I made my way into the 200-level area behind home plate, trying to get something started. I jumped on the railing, flailed around, and kept moving around the stadium. A while later, I tripped and fell trying to climb over another railing. The spectators really got into everything I did. I went down to the picnic area, which has since been removed, and started messing with the people having a picnic, hopping from one picnic table to another. Remember, these people had never seen me before, so when I popped up, no one had a clue who or what I was—or even what I was supposed to be. Neither did I! Nowadays, people are used to mascots. You see them at ballparks, theme parks, and on TV. But in 1978, a mascot was something new and outrageous. I was blown away by the way people were interacting. It was like a big party. The fans played off what I did so naturally, and I fed off the crowd reaction and made everything up as I went along. Philly people are always up for a party.”

  The Phillies won the night the Phanatic debuted. Phillies catcher Tim McCarver remarked after the game, “Chalk one up to our new mascot. We’re 1 and 0 with the Phillie Phanatic!”

  DAVE RAYMOND: “Bill Giles seemed pleased. He told me the next night I should go out with the ground crew in the fifth inning and ‘see what happens.’ So when the ground crew went out to clean the bases, I ran out to third base, pretending to polish it by shooting my tongue out at the bag. Then I started running around the bases, bowling the ground crew over one by one. Those guys had no idea what was going on, but they played along, and we started to ad-lib routines from then on. A guy named Froggy was the main man on the ground crew. Froggy was up for anything.”
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    If Bill Giles hadn’t asked Dave Raymond to be the Phillie Phanatic, he probably would have asked Froggy. Froggy would have made a great Phanatic. Froggy is Mark Cargagno, a charter member of the Phillies’ Veterans Stadium ground crew. I knew Froggy for ten years or so before I realized that “Froggy” wasn’t his real name, though it should be, since he doesn’t answer to “Mark.” Mark became “Froggy” in grade school because his voice was deep, like a frog’s. The name stuck.

    FROGGY: “I could tell from day one that we’d have fun with the Phanatic. The Gong Show was a big hit in those days and the ground crew guys were all big fans of the show. So we stole a little Gong Show material for Phanatic routines. After the Phanatic circled the bases, knocking the ground crew over one by one, we’d all dance to that ‘Gene, Gene the Dancin’ Machine’—the song they played on the Gong Show when the ‘Unknown Comic’ came out. He was the guy who wore a brown bag over his head and told stupid jokes. One night, a bunch of us put brown bags over our heads and danced that number. We made those Phanatic routines up as we went along.”

    In Froggy, the Phanatic found a friend and soul mate. Hell, the Phanatic found a playmate. Froggy was first to volunteer as a Phanatic foil. One night, Larry Anderson shaved Froggy’s head bald before the game. Froggy slipped into a dress, put a long wig on, and jumped up on the Phillies dugout as a Surfer Girl to dance with the Phanatic to the song “Wipeout.” During the drum solo, the Phanatic ripped off Froggy’s wig, exposing his newly shorn dome. Then the Phanatic used Froggy’s noggin for bongos.

    Froggy, incidentally, has a thing for women’s clothing. When the Phanatic needed something for guaranteed laughs, we’d just send Froggy out in a gaudy blue dress and a curly blonde women’s wig, dancing to “Devil with the Blue Dress.” Not exactly what Mitch Ryder had in mind, but it got laughs.

    We created a monster. Froggy became a dancing fool.

    There’s a huge difference between Froggy and me. I put a costume on to make people laugh. Froggy takes his costume off. Let me explain what several generations of Phillie players know, or dread. Froggy is a streaker.

    FROGGY: “If the team is on a losing streak, I’ll run through the clubhouse wearing nothing but a pair of flip-flops. Those guys start screaming and howling. It loosens them up when they’re uptight. Steve Bedrosian [who played with the Phils from ‘86-89] really used to egg me on. He’d be like, ‘C’mon, Frog, you’ve got to go for it!’ Bedrosian loved it.”

    I’m not sure if Froggy’s streaking inspired Bedrock when he won his Cy Young award in 1987. Behind every great man there’s a great behind—or whatever.

