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INTRODUCTION



The history of our world has been shaped by the kaleidoscope of mistakes human beings have made. Do a Google search of the word mistake and you get roughly 121 million results, give or take. Mistakes, in all forms, so permeate the multiple facets of our lives that we have created literally dozens of other words that mean mistake.

Youve got your blunders, bloopers, bloomers, balks, boners, bobbles, and bungles, and thats just the Bs. Never mind the miscues, missteps, misconceptions, miscalculations, and misunderstandings.

Writer James Joyce said, Mistakes are the portals of discovery.

But Albert Einstein said, Only two things are infinite, the universe and human stupidity, and Im not sure about the former.

And that would explain why, even though weve now opened up roughly 121 million of Joyces portals of discovery, we continue to make, repeat, and repeat yet again the original errors.

If author John Powell was right when he said, The only real mistake is the one from which we learn nothing, then we are a society of idiots awash in our ignorance. And, of course, the sports world is far from immune. In fact, it might best be described as an overgrown forest of fools beyond a pruners relieving shears.

Weve all heard about that one poor sap in our office who accidentally hit reply all when his overly personal e-mail was meant for only one set of understanding eyes. And weve all laughed a little at his embarrassment, as long as his workplace punishment didnt go beyond the requisite ridicule from coworkers.

But have you heard about the case of Steelers line coach Larry Zierlein? As probably happens from time to time with a professional sports organization that has access to the Internet, Zierlein sent out an e-mail that had a pornographic video attached to it. But what doesnt usually happen, and what makes Zierleins e-mail noteworthy in the vast sea of adult-oriented online exchanges, is that Zierlein accidentally sent the video to a large list of league recipients that included all thirty-two team general managers, their secretaries, and NFL commissioner Roger Goodell.

Zierlein kept his job but suffered more humiliation than any Southwest Airlines Want to Get Away commercial could possibly portray. Its hard because I made an inexcusable mistake, Zierlein said. It was hard first for the organization. They had to explain and go throughand my family, for what theyre going to have to hear.

Let Zierleins pain be your cautionary tale.

Weve all at some point knocked our heads against an open cabinet, slammed our fingers in some sort of closing door, and stubbed our toe because even though weve stepped through it a thousand times before, we forgot this once about the small half-step up in our kitchens entryway. But none of those everyday, painfully humbling mishaps compare to what kicker Bill Gramatica did as a rookie in 2001. Celebrating a meaningless 42-yard first-quarter field goal for the not-going-anywhere Arizona Cardinals, Gramatica began hopping around like his feet were on fire.

This was Gramaticas standard celebration following kicks of any length or importance, including extra points. But what wasnt standard, and what made Gramatica a laughingstock and secured him a permanent place on the all-time dumbest sports injuries list, was the torn ACL that his hopping resulted in, ending his season.

And weve all, at least once, been late in meeting a bosss or teachers deadline on a work or school assignment. But its also probably safe to say that afterward we werent raked over the coals for it by the local and national media, as were the Minnesota Vikings when in 2003 they were late in making their first-round draft pick. The Vikings had the seventh pick in that Aprils draft, but by letting the clock run out on them before submitting their selection to league officials, they didnt actually pick until ninth.

When, at every yearly NFL draft, the commissioner says, [insert team name here] is on the clock, between each and every pick, its best to take that clock seriously.

These mistakes and errors in judgment driven by Einsteins theory of infinite human stupidity are mere drops in a bottomless bucket that overflows with unadulterated moronity. And in truth, at the end of the day in these few examples here, there was very little collateral damage. The parties injured by these wrong turns in reason were contained to the small group of offenders.

But, of course, lapses in brain function are not always benign. For every ill-advised interoffice e-mail deleted and then forgotten, and for each self-inflicted knee injury that fails to make a difference in the seasons final standings, there are dimwitted decisions of considerable consequence. Moves made or not made, things said and done, and blunders in strategy that have at times altered the course of sports history in dramatic and meaningful ways.


Very few vocations are as committed to keeping the record of past triumphs and failures as is the world of sports. The Baseball Encyclopedia chronicles every single at bat taken throughout the history of baseballthe home runs and the strikeouts. Pro Football Weekly keeps track of every win and loss, touchdown and turnover, and eventual Super Bowl champion. And if you have a basketball question involving a player, stat, or game result, InsideHoops is the place to go.

