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  Dom Forker's thirty books on baseball have sold more than two million copies. They include The Men of Autumn and Sweet Seasons, works that cover the Yankee glory years of 1949–64, a period during which they won 14 pennants and 9 World Series in 16 years.


  He interviewed 57 former Yankees, including Joe DiMaggio, for the two books. Mel Allen wrote the introduction for The Men of Autumn.


  Dom switched his focus from sports to spirituality about ten years ago. Our Lady of Emmitsburg, Roses in December, and Voula: The Power of the Cross are his first three books in the spiritual realm. They are dedicated to the Blessed Mother, to whom he has a deep spiritual attachment that blossomed at Mt. St. Mary's University in Emmitsburg, MD.


  When asked why he's switched from sports to spirituality, he likes to quip: "When it gets late in the contest, quite often it's time to change your game plan."


  Before he completely changed his "game plan," however, he decided to write one final book on the National Pastime: Joe DiMaggio and Ted Williams: Baseball's Greatest Player and Baseball's Greatest Hitter. They have been the two baseball luminaries during his lifetime who have stood the test of time. In 1969, baseball named Joe Baseball's Greatest Living Player and Ted Baseball's Greatest Living Hitter.


  In one season (1941) alone, they set marks that have not been seriously threatened in more than 70 years: Joe hit safely in a record 56 consecutive games, and Ted batted .406.


  Dom, who lives in Milford, NJ, sensed that we may never see their equal again, and so he decided that he would reconnect baseball fans of his generation with Joe and Ted and connect followers of the present era with the Clipper and the Kid!


  This is his Farewell to Baseball book. It couldn't get any better, he believes, than Joe and Ted.
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  FOREWORD


  I’ve broadcast Yankee games for six decades. There have been many thrills along the way—too many to mention. But if I had to zero in on a few, I’d single out Joe DiMaggio’s 56-game hitting streak, Allie Reynolds’ two no-hitters, and Don Larsen’s perfect game.


  DiMaggio was a treat to watch. You knew there was something special about him. Some players could do some things better than him. There was a razor-blade difference. For example, Ted Williams was a better hitter than Joe. But all-round no one compared with him. He was near the top of every aspect of the game. He could hit, hit with power, run, catch, and throw, until he hurt his shoulder. And he would take the extra base. He wouldn’t do it often. Just when you needed it. He would always, it seems, rise to the occasion. Henrich and Phil Rizzuto once told me that when the game was on the line, in the seventh inning, they would invariably sneak a peek at Joe in center. That would give them a lift, they said. He exuded intangible qualities. Ones that never showed up in the box score. That’s why the Associated Press voted him “Greatest Living Player” in 1969.


  I remember one day Joe was on first base against the Indians when the hit-and-run was flashed from the bench. The batter missed the pitch and Joe was out by a mile at second. Jim Hegan’s throw to Boudreau was right on the bag. But Lou hasn’t tagged him yet. Joe started a hook slide, rolled over on his stomach, took his body away, went past the base, and hooked it with his hand. You should have seen the look on Boudreau’s face. He couldn’t believe what Joe had done to him. And we’re talking about a Hall of Fame infielder.


  Joe never talked about his accomplishments when he played. But a few years ago at an Old Timers’ Day Game, he told me, “I hit the ball harder when I hit 46 home runs in 1937 than I did when I hit safely in 56 games in 1941. That’s why I got that ulcer. I hit so many fly balls that were caught against the wall in ‘Death Valley.’ I honestly believe that in any other park that year I would have hit 75 home runs.”


  Two years later he batted .381. But it could have been .400. Not too many people know this. With three weeks to go in the season, he was batting about .415. But he got an eye infection.


  Joe McCarthy, his manager, said to him, “Why don’t you sit out for a while?”


  But DiMag said, “No, I couldn’t do that. They’d think I did it on purpose. I don’t want to hit .400 by going in the back door.”


  That’s the kind of guy he was.


