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  For my wife, Shelly. When she walks down the street, they should say, “There goes the best damn wife there ever was.”


  FOREWORD

  TED WILLIAMS IS who John Wayne wanted to be when he grew up.

  Growing up, I was a huge Ted Williams fan, and I mean huge. Coincidentally, I was drafted by the Red Sox in 1976. I wore No. 9 in high school and read The Science of Hitting my junior year. I never thought in my wildest dreams that I’d actually have the opportunity of meeting him.

  Well, it did happen. The first time I met Ted was when I was starting out in the minors. It was my first spring training. I’m eighteen years old and standing in line at the movie theater two days into spring training, and standing two people behind me is bigger than life Ted Williams. I went up to Ted and introduced myself, said I was drafted the year before and played in Elmira,1 and grew up admiring him as a hitter.

  And he just went into this conversation about “how do you hold your hands, how do you do all of this”—right in line. Just firing off this and that, what kind of hitter was I in high school, and I thought I had just died and went to heaven. It was truly one of those monumental experiences that you are afforded in life, and for me, having had the opportunity to meet Ted, it was truly overwhelming.

  So, I can imagine how these young pitchers felt when they got the opportunity to face Ted Williams. It had to be mind-blowing. And now I can see why Ted Williams walked so much—because guys were scared to pitch to him!

  He was a John Wayne-esque figure; very intimidating, very brash. It was pretty much an R-rated conversation every time Ted would get going; definitely wasn’t for Little Leaguers. But this is the way Ted carried himself. He had that aura about himself that very few people carry.

  You knew right when he walked in the room, like in that old commercial: If E. F. Hutton is talking, you listen. Every time Ted would say something, the whole room would get quiet. That was the intimidating part about him. When you are young and impressionable, he really stands out. That was the great part about Ted.

  During my minor league days, Ted would just sort of be roving around in a golf cart. He’d stop by maybe once during the day while I was in Double-A or Triple-A, and he’d stand behind the batting cage while guys were swinging and talk to various players. It was more of casual conversation than sit down and instruct.

  
    “What did you do in the game yesterday, kid?”

    “Two-for-three, Ted, with a walk.”

    “Where were your hits?”

    “Line drive left-center base hit, ground ball in the hole for a base hit, grounder to short.”

    “You didn’t pull the ball?”

  

  Just certain conversations like that, rather than sitting down in the cage and doing it that way.

  When I was in Triple-A, he said you have to get that 2–0, 2–1 pitch, and you just have to get those hips going and get those hands out in front. And that really wasn’t my style. I stayed inside the ball and hit it the other way. I felt like when I did that, I rolled over a lot to second base and hit weak ground balls. I didn’t have a good concept on how to pull the ball.

  I sort of stuck to my guns, but it’s tough when you’re listening to the greatest hitter that ever lived, and he’s telling you to do one thing, and then you’re doing your own thing. It wasn’t a thing of going against Ted Williams. Everyone has their own mechanical philosophy, and for me to try to change, I think that would have destroyed my whole swing.

  I thought I was better utilized in Fenway Park if I could reach the wall rather than hit deep fly balls to right field for outs. It just didn’t compute in my brain to where that made sense, and leaving the wall to didn’t make sense.

  But later on, Ted did say, you get that 2–0, 2–1 pitch, look for that pitch to drive. And I really did that. I hit the ball to left-center and it would be high off the wall. In Wrigley Field, that’s a home run. In Houston,2 that’s a home run. And parks that didn’t have the big 37-foot monster, you had the chance to hit the ball out of the park. It probably took some homers away, but it also gave you some hits. You could hit high fly balls to left field and then scrape the wall, which were outs in other parks.

  Probably about 98 percent of the time I took the first pitch. There were instances when I’d jump on the first pitch and felt comfortable doing so, but I felt—another chapter out of Ted—that the longer you faced a guy, the more chances he was going to make a mistake. The more pitches I saw, I felt I had the upper hand, that the guy was going to make a mistake. He wasn’t going to make that good pitch early in the count to get me out. If I had five, six, seven, or eight pitches, I had the upper hand. It’s demoralizing for a pitcher to foul off a ball, foul off a ball, foul off a good pitch, and foul it off and not put it in play. He gets somewhat upset, makes a mistake, and that’s when you capitalize on it.
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  He would show up about once a year when I was with Boston. The Red Sox never had an old-timer’s day, but Ted would make it a point to come up for a weekend series unannounced. He would just walk in. He’d be there for Friday, Saturday, and maybe a Sunday game, and then you wouldn’t see him the rest of the year.

