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  INTRODUCTION

  The Chicago White Sox are a pillar franchise of the American League. They go back to the beginning, in 1901, when the league was formed in order to compete with the National League. Charles Comiskey was the team’s founder, his name adorning the outside of the ballpark for 80 years, while one of his descendents had their name on the owners office for nearly six decades.

  The dichotomy between “old” baseball teams and expansion teams isn’t quite as pronounced as it is in the National Hockey League, where the names of six original franchises are invoked. Still, the Major League clubs have longer histories, naturally, and a more ingrained tradition.

  This makes the White Sox one of baseball’s special teams, with Chicagoans following the Sox for generations. Rooting interests are passed on like family heirlooms. At one time, the division between White Sox and Cubs fans (Chicago being blessed as one of the rare places harboring two teams) was a simple matter of geography. If you grew up on the South Side you cheered for the Sox. Allegiance is not quite so easily defined these days, but the White Sox are first in the hearts of millions of Chicago area residents.

  Sox fans have several things in common. They recall team lore, being introduced to it by family members when they were young or by reading history books. They cringe at the mention of the Black Sox Scandal, the worst professional sports scandal of all time. They revere the Go-Go White Sox of the 1950s—particularly the 1959 team that brought a World Series to Comiskey Park for the first time in 40 years, thanks to Luis Aparicio, Nellie Fox, Billy Pierce, and Early Wynn.

  And they still bask in the glow of the 2005 world champion White Sox, led by manager Ozzie Guillen. It had been 88 years since the World Series title belonged to the White Sox and the fans who turned out a million or so strong for a downtown parade still celebrate the achievement.

  The White Sox featured many stars through the years. Many of them have passed away. They cannot speak for themselves about the game of their life, the best they ever played, the game most meaningful to them.

  An astute fan gazing at the roster of the 30 White Sox included in this collection might be surprised to see the names of Big Ed Walsh and Luke Appling. Yes, old age claimed them long ago, but these two gentlemen left behind enough record of their feelings about the “game of their life” in old newspaper clippings tucked away in the archives of the National Baseball Hall of Fame to join the list of 28 other living White Sox players or team officials.

  Time flies, even for fans, and some of the White Sox speaking about their chosen game are in their 80s now. Others are still playing, still wearing the crisp whites of the Sox. Regardless of era, it was a pleasure to listen to them all.

  —Lew Freedman
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  BIG ED

  WALSH

  Ed Walsh is almost a mythological figure of White Sox lore. His is a name that shows up in the fine print of record books and media guides with nearly unfathomable numbers next to it. By all statistical measures, Walsh is the greatest pitcher in the history of the team, but he played for the American League so long ago that there is no one alive today who saw him throw. Still, the numbers alone leave the reader agog, especially in a modern era when starting pitchers simply do not throw complete games and are in five-man rotations. Ed Walsh was the antithesis of the modern pitcher. In 1908, Walsh’s record was 40-15. He threw an astounding 464 innings and his earned run average was 1.42.

  Walsh was born in Plains, Pennsylvania, in 1881 and came of age as a pitcher in nearby Wilkes-Barre. His father, Michael, was from Dublin. Walsh grew to 6-foot-1 and 193 pounds—at the time, large enough for him to be labeled “Big Ed.” When he was 11, Walsh, the youngest of 13 children, dropped out of school and spent the next nine years steering mules that pulled wagons hauling coal. Walsh had more than a passing acquaintanceship with the hardscrabble life the pick and axe coal miners lived, but by the time he was 19 his primary responsibility was pitching. His right arms magical properties rescued Walsh from a lifetime of hard labor. Between turns on the mound he also played third base and outfield to make use of his hitting skills. When the coal industry underwent another strike in 1902, Walsh joined the more prominent Wilkes-Barre Black Diamonds in the Pennsylvania State League.

  The team folded quickly, however, and Walsh migrated to Scranton, then back to Wilkes-Barre. With each team financially strapped, Walsh made little money. He floated to the Connecticut League and began perfecting his technique. Connecticut was good to Walsh. He met his wife, Rose Mary Kearney, there in 1904 and earned $125 a month for his work on the diamond. After a transfer to Newark for the International League, a White Sox scout spotted him. Charles Comiskey paid $750 for his rights.