  Raschi, Reynolds, and Lopat—there was a great pitching staff. Vic had a good fastball, a good sinker, and great command of his pitches. Allie probably had more stuff than Vic. He had a great fastball and a great curve. When he came over from Cleveland, he was just a thrower. But Jim Turner taught him how to pitch. Eventually Allie matured and realized what he could do. Turner did the same thing with Bob Turley when he came up from Baltimore. He told Bob, “You’re overthrowing. Take it easy. Relax. Use the tools you’ve got. You don’t have to win every game with us. It would be nice if you could win two of every three.” He did the same thing with Reynolds. Allie was one of the best pitchers I ever saw. He was a big-game pitcher. I can’t think of any other pitcher, offhand, who got off the bench and ran down to the bullpen in big-moment situations like he did. They say, “When the going gets tough, the tough get going.” Allie Reynolds was that kind of pitcher.


  Lopat, like Raschi and Reynolds, was tough in the clutch, too. No pitcher ever had a smarter head on his shoulders than Lopat. He would deliberately fall behind a hitter two-and-oh to get the batter on a pitch he wanted him to hit. He had so much confidence in his ability to throw the ball over the plate. And he could win the big game. Especially against Cleveland. And every game against the Indians was a big game.


  Another reason that the Yankees of that era were so great was their double-play combination. They were so good up the middle of the diamond. Coleman was elegant and graceful at second. He could get rid of the bail so quickly on the double play. And Phil could do so many things.


  I enjoyed giving nicknames to players. They were a popular part of the game at that time. The Cardinals of the 1930s were called the “Gashouse Gang.” Lon Warneke was known as the “Arkansas Hummingbird.” They were such descriptive names. A lot of people thought I spent all night thinking them up. I didn’t. When I coined the “Springfield Rifle” for Vic Raschi, the phrase just popped into my mind. Nicknames were the norm in those days. Certain ones fit their character. For example, the Louisville and Nashville train went right through my town in Alabama. It was named “Old Reliable.” When Henrich had that big year in 1949, it seemed only natural to call him that. Reynolds was the “Chief.” When he pitched those two no-hitters, he became the “Superchief.” Frank Shea came from Naugatuck, Connecticut. I called him the “Naugatuck Nugget” because of the alliteration. Mickey Mantle was the “Commerce Comet” for the same reason. Ted Williams’ name was the only one I didn’t like. The “Splendid Splinter” just didn’t fit. On the other hand, the “Yankee Clipper” was so natural for DiMaggio. Arch McDonald, whom I broke in under, coined that name in 1939.


  I’m very happy that Dom Forker has decided to tell the story of the 1949-53 Yankees. It’s an extraordinary story that deserves to be both told and read. Those Yankees were a unique collection of baseball players, products of Joe McCarthy and Casey Stengel, two of the greatest managers who ever lived. Between the two of them they won 18 pennants and 14 world titles with the Yankees. Yet their styles were as different as the dead-ball and the live-ball eras. McCarthy played a set lineup. Stengel fielded a squad of two-platoon players. But the results that they produced were similar. And their dynasties were buffered by Bucky Harris, the perfect transitional manager. He also won a pennant and world championship with the Yankees: in 1947, which was 23 years after he, as a 27-year-old playing manager, led the 1924 Washington Senators to their first-and-only World Series win. Bucky Harris was a “man of autumn” too.


  Dom Forker has captured the aura and the mystique of the 1949-53 Yankees with uncanny skill and accuracy. He has done it with impeccable insight, emotional restraint, honest humor, and nostalgic charm. Figuratively speaking, he has brought another world championship flag to the big ballpark in the Bronx.


  Take the chapter on the late Vic Raschi, for example. What a superb revelation it is of what it meant to be a Yankee, then and now, physically and spiritually. As you turn the pages of The Men of Autumn, you will also be turning back the pages of time to the summers and autumns of 1949-53, and you’ll be ready to go to spring training again, as Vic Raschi said, with the Yankees, of course.


  Mel Allen
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  INTRODUCTION


  This book is about the 1949-53 New York Yankees, the only team in the history of professional baseball to win five consecutive world championships. They were a unique group of baseball players performing a unique feat in a unique time. “The chemistry and camaraderie on the 1949-53 Yankees were great,” says Dr. Robert “Bobby” Brown, now the president of the American League. Everyone got along with each other. There were no cliques. The Yankees didn’t have bad guys. They had good guys. They got along with each other then. They enjoy each other now.


  “It was an unforgettable and a great experience, not only because the team was very successful, but because they were great guys. And I think that we played during the peak period of baseball. We traveled on trains. That made us closer. And we had sixteen teams that were very competitive. It was just a delightful time to play baseball.”