But when it comes to errors of the mind, decisions absurdly divergent from practices that are tried and true, and regrettable words and actions that will forever haunt the men and women who made them, the history books are noticeably quiet.

Not anymore.

Let this volume stand as the incomplete, and completely decided upon by no one other than the author, historical record of all things in sports that are stupid and senseless. If it was brainless, irrational, or otherwise imbecilic, and it ultimately influenced sports historys final transcript, its in this book. Or I simply didnt have room to include it, and you can read about in Volume II.

Or Volume III.

Because if there is one thing more dependable than the ocean tides, rising sun, and shoddy mothering of Dina Lohan, its the constant conveyor belt of human idiocy.










COACHES/MANAGERS



In the history of the National Football Leaguewhich extends officially back to the NFLs creation in 1920 at a car dealership in Canton, Ohionearly three hundred men have at one time roamed the sidelines carrying the title of head coach. Yet as of the induction ceremonies in Canton, Ohio, in 2008, only twenty-one of these leaders of men have been honored with enshrinement into the Pro Football Hall of Fame.

Depending on what source you look at, there have been in the neighborhood of 650 different men who at one time have been managers in Major League Baseball. As debasing as it may be to admit when talking about Americas national pastime, according to Bill Mr. Baseball Britannica James, the first of these managers (at the time a combination of team captain and business manager) was an Englishman and professional cricket player named Harry Wright. He got the job with the Boston Red Stockings in 1871 after his younger brother Georgeat the time considered baseballs best playerturned it down.

But when Dick Williams was inducted into Cooperstown in 2008 he was just the nineteenth field manager in history to gain membership to the Hall. Out of the nearly one thousand men who have been a head coach or manager in one of our nations two biggest sports, only forty have been considered good enough for their sports highest honor. You have to think that if these Hall of Famers would have coached in todays era of instant win today or gone tomorrow gratification, many of them would have ended up on the scrap heap of unrealized fan expectations.

Before Hall of Famer Chuck Noll won four Super Bowls in Pittsburgh, he finished 1-13 as a first-year head coach and won just 12 games in his first three seasons. And we know Miller Huggins as the manager of those great Yankees teams in the 1920s. But before making it to New York, and the Hall of Fame, Huggins managed the Cardinals for five seasons, losing 69 more games than he won. (Of course, he didnt have Babe Ruth and Lou Gehrig with him in St. Louis.)

So, what do these numbers mean? Have we been saddled with a mass of mediocre managers and coaches through the years? Or are we overflowing with greatness, but unable to recognize it because today coaches are given about six weeks to win, or else.

I dont know. But I do know that no matter how intelligent, decisive, skilled, and experienced coaches or managers may be, they will always make some decisions that leave us questioning their sanity. And that goes well beyond the presently unexplained choice by baseball to have its well-past-playing-shape field managers and coaches squeezing into form-fitting baseball pants. (Is there some overlooked provision in the rules that would allow Lou Piniella to insert himself into the lineup in the event that he found himself short on outfielders?)

The need for a Tim Gunn fashion makeover and the installation of a full-length mirror in every managers personal office notwithstanding, the sanity-questioning moves that Im talking about were history-changingand egregious enough to warrant each of the following eighteen nominees your consideration for the Coaches and Managers Hall of Infamy.
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An inconsolable Ralph Branca sits on the Dodgers clubhouse steps after giving up the home run to Bobby Thomson that won the 1951 National League pennant for the Giants. Branca never should have been in the game, but manager Charlie Dressen unwisely thought otherwise. (Rogers Photo Archive/Getty Images)

Shot Heard Round the World

October 3, 1951National League Tiebreaker Game 3, Dodgers vs. Giants

You can no doubt trace our love of the home run directly back to our primordial respect for all things strong and powerful. Its in our DNA. How else can you explain the $16 million that Sylvester Stallones 1987 arm-wrestling yarn Over the Top made at the domestic box office? Or why when Im flipping through my 167 channels of sports programming (God bless DirecTV) and I come across guys throwing kegs, carrying refrigerators, and pulling boxcars on reruns of The Worlds Strongest Man, Im forced to cancel the rest of my days appointments so I can marvel at Icelands Magnus Ver Magnusson gripping the Pillars of Hercules.

