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ONE

Beginnings



The Montreal Expos moved to Washington in 2005 as wards of the state. Major League Baseball owned the vagabond franchise, deciding the team’s fate, from how much it spent to where it played. Nationals fans may have seethed over the outside control, but the arrangement actually mirrored Washington’s first modern-era team a century earlier.

When the American League started play in 1901, league president Ban Johnson controlled 51 percent of every team, including the original Washington Nationals, known more popularly as the Senators. Two years later, the league tightened its grip on the infant Washington franchise by buying out team president Fred Postal’s stock. Only in 1904 did the team finally have independent ownership, when a group, including Thomas C. Noyes, whose family published the Washington Star, bought the team.

Although 1901 marked the beginning of the city’s first lasting franchise, Washington baseball went back at least forty years before. In 1859, a group of government clerks formed the “Potomacs,” winning this approving description from the Washington Star: “It is good to see health-promoting exercises taking the place of insipid enervating amusements.”

That same year, other government workers started up the National Base Ball Club of Washington, DC, or “Nationals.” The team included Arthur Pue Gorman, a twenty-one-year-old pitcher who went on to become a U.S. senator and the inspiration for the name Washington Senators. The club’s constitution still exists today at the Washington Historical Society, laying out the club’s bylaws. Players were required to pay a fifty-cent initiation fee and monthly dues of twenty-five cents. The members were mostly government clerks—upper-middle-class gentlemen—and they envisioned a gentlemen’s game. As such, there would be fines for antisocial behavior: ten cents for “profane or improper language,” twenty-five cents for disputing an umpire’s call, and even a ten-cent fine for expressing an opinion on a close call before the umpire made his decision. Such fines would wipe out today’s players, even at those rates.

On May 5, 1860, six months before Abraham Lincoln was elected president, the Nationals and Potomacs squared off for a game on the “White Lot,” a field near the White House now known as the Ellipse, where recreational softball games are played today. The score was like a softball game, with the Potomacs winning, 35–15, thanks to rules that allowed a batter to dictate where the pitch would be thrown. A month later, the Nationals avenged the loss with a 46–14 victory. And so a friendly rivalry was born.

Newspaper accounts of the games between the Nationals and Potomacs offer a glimpse of the gentlemanly game envisioned by the Nationals’ constitution. One story notes, “The game was witnessed by a large number of spectators, including nearly 400 ladies, representing the beauty and fashion of the capital.”

Apparently, both teams had developed something of a home-field advantage, although neither one wanted to acknowledge it. The Nationals played on Capitol Hill, while the Potomacs called the White Lot their home. Being able to win games away from “home” became a point of pride. A newspaper story described the subtext: “The Base Ball fraternity and the sympathizing public began to say that each club had the advantage on its own grounds, and the Potomacs, unwilling to admit this, yielded to the wish of the Nationals to play on their grounds the game deciding the championship of Washington, and probably the South.” The Potomacs made their point. They won that late October game, an ancient Fall Classic, 32–16, on the Nationals’ home field. “The result has been a triumph for the Potomac by more handsome odds than ever,” the reporter added.

The piece provoked an angry response from both teams. A letter to the editor signed by “National” retorted that both teams had agreed ahead of time that whoever won the pregame coin toss would choose to play on the opponents’ field. A member of the Potomacs also wrote in, saying that his team had chosen to play on the Nationals’ grounds after winning the coin toss “to disabuse the public of an idea [that] has gained credence that a club could play best on their own ground, and not for any other reason.” He also apologized for some of his teammates, who “were betrayed into expressions of triumph, and disposed to be a little more boastful than either good taste or sober second thought would permit.” One can assume there wasn’t any trash talking or high fives, but celebrations didn’t fit in with the game as it was played back then.

One of the first fans was President Lincoln. A November 1860 editorial cartoon shows him vanquishing his three opponents in the presidential race on a baseball diamond. Each candidate holds a bat with his political position: “fusion,” “nonintervention,” “slavery extension,” and, in Lincoln’s case, “equal rights and free territory.” The president-elect is standing on home plate.

The Potomacs, despite their “championship,” soon faded from view, while the Nationals continued to play baseball through the Civil War. In the summer of 1865, they played a tournament against the Brooklyn Atlantics and Philadelphia Athletics at the Ellipse. Lincoln’s successor, President Andrew Johnson, let government clerks out early to catch the action. (What a cool boss!) He attended one of the games himself, along with six thousand other fans.

The local team made a poor showing. The Nationals lost the first game, 87–12, to Philadelphia, and then fell to Brooklyn, 34–19. But the game continued to increase in social stature, as players from all teams visited Johnson at the White House. In October, Washington took on another team from Brooklyn, the Excelsiors, and earned a matter of East Coast respect by beating them, 36–30. That night, the home team feted their guests with a “complimentary dinner” of mock turtle soup, baked bluefish with port wine sauce, boiled ham, tongue, leg of mutton with caper sauce, and other old-school entrees.

The rivalry with New York continued the next season. An 1866 newspaper story observed: “This game is becoming a matter of national importance. As New York is the centre of the fraternity of the North, Washington is the baseball city of the South.” In fact, the Nationals’ only losses in 1866 were in New York, according to “The Washington Nationals and the Development of America’s National Pastime,” a historical paper by Frank Ceresi and Carol McMains. “As much of a mark as the Nationals had made in the capital region, even being dubbed ‘champions of the South,’ New York was still the baseball capital,” they write. Also in 1866, the Nationals accepted a challenge from the American Cricket Club. The Nationals smoked their bat-and-ball cousins, 70–10.

The following season, 1867, the Nationals took off on a tour of what was then considered the West—cities like Cincinnati, Louisville, Indianapolis, Chicago, and St. Louis. Winning big, the Nationals walloped opponents by margins as large as 53–10, 88–12, and 90–10, before being upset by the Forest City Club of Rockford, Illinois, 29–23, their only loss of the trip. Washington rebounded by throttling the Chicago Excelsiors, 49–4.

The gentlemanly era of the sport was passing. In 1870, a poolroom owner named Mike Scanlon laid the groundwork for more organized baseball by building a ballpark at the corner of 17th and S Streets N.W., complete with five hundred seats. His team, the Olympics, entered the National Association of Professional Base Ball Players the following season, winning 16 of 31 games. The Nationals joined them in the league in 1872. But setting a pattern of Washington baseball futility, both teams finished at the bottom of the league—the Nationals last in the eleven-team league, and the Olympics eighth.

The league disbanded in 1875, replaced by the National League of Professional Base Ball Clubs in 1876, which did not include a Washington franchise. But DC teams did make several appearances in the 1880s: the Washington Statesmen in the American Association, the Washington Nationals in the Union Association, and a four-year stint by the Washington Nationals in the National League. None of them were any good. The Nationals, for example, finished last three times in the eight-team National League, and seventh once, before hanging up their spikes after the 1889 season.

But the Nats did feature some notable players in their short big-league run. One was Cornelius Alexander McGillicuddy, an excellent defensive catcher and fan favorite. Sportswriters shortened his name to Connie Mack, and the young catcher went on to make his mark as a Hall of Fame manager. He managed the Philadelphia Athletics an amazing fifty years, covering the first half of the twentieth century.

In 1888, a deaf-mute player named William Hoy, known as “Dummy” Hoy, stole eighty-two bases as a rookie outfielder for Washington. According to legend, umpires began to use hand signals to accommodate his disability. Seventy-three years later, at the age of ninety-nine, he threw out the first ball of the 1961 World Series. His life story was turned into a play called The Signal Season of Dummy Hoy.