  When Johnny Lindell, a Yankee outfielder of the ‘40s, died in the summer of 1985, I was just starting this book. I hadn’t known that he was ill and had intended to call him very soon. When I heard the news of his death, I was very sad—because of his passing and because I truly wanted him to be a part of the story. But his death is what prompted me to put this book in drive. Most of the other players were still alive, and they had lived an extraordinarily successful sports story. It was time to put the story in historical perspective. Because it was baseball history at its very best.


  That’s why I wrote this book. The Yankees, from 1949 through 1953, were the best team in the history of professional baseball. They played team baseball. They had great pitching and defense. They could bunt well, hit behind the runner, and advance the runner. And they posed a long-ball threat at virtually every position. Compared to today’s teams, they probably didn’t have great speed (although Billy Martin contends that seven of those players had more speed than any baserunner the Dodgers had during that era). However, every one of those Yankees could go from first to third, or second to home. The Yankees gave away very little, and once they got an opportunity, or a break, they capitalized on it. But perhaps the greatest quality common to the players on those teams was their ability to play well in big games. They were clutch players.


  The Men of Autumn took me three years and four summers to complete. I started it in May of 1985 and finished it in July of 1988. Most of the featured players who live on the East Coast were interviewed in person. With these men I taped the interviews. However, in no instance did the tape recorder intrude. Usually I placed it in a corner of the room while my subject and I talked. The players who live either on the West Coast or a considerable distance from my New Jersey home were interviewed by telephone. But it didn’t matter whether my subject and I were across a desk from one another, or positioned at the opposite ends of a phone line. Why should it have? We were discussing one of the great passions of our lives.


  I tried to avoid repetition, but there are exceptions. Joe DiMaggio’s dramatic return in 1949, Tommy Henrich’s sudden-death home run in the 1949 World Series, Phil Rizzuto’s squeeze bunt in the waning weeks of 1951, Eddie Stanky’s “drop-kick” in the 1951 World Series, and Billy Martin’s catch in the 1952 Series have become legendary events in the history of the National Pastime. Described from different points of view, they become larger-than-life in this book, too. As with any event, the viewpoints vary slightly, but I think they complement rather than repeat each other.


  Some of the Yankees talk about their former teammates more than others do. Joe Collins, for example, speaks about the “Yankee family.” “The Yankees were a great group of guys,” he says. “Everyone talks about Pittsburgh: ‘Family, family, family.’ But I don’t think that any team had a greater group of fellows than we did.” Those are my sentiments, too. The men in this text are “Yankee family” from the top to the bottom of the lineup.


  Then there is Mel Allen. I talked with Mel Allen near the end of my task, hoping he would shed some extra light on the subject, because I had grown up with Mel. Much of my love of baseball and the Yankees, I’m sure, emanated from his baseball descriptions. Mel didn’t come from the age of broadcast and telecast journalism; he came from the era of colorful commentary. “Old Reliable” … “The Springfield Rifle” … “El Toro the Bull” … “Hank Bauer, the Man of the Hour” … “The Naugatuck Nugget.” He coined these and many other beautifully descriptive nicknames. When you listened to Mel Allen, you felt as if you were at the park. You knew which way a ball would land before the umpire’s call. On a ball that was close to the third-base box seats, you knew whether or not Bobby Brown was going to make the catch. They say that catcher Bill Dickey never moved out of his crouch for a foul ball that landed on the backstop screen at Yankee Stadium. His instincts were that unerringly good. It was the same with Mel Allen. And he could subtly suggest those instincts through vocal nuance and intonation.


  Mel Allen has been broadcasting games for fifty years, but he shows no sign of slowing down. He still does the Yankee games on cable television. He also narrates “This Week in Baseball,” a weekly special. In addition, he does tapes for other shows, commercials, and features. I finally caught up with this Yankee of five decades at his apartment in Connecticut, on a hot summer evening in 1987.


  At first Mel had difficulty recalling details of those Yankee seasons of almost fifty years ago. But soon he warmed up and remembered with precision Joe DiMaggio’s bid, for a.400 batting average in 1939, Bobby Feller’s 1-0 no-hitter against the Yankees in 1946, and Phil Rizzuto’s squeeze-bunting Joe home with the winning run in a big game in 1951.


