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Since childhood, #9 has always been my favorite. And, no, I don’t mean Gordie Hinkle or Dusty Cooke. The number that means the most to me in recent years is 2004, but for other reasons.

—B. N.





In Storrs, Salem, Steamboat, San Francisco, or Scottsdale, Dave Bird is the most dedicated Sox fan on the planet.

—M.S.
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FOREWORD

When I think of uniform numbers, it is the public-address announcers who first come to mind. Growing up in Connecticut, as I seldom admit, a Yankees fan (we learn from our mistakes), I learned my numbers from the “Voice of Yankee Stadium,” the great Bob Sheppard, who always bellowed each number twice: “Now batting for the Yankees, number 7, the center fielder, Mickey Mantle ... number 7.”

Of course, as Little Leaguers, we all wanted to wear #7, though that created a lot of pressure to live up to the number. It was safer to be #14 like Moose Skowron, #10 like Tony Kubek, or in my case #12—worn by one of my first heroes, Gil McDougald. We quickly learned the numbers of the key players on the other teams as well: Al Kaline’s #6, Bob Feller’s #19, Willie Mays’s #24, and Duke Snider’s #4.

Now, as a professional broadcaster covering a major league team, numbers are not as critical for identifying players. Knowing the players personally and being with them every day, we recognize them by their swings, their body language, or physical characteristics, though certain numbers stand out: The parallels between numbers worn by great players from other franchises, like #5, worn by Baltimore’s Brooks Robinson and Kansas City’s George Brett, both third basemen, and especially those high numbers not normally associated with greatness like Tom Seaver’s #41 and Roy Campanella’s #39. Nowadays, many promising players are starting with high numbers and keeping them ... like Jonathan Papelbon, #58. It used to be that young players were given high numbers and then changed to smaller digits once they became established, such as Clete Boyer, who went from #34 to #6, and Bobby Richardson, who went from #29 to #1.

The retirement of numbers has always been a source of great debate. While there are varying opinions on whose number should be hung from the rafters, I think the Red Sox have shown great restraint and have been much more judicious than most franchises ... especially the Yankees and the Celtics, who lead the world in retired numbers. In fact, I have been privileged to have been at Fenway for the retirement of all those numbers that hang on the right-field facade. Though no one wore #9 after Ted Williams retired in 1960, his number was not officially retired until the mid-1980s, along with Joe Cronin’s #4, followed by Bobby Doerr’s #1. Carl Yastrzemski’s #8 came later as did #27 for Carlton Fisk, #42 for Jackie Robinson, #6 for Johnny Pesky, and #14 for Jim Rice. I should hope many more will follow. My personal picks would be #45 for Pedro Martinez, the most spectacular pitcher in club history over his seven-year reign, and Roger Clemens’s #21, despite what his current public perception is today. Mo Vaughn should get some recognition for #42, which of course has been retired by every club in honor of Mo’s hero, Jackie Robinson.

When it comes to numbers, often overlooked is the foresight of the clubhouse men who make the final decisions on who is assigned what number. In recent years, Red Sox clubbie Joe Cochran has proven to be a great talent scout, assigning #5 to Nomar Garciaparra, #7 to Trot Nixon, and #15 to Dustin Pedroia. Tim Naehring, a personal favorite of Cochran, wore #11, and when Bill Mueller joined the club in 2003, Cochran gave the new third baseman #11 because he reminded him of Naehring. Mueller promptly won the batting title in his first season in Boston. Of course, it is puzzling how journeyman Chris Woodward was given #3. But Joe’s track record is excellent.

Bill Nowlin and Matthew Silverman have done some wonderful research on uniform numbers and have found some amazing connections. You will find their work most entertaining and informative.



 —Joe Castiglione 
November 2009





INTRODUCTION

An architect planning any residential or commercial construction or renovation in Hong Kong is mindful of the concept of feng shui—meaning good livelihood and fortune—when approaching design. Some pay large sums for feng shui consultants to advise them. We’d love to report that assigning uniform numbers to Boston Red Sox ballplayers is given as careful consideration, but lying leads to bad feng shui. That’s not to say there is no thought involved, and some players do in fact have strong preferences. Some players, both in the early days of numbers and now, are superstitious and very much prefer one number over another; others could hardly care less. The authors of Red Sox by the Numbers do not fall into the latter group.

This book tells the history of the Red Sox through their uniform numbers. There is a method to our nonlinear madness. Essentially, we take every Red Sox player, coach, and manager since 1931 (when numbers were first doled out), divide them into chapters based on uniform number, and then provide commentary on the person, the team, the time, the size of his mud chops ... the idea of the book is to have a little fun and learn something about your team you never knew. Or forgot.

We’re there with you, lamenting or basking in Game Six, glancing at the clock the moment before Keith Foulke pitches to Edgar Renteria, smiling when 71-year-old Ted Williams pulls a hat from his jacket and doffs it to the Fenway throng, and misting up when he does it again at 80 during the 1999 All-Star Game. These aren’t just numbers on the back of someone’s shirt, they represent a bond that complete strangers passing each other in faded “B” hats on the street can simultaneously share—even in Phoenix. People move, but they bring their Sox with them.

Because ballplayers can be superstitious—and some might dare say fickle—an alphabetical index in the back of the book puts together all the numerical moves by individuals over a career, whether it’s Garry Roggenburk wearing four numbers in three years in the 1960s, or Carl Yastrzemski donning a single number longer than any player in Red Sox history. To cover all the bases, there is a section dedicated to the unresolved Sox number questions. Red Sox by the Numbers begins each chapter with a chronological list of every player to wear the uniform number, singling out those with the longest tenure. Keep in mind, the years next to each name refer only to the years he wore that given number. Multiple Red Sox have worn different numbers during the same year; they are listed in order worn. Notes are included for brief switches or circumstances when players wore the same uniform number the same day. Also included is a total of how many times each number has been issued. Though that can be determined more than one way, we define this such that when Paul Byrd was issued #36 in 2008 and again in 2009, despite Brad Penny having worn it in between, we count #36 as having only been issued once to Byrd. Similarly, coach Dave Magadan was issued #29 on two occasions in that same span, but we only count it as one issuance.

Each chapter contains a sidebar: an observation on something pertaining to the team, number, uniform, or perhaps a telling photo related to a Red Sox number. And if things aren’t esoteric enough, we test your brain with an “MOP”—Most Obscure Player—in each chapter. The heart of the book, however, lies in the discussion of selected Sox who have worn each number. If we wrote a sentence about everyone who’s donned a Red Sox uniform number, this book would be bigger than ... we could say the Green Monster, but Red Sox fans are a bright lot, so we’ll just say it might be too heavy to put in your bag and bring with you on the T. Feel free to read on the go, but make sure first pitch finds you in your bleacher seat, in front of your TV, or within earshot of Joe Castiglione, who so kindly penned the foreword. If Joe likes a Red Sox book, there’s something to it.

One final thing. We might occasionally be flippant in an assessment of a player, manager, or event, but we’re covering a lot of ground here and trying to have fun as we recall the numbers before us. Our respect for each man’s talents on the baseball diamond has never been in question. We would gladly give our right arms—because they weren’t strong enough to get us between the lines—to stand on the Fenway grass in mid-game and feel that ever-so-slight tug of a big league number on our backs.