  Then, as now, the speed of a mans fastball was the main weapon that scouts noticed. Walsh’s speedball was more than adequate. However, at White Sox spring training in Marlin Springs, Texas, in 1904, Walsh came into contact with an influence that changed his pitching life. His roommate was Elmer Stricklett, a short-term journeyman Major Leaguer. Stricklett showed Walsh how to throw a spitter, and in time Walsh became one of the game’s most accomplished practitioners of hurling the wet one.

  Walsh saw sporadic White Sox action that year, finishing 6-3. His experience was similar the next season, when he compiled an 8-3 record. The youthful Walsh, also known as “Moose,” was establishing himself. He worked on the spitter but couldn’t yet control it, so in game situations he used it sparingly.

  In 1906 his long-term experimentation with the spitter paid off. After two seasons of hard work with the tricky pitch, Walsh had the confidence to throw it regularly and in tight situations. That year he won 17 games and was on his way to becoming the Hall of Fame-caliber pitcher Walsh is remembered as. The spitter evolved into Walsh’s signature pitch, and the more he used it the better he threw it.

  “I had such control of my spitter,” he said years later, “that I could hit a tack on a wall with it.”

  Walsh blossomed and earned admirers throughout the game. Some referred to him as possessing an “iron arm” because of the number of games he started—49 in 1908—or the number of innings he threw. At a time when ballplayers were lucky to earn a few thousand dollars annually, The Baseball Magazine called Walsh’s appendage “the $100,000 arm.”

  THE SETTING

  By 1907, with his new pitch baffling batters, Walsh had made a name for himself. He won 24 games, pitched just over 422 innings and was getting rave reviews. All of which was impressive, but nothing could prepare the baseball world for his stupendous follow-up season.

  The summer of 1908 was the height of Ed Walsh’s pitching life. He led the American League in nine categories. His 40 wins represent the second-greatest number of victories during a single season in baseball history. He threw 11 shutouts, completed 42 games, and led the league in strikeouts with 269. His winning percentage was .727. Walsh’s 464 innings remains a post-1900 single-season record, and the 2007 National Baseball Hall of Fame yearbook quotes him with an interesting perspective: “Although I worked hard in the mines, I work harder when I play ball.”

  While Walsh was throwing his heart out in 1908, three teams— his White Sox, the Detroit Tigers, and the Cleveland Indians—vied for the pennant. Entering the final days of the season, any of them could have claimed the American League title.

  On October 2, 1908, Walsh took the mound for a scheduled appearance against Cleveland. The Indians were throwing Addie Joss, a remarkable right-handed hurler whose life tragically ended three years later at age 31.

  This would turn out to be the greatest pitching day of Joss’ career. In the heat of the pennant race, Joss tossed a perfect game against the White Sox. Walsh struck out 15 batters in a four-hit, 1-0 loss. The only run scored came in the third inning on a single, a two-base throwing error on an attempted steal, and a passed ball.

  Joss’ phenomenal performance aside, this was all a prelude to Walsh’s most memorable effort—one day later.

  THE GAME OF MY LIFE

  BY BIG ED WALSH

  (AS TOLD TO FRANCIS J. POWERS, THE CHICAGO DAILY NEWS)

  CHICAGO WHITE SOX VS. CLEVELAND INDIANS, OCTOBER 3, 1908

  Did you ever see Larry Lajoie bat? No. Then you have missed something. I want to tell you that there was one of the greatest hitters—and fielders, too—ever in baseball. There’s no telling the records he would have made if he hit against the lively ball. To tell you about my greatest day, I’ll have to go back there to October 1908, when I fanned Larry with the bases full and the White Sox’ chances for the pennant hanging on every pitch to the big Frenchman.

  That was October 3, and the day after I had that great game with Addie Joss, and he beat me 1-0 with a perfect game—no runs, no hits, no man reached first. There was a great pitcher and a grand fellow, Addie. That game was a surprise to both of us, for we were sitting on a tarpaulin talking about having some singing in the hotel that night, when Lajoie—he managed Cleveland—and (White Sox manager) Fielder Jones told us to warm up. A pitcher never knew when he’d work in those days.