  And once again I was the boy, placing total faith in Mel’s account, knowing that if he said a Joe DiMaggio “Ballantine Blast” was “going, going,” it was gone. And I was happy.


  Allie Reynolds


  Many New York fans were upset when the Yankees made the trade for Allie Reynolds. That’s because general manager George Weiss gave up Joe Gordon for him. Gordon was synonymous with the success of the Yankees in those days. In his first six years in the Bronx, “Flash” played on five pennant winners and four world champions. In his second year with the Indians, he played on another world title team. Joe Gordon was a winner.


  But so was Reynolds. In six of his eight years with the Yankees, the Bombers won the World Series. In one of the years when they didn’t win, they were eliminated on the next-to-last day of the season. In the other year they won 103 games.


  Reynolds was a big-game pitcher. From 1949-53, he started the opening game of the Series four times. The one time he didn’t start the first game was in 1950, when manager Eddie Sawyer of the Phillies surprised virtually everyone by opening up with relief pitcher Jim Konstanty. Casey Stengel wanted Reynolds to hook up with Robin Roberts, the Phillies’ best. That match-up took place in Game Two. Reynolds defeated Roberts in 10 innings, 2-1, on a home run by Joe DiMaggio.


  Reynolds was good in World Series final games, too. In 1950 he saved the clincher for Whitey Ford. In 1952 and 1953 he wrapped up the Series with wins out of the bullpen. Overall, he won seven games in Fall Classic play. He saved four others. That’s 11 wins. No other pitcher has equaled that feat in World Series play.


  Reynolds could beat you in other ways, too. In five of the six World Series in which he played, he batted .333 or better. In fact, three times he hit .500.


  Allie Reynolds has been highly successful in business. But his family life was not going as well when I spoke to him by telephone several summers ago. Four years before, his son Allie and his grandson Michael had been killed in an airplane crash. Earlene, his wife of forty-eight years, had also died. His father had died the year before, and his mother was on a life-support system. He himself was suffering from diabetes and lymphatic cancer. I called him at ten o’clock, and we talked until one o’clock in the morning. By midnight, Allie was into a nostalgic mood and didn’t want to end the conversation. So we talked about the “good old days “for the better part of another hour. I thoroughly enjoyed sharing three hours in the life of Allie Reynolds.


  I never played baseball till I was at Oklahoma A&M. It’s called Oklahoma State now. All baseball in Oklahoma was on Sunday at that time. But my father was a minister, so I didn’t do anything on Sunday. Eventually, I went to Oklahoma A&M on a track scholarship. I ran the 100 in 9.8. At that time I weighed 155 pounds. Later, with the Yankees, I weighed 210.


  At Oklahoma A&M I also played footballl. In football I played tailback two years and fullback my last year. In baseball I played the outfield most of the time. I hit .500 my first year. But we only played about fifteen games a year.


  The Indians signed me—for a thousand dollars. That was the most money ever given to a kid down here at that time. But going from college to pro ball was the most disconcerting thing that ever happened to me. The competition in the pros was so tough. And no one took an interest in you. At least with Cleveland. Not with the Yankees, though. The Yankees were a first-class organization. Cleveland played hard to finish fifth or sixth every year. There was no intense desire on the Indians. Lou Boudreau was a young manager. He had problems. It was tough to get veterans on the bus at certain times. He was a very good shortstop, and a pretty good manager. But he had to change his attitude to get players to go along.


  The 1946 World Series turned my career around. Bucky Harris, the new Yankee manager, said to Larry McPhail, one of the Yankee owners, “We have a chance to get a young Cleveland pitcher for Joe Gordon.” I guess McPhail didn’t like Gordon. Why, I don’t know. He was one of the best second basemen I ever saw, and he was some hitter, too. Red Embree, whom the Yankees were interested in, was a year younger than the other young pitchers. I was not one of the young pitchers.


  McPhail said, “Who do you think we should take?”


  Harris said, “I don’t know. I haven’t been in the league for a while. But there’s DiMaggio and Henrich sitting together. Why don’t we ask them?”


  Both of them said, “Reynolds.”


  I’m glad. It changed my life. The Yankees had a burning desire to win, which I liked. They were head and shoulders above the rest.