Visiting ballplayers in Hoy’s days stayed at the downtown Willard Hotel, where they would sit in armchairs in front of the building, chew tobacco, and fraternize with fans on a street nicknamed “Boulevard de Base Ball.” A Washington Star story described an interaction one day between player Mike Kelly and a local fan.

“Why is it that Washington can’t win any pennant?” the fan asked.

“Because you are so damned busy making money in that place across the street,” Kelly responded, pointing to the Treasury Building, “that you don’t give time enough to the honest occupation of playing baseball right.”

A new Washington team was admitted to an expanded twelve-team National League in 1892. Unfortunately, this early version of the Senators wasn’t much better than its predecessors, finishing higher than ninth only once, and never playing over .500 in its eight years of existence.

The Senators were owned by a pair of brothers from Philadelphia, George and J. Earl Warner, who did little to advance baseball’s cause in Washington. The National League bought out the Senators after the 1899 season, returning to eight teams again, as the league also folded franchises in Louisville, Baltimore, and Cleveland. When Ban Johnson started the American League in 1901, Washington was given another chance. This new team was named the Nationals, to avoid confusion with the 1890s team, but fans would continue to refer to them as the Senators.

Washington got off to a bad start. It finished with a .449 winning percentage, sixth place in the eight-team league, blowing one game to Cleveland after leading, 13–5, with two outs in the ninth inning. The team’s luck would not improve any time soon. In 1902, Washington signed outfielder Ed Delahanty away from the Philadelphia Phillies of the rival National League, giving him a $1,000 bump in salary to $4,000. Coming off a season in which he batted .354 for the Phillies, Delahanty was one of the best hitters in the game, and he turned it up a notch for the Senators in 1902, hitting .376. But just two months into the 1903 season, Delahanty, who drank heavily, was suspended for missing a game. He boarded a train from Detroit to New York and was ejected near Niagara Falls for threatening riders. His body was found a few days later in the Niagara River. He was thirty-five.

That 1903 season, Washington stumbled to a last-place finish, one of many, with a 43–94 record (.314). In 1904, the Nationals lost their first thirteen games on their way to the franchise’s worst season ever, 38–113 (.252), and another last-place finish. The team averaged only 1,689 fans a game that year, last in the American League. The team would finish no higher than seventh place until the 1912 season.

A turning point came in 1907. That season, manager Joe Cantillon sent the team’s catcher, Cliff Blankenship, on a western scouting trip to check out some prospects. One was speedster Clyde Milan, who made the team that year and became the Senators’ starting center fielder for the next decade and a half. The other was a young player pitching in Idaho who had come recommended by a traveling salesman.

Walter Perry Johnson, just nineteen years old, impressed Blankenship immediately. “You can’t hit what you can’t see,” the catcher telegraphed Cantillon. “I’ve signed him and he is on his way.”

The Nationals acted just in time. The New York Highlanders’ manager, Clark Griffith, had also gotten word from a friend in Idaho to check out the flame-throwing teenager. By the time Griffith wrote back to send Johnson to New York for a tryout, Washington had already signed him. It worked out well for Griffith, who took over the Senators a few years later.

Johnson was quickly labeled a can’t-miss by Washington sportswriters. “SECURES A PHENOM,” a Washington Post headline declared on June 30, 1907. A subhead explained, “Johnson His Name and He Hails from the Wooly West.” The story reports that Johnson had pitched seventy-five scoreless innings in the semipro Idaho State League and averaged more than fifteen strikeouts a game. Cantillon helped fuel the hype, perhaps tongue-in-cheek, by saying, “If this fellow is what they say he is we (will) have to use only two men in a game, a catcher and Johnson. He strikes out most of the men, so why have an infield and an outfield? I shall give all the boys but the catchers days off when Johnson pitches.”

That was just barely hyperbole. Johnson posted a 1.88 ERA in 110 innings for the Senators that year. The team was so awful, finishing with a .325 winning percentage in 1907, that Johnson’s pitching prowess was good for just a 5–9 record. But the “Big Train” was on his way. The next year, his first full season, Johnson managed to go 14–14 for another bad Senators team, this time with a 1.65 ERA. He “slumped” to a 2.22 ERA in 1909, the only time in his first ten years with an ERA that topped 2.00.

Not only was Johnson an exceptional athlete, he was an exception to one of sports’ unfortunate truisms: Arrogance and greatness go hand in hand. A nonsmoker and nondrinker, Johnson’s strongest expression was, “Goodness gracious sakes alive.” He hated to hit batters; Ty Cobb admitted that he took advantage of Johnson’s good nature by crowding the plate, knowing Johnson would not brush him back.

Sportswriters nicknamed him “Sir Walter” and the “White Knight.” Teammates called him “Barney,” for the race car driver Barney Oldfield. Another of his many nicknames was “The Big Swede,” even though Johnson hailed from German stock, but he never bothered to correct the record. “There are a lot of nice Swedish people, I guess,” he said. “I don’t want to offend anybody.”

Hitters sure found him offensive. Once, Johnson blew two fastballs by Cleveland’s Ray Chapman, and the batter started walking back to the dugout. When the umpire told him he had only two strikes, Chapman responded, “I know, and you can have the next one. It won’t do me any good.”

Folks also called Johnson the “Kansas Cyclone,” playing off his birthplace of Humboldt, Kansas. Legend has it that he developed his pitching speed by pitching hay on the farm back in Kansas. Johnson wasn’t your classic power pitcher. He actually threw more with a sidearm delivery and didn’t mix in many off-speed pitches. “Walter’s idea of a changeup was to just throw harder,” said Cobb, arguably the best hitter in baseball history. “The first time I faced him, I watched him take that easy windup—and then something went past me that made me flinch,” Cobb writes in his book, My Life in Baseball. “I hardly saw the pitch, but I heard it. The thing just hissed with danger. Every one of us knew we’d met the most powerful arm ever turned loose in a ballpark.”

William McCarty watched Johnson as a young fan. “He had a windmill windup, and when he got through with it, he’d throw it as hard as anyone at the time,” recalls McCarty, who became team mascot and ball boy in the early 1930s, when Johnson was manager. “But he was a very soft guy. He set a great example, telling me the things I needed to do to succeed in life.”

Johnson set the all-time strikeout record of 3,508 (later broken by Nolan Ryan) and led the league in strikeouts a dozen times. His 417–279 record (.599) puts him second in career wins, behind Cy Young. He still holds the record for career shutouts, with 110, which surely will never be matched in today’s obsessive pitch count era. Once, he shut out the New York Highlanders (later renamed the Yankees) three times in four days. He probably could have thrown four shutouts, except that there was no Sunday baseball played back then in New York.

Johnson could do it all. In those days, when starting pitchers often came in to relieve on their days “off,” Johnson went 40–30 with thirty-four saves out of the bullpen. He had a career batting average of .235, with twenty-four home runs, and hit an astonishing .433 in one season.

But Johnson played for lousy teams early on, and he didn’t have a winning record until his fourth year in the big leagues. That season, 1910, he had a breakout year—a 25–17 record, 1.36 ERA, and a career-high 313 strikeouts. Johnson may have been a nice guy, but he knew his value. Holding out before the next season, he demanded that the team double his salary to $9,000. He finally settled on a three-year deal at $7,000 a year.