  I didn’t think there’d ever be another pennant race like there was in the American League that year. All summer, four teams—the Sox, Cleveland, Detroit, and St. Louis (Browns)—had been fighting and three of ’em still had a chance on this day. When Joss beat me the day before, it left us two and a half games behind the Tigers and two behind the Naps (Cleveland). And we had only four games left to play.

  It was a Saturday, and the biggest crowd ever to see a game in Cleveland up to that date jammed around the park. Jones started Frank Smith for us and we got him three runs off Glenn Liebhardt and were leading by two going into the seventh. I was down in the bullpen, ready for anything because, as I said, we had to win this one.

  As I recall it, George Perring, the shortstop, was first up for Cleveland and he went all the way to second when Patsy Dougherty muffed his fly in the sun. I began to warm up in a hurry. Nig Clarke batted for Liebhardt and fanned, and things looked better. Smith would have been out of trouble, only Jesse Tannehill fumbled Josh Clarke’s grounder and couldn’t make a play. Clarke stole second and that upset Smith, so he walked Bill Bradley.

  I rushed to the box and the first batter I faced was Bill Hinchman. Bill wasn’t a champion hitter, but he was a tough man in a pinch. I knew his weakness was a spitball on the inside corner, so I told Sully (catcher Billy Sullivan) we’d have to get in close on him. And I did. My spitball nearly always broke down, and I could put it about where I wanted. Bill got a piece of the ball and hit a fast grounder that Tannehill fielded with one hand and we forced Perring at the plate.

  So there were two out and Larry at bat. Now if the Frenchman had a weakness it was a fastball high and right through the middle. If you pitched inside to him, he’d tear a hand off the third baseman and if you pitched outside, he’d knock down the second baseman.

  I tried him with a spitball that broke to the inside and down. You know a spitball is heavy and travels fast. Lajoie hit the pitch hard down the third base line and it traveled so fast that it curved 20 feet, I’d guess, over the foul line and into the bleachers. There was strike one.

  My next pitch was a spitter on the outside, and Larry swung and tipped it foul back to the stands. Sully signed for another spitter, but I just stared at him. I never shook him off with a nod or anything like that. He signed for the spitter twice more, but I still just looked at him. Then Billy walked out to the box.

  “What’s the matter?” Bill asked me.

  “I’ll give him a fast one,” I said.

  Billy was dubious. Finally, he agreed.

  I threw Larry an overhand fastball that raised and he watched it come over without even an offer. “Strike three!” roared (umpire) Silk O’Loughlin. Lajoie sort of grinned at me and tossed his bat toward the bench without a word.

  That was the high spot of my baseball days—fanning Larry in the clutch, without him even swinging.

  GAME RESULTS

  The final score was 3-2 in favor of the White Sox. However, the Tigers swooped in and swiped the pennant, finishing with a 90-63 record. The Indians placed second with a 90-64 mark. And the White Sox finished 88-64.

  Napoleon “Larry” Lajoie played 21 years in the majors with a .338 lifetime average, and for several years the Indians were known as the “Naps,” in his honor. Lajoie was elected to the Hall of Fame in 1937.

  Besides the play-by-play account given to the Chicago Daily News, Walsh told other reporters that his strikeout of Lajoie was “the game out of which I got the greatest thrill during my baseball career.”

  He noted elsewhere that “my control wasn’t very good, in as much as I had had little time to warm up.”

  Walsh’s other credits include pitching a no-hitter in 1911 and winning both games of a doubleheader twice.

  Decades later he spoke to famed New York Post sports columnist Jimmy Cannon about another day in his career that rated highly: a game between the White Sox and the Philadelphia Athletics, played in 1911. In that game, Walsh struck out the heart of the A’s order—Stuffy McInnis, Eddie Collins, and Frank “Home Run” Baker—on nine pitches. In another relief appearance, Walsh was summoned into the game with the bases loaded and nobody out.

  Zip, zip, zip, strike, strike, strike. Three straight batters failed to put a bat on Walsh’s pitches.

  “Not a foul,” Walsh said. “They didn’t even get a foul off me.”

  REFLECTING ON BASEBALL

  Walsh was in his prime during the height of the deadball era, but even with that caveat he posted remarkable numbers. In 14 seasons— all but one with the White Sox—Walsh’s career ERA was 1.82. His final win-loss record was 195-126, for a winning percentage of .607. Only Jack Chesbro’s 41 wins exceeded Walsh’s single-game season best of 40. It’s a figure that is unlikely to ever be approached again.