    Froggy didn’t limit his, uh, talent, to the clubhouse. He has been known to “moon” fellow ground crew members from just about every nook and fanny, er, cranny, in the Vet—including the catwalk high above the stadium or the back of his John Deere. One day, before the stadium gates opened, Froggy performed the never-to-be-duplicated “cannon moon.”

    Cannon moon?

    “The Phillies had a big cannon hanging from the facing of the outfield upper deck,” Froggy gloats. “After a Phillies home run, the cannon shot off and steam billowed out of its mouth. I was in charge of adding the water that made the steam. While I was up there checking the water, I crawled inside the cannon with my bare butt sticking out. Not a smart move. Some of the other ground crew guys were nearby changing light bulbs on the scoreboard. They used my butt for target practice.”

    Froggy had a special welcome-back gift for his old pal Larry Andersen when LA returned to Philadelphia wearing a Houston Astros uniform back in 1987. Larry had left Philly in 1986 after a four-year stint with the Phils.

    “The ground crew always stands in the stadium area behind home plate during the game,” Froggy explains. “There used to be a Plexiglas window that you could look out of and watch the action. I stood up on a chair in front of the Plexiglas and mooned Larry while he was on the mound one night. I didn’t know if he could see it, so we went back to Video Dan’s room and played back the tape. He could see it, all right.”

    LARRY ANDERSEN: “I figured Froggy would do something ‘special’ for me. I looked in for the sign and glanced back at the Plexiglas. I realized I saw a crack, but it wasn’t in the Plexiglas.”

    Froggy owns another dubious distinction (actually, he owns several, as you already know). He will undoubtedly be the only member of the ground crew ever ejected from a game. Don’t get ahead of me here. He was fully clothed.

    FROGGY: “[Umpire] Nick Colosi was calling balls and strikes. Actually, he was calling strikes balls and vice versa—know what I mean? He was pinching Dick Ruthven, our pitcher, the whole game. Ruthven threw one right down the middle that Colosi called a ball. I lost it. I screamed and pounded the glass with my fist till Colosi had enough. Colosi called time out, yanked off his mask, walked back and yelled, ‘You’re out of here!’ He refused to resume play until I left.”

    Froggy is a Mummer, which explains a lot about why Froggy is Froggy. Since childhood, he’s been hooked on the Mummers, an organization which goes with Philly like mustard on a soft pretzel. Every New Year’s Day, the Mummers dress in extravagant costumes, and after consuming mass quantities of antifreeze to help weather Philly’s sometimes harsh winter weather, they march up Broad Street, playing banjos and other instruments of destruction. Froggy strums the banjo and performs in a group called “The Ragtimers.” On occasion, he’ll belt out a tune over the PA system at the Vet. Yes, Froggy the mooner turns into Froggy the crooner.

    FROGGY: “My dad was a bartender at a place called Cahill Café in southwest Philly. The owner of the bar asked him if he wanted to form a Mummers’ group to march on New Year’s Day. So my dad started the Cahill Comic Brigade that marched in the parade in 1963 for the first time. In ‘64, the parade was canceled because of snow. But my dad said, ‘Let’s march anyway for the people in the neighborhood.’ They did. He caught pneumonia and died a week later. I was only eleven at the time. When I got older, I was elected captain of my dad’s old brigade. My first year as captain, I decided we’d do the same music my father did the year he died. The theme was “Lazy, Hazy, Crazy Days of Summer.” We wore the same pinstriped vests and straw hats they wore in ‘64. My dad was a helluva guy. Everybody loved him.”

    Like father, like son.

  

  
    PHILLY AND THE MUMMERS

    Philly loves tradition. The tradition of the Phillie Phanatic started more than 25 years ago, when a large green inhabitant of the Galapagos Islands (where Darwin came up with his Origin of Species) went to a Phillies game, saw how fanatic Philly fans were, and decided he never wanted to leave.

    Philly’s Mummer’s Parade is a lot older. It started in 1902, and like most American traditions, the Mummers tradition evolved from a number of different ethnic groups. The tradition of ringing in the New Year with music, revelry and costumes comes from a blend of Northern European, British, and Black American heritages, dating back some 40 years before William Penn founded Philadelphia in 1682.