  He always made sure to come over and find me, and then we’d sit down in front of my locker and chat. I have great pictures of us sitting in front of my locker, looking bright-eyed and very astute, with Ted doing his hand gestures. Those are very fond memories.

  The funny part about it was, when he would come over, he’d never ever let any reporters eavesdrop on our conversation. He’d basically shoo them away and we’d talk for fifteen to twenty minutes. All the reporters would come up after, and their first question was, “Did you guys talk about hitting?” In actuality, Ted and I would talk fifteen to twenty minutes on nothing but fishing. During those chats, we would never, ever, talk about hitting. It was kind of funny. Every time we’d sit down, he’d want to know what kind of fish I caught in the offseason, what kind of line I used, where I was fishing, and various things like that. Hitting never really came up. He would like to talk about hitting with other players and young guys, but the majority of the time when Ted and I got together, it was non-stop fishing.

  This is one of my worst regrets in life—that I had the opportunity to ask him to go fishing down in the Florida Keys and never did. But I never make the same mistake twice, because I had the opportunity to ask Curt Gowdy3 to go fishing with me down in the Keys, and he graciously accepted. Although it wasn’t Ted, I sort of got the same thing, because Curt had a lot of stories about Ted. I didn’t have Ted, but I had the next best thing. Listening to Curt recall fishing stories about time spent with Ted in the Keys, while sitting out back after a day of fishing, was just incredible.

  But that is the one regret in life I do have; that I never pulled the trigger on asking Ted to go fishing. And I’m sure Ted would have accepted, and it would have been the greatest day ever, to bonefish with Ted down in the Keys.

  Once I got to know him later in life, his voice started to calm down, but his presence was still there, and that was the great thing about him. All the way up until Ted passed away—I had seen him a couple months before he passed away—so from about the age of eighteen to Ted’s passing, I had seen him periodically throughout the years.
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  Although Ted was basically a pull hitter throughout the majority of his career, he did hit the ball to left-center on some occasions. But I was more an inside-out hitter, and Ted was more hips ahead of hands, which enabled him to pull more balls than myself. So, our mechanical philosophies were different, but I think our cerebral philosophies were basically the same.

  Work the pitch, get a good strike zone, work the counts, and if you don’t get a good pitch to hit, then you accept the walk. All those points are the keys to being a disciplined hitter, and that’s what Ted preached more than anything: Knowing the strike zone. And when you see the big strike zone in Ted’s book, The Science of Hitting, you can see that the areas that gave him difficulty were basically bad pitches to swing at. But when you put the ball in the sweet spot, his average naturally went up.

  And that was more or less my philosophy. If you put it in an area to where I can make solid contact, then I have an opportunity to hit the ball to the wall. And that’s why I utilized Fenway Park for eleven years to my advantage, unlike Ted.

  I mean, they had the very first shift on Ted, and he would beat the shift and still hit .400. I think that’s what made it so amazing. They’d throw everyone on one side of the field, and he still hit .400. By the way, I’ve been an advocate that hitting .400 will never be done again . . . and Ted did back in 1941. Personally, to hit .400, I think those days are long gone.

  There’s very little that Ted hasn’t done—serving our country during war and losing five years of a valuable career, just to come back, never missing a beat, and win another batting title. He’s the greatest in my mind.

  In 1986, Ted, Don Mattingly, and I were able to sit down over dinner one night with Peter Gammons to talk about hitting for an article he was writing for Sports Illustrated, and it ended up lasting for about five hours. We got to the restaurant at about 5:00 and I think we left between 10 and 10:30, and it was nonstop talking the whole time.

  When I got inducted into Ted’s Hitters Museum, Ted was still alive, and we had a couple of nights to sit down and talk about baseball and fishing. We actually talked more about baseball than we did during my playing days. Once I had retired, Ted and I would talk about various games, young players, and things of that nature. But I still told Ted about fishing trips in the offseason and catching sailfish. And now I’m into marlin, and Ted once caught a 1,000-pound marlin, and he said, “You have a ways to go if you want to catch me, kid.”

  But I have been over several times to his hitter’s museum, and I have a cubicle of Red Sox stuff there. It’s an extreme honor to even be in that museum. If anyone can get over to Tropicana Field and check it out, it’s a wonderful museum and a tremendous place to go.

