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To the writers who’ve chronicled the World Series for the past one hundred years.
Thanks for sharing the fun you’ve found in your work.
—B.L.
To Mary, Brave and True
—R.J.
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THE RUTH IS MIGHTY and shall prevail.”
Heywood Broun wrote that sentence to begin his account of the second game of the 1923 World Series between the New York Yankees and the New York Giants.
How did he write the next line? How did he do it?
You can ask how any pitcher ever works up the nerve to throw a strike to Barry Bonds, or how any hitter convinces himself to stand in against Randy Johnson. Me, I’m still wondering how Heywood Broun found strength and discipline enough to remain seated and typing after he tapped out that lead.
How could he not have been afraid he’d ruin it?
The material in this book is characterized by great first lines. There are plenty of great last lines, too, and some sustained passages so lyrical that when you read them, you may find yourself imagining an unlikely muse . . . one partial to cramped spaces and cigar smoke.
Of course, not everything in the collection was written in the press box. Roger Angell is only the most recent excellent writer to have figured out that although it’s terrific to be there, and that writers who wrestle deadlines to submission are admirable, the World Series recollected in tranquillity works pretty well as a subject, too.
Any competition lasting one hundred years is bound to give us heroes, and they are here. Don Larson, Reggie Jackson, Bill Mazeroski, Kirk Gibson, Willie Mays, and so on. There have also been goats, of course, and the World Series has also provided us the sweet sentiment of Walter Johnson finally winning, the terrible irony of Ted Williams failing in the only shot he got, and the unlikely tales over the years of a couple dozen guys you’d never have heard of if they hadn’t punched a single through the infield or snatched a ball out of the air when everybody was watching. (Consider Tony Kornheiser’s piece on the 1985 World Series. It begins: “Biancalana.”)
And the World Serious, as Ring Lardner liked to call it, has given us more. Though the point of baseball is supposed to be scoring more runs than the other guys, the most fascinating Series in terms of the stories it produced was one in which at least six and perhaps as many as eight players on the White Sox were working to make sure their team didn’t fall ahead of the Reds. Ah, America. If there had never been a World Series in which the greed and penuriousness of an owner drove bitter, gullible workers to sabotage the product at the urging of duplicitous gamblers who escaped persecution while tyrannous, arbitrary authority crushed the workers despite their vindication by the courts, surely somebody (Nelson Algren? Philip Roth?) would have invented one.
Long before there was the Super Bowl, the NBA Championship, the Final Four, or the World Cup, there was the World Series. That matters, too. When it began, men in derby hats sat—sometimes on the grass in the outfield so that the take would be greater—and marveled at the genius of John McGraw. When the Boston Red Sox made the Series (five times between 1903 and 1918), the mayor of the city led a hooting and tooting musical aggregation calling itself the Royal Rooters through the city’s streets and into the ball yard. Back in the days when the Series was played on weekday afternoons, the event was a license to skip school or smuggle a transistor radio into class. Generations of fans recall October afternoons when favorite teachers put aside lesson plans and invited everybody to watch the Series on the black-and-white TV temporarily resting between the microscopes on the scarred, black table in the science lab.
Many regard the good old days as better in every respect, but in terms of the World Series, it’s a shaky case. Sure, the owners and the players manifested sufficient distrust and loathing to abort the 1994 World Series, a circumstance so vile that some hysterics maintained then that the game would never recover. But back in 1904, after just one edition of the “modern” World Series had transpired, the aforementioned John McGraw demonstrated his contempt for the American League by refusing to allow his Giants to play its champion, so there was no World Series that year, either. Though baseball fans of the late twentieth and early twenty-first centuries may not be able to conceive of lucre poisoning the pastime before their own baseball days, there were even whispers that money (and the ways and means of apportioning it) might have figured in Mr. McGraw’s decision. The following season McGraw relented and the Giants, clad in brilliant new uniforms made for the occasion, met the Philadelphia Athletics. On that occasion, the players reportedly agreed beforehand to split the profits of the Series 50-50—a sensible, democratic, and gentlemanly arrangement that would have each player on both clubs banned for life were it to occur today.
So much for the good old days.
Baseball fans of a certain age are as likely to have a favorite World Series as they are to have a favorite team and a favorite player. As a writer, I especially appreciated the 1986 edition, because game six gave us one of those story lines no novelist writing for anybody over the age of eight would have dared to invent. I liked the 1993 World Series a lot, too, because when the Blue Jays, known as a scientifically constructed and especially disciplined team, met the Phils, considered by some a collection of beer-bellied rejects, it gave me the opportunity to write:
The fans of the Jays—many of them—speak Spanish
 And French, also Latin and Greek;
The fans of the Phils can sometimes manage English,
That is, those of them who can speak.
 
