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				FROM COOPERSTOWN TO BLOOPERSTOWN

				
 

				In baseball, there is just no end to shame. 

				We’re not talking about steroid use and performance-enhancing drugs, player suspensions and superstar confessions, congressional hearings and federal trials. No, the shame we’re talking about is the flip side of Major League Baseball—the bloopers, blunders, and boneheaded plays that make us laugh. 

				In our Baseball Hall of Shame™ series, published between 1985 and 1992, we chronicled more than 100 years of baseball goofs and gaffes. As historians of the offbeat side of sports, we paid homage to the Major Leagues’ zaniest characters, funniest plays, and head-scratchingest moments. For example, in true Hall of Shame fashion, Chicago Cubs outfielder Lou “The Mad Russian” Novikoff insisted that his wife taunt him from the stands because it made him a better hitter. Another classic Hall of Shamer was New York Yankees outfielder and famed trencherman Ping Bodie, who took on Percy the ostrich in the heavyweight spaghetti-eating championship of the world and beat the bird in the 11th round. Then, there’s Philadelphia Phillies batter Richie Ashburn, who hit a screaming foul ball into the stands that smacked a grandmother in the face and then, as she was being carried out on a stretcher, whacked another foul ball that struck her again! And don’t forget pitcher Burleigh Grimes. He was so furious at Goose Goslin for getting a hit off him that three innings later he threw a beanball at Goslin—while Goose was still standing in the on-deck circle!

				Although we stopped writing the Hall of Shame series to pursue separate interests, our love for baseball—especially the game’s wacky side—never waned. Much to our delight, the national pastime has continued to provide fans with a never-ending supply of embarrassingly nutty moments. Whether he’s an All-Star or a journeyman, every ballplayer is capable on any given day of a goofy misplay.

				Over the years, we have, in our own individual ways, shared many of our favorite Hall of Shame stories with a whole new generation. Bruce has been regaling young fans at Dodger Stadium with classic accounts of shame. Allan has, too, with his grandchildren, nieces, and nephews, and with kids playing Cal Ripken Baseball in Tallahassee, Florida, and Asheville, North Carolina. 

				So it was only a matter of time before we decided to return with another irreverent volume that not only picks up where we left off 20 years ago but also celebrates the national pastime’s all-time craziest moments: The Baseball Hall of Shame™: The Best of Blooperstown. 

				If our selection process seems totally subjective to you, that’s because it is. However, we did have certain standards that all inductees had to meet. For each incident, we asked ourselves such questions as: Is it true? Does it make us laugh? Is it so outrageous that we shake our heads in disbelief? Does it make a good yarn? If the answer was yes to all those questions, then the incident had an excellent chance of making the cut. 

				We were after the “wow!” factor. Like, “Are you kidding me? That really happened? Oh, wow!” As a result, you won’t find a whole lot of statistics highlighting the worst in batting, fielding, and pitching. You can go to a record book or encyclopedia for that kind of information. What we tried to chronicle was the human element behind those stats—the unintended, hilarious, red-faced moments when a player, manager, coach, or fan screwed up in a funny way or did something else that would make you laugh. 

				We also favored little-known stories over the widely-known ones. That’s why you won’t read about Eddie Gaedel. As most every fan knows, St. Louis Browns owner Bill Veeck sent the 3-foot-7 little person up to bat in a 1951 game for laughs, and Gaedel walked in his only plate appearance. But you will read about Kitty Burke, the brassy nightclub singer who caused an uproar when she “pinch-hit” during a 1935 game between the Cincinnati Reds and St. Louis Cardinals. 

				Among the criteria for induction into The Baseball Hall of Shame™: The Best of Blooperstown was that the shame-worthy incident had to occur during a Major League game or happen to a Major League player. It broke our hearts to reject some great stories, but we had to because they took place in the minors. Take for instance, Clarence “Climax” Blethen, who kept his false teeth in his back pocket when he played for the Knoxville Smokies in 1933. Once, while sliding into second, he felt his choppers clamp down on his butt. In every way possible, Blethen was nipped at second. We learned of a prank pulled by fun-loving jokester Casey Stengel when he was an outfielder for the Montgomery (Alabama) Rebels in 1912. During a game, he hid in an underground irrigation box in left field. Minutes later, when a batter hit a fly ball to left, Stengel reached out from the box and made the catch. 