  Speaking of Tropicana Field, when they had a ceremony for my 3,000th hit, Ted was there. That was very moving. We had sent out the invitation, and it came back that Ted wasn’t feeling too well and wouldn’t be able to make it. But lo and behold, I turn around in the clubhouse, and Ted walks in. It was very moving that he would come down and be a part of that. It was extremely special, it really was. And he tipped his cap to me. The greatest compliment a player could ever get is if Ted Williams tips his cap to you. That was ’99 when he did that, the same year he had that moment at the All-Star Game at Fenway, which some of the former players in this book also talk about. I would have loved to have been there and wheeled him out. It was a monumental moment in baseball.
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  I have a lot of books in my library and pictures around the house of Ted’s stuff. I have pictures of Ted in just about every room, so my house is somewhat of a shrine to him. He left me a shotgun, a fly-rod reel, and a spinning reel in his will when he passed away. I was completely shocked at that. Dave McCarthy, the curator of the Ted Williams Museum, called and said that Mr. Williams has left me some items in his will, and I was just overwhelmed that he would think of me and make such a gesture. That’s goosebumpville.

  And it would have been special, really special, if Ted could have been at my Hall of Fame induction, but he had passed away a few years earlier.

  I was looking forward to reading this book; to see the psyche pitchers when a terrific hitter came to the plate. I know how they think now: They walk him and pitch to the next guy. That’s why guys walk so much nowadays. It’s not because they have a good eye, it’s that guys just don’t throw strikes to where they can swing the bat. They’d rather pitch to the guy behind him, who is either in a slump, isn’t doing well, or isn’t the same caliber of player.

  In my opinion, Facing Ted Williams is a must-read because it’s great to hear about the approach that pitchers, catchers, and fielders of that era dealt with a hitter like Ted Williams. I think facing Ted Williams as a young player would have been so intimidating. But when you look back at that era, there were a lot of intimidating players—just so many great players of that era—that pitchers were facing greats all the time. But it’s always nice to read something about Ted.

  It is extremely special, the journey I had with Ted. My dad’s favorite player growing up was Ted Williams . . . well, Ted Williams and Mickey Mantle. Just having my dad sit down with Ted Williams during minor league and big league days, me sitting down and talking with him, making it to the Hall of Fame and being mentioned in the same breath as him, and wearing a Red Sox cap into the Hall of Fame—which Ted and I share—is extremely special.

  I don’t think Hollywood could have scripted anything better than a little, snotty-nosed kid from Tampa, Florida, who gets to be alongside his idol in the Hall of Fame and grow up to even be mentioned in the same breath as him.

  It is an incredible journey. Growing up, I dreamed about being Ted Williams . . . that dream sort of manifested itself into myself. But there will never be another Ted Williams. His persona—not only on the field, but off—and to also be an American hero? I mean, wow. The legacy he left behind is what people aspire to, and it’s a pleasure to have been able to know somebody like that.

  —Wade Boggs, November 2012

  

  1 The Emira Pioneers (or Elmira Red Sox, as they were known) were a Red Sox affiliate in the New York–Penn League.

  2 Boggs is speaking of the Houston Astrodome, which was home to the Astros from 1965–1999.

  3 Curt Gowdy was the voice of the Boston Red Sox from 1951–1965, the host of The American Sportsman, and was elected into the National Baseball Hall of Fame in 1984. He was also a fishing partner of Williams.


  INTRODUCTION

  IS TED WILLIAMS the greatest hitter of all time? I believe that it’s a question that will always be up for debate. I’m not sure there will ever be—or can be—a definitive answer. And who would know best, anyway? That is the purpose of this book; to find out from those whose opinions matter most: The people who went up against him.

  But maybe I’m getting ahead of myself just a bit.

  When I was in the sixth grade, I decided to replay a baseball season with my dice simulation of choice (APBA), and chose the 1941 American League. Certainly, it wasn’t for the great pennant race, because there wasn’t more than one team who was in it that year. (The Yankees won by 17 games, and there were only three teams at .500 or better in the AL.) Quite simply, it was the prospect of being able to replay the last time someone hit .400 in a season.1 Later, when I was eighteen, I was fortunate enough to get a kind of backstage pass to the Hall of Fame induction ceremonies in Cooperstown. I got to see a lot of hall of famers make their entrance (and also got to taste rum for the first time, but that’s another story), including Ted Williams. In fact, a friend I was with said he heard someone ask Williams what he’d hit if he were right-handed. Now, this guy could tell a joke with a straight face better than anyone, so I have no idea if this is true, but I did take a picture of Williams, and if I can recall correctly, he had a quizzical look on his face. We’ve always heard theories from ballplayers about what it takes to be a great hitter. Rogers Hornsby used to say not to watch movies because it would hurt your eyes, and there are entire books written by the likes of Ted Williams and Tony Gwynn on the art of hitting.2

  But what about the strategies of those who had to face him? How did they pitch to Williams? Did they play the Williams shift and, if so, did it really do any good? And how good was Williams, really?