Joe Cochran: Sox Number Man

“I don’t go soliciting number changes.”

—Joe Cochran



 Joe Cochran is the man who hands out uniform numbers to the Red Sox. He’s the clubhouse and equipment manager for the team, and has been working for the Red Sox since he started on the grounds crew in 1984. Joe moved inside in 1990, working in the visiting clubhouse. He made the move to the home clubhouse in September 1991. He’s been matching numbers to Red Sox players for a long time now. “There’s a lot of history here. It’s fun to be a part of it,” he says.

With assistant equipment manager Edward “Pookie” Jackson, Joe works almost around the clock throughout the season. “I run the dayto-day operation of the clubhouse and, going on the road, handle the transportation of the equipment. There’s spring training, road games, bats, balls, uniforms. If they do well, we work an extra few weeks, which is no problem.

“I travel with the team. In each city, there’s a visiting crew of batboys and clubhouse assistants and a head guy that runs the visiting clubhouse. Sometimes we don’t see much daylight. We’re in the bowels.

“We have a crew of six people, including myself on this side, and a crew of five guys on the other side. It’s pretty similar, pretty much like that in every other park. You have two kids in uniform on the field during the games, and then guys doing the laundry, getting the meal ready for after the game.”

The schedule usually begins at about 11 AM for a 7:10 PM start. It often ends after midnight. “It’s a monotonous routine, but it’s automatic, day-in and day-out,” he says.

“I work closely with the traveling secretary. Jack McCormick does a great job. We have a truck waiting that he has lined up in each city. We unload the baseball equipment first, put the luggage in the back, go on to the hotel, and then on to the stadium. There’s a crew waiting for us to take care of what we need.

“We do the laundry after the game. There’s a laundry room in the grounds crew area. We go down there and use those machines. There’s a lot of laundry in the course of a day. Plenty of laundry. We do about three big loads every game. You’d be amazed how much the guys go through. From dress time on the board to the time the game starts, forty guys. They’ll change to eat; they’ll change to lift. Not necessarily the uniforms, but everything underneath they’ll change. We do the laundry ourselves. We used to bring them out to air, hang them out in the left field corner, but we don’t do that anymore.

“We do all the players’ stuff. During the game, I’m in the clubhouse most of the time. I’ll catch an inning, just to get out. There’s a lot going on up there, kids doing a lot of laundry. There’s only about two or three innings of down time, and then it picks up. We’ve got a ten-minute window before it gets crowded, really quickly.

“We have a tailor that we send out to when uniforms get torn [see Chapter 13]. You can have five pairs of new pants in a locker, but you have a lot of superstition in this game and a lot of [players]—the majority of them—they’d sew them up until they actually fall off their body. We have a guy over in Somerville that we send out to. Neil DeTeso of Riddell. He sends a guy. They pick it up. They bring it back the next morning. Or, if we have to, in a pinch, we’ll run it over. It’s convenient.” DeTeso handles all the shirts and pants; the rest of the laundry is done at the ballpark.

The uniform numbers, that’s another story. One might think that’s where the romance of the game kicks in. And there’s no denying that the numbers do add that sense of history more than the laundry per se. Majestic is the official uniform provider for Major League Baseball and before spring training, the company will sew on all the numbers for Joe and Pookie. But players come and go, sometimes on very short notice. They have to be ready for almost anything.

The reality of it is prosaic. The numbers are not stored in a beveled etched-glass case reserved for hallowed objects. “We have them in like pizza boxes,” Joe explains. “We have the alphabet. We have Latino apostrophes and what not, those small letters for like Irish, Tom McLaughlin with a small ‘c.’ We’ve got a numbering and a lettering kit.” The numbers and letters are no longer raised wool, but are flat and thin, and can be sewn on quickly and easily. They look more like iron-on numbers than the older style numbers that went on the flannel uniforms, but almost all of today’s uniform numbers are made of “tackle twill,” most commonly Poly-Pro Twill manufactured by Webster Fabric of Chesterfield, Missouri. Webster supplies all of the twill to Major League Baseball, the National Basketball Association, the National Football League, and the National Hockey League. The numbers themselves are actually heat-pressed onto the fabric. Red Sox clubhouse man Pookie Jackson says that all of the Red Sox numbers are supplied by VF Imagewear, part of the same company that owns Majestic.

And a couple of thin, flat, pizza-style boxes don’t add much bulk on the road. “We travel with all the blanks, extra decorations, lettering, and numbering, and if we make a trade for someone or someone gets called up and we don’t already have a shirt made up for him, there’s someone in each city that takes care of the numbers for us.” Someone like Neil DeTeso of Riddell. They work through the visiting clubhouse manager in each city they visit.

“They have seamstresses lined up in every city; there’s a Neil in every town.” Joe will supply the blanks, a spell-out form for the incoming player’s name, and if he’s new, assign him a number. “I carry a lot of stuff with me. Numbers and unis are just one component. Everything goes through the visiting clubhouse manager. What I have to do, is I go to the ballpark, pull out the shirt, size them up, get all the decorations and numbering and letterin ... . Give that to the visiting clubhouse manager and he takes care of it.”

It’s Joe who makes the decision who gets what numbers, working from a list of available numbers. “We’ll figure it out. Veteran guys, we’ll call them, try to line them up. [Mark] Kotsay last season, it worked out. I was in New York, called him up, and number 11 was available. It was a perfect lateral move. You get a guy like Eric Gagne: [Curt] Schilling wore 38 so the guy will flip it over—83. Some guys will start fresh, too. David Ortiz in honor of Kirby Puckett. He wanted 34. I remember talking with him about that. ‘Kirby wore this number.’ Guys will do that. They’ll take a number of their idol growing up.”

Though fading, there remains a bit of a preference for lower numbers. Players called up from the minors often wind up with higher numbers since lower ones tend to be taken or retired, as is the case of #1, #4, #6, #8, #9, #14, #27, and #42. We asked Cochran, “When you are assigning a number to a player, is it something you consider has a historic significance, maybe even take a little pride? ‘I’m giving this number to this guy.’”

After a long pause, Joe answered, “I don’t know about that. On a personal level, number 11, when we came aboard—Pookie and I and Tommy [McLaughlin]—Tim Naehring wore that. Actually, Naehring was 65 and had a pretty good camp. He was on base and I believe—I don’t know who we were playing but some veteran player, I don’t remember who he was—said, ‘You’re having a pretty good camp.’ And Naehring gave me a look and pointed to his number: ‘Am I going to make this team?’ Lo and behold, that was the year he ended up the starting shortstop with us wearing number 11 after camp broke. If you make the team, like [George] Kottaras this year ... it’s an accomplishment to make a big league team for a young kid out of camp.”

Most rookies just find the uniform in their locker, number assigned. But seniority counts and Joe will try to find a suitable number for established players. The veterans do get preference, without a doubt. Some have strong feelings. Some could not care less. A rookie rarely gets a choice, though someone like a Nomar Garciaparra who seems destined for stardom may get a little extra consideration. “When they come up, we’ll tell them, ‘Don’t worry about the number on the back of your shirt when you come up; it’s the front of the shirt which counts.’ In due time, when things work out, there might be a number available where the guy’s still in Pawtucket and there’s a chance he might come up again, we’ll hold it for him. It’s almost like you talk with some people, number lingo is its own language.”