  Walsh retired from baseball in 1917, his arm worn out from the tremendous number of innings thrown. The spitball was banned from baseball in 1920, and during the following years Walsh preached against that ruling to interviewers who asked him what he thought about his out pitch being exiled. He resented it mightily.

  “Unsanitary, my foot,” Walsh said once. “You didn’t slobber on the ball.”

  Walsh was definitely a creature of baseball’s deadball era and said many times that he thought the ball in play in later years was juiced too much.

  “The ball is still too lively,” he said in 1940. “It’s a golf ball and a mighty dangerous one. There is only one thing I haven’t seen yet, and that is to see a pitcher taken off the mound in a box. Teams have no infields today. They have two outfields, because what was the infield now plays back on the green.”

  Walsh returned to the majors for one season as an American League umpire, then rejoined the White Sox for a few different stints as coach. His son, also named Ed Walsh, played ball for him at Notre Dame and then got his own chance at the majors. The younger Walsh’s lifetime record was only 11-24 in four years of play.

  After he left baseball, Walsh lived all but the last few of his years in Connecticut, though after his induction in the Hall of Fame he was a regular summer visitor to the annual ceremonies in Cooperstown. He signed thousands of autographs, once estimating that he got 30,000 requests a year.

  In 1958, the White Sox celebrated Ed Walsh Day at Comiskey Park after learning he had fallen on hard times, both financially (he made $3,500 in his historic 1908 season) and physically. Suffering from severe arthritis, Walsh appeared at the event in a wheelchair. Among the White Sox legends present were Red Faber, Ray Schalk, and Ted Lyons. As the honors poured in and speeches about his greatness were uttered, Walsh fought back tears.

  Mayor Richard J. Daley mentioned that he was old enough to see Walsh pitch.

  “You were a great one,” he said.

  Walsh kept his own remarks short, but his most memorable comment came from the heart. “This day I’ll remember as long as I live,” he said. Then he threw out the first pitch to his old catcher Schalk, though the toss was only five feet instead of the standard 60.

  Walsh succumbed to cancer the next year in Florida at age 78.


  
[image: image]   CHAPTER 2   [image: image]


  JIM LANDIS

  Jim Landis is a California guy whose dad, Jim Landis Sr., was his biggest booster. They tossed a ball constantly, and his father always offered encouragement.

  “Oh, god, yeah, we played catch a lot,” Landis said.

  But there were also rules in the Landis household about being home when supper was placed on the table. Landis didn’t always make it.

  “We’d be out there on the vacant lot playing baseball, and many a time I got spanked for not being home in time for dinner,” Landis recalled.

  Landis and his dad shared a love of all sports in northern California.

  “He took me to a lot of things,” Landis recalled. “We went into Oakland. They had professional fights and we were there almost every Wednesday. I love boxing. I love boxing’s good old days. There weren’t many big athletes in my family, but my dad was a boxer for a while. To tell you the truth, for a time, my dad’s favorite sport—and mine—was ice hockey.

  “I didn’t get close to playing on a pond or anything like that, but at least once a week my dad would take me to a Pacific Coast League hockey game.”

  For all his rooting interest in area sports teams, Landis thought of himself as a baseball player first. When he was eight, his mother, Maida, sewed him the baseball uniform he used to play in local summer leagues. He entertained fanciful thoughts about one day becoming a big leaguer.

  “I dreamed of it,” Landis said. “It sounds silly that my mom made me a baseball uniform, but I always wore that to the field and to play.”

  Landis was a good player growing up in youth leagues, in high school, and at Contra Costa Junior College. Despite his talents, Landis did not realize how closely professional teams were watching him when he enrolled in the two-year school. He did not even spend a full school year at Contra Costa before the White Sox called.

  “I think a term and part of another,” Landis said. “Oh heck, I bet it wasn’t even 10 games that we played at the junior college before I signed. I don’t even know how they found me. There was no draft. I had a little bit of an inkling there was interest. On this particular day a scout for the White Sox approached me and asked me if I would sign and I said, ‘Why not?’”

  Since Landis wanted to play pro, the decision to leave was easy for him. He had always been one of the best players around, and now he would find out if he could compete in a bigger pond.