If the Mighty Casey had been a slap singles hitter with great speed, Mudvillians would have gotten over their joyless afternoon by dinnertime. And does anyone really care, or even know, that in his career Babe Ruth hit more than twice as many triples as Rickey Henderson?

In baseball, the home run is king. Among the most celebrated of Americas most famous dingers, none can compare in acclaim or account to the Shot Heard Round the World that divided the boroughs of the city of New York and sent the Giants on to the 1951 World Series.

You may remember the home run hit on April 8, 1974, that lifted Hank Aaron past Babe Ruth on the all-time home-run list with 715. But so much more than one hit defines the career of the twenty-four-time All-Star. Youve probably seen the replays of Roger Mariss 61 in 61 that broke Ruths thirty-four-year-old single-season home-run record. But with two MVP awards and World Series rings won in both leagues, one record (since broken) was hardly Mariss greatest baseball accomplishment.

For Bobby Thomson, however, the storys different. His pennant-winning home run in 1951 not only made the slightly above-average outfielder a household name more than fifty years after his retirement; it resulted in the same baseball immortality for the other players involvedmost notably the man who served up the notorious gopher ball, Dodgers pitcher Ralph Branca. Although if it hadnt been for the grudge held by Brooklyn manager Charlie Dressen toward pitcher Clem Labine, the historical home run would have likely never happened.

The 1951 season should have never come down to a playoff between the Brooklyn Dodgers and New York Giants. Brooklyn spent a total of 120 days that season in first place. And it led the National League by as many as 13 games as late as August 11. As Dressen said numerous times that season, including during an early April locker room sing-along after the Dodgers took five straight games from the crosstown league rivals, sending the Giants to a disastrous season-opening 2-12 start, Roll out the barrel, the Giants are dead! Although, as it turned out, the mid-season reports of their death were greatly exaggerated.

Starting on August 12 with a doubleheader sweep of the Phillies, the Giants won an incredible 16 games in a row, playing .840 baseball (37-7) over their final 44 games. Meanwhile, over that same 44-game period, the Dodgers scuffled their way to a 24-20 record, securing their heartbreaking place in history by surrendering the biggest August lead of all timea record collapse that to this day remains unmatched.

Much has been made of the allegations that the Giants and manager Leo Durocher spent the second half of the 1951 seasonarmed with a telescoped center-field lookout and elaborate buzzer systemstealing signs. And thus, stealing wins by cheating. But because impartiality demands that baseballs paragon of comeback stories receive more commendation than confrontation, it should be noted that during its closing sprint to the finish, New York was 17-4 on the roadaway from the purposefully partisan Polo Grounds.

Of course, had the Dodgers won just one more game during the final two months of the season, none of these details would have been remembered, or been relevant, beyond the waning days of that October.

In August, with the Dodgers pitching staff becoming decimated by injury and fatigued by overuse, the team handed the ball to the twenty-four-year-old arm of Clem Labinea talented and gritty player who spent the final two years of World War II as a paratrooper. In his first career start, on August 28, Labine handled the Reds, 31. He then beat the Braves, 72; the Reds again, 70; and the Cubs, 61running his record to 4-0 with hardly a hint of adversity. It looked like Labine, who would finish third in Rookie of the Year voting that year (Willie Mays won the award), was just what the Dodgers ordered. Their ailing pitching staff, and the tired arms of Don Newcombe and Preacher Roe, seemed to have their fix.

Then came September 21.

With the Dodgers league lead down to four and a half games, the red-hot Labine took the hill to face the fifth-place Phillies. But in the 1st inning the right-hander found trouble for the first time in his young starting career, loading the bases and running the count full to Philadelphias Willie Puddin Head Jones. After a brief visit from manager Charlie Dressen, in which Dressen ordered his hurler to throw from the windup, Labine refused, sticking with what was most comfortable to him, the stretch. The next pitch was blasted by Jones for a grand slam.