Though Jim Rice wasn’t elected to the Hall of Fame until 2009, no one had worn #14 since he retired in 1989. Has Joe ever had a situation where a player really wanted a given number and he had to steer them away from that? “No. I just think that with the history here ... Fenway with the Red Sox ... guys know. They know their baseball. You’re not going to see too many people come in here and ask for a Jim Rice. He hasn’t been in uniform for some time. But they know. They know who wore 14. You go back ten years even, guys know.” One suspects that not all players are that familiar with Red Sox numerology, and that from time to time there may be a little guidance offered.

Number 21? No one’s worn it since Roger Clemens left for greener pastures, and as recently as 2007, the Sox were putting on a full-court press to try to get Clemens back to complete his career with the Red Sox. When the Clemens saga took a sour turn, did the number become tainted? Cochran is diplomatic, but matter-of-fact. “We’ll cross that bridge when it comes. No one’s asked for it since he’s left. The history ... first guy to wear it ... a pitcher? Like I said, these players know the history of the Red Sox.”
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Edward “Pookie” Jackson, co-guardian of the numbers at Fenway and right-hand man to Red Sox equipment manager Joe Cochran.





Saying No to the Future

The continuity of the Red Sox uniforms goes back to the earliest days of the twentieth century. Historians on the subject such as Marc Okkonen and Mike Cesarano point out that the team was wearing a red sock on the uniform as early as 1908, when the club adopted “Red Sox” after the Boston Braves abandoned the look due to imagined safety concerns (believing the red dye from the socks seeping into spike wounds could prove lethal). By the last year of the twentieth century, no one in club history had ever died from such a malady—but the entire team could possibly die of embarrassment.

In 1999, the real estate firm Century 21 developed a promotion with Major League Baseball coined “Turn Ahead the Clock.” Previous “Turn Back the Clock” games, where teams wore replicas of old-time threads—notably for interleague games between the Sox and the relocated Braves—had proved popular. This new promotion had teams wear what someone imagined baseball uniforms might look like in 2021; a year when taste, apparently, will have been scientifically eradicated.

For the September 18, 1999, game at Fenway against the Detroit Tigers, another old-time American League club whose uniforms had largely stood the test of time, both teams were supposed to wear futuristic uniforms. Some players were heard to grumble about wearing what was in effect an advertisement for a real estate company. Others, no doubt, feared looking as foolish as some of the other clubs who’d donned the uniforms over the summer. (The Mercury Mets were a particularly memorable uniform abomination.) When the Tigers and Red Sox took the field, not a futuristic uniform was to be found. According to sources, the uniforms “failed to show up” on time. Funny, the same thing happened to eight other teams.









#1: The Silent Captain


ALL TIME #1 ROSTER






	Player
	Year



	Bill Sweeney
	1931



	Urbane Pickering
	1931



	Al Van Camp
	1932



	Ed Gallagher
	1932



	Rabbit Warstler
	1933



	Max Bishop
	1934-35



	Mel Almada
	1936



	Ben Chapman
	1937



	Bobby Doerr
	1938-44, 1946-51



	Ty LaForest
	1945



	Ben Steiner
	1945



	Fred Hatfield
	1952



	George Kell
	1952-54



	Grady Hatton
	1954-56



	Billy Consolo
	1957-59



	Jim Mahoney
	1959



	Herb Plews
	1959



	Don Buddin
	1960-61



	Ed Bressoud
	1962-65



	Joe Foy
	1966-68



	Joe Azcue
	1969



	Tom Satriano
	1969



	Billy Conigliaro
	1969



	Luis Alvarado
	1970



	Phil Gagliano
	1971-72



	Bernie Carbo
	1974-78



	Jim Dwyer
	1979-80



	Chico Walker
	1981-84



	
John McNamara (manager)
	1985-88



	RETIRED
	1988



	Number of times this number was



	issued: 29



	Longest tenure by any player: 13



	seasons, Bobby Doerr







Bobby Doerr wore #1 for 13 years and saw it retired in 1988, two years after he was inducted into the National Baseball Hall of Fame. Ted Williams called Doerr “The Silent Captain” and that name is better remembered than any statement from the second baseman himself. Doerr let his play talk for him. Ted both talked and hit enough for everyone else.

On the subject of Williams, it should be noted that Doerr wore #9 before Ted did. Bobby wore that number as a 19-year-old rookie when he first broke in with Boston in 1937. Come 1938, Doerr silently switched to #1. His 223 career home runs rank eighth all-time for Sox sluggers—perhaps the quietest 223 homers ever. The total gives him more Red Sox home runs than a lot of big names in Boston baseball: Jimmie Foxx, Rico Petrocelli, Nomar Garciaparra, Jackie Jensen, Tony Conigliaro, Jason Varitek, Carlton Fisk, George Scott, and Reggie Smith, and is almost twice as many as Trot Nixon, Frank Malzone, Mike Greenwell, and Fred Lynn. But when you think of Sox sluggers, Doerr is not usually high on the list. His career line (.288 average, .362 OBP, .461 SLG) assured that pitchers did not take him for granted. In Doerr’s only World Series, his .409 average against the Cardinals in 1946 was the best of any Sox regular.

Doerr, who was born the final year of World War I, was given the middle name of Pershing in honor of the army’s commanding general in 1918. So it seemed fitting he left to join the army for what turned out to be the final year of World War II after leading the American League in slugging and just missing the 1944 batting title at .325, the highest mark of his career. When he came back, he placed third in the ’46 MVP voting—his pal Ted won it with Detroit’s two-time MVP Hal Newhouser second. Doerr knocked in 100 runs six times in all and had one last great season in 1950, leading the league in triples, knocking in a career-high 120 runs, and matching his pre-war best with 27 homers.

This premier digit has always been popular—before, after, and even during Doerr’s career. Both Ben Steiner and then Ty LaForest snuck in and wore #1 during 1945 with Doerr in the service. Almost as soon as Bobby retired in 1951, Fred Hatfield snagged the number. Hatfield was traded to the Tigers in a massive deal in June 1952 that brought Boston George Kell. As a Tiger, Kell beat out Ted Williams for the 1949 batting title by one hit, preventing Ted from achieving an unprecedented third Triple Crown. Kell didn’t disappoint in Boston, hitting .305 over three seasons. Kell and Doerr wore #1 in Boston less than a year apart, and would follow one another into the Hall of Fame three decades later (Kell in 1983 and Doerr in ’86). “Impossible Dream” third baseman Joe Foy wore #1 as the Red Sox took the 1967 pennant; his name would be reviled by Mets fans for the “Impossible Trade” that resulted in Amos Otis going to the Kansas City Royals for the troubled Foy in 1970. A number of yeoman infielders have worn the number, including Grady Hatton, Billy Consolo, Don Buddin, Eddie Bressoud, and all the way up to Chico Walker, the last player to wear the first number. Consolo had asked for the number because of his admiration for fellow second baseman Bobby Doerr. John McNamara wore it for three seasons as a manager before it was retired for Doerr; he switched to #2 for his closing months as skipper.
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The most beloved man since Doerr to don #1 was Bernie Carbo. He was wearing #1 when he hit the game-tying homer in the bottom of the eighth during Game Six of the 1975 World Series. No one grabbed #1 when he was sent to Milwaukee the following summer, so it was his to take again a few months later when the Sox sent the yet-to-blossom Cecil Cooper to the Brewers to get back Bernie and Boomer (George Scott).