    The Swedes and Finns brought with them their tradition of shooting off guns and visiting neighbors the day after Christmas. The Germans also shot off guns, but they added a twist by disguising themselves as clowns. Philly’s Mummers derived from that European tradition: “shooting in” the New Year. The practice became so widespread around Philly that in 1808, legislation declaring “masquerades, masquerade balls, and mass processions to be public nuisances” threatened fines and imprisonments for violators. The edict did nothing to slow down the festivities, so in 1901, the city of Philadelphia sponsored a New Year’s parade consisting of the Fancy Dress Club and Comic Clubs. Philadelphian James Bland’s 1879, “Oh! Dem Golden Slippers” was officially adopted as the Mummers’ theme song, and in 1902, the first string band marched and was awarded a $25 “Token of Recognition.”

    “Today, the city provides $250,000, from which cash prizes up to $7,000 can be won,” said Palma Lucus, director of the Mummer Museum, located on 2nd Street and Washington Avenue in South Philadelphia. “The Mummers are known all over the world. Our String Bands have traveled throughout Europe and have visited China as well. The New Year’s parade is picked up by affiliate TV stations all over the country and is broadcast over the internet, too. It really has grown into a global phenomenon.”

    No longer a small neighborhood celebration, the Mummer’s Parade now includes up to 10,000 marchers. Mummers clubs meet at various locations around the city, with a strong concentration on 2nd Street in South Philly, where the rivalries are particularly fierce. The parade has moved off the traditional route along Broad Street and now travels west to east on Market Street. Then, still dressed in their outrageous feathered costumes and wench outfits, the participants pour onto 2nd Street until the wee hours of the morning. The tradition thrives. The Founding Fathers would be proud.

  

  Dave Raymond’s gift was his ability to define—yet not confine—his alter ego. The Phanatic character became the Mr. Hyde to Dave Raymond’s Dr. Jekyll, the Charley McCarthy to his Edgar Bergen, except that the Phanatic was a lovable manifestation of the “dark side,” that mischievous green monster inside all of us.

  “The Phanatic’s the guy who actually does the things that the devil inside us puts in our heads that we’re forced to resist,” Dave philosophizes. “We’ve all got a little bit of the ‘Three Stooges’ in us. It’s inside, locked and loaded. We’re just not allowed to fire it. The Phanatic acts out those naughty, rascally things that cross our minds but that we can’t do in polite society. The Phanatic can go up to the guy with the bald head, polish it and kiss it, and leave the guy laughing. He can chase pretty girls around the park and grab them and kiss them. He can stomp on opposing players’ hats, heckle Tommy Lasorda, mock batters in the on-deck circle, make faces at the umpire, and dance on the dugout roof.”

  If Max Patkin was the Clown Prince of Baseball, the Phillie Phanatic is the Clown Prince of Bait-ball. He baits the umpire, the opposition, and the people in the stands. He’s a hero to the guy in the stands who’s gobbling hot dogs, dribbling beer on his T-shirt, and screaming and booing—just because he can, just because he’s there. Through the Phanatic, that average-Joe fan can stick his tongue out at his boss, or his annoying brother-in-law, or the guy who gets paid too much to play baseball, or the rest of the world in general. Phillie fans expect the Phanatic to embarrass someone—even if it’s them. The fans want that big green ever-evolving or devolving species to be boorish and oafish. Because, like them, at heart, he’s lovable.

  DAVE RAYMOND: “Yeah, the Phils gave me a free ticket. Sort of. I could invent the Phanatic character the way I saw him. The Phils gave me lots of latitude. I never had to run my Phanatic routines by the brass for approval. They trusted my judgment. I figured it was my job as the Phanatic to push the envelope, to kind of test the limits. If I wasn’t on the carpet at least once every couple of weeks for ruffling someone’s feathers or taking my act a little too far—at least in some people’s minds—I figured I wasn’t doing my job. The Phanatic’s act has to stay fresh and fun and a little on the edge.”

  After the Phanatic’s debut, the phone started ringing off the hook with requests for Phanatic appearances.