That pitch led the Dodgers to defeat. And that afternoons Ebbets Field run-in with Dressen landed Labine on the far end of the bullpen bench. The Dodgers would lose four more games to close out the regular seasons end, including three to the Bravesa team Labine had dominated three weeks earlier, but the rookie was left in the pen. Instead of giving the ball to the fresh arm of the 4-1 Labine, Dressen sent Newcombe and Roe to the mound three times each in the seasons final week and pitched Carl Erskine twice (both losses), with the second coming on just two days rest.

The Dodgers collapse was so complete, in fact, that if not for a pair of wins to close out the regular season, including a fourteen-inning nail-biter on the seasons final day, the Giants would have won the pennant outright. As it was, the Dodgers went into the tiebreaking three-game playoff with a depleted bullpen and the momentum of a galloping turtle.

Without the home-field advantage.


That was heedlessly handed to the Giants when the Dodgers won the coin toss, but chose to play the first game at home and the final two (if necessary) at the Polo Grounds. Dressen reasoned that with a Game 1 win at Ebbets Field, his Dodgers would only have to win one of two on the roadan assumption that left Dressen and the Dodgers entrenched behind the proverbial eight ball when the Giants opened the series by beating Branca on the back of a 2-run homer by Thomson. A fully failed Brooklyn gamble that should have at least provided a beginners blueprint for Dressen on the series upcoming dos and donts. Instead, it merely foreshadowed the drama that was to come.

In Game 2, and facing a must win on the road, Dressen let Labine out of the doghouse. And if there had been any lingering concerns that the rookie was wilting under the parching pressure of a pennant race, and therefore didnt belong in the rotation as the Dodgers were limping toward the finish, Labine put those to rest, and then some, by blanking the Giants 100.

This set up the winner-take-all Game 3 on October 3, 1951.

With two aces on the mound23-game-winner Sal Maglie for the Giants, and the Dodgers 20-game-winner Newcombe, who at this point was running on fumes and on his way to a career-high 272 innings pitchedthe game played out as a pitchers duel. Jackie Robinson singled home a run in the first, with the Giants finally tying things at 11 with a Thomson sacrifice fly in the seventh. But in the top of the next frame the Dodgers struck for three, taking a secure 41 lead into the deciding bottom of the ninth, and seemingly leaving the Giants 1951 miracle cupboard finally bare.

Newcombe, however, had thrown a complete game on September 29 and another 52 3 innings in relief during Brooklyns fourteen-inning affair on the thirtieth. And now, starting on just two days rest, he had pitched eight innings of pressure-packed baseball at the Polo Grounds. He was exhausted. But the future MVP and Cy Young Award winner was also a champion. At the urging of Robinson, Newcombe went out to pitch the ninth and try and finish what hed started, and send the Dodgers to the World Series.

But he simply had no gas left in the tank.

After singles to Alvin Dark and Don Mueller, a pop out by Monte Irvin, and a run-scoring double to left by Whitey Lockman, Dressen finally pulled Newcombe. The Dodgers still had a 42 lead, but the Giants had runners at second and third with Bobby Thomson, representing the winning run, striding to the plate.

The facts that Dressen had to work with when making his decision about Newcombes relief were these. Ralph Branca was a good pitcher, except against the Giants. In 1951 alone, prior to his career-defining face-off with Thomson, Branca had given up 10 home runs while losing five times to the Dodgers chief rival. Hed also been touched for a homer by Thomson, who was 2-for-3 in the game, just two days earlierThomsons second long ball of the season against Branca.

Yet with the season on the line and the Dodger-killing Thomson at the plate, Dressen chose to give the ball to Branca. And the rest, as they say, is baseball historybest immortalized by the often-heard call of Giants broadcaster Russ Hodges:


Theres a long driveits gonna beI believethe Giants win the pennant!! The Giants win the pennant!! The Giants win the pennant!! Bobby Thomson hits into the lower deck of the left-field stands! The Giants win the pennant and theyre going crazy, theyre going crazy!