Billy Conigiliaro was one of three players to wear #1 in 1969. Joe Azcue of Cienfuegos, Cuba, came over from Cleveland in mid-April, hit .216 in 19 games, and then was traded to the Angels for Tom Satriano, who fit in Azcue’s #1 jersey (Satriano weighed 185 pounds, Azcue 190). Billy C. and Satriano also wore #4 that year. That’s a lot of swapping, but in the year that brought the world Woodstock, the moon landing, and the Miracle Mets, maybe a pair of Sox were just trying to keep themselves entertained on a third-place team that never got within double-digits of the Orioles after June.

The first Mexican-born ballplayer in the major leagues was Baldomero Melo Almada Quiros—otherwise known as Mel Almada. Almada and Chile Gomez of the Phillies were the only two Mexicans to play in the majors until the 1940s. Born in Huatabampo, Sonora, and descended from a long line of Castillian royalty, Almada’s father was the Mexican consul in Los Angeles (and his brother Luis was also a pretty good Pacific Coast League player). In five seasons for the Red Sox, the left-handed-hitting outfielder batted .272 and drove in 102 runs. Mel’s best season was 1935, when he played in 151 games and hit .290. In mid-1937 he was traded with brothers Wes and Rick Ferrell to the Washington Senators.

The entire continent is represented at #1. During the final year of World War II, Edmunston, New Brunswick, native Biron Joseph “Ty” LaForest joined the Red Sox. In 204 at-bats, he hit .250 with a couple of home runs. He died just after turning 30 years of age in 1947. He had caught pneumonia and collapsed on the field following the third day of spring training. LaForest never recovered and died in early May.

Rabbit Warstler was actually the first Red Sox batter to wear a number in a major league game, though at the time he wore #4. He switched to #2 in ’32 and a year later graduated to #1, which he would have been wearing in the first game of ’31 if he had any sense of history. Bill Sweeney had the number instead. The first baseman has the distinction as the first #1 in Sox lore, batting third in the inaugural game with numbers in 1931. Sweeney hit .295 in his second of two seasons with the club, though he managed just one homer in 528 plate appearances. Still, you’d think that might be good enough to stick with the Sox of that era. He played another 11 seasons of minor league ball, batting .321 and awaiting the call that never came.

Urbane Pickering, who went through four numbers in two years in Boston, made #1 the first number in Red Sox history to have more than one wearer. He was called up on April 18, 1931, to fill in for Sweeney, who was in bed with a fever. With no other uniforms available, he slid on Sweeney’s #1 for the game at Yankee Stadium. He got his own uniform soon enough, taking #34 after Sweeney’s fever broke.

MOST OBSCURE RED SOX PLAYER TO WEAR #1—Ed Gallagher was the only pitcher to ever wear #1, and he may hold the distinction as the worst player on the worst Red Sox team of all time. A Dorchester native and Boston College man, “Lefty” must have either known the best places to go after games or the ’32 Red Sox were that desperate for pitching; with a 43-111 ballclub, there may be some truth on both sides of that argument. The southpaw debuted in July and appeared in just nine games over the course of the year—with three starts and three losses. His 12.55 ERA nearly doubled the next-worst mark of anyone on the team with at least 20 innings pitched. That’s saying something given Boston’s bloated and brutal 5.02 team ERA.



Day One

Let’s start at the beginning. There’s always been some question about when exactly the Red Sox first put numbers on the uniform. All agree it happened in 1931, but did it start Opening Day?

Research for this book definitively reveals that the Red Sox wore numbers before the ’31 season even officially started. During the preseason City Series against the Boston Braves on April 11-12, there is a reference to them wearing numbers and the sports-page cartoons in the Boston Post depict them wearing numerals both on their home (April 12 issue) and road (April 13 issue) uniforms. The Boston Herald game account on April 12, referring to the first game in the series, ended with this brief paragraph: “The Sox are numbered, big and generously, and the fans liked the innovation.” The following day’s Herald discussed Bill Sweeney wearing #1, and opined, “Bill Sweeney is No. 1 among the Red Sox, probably because he’s got the best of names for a ball player.”

The notion that numbers matched position in the batting order was never true with the Red Sox, nor was it true for field position. The Opening Day lineup of April 14, 1931:






	SS Rabbit Warstler
	#4



	LF Russ Scarritt
	#12



	1B Bill Sweeney
	#1



	RF Earl Webb
	#15



	3B Jack Rothrock
	#3



	2B Bobby Reeves
	#2



	CF Tom Oliver
	#14



	C Charlie Berry
	#9



	P Wilcy Moore
	#31





The numbered Sox took it on the chin in their first game, falling at Yankee Stadium, 6-3, in front of 70,000. Victimizing them were two former Red Sox sent to New York before numbers were ever stitched on their Hall of Fame backs: Babe Ruth, #3, who clubbed a homer in the game, and winning pitcher Red Ruffing, #18, traded by the Sox the previous May. It was the first game as Yankees skipper for Joe McCarthy, also Cooperstown bound, who would end his career as manager of the Red Sox.







#2: Rem Dawg


ALL TIME #2 ROSTER






	Player
	Year



	Bobby Reeves
	1931



	Andy Spognardi
	1932



	Rabbit Warstler
	1932



	
Marty McManus (player-manager)
	1933



	Bill Cissell
	1934



	Billy Werber
	1935-36



	Rick Ferrell
	1936-37



	Gene Desautels
	1938-40



	Frankie Pytlak
	1941



	Dee Miles
	1943



	George Metkovich
	1943-46



	Ed McGah
	1947



	Stan Spence
	1948-49



	Al Zarilla
	1949-50



	Al Evans
	1951



	Mel Hoderlein
	1951



	Jim Piersall
	1952



	Faye Throneberry
	1952



	Milt Bolling
	1953-57



	Marty Keough
	1958-60



	Marlan Coughtry
	1960



	Chuck Schilling
	1961-65



	Eddie Kasko
	1966



	Mike Andrews
	1967-70



	Doug Griffin
	1971-77



	Jerry Remy
	1978-84



	
John McNamara (manager)
	1988



	Luis Rivera
	1989-93



	Otis Nixon
	1994



	Terry Shumpert
	1995



	Alex Cole
	1996



	Jeff Manto
	1996



	Curtis Pride
	1997



	Damon Buford
	1998-99



	Carl Everett
	2000-01



	Shane Andrews
	2002



	Damian Jackson
	2003



	Willie Harris
	2006



	
Brad Mills (coach)
	2004-05, 2007-09



	Number of times this number was issued: 39



	Longest tenure by any given player: 7 seasons, Jerry Remy (who appeared in 710 games to Doug Griffin’s 7 seasons and 614 games)







Jerry Remy, the pride of Somerset, Massachusetts, is second to none. He wore #2 longer than any other player in Red Sox history. That alone would make him the most famous wearer of that number, but his nightly pulpit in the broadcast booth as the de facto voice of Red Sox Nation—or at least NESN—makes him seem every bit as important as many of the greats who played alongside him, even though “Rem Dawg” didn’t hit a home run in his final six seasons in Boston. While his 98 steals in seven seasons in Boston are fewer than he had in three years with Anaheim, he was more inclined to stay where he was with the stacked lineup behind him. Remy was indeed fast with his feet—as well as with his mouth.