Most of them only grunt on their most vocal days,
Scratch themselves, spit, and paw at the ground,
While the Jays fans play classical music and chess
And pass pâté de foie gras around.
 
During the process of reviewing the material for this collection, I found many more reasons for treasuring Series past. I revisited the novel  Blue Ruin and was amazed all over again at what Brendon Boyd had done with Sport Sullivan, who got so much less than he thought he might have gotten out of his role in fixing the 1919 World Series. I read Murray Kempton again, and Jimmy Breslin, and Damon Runyon and felt lasting gratitude to the World Series for being a big enough deal to draw the attention of writers of such genius. I hope this collection will be as much fun to read as it was to assemble.
Bill Littlefield

1903
Pittsburgh a Winner in the First Clash
TIM MURNANE
BOSTON BEATEN BY A SCORE OF 7 TO 3
“CY” YOUNG IS OFF EDGE AND IS BUMPED HARD
MORE THAN 16,000 PERSONS SEE OPENING CONTEST
BOSTON THE FAVORITE IN THE GAME
SCHEDULED FOR TODAY
WITH CY YOUNG IN THE BOX AND more than 16,000 persons looking on, the Pittsburgh club won from Boston by a score of 7 to 3 in the first game in the series for the world’s championship at the Huntington Avenue grounds yesterday.
The crowd, which encircled the field, was held well back by ropes and a small army of policemen, and the best of order prevailed. Both teams received liberal applause for good work.
The Boston players evidently were a little nervous, as is usually the case with teams on the home grounds in an important series. As the game progressed, however, Collins’ boys got into their stride, and played grand ball when it was too late to overtake the Pirates.
Cy Young was hit hard. He fell considerably short of his best work, lacking speed, his winning ingredient. With Young off edge, the home players were carrying a big handicap.
Phillippe was in rare good form, but weakened perceptibly as the game drew out, withering under a brace of triples by Freeman and Parent, and finishing at a much slower clip than the one at which he started, although he had no trouble with O’Brien and Farrell, who were sent in to bat for the Boston battery in the ninth when there were two men on bases.
Pittsburgh had all the luck and a shade the better of the umpiring, as Connolly favored Phillippe on strikes, while O’Day had no close plays on the bases.
The Boston infield outplayed Pittsburgh’s. Ferris, after making two bad fumbles and giving the visitors four runs at the start, pulled himself together, and, with Collins and Parent, put up a superb article of baseball.
Criger, who’s probably the greatest catcher living, had a bad day, making two poor throws to second and having a passed ball on a third strike.
But for the misplays of Ferris and Criger and the bad piece of fielding by Freeman in allowing a line hit to pass under him for three bases, the Pittsburgh men would have another story to send home.
Because the Boston boys failed to play up to their natural gait from start to finish, and slipped a shoe in the first game, it need not be assumed that it will occur again.
Fred Clarke carried off the honors of the day in left field. He covered ground like a cyclone, and three times pulled in line drives that were marked for three bases. His marvelous work cut off at least three runs, and the chances are that not another man playing ball today would have connected with any one of the three great running catches made by him. It was ground covering with a vengeance. He was off with the swing of the bat besides pretty nearly calling the turn on the batsman.
Beaumont and Stahl made clever catches, but outside this work of Clarke and Beaumont, and two pretty plays by Ritchey the visitors were not offering anything sensational in the way of fielding.
Ferris, Parent and Collins played fast ball, one play by Criger to Ferris and back to the plate, where they got their man was a classic.
Phillippe apparently took things easy, as he well might, with the start of four runs in the first inning. These runs were started after two men were out and Cy had two strikes on Tommy Leach. The latter and Sebring did the hitting for the Burgers, the little third base man clipping off four safe ones, which is pretty good work for a light batsman.
Sebring got in one clean hit and two lucky ones. LaChance failing to go out and stop his first grounder, and his home run coming from a Texas leaguer; Stahl thinking the ball would roll into the crowd and failing to go after it, thus making a gift of a run.
The crowd had little chance to cheer until “Buck” Freeman lined one up against the right fence in the seventh, and Parent followed with one into the crowd in left field for three bases. The cheering was like the roll of thunder, and was tuned up for business when shut off by one of Clarke’s great running catches clear over in center field.
After the game one club looked just as good as the other, the difference yesterday was in the pitchers’ box, and it’s not often that Uncle Cyrus fails to send the money, even if he is a bit fat.
INTO THE CROWD—THREE BASES
After making ground rules, giving three bases for balls hit into the crowd on fair ground, Tommy Connolly took his place behind the bat and Hank O’Day on the bases. Here was a pair of umpires who know their business, and the players never undertook to question their decisions.
Cy Young started off by disposing of the clever Beaumont on a fly to Stahl. He then forced Fred Clarke to pop up a weak fly to Criger. Leach was in for two strikes and then cast one of Young’s straight ones past Freeman for three bases. Wagner threw his bat at the wide-out curve and sent it safe to left, Leach scoring. On the first ball pitched the Pittsburgh man was off for second like a shot and landed safely, as Criger was a bit slow and Ferris was very much surprised.
It was evident that the visitors were going to force Criger to show his speed, and by so doing they made the Boston man look like a fur overcoat in July.
Bransfield hit a merry grounder at Ferris, and after evading several stabs the ball rolled up Hobe’s sleeve, while Bransfield was safe at first. Bransfield went down to second, and Criger threw the ball out to center, Wagner scoring and Bransfield going to third. Ritchey drew a pass, and off he went to second. This time Criger made a bluff to throw down and turn the ball to Collins, but Bransfield was hugging the base. Sebring came in with a timely line single to left, and two runs were scored. Phelps struck out, but got first on Criger’s passed ball. Phillippe, the ninth man up, fanned, and the home team started in on a big contract.
Dougherty and Collins struck out. Stahl scratched a single to left, and Freeman flied out to right.