  DAVE RAYMOND: “It was bedlam in the beginning, particularly the first three years. And it all happened by accident. We weren’t ready. Early on, five thousand people showed up for one Phanatic appearance at the Lancaster Mall! We had to cancel an appearance in Delaware because they didn’t have enough security people to handle the crowds. I can’t tell you how many days I spent that year at car dealerships. I was doing two outside appearances daily, even on game days. One day, Giles stopped me as I was walking down the hallway in front of his office. He told me I looked a mess. I told him that I had just gotten back from two different appearances—and we had a game that night. Mr. Giles said he wanted me fresh for the games, that he didn’t want me running around doing appearances on game days. He gave me a raise right then and there.”

  In the disco era, the Phanatic made an appearance at a record store, helping Pete Rose promote his new record called “The Charlie Hustle.” The Phanatic accidentally broke the store’s front window imitating Pete’s headfirst slide. “I think some people thought it was part of the act,” Dave laughs. “It wasn’t. When the police arrived and asked me to file a report, I signed it ‘Phillie Phanatic.’ I was beginning to think everyone loved the Phanatic. I thought the police would think it was funny. They didn’t. I also got the star treatment at Studio 54 that year. We were in line, trying to get in, but the line was wrapped all around the block. So I went back to the van and put the Phanatic suit on. They ushered me right in. Naturally, I wasn’t supposed to do that kind of thing. That’s one of those stories that the Phillies never found out about.”

  And they never will, Dave.

  The Phillie Phanatic is now one of the national pastime’s institutions—a profitable institution. Wayde Harrison, one of the Phanatic’s creators, reminisces about the early days. “The idea was to create a character not only to perform at games but one that could be merchandised as well. My wife, Bonnie Erickson [who was the Phanatic’s artistic cocreator with Wayde], and I owned the copyright. We started creating Phillie Phanatic products like dolls, T-shirts, and pennants. After the first year, we had generated sales of two million dollars. The Phanatic stuff just took off.”

  “When the costume was first designed, we could have bought the copyright and the outfit for $5,200,” laments Bill Giles. “I remember, at the time, thinking that was a lot of money. We had no idea whether the mascot thing would catch on or fizzle. Four years later, we bought the copyright for $250,000.”

  Giles adds wistfully, “That was not one of my better deals.”

  
    [image: image] On The Road Again

    I’ve been fortunate enough to travel all over the country and all over the world bringing the Phanatic’s special brand of humor to ballparks and arenas everywhere.

    Dave started doing Phanatic appearances for Phillie minor-league affiliates in the mid-eighties. Non-Phillie minor-league teams started booking the Phanatic, who started touring the country on the minor-league circuit à la Max Patkin. In fact, the “Clown Prince” and the Phanatic had a friendly rivalry for a while to see who could draw bigger crowds. We clowned to a draw.

    A year after Dave Raymond’s farewell to the Phanatic fur, MLB International came calling. MLB International, a division of Major League Baseball, promotes the sport of baseball worldwide. They’re the main reason I’ve had the opportunity to travel overseas. I’ve been to Japan and Australia twice each. I’ve toured Central Mexico, Europe, Venezuela, and Puerto Rico, where the fans really party at the park.

    People know how to have a good time in the Netherlands, too. Organized baseball has been played there for over 50 years, and the country plays host to an international baseball tournament every year. Once, the Phanatic was invited to Rotterdam to show Europeans how we Americans have fun at the old ballpark. Turns out it was the Hollanders who taught the Phanatic about partying. By 9 in the morning, hundreds of fans with grills and coolers had lined up waiting for the gates to open-for a quadruple header! When the gates did open, people wheeled their grills and coolers into the stadium and started grilling their own food and chugging down Heinekens. Between innings, all the spectators got out of their seats to dance in the wide aisle that wrapped around the stadium. You can dance to remember, dance to forget, dance to keep from crying—but these people were dancing so they didn’t have to listen to the music. I talked them into playing some cooking CDs of mine: The Cherry Poppin’ Daddies and James Brown. Heinies and the Godfather of Soul! Man, that stadium was rockin’!