Despite having the game’s best pitcher, the Senators continued to struggle. In Johnson’s first five seasons, the Nationals finished in seventh place three times and last twice, including a 42–110 record in 1909—a .276 winning percentage. The team was so bad that year that in Johnson’s five starts in July, Washington failed to score even one run for him. It’s no wonder that he lost a career-high twenty-five games in 1909.

The franchise’s fortunes changed dramatically in 1912, when Clark Griffith took over as manager. The Griffith name became synonymous with Washington baseball for the next half-century. Griffith was born in a log cabin in Clear Creek, Missouri, in 1869. His father was shot and killed when Clark was just two years old, mistaken for a deer while hunting. Griffith later claimed that outlaw Jesse James had been a friend of his father’s and slept in his home one night.

Young Clark and his siblings spent time growing up with relatives. “My early life made me very sympathetic toward orphans,” he wrote years later. Griffith and his wife, known as “Aunt Addie,” would adopt the children of her late brother, Jimmy Robertson, and the children would work for the team in one capacity or another, including Griffith’s ultimate successor, Calvin.

That sympathy was manifested in other parts of his life as well. Washington Post sports editor Shirley Povich recalled years later being in Griffith’s office one day when the newspaper ran photos of a widow and two small children on the sidewalk after being evicted. “The tough little former pitcher who in one season had been thrown out of more baseball games than any other player in history reacted to the eviction picture,” Povich wrote.

Griffith told the team secretary, “Find these people and bring them to my house and rent them a house of their own before the day is over and pay the rent for six months and call some of our friends in Congress and get the lady a job.” Then he turned to Povich and said, “If this gets in the paper I’ll take you out in the woodshed and give you what you deserve.”

At the age of seven, Griffith got his first taste of baseball as a mascot for a local team, and he became batboy two years later. After four years of semipro ball, he began his big-league career with the St. Louis Browns of the American Association, at the age of twenty-one.

Griffith’s build was all wrong for pitching. He was just five feet, six inches tall, weighing 156 pounds, and the mustard on his fastball was definitely of the mild variety. Still, by cunning and grit—and no hesitation in scuffing up the ball—he became a good pitcher, winning twenty games seven times and finishing his career with a .619 winning percentage and a 3.31 ERA. His best years were in the 1890s for Cap Anson’s Chicago Colts (an early name for the team that would become the Cubs).

But Griffith’s true calling was not pitching, and, in December 1900, he helped change the course of baseball. Ban Johnson, president of a minor circuit called the Western League, and Charles Comiskey, a Western League team owner, plotted along with Griffith to upgrade to big-league status—the American League.

Griffith’s main charge was to lure players away from the National League, giving the upstart organization instant credibility. Griffith, one of Comiskey’s former players, prevailed upon thirty-nine National Leaguers to switch leagues, according to a 1940 Saturday Evening Post profile.

When the league started up in 1901, Griffith became a player-manager of Comiskey’s Chicago White Stockings and led them to a first-place finish and the league’s inaugural pennant. (The first World Series was still two years away.) Griffith also went 24–7 with a 2.67 ERA. In 1903, he became the first manager of the New York Highlanders. Griffith piloted the New York team for five and a half years but quit in 1908, as the team was on its way to a last-place finish. Returning to his old league, he managed three years for the Cincinnati Reds but was unhappy in the senior circuit. He would later refer to his time with the Reds as his “exile back in the National League.”

Then a dream job opened up, although only in his eyes: managing in Washington. It wasn’t exactly a plum gig, and many friends tried to talk Griffith out of taking a job in what was considered a baseball graveyard. Washington had yet to have a winning record in eleven seasons and was coming off its second straight seventh-place season entering the 1912 campaign. Griffith signed for $7,500 a year and paid $27,000 to buy a 10 percent ownership in the team, making him the single largest stockholder. He mortgaged his six-thousand-acre Montana ranch for $20,000 to come up with most of the money.

Griffith immediately cleaned house. He traded catcher Gabby Street to New York and unloaded several veteran players as part of a youth movement. On May 30, 1912, Griffith purchased twenty-four-year-old first baseman Chick Gandil for $12,000. The Senators immediately reeled off seventeen straight wins. Gandil would hit .305 that year, with fifteen triples in just 117 games. He would later be suspended for life for his role in the infamous Chicago Black Sox scandal in the 1919 World Series.

Clyde Milan, the outfielder who was discovered along with Walter Johnson in 1907, became the team’s spark plug. Milan batted .306 in 1912, with a league-best eighty-eight stolen bases and eleven triples. Johnson, still just twenty-four years old, went 33–12, with a 1.39 ERA and 303 strikeouts.

Under Griffith’s guidance, the Senators catapulted in the standings to second place. Not only did they have their first .500 season, they played at nearly a .600 clip, finishing at .599. Griffith led the team to another second-place finish in 1913, when Johnson, at the age of twenty-five, would have his best year ever—36–7, 1.14 ERA, eleven shutouts, and the first of his two Most Valuable Player Awards. That season, Griffith offered the Detroit Tigers $100,000 for Ty Cobb ($2.3 million in 2012 dollars) but was rebuffed. With Cobb and Johnson on the same team, there’s no telling how good the Senators could have become.

But after the Senators slipped to a disappointing third place in 1914, they almost lost Johnson. In the offseason, the Big Train signed a contract with the Chicago team of the upstart Federal League. Griffith traveled to Kansas City to meet with Johnson, gave him a guilt trip about American League loyalty, and, more importantly, agreed to match the salary. Johnson remained a Senator.

Griffith would never win a pennant as manager of the Senators, but the “Old Fox” did lay the groundwork for the team’s first pennant through smart trades and signings. In 1915, he landed outfielder Sam Rice for $600 and got first baseman Joe Judge as a throw-in as part of another deal. Judge anchored Washington teams as an excellent defensive first baseman and perennial .300 hitter. Rice, a future Hall of Famer, would hit .322 for his career.

As if an early proponent of Moneyball, Griffith continued to get young, cheap players who would pay dividends in the team’s glory years of the 1920s. He bought second baseman Bucky Harris, who, as a “boy wonder” manager, would lead the team to its first pennant in 1924, for $4,000. He landed future Hall of Fame outfielder Goose Goslin, who blossomed into a .316 career hitter, for $6,000. Griffith also traded for shortstop Roger Peckinpaugh, who became the glue on Washington’s steady infield. These players helped form the nucleus of the 1924 Senators World Series championship team.

On the field, Griffith wasn’t able to sustain the managerial magic of his first two seasons, when the team finished in second place. The next five years, Griffith-managed teams finished no better than third, and as low as seventh. After the 1919 season, Griffith found a wealthy backer, Philadelphia exporter William Richardson, and the two men bought a controlling interest in the team, with Griffith becoming team president. He managed one season after that, but the team finished in sixth place, and Griffith decided to replace himself as skipper with shortstop George McBride. Griffith changed managers each of the next three seasons after that, trying to find the winning formula. In 1924, he would finally find his man.





TWO

Washington’s First Championship


By 1923, all but two of the American League’s eight teams had gone to the World Series at least once. The sad-sack St. Louis Browns and the Washington Senators were the only exceptions. Coming off two straight losing seasons and four managers in four years, the Nats gave no indication they would be pennant contenders in 1924. Owner Clark Griffith, who had been the first of those four managers, realized he needed to make a bold move and offered the manager’s job to his twenty-seven-year-old second baseman, Bucky Harris.