BEAUMONT STRIKES OUT
Beaumont opened the second inning with a strikeout. Clarke hit one down the left line and was thrown out by Dougherty while trying for two bases. Leach flied out to left.
Phillippe got a round of applause by striking out Parent, LaChance and Ferris, the only men who went to bat in Boston’s half.
In the third Collins made a fine catch of Wagner’s fly. Bransfield lined one to right that Freeman came in for and then allowed to go through him to the crowd for the three bases. Bransfield scored on Sebring’s single past LaChance.
Boston went out in order.
Beaumont opened the fourth with a grounder that was fumbled by Ferris. Clarke and Leach singled, scoring Beaumont. Wagner flied out to Parent, and Bransfield forced a man at second, Ferris making a clever running assist.
Collins hit a ball into the crowd along the left line but was called back and then hit a fierce liner that Clarke made a grand catch of. Stahl flied out to center. Freeman hit one too warm for Bransfield. Parent hit to Leach and the ball was thrown wild, but luckily for Pittsburgh it hit the fence back of first base. LaChance flied out to Ritchey.
In the fifth Collins made two fine assists to first. Phelps singled; then Phillippe flied out to Ferris.
Boston went out in order.
With two out in the sixth Leach singled and Wagner drew on base on balls only to be forced by Bransfield, Ferris making another fine assist. For the fourth time, Boston went out in order.
In the seventh Parent made a pretty assist off Ritchey. Sebring hit a weak fly over Ferris that rolled nearly to the ropes, the Boston outfielders taking their time in fielding it and permitting a home run.
Freeman hit the fence in right for three bases and scored on Parent’s drive into the crowd in left for three sacks. LaChance made a fine bid for a hit, but Clarke was there for a great catch. Ferris was hit by a pitched ball. Then the Boston battery turned in a double strikeout.
Parent made a grand assist of Beaumont in the eighth. Clarke flied out to Freeman. Leach hit for three bases and Wagner drew a pass. Then the best play of the game took place. Wagner started for second and Criger drove the ball to Parent but Ferris saw Leach start for home and intercepted the ball and lined it back to Criger for an out.
Boston went out in order.