Rem Dawg’s place as the favorite #2 seems secure, but his place as the longest running man in that uniform was threatened. Bench coach Brad Mills, Terry Francona’s #2 man, made a bid with five seasons in that number until he was hired to manage the Houston Astros in October 2009. It would be six years if he hadn’t surrendered it for a season to Willie Harris, who batted 100 points lower (that would be .156) than he had the previous year as a sparkplug off the bench for the world champion White Sox. He even had a hit in his only time up in the ugly Sox-on-Sox 2005 ALDS. Yet while wearing Sox Red in ’06, he accumulated just seven hits over four months before he was rightfully demoted to Pawtucket.

Number two at #2 is another second baseman: Doug Griffin. He played in 614 games (to Remy’s 710) from 1971-77, including one at-bat—a line out as a pinch hitter—in Game Five of the 1975 World Series. Denny Doyle was acquired from the Angels in June of ’75 and hit for a .310 average after the deal, locking him in to play every postseason inning. Griffin had come to the Red Sox from the Angels in the Tony C. swap in 1971, starting a Boston-to-Anaheim circle that brought the Red Sox three second basemen over a 14-season span in Griffin, Doyle, and Remy. An Angelic second coming.
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The first to wear #2 was a second baseman, but he was no Angel and no Superman, for that matter. Bobby Reeves—not to be confused with original TV Superman George Reeves or Christopher Reeve on the big screen—appeared in just 34 games and hit a paltry .167 in 1931. Nicknamed “Gunner,” Reeves must have had a good arm. Perhaps that was why manager Shano Collins let him pitch a game—and not just to a couple of batters. Reeves threw the final 7 1/3 innings on September 7. There wasn’t a lot to lose; the Sox were 44 games out of first place at the time and it was the second game of a doubleheader. They’d lost the first game (as one might expect, given the 44-game deficit), and three pitchers had combined to allow 12 runs to the Senators by the second inning of the nightcap. So Shano handed Gunner the ball—and let him keep it. He faced 29 batters, walked one, and allowed only six hits. The final score was 15-1.

Next in line to wear #2 was Boston native Andy Spognardi. Andrea Ettore Spognardi played 17 games to close out the 1932 season, batting .294 (10-for-34, with one double and one RBI). Not bad, but the BC man chose a career in medicine, serving as a doctor in the area for many years. He died in Dedham on the first day of 2000.

A man constantly surrounded by doctors (in a positive way), Mike Andrews was the favorite of the now-graying generation inspired by the “Impossible Dream” team, the Sox club that seemingly came from nowhere (a half-game out of last place in a ten-team league) to win the 1967 pennant. Andrews was a key cog at second base during the season, and hit .308 during the ’67 World Series. Over five years, he batted .268 for the Red Sox and represented them in the 1969 All-Star Game. Since 1979, until his retirement at the end of 2009, he was executive director of the Jimmy Fund, raising money to facilitate great inroads in the fight against cancer in children. Mike recalled that, at least for a while, there was a practice of having the second baseman wear #2. “When I arrived for spring training in ’67, number 2 had already been assigned to me; back then as a rookie you didn’t start requesting numbers,” he explained. “I don’t know if it had been somewhat of a tradition that number 2 went to second basemen but I know that Griffin and Remy wore it after me. Didn’t [Chuck] Schilling wear it before me?” He did, indeed.

Chuck Schilling, no relation to Curt, spent his entire five seasons in the majors with the Red Sox wearing #2. A second baseman, too, he came to the plate more often than any player in the majors as a rookie in 1961. His 167 hits and 78 walks in 738 trips to the plate produced a .340 on-base percentage, but he was never so selective or indispensible again. Eddie Kasko followed in the tradition, playing second base and third for the ’66 Sox.

The 1930s were not a great decade for the Red Sox, but you can at least say they didn’t tear families asunder. The Red Sox traded both Rick Ferrell (a catcher, who wore #2) and his brother Wes (a pitcher, who wore #12) on June 11, 1937. The Brothers Ferrell, along with Mel Almada, went to Washington in exchange for Ben Chapman and Bobo Newsom. Manager Joe Cronin’s feelings about Wes were clear in his comment on the battery of brothers: “Funny, the difference between those two brothers. I sure hated to lose Rick—good ballplayer, hard worker, easy to get along with.” Though some would argue that Wes was the more talented sibling—and he certainly had more power, outhomering his backstop brother, 38-28—Rick wound up in the Hall of Fame, the only Red Sox #2 in Cooperstown. And the cap on his plaque bears a “B,” even though his five years in Boston were the shortest stay in his 18-year career.

After the Ferrell trade, Chapman slipped on Almada’s #1 and Bobo took Wes’s #12—though not his spot in the Cronin doghouse. Rick’s #2 went unworn until 1938, when it was taken by another catcher, Gene Desautels. He hit .291 his first year and then started hitting more like a backup catcher.

Two managers wore #2, and both had surnames starting with “Mc”: Marty McManus, way back in 1933 as a player-manager for a seventh-place club, and John McNamara in 1988. In the latter’s case, he’d actually worn #1 since taking the helm in 1985, but when Bobby Doerr’s number was retired on May 21, 1988, McNamara began wearing #2—until he was relieved of his Red Sox uniform altogether at the All-Star break.

More colorful but not necessarily coherent personalities in #2 were Jimmy Piersall and Carl Everett. Both had observers scratching their heads, albeit for different reasons.

Piersall, a schoolboy star from Waterbury, Connecticut, had a nervous breakdown in 1952 ... while wearing #2. Based on what we’ve seen from the film about the incident, Fear Strikes Out—with unathletic Anthony Perkins as Piersall—we believe it had more to do with his hard-driving father (played by Karl Malden) than his choice of number. In any event, Piersall switched to #37 when he returned.
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Carl Everett




Everett was on edge without much pushing from anyone else. A tremendously talented athlete, he came from Houston in the Everett-for-Everett deal (Carl for Adam) following the 1999 season. Everett batted .300 as the everyday center fielder in 2000 and his 48 home runs over two seasons in Boston represented the most he hit for any club during his career. The problem, you see, was that there were many stops along the way because Everett’s mouth and temper always had clubs looking to move him for the sake of harmony and sanity. His most memorable incident was bumping umpire Ron Kulpa at Fenway during a nationally televised tantrum that earned him a 10-game suspension—and really, he deserved a longer sentence. Among his many outspoken beliefs, Everett scoffed at the existence of dinosaurs because they weren’t in the Bible. Dan Shaughnessy of the Boston Globe thus dubbed him “Jurassic Carl.”