  Obviously, one of the issues in finding out these things is time. It has been over seventy years since Williams made his major-league debut (1939), and over fifty years since he had his last at-bat (a pretty famous home run, which is recounted within these pages). This means that many players from that era are no longer with us, including Williams, who died on July 5, 2002.

  But there were over 236 former pitchers and ballplayers out there who I was able to get in touch with to chat about “The Splendid Splinter.”

  Those whom I spoke to had some great stories and memories. It really is kind of funny how certain themes would come across in the responses I got—like umpires not calling a strike on Williams if he didn’t swing. And that’s just one of many examples.

  One of the first ballplayers I spoke with was Virgil Trucks, who recounted a home run Williams hit off him in 1940. After we were done talking, I went to verify what he had said, and discovered that, after seventy years, his details were spot-on. I mention this because, when I called one ex-pitcher and asked if he could share his memories against Williams, he told me, “That was over fifty goddamn years ago!” It wasn’t said with malice or disgust, but rather just laying out the facts.

  While every former ballplayer in this book didn’t have his details down pat like Trucks, I didn’t feel it was my job to argue or confront these men with the “true” details. Because after all . . . this book is about their memories.

  I do represent the true facts of game events that were incorrectly related. I don’t do this to show up the ballplayers or to make them look bad, but rather to present an accurate, historical account.

  And really, the details were usually correct. But minor things—like perhaps the situation (runners on base, inning, score)—weren’t exactly the way it was. So he struck out Williams in the fourth inning, not the ninth, or there was no one on base, instead of two. The fact is, Williams did indeed strike out, so the memory of the pitches and the strikeout were, in my opinion, likely correct—just not the situation. And that’s what’s important.

  And speaking of statistics, while the availability of stats has increased tremendously over the years, there are still some years in which box scores are not available (pre-1946 for the most part, plus some scattered games here and there post-1946). Thus, not all the statistics for Ted Williams vs. certain pitchers are complete. We’ve noted them within these pages, but have given the best representation possible.

  While many of those who faced Ted in his prime are long gone, the ballplayers I spoke to were able to share their memories with me, and, in the end, gave wonderful stories that most of us would have never heard.

  I hope you enjoy them as much as I did.

  

  1 With two games left in the 1941 season (a doubleheader against the Philadelphia Athletics), Ted Williams had the choice of sitting out, as he had a .39955 batting average, which would have been rounded up to .400. That wasn’t acceptable for Ted. Instead, he played in both games of the doubleheader, going 6–8 on the day, and finishing with a .406 batting average for the season.

  2 Ted Williams’ book, The Science of Hitting, came out in 1986 and is not only still in print, but continues to sell successfully.


  Section One: Pitchers

  

  Dave Baldwin

  Right-handed pitcher

  
    
      
      
    
    
      	1966–69:
      	Washington Senators
    

    
      	1970:
      	Milwaukee Brewers
    

    
      	1973:
      	Chicago White Sox
    

    
      	Career statistics:
      	6–11, 22 saves, 3.08 ERA
    

  

  Note: Baldwin did not play against Ted Williams, but was managed by him in 1969 with the Senators.

  WHEN THE WASHINGTON Senators went to spring training in Pompano Beach, Florida, in 1969, we had high hopes despite a dismal last place finish in ’68. We had good reason to be optimistic. Our new manager was a legend, a baseball icon, a combination of Teddy Roosevelt, John Wayne, and Hercules. Our new manager was Ted Williams.

  Ted was the perfect manager for the ’69 Senators. Our roster was made up mostly of the ’68 Senators team—not an encouraging situation—but Ted was bursting with confidence and that was infectious. We needed a leader who was authoritative and self-assured. Ted was that in spades. The players felt that just his presence in the dugout would be enough to lift a last place team into the first division.

  Having those characteristics, Ted might be assumed to be egotistical, but his players didn’t see him that way. He was focused on his team, trying to help each player become the best he could be. He demanded that his players have a can-do attitude. He was a larger-than-life, fifty-one-year-old cheerleader who convinced his team that they could be playing for the pennant. That was crucial to the Senators’ success, but a manager must do much more for his team.

  Ted realized he needed a coaching staff that would complement his abilities. First, he chose to retain Sid Hudson, a Red Sox teammate of Ted’s, for his pitching coach. He relied heavily on Sid’s advice on all pitching matters. Then, Ted hired Joe Camacho to be his advisor on strategic and tactical decisions during games. Joe had been a senior instructor at Ted’s baseball camp in Massachusetts. Ted’s bullpen coaches were Doug Camilli and George Susce, two veteran catchers who were well acquainted with the Senators’ pitchers.