Griffith knew something about young managers. He had started his own skipper career at the age of thirty-one, as player-manager of the Chicago White Sox in 1901, and led the team to an American League pennant that season. Still, sportswriters derided Harris’s hiring as “Griffith’s Folly.” “Those boys are going to get somewhere this year,” Griffith insisted at the team’s spring training facility in Tampa, Florida.

In fact, Washington had a pretty talented team, despite its mediocre record the previous couple of years. Its out-field featured two future Hall of Famers, Goose Goslin and Sam Rice, along with Nemo Leibold, all of whom hit .300 or better in 1923. Harris and fiery shortstop Roger Peckinpaugh provided a solid double-play combination, and first baseman Joe Judge provided outstanding defense and offense, batting .314 in 1923. Catcher Muddy Ruel hit .316, giving the team five .300 hitters. The only thing the offense lacked was power, as no regular had hit more than nine home runs in 1923.

Walter Johnson, one of the greatest pitchers of all time, anchored a pitching staff that also included a pair of talented southpaws, George Mogridge and Tom Zachary, and a rubber-armed young reliever, Firpo Marberry. Johnson, now thirty-six years of age, was not quite the unhittable pitcher he had been in the first ten years of his career, when he had an ERA over 2.00 only one year. Still, he was the ace of the staff, and his 1923 numbers had been good by mortal standards—a 17–12 record and 3.48 ERA.

That season came in the middle of the “Roaring Twenties,” a decade of great political and cultural change in the U.S., which began with women finally winning the right to vote. Prohibition sent people flocking to speakeasies and resorting to bathtub gin to get their fix of alcohol. The Charleston, jazz clubs, and newfound freedom for many Americans—who purchased cars for the first time—were also hallmarks of the era.

And in 1924, Bucky Harris wasn’t the only young man with an important gig. That same year, twenty-nine-year-old J. Edgar Hoover was named head of the FBI. F. Scott Fitzgerald, who turned twenty-eight in 1924, began work on The Great Gatsby, which was published in 1925.

In the beginning of the season, it looked like another typical Washington baseball year. After twenty-eight games, the Senators were 12–16, the same record as the previous season, and the hiring of Harris as manager appeared to make no difference. Ty Cobb, the player-manager of the rival Detroit Tigers, made it tougher on the young manager by calling him “baby face” and “snookums.”

Cobb had tested Bucky Harris several years earlier, in Harris’s rookie season, charging in spikes high to break up a double play. The smaller Harris nonetheless whacked Cobb on his bag with a tag, prompting the Tigers star to snarl, “The next time you try that, Bush, I’ll carve you like a turkey.” (“Bush” is short for “bush leaguer,” a putdown for a player who belongs in the minors.)

Harris didn’t hesitate, telling Cobb, who was ten years older, “The next time, old man, that you come at me like that, I’m going to hit you right between the eyes with the ball.”

The two men had another confrontation during the ’24 season, when Cobb spiked young Senators third baseman Ossie Bluege. Harris’s son, Stanley Harris, said that after that play, “every time Cobb would come to second base, with a double play possibility, dad would try to hit him in the head with the ball, and Cobb would try to spike him.” But Cobb appreciated his adversary’s grit, saying years later: “He was my kind of ballplayer and we always played hard against each other—hard but always with respect.”

Washington struggled to play .500 baseball for the first two months of the year, and by mid-June, the Senators fell into sixth place, with a 24–26 record. But the team won its next five games, providing some momentum heading into a four-game series against the first-place Yankees in New York.

The defending World Series champion Yankees would prove an early test for the upstart Senators. Babe Ruth, in his prime at the age of twenty-nine, was having a typical Ruthian season. He would finish the year with forty-six homers—more than double Washington’s total. He also paced the league with a .378 batting average, one of a half-dozen New York regulars to hit over .290. Yankees first baseman Wally Pipp led the league with 19 triples, in his last full season in New York. (The next year, he lost his starting job to twenty-two-year-old Lou Gehrig.)

The Nationals barged into Yankee Stadium by sweeping a Monday afternoon doubleheader, 5–3 and 4–2. They took the third game of the series the next day, 4–3, and completed the stunning four-game sweep by squeaking past the New Yorkers, 3–2. Looking up, the Senators found no one above them in the standings. “Washington got hot quicker than almost any club I ever saw,” Ruth would write years later in his autobiography.

Eight thousand fans welcomed the team home upon its return to Union Station after the series. “Oh You Nationals!” the Washington Post declared. “Washington fans for the first time in their lives will experience the thrill of seeing the home representatives take the field tomorrow afternoon as the official defender of first place.”

The Nationals extended their winning streak to ten games the next day, as Johnson blanked the Athletics, 5–0, in the first game of a doubleheader at Griffith Stadium. But the streak ended in the second game, when Ed Rommel shut out the Senators, 1–0.

By the time Washington and New York met again for a five-game series starting on July 4, the Nationals had opened up a four-game lead over their rivals. But the Yankees quickly stormed back into the race, taking four of the five games to pull within one game of the Senators. A few days later, the Yankees reclaimed first place. They would hold on to it for most of July and August, while Washington kept close, never falling more than three games back. By the time the two teams met again in late August for another pivotal four-game series in New York—the teams’ last matchup of the year—the Nationals had shaved the lead to half a game.

In the opener, Babe Ruth smacked two home runs. But Goose Goslin hit for the cycle, and the Nationals rallied for eight eighth-inning runs en route to an 11–6 victory, propelling the team into first place. The Senators took the second game, 5–1, but saw their pennant hopes flash before their eyes when a line drive off the bat of Wally Schang slammed into Walter Johnson’s pitching hand. The Big Train “crumpled up like an accordion,” in the words of Washington Post sportswriter Frank H. Young. The game was delayed for five minutes as players from both teams gathered around Johnson, who was lifted from the game. Luckily for the Nats, the injury was not serious.

Although New York won the third game, 2–1, behind the pitching of Waite Hoyt, the Senators came back to take the series finale, 4–2, on a two-run double by Sam Rice in the top of the tenth inning, disappointing forty-five thousand fans in the Bronx. By winning three of the four games, Washington claimed the season series, 13–9. Even more impressive, the Nationals had won nine of eleven games played between the two teams at Yankee Stadium.

But the Yankees kept the pressure on their southern rivals. On September 1, Washington swept a doubleheader against the Philadelphia Athletics but couldn’t widen its lead, as the Yankees won both games of a twin billing against the Red Sox. Two days later, New York pulled within one game, beating the Red Sox while the Nationals had the day off.

For the first two weeks of September, the two teams battled to a near standstill in the standings, with New York gaining no more ground, but Washington failing to pull more than two games ahead. The deadlock broke on September 15, when the Yankees finally caught the Nats by defeating the Chicago White Sox, 2–0, while Washington lost by an identical score to the Tigers in Detroit. Not only did the Senators fall into a tie with New York, they found themselves with only a four-game lead over third-place Detroit, the only other team still in the pennant race.

Washington’s trip to Detroit kicked off a crucial four-city western road trip, which would also take the team to Cleveland, St. Louis, and Chicago. But the Senators did not face the usual road-field disadvantage. Fans across the country had taken to the Nats, the sentimental favorite that year, partly because the team had never won a pennant. More importantly, fans wanted to see Johnson finally make it to the World Series after so many years spent playing for lousy teams. “There is more genuine interest in him than there is in a presidential election,” Will Rogers wrote in a syndicated column in September, entitled “Everybody Is Pulling for Walter.”