    In Japan it was a different scene. The first time I traveled to Japan, I performed at the Tokyo Dome for a Yomiuri Giants game. The Yomiuri Giants were the New York Yankees of Japan, at least for one stretch when they won nine straight Japanese Series from 1964 through 1973. Home run hitter Saharaha Oh was their big star. The Japanese people take baseball seriously, especially the bleacher bums. One half of the bleachers is filled with fans from the visiting team and the other half with fans from the home team. They take turns making noise and waving flags when their team is up to bat. It’s noisy out there, which was promising. I thought, “These people are crazy. Crazy is good. They’re gonna love the Phanatic.”

    But as soon as I wandered into the crowd, I knew something was wrong. Instead of starting my act out in the bleachers where all the loonies sat, I tried interacting with the fans seated around the infield. They were much more reserved, way too reserved for somebody accustomed to Philly crowds. I think they thought I was something from a bad Godzilla movie (a redundancy, I know). It’s not that they don’t have mascots in Japan. It’s just that their mascots never go into the crowd. I tried to get something going, stealing people’s food and jumping on the backs of seats. No one cracked a smile. I felt as out of place as a weight-loss counselor at a sumo wrestling school. Finally, a very official-looking security guard in a spiffy military outfit came marching down the steps, motioning that it was time for me to leave. Sure, I’ve been kicked out of better places, but I had come all this distance to show the Japanese how an American mascot rocks, and now they were kicking me out!

    Not to be denied. I headed straight to the outfield bleachers. “These are my kind of people,” I thought, as I watched a pair of dueling trumpeters and people waving pennants. As I walked down the steps, a really agitated Japanese guy in a ceremonial red robe came at me from nowhere and tried karate-kicking me down the steps and onto the field below. He was screaming something I couldn’t understand. I knew he wasn’t inviting me out for a sandwich and a cup of tea, and certainly not for sushi. I got out of there as fast as I could. The last thing I saw, the guy was being restrained by some of his friends. Later, I was told that I had unwittingly wandered into a group of known Japanese mafia and they were protecting their turf.

    That incident was an exception to the rule. Usually the Phanatic gets laughs everywhere. The other big exception was my friends the Cubans.

    Thanks to the Cubans, the Phanatic almost caused an international incident in Australia in 2000. I was in the “land down under” for the Intercontinental Cup, an international baseball tournament hosted that year by Australia. The tournament was held immediately prior to the 2000 Summer Games in Sydney and served as a trial run to check out the logistics for the Olympics. The people in Australia love to get crazy at the Games, so they really loved the Phanatic. The players from the other participating countries seemed to enjoy the act, too. The championship game pitted the hometown Australian team against the team ranked number one in the world, the Cubans. When I walked into the ballpark for the final game, the tournament officials pulled me aside. They said the Cuban team was going to pull out of the championship tilt and file a protest that would have resulted in a $10,000 International Federation fine on the people running the tournament if the Phanatic set foot on the field. I couldn’t believe it! It had seemed to me that the Cuban players were having more fun with the Phanatic than any team there. After a day of closed-door meetings between the tournament big wigs and the Cuban officials, I was granted permission to perform on the field before the game. But if I stepped on the field anytime during the game, Cuba would forfeit.

    The Phanatic, of course, had a little fun with the whole fiasco.

    The manager of the Cuban team was particularly annoyed with the Phanatic’s act. He sat in the dugout throughout the whole pregame show, glaring at me while I did my “Rocky” routine in front of his dugout, shadow boxing and knocking out my one-armed push-ups. When the Cuban team took the field, I stood on the field, arms crossed, gesturing like I was not going to budge. I had set it up with the guys working the tournament that at the last possible minute before the game started, they would rush out and drag me off the field. They did, to a chorus of boos. The fans were oblivious to the whole brouhaha. During the game, I ran down to the front row of seats, and with the Cuban coaches looking directly at me, I pretended to climb over the railing and onto the field. They came close to protesting. Close, but no cigar. It was worth the 15-hour plane ride in the middle seat just to see that Cuban manager turn red. In the fifth inning, instead of doing the Phanatic skit on the field, I climbed a light tower in center field and danced to Aretha Franklin’s “Respect.” The Cubans’ eyes were rolling faster than cigars in a Havana cigar factory.

    There is justice. The Australian team pulled off a huge upset over Cuba to win the championship. The Aussies invited me to their victory party. Had Cuba won, I think I’d have declined an invitation to the Cuban party. I’m a mascot, not a piñata.
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