  THE SETTING

  Landis was 23 when he made the White Sox roster for the 1957 season. He was a gazelle in centerfield, tracking down anything hit into his neighborhood, but he was weak at bat. He hit only .212 and sportswriters constantly questioned manager Al Lopez as to why he kept Landis in the lineup.

  Years later, Landis admitted being in awe of the situation and that it took him a while to get comfortable.

  Although Landis’ playing weight is listed at 180 pounds by the Baseball Encyclopedia, to reach such a weight he had to be wearing shoes, clothing, carrying his bat and glove, and perhaps hiding five-pound dumbbells in his pockets. He was actually about 165 when he reached the majors. At one point, Landis went on a reverse diet to gain weight that involved drinking as many as three chocolate malts a day.

  Lopez stuck with Landis and it paid off in the long run. Landis’ brilliant fielding acted as counterbalance to his weak hitting. He stole singles and doubles from the opposition and was such a renowned fielder that he appeared in baseball glove ads.

  One quarter-page newspaper ad extolling Landis’ fielding and dependence on MacGregor’s great glove read: “‘MacGregor’s Fabulous Field Master! Grabs and holds anything I can get to!’ says Jim Landis, fleet Chicago White Sox outfielder. And speedy Jim, member of MacGregor’s staff of champions, can get to plenty of ill-fated near hits!” The ad included a small cartoon baseball player back-handing a zipping line drive and saying in a word bubble, “I do the running and the Field Master does the rest!”

  Landis was a man of very few errors. He fielded .993 in 1959, the year the White Sox won their first pennant since the Black Sox Scandal of 1919. He also raised his average to a respectable .272, a vindication of Lopez’s faith. The White Sox had last won the World Series in 1917 with a well-balanced team that featured excellent pitching, fielding, and timely hitting. “Shoeless” Joe Jackson, Ed Cicotte, Red Faber, Ray Schalk, and Eddie Collins were key figures on the superior team. Heavily favored over the Cincinnati Reds in 1919, the White Sox threw the World Series. Eight men were suspended for life and the club went into a tailspin that lasted decades. With few exceptions under the direction of manager Jimmie Dykes, the White Sox played bad baseball until the 1950s. The rejuvenated Go-Go White Sox were in the thick of the pennant race nearly every year, and when the White Sox finally captured the American League pennant after 40 years, clinching the title on a road trip to Cleveland, the players and city celebrated.

  “In our day,” Landis said, “when you were young, that was your dream, to be in a World Series more than anything else. You thought about it all of the time. When it happened and we clinched the pennant, there was so much jubilation. Not just by me, but everybody. Norm Cash, Bob Shaw, Barry Latman, and myself, when we got off the plane in Chicago, lets just say we took our time getting home to our wives.”

  The plane bringing the White Sox home landed in the early morning. Mayor Richard J. Daley, a lifelong fan of the team, had given permission for air raid sirens to be set off in celebration. Thousands of long-deprived White Sox fans showed up.

  “I was shocked by how many people were at the airport at that time of night,” Landis said. “It was late. And it was at least four or five in the morning before we knocked on our own doors. It wasn’t even because we liked to drink, it was just the feeling about what happened.”

  Players live in the present. As the 1959 team closed in on the pennant, sportswriters and fans constantly reminded them how long the city had suffered without a league championship. But none of that really crossed the players’ minds until the deed was accomplished.

  “We never paid much attention to [the four-decade gap],” Landis said. “I was in my own era and I did the best I could. We were fortunate to win a pennant. That other stuff never really sunk into my head.”

  THE GAME OF MY LIFE

  BY JIM LANDIS

  CHICAGO WHITE SOX VS. LOS ANGELES DODGERS, WORLD SERIES GAME 1, OCTOBER 1, 1959

  Sometimes when you’re sitting around for a few days, I don’t want to say the edge wears off. .. but all that nervousness was just as strong for us when we started performing in the first game. I thought it was a good thing. I don’t know how anybody else felt, but I was still young and though not quite a rookie, still at a young stage as a player.

  We felt pretty good about ourselves when the World Series started at Comiskey Park against the Dodgers. There was a lot of excitement. It did feel different waking up that morning and going to the ballpark. There was a different atmosphere.