BRIEF RALLY IN THE NINTH
The visitors went out in order in their half of the ninth.
For Boston, Freeman was safe on Wagner’s fumble. Parent singled. LaChance made one more fine try for business, but Clarke again came across the field like a flash and took the ball over his head. Ferris dropped one safe and center and Freeman scored. O’Brien was sent up for Criger, and struck out. Farrell hit the ball to the pitcher and was thrown out at first, and the game was over.
The crowd gathered on the field and many good-sized bets were paid over.
The Pittsburgh players were surrounded by their friends and escorted to their carriages, a well pleased lot of ball players, while the Boston men looked anything by discouraged over the loss of game number one. The score:
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Home run, Sebring. Three base hits, Leach 2, Bransfield, Sebring, Freeman,  Parent. Stolen bases, Wagner, Bransfield, Ritchey. Bases on balls off Young, Wagner 2, Ritchey. Struck out by Young, Beaumont, Clarke, Ritchey, Phelps, Phillippe. By Phillippe, Dougherty, Collins, Stahl, Parent, LaChance, Ferris 2, Criger, Young, O’Brien. Hit by pitched ball by Phillippe, Ferris. Umpires, O’Day and Connolly. Attendance: 16,242.


1905
Giants Champions, the Score, 2–0
NEW YORK TIMES
MATHEWSON’S SUPERB WORK ENDS
THE INTER-LEAGUE SERIES.
CROWD GOES WILD WITH JOY
MCGRAW’S MEN BESIEGED IN THEIR CLUBHOUSE
BY 10,000 CHEERING ADMIRERS.
TWO NEATLY DRESSED, RUDDY FACED, athletic looking young men, grinning broadly; one a giant in contrast to the squattiness of the other, walked along the veranda of the clubhouse at the Polo Grounds about 5 o’clock yesterday afternoon. Below them was a sea of 10,000 faces, wildly emitting a thundrous eruption of enthusiasm. The two young men looked down upon the reverberating ocean of humanity for a moment, and then walked to a point directly in front of the plaza, where they were in view of all. The ten thousand throats bellowed forth a tribute that would have almost drowned a broadside of twelve-inch guns.
The two smiling athletes stopped, one of them drew forth a long sheet of yellow paper rolled under his arm. As the crowd pushed and fought and cheered he unwrapped an impromptu banner and let it flutter on the breeze. The multitude pressed forward like a wave to read this inscription:
THE GIANTS, WORLD’S CHAMPIONS, 1905.
Geological records show that Vesuvius disturbs the earth and that seismic demonstrations are felt by the greater number. But if that doctrine had been promulgated in the vicinity of the Polo Grounds yesterday, as Christie Mathewson and Roger Bresnahan of the New York Baseball Club unfurled their victorious banner, it would have been minimized. For, as volcanoes assert themselves upon the earth’s surface surely must that deafening, reverberating roar have lifted Manhattan’s soil from its base.
The Giants, the most intelligent, the quickest, strongest, and grittiest combination of baseball players that have ever represented this city in any league, demonstrated beyond opportunity for quibble or claim their paramount superiority over anything extant in diamond life of today by winning the fourth and deciding game of the world’s championship series by the score of 2 to 0.
The victory meant an honor which has not hitherto fallen to the lot of New York through any other team, and by the victory of yesterday the Giants may hold up their heads in the athletic world as being the one collection of peerless ball tossers.
The crowd, in the neighborhood of 27,000 people, saw the battle, and a battle it was, to cheer the baseball heart and satisfy the innermost cravings of the rooter’s mind. It was a fight of slow stages, but at no time during the contest were the Giants in danger, and at all times were they masters. It settled the question so often propounded whether the National or the American League offers the better brand of baseball. The championship decree of yesterday, to be accepted as final, lays at rest all doubt and demonstrates the transcendent superiority of the National brand and the indisputable invulnerability of the Giants.
And be it recorded right here that New York possesses the pitching marvel of the century. Christie Mathewson, the giant slabman, who made the world’s championship possible for New York, may be legitimately designated as the premier pitching wonder of all baseball records. The diamond has known its Clarkson, its Keefe, and its Caruthers. Their records radiate. But to Mathewson belongs the palm, for his almost superhuman accomplishment during the series which closed yesterday will stand as a mark for all pitchers of the future.