				We fans can debate in ballparks, sports bars, and man caves all the merits and demerits of those who may deserve induction into the hallowed halls of Blooperstown as well as Cooperstown. But there’s one thing we can all agree on: As long as there is baseball, there will always be zany moments—because fame and shame are part of the game. 
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				OPENING DAZE

				For the Most Embarrassing Opening Day Debacles
 of All Time, The Baseball Hall of Shame™ Inducts:

				


				FRANKIE ZAK 

				Shortstop · Pittsburgh, NL · April 17, 1945

				No one wanted to be in Frankie Zak’s shoes after his untied shoelaces cost his team an Opening Day victory.

				Playing against the Reds in Cincinnati, the Pittsburgh Pirates were leading 1–0 in the top of the fifth inning when Zak, the Pirates shortstop, beat out a bunt, putting runners on first and second. Moments later, just as Reds pitcher Bucky Walters went into his stretch, Zak noticed that his shoe was untied and called for time. First base umpire Ziggy Sears waved his arms in an attempt to halt play, but his signal wasn’t seen by Walters, plate umpire George Barr, or batter Jim Russell.

				Walters threw the pitch and Russell clouted it into the right field bleachers for what he thought was a three-run homer. “I was feeling pretty damn good about it,” Russell recalled. “But when I got to first base, Ziggy was holding up his hands and shaking his head and telling me to go back to the plate. I said, ‘What the hell is wrong?’ And he said, ‘I called time, Jim. The homer doesn’t count.’

				“I hollered and [Pirates manager] Frankie Frisch argued, but there was nothing we could do about it. Through it all, Zak just stood on first shaking his head in shame.”

				Once Zak tied his shoe, Russell returned to the plate, but he couldn’t duplicate his feat, although he did hit a single to drive in the only Pirates run of the inning. That was little consolation for Pittsburgh. Scoring only one fifth-inning run instead of three—thanks to Zak’s untied shoe—the Pirates ended up losing 7–6 in 11 innings.

				“I’ll always remember we lost a game that we should have won on that homer,” Russell said. “Zak kept apologizing so I couldn’t get too mad at him.” 

				The same couldn’t be said for their manager. The next day, Frisch walked over to Zak’s locker and handed him a package. “What’s this?” asked the surprised shortstop.

				“Buckle-up shoes,” Frisch replied with a scowl. “I don’t want to see you out there calling time to tie your damn shoes anymore.”

				EBBETS FIELD OPENING CEREMONIES

				April 9, 1913

				From the day of its birth, there was little doubt that Ebbets Field—home of the Brooklyn Dodgers (then known as the Superbas)—would be the scene of some of the daffiest moments in baseball history.

				The crowd at the first Opening Day ceremonies of Charles Ebbets’s new playground was treated to a preview of the Flatbush Follies that would be on display there off and on for nearly half a century.

				Thousands of fans started lining up at dawn to get seats. They waited and waited and waited. That’s because the ballpark’s superintendent had forgotten the key to the front gate. An official rushed home for a spare key while the throng continued to hang on.

				Once the gates swung open, the fans poured into the ballpark, ogling and admiring all the features. But the builder had neglected one thing—there was no press box. So the grousing sportswriters had to cover the big event from the grandstand.

				Finally, the band struck up patriotic songs and the dignitaries and players started their march to center field for the flag-raising ceremony. But Charles Ebbets suddenly disrupted the procession by dropping to his knees behind second base to search in the grass for the 15 cents that he had dropped. Hot dog magnate Harry Stevens, who was walking with him, kindly offered to help Ebbets search for the coins. But Ebbets, a penny-pincher, waved him off in alarm, saying, “No, I don’t want you to help me. You might find them.”

				Ebbets eventually rejoined the procession as it arrived at its destination. Bursting with pride, the owner turned to an aide and said, “The flag, please.”

				With his face turning red, the aide replied, “Sorry, Charlie, we forgot the flag.”

				KIRK GIBSON

				Right Fielder · Detroit, AL · April 9, 1981

				In the most humiliating game of his storied career, Kirk Gibson got bonked on the head twice with fly balls. And it happened on, of all days, the first Opening Day that he played in front of the hometown crowd.

				Gibson, who made his Major League debut at the end of the 1979 season, had experienced his first Opening Day in 1980, but that had been on the road. Not until 1981 did he play a season opener at home.

				“I was really looking forward to Opening Day,” Gibson recalled. “It’s like a holiday in Detroit. Everybody takes off work and goes to the game. You can’t get another person in the stadium, and everybody there expects the Tigers to win.”