  We were a very good fielding team. Pitcher Billy Pierce always said we had strength up the middle. He meant Nellie Fox at second base and Luis Aparicio at shortstop. He included me in centerfield and that was nice, but those other two were Hall of Famers. They were both tremendous. I used to be in awe of them, standing behind them in the field.

  During the season we were not a big-hitting team. Bill Veeck became the owner that year and it seemed as if he spent the whole season trying to find another power hitter. Then, near the end of the season, he got Ted Kluszewski. He was a huge guy who liked to show off his muscles. He ripped the sleeves off his uniform.

  We came out in the first game of the World Series and we played about as perfectly as you can. We won 11-0 and Kluszewski hit two home runs. In a lot of ways we thought we were on our way. I’m not saying we got cocky or anything like that, but we just said, “Hey, we won the first one, we’ve got a darned good chance now.”

  Winning it big was even more encouraging. I had a good day that day, which makes it all the better since it was a first World Series game.

  GAME RESULTS

  Early Wynn, the stalwart right-hander who won the Cy Young Award for his 22-victory season, pitched seven strong innings in the opener, surrendering six hits. Gerry Staley pitched two effective innings of relief. Big Klu stroked two two-run homers and a single for five RBIs. Landis himself had an amazing day, collecting three hits in four at-bats, scoring three runs and driving in one. Alas, for White Sox fans, the Series had reached a peak. This was the first World Series the Dodgers played in after their departure from Brooklyn, and the new ballpark going up at Chavez Ravine was not ready for occupancy, so the West Coast games were played in the Los Angeles Coliseum.

  The Coliseum was one of the oddest stadiums used for baseball any time after 1920. The mammoth stadium was built for football and is still used for that today. It was loosely adapted for Dodger baseball. The weirdest feature was its short left-field wall, only 252 feet from home plate. It was a friendly invitation for right-handed batters, and for anyone who could hit a pop-up. Depending on the time of day games—World Series games were not scheduled at night in 1959—the sun was also often in fielders’ faces.

  Landis hated the L.A. Coliseum. “It wasn’t a ballpark, for God’s sake,” he said. “It was for football. It was weird. It was tough to pick up a ball (a fly off the bat) because the damned sun was right there. I lost a ball in the sun.”

  Landis’ instincts were usually as sharp as a homing pigeon’s. He never misjudged fly balls, so it is not surprising that nearly 50 years later he still holds a grudge against the Coliseum.

  “That’s why it was embarrassing in a World Series game,” he said. “I don’t remember another time I dropped an easy fly ball. It was horrible.”

  The White Sox lost game two to the Dodgers in Chicago and fell behind 3-1 before succumbing in six games. The Sox would not appear in another World Series until 2005.

  REFLECTING ON BASEBALL

  Jim Landis is lucky he can remember anything about the 1959 World Series. In the fourth inning of the sixth game, Landis caught a Johnny Podres pitch in the head. The incident knocked Landis to the ground as fans in Comiskey Park quieted after the explosive sound of the ball hitting Landis’ batting helmet. The rising inside fastball caught Landis off-guard. He said he was planning to take a strike and was too relaxed at the plate. When he spun to duck away from the pitch, it was too late.

  “I know he wasn’t throwing at me,” Landis said at the time. “It hurt. I was momentarily stunned. It left a pretty good-sized lump. I told him there were no ill feelings. I explained it was probably my fault.”

  Landis chose not to leave the game, though he could feel evidence of the collision for some time afterward.

  Landis said one regular-season catch off Dick Williams, then a utility man for the Kansas City Athletics, might be the best he ever made.

  “It was a darned good catch where I was coming in and diving,” Landis said. “The ball was a line drive in front of me and it saved Billy Pierce the ballgame.”

  The hit was a sinking line drive. He ran in, dove straight ahead, and speared the ball about two inches off the ground. The next day, Williams came up to him and said, “God damn you.”

  Landis asked what was the matter.

  He said, “That would have been the first hit I got off of Billy Pierce, and you took it away from me. I’ll always remember that.”

  When Landis retired from major league baseball after the 1967 season he returned to California and spent close to two decades working for a friends safety sign business. He missed baseball, though more the interaction with teammates than play on the field.

  “For me, they were a great bunch of guys—Billy Pierce, Nellie Fox, Jim Rivera,” he said. “In our day, on the road maybe seven or eight guys would go out to dinner together. I missed the game, but I missed the guys more.”