MATHEWSON’S GREAT RECORD.
Figures show best just what Mathewson accomplished. In the three victories over which he presided he twirled twenty-seven innings. During that series he allowed not a single run; not an Athletic even reached third base. He was touched for only a total of fifteen hits, and by men who are reckoned as the American League’s strongest batters; he allowed only one pass to first, hit only a single batsman, and struck out sixteen men. The record is a classic. Baseball New York appreciates this work. That fact was amply demonstrated yesterday, when it gave Mathewson a marvelous vocal panegyric and placed upon his modest brow a bellowed wreath that evoked only a half-suppressed smile and bow.
The game yesterday was one of giants—clean, fast, and decisive. Both teams were keyed to the point of desperation, for to the Giants it meant rosy conquest and to the Athletics a saving clause which would offer them yet a chance to redeem themselves. But the Giants were not to be repulsed. They went at the ball in the first inning with a we-never-can-lose expression of dogged determination, and there was not a minute during play in which that spirit didn’t manifest itself. Philadelphia tried its best, but, strive as hard as it did, it was only a shadow reflecting the masterful Mathewson’s will. He bestrode the field like a mighty Colossus, and the Athletics peeped about the diamond like pigmies who struggled gallantly for their lives, but in vain.
Bender, the much favored brave from the Carlisle reservation, sought to repeat his scalping bee of Tuesday, but the Spartan McGraw laconically expressed the situation when at the beginning of the game he remarked good-naturedly to the Athletics’ pitcher:
“It will be off the warpath for you today, Chief.” The stolid, phlegmatic copper-colored man only smiled grimly.
“It’s uncertain,” he replied, “but I did it once, and I’m going to do my best to do it again.”
Analyzed in the statistical point the twirling features of the game shows little advantage to either side, but when weighed in parts Mathewson had by far the advantage. Five hits were all that the Giants could register off Bender, while the Athletics rang up for a total of six against Mathewson. Mathewson fanned only three to Bender’s five, but the Indian gave three passes. Mathewson proved a surprise to his admirers by poorly fielding his position. He made two errors, but they luckily resulted in nothing harmful in the net result.

GIANTS GET $1,141 EACH.
The Giants were well rewarded for their hard work in defeating the Athletics, for by the week’s labor each man to-day has a check in his wallet for $1,141.41. That is the share of each of the eighteen Giants for the series. The figures given out officially yesterday show the receipts of the first four games, from which the players derive their profit, to have been $50,730.50. The share for which the two teams struggled amounted to $27,394. Seventy-five per cent of that amount was divided among the Giants. The remainder went in equal shares to the Athletics.
The crowd which saw yesterday’s game was immense, exceeding by a small margin that of Tuesday. All the stands were filled, while men and women stood in a line ten deep back of the ropes from the right to the left field bleachers. Men hung on the fence and sat on the grandstand roof, and some peered at the game through glasses from distant poles and housetops. The crowd was there to cheer its idols, and every move was followed by a roar.
The New York management had a band on the field to enliven things until play began, and it was kept busy as the players walked to the field and started practice. As McGraw appeared on the diamond, coming from the clubhouse, he was met with a volley of applause and was obliged to lift his hat in response.
“Clinch it to-day, Mac,” yelled the crowd. “Nothing but the championship will suit us now.”
“That’s what you’ll get,” he responded smilingly.
While McGraw was walking across the field the Athletics appeared from the clubhouse with Bender in the lead.
“Back to the tepee for yours,” hooted a rooter. “Giants grab heap much wampum,” yelled another, giving an imitation Indian yell. Bender looked at his foes in stolid silence, but smiled widely as the running fire of comments continued. James J. Corbett, with an eye for all public opportunities, walked onto the field with the Giants and helped the players to warm up. He was subjected to a good deal of bantering. Just before play was called Corbett and Bresnahan posed with an Irish flag between them and were snapped by a photographer. Mathewson was the last to arrive on the scene and got a magnificent reception. He was applauded for a full minute and the crowd yelled for him to doff his cap. Instead of doing so, however, he walked over to McGinnity, the conqueror of yesterday, and ostentatiously removed Joe’s headgear. McGinnity returned the compliment.
“Shake ’em up, Matty. Go after ’em,” screamed the bleachers. Mathewson waved his arm as though he would do his utmost. As McGraw went to the plate to bat out in practice the band began to play:
We’ll all get stone blind.
Johnnie go fill up the bowl
 
The crowd cheered, and a half dozen men went through the grandstand offering to bet 100 to 75 that the Giants would win the game. There were no takers.