  Ted added veteran infielders Wayne Terwilliger (the manager of Buffalo in ’68) and Nellie Fox to make our on-field operations run smoothly. Nellie also served another important function: at times he was a court jester, needling Ted to the amusement of the players. He goaded Ted more than anyone else dared. When Nellie looked at Ted, all he saw was a target. And there was Nellie, holding a handful of darts. “You know I had more hits than you did, don’t you?” he would ask with a gleam in his eye. “And only about a third the strikeouts you had,” he added, just to be sure he made his point.

  Another thrust that always worked was “You would have been a hell’uva hitter if you could have gone to the opposite field.” And his favorite jibe, “You were too predictable. I always knew right where to play you.” This earned the perfect rustic yet colorful response from Ted.

  This teasing by Nellie allowed Ted to look human and, therefore, approachable by his players. I don’t know whether Nellie and Ted arranged for these little interactions for our benefit or whether they were acting on intuition, but it worked well, contrived or otherwise.

  Whenever Ted expounded on any topic, he was an impressive show. Imagine a player asking him a question about hitting a baseball—his favorite subject. First, if Ted was sitting, he stood up—he had to be on his feet for this. Then, to make sure the player paid full attention, he would grow taller and lean back, the way he used to swing at a nickel curve. His audience would be awestruck. It was like driving past Mount Rainier. To emphasize his parameters, Ted would throw potent expletives and rapid-fire gestural metaphors at the player from all angles. POW, BAM, ZAP, and other cartoon interjections rattled windows as he punctuated his punctuations. Before long the player would be exhausted.

  It was overwhelming, but this animated lecture could be an invaluable education for a pitcher. Ted was providing insight into how one of history’s hardest-thinking batters thought about his business. The pitcher-batter battle was partly a mind-reading exercise and partly a guessing game. With Ted’s enlightenment, it became more the former, less the latter.

  Besides educating his pitchers, Ted was a great mentor for his hitters, of course. Eddie Brinkman was his prize pupil. Eddie batted only .208 over several seasons prior to ’69, but under Ted’s tutelage Eddie stopped uppercutting the ball so much and began to hit line drives instead of lazy fly balls. He hit .266, the highest batting average of his career.1 In fact, the whole team hit much better under Ted. We had finished next to last in the American League in hitting in 1968 with a team average of .224. (Only the pathetic Yankees were worse. They had a season-long slump of .214, one of the poorest team batting averages in baseball history.) Under Ted, we improved to .251—tied with the Red Sox for third best in the 12-team league.

  I wonder how often manager Williams thought, Maybe I’ll just take a few cuts. Once, near the end of batting practice, he couldn’t stand it any longer. He grabbed an unattended bat, shouted, “Let’s see what you’ve got” to the pitcher (one of the coaches, probably Terwilliger or Fox) and stepped into the cage. Everyone in the park was transfixed as Ted hit nine or ten line drives against the right-field wall on as many pitches. He made perfect contact on every pitch. Although he was fifty-one, considerably hefty, and hadn’t swung a bat in a game in nine years, he was still the best hitter on the team. He batted 1.000 that day, and that was the last time I ever saw him hit.

  In that one incident, we saw conviction win out against the risk of pride. Ted was so sure he could pick up a bat and hit line drives cold it probably didn’t occur to him he might look foolish in front of his whole team. No other manager was better at leading by example.

  

  Charlie Beamon

  Right-handed pitcher

  
    
      
      
    
    
      	1956–58:
      	Baltimore Orioles
    

    
      	Career Statistics:
      	3–3, 0 saves, 3.91 ERA
    

  

  Ted Williams vs. Charlie Beamon

  4-for-9, 1 double, 4 RBI, 0 walks, 0 strikeouts, 1 double play, .444 batting average, .444 on-base percentage, .556 slugging percentage

  IT WAS A serious situation [the first time I faced Williams]. I believe that I came in relief with a couple of men on. He just looked so relaxed. And I mean, I was really impressed; I had read so much about him, and this was the first time I had a chance to pitch against him.
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  I was pretty relaxed, though. I had a good sinker—a real good sinker—and Ted, to me, seemed to be a high-ball hitter from the few times I had seen him hit. So I just kept the ball down low on him. He hit it very hard, but it was right at somebody; you know, a ground ball.

  But that was about it. I was very impressed with him, because he didn’t waste any motion. When he moved, he swung the bat. I admired him more than anything from what I had read and seen.