MOST OBSCURE RED SOX PLAYER TO WEAR #2—Al Evans was a backup catcher on a 1951 club that ran a lot of catchers through the roster: Les Moss, Buddy Rosar, Aaron Robinson, Matt Batts, Mike Guerra, Sammy White, and Evans. Our man Al was one of three (with White and Guerra) who were error-free, but then again White only appeared in four games. Al caught in 10 and pinch-hit in two others. Not that he was hot with the bat—he mustered just a .125 average (3-for-24), including a double. He did walk four times, drive in two runs, and score once. Al wasn’t without experience. He’d played 11 seasons for the Washington Senators before being claimed off waivers over the winter. On August 15, with Lou Boudreau’s hand broken and Doerr’s sacroiliac ailing, the Sox sent Evans down to Louisville and retrieved infielder Mel Hoderlein.



Just Missed

The 1930 Red Sox were a pretty anonymous group, losing 102 times and finishing 50 games behind the world champion Philadelphia Athletics. Beginning in 1931, scorecards told the story at Fenway Park and throughout the American League. Previously, Boston megaphone man Walter E. “Stonewall” Jackson had been the only way many fans knew the identity of a new player entering the game. Jackson had worked off and on since 1903 and he kept his job. Many of the pre-numbered Sox did not.

The 1930 Sox finished in last place, as had the 1929 Red Sox before them. And the four Sox teams before them. (The 1924 Sox missed last place by a half a game in the standings, ruining what would have been an unbroken streak dating back to 1922.)

Hod Lisenbee, who appear in 41 games for the numbered Sox in 1931, started the final game for the no-number Sox in 1930. Second baseman Bill Regan, catcher Johnnie Heving, and pinch hitter Jim Galvin were retired without a peep and without a number in the ninth. The opposing pitcher for the Yankees? It was Babe Ruth, pitching at Fenway.

For Ruth, it was the first time he’d pitched since October 1, 1921. After nine full seasons of rest—well, he had won eight home run titles in the meantime, including the ’30 crown—Ruth returned to the mound where he’d first broken into major league ball as a pitcher for the 1914 Red Sox. He threw a complete game and won, 9-3, scattering 11 hits. Ruth would pitch once more—at the end of the 1933 season—and toss another complete-game victory over the Red Sox, giving him a lifetime pitching record of 94-46 and a 2.28 ERA. And we might as well mention that in his career the Babe allowed 10 home runs and hit 714.

The last pitcher to appear for the Red Sox without wearing a number was Jack Russell, who took over for Lisenbee. Members of the 1930 Red Sox who never played in a numberbearing jersey for Boston were: “Whispering Bill” Barrett, Bill Bayne, Frank Bushey, Joe Cicero, Ced Durst, Frank Mulroney, Bill Narleski, Red Ruffing, Ben Shields, Charlie Small, and Phil Todt. Most of the names are forgettable, save for Ruffing, who was traded in the prime of his career in May 1930 from Boston to the Yankees for Durst (plus $50,000). Durst called it quits after the ’30 season. Ruffing went from back-to-back 20-loss seasons in Boston to a 15-5 record in New York and eventually to the Hall of Fame.







#3: The Beast


ALL TIME #3 ROSTER






	Player
	Year



	Jack Rothrock
	1931



	
Marty McManus (player-manager)
	1932



	Mike Meola
	1933



	Roy Johnson
	1933, 1935



	Eddie Morgan
	1934



	Jimmie Foxx
	1936-42



	Tony Lupien
	1943



	John Tobin
	1945



	Rudy York
	1946-47



	Jake Jones
	1947-48



	Walt Dropo
	1949-52



	Dick Gernert
	1953-54



	Norm Zauchin
	1955-57



	Pete Runnels
	1958-62



	Gary Geiger
	1963-65



	Dalton Jones
	1966-69



	Tom Matchick
	1970



	Mike Fiore
	1970-71



	Bob Burda
	1972



	Buddy Hunter
	1973



	Dick McAuliffe
	1974-75



	Steve Dillard
	1976-77



	Jack Brohamer
	1978-80



	Chico Walker
	1980



	Rick Miller
	1981-85



	Jody Reed
	1988-92



	Bob Melvin
	1993



	Carlos Rodriguez
	1994-95



	Jeff Frye
	1996-97, 1999-2000



	Mike Lansing
	2000-01



	
Grady Little (manager)
	2002-03



	Pokey Reese
	2004



	David Wells
	2005



	Edgar Renteria
	2005



	Mark Loretta
	2006



	Joe Thurston
	2008



	Chris Woodward
	2009



	Alex Gonzalez
	2009



	Number of times this number was issued: 38



	Longest tenure by any given player: 7 seasons, Jimmie Foxx







Jimmie Foxx wore #3 for the Sox from 1936 through 1942, one of 11 members of the Hall of Fame to wear #3. The imposing Foxx—known as “The Beast”—was already one of the biggest stars of his day when Tom Yawkey wrote a big check to acquire him from Connie Mack’s Philadelphia Athletics. Foxx did not disappoint. He gave the Sox 222 home runs and hit for a .320 average over his seven seasons. His 1938 season was indeed beast-like: his .349 average, .462 OBP, and .704 slugging each led the league, as did his 175 RBIs, which remain the most in club history. His 50 home runs was the club standard for 68 seasons—until David Ortiz topped it in 2006—and Foxx was the first Red Sox player named MVP (though Tris Speaker won the 1912 Chalmers Award, a short-lived forerunner of the MVP).

“Double X” was far from the only slugger to wear #3. There was a stretch from 1946 through 1957 when the numeral was worn consecutively by Rudy York, Jake Jones, Walt Dropo, Dick Gernert, and Norm Zauchin. Each of the quintet made their mark with the home run, though not always consistently. York had a couple of big home runs in the 1946 World Series. Jones—an ace fighter pilot credited with shooting down seven Japanese planes in World War II—hit most of his roundtrippers in a concentrated burst after the Red Sox acquired him in a mid-June 1947 trade from the White Sox (a deal that sent York to Chicago). After donning York’s #3, Jones homered in each game of a doubleheader the day he turned up, the second of those a walkoff grand slam in the bottom of the ninth. He hit 13 of his 16 Red Sox homers that year at Fenway, more than even Ted Williams. Though Dropo pounded out 34 homers and drove in a league-leading 144 runs as the AL’s Rookie of the Year in 1950, he never reached those levels in subsequent seasons. Gernert hit 19 home runs his first year, 21 his second, but was also unable to maintain the pace. Zauchin was another of those big right-handed power hitters. He banged out 27 homers in 1955, his first (and only) full year. His 105 strikeouts led the league—he never even had 100 at-bats in any of his two subsequent seasons in Boston.
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Pete Runnels was no power hitter, but he did win the American League batting title in 1960 (.320) and 1962 (.326) despite only hitting 29 homers in five full seasons with the Red Sox. Jack Rothrock, the first player to wear #3, was one of those rare ballplayers who played at least one game at every position, though the one game he pitched and the one game he caught were both in 1928, before the Sox—or any other team—wore numbers.