  When I came to the Yankees, Mel Allen, the announcer, gave me the nicknames “Superchief” and “Old Wahoo.” That was an immediate improvement. They used to call me “Blanket Ass” and “Copperhead.”


  I was tickled to death with the trade. Everyone at that time would give their right arms to play with the Yankees. They were a class outfit. They didn’t act that way in 1947, my first year with them, though.


  I had 19 wins with two-and-a-half weeks to go in the season. But they wouldn’t let me go for the twentieth win. They pitched me in relief. I had so many opportunities to win 20, if they had let me. The team scored so many runs. But they told me they were saving me for the World Series. The truth, though, was they didn’t want me to win 20.


  I didn’t finish too many games in my early years with the Yankees. Some people thought I eased up against the easy hitters. That wasn’t the case. Some people thought I didn’t work well with a lot of runs. I didn’t feel that way. I had back problems. I couldn’t go nine.


  There were times when I could, though, and wasn’t given the chance. Frank Shea had arm problems. One day I was winning, 13-0, and they put him in to get some work. We were winning too many games easily, so Joe Page needed work, too. I understood that. I didn’t like it, though.


  The years 1947 and 1949 were tremendous ones for Page. He had the livest fastball I’ve ever seen a left-hander have. As long as he didn’t think, he was great. He couldn’t have two good years in a row, though. You can’t relax. He did. That led to his problems. He and Yogi didn’t know how tough the game was. They just enjoyed playing it.


  Of course, there were some days when you were out there when you didn’t want to be. Some days it was your day in the barrel. That’s when Casey didn’t have any fresh arms. Regardless what happened, you were in for the full nine. Once against Boston, I was out on the mound for three and a half hours. I gave up 17 hits and 17 runs. A reporter said to me after the game, “That killed your ERA this year.”


  “Hell, it ruined it for my whole career,” I said.


  But that’s the way they operated. If it was your turn to take a beating, you took it.


  The first game of the 1949 World Series, they couldn’t take me out. I wasn’t behind and I wasn’t ahead. It was nothing-nothing. When Tommy Henrich hit that home run in the bottom of the ninth, I almost kissed him. Don Newcombe fell behind in the count, 2-0. Then he tried to throw a fastball by Henrich. That was a mistake. I know. I tried it when I was with Cleveland, with the same results. The day Henrich hit that game-winning home run against Newcombe I could have pitched a no-hitter. Actually, I gave up two hits. The first was a double that the left fielder—it could have been Johnny Lindell [it was]—lost in the sun. Pee Wee Reese, in the ninth, hit a ball right through my legs. I should have had it.


  Henrich was great with men on base. I felt sorry for Newk, tickled for me. Newk was good. But he didn’t have the diversification that a great pitcher should have. He didn’t have a good curveball, and he didn’t change speeds well.


  Someone could have helped Newk the same way Spud Chandler helped me. When I came to the Yankees, Chandler was in his last year in the majors. The year before, he had won 20. But he had a sore arm in 1947. One night Chandler said to me, “You’re having a great year, but you’re not helping the club the way you ought to be. You’re not bearing down.”


  I was ready to bust him in the nose.


  “Don’t get mad,” he said. “I’m trying to help you.”


  “Will you help me?” I said.


  “Yes, I will.” And he did.


  The Yankee players had a policy of policing their own players. If a young player wasn’t bearing down, a veteran would tell the youngster that he was fooling around with his Series money. The players policed themselves. Not the manager. That was unusual. Charlie Keller was good at that. He was well-respected. But we didn’t have many problems like that. We had so many bear-down players who showed through example. You can teach better by showing than telling.


  There was very good chemistry on those Yankee teams. We had an awful lot of injuries in 1949. It pulled the guys together. Everyone took turns picking the other players up. It made everyone feel like they were part of the team, knowing they were contributing.


  The 1949-53 Yankees were great. There were twelve players who played on all five world title teams. That’s amazing. Johnny Mize was one of them. He helped us. He could handle a bat. Of course, he couldn’t move too well at first base. Overall, it was a team effort. It was fun to play with those guys. The idea of the game was to give yourself up for the team.


  And we had tremendous defense. Take Gerry Coleman, for example. He was the smoothest second baseman I ever saw. I was talking to Bill Dickey in Arkansas the other day, and he said, “You couldn’t take Coleman out of a play. He got rid of the ball so quick. You couldn’t get a shot at him. First the ball was gone. Then he was gone.”