Harris understood the dynamic and urged the team from Washington to be politic. “Let’s not make any enemies if we can help it,” he told the players. “Most of the western clubs would rather see us win the pennant than the Yankees. Let’s beat ’em, but treat ’em nice.”

On September 19, the Senators pulled a game ahead of the Yankees, with a 15–9 victory over the St. Louis Browns, while the Yankees lost to the Tigers, 6–5, in Detroit. Sam Rice, Goose Goslin, and Earl McNeely paced Washington with four hits apiece. The Tigers, meanwhile, were reduced to playing spoiler; despite their victory, they had fallen seven games off the pace.

The prospect of the team’s first pennant had Washington in a state of crazed excitement. Fans couldn’t turn on ESPN or check their cellphones for updates, but they could see the scores posted by the half-inning on walls of office buildings and groceries. “Base ball in D.C. Classed Disease in Epidemic Form,” declared a headline in the September 20 Washington Evening Star, using the old-school spelling for the sport. The hyperbole continued in the story:


Base ball in the National Capital no longer is a national game. It is a disease, a flaming epidemic, and if something doesn’t happen soon to ease the strain on the faithful fans, half the population of the District of Columbia will be dead of heart failure.

No army fighting in foreign lands ever had the support that the old home town is giving to the Nationals in their dazzling fight for the American League pennant out there in the West, where men are men, where base hits are a blessing and errors the saddest words of tongue or pen.



Back then, the manly West referred to such rugged outposts as Cleveland, Detroit, and Chicago. St. Louis constituted the baseball frontier, with no major-league teams south or west of the city.

Even gray federal bureaucrats were getting swept up, the Star said: “In the government departments, Uncle Sam is losing thousands of dollars a day through the utter helplessness of his employees. They’ve got the base ball palsy.”

If fans were truly on the verge of heart attacks, the Senators’ next game would have sent them into cardiac arrest. A day after scoring fifteen runs, Washington found that fourteen just didn’t cut it, losing to the Browns, 15–14, in ten innings. Protecting a 14–13 lead with one out and the bases loaded in the bottom of the tenth, the Nationals had a chance to win when St. Louis pinch hitter Herschel Bennett tapped one back to the mound for a potential double play.

But rather than throw home to start a one-two-three twin killing, pitcher Firpo Marberry turned around and threw the ball to second base. Unfortunately, no one was covering the bag, and the ball sailed into the outfield, allowing the tying and winning runs to score. Marberry’s miscue was the team’s sixth error of the game, and it helped nullify three Washington comebacks. Starting pitcher Walter Johnson lasted just one inning, getting hammered for four runs (three earned). “The Nationals made a terrible showing, especially for a team with pennant aspirations,” the Post commented. The loss prevented the team from getting some breathing room from the Yankees, who also lost. The lead stayed at just one game.

“We were never so surprised in our lives at the way those western teams fought us—fought us in the face of the boos and protests of their own fans,” Joe Judge recalled a few weeks later. “You know we knocked St. Louis out of the pennant race two years ago, and I guess they just smacked their lips in anticipation when we landed in town, needing that series like we never needed anything else in our lives. Man, they came at us like an avalanche.”

But Washington rebounded from the tough loss, winning the rubber game in St. Louis the next day, while the Yankees again lost in Detroit and the lead widened to two games. That set the stage for the final few games of the season. Washington would travel to Chicago for a three-game series against the White Sox and then finish the season at Fenway Park with a four-game set against the Red Sox—two of the league’s bottom-feeders. New York’s schedule was nearly equally soft—three games on the road against Cleveland, followed by a four-game series in Philadelphia against the Athletics, also among the league’s weaker teams.

But the seventh-place White Sox were not content to play out the string. “The Nationals now realize they have a hard fight on their hands,” the Star reported after Washington won the first game, 8–3, behind Walter Johnson’s thirteenth consecutive victory. The Sox ran the bases as if they, and not the Senators, were in a pennant race, “and when forced to slide did not hesitate to make the National infielders keep a sharp outlook for spikes.” Washington trailed for most of the game, but rallied for six runs in the seventh inning to turn a 3–1 deficit into a 7–3 lead. New York kept pace by beating the Indians, 10–4, in Cleveland.

The two American League pennant leaders continued to keep the heat on one another the next day. Washington eked out a 7–6 victory over the White Sox, nearly blowing a 7–3 lead, while New York beat Cleveland, 8–2. On September 24, the Nationals completed a three-game sweep of Chicago, with a 6–3 victory, but the Yankees again stayed even, beating the Indians, 2–0. Washington had finished its western tour by winning nine of twelve games.

“That the Yankees have been so persistent in their efforts to remain around the top of the heap has not bothered the Bucks greatly,” the Star wrote, turning the Nats’ nickname into one named for the team’s manager. “They have shaken off the Gotham horde three times this season and have no fear of it.”

After a day off Thursday, both teams began their season-ending series on Friday. Washington immediately heightened tensions by losing to Boston, 2–1, while New York hammered the Philadelphia Athletics, 7–1. The loss snapped Washington’s four-game winning streak, Johnson’s thirteen-game winning streak, and Sam Rice’s thirty-one-game hitting streak. Now Washington led by just one game with three to go.

In the loss to Boston, the Senators had a chance to tie the game in the ninth inning but ran themselves out of a rally. With runners on first and third and two outs, Washington base runner Roger Peckinpaugh took off for second base on a delayed steal, but he was tagged out in a rundown before the runner on third, Ossie Bluege, could score.

A tie in the standings looked like a distinct possibility. In that case, New York and Washington would play a best-of-three playoff series to determine the pennant winner. Manager Bucky Harris encouraged his depressed players to shake off the loss: “We’ll win our games and let those Yankees take care of themselves. Don’t expect them to waver. Just see to it that we don’t and we’ll take the championship back to Washington Wednesday. We are good enough to win, and if we play our game we will win.”

The team responded with a 7–5 victory the next day, which brought Washington tantalizingly close to its first pennant. Coupled with the Yankees’ 4–3 loss in Philadelphia, Washington now had a two-game lead with just two games to go. The phrase “magic number” had not yet been coined, but people still grasped the concept. The Nats needed just one victory or one Yankees loss to clinch the pennant. Meanwhile, in the National League, the New York Giants had iced their fourth straight pennant by beating the Philadelphia Phillies, 5–1.

Both the Nationals and Yankees had to cool their heels the next day. Neither Boston nor Philadelphia played home games on Sundays during that time because of blue laws. Trying to stay relaxed, Senators’ players used the day off to sightsee around Boston, attend football games, or go fishing.

Although a Yankees loss would clinch a Nationals pennant, Manager Harris was not banking on it: “We are going to put every ounce of fighting strength into tomorrow’s game and pack away the old American League pennant; we are not depending on the Athletics beating the Yankees in Philadelphia either tomorrow or Tuesday, for I feel positive that we will experience little difficulty in disposing of the Red Sox in one of the remaining two games here, one victory assuring us of the first championship ever won by a Washington ball team.”

Washington started Tom Zachary, the pitcher who had come out of the bullpen to save the previous game, but he didn’t have it this time, surrendering two runs in three innings. Zachary did contribute offensively, going 2-for-2, and was lifted in the fourth inning for a pinch runner, with Washington clinging to a 3–2 lead.