  If he wasn’t going to swing, he wasn’t going to [use] a lot of [motion]. But he picked that ball up real quick, and when he committed himself . . . boom! That was that. He was all about hitting. He wasn’t about looking pretty and all that stuff, even though he did have a beautiful swing.

  You had to watch him [when pitching], because he would move a little farther out of that on-deck circle to where he could really see the spin of the ball. When I came in and warmed up, he had moved over a little bit, but the umpire told him to get back in there—back in the on-deck circle.

  But he was a keen observer of the game and had a real sharp mind; any advantage that he could get, he took. He was just tremendous.

  When I got to the big leagues, I knew I was ready. I had been in the minors for three or four years and had pitched against some real good hitters in the Coast League—nothing like Williams—but I had faced some good hitters.

  They didn’t say too much [on how to pitch Williams], but the starting pitchers would talk about how they were going to pitch to hitters. So they didn’t say too much to me; I just kind of observed and took it all in, picking up what I could. I knew what got me to the big leagues, and I was not going to change my way. I’d match my strength against any of them, including Ted Williams. I had an excellent changeup, too; so when I got behind, I’d throw changeups and different stuff.

  [Our team used the Williams shift as well.] Waaaay over; the second baseman was almost next to the first baseman, and the shortstop was on the other side of second base (the right field side). But he was so quick; I mean [you knew] he was going to pull the ball. Half the time—even with the shift—he hit the ball so hard, he’d hit it right to them. It didn’t matter.

  I never got a chance to talk with him, but as far as talking with fans and kids—he really talked a lot with kids when I’d seen him. Sometimes coming into the ballpark, there he’d be, talking to three or four kids on the way into the park. He was quiet but very friendly to players and kids. I don’t think he liked the media too much, but they were kind of weird anyway. Everybody wanted a story, which is okay; everybody has their purpose.

  Ted was really something special. He was an outstanding hitter. He wouldn’t swing at bad pitches and the umpires would not call a strike on him if he didn’t swing. He was very patient, and he had a real good attitude about things, as far as the umpires and stuff like that. If they happened to call something he didn’t think was a strike, he never said anything. All he needed was one pitch anyway, you know [laughs]. Yeah, he was a tremendous hitter.

  He was alright. Ted was the man.

  

  Ted Bowsfield

  Left-handed pitcher

  
    
      
      
    
    
      	1958–60:
      	Boston Red Sox
    

    
      	1960:
      	Cleveland Indians
    

    
      	1961–62:
      	Los Angeles Angels
    

    
      	1963–64:
      	Kansas City Athletics
    

    
      	Career Statistics:
      	37–39, 6 saves, 4.35 ERA
    

  

  Ted Williams vs. Ted Bowsfield

  0-for-2, 0 RBI, 0 walks, 1 strikeout, .000 batting average, .000 on-base percentage, .000 slugging percentage

  I ONLY FACED TED Williams twice in my career. In regards to my strategy against him, I don’t think many teams had a strategy as far as how they were going to pitch to him. I think the general consensus was that you tried to get him out with your best stuff, whether it be a fastball or breaking ball. There was no point in trying to nibble around the plate, because if Ted took the pitch, the umpires generally called it a ball.
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  Generally, pitching to Williams was based on game situations. For example, when we played the Yankees in Yankee Stadium and in Boston, Jackie Jensen—a fine right fielder for the Sox—always hit in the No. 4 slot behind Williams. [Yankees manager Casey] Stengel, if the game were on the line, would always walk Williams and pitch to Jensen. I think the results were more favorable to the Yankees than they were to the Red Sox in those situations. Teams like Cleveland did use the Williams shift, but a lot of teams didn’t, because he was such a great hitter that he’d usually hit the location of the pitch to any part of the field. This happened more as he got older.

  Was he the toughest out I ever faced? Of course! I’m glad I didn’t have to face him too often, but Al Kaline was the toughest batter for me.2

  I faced a lot of great hitters [in my career]. Not all of them during regular season—some in spring training. But the likes of Willie Mays, Stan Musial, Mickey Mantle, Harmon Killebrew, Harvey Kuenn, Yogi Berra, Elston Howard—all of those players were great hitters. Mays was probably the best all-around player; Mantle would be a close second.

  It was an honor to just watch Williams hit in 1958, ’59, and ’60, even as the years were getting on for him. In spring training, if we were left behind, we would pitch batting practice to Williams. For it to be a challenge, he would make the conditions always be Game 7 of the World Series, winning run on base, 3–2 on the hitter, and he would tell us to throw any pitch we wanted. I can remember Bill Monbouquette, and I did this several times with him. It was great fun and, of course, a great learning experience.