				Throughout spring training, the 23-year-old outfielder had been working out in left and center field in preparation for the coming season.

				“I walked into the clubhouse, knowing I was going to start in my first Opening Day game [in Detroit],” he recalled. “I figured I would be playing either left or center field. When I looked at the lineup card, I couldn’t believe it. There was a nine beside my name. I had to play right field.

				“‘Oh, God,’ I thought. ‘It’s an afternoon game, there’s not a cloud in the sky, and Tiger Stadium is one of the worst places in the early spring to play right field in the day.’ I went to [manager] Sparky Anderson and said, ‘I think you’ve made a mistake in the lineup.’ And Sparky said, ‘No, I didn’t. I know you can play right field.’ Having the big ego that I do, I said, ‘Sure I can.’”

				But it just wasn’t Gibson’s day in the sun.

				The first ball hit to him came in the second inning on a deep fly swatted by the Toronto Blue Jays’ Willie Upshaw. Gibson misplayed it off his head for what the official scorer charitably ruled a standup triple.

				“I kept going back, back, back until I was against the wall,” Gibson recalled. “I lost it in the sun, and the ball whacked right off the side of my head and bounced back toward the infield. I was so embarrassed. I began to hear some boos.”

				In the next inning, with Toronto’s Lloyd Moseby on third and one out, John Mayberry hit a soft shallow line drive to right. Gibson broke late, then charged the ball and caught it off his shoe tops. Moseby tagged up and sprinted for home. Gibson would have had a play at the plate, but as he got in position to throw, he dropped the ball.

				“They really started to boo me—even when I came to bat,” recalled Gibson, who grounded into a force-out at second base during his next at-bat. “When I returned to the outfield, I kept thinking, ‘Oh, man, don’t hit another one out here to me.’” 

				No ball came near him in the fourth. But leading off the top of the fifth, Ernie Whitt hit a high fly to right. Gibson didn’t drift over toward the ball; he staggered. Squeamish fans turned their heads away, not wanting to see how he’d butcher the play.

				“The ball was right dead in the middle of the sun, and I wasn’t real good at using my glasses at the time,” said Gibson. “But I had my glasses down and I saw it, and then I thought I saw it, and then I didn’t.” The next thing he knew the ball bounced off his right ear, and Whitt ended up on third for a three-base error on Gibson. “I got booed unmercifully by 51,000 people, and I felt so humiliated,” he said. “I’d never been booed like that in my whole life.” A sacrifice fly drove Whitt home for an unearned run, giving the Blue Jays a 2–1 lead.

				In the top of the sixth, Toronto’s Barry Bonnell lofted a fly to right. While fans held their breath, Gibson caught the ball to the mocking cheers of the unforgiving Detroit faithful.

				After the game, which the Tigers won 6–2, Gibson told reporters: “I had some tough times, but we won anyway. I’ll learn from my mistakes. I’ll improve. I fielded that last ball hit to me without any trouble. See? I’m getting better already.” 

				POLO GROUNDS FANS

				New York, NL · April 11, 1907

				The fans in the Polo Grounds got the shame, but the weatherman got the blame for the New York Giants’ forfeit of their Opening Day game to the Philadelphia Phillies—because of a wild snowball fight.

				Despite an unusually heavy April snowfall, the field had been cleared to play ball on a day that was more suited for pigskin. The game was a bummer for Giants fans because Philadelphia grabbed an early 3–0 lead and held it through eight innings while New York could muster only one hit.

				The cold, uncomfortable fans grew progressively more restless. Given the conditions and the tempting piles of snow that had been scraped off the seats, the outcome was inevitable. The only surprise was that the game went into the ninth inning before the first snowball sailed through the air.

				Of course, one good snowball deserves another, and within minutes it looked like another blizzard had hit the Polo Grounds. The air turned white as the fans bombarded one another. Naturally, with such inviting and convenient targets down below, their attention soon turned to the Giants, the Phillies, and, with happy revenge in their hearts, to the umpires.

				Snowballs rained down on the field. The players couldn’t tell the snowballs from the baseballs and took refuge in the dugouts. When it was obvious that the man-made snowstorm was not going to let up, umpire Bill Klem ordered the game forfeited to the Phillies ... and that’s snow joke. 

				FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT

				President · United States of America · April 16, 1940

				One of the duties Franklin D. Roosevelt enjoyed most as President of the United States was throwing out the ceremonial first ball on Opening Day.

				After eight years as chief executive, he had plenty of experience doing the honors. Nevertheless, Roosevelt threw the wildest first ball in Major League history.

				On that fateful crisp April afternoon, the president stood up in the bunting-covered first row at Griffith Stadium in Washington, D.C., to carry out the happy springtime ritual initiated 30 years earlier by President William Howard Taft. (On Opening Day, 1910, umpire Billy Evans walked over to the president’s box and, on the spur of the moment, asked Taft if he would like to toss out the first ball. He gladly accepted, and a tradition was born.)

				Like the five presidents before him, Roosevelt was right-handed. Like the five presidents before him, he didn’t have much of a throwing arm. Unlike the five presidents before him, Roosevelt flung a mortifying first ball.

				As the players from the Washington Senators and Boston Red Sox gathered on the field in front of the president, FDR cocked his arm and threw such a wild ball that it smashed into Washington Post photographer Irving Schlossenberg’s camera, and broke it.

				In his letter of apology to the photographer, Roosevelt jokingly wrote that he declined to pay the damages because Schlossenberg had taken such poor photos while covering the White House.
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				ALLIE REYNOLDS

				Pitcher · New York, AL · April 19, 1948

				After belting the first and only home run of his long career, New York Yankees pitcher Allie Reynolds had to be coaxed to circle the bases—because he refused to believe he had hit a round-tripper.

				The case of the bewildered batter unfolded on Opening Day 1948 at Griffith Stadium, the Washington Senators’ home park. What made the incident all the more mortifying was that Reynolds embarrassed himself in front of President Harry Truman, Commissioner A. B. “Happy” Chandler, and a TV network audience. (The game was one of Major League Baseball’s first telecasts.)

				In the first inning, the Yankees exploded for four quick runs and had two runners on base when Reynolds, the ninth man to bat in the frame, stepped to the plate. The New York pitching ace was hardly a threat with the lumber. All he had to show for 13 years in the bigs was a less than threatening .163 lifetime batting average.

				But on this day, Reynolds teed off on an Early Wynn fastball and sent it soaring. Running to first base with his head down, Reynolds never saw what everyone else in the stadium did—that the ball landed in the left field bleachers.

				“I hit it pretty hard, so I figured it was two bases for sure, and maybe three,” Reynolds recalled. “I was the last person in the ballpark who expected it to go over the fence. So when I rounded second base, I saw the third base coach with his arms up. It looked to me like he wanted me to stop.”

				Instead of going into the standard home run trot, Reynolds screeched to a halt, pivoted and slid back into second base in a cloud of dust. “I tore a hole out there getting stopped, and it was so big you could have buried a Mack truck in it,” Reynolds recalled.

				Not realizing he had whacked a homer, he remained on second and ignored the pleas from the Yankees dugout to circle the bases. Even Senators second baseman Al Kozar urged him to finish the trot. “Since television started, all you guys want to be actors,” Kozar told Reynolds. Pointing to the bleachers, he added, “The ball is outta here.”

				Reynolds shook his head. “I’m not leaving,” he told Kozar. “I’ve seen you guys talk people off bases before.”

				Neither Kozar nor shortstop Mark Christman could convince Reynolds to abandon his safe perch. Even when the umpire waved him on, Reynolds refused to budge. Finally, Yankees manager Bucky Harris convinced him that he had indeed hit a home run and that it was safe to leave second base.

				“After they talked me off second, I finally got to do my home run trot, even if it was only halfway,” Reynolds recalled. “Everyone in the place got a big laugh out of it—my teammates, the fans, even President Truman. He was laughing harder than anybody.

				“I’ll never forget that home run. First of all, it was the only one I ever hit in the big leagues. And second, after I hit it, I had to go and embarrass myself like that in front of the President of the United States.”

				KEVIN MILLAR 

				Right Fielder · Florida, NL · April 2, 2002

				Hoping to get an edge on Opening Day, Florida Marlins right fielder Kevin Millar doused his bat with a secret elixir—doe urine.

				How the pee from a lady deer would help him hit better is anyone’s guess, and most anyone could have told him what he discovered after the season opener. It doesn’t work. 

				During the offseason in Beaumont, Texas, where he made his home, Millar was hunting with friends who suggested he put some doe urine on himself to attract the bucks. 