Two big disappointments with #3 on their backs were Grady Little and Edgar Renteria, though for different reasons. Manager Little, because he favored instinct over statistics (despite an apparent direct order to follow the stats) and left Pedro Martinez in long past the prescribed pitch-count limit in the infamous Game Seven of the 2003 ALCS, which the Yankees rallied from three runs down to win. Renteria, who, as a Cardinal, became part of the never-gets-old Red Sox highlight reel by making the last out of the exhilarating 2004 World Series, took a four-year, $40 million contract to come to Boston the next year. The Red Sox dumped the underperforming shortstop after one season. Mike Lansing, another middle infielder with a pretty big contract, turned out to be a pretty big bust, too—he hit a combined .234 for the 2000 and 2001 seasons. Second baseman Mark Loretta (2006) was one of those single-season Sox the club has begun to feature. He played 155 games, hit a solid .278, and only made four errors all year long—his fielding percentage of .994 eclipsed Bobby Doerr’s team record set in 1948.

All in all, there are a lot of infielders who’ve worn the number in the last several decades, ranging from popular players like Dalton Jones of the Impossible Dream team of 1967 and Jody Reed of the late ’80s and early ’90s, to less-remembered players like Dick McAuliffe , Steve Dillard, and Jack Brohamer, who started at third base in the one-game playoff in 1978 (when outfielder Dwight Evans, suffering from vertigo, began the game on the bench). There’s even our favorite friend-seeking service proprietor, Buddy Hunter. The single-digit numbers were, likely due to tradition, considered an infielder’s number. Second baseman Jeff “Frito” Frye missed all of 1998 due to injury, but the Sox held his number for his return.

David Wells wore #3 in 2005, as well as #16. The aforementioned Renteria also wore #3 and #16 in 2005. Why the switcheroo? The former Yankee Wells started the season wearing #3, his tribute to another great Red Sox pitcher: Babe Ruth (though, admittedly, Ruth only wore #3 while with the Yankees since he had been numberless with Boston). Renteria had worn #3 with the Cardinals through the 2004 campaign, but he began his time in Boston as #16. When they took the field on May 29, they’d swapped numbers: Renteria, wearing #3, had the only four-hit game in his short Sox stint; Wells, wearing #16, won the game, allowing two runs on six hits in 8 1/3 innings at Yankee Stadium. Renteria had paid Wells—“a lot,” he said. Wells explained transaction #3: “He wanted to do a swap. I wrote down a number, and that was it. I took a number I had years ago.” The #16 may have been a tribute to the Yanks’ “Chairman of the Board” Whitey Ford.

MOST OBSCURE RED SOX PLAYER TO WEAR #3—Tommy Matchick, who batted .071 in ’70, was tempting, but a very recent member of the Red Sox merits the nod: Joe Thurston. Joe played on the 2008 Red Sox, but he didn’t play much. He never made an error during his four games in left field, though he only had five chances. His first game for Boston was on April 17, filling in defensively for Manny Ramirez in the ninth against the Yankees. Inserted for offense in a blowout win the next day, he grounded out to close out the eighth. After Manny was ejected in the second inning on the April 20, he took over, grounded out twice, and got hit by a pitch. Dustin Pedroia pinch-hit for him the last time up, and tied the game with a double. In his last game for Boston, April 21, he played the whole game, got up to bat five times, struck out the first time up, and popped out to the infield the next four times. He got a much better gig as a semi-regular infielder for the Cardinals in 2009.



It’s All Relative

Is there a gene that influences the choice of uniform numbers? Most players don’t actually select the numbers they wear and any choice they have is inevitably limited by the retired numbers and those worn by others on the team when they first arrive. Perhaps Pedro and Ramon Martinez both preferred #5, but Nomar had it when Pedro first arrived and, of course, once Ramon turned up he and his brother couldn’t wear the same number at the same time.

Because of this numbers theme, our count of Sox relatives forces us to exclude pitching brothers Ed and Tom Hughes (1900s), fly-shagging freres Roy and Cleo Carlyle (1920s), and the Gaston brother battery of righty Milt and backstop Alex, who were on the same Sox squad in 1929. All these brother combinations played before the days of numerals on jerseys. (Though Milt Gaston hung around after his older brother departed and went 2-13 wearing #19 for the 1931 Sox.) This list only deals with blood kin, but honorable mention goes to Rick Miller—a #3 for part of his Sox tenure—for marrying teammate Carlton Fisk’s sister.

The fraternal fraternity is listed in order of appearance with the Red Sox—by family member and by number—along with fathers, cousins, uncles, and grandfathers. There is an asterisk if they were on the Sox the same season, which had to make Mom happy—but she couldn’t have liked that no son took his father’s old number. And if anything in the chart below is wrong, my brother did it.
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	BROTHERS
	Numbers
	Years with Sox



	*Rick Ferrell
	#9, #7, #2
	1933-37



	*Wes Ferrell
	#12
	1934-37



	Roy Johnson
	#18, #3, #4, #3
	1932-35



	Bob Johnson
	#8
	1944-45



	Ed Sadowski
	#8
	1960



	
	Bob Sadowski #21 1966
	



	*Tony Conigliaro
	#25
	1964-67,



	*Billy Conigliaro
	#4, #1, #40 1969-71
	1969-70, 1975



	



	Marty Barrett
	#17
	1982-90



	Tommy Barrett
	#33
	1992



	*Pedro Martinez
	#45
	1998-2004



	*Ramon Martinez
	#48 1999-2000
	



	FATHER/SON



	Ed Connolly Sr.
	#10
	1929-32



	Ed Connolly Jr.
	#29
	1964



	Walt Ripley
	#18
	1935



	Allen Ripley
	#28
	1978-79



	Dolph Camilli
	#28
	1945



	Doug Camilli
	#34
	1970-73 (coach)



	George Susce
	#36, #29, #43
	1950-54 (coach)



	George D. Susce
	#41, #27
	1955-58



	Haywood Sullivan
	#44, #16, #30
	1955, 1957,



	Marc Sullivan
	#15 1982, 1984-87
	1959-60



	



	Dick Ellsworth
	#36
	1968-69



	Steve Ellsworth
	
	#28 1988



	GRANDFATHER/GRANDSON



	Shano Collins
	#32, #21
	1921-25 (player);



	Bob Gallagher
	#44
	1931-32 (manager)



	1972



	UNCLE/NEPHEW



	Dom Dallessandro
	#16
	1937



	Dick Gernert
	#14, #3, #41,
	1952-59



	#25
	



	Matt Batts
	#5, #14
	1947-51



	Danny Heep
	#29
	1989-90



	COUSINS



	*Mike Cubbage
	#39, #22
	2002-03 (coach)



	*Chris Haney
	#56
	2002



	*Anastacio Martinez
	#67
	2004



	*Sandy Martinez
	#58
	2004



	*Dale Sveum
	#41
	2004-05 (coach)



	*John Olerud
	#19
	2005










#4: Cronin


ALL TIME #4 ROSTER






	Player
	Year



	Rabbit Warstler
	1931



	Hal Rhyne
	1932



	Smead Jolley
	1933



	Roy Johnson
	1934



	Joe Cronin
	1935,



	(player-manager);
	1937-45



	(manager)
	1945-47



	Eric McNair
	1936



	Sam Mele
	1948-49



	Ken Keltner
	1950



	
Lou Boudreau (player-manager)
	1951, 1951-54, 1952)



	Jackie Jensen
	1955-59, 1961



	Lu Clinton
	1960



	Roman Mejias
	1963-64



	Bill Schlesinger
	1965



	Jim Gosger
	1965-66



	Don Demeter
	1966-67



	Norm Siebern
	1967-68



	Billy Conigliaro
	1969



	Tom Satriano
	1969-70



	Ben Oglivie
	1971



	Tommy Harper
	1972-74



	Butch Hobson
	1976-80



	Carney Lansford
	1981-82



	RETIRED
	1984



	Number of times this number was issued: 22



	Longest tenure by any given player: 12 seasons, Joe Cronin







Joe Cronin was a star shortstop who’d hit .304 over seven seasons for the Washington Senators, until his unclein-law, Clark Griffith, sold him to Tom Yawkey and the Red Sox for $250,000 in time for the 1935 season. He took a vacation from #4 for one year in 1936, wearing #6 and suffering his worst year with the team. Eric McNair wore it that one year and swapped digits with the skipper before the ’37 season. Cronin spent the next decade in #4, batting an even .300 overall in his 11 seasons as player- manager with the Red Sox. He served two seasons as a non-playing manager, then became the club’s general manager, and later was president of the American League. Joe was elected to the Hall of Fame—as a player—in 1956.