If only Charlie Dressen had started Clem Labine another game in the final week of Septemberwho knows. Or if Dressen had chosen one of his other bullpen options to face Bobby Thomson, instead of Branca, the man most likely to serve up the season to the Giants with one pitchwho knows. Or, with first base open, if Dressen had decided to intentionally walk Thomson and instead take his chances with twenty-year-old rookie Willie Mayswho knows.

We do know that no conceivable change in historys course could have matched the inconceivable actuality. In the perspicacious words of legendary sportswriter Red Smith:


Now it is done. Now the story ends. And there is no way to tell it. The art of fiction is dead. Reality has strangled invention. Only the utterly impossible, the inexpressibly fantastic, can ever be plausible again.


Goat Trading

October 25, 1986World Series Game 6, Red Sox vs. Mets

On May 2, 1986, thanks to a decision passed down from on high by very-well-paid television executives, Americans began mourning the loss of their Fall Guy. Colt Seavers (sometimes known as Lee Majors), using his dual roles as Hollywood stuntman and all-around bad-ass bounty hunter, shut down a morality-eroding nightclub and sent its corrupt owner to jail for selling PCP to impressionable kids. After making our neighborhoods safer, and our Friday nights on ABC just a little brighter, Colt said good-bye to us forever.

No more cheesy car stunts, no more GMC 4 x 4, and, sadly, no more Heather Thomas.

The same night we lost Colt with the television series finale, the Boston Red Sox lost 41 to the Oakland As, dropping them to third place in the American League East. In that game first baseman Bill Buckner went 0-for-4 while stranding three base runners.

But Buckner was far from Bostons fall guy. In fact, thanks to 102 RBIs and 59 extra base hits, Buckner was very much in the good graces of Bostonians all the way to October. He was a key cog in the wheel that took the Red Sox from third place in May to just an out away from beating the Mets in the World Series, ending sixty-eight years of postseason misery and bringing good baseball times back to Beantown.

But in what stands as one of the most famous half-innings in baseball history, the bottom of the 10th of Game 6, after Wally Backman and Keith Hernandez recorded the first two outs, those cogs began to break. Gary Carter lashed a single to left. Kevin Mitchell lined a single to center. And when Ray Knight followed that with a single to center of his own, New York had the tying run just 90 feet away.

Relief pitcher Calvin Schiraldi had been solid for the Sox all season, finishing the year with an ERA of 1.41. In his one earlier World Series appearance, hed pitched a scoreless 9th inning to pick up the save in Game 1. But in Game 6, he had already pitched the 8th and 9th innings, andperhaps along with a little fatiguenerves were setting in for the twenty-four-year-old.

Bob Stanley was Boston manager John McNamaras veteran in the bullpen. And Stanley was having a great Series. Hed picked up the save in Game 2 and had thrown three scoreless innings in Games 3 and 4. Yet McNamara waited until Schiraldi had been touched for three straight hits before making the pitching change. That was mistake No. 1.

Stanley, twice an All-Star in his career and a former starting pitcher with as many as nine complete games in a single season, was given the most important task of his life: retire Mookie Wilson. But with the count 2-2, and the Sox just one strike away from champagneas they had been with KnightStanley buried a wild pitch in the dirt, scoring Mitchell to tie the game, 55, and moving Knight, the winning run, into scoring position.

Very few people talk about that wild pitch. Or the three straight hits that preceded it. Or McNamaras decision to stick with Schiraldi for a third, disastrous, inning after hed already blown the save in the eighth. But everyone knows what happened next.

After fouling off several more pitches from Stanley, keeping his at bat alive with a 3-2 count, Wilson hit a soft ground ball down the first-base line that appeared to send Game 6 into the 11th inning. Then, in the blink of an eye, it was through the legs of Buckner and into right field, scoring Knight all the way from second base. Game over. Red Sox choke. Mets win.

And after an 85 Mets victory in Game 7 two nights later (rain pushed it back a day), the World Series ticker-tape parade was being scheduled for New Yorks Canyon of Heroes. The city of Bostons October parade plans would have to wait another eighteen years.

The condemnation was swift and thorough and pointed. Buckner was to blame for the loss. It was an easy ground ball, he was a Major League Baseball player, and, with everything on the line, an error on such a play was unforgivable. Why didnt he get down on the ballat least keep it in front of him? Why, Buckner, why?