				But the Los Angeles–born Millar, who was an inexperienced hunter, didn’t know he was supposed to put only a drop on his shoes. Instead, he poured it all over himself.

				“I was putting it on like it was Calvin Klein cologne,” he later told the Miami Herald.

				His hunting buddies roared with laughter, and Millar realized he wasn’t cut out to be much of a hunter. “If I shot a deer, I’d be down on the ground, telling him I was sorry,” Millar told the Sun-Sentinel.

				Millar figured that if doe urine could attract deer, then maybe it could attract hits. So he promised his Texas hunting pals that he would sprinkle it on his bat for the season opener. Sure enough, he brought a bottle of the doe pee with him to Montreal (no word on how he explained the urine to customs officials or got it past airport security workers) for the Opening Day game against the Expos. 

				He told reporters that if he got some hits, he would continue to use the urine on his bat. If he went hitless, well, at least he would have kept his promise to his hunting buddies.

				Unfortunately for Millar, the idea of a bat aided by doe urine proved to be a pisser. He went 0-for-3, including a strikeout, in a 7–6 Marlins defeat. 

				After the game, Millar told reporters that he might have applied too much deer pee to his bat. He admitted the odor got to him as the game went on because the urine had seeped into his batting gloves and made his hands smell.

				“You go up to wipe your nose, you know, and it smelled so bad,” he told the Miami Herald. “Maybe I put too much on.”

				GEORGE MYATT

				Third Baseman · Washington, AL · April 16, 1946

				Washington Senators third baseman George Myatt was so pumped about the 1946 Opening Day game that he never got the chance to play—because he was so pumped. 

				After batting .296 in the previous season, Myatt was looking forward to another great year and couldn’t wait to get back on the field. When he was penciled in the starting lineup as the leadoff hitter, he could barely contain his enthusiasm. And that posed a problem.

				After President Harry Truman threw out the first ball at Griffith Stadium for the game against the Boston Red Sox, the spirited infielder was bursting with anticipation. To the roar of the crowd, Myatt led his teammates up the steps of the dugout. But Myatt was so excited that he didn’t watch where he was going and tripped over his own feet.

				As his teammates watched in shock, he sprawled backward down the steps, fracturing a bone in his ankle.

				The woebegone third sacker was put out of action and replaced by Sherry Robertson—the first substitute in an Opening Day game that hadn’t even started yet. Myatt never fully recovered and played in only 48 games over the next two years before calling it quits. 

				NEW YORK GIANTS HITTERS

				April 15, 1909; April 14, 1910; April 12, 1911

				When it came to Opening Day, no team did a worse job of supporting its starting pitcher than the New York Giants.

				For three years in a row, Giants hurler Red Ames was given the honor of taking the mound for the club’s season opener. For three years in a row, he performed brilliantly. And for three years in a row, the rest of the Giants didn’t.

				On Opening Day in 1909, the right-handed curveball artist, who in the six previous years with New York had compiled a respectable 57-40 record, was masterful against the Brooklyn Dodgers (then known as the Superbas). In fact, Ames held his opponents hitless for nine innings at the Polo Grounds. Unfortunately for him, his teammates couldn’t muster a single run against Brooklyn’s Irvin “Kaiser” Wilhelm. 

				So, although Ames pitched nine innings of no-hit ball, he had to keep on pitching thanks to his teammates’ cold bats. With one out in the 10th inning, he gave up his first hit, a single to Whitey Alperman. Still, Ames pitched with all his heart and shut out Brooklyn through 12 innings. And how did his teammates respond to his masterpiece? They failed to score. In the 13th inning, Ames finally petered out, surrendering three runs to lose the game, 3–0.

				In the 1910 opener, Ames once again twirled a sparkling gem, this time holding the Boston Braves (then known as the Doves) hitless for seven innings. He clung to a 2–1 lead with two outs in the ninth and the bases empty. But before he could get that final out, he gave up a walk and two singles that produced the tying run. For the second year in a row, Ames had to go into extra innings in the season opener. He eventually lost in the 11th inning on a Giants error. 

				On Opening Day in 1911, the Giants gave Ames less support than a deadbeat dad. The hurler didn’t give up a hit through six innings against the Philadelphia Phillies and kept them scoreless through eight. But the New York batters had collected only two hits of their own against Philadelphia’s Earl Moore. With two out in the ninth, Ames surrendered a two-run double for the only runs of the game, losing his third straight Opening Day heartbreaker. 