So once again, the Nationals were forced to turn to their rubber-armed reliever, Firpo Marberry, although that rubber had been stretched thin of late. Marberry was making his fiftieth appearance of the season (including fourteen starts), and his tenth in the team’s last nineteen games. Just the day before, he had complained of a sore arm, which was diagnosed as a slight muscle strain.

Marberry’s arm had some elasticity left after all. He pitched five straight scoreless innings, giving up only three hits, and then started the ninth inning with a 4–2 lead. But with one out, pinch hitter Danny Clark singled, and Denny Williams, who had collected two hits on the day, came up with a chance to tie the game. But this time, he managed just a ground ball to second baseman Bucky Harris, and the player-manager stepped on second base and threw to first, for a pennant-clinching double play.

The celebration at Fenway Park that followed must have made the Senators feel like they had been playing on their home field. The fifteen thousand Red Sox fans were caught up in the national craze for the nation’s capital team, with a little extra incentive, as Washington’s pennant denied Boston’s hated rival, the Yankees, a chance to repeat as American League champions.

Hundreds of fans rushed onto the field to mob the Senators, and thousands more cheered the team as it left the field. They tossed straw hats into the air and waved handkerchiefs, and some lifted Nats owner Griffith from his seat in the stands and ferried him down to the dugout. Griffith, Harris, and Johnson received standing ovations.

Meanwhile, back in Washington, in the days before fans could gather in sports bars to see their teams on the road, thousands had congregated in the drenching rain to watch the mechanical scoreboards register updates from Boston. More fortunate fans listened to the game indoors on the city’s first radio station, WRC, which had just begun broadcasting two months earlier.

In Philadelphia, rain washed out the scheduled Yankees–Athletics doubleheader, and the meaningless games were not made up. New York’s season was over. But having vanquished one New York team, Washington now had to take on another—the ten-time National League champion New York Giants. Washington’s pennant broke up a Big Apple baseball monopoly—the previous three World Series had been New York–New York affairs.

“Naturally we are a happy lot, just like one big family, everybody tickled,” Griffith said. He continued:


We are going after the World Series and realize in that connection that we are going up against the hardest club in the majors. The Giants have a wonderful ball club and are at their very best when the stakes are heaviest. I have no fear of the ball club cracking even though we are not as experienced as the Giants. We will give our best, and it will be a series [that] Washington, at least, will long remember.



Griffith added that the pennant “vindicated” his much-maligned decision to hire the young and unproven Harris as manager. “I knew he could do it and he did,” he declared.

For Harris, it was business as usual. Before leaving Boston to return to Washington, the player-manager told his players, “Winning the pennant means just another hard job for us, fellows, so after you land in Washington Wednesday get all the rest you can before reporting at the ball yard at one o’clock for practice.”

The next day’s Star ran a three-column cartoon featuring a smiling and celebrating Uncle Sam; the Washington Monument turned into semi-human form with outstretched arms, one hoisting a pennant; and even the Capitol Dome shaped like a baseball, with the bronze female statue on the top yelling, “Hooray!”

“The champions are not Washington’s alone,” wrote sportswriter John B. Keller. “They belong to the country, as typified in its National Capital, and the entire Nation insists upon sharing with Washington the joy and pride that follows the Griffmen.”

President Calvin Coolidge, a Yankee in the literal sense (hailing from Vermont), sent a telegram to Manager Harris, saying, “Heartiest congratulations to you and your team for your great work in bringing Washington its first pennant. We of Washington are proud of you and behind you. On to the world’s championship.”

Other branches of government celebrated as well. “The good news gives me a distinct thrill,” said Supreme Court Justice Joseph McKenna. “I am delighted, and I am sure that all of Washington feels likewise.”

The U.S. postmaster, James E. Power, traveled three thousand miles from California—in the days before transcontinental flights—to attend the World Series. “Out in California, everybody was rooting for Washington to win,” he said. Major League Baseball on the West Coast was more than thirty years away.

Even Ty Cobb, the player-manager of the Detroit Tigers, jumped on the bandwagon. “I didn’t win the pennant, but I had the consolation of kicking the Yankees out of the race, and I got quite a kick out of that,” he said, referring to Detroit’s three-game sweep of New York in the final weeks of the season. He said he was rooting for Washington to win the series. “They are imbued with the competitive spirit, and they’ll fight hard.”

On the train ride back to Washington, Judge said the team tapped the national affection for inspiration. “We knew that the country wanted us to win, and that’s what helped to keep us fighting,” he said. But Judge was miffed at a New York newspaper story that predicted easy pickings for the Giants. “This bird is going to be a lot wiser, but sadder, when this series is over,” he said of the New York reporter.

If the Nationals needed some confidence, all they needed was a pep talk from their batboy, Frankie, who was practically blasé about the pennant. “What’s all the fuss about?” the batboy told a newspaper reporter, adding:


Goodnight, the time to shout was a month ago. Why, it was a cinch. We had that pennant all ironed out and properly creased with a special place built for it in my bat bag four weeks ago. The Giants? Say, you’re not kidding me, are you? If you’ve got any extra money and want to make a lot more, easy, see, soak it all on the Nats. They’re there, I tell you.



Frankie’s bravado notwithstanding, the Giants posed a formidable challenge. The team had won its fourth straight pennant and featured future Hall of Fame manager John McGraw, already legendary in baseball circles. McGraw, who became one of the few managers to wear a suit and tie in the dugout rather than a uniform, had been at the helm of the Giants since 1902, guiding the team to ten pennants.

Despite Walter Johnson, most observers gave New York the edge in pitching—then, as now, crucial in a short series. The Giants’ rotation featured two sixteen-game winners, Virgil Barnes and Jack Bentley; talented left-hander Art Nehf, who went 14–4; and Hugh McQuillan, who posted a 2.69 ERA. They performed especially strongly down the pennant stretch drive.

The offense featured an astonishing seven future Hall of Famers: George Kelly, who led the league with 136 RBIs, and whose twenty-one homers were just one less than the entire Washington team; Frankie Frisch, the scrappy team captain and perennial .300 hitter who hit .328, with fifteen triples and a league-high 121 runs; rookie Bill Terry, who later became the last .400 hitter in National League history; Travis Jackson, a .300 hitter and outstanding defensive shortstop; Ross Youngs, who led the team with a .356 batting average; rookie Hack Wilson, who six years later set the single-season RBI record, with 191; and 18-year-old rookie Freddie Lindstrom, who would go on to hit .311 in a 13-year career.

Washington’s offense stressed getting on base and manufacturing runs, with a special emphasis on the hit-andrun. Only one player hit more than three home runs—outfielder Goose Goslin, who finished with twelve. In fact, the Senators’ twenty-two homers during the regular season put them dead last in the American League. But the lineup featured a trio of .300 hitters—Goslin (.344), Sam Rice (.334), and Joe Judge (.324)—and no regular batted below .268.

Aside from Johnson, Washington’s pitching staff still had some solid “twirlers,” as pitchers were often called back then. Southpaw George Mogridge won sixteen games, and fellow lefty Tom Zachary won fifteen, with a 2.75 ERA. Curly Ogden, acquired during the season, rounded out the rotation with a 2.58 ERA. But there was concern that the staff had been spent by the end of the season. Some even expressed concern that Johnson, despite his stellar season, had finished only twenty of his thirty-eight starts.