  From afar, Landis has continued to root for the White Sox. One of his sons is a professional sports agent and even represents two prominent members of the modern Sox: first baseman Paul Konerko and pitcher Jon Garland. Landis stays in touch with the White Sox, especially when something good happens to a former teammate. In 1997, when Nellie Fox was posthumously inducted into the National Baseball Hall of Fame, Landis attended the ceremony in Cooperstown, New York.

  “Nellie was a great guy and a great ballplayer,” Landis told the Chicago Tribune at the time. “He was the glue that kept us together.”

  Landis saw two White Sox World Series games in 2005, and in 2007 he was present at U.S. Cellular Field when the team unveiled a statue of Billy Pierce in the outfield. He may live in California, but Jim Landis is still a member of the White Sox extended family.
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  GERRY

  STALEY

  Gerry Staley lived in Washington state his whole life until his death in January of 2008 at age 87. He began playing semi-pro baseball in high school in the late 1930s under the influence of his older brothers: Roy, an infielder, and Joe, a southpaw pitcher.

  “I just followed what they did,” Staley said. “They were better ballplayers than me.”

  Better at the time, perhaps, but they didn’t advance in the game the way Staley did, despite his conviction that hard-throwing Joe could have made the big time.

  “The only thing that held him back,” Staley recalled, “was that he was married and he couldn’t make enough money to play.”

  After graduating high school, Staley went to work at an aluminum plant in Vancouver. He became friends with another worker who also had a baseball background and told him he was going to leave the job to manage a team in Boise, Idaho.

  “He wanted to know if there were any ballplayers or prospects living around there,” Staley said.

  Boise was a Class C club in the Pioneer League and a former Pacific Coast League regular named Jim Keesey invited Staley to spring training.

  In his first season with Boise in 1940, Staley made $100 a month and won 22 games. Any player who produced that well in the minors today would be gobbled up by a major-league franchise, but there were hundreds of minor league teams and Boise was out of the mainstream. Staley returned for a second year and won 20 games. By then he was making $125 a month.

  “They gave me a big raise of $25,” Staley chuckled.

  As soon as Staley packed away his glove, he returned to Vancouver to work in a sawmill started by brother Joe. Staley and his wife, Shirley, were raising a son and a daughter, so the off-season income was necessary. Later, because of his affiliation with the sawmill, sportswriters occasionally referred to Staley as “The Lumberjack.”

  It was obvious after winning 42 games in two seasons that Staley was too good for Class C competition and deserved a chance at a higher level of play, but then the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor, so Staley spent the next three years in the military. After the war, he wanted to resume his baseball career and soon discovered that his Boise seasons had been noticed. The AAA Sacramento Solons (affiliated with the St. Louis Cardinals) had been eyeing Staley.

  “They had the chance to select one player from the service list,” Staley said. “Well, they selected me and I went to spring training with the Cardinals in 1947.”

  Under Branch Rickey, the Cardinals had been in the forefront of developing minor league talent, studying players by the hundreds and trying to keep all the best ones for themselves. Staley was no young rookie, turning 27 that year, but he made it into a Cardinals uniform long enough to finish 1-0.

  In mid-season, Staley was shipped to AAA Columbus, Ohio, where he won a handful of games and almost pitched Columbus into the postseason. Staley threw a knuckler and a sinker, but his greatest success was being spotted in spring training in 1948 by future Cardinals Hall of Famer Red Schoendienst’s brother, Julius Schoendienst, who suggested that Staley alter his motion to throw three-quarters instead of overhand.

  Staley was in the majors to stay, spending eight seasons with the Cardinals, mostly as a starter. He won a career-high 19 games in 1951 and added 17 victories in 1952 and 18 in 1953. After a losing season in 1954, Staley moved on to Cincinnati, then the New York Yankees, and finally ended up with the Chicago White Sox before the end of the 1956 season, where he finished with an 8-3 record. The combination of significant wins as a starter and a fair share of saves parallels the career of Hall of Famer Dennis Eckersley.

  By 1957, Staley was immersed in the second phase of his Major League career as a full-time reliever, and in 1959 he was the Sox’s most dependable man out of the pen, making 67 appearances. He played a huge role in the White Soxs run to the World Series.