				It was a portent of things to come. By August of that year, Ames had a 5-9 record. In four of those losses, the Giants had scored two runs or less. After a 2–0 loss to the Phillies on August 12, an article in the New York Times said, “Ames stacks up against the toughest luck of any pitcher in the big show ... Won’t someone please send Mr. Ames the left hind foot of a churchyard rabbit ... and some old rusty horseshoes?” 

				Ames never started another Opening Day game for the Giants. 
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				WELCOME TO 
THE BIGS!

				For the Most Inauspicious Major League Debuts 
of All Time, The Baseball Hall of Shame™ Inducts:

				


				BILLY HERMAN 

				Second Baseman · Chicago, NL · August 29, 1931

				Billy Herman can’t remember a whole lot about his big league debut, even though it was a memorable one.

				Thrilled at getting a chance to break into the starting Chicago Cubs lineup, Herman was determined to show he belonged. In his first at-bat in the Majors, he singled off Cincinnati Reds hurler Si Johnson, much to the delight of the Wrigley Field crowd.

				In his next at-bat, Herman, his confidence growing, dug into the batter’s box. On Johnson’s first pitch, the rookie took a tremendous swing and fouled the ball straight down. It hit the ground in back of the plate and, with wicked reverse English, bounced straight up, smacking Herman in the back of the head.

				So a sterling career that spanned two decades highlighted by a .304 lifetime batting average started out in the most forgettable—for him, at least—way possible. Billy Herman was carried off the field on a stretcher—knocked out cold by his own foul ball. 

				DOE BOYLAND 

				Pinch Hitter · Pittsburgh, NL · September 4, 1978

				In his first Major League at-bat, Pittsburgh Pirates rookie Doe Boyland struck out—while sitting on the bench.

				In the seventh inning of a home game against the New York Mets, Pittsburgh manager Chuck Tanner sent Boyland in to pinch-hit for pitcher Ed Whitson. The count was 1-and-2 on Boyland when Mets right-handed pitcher Skip Lockwood had to leave the game because he hurt his arm.

				New York switched to southpaw Kevin Kobel, so Tanner, going by the book, lifted the left-handed-swinging Boyland and put in right-handed batter Rennie Stennett to pinch-hit for the pinch hitter.

				While Boyland watched helplessly from the bench, Stennett struck out on Kobel’s first pitch. Under the scoring rules, the strikeout was charged to Boyland for his inauspicious debut.

				DOC HAMANN 

				Pitcher · Cleveland, AL · September 21, 1922 

				Cleveland Indians rookie reliever Doc Hamann was so nervous when he was thrust into his first and only Major League game that he never got a single batter out.

				With the Indians trailing the visiting Boston Red Sox 9–5, Hamann entered the game in the top of the ninth inning. Unfortunately, he couldn’t find the strike zone with a road map.

				Shaking like a motherless pup, the 22-year-old hurler walked the first two batters he faced, Johnny Mitchell and Ed Chaplin. Then Hamann beaned the next batter, pitcher Jack Quinn, to load the bases.

				Hamann became more frazzled and walked Mike Menosky, forcing in a run. The young pitcher finally got the ball over the plate, only to watch Elmer Miller blast it for a bases-clearing triple. After giving up a run-scoring single to George Burns, the rattled rookie uncorked a wild pitch and then yielded another RBI single to Del Pratt, which made the score 15–5. 

				Cleveland manager Tris Speaker had seen more than enough. He mercifully yanked Hamann, who never played in the Majors again. The stats for his entire pitching career: three hits, three walks, six runs, one wild pitch, and one hit batsman ... and an ERA of infinity. 

				Although he pitched in only one game, Hamann left a dubious mark in Major League history: the most batters faced in a career without getting anyone out. 

				THE WHITE SOX'S BERMUDA SHORTS

				August 8, 1976

				Chicago White Sox owner Bill Veeck, who was always dreaming up wacky schemes to attract fans, figured that if he couldn’t field a winning team he could at least present a fashionable one.

				So in the middle of the summer of 1976, he introduced Bermuda shorts to the Major Leagues. He helped create the bizarre outfits—navy blue shorts with white shirts, wide collars, and blue lettering—“to showcase our wares.” The only thing showcased were a lot of knobby knees and red faces.