Another Red Sox player-manager was Lou Boudreau, who served as such for four games in 1952, but he spent the rest of his tenure affixed to the bench from 1952 through 1954. Neither his play for Boston in 1951 (a .267 average under Red Sox manager Steve O’Neill) nor his work as Red Sox manager (229-232) was all that outstanding. His better years were behind him in Cleveland. He was inducted into the Hall of Fame in 1970, as a player.

When Sam Mele broke in with Boston in 1947 and hit .302 in his rookie year, he was wearing #14. Dropping 10 digits didn’t help at the plate; in 1948 he batted .233 and only saw about half as much action. After 10 games and a .196 average in 1949, he was sent out of town (traded to Washington, with Mickey Harris, for Walt Masterson). Mark Armour, author of Joe Cronin: A Life in Baseball, offers a story behind Mele’s taking #4. Cronin wanted Joe McCarthy to take #4 in 1948 (when McCarthy succeeded Cronin as manager). McCarthy declined—he did not wear any number—and Cronin decided it should be worn by a position player. He offered it to Mele, who took it, hit.232, and then the GM had him take #27 ... with the Senators.
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Jim Gosger’s name cropped up again in April 2009, after Kevin Youkilis hit an extra-inning walkoff home run against the Yankees. Researchers found the last time it had been done during the regular season was June 4, 1966, in the 16th inning, off New York’s Dooley Womack. The batter was, of course, Mr. Gosger, wearing #4. It may have boosted him as trade bait; nine days later, he was on his way to the Kansas City A’s. Nine different Red Sox wore #4 in the 1960s, starting with Lu Clinton and running all the way to Tom Satriano, who took it into the next decade.

Speedster Tommy Harper’s name has cropped up frequently in recent years as Jacoby Ellsbury threatened—and then passed in 2009—Harper’s 1973 team record of 54 stolen bases. Harper, the first man to bat for both the Seattle Pilots and Milwaukee Brewers, also had two stints as coach of the Sox. He still lives in the Boston area, and has enjoyed watching Ellsbury, offering him what advice he can.

“Golden Boy” Jackie Jensen led the league in runs batted in three times: 1955 (116), 1958 (122), and 1959 (112), but his fear of flying saw him quit after ’59. He gave it the old college try again in ’61. Unfortunately for Jensen, the league had expanded to include West Coast play by this time—thanks to the Angels—and that was just too much for him to stomach.

Carney Lansford, a Californian initially drafted by the Angels, and who later returned to Northern California for 10 years with Oakland, had the biggest year of his career in the first of his two seasons with the Red Sox. He batted .336 in 1981 to become the first right-handed hitter to win the AL batting title since Alex Johnson in 1970 and the first Sox hitter to claim it since Carl Yastrzemski in ’68.
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Lansford was part of the return from the Angels—along with Mark Clear and Rick Miller—for Rick Burleson and Butch Hobson. Clell Lavern Hobson Jr., a wishbone-running quarterback for Bear Bryant at Alabama, chose baseball as a profession and was handed #51 for his two games with the ’75 Sox. He took #4 the next year and took the third base job from Rico Petrocelli.

Hobson added sock to the Sox at the bottom of the order, but the only time he led the league in an offensive category was in 1977, when he struck out 162 times—paradoxically, it’s the only year he finished in the top 25 in MVP voting (he ranked 23rd). His 43 errors in 1978, a horrific .899 fielding percentage, marked the first time since 1916 that a regular player’s defensive average registered below .900 for a season. As Red Sox manager for 439 games (the team won 47.2 percent of them) in 1992-94, Butch wore #17. By that time, Cronin’s #4 had been retired.

MOST OBSCURE RED SOX PLAYER TO WEAR #4—You can’t get more obscure than Bill Schlesinger . He’d been with the ballclub out of 1965 spring training, but for the May 4 game against the Angels—at Dodger Stadium, no less—Schlesinger was so not expecting the call to pinch-hit that his bats had been left in the clubhouse. “The first thing I did,” Schlesinger remembered, “there’s three steps going up out of the dugout. Well, I tripped there and I fell on the third step and skinned up my knee. So now it’s time for me to go up and hit because the guy just made the second out. I’m walking up to the plate with this donut and I keep pounding that bat on the ground, trying to get that donut to come off, and it wouldn’t come off. I’m getting closer and closer to home plate and this umpire’s looking at me and he says, ‘Come on, come on! It’s five to nothing here and I’ve got a dinner date one hour from now.’ He says, ‘Do you need help with that donut, getting it offa that bat?’ I said, ‘Yeah, kinda.’ So the umpire takes the bat and gets the donut off the bat.” When Schlesinger finally stepped into the box, he hit a ball off home plate that jumped high in the air but was pulled down by catcher Buck Rodgers and thrown to first to get Schlesinger by a half a step. Three days later, he was with Kansas City’s farm club in Lewiston, Idaho. He never played in the big leagues again.



Like Father, Like Daughter

While there have been 10 brother combinations on the Red Sox and six father-son combos, there has obviously never been a father-daughter combination. But Gina Satriano came the closest.

Her father, Tom Satriano, was an Angel for the first nine seasons of that club’s existence, coming to Boston for Joe Azcue at the ’69 trading deadline. “Satch” spent the rest of that year plus 1970 with the Red Sox, hitting .189 and then .236 while wearing #4 in his final major league stop. Daughter Gina also played pro ball, but it was her mother, Sherry, who put in the hours and challenged Little League under Title IX to get her onto the diamond. The first girl in California to play Little League—surviving not just the boys but many threats off the field—wound up playing for the Colorado Silver Bullets. She pitched 29 times in 1994-95 and wore #42 for the professional women’s baseball team coached by Hall of Famer Phil Niekro. She even played in Fenway Park, losing to the Boston Park League team. She found other work, as a deputy district attorney in Los Angeles.







#5: Nomah


ALL TIME #5 ROSTER






	Player
	Year



	Otto Miller
	1931



	Marv Olson
	1932



	Johnny Hodapp
	1933



	Carl Reynolds
	1934



	Moose Solters
	1935



	Oscar Melillo
	1935



	Billy Werber
	1936



	Pinky Higgins
	1937-38 (player);
 1955-62 (manager)
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