That would be considered a staggering success in modern-day baseball, but not by 1920s standards. The Big Train, who turned thirty-seven after the season, admitted he wasn’t the same pitcher he had been in his prime. “I realize that I cannot go much further,” he said. “My arm is still good, but I know I haven’t got the stuff I used to have. When the season started I had fully made up my mind to retire at the end of this year. Now it all depends on what comes up this winter.”

As usual, Johnson carried the capital’s aspirations on his big shoulders. “I think we will win the World Series under any circumstances, but I am doubly sure we will win if Walter Johnson is right,” Harris said.

Two thousand fans camped out at Union Station to greet the team upon its return to Washington Wednesday morning, the day after the regular-season finale. In the afternoon, one hundred thousand people jammed Pennsylvania Avenue for a parade to celebrate the team’s first pennant. The self-importance that marks Washington was dropped for a day, as the Star described it, writing, “This debonair old capital of the United States completely forgot to take itself seriously in its eagerness to give its conquerors a welcome befitting champions.”

Whistles, car horns, and cheers punctured the air along the procession, which included mounted policemen, a U.S. Cavalry Band, and red-coated members of the Washington Riding and Hunt Club. At the Ellipse by the White House, President Calvin Coolidge told the players, “By bringing the baseball pennant to Washington you have made the National Capital more truly the center of worthy and honorable national aspirations.” Coolidge, joined on the stage by Bucky Harris and Walter Johnson, presented the player-manager with a “loving cup” as a gift. He also joked that now that the team had won the pennant, perhaps the city could actually get some work done. “When the entire population reached the point of requiring the game to be described play-by-play, I began to doubt whether the highest efficiency was being promoted,” he said.

The president relayed that he had received a telegram from Congressman John F. Miller of Washington State, asking that Coolidge call a special session of Congress that Saturday so that lawmakers could sneak out and go to the ballpark to see Johnson pitch in the series opener. “Mr. Miller has such judgment and his sense of public psychology is so accurate that I do not need to say what party he represents,” Coolidge said of his fellow Republican. After the president left, fans crowded around the stage and shouted out, “Three Cheers for Bucky!” “Welcome Home Bucky!” “Hello, Goose.”

But word soon came of a scandal that threatened to derail the World Series. Commissioner Kenesaw Mountain Landis banned a player and coach on the National League champion Giants after learning of an alleged bribery plot. According to Philadelphia Phillies shortstop Heinie Sand, Giants outfielder Jimmy O’Connell had offered him $500 to throw a game against the Giants on the last weekend of the season. The Giants locked up the pennant with a victory in that very game. O’Connell then implicated one of his coaches, Cozy Dolan, as the mastermind behind the plan.

Coming only five years after the infamous Black Sox scandal, in which eight White Sox players had allegedly thrown the 1919 World Series, the sport’s integrity was once again at stake. There was even a debate about whether the Fall Classic should be played at all. No less a figure than the American League president, Ban Johnson, second-guessed Commissioner Kenesaw Mountain Landis’s decision to go forward with it. “In view of the public statements the World Series should have been called off,” he said. Johnson also suggested that there was probably a bigger plot to buy off Phillies players than had been revealed publicly. “It is my opinion that others of the Philadelphia players, in addition to Heinie Sand, were approached in an effort to have games thrown,” he stated, and called for a federal investigation.

Pittsburgh Pirates owner Barney Dreyfuss joined Johnson in the criticism. He said:


If this thing is not cleared up properly and to the entire satisfaction of the public by bringing every guilty man to justice—and there must be more than two involved—I will be in favor of eliminating the World Series, for a time at least, as a growing menace to the best interests of the game.



Dreyfuss added, “It is absurd to say that O’Connell and Dolan were the only ones involved.”

O’Connell, in fact, had fingered teammates Frankie Frisch, George Kelly, and Ross Youngs, but Landis cleared the three players. And the commissioner told Johnson and Dreyfuss to buzz off: “It seems to be time for those not clothed with responsibility to keep their shirts on,” he said.

Ban Johnson telegraphed Griffith to tell him he would not attend the series, sending the Old Fox into a rage against his erstwhile ally. “Johnson is trying to play baseball politics and is taking advantage of an unpleasant situation with which he has nothing to do, to put Judge Landis in a bad light,” the Washington owner said. “We have waited years for this world’s series and now Johnson wants to call it off, which would be manifestly unfair to the Senators and to the fans of this city, who have so loyally supported the team.”

The series went forward, and it was another Johnson—Walter—who would be the focus of attention. Johnson was coming off an excellent regular season—23–7, with a 2.72 ERA, leading the American League in wins, winning percentage, ERA, strikeouts, and shutouts. It was his best season since 1919. He even hit .283, with a .389 slugging percentage. “Outside of the most rabid of Giant partisans, fans throughout this country will root for him in unison,” predicted the Associated Press.

“All the sentiment of sentimental Washington is built around Johnson,” the New York Times declared. “He is bigger than the Washington Monument, broader than the Potomac River.” And the Nationals had the nation pulling for them, the Times observed: “Harris and his players are liked everywhere because they are young and dashing and enthusiastic. New York is hated because it has won too many pennants and possesses too much money and is too powerful.” Some things never change.

More than one hundred fifty thousand fans tried to get tickets for the first two games at Griffith Stadium, which had been expanded to thirty-six thousand seats to accommodate the World Series crowds. Prices ranged from a buck in the bleachers to six dollars for box seats. Some fans managed to gain admittance by securing jobs as peanut and soda vendors.

Bert Abramson, who was an eleven-year-old boy at the time, got to see the first game of the series for free by taking advantage of a policy that let kids under twelve in for free if they were accompanied by an adult. “There was a big tree outside Griffith Stadium, and we used to stay there, and you’d ask: ‘Mister, will you take me in? It won’t cost you anything,’” Abramson recalls nearly ninety years later.

Abramson, who turned one hundred shortly after the 2012 season, lived at 7th and N Streets N.W. as a child and walked the eight or nine blocks to the ballpark for that first series game. Once he got inside, he sat on the steps in the pavilion. He said the fans were mostly men in coats and ties. “The crowd was very nice,” Abramson said. “It wasn’t loud. They didn’t have waves. No screaming or anything like that. They would wave the hats. I don’t remember any booing.” He didn’t get to see any other games of the series, because after the first game, the Senators changed the policy and wouldn’t let anyone into the ballpark without a ticket.

Abramson’s most vivid memory from the 1924 Senators was from a regular-season game he attended: “I remember Walter Johnson—he knocked a home run. And that was very interesting. That was my favorite play. I couldn’t believe a pitcher was making a home run! Our man now, Stephen Strasburg, he knocked a home run. And I was telling everybody, I saw Walter Johnson hit a home run, back in ’24. I grabbed it. People fell over my head. They were trying to catch the ball. I didn’t have a glove, like they do nowadays.”