				Before the Bermudas’ debut, the Chicago Tribune asked the players for their opinion on the fashion statement they would soon be making. The reaction was mixed. Second baseman Jack Brohamer claimed, “I’m not going to wear short pants unless they let me wear a halter top, too.” Third baseman Kevin Bell said, “I’ve got to go out and get a tan. I’m all white.” Designated hitter Lamar Johnson loved the idea because, “I got the nicest thighs you ever saw. I can’t wait.” But outfielder Buddy Bradford countered, “Not me. They’ll have to force me to get into them.” Pitcher Ken Brett wasn’t quite so adamant, saying, “I’ll get into them, but I may not get out of the dugout.” Fellow hurler Dave Hamilton saw the good and the bad in wearing shorts. “I don’t have nice legs—they’re bird legs,” he said. “I don’t think I’ll look too good in them. But maybe when the batters see me they’ll get all distracted.”
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					Legs go, White Sox! Manny Millan/Sports Illustrated/Getty Images

				

				
 

				In the first game of a doubleheader against the visiting Kansas City Royals, the White Sox took the field in their Little Lord Fauntleroy shorts. Chicago won the game 5–2, some say because the Royals collapsed in hysterics at the sight. “You guys are the sweetest team we’ve seen yet,” cackled Royals first baseman John Mayberry. He shouted to White Sox speedster Ralph Garr (shown in the photo above with coach Minnie Minoso), “Hey, Ralph, if you get to first base I’m going to kiss you!” (Mayberry didn’t keep his word.) Another Royals player said White Sox pitcher Clay Carroll looked like “a pilgrim going out to shoot a wild turkey.”

				Between games of the twin-bill, the players stripped off their Bermudas and put on grown-up pants. Manager Paul Richards said they changed because it was getting too chilly for shorts. More likely, it was the players’ low tolerance for humiliation. Besides, they didn’t like the wolf whistles.

				The White Sox wore the Bermuda shorts two more times during the season before they were abandoned for good. Years later former Chicago hurler Goose Gossage told the Sacramento Bee: “They were ugly. And I’ll tell you, we played exactly like we looked. But what are you going to do? Go on strike? That was the circus atmosphere that Bill Veeck created there.”

				JOHN FRANCIS “PHENOMENAL” SMITH

				Pitcher · Brooklyn, AA · June 17, 1885

				For sheer shame, nothing will ever match “Phenomenal” Smith’s pitching debut with Brooklyn. He was slaughtered 18–5 in a scandalous loss that was—yet wasn’t—his fault.

				The utter disgrace of this game cannot be fully understood by reading the box score, which shows that of the 18 runs scored against him, only 11 were earned. 

				The seed of ignobility was planted by John Francis Smith himself. The 5-foot-6-inch, 20-year-old lefty possessed an enormous ego and gave himself the nickname Phenomenal. After playing in six games the previous year with two other teams, he joined Brooklyn (then known as the Trolley Dodgers of the American Association). The cocky pitcher told his new club that he was so good that he could win even if the players didn’t play well. Such brashness did not endear him to his teammates. In fact, they downright hated him. And they took him up on his boast that he could win without their support.

				Making his debut for Brooklyn at home against St. Louis, Phenomenal quickly discovered that his fellow players made no effort to conceal their antipathy toward him. They were determined to see him lose—and lose big—which he did. He pitched the entire game, giving up 12 hits, issuing six walks and striking out two. Other than third baseman Bill McClellan, who played to win despite his dislike for Smith, the infielders intentionally dropped pop-ups, let grounders skip through their legs, and threw wildly as they racked up 14 errors. Their misplays were so blatant that the players were roundly booed by the 1,600 disgusted spectators at Washington Park.

				The next day, the Brooklyn Eagle condemned “the disgusting rottenness which prevailed in the ranks of the team.” The paper blasted the conspirators for not having “brains enough to properly conceal their little game.” The Eagle declared, “They so plainly exposed their hands in their crooked work that the occupants of the grandstand saw it, and it aroused their just indignation to such an extent that they hissed the wretched muffing work of the [Brooklyn players].”

				Shortstop Germany Smith was the most flagrant fumbler, committing seven errors, while catcher Jackie Hayes made two miscues and was charged with five passed balls. The official box score does not reflect the easy fly balls and grounders that the Brooklyn fielders let go untouched for base hits.

				“It’s an outrage!” stormed Charlie Byrne, president of the Brooklyn club, after the debacle. “The way my men treat this new player is a disgrace, and I will take steps to punish them for it.” He did, too, by fining each of the guilty
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