  Ted was a good friend for a long time. Our paths continued to cross in Anaheim [while I was their traveling secretary] when he managed the Washington Senators, and in Seattle, when I managed the Kingdome [as the stadium director], he would stop by on his way to Alaska on fishing trips. The end of his life saddened me a great deal, because he was a wonderful man, not always understood. He didn’t care for the press very much, but he was a wonderful teammate and treated everybody who played with him just great.

  Williams always said that it was easier to hit when you faced the same pitcher four times, like he did a lot in his early career. He maintained it was getting tougher to hit when he had to face three or four pitchers [in one game] later in his career.

  The one thing he mentioned to me was that the pitchers who gave him the most trouble was the ones that had good control and changed speeds. The toughest pitcher he said he ever faced was Herb Score.3 It’s too bad that Herb has passed away, because I’m sure he would have had some great stories regarding their match-ups.

  

  Dick Brodowski

  Right-handed pitcher

  
    
      
      
    
    
      	1952, 1955:
      	Boston Red Sox
    

    
      	1956–57:
      	Washington Senators
    

    
      	1958–59:
      	Cleveland Indians
    

    
      	Career Statistics:
      	9–11, 5 saves, 4.76 ERA
    

  

  Ted Williams vs. Dick Brodowski

  1-for-1, 0 extra-base hits, 0 RBI, 2 walks, 0 strikeouts, 1.000 batting average, 1.000 on-base percentage, 1.000 slugging percentage

  MY MEETINGS WITH Ted were only a few, but they were very exciting, because I was nineteen years old and Ted was already a legend. He had a great personality and was a great guy.
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  I met him in the spring of 1952, which was my first opportunity to go to a major league spring training camp. In June of 1952, I came up to the Red Sox and he wasn’t there—I believe he went to Korea in 1952.4

  In spring training of 1955—I went into the military in 1952 and 1954 (drafted)—I always remembered that he would check every pitch the pitcher threw and what his best pitch was, so if a pitcher was to get beat, he was to get beat on his best pitch. That made hitting much easier for him.

  I remember facing him in spring training—I [think] in San Diego—but what we were doing there I don’t know. I decided that I would throw pitches I didn’t normally throw. I threw a nothing fastball, knuckleball slider, and fastball, and he hit a topspin ground ball through the right side. Also, the hit during the season was the same—which ain’t bad for a “Triple-A” pitcher. I think we all used the Williams shift—he usually hit that way [right side]. The middle of every lineup was my toughest out.

  I enjoyed the year of 1955; to watch Ted play ball for a full season . . . and it was an all-star season!

  

  Bob Bruce

  Right-handed pitcher

  
    
      
      
    
    
      	1959–61:
      	Detroit Tigers
    

    
      	1962–66:
      	Houston Colt .45s/Astros
    

    
      	1967:
      	Atlanta Braves
    

    
      	Career Statistics:
      	49–71, 1 save, 3.85 ERA
    

  

  Ted Williams vs. Bob Bruce

  2-for-5, 1 home run, 1 RBI, 1 walk, 1 strikeout, .400 batting average, .500 on-base percentage, 1.000 slugging percentage

  Home Runs Allowed:

  No. 505, June 30, 1960, at Boston

  I REMEMBER TED WILLIAMS well. He was the best hitter I ever saw. I was a rookie with the Tigers when I first started against Boston.
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  Clem Labine and I were new teammates—I being a rookie and Clem a proven veteran. Clem was a locker mate of mine, and before the game, he leaned over and whispered, “Do you realize you and I are the only pitchers on the Detroit staff that Williams does not have in his book [referring to home runs]?” To make a long story short, I struck him out the first time up. The second at-bat, he hit the ball 400 feet for a homer.

  Clem relieved me in the eighth, and Ted put him in his book quickly after that. When the game was over, we couldn’t help but laugh. I said, “It didn’t take him long, did it?”5

  

  Art Ceccarelli

  Left-handed pitcher

  
    
      
      
    
    
      	1955–56:
      	Kansas City Athletics
    

    
      	1957:
      	Baltimore Orioles
    

    
      	1959–60:
      	Chicago Cubs
    

    
      	Career Statistics:
      	9-18, 0 saves, 5.05 ERA
    

  

  Ted Williams vs. Art Ceccarelli

  4-for-6, 0 extra-base hits, 3 RBI, 1 walk, .667 batting average, .714 on-base percentage, .667 slugging percentage

  ACTUALLY, I’M A little crazy, because I walked a man purposely my first time to face him. I walked Billy Goodman in front of him, and [Ted] got up and hit a ground ball, thank God. It was my first time pitching against Boston,6 and there were two outs, and I wanted to pitch to him.7
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  I very seldom had sports heroes, but he was one of mine, so I wanted to face him. I was not really nervous, more hyped-up than anything else.