  I was the luckiest guy in the world. I had Boudreau and Rizzuto at shortstop and Joe and Mickey in center. How could you beat that? With my type of pitching, I needed that. I threw a riding fastball. You could run for two hours for a ball at Yankee Stadium. I didn’t bear down all the time, but I had good location. To my knowledge I hit only six batters in my entire career. I was reading in the newspaper the other day that Don Drysdale hit 154. I don’t think that’s necessary. I wasn’t backwards about coming inside. If a hitter could be intimidated, I’d find out. But I didn’t have to hit him.


  Once my control wasn’t so good, though. I tried to low-bridge a batter, missed him, and got fined $100. That’s the only time I was ever fined. Clint Courtney was with us once. He was a fresh youngster when we were training at Phoenix in 1951. We were working on a rundown play. Jerry Snyder slid into him and he needed stitches.


  In the clubhouse Courtney said, “When I get stitched, I’m going out to whip him.”


  I said, “He didn’t do it on purpose. You get up after you’re stitched, and you’ll have to tangle with me first.” I guess I talked him out of that fight.


  One day I’m pitching at Sportsman’s Park in St. Louis. Courtney’s with the Browns now. He steps up to the plate and announces to no one in particular, “I’m going to cut the first guy I reach.”


  I said, “I wouldn’t do it, Clint.”


  I tried to low-bridge him, but I missed, and he hit the ball off the screen. When he slid into second, he cut Rizzuto. I nailed him and someone ended up cold-cocking me. Billy Martin, who didn’t do anything, got fined $150, the most that anyone got socked.


  The next day he complained in the clubhouse, “What did I do?” “Nothing, Billy,” I said, “but what can you do? You’ve got a reputation.”


  That same day, I’m coming out the runway, and I see Courtney standing at the end of it with a bat in his hands. I say to myself, “Uh oh, am I going to have to take on this guy with a bat in his hands?”


  But I don’t stop. I keep on walking. I pass him and don’t say anything. Finally, he calls from behind, “Heh, Allie, you hit me pretty good yesterday.”


  How about that! By the way, the club paid my fine.


  We had great pitching on the 1949-53 Yankees. Branch Rickey once said, “Allie Reynolds, Vic Raschi, Eddie Lopat, and Whitey Ford are the best balanced pitching staff in the history of baseball.”


  When you play with successful people, you tend to be successful yourself.


  Vic left one year. I left the next. Lopat wrote both of us letters. Kiddingly, he said, “I’ve been exposed.” He used to pitch between us.


  The Dodgers had tremendous hitters. Man for man, you had to say they had better teams. We were fortunate to beat them four times in a row. It defies everything. It comes back to pitching.


  I roomed with Lopat for six years. He was very helpful. He could tell you what you were doing wrong when you didn’t know yourself. He had all the guts in the world. He was egotistical and intelligent. At the plate you couldn’t time him. And he never threw a strike.


  In 1950 Jim Turner asked me to room with Whitey, who had just come up from the minors.


  “Give him some class,” Turner said.


  I would tell Whitey, “Dinner’s at six. Put a shirt and slacks on. And wear a jacket.”


  “Why do I have to wear a coat?” he’d complain. “Why a tie? I don’t have one.”


  “Take mine.”


  “I can’t wear yours. It makes me look middle-aged?”


  Bob Feller was my roommate in Cleveland. Some pretty good roomies, heh? DiMag wore him out. Feller used to say Joe hit him so well because he wouldn’t pitch the “big fellow” up-and-in. Heck, he gave him too many good balls to hit.


  I beat Feller in my first no-hitter, 1-0. In the ninth inning with two outs and Bobby Avila up, Gil McDougald wanted to play up close to take away the bunt. I didn’t want Mac there so I moved him back. No, Casey didn’t come out to the mound. I didn’t want Mac up close because I could field my position. Remember, I went to Oklahoma A&M on a track scholarship. In my whole career, with runners on first and second, I never had a batter push the runners to second and third with a bunt. And it’s a tough play to make.


  After the eighth inning I came into the dugout and popped off. “Ed, do you think I can pitch a no-hitter?” I said.