But heres the real question. Why was Buckner in the game in the first place?

In Games 1, 2, and 5the three games won by BostonBuckner was on the bench by the final inning. He was playing on badly injured legs, having torn away much of the muscle from his ankle. And because they so greatly limited his mobility, McNamara had used Dave Stapleton as a defensive replacement when the Sox had a late lead. So what was different in Game 6? Why was Buckner still in? Extra innings, up by a pair of runs, with a chance to close out the seasonsurely thats the time to slant every possible percentage to your favor.

There are two possibilities as to why McNamara didnt make the defensive switch that he had been making all series. Some people blame sentiment. McNamara liked Buckner. He was a team player nearing the end of his career. And the manager wanted to let Buckner win his first World Series on the field and not the bench. Possible, and plausible, but not how you manage your way to a World Series ringwhich McNamara never did.

The second possibility is that McNamara simply forgot. Considering the way he watched Schiraldi get touched for three straight line-drive hits, losing the lead for the second time in three innings, McNamara seemed more like a spectator in the 10th inning than the actual skipper. Also not how you manage a team in the World Series. Or softball beer leagues, for that matter.

Somehow, McNamara escaped the hammering Boston media. Buckner was run out of town the following season, released by the Red Sox in July. But McNamara managed his way through an entire-season fifth-place finish in 1987. In 1988, with the Sox still stuck in fifth at the All-Star break, McNamara was finally replaced by third-base coach Joe Morgan (not to be confused with the Hall of Fame second baseman who knocked in the winning run in Game 3 of the 1975 World Series against Boston after Cincinnati was given a giant assist from umpire Larry Barnett). Buckner finished his playing career with 2,715 hits. Thats more than Ted Williams, Jim Rice, or Carlton Fisk. Yet those three men are Red Sox heroes. Buckner is unabashedly the ultimate Red Sox goat.

Its time the weights of that designation get deeded back to the man who doomed the frail first baseman: manager John McNamara.

A Not-So-Little Mistake

October 16, 2003AL Championship Series Game 7, Red Sox vs. Yankees

Along with sticking with Calvin Schiraldi one batter too many and inexplicably letting Bill Buckner play ol defense in the most important inning of the 1986 season, Red Sox manager John McNamara also is criticized for pulling Roger Clemens after seven innings in that same fateful Game 6. With a runner at second and one out, McNamara decided to pinch-hit for Clemens with Mike Greenwell in the top of the eighth. Greenwell struck out. In a cruel twist of irony, the Sox did end up loading the bases that inning, only failing to add to their lead after Buckner flied out, stranding all three runners. Oh so close to being the hero. If only.

The cautionary tale of McNamaras handling of his pitching staff in 1986, as told by his critics, finishes with a clear message. With the season on the line, stick with your ace. Clemens was the American Leagues Cy Young winner and MVP, as well as the All-Star Game MVP, and easily had the stuff to go the distance (even before he got connected with personal trainer Brian McNamee). Hed only thrown 82 pitches in his start six days earlier. And in the start before that, Clemens had cruised to an easy win over the Angels in Game 7 of the ALCS.

The bottom line: it should have been Clemens, and not Schiraldi, who went to the mound in the 8th inning of Game 6.

Of course, in the real world of baseball, there are absolutely no hard-and-fast rules to live by and no bottom lines, as Red Sox manager Grady Little would find out in 2003.

Game 7 of the 2003 ALCS was the most important game of the season for the Red Soxand perhaps the most important game for the franchise since 1986. This wasnt just any seventh game. It was a seventh game at Yankee Stadium. The same Yankees who had been fitted for more diamond rings than Elizabeth Taylor, Liza Minnelli, and all of Larry Kings wives, combined.

Grady Little and the Red Sox went into Game 7 with their ace, Pedro Martinez, on the mound and ready to go. But this was not the same pitcher from the late 1990s who would routinely complete games and throw 230 innings in a season. The Pedro of 2003 had to be handled with kid gloves. Still nasty, but with a much smaller tank feeding the engine.