  It was a fastball. It was about the third one [he swung at]. Believe me, in those days, if a hitter had a reputation, you didn’t get him called out on strikes; they had to be right down the middle. It wasn’t a career highlight, but it definitely was a good feeling.

  Luckily, I just faced him two or three more times. Thank God he didn’t get many hits off of me. He hit the ball well a couple of times. He hit two pretty good shots to second base, but I got away with them.

  It would have been good if he did hit a home run off me. I taught school after I left baseball, and one of my students was at the Hall of Fame and said to me, “Hey, Mr. Check, I didn’t know you were in the Hall of Fame.” And I knew exactly what he was going to say. He probably went to Williams, [Mickey] Mantle, and [Willie] Mays to see if they hit any home runs off of me. He was right on a few of them! Mantle got one, Mays got one, [Yogi] Berra got two . . . but not Williams.
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  They used the shift. The only thing the shift did was make Williams more determined to hit the ball through the right side. I used to watch him in batting practice, and he could hit the ball to the left field fence any time he wanted to, but he would not do it in a game for some reason. He was going to beat that shift. With his average, I guess he proved he could.

  It was very easy to talk to him on the ball field, I’ll tell you. I guess after the game he was somewhat of a loner, but I never had a problem with him. . . . And I haven’t talked to any [ballplayer] who did.

  I just happened to talk to him about something different [than baseball]. There was a Cuban ballplayer, Mike Fornieles, on the Boston team at that time. We had played together in the minor leagues [and Ted and I] were kidding him about [Fidel] Castro.

  Unlike most people who think he was nonsociable, he was fine, just so long as he was talking to one of the guys. He didn’t care for the reporters too much. Basically, he was very polite to the guys on the field. So generally, other ballplayers had no problem with him.

  Well, I know he didn’t like reporters, but they weren’t the easiest people in the world [to get along with], to be honest with you.

  

  Gene Conley

  Right-handed pitcher

  
    
      
      
    
    
      	1952:
      	Brooklyn Dodgers
    

    
      	1953–58:
      	Milwaukee Braves
    

    
      	1959–60:
      	Philadelphia Phillies
    

    
      	1961–63:
      	Boston Red Sox
    

    
      	Career Statistics:
      	91–96, 9 saves, 3.82 ERA
    

    
      	National League All-Star:
      	1954, 1955, 1959
    

  

  Ted Williams vs. Gene Conley in All-Star Games

  0-for-1

  1959: With the American League leading 3–1 in the fifth inning with one out and a runner on first, Williams struck out vs. Conley

  Q. What was your strategy against Williams, and how do you think you fared?

  A. Real good. Ha.

  I SPENT SEVEN YEARS in the National League. The year I was traded to the American League (1961), Williams had just retired. I was given his locker, however, right next to Frank Malzone.
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  He had left his bat and a few t-shirts in his locker. The bat was the [one he hit his] last home run on at the end of 1960. I gave the bat away to a kid in Rhode Island, and my wife didn’t speak to me for a long time. (She read it was worth several thousand dollars later on. Ha. Oh well.)

  It’s hard for me to compare, as in the fifties there was some great hitters, which I’m sure you must know. From what I hear from [ballplayers] that I’ve talked to, he was probably the best of all the greats in the fifties. I feel like I didn’t need the challenge.

  Frank Malzone told me he played pepper8 with him a lot. When Williams was finished with the pepper game, there would be just one spot on his bat where the ball always hit. I would say that must have been great hand-and-eye [coordination], especially playing pepper, when the throws weren’t always strikes.

  

  Glenn Cox

  Right-handed pitcher

  
    
      
      
    
    
      	1955–58:
      	Kansas City Athletics
    

    
      	Career Statistics:
      	1–4, 0 saves, 6.39 ERA
    

  

  Ted Williams vs. Glenn Cox

  0-for-2, 1 walk (intentional), 1 strikeout, .000 batting average, .333 on-base percentage, .000 slugging percentage

  WHEN I PITCHED against Ted Williams, it wasn’t the way that you have it here.9

  I came in with no outs. The first batter who I pitched against was Ted Williams.10 I’d heard that, from other pitchers, if the ball was not perfect—on the corner or something—that the umpire gave him a break.
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