  Lopat was superstitious. He left the dugout and the ballpark. I went back out to the mound, got the first two hitters out, and ran a two-one count on Avila. I’m thinking to myself, If I can get one by Avila, I can pitch a no-hitter. I decided to throw the next pitch harder than I had ever thrown before. But Feller had dug a big hole in front of the mound. I threw over it and fell flat on my face. I began to laugh. Everyone wondered what was going on. Turner came out. I told him, “I didn’t know whether I should laugh or cry, so I laughed.”


  All’s well that ends well, though. I struck out Avila and pitched the first no-hitter of my major-league career.


  The second no-hitter I pitched that year, the one that clinched a tie for the pennant, came down to the last out of the game, also. We had a big lead over the Red Sox at Yankee Stadium, and Ted Williams was the batter. How would you like to get Ted Williams for the last out of a no-hitter? Well, as it turned out, I had to get him twice. The first time, he hit a towering pop fly, foul, toward the Yankee dugout. Yogi circled and circled under the ball. Finally he lunged for it, and dropped it. I could have caught the ball easily. I could have caught it, also, if it had popped out of Yogi’s glove toward me. But it popped the wrong way. It was no easy play, though. The ball was nine miles high. There’s a tough wind above the Stadium.


  I said to him, “Did I cut you, Yogi?”


  He said, “No.”


  “Okay, let’s try it again.”


  On the next pitch Williams popped the ball in the same direction. Yogi had trouble with the ball again, but this time he dived and caught it. I didn’t worry about Williams at the time. I was winning big. All winter long, I worried about that first pop-up, though. As I said, the win clinched a tie for the pennant. Raschi clinched the pennant in the nightcap.


  Turner said afterwards, “That was one of the strongest ninth innings I ever saw.” I walked Dom DiMaggio, I didn’t want to do that, but I was in a groove to the others.


  In 19511 ended up pitching two no-hitters and had a 17-6 record. What would that be worth today? Well, when it came time to talk contract, Weiss said to me, “Well, Allie, it’s good to see you. You didn’t finish too many games for us, but we’re not going to cut your contract.”


  I said, “Well, I’m going to cut you, right below the belt. I had much better than a fair year.”


  The most I ever got was $47,500 plus $1,500 expense money for a ballplayers’ tournament. It’s hard to relate to today’s salaries. I don’t understand it. I don’t begrudge the players what they’re getting. I just don’t understand how a business can operate the way baseball does now. In the 1951 World Series I opened against Dave Koslo. The Giants didn’t like pitching their best pitchers against ours. That’s not the way we worked. It wasn’t good for our own personal records, though. Anyway, I never got my feet settled that day. Koslo beat me.


  A day of rain helped our pitching staff in that Series. I got an extra day’s rest, and I came back to win my second start. I remember I got Mays out the first two times. The third time, I threw two straight pitches by him. Casey came out to the mound. That was strange—he never came out.


  “How many curveballs have you thrown him today?” he said. “None,” I said.


  “Try one.” He started to walk toward the dugout. Then he stopped. “But keep it down.”


  I didn’t like that. But Mays hit into a double play. I looked at Casey. He put his fingers up in a zero symbol. That’s the only advice he ever gave me. Casey was aware of players’ ability. He was better at analyzing players’ ability than any manager I ever saw. For example, he would take an outfielder with a lesser arm out, and invariably the substitute would save the game with a big throw.


  We were talking about Yogi before. You might be surprised that he didn’t call our pitches for us. We called our own pitches. When he came up from the minors, he had been playing professional ball for only a year and a half, and he didn’t have an exceptional arm. He was concerned about calling pitches and throwing runners out.


  One day I said to him, “Are they calling the pitches from the bench?”


  He said, “No.”


  “I’ll call the game,” I said. “Do you want me to tell them?” “Yeah, it would help.”


  Lopat started to do the same. I don’t know if Vic did.


  When I came over to the Yankees, I became a better pitcher. You can’t tell a pitcher’s best years by the stats. You can have a good year, but lose a lot of close games. You can have a mediocre year, but have great stats. Look who I pitched against. Boston, Cleveland, Detroit, I never missed them. St. Louis, Chicago, Washington, I missed them a lot.


  In the 1950 World Series, Eddie Sawyer of the Phillies wouldn’t say who he was going to start in Game One. Casey told us, “If it’s Roberts, Reynolds will start. If it’s anyone else, it’s Raschi.”