  THE SETTING

  The Chicago White Sox had not won a pennant since 1919, when the team that will live in infamy for fixing the World Series conquered the American League during the regular season. The 1950s Sox had been on the rise, improving under managers Paul Richards, Marty Marion, and Al Lopez. Each season the club tinkered with personnel, added new faces, juggled the lineup and moved closer to having the core required to out-race the Yankees for the league crown. Before the start of the 1959 season, for the second time in three years, Lopez announced that the Yankees could be had.

  Staley teamed with Turk Lown to give the White Sox a one-two bullpen punch that few teams could match. Unlike present-day baseball where the jobs of long relievers, set-up men, and closers are clearly defined, in the 1950s there were only relief pitchers. Men like Staley might face a single batter or pitch three innings.

  That season, long before complete games became virtually extinct, Staley won eight games out of the bullpen and saved 14 others. The Yankees weren’t even viable candidates for the pennant. The true competition was the Cleveland Indians.

  As the season wound down, slumping Chicago led Cleveland by 3½ games in the standings. The White Sox traveled to Cleveland for a critical September series and lost the first two games by one run each. Lopez had overextended his pitching staff. Thus, there was much at stake when Staley—39 and in the twilight of his career— came in to pitch one of the most satisfying appearances of his life and one of the most important in White Sox history.

  THE GAME OF MY LIFE

  BY GERRY STALEY

  CHICACO WHITE SOX VS. THE CLEVELAND INDIANS, SEPTEMBER 22, 1959

  The biggest game of my life is the one in Cleveland. It was to end the 1959 season. We had been leading the league the whole time, but nothing was permanent. It would be nice to get it over with, but you go out and play each game day to day.

  There was a big crowd there as expected, since we were in first place and the Indians were in second. I think they had more than 50,000 people. Early Wynn had started the game. He was our big-game pitcher that year. He had a wonderful season. But then he came out of the game and Bob Shaw—usually a starter—was on the mound for the ninth inning.

  We were ahead 4-2. The first out came on a pop-up by Woody Held, the Indians’ second baseman. But then things got a little bit tense; Jim Baxes was up next and he got a piece of a pitch, so he was safe at first with a single. Jack Harshman was up next. He was a good hitting pitcher, and he lined a single to right field. Jimmy Piersall hit Shaw’s pitch hard to the right side, but Nellie Fox got his glove on it. By keeping the ball in the infield, Baxes couldn’t score. So the Indians had the bases loaded.

  Lopez came out to replace Shaw and brought me in. Bases loaded, one out. Vic Power, a very solid hitter, was at the plate. I threw a sinker—I was throwing almost all sinkers and knuckleballs— and Power hit it to Luis Aparicio at short. One pitch, a double play, and that gave us the pennant. We had a nice celebration afterward— not on the field, because it was their field, but in the clubhouse and on the plane back to Chicago.

  GAME RESULTS

  The final score was 4-2. The White Sox opened the champagne and enjoyed a sense of relief at notching a pennant for themselves and the city of Chicago. The players got an immediate reminder of just how much the championship meant to Chicagoans when their plane landed at Midway Airport: an estimated 25,000 people showed up to applaud the team, while other fans celebrated in the streets. For Staley, who had come close to first place on other occasions, capturing a pennant felt like a career capstone.

  “It sure was frustrating,” Staley said of the preceding years. “So it was really nice to win one. I had spent many years with different teams, and so many times it seemed we were only one or two games out of first. That game (against Cleveland) was more exciting than the others. That was a fun ride home.”

  Within days the White Sox were engaged in their first World Series in 40 years against the Los Angeles Dodgers. Although the Sox lost four games to two, Staley collected a win and a save in four appearances. Nearly five decades later he remembers how strange it was in the Los Angeles Coliseum.

  “It was a football stadium,” Staley said, “and left field was so close you could almost pee over it. I was pitching there once and Marty Marion, who was the manager in Chicago for a while, backed up on a fly from the shortstop position for the Cardinals and the doggone ball hit the overhang for a home run.”

  The White Sox players of the 1950s were close, had been together for a while, and were “a terrific bunch of fellows,” in Staley s words. They ate up the attention and tried to give the long-time fans a World Series.

  The White Sox gained confidence after their 11-0 first-game victory, a game where Staley relieved Early Wynn.
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