From a pitch count of 85 to 100 pitches, opposing batters hit .230 against Martinez in 2003. But from pitch 101 to 120 that batting average ballooned to .370. He was a great 7-inning pitcher to send to the mound that Game 7, but after 7 innings he essentially turned from Pedro Martinez into a struggling Pedro Astacio. Not exactly the guy you give the ball to with the season at stake.

The first 62 3 innings went precisely according to Littles plan, and held true to form for Martinez. Other than a solo home run to Jason Giambi in the 5th, not a single Yankee runner made it past second base. In three of the six complete innings, New York had been retired by Martinez in order. But in the 7th, with two down and the pitch count rising, Giambi hit another home run to pull the Yankees to within two runs, 42. Then the next two batters, Enrique Wilson and Karim Garciathe eight and nine hitters in the lineupgot aboard with base hits. And suddenly Martinez was struggling to get out of the 7th inning with the lead.

But with the tying runs on base, Alfonso Soriano went down on strikes, and the collective cheer you heard coming from New England was Red Sox nation celebrating the seven innings their beloved BoSox were able to squeeze out of Martinez. The bullpen, a hodgepodge of cast-off arms that had been up and down during the regular season, had been amazing in October, allowing just two runs in their previous twenty-five innings, and surely they could get six more outs.

Maybe. But well never know. Instead of asking Mike Timlin or Alan Embree to protect what had been pushed to a 3-run lead thanks to a David Ortiz home run in the top of the inning, Little sent Martinez back to the mound for the bottom of the eighth. Both Timlin and Embree were readytheyd even stopped warming up in anticipation of one of them getting the callbut Little was managing with his heart. Pedro was his guy. He wanted Pedro to get through one more inning.


Nick Johnson made the first out. But then a double by Derek Jeter, a run-scoring single by Bernie Williams, and a double to right by Hideki Matsui put the tying runs in scoring position with just one out. Little went to the mound to make the change, to finally end Martinezs day. Instead, he made the fateful decision of listening to his pitcher. Martinez knew he could get Jorge Posada. He could still get out of it.

But he didnt. On pitch number 123, Posada blooped a double to center field that scored both Williams and Matsui and effectively paid for Grady Littles train ticket out of Boston.

Tim Wakefield wasnt to blame for giving up the 11th-inning home run to Aaron Boone that sent New York on to the World Series. Martinez wasnt to blame for the four straight hits he allowed in the stomach-churning 8th inning. The ogre in this tale was no one other than manager Grady Little.

His players loved him. For most of the 2003 season, so did the fans. Public sentiment had been strongly in favor of the team picking up Littles option for the 2004 season. But the taste of that bitter defeat, seen by many die-hard Sox fans as the worst in franchise history, had to be purged from the system. And that meant that without question, Little had to go.

Little might have been judged more favorably by a different set of fans. But these were 2003 Red Sox fansnot exactly a group flush with the postseason success that allows one to be more forgiving. Sox fans burdened with decades of failure were quick to sacrifice any-and everyone who displayed the slightest hint of the Curse affliction. Good guy and good manager that he was, losing Little in the name of exorcism was a price they were lining up and down Boylston Street to pay.

The Curse, as we all know now, was finally broken the very next year. The Red Sox rallied to win four straight games to beat the Yankees, 4-3, in the ALCS. And then they went on to sweep the Cardinals in four straight to win their first World Series since 1918.


That rather big bone should have placated the legions of bitter Bostonians. It, however, did not. To this day, the quickest way to spoil the appetite of a Red Sox fan is to mention the name Grady Little.

History Ignored

July 21, 1970Mets vs. Padres

Grady Little averaged 94 wins in two seasons with the Red Sox. But it was his failure to make the right moves to win Game 7 against the Yankees in 2003 that defined his time in Boston. It wasnt just that he losthe probably could have survived that. It was the way he lost. The perception was that he didnt do everything in his power to put his team in the best position to win. And that perception flies in the face of everything we believe in as fans. No matter which version youre familiar with of the famous Vince Lombardi quote Winning isnt everything; its the only thing, the meaning is crystal clear.

In truth, that isnt always the case. This dictate of success has been willfully violated time and time again. Because every now and then


















































































































	1. One who is deficient in judgment, sense, or understanding.

	2. One who acts unwisely on a given occasion.
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