  I relieved Ford and struck out Stan Lopata on three pitches for the final out of that World Series. Years later, Lopat said, “I’d like to have seen the speed gun that day.”


  “How fast?” I said.


  “At least a hundred.”


  For two consecutive years I relieved for the Yankees and never lost a game. And I didn’t have any soft ones. I went out to the bullpen on my own. I told Casey, “If you need me, I can get a few batters out.”


  Later, Casey tried to make a reliever out of me. He said, “Why not do it?”


  “I can’t make any money out there,” I said.


  He called Dan Topping and Del Webb, the owners. “If we can make him a relief pitcher,” Casey said, “it’s good for the team. When he climbs over the bullpen fence, one half of the bats will be lying on the bench.”


  Webb asked me, “How much would it take to convince you?”


  I said, “The same salary plus a modest raise.”


  He said, “You’ve got it.”


  But they couldn’t find a fourth starter, so it never happened.


  The year before I relieved Whitey, in the 1949 World Series, I came in for Lopat in the fourth game and retired the last nine batters in a row. In the ninth inning I struck out Eddie Miksis on a slider. He swung at a pitch out of the strike zone and said, “Dadgummit, he didn’t throw like that in spring training.”


  The only time I could ever fault Casey was in the 1952 World Series. I won the last game of the season. It was my 20th win. Then he started me in the first game of the World Series against the Dodgers. Joe Black beat me, 4-2. Casey thought I was automatic in World Series play.


  I said before that the Dodgers had tremendous hitters. But I always had good success against them. I beat them five of six times. And I saved three games against them. The day I lost, I pitched consecutive starts.


  Carl Furillo hit a home run off me, on a 2-2 pitch, in the last inning of the last game of the 1953 World Series. That tied the score, 3-3. Billy Martin’s hit scored Hank Bauer with the winning run in the bottom of the ninth. That was the first hit Furillo ever got off me. Oh well, there’s always a first time.


  I saw Duke Snider recently.


  He said, “You know, you struck me out several times.”


  I didn’t say, “Eight times in a row.”


  I had a lead one day, though, and threw him a curveball. He hit it over the screen at Ebbets Field.


  Robinson and Campanella didn’t give me much trouble, either, but Robinson once hit a home run off me on as good a pitch as I could throw.


  Bobby Brown said, “Was it a slider?”


  I said, “Yes.”


  “He’s a good breaking-ball hitter.”


  I didn’t see that in the scouting report. Well, in the fourth game of the 1952 World Series, I beat Joe Black, 2-0. I struck out 10 batters. I got Robinson three times; Campanella, twice. Robinson struck out three times looking. I can assure you he didn’t see any breaking balls that day.


  Campanella was a three-time MVP. I just laugh. I side-wheeled him a lot. His front foot would end up in the third-base dugout. Bobby Brown would put his glove in front of his face and laugh. “I think you’ve got him,” he’d say.


  Robinson, Snider, Campanella, and Hodges. They’re all in the Hall of Fame. They couldn’t credit me for getting them there. Their combined World Series batting average against me was .124.


  On the other hand, you don’t know why certain batters hit you. Skeeter Webb and Eddie Mayo, who had career averages of .210 (.219) and .260 (.252), hit .400 and .350 against me. I never knew why. Some batters can just read your pitches, I guess.


  I retired after the 1954 season. That year I was 13-3. Not too bad for a guy who was 37. But I had recently been in a bus crash. I had hurt my back. It was a difficult injury in a difficult place. Afterwards I had running problems. I could no longer condition myself. I would pitch with back spasms. Then I would have to go to the dugout for cold spray.


  I couldn’t put up with that for too long. In 1954 I didn’t want to play anyway. The game didn’t appeal to me anymore. It took me away from my family too much.


  But I appreciate everything the game did for me. I used the game afterwards. I’m still using it.


  In 1952 I got into the oil-field service business, with a mud company. In 1980 I merged with another company. Made a sizable deal.


  But after my wife Earlene died, I decided to retire. It was a tough time for me. I’ve got diabetes and lymphoma. I’ve been off chemotherapy for three or four months. They say they’ve got it under control. But the guy who has it is never really sure. Four years ago, my son Allie and
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