Washington, still very much a southern city at the time, drew fans for the World Series from points all across the South; there was not yet a team in Atlanta or Florida, or














































































APPENDIX A

OLD SENATORS STATISTICS



	Year
	League
	Record
	Finish



	




	1960
	American Lg
	73–81 (.474)
	5



	1959
	American Lg
	63–91 (.409)
	8



	1958
	American Lg
	61–93 (.396)
	8



	1957
	American Lg
	55–99 (.357)
	8



	1956
	American Lg
	59–95 (.383)
	7



	1955
	American Lg
	53–101 (.344)
	8



	1954
	American Lg
	66–88 (.429)
	6



	1953
	American Lg
	76–76 (.500)
	5



	1952
	American Lg
	78–76 (.506)
	5



	1951
	American Lg
	62–92 (.403)
	7



	1950
	American Lg
	67–87 (.435)
	5



	1949
	American Lg
	50–104 (.325)
	8



	1948
	American Lg
	56–97 (.366)
	7



	1947
	American Lg
	64–90 (.416)
	7



	1946
	American Lg
	76–78 (.494)
	4



	1945
	American Lg
	87–67 (.565)
	2



	1944
	American Lg
	64–90 (.416)
	8



	1943
	American Lg
	84–69 (.549)
	2



	1942
	American Lg
	62–89 (.411)
	7



	1941
	American Lg
	70–84 (.455)
	6



	1940
	American Lg
	64–90 (.416)
	7



	1939
	American Lg
	65–87 (.428)
	6



	1938
	American Lg
	75–76 (.497)
	5



	1937
	American Lg
	73–80 (.477)
	6



	1936
	American Lg
	82–71 (.536)
	4



	1935
	American Lg
	67–86 (.438)
	6



	1934
	American Lg
	66–86 (.434)
	7



	1933
	American Lg
	99–53 (.651)
	AL 1



	1932
	American Lg
	93–61 (.604)
	3



	1931
	American Lg
	92–62 (.597)
	3



	1930
	American Lg
	94–60 (.610)
	2



	1929
	American Lg
	71–81 (.467)
	5



	1928
	American Lg
	75–79 (.487)
	4



	1927
	American Lg
	85–69 (.552)
	3



	1926
	American Lg
	81–69 (.540)
	4



	1925
	American Lg
	96–55 (.636)
	AL 1



	1924
	American Lg
	92–62 (.597)
	WS 1



	1923
	American Lg
	75–78 (.490)
	4



	1922
	American Lg
	69–85 (.448)
	6



	1921
	American Lg
	80–73 (.523)
	4



	1920
	American Lg
	68–84 (.447)
	6



	1919
	American Lg
	56–84 (.400)
	7



	1918
	American Lg
	72–56 (.562)
	3



	1917
	American Lg
	74–79 (.484)
	5



	1916
	American Lg
	76–77 (.497)
	7



	1915
	American Lg
	85–68 (.556)
	4



	1914
	American Lg
	81–73 (.526)
	3



	1913
	American Lg
	90–64 (.584)
	2



	1912
	American Lg
	91–61 (.599)
	2



	1911
	American Lg
	64–90 (.416)
	7



	1910
	American Lg
	66–85 (.437)
	7



	1909
	American Lg
	42–110 (.276)
	8



	1908
	American Lg
	67–85 (.441)
	7



	1907
	American Lg
	49–102 (.325)
	8



	1906
	American Lg
	55–95 (.367)
	7



	1905
	American Lg
	64–87 (.424)
	7



	1904
	American Lg
	38–113 (.252)
	8



	1903
	American Lg
	43–94 (.314)
	8



	1902
	American Lg
	61–75 (.449)
	6



	1901
	American Lg
	61–72 (.459)
	6









APPENDIX B

NEW SENATORS STATISTICS



	Year
	League
	Record
	Finish



	




	1971
	AL East
	63–96 (.396)
	  5



	1970
	AL East
	70–92 (.432)
	  6



	1969
	ALEast
	86–76 (.531)
	  4



	1968
	American Lg
	65–96 (.404)
	  10



	1967
	American Lg
	76–85 (.472)
	  6



	1966
	American Lg
	71–88 (.447)
	  8



	1965
	American Lg
	70–92 (.432)
	  8



	1964
	American Lg
	62–100 (.383)
	  9



	1963
	American Lg
	56–106 (.346)
	  10



	1962
	American Lg
	60–101 (.373)
	  10



	1961
	American Lg
	61–100 (.379)
	  9









APPENDIX C

NATIONALS STATISTICS



	Year
	Record
	Finish



	




	2019
	93–68 (.574)
	  2



	2018
	82–80 (.506)
	  2



	2017
	97–65 (.599)
	  1



	2016
	95–67 (.586)
	  1



	2015
	83–79 (.512)
	  2



	2014
	96–66 (.593)
	  1



	2013
	86–76 (.531)
	  2



	2012
	98–64 (.605)
	  1



	2011
	80–81 (.497)
	  3



	2010
	69–93 (.426)
	  5



	2009
	59–103 (.364)
	  5



	2008
	59–102 (.366)
	  5



	2007
	73–89 (.451)
	  4



	2006
	71–91 (.438)
	  5



	2005
	81–81 (.500)
	  5
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[image: Stephen Strasburg pitching in the first inning of Game 6 of the 2019 World Series. Strasburg gave up two runs in the frame but then threw 7⅓ scoreless innings, leading the Nats to a 7–2 victory that tied the series at three games each. AP Photo/Matt Slocum]
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[image: Nats left fielder Juan Soto makes a shoestring catch to rob Astros’ George Springer of a hit in the second inning of Game 7 of the 2019 World Series. The Nats went on to win the game, 6–2, and Washington’s first title in 95 years. AP Photo/Matt Slocum]
Nats left fielder Juan Soto makes a shoestring catch to rob Astros’ George Springer of a hit in the second inning of Game 7 of the 2019 World Series. The Nats went on to win the game, 6–2, and Washington’s first title in 95 years. AP Photo/Matt Slocum




[image: Patrick Corbin throws the first of three scoreless relief innings against Houston in Game 7 of the 2019 World Series, earning the win in Washington’s 6–2 series-clinching victory. AP Photo/David J. Phillip]
Patrick Corbin throws the first of three scoreless relief innings against Houston in Game 7 of the 2019 World Series, earning the win in Washington’s 6–2 series-clinching victory. AP Photo/David J. Phillip




[image: Howie Kendrick hits the decisive blow in the decisive seventh game of the 2019 World Series, a two-run, seventh-inning homer off Will Harris that gave Washington a 3–2 lead it would never relinquish. AP Photo/David J. Phillip]
Howie Kendrick hits the decisive blow in the decisive seventh game of the 2019 World Series, a two-run, seventh-inning homer off Will Harris that gave Washington a 3–2 lead it would never relinquish. AP Photo/David J. Phillip




[image: The Nationals celebrate after winning their first World Series in franchise history, and Washington’s first since 1924, at Minute Maid Park in Houston. AP Photo/Matt Slocum]
The Nationals celebrate after winning their first World Series in franchise history, and Washington’s first since 1924, at Minute Maid Park in Houston. AP Photo/Matt Slocum




[image: Nats first baseman Ryan Zimmerman atop a bus during the Nats’ 2019 World Series parade in Washington. Wikimedia Commons]
Nats first baseman Ryan Zimmerman atop a bus during the Nats’ 2019 World Series parade in Washington. Wikimedia Commons




[image: President Donald Trump waves from his box at Game 5 of the 2019 World Series at Nationals Park. Nats fans booed the president loudly, and went home in a bad mood, as the Astros won 7–1 to take a 3–2 series lead. White House photo]
President Donald Trump waves from his box at Game 5 of the 2019 World Series at Nationals Park. Nats fans booed the president loudly, and went home in a bad mood, as the Astros won 7–1 to take a 3–2 series lead. White House photo
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