COULDN’T RATTLE BENDER.
Time and again Bender was yelled at, for the crowd wanted to rattle him, but its noise might as well have been directed at a steam-boat, for he was impassive and cool at all stages. In one inning he gave two bases on balls in succession and the crowd jumped to its feet in glee. Bender was thunderously informed that at that particular stage he was booked for the soap factory, but stuck grimly to his task. At another time two bunts were made in succession. Again the crowd rose in its might and expressed itself as of the opinion that the chief would surely go to the happy hunting grounds, but he refused to die and stood gamely and quietly to the end.
Danny McGann was again a target for the Bender brand of curves, and added to his strike-out performance of Tuesday, when he slashed the air in a way that was distressing. The first time up yesterday McGann, with his strike-out record fresh in the minds of the fans, was cautioned to be wary and smash the ball to the earth’s ends.
“Look out, Danny, the Heap-Much-Kill-’em-Giants man’ll get you. Lace it out of the lot.”
McGann’s face bespoke ill for the future of the ball, but, much to the chagrin of the rooters, he was called out on strikes. As McGann walked toward the home bench the crowd raised a hiss of protest at Sheridan. McGraw, Dahlen, Bresnahan, and Clark had heart-to-heart talks with the indicator, but they were shooed away.
As the game proceeded the crowd saw that it was to be a magnificent pitching struggle, and both twirlers were cheered. After the fourth, when Bender had acquitted himself by retiring the Giants in one, two, three order, he was heartily applauded.
“You’re the real thing: kangaroo out of the American and come to us next season,” howled one fan. Bender lifted his cap in acknowledgment.
Philadelphia had men on bases in the first, second, third, fifth, and sixth innings, but couldn’t get one past the second sack. In the fifth inning they came close to pushing a man to third, but Mathewson, evidently intent upon keeping his record intact, interfered. Powers had made a two-base hit to left. Bender, the next man up, lined one to Mathewson. There were two out, and by the ordinary rules of baseball the batter should have been retired. Powers started off for third, however, and Mathewson, seeing him approaching the bag, took the insult to heart. He threw quickly to Devlin, who touched the runner before he could put his spikes upon the bag.
New York made its runs in the fifth and eighth. In the fifth inning Mertes got a pass and Dahlen followed suit by passing four bad ones. With two on bases the crowd, keen for an opportunity to root, stood up and roared for Devlin to drive in a run.
“Show ’em the way to the clubhouse, Arthur,” shouted Clark, who stood upon the coaching line. Devlin, however, had his orders and bunted. He sacrificed the runners to third and second, respectively and as the men chased down the line the crowd nearly yelled itself hoarse.

BESIEGED BY THE ROOTERS.
“Come on, Gilbert, you can do it!” roared the stands. Then came a volley of taunts to Bender, who viewed the situation with absolute imperturbability and wound up his pitching arm for New York’s second baseman. But Gilbert was equal to the occasion, for he caught one of Bender’s twists on the end of his bat and sent the sphere to deep left. Hartzel got under the base and caught it, but Mertes on third raced home with the first tally of the game. Then the crowd went wild and cheered everything and everybody.
In the eighth the Giants rolled up another. After Gilbert had flied to Lord, Mathewson went to the bag amid a storm of yells. He passed four bad ones, and walked. Bresnahan put an extra coat of dust upon his hands as he stalked to the plate and carefully inspected the business end of his bat. The crowd yelled for him to “Swat it off the earth!”
“Put it in a balloon, Roger, and send it away for good!” screamed the fans. Roger did the next best thing by driving the ball on a straight line to the left field bleachers. Ordinarily it would have counted for a home run, but under the ground rules he was allowed only two bases. Even Matty was enamored of the coup, for as he trotted around to third he paused, under the ground rule allowance, and clapped his hands with satisfaction. Browne, the next up, did his best to imitate Bresnahan, and swung viciously at one of Bender’s curves. It went like a shot straight for the Indian. Bender grabbed at the leather, and it struck his right hand, caroming off to Murphy, who retired Browne. Matty, however, jumped across the rubber and registered a second tally.
The Giants also came within an ace of scoring in the sixth. Mathewson went out to Lord on a high fly, to be followed by Bresnahan who bunted safely along the third-base line. The crowd wanted blood in this round, and told as much to Browne, who followed.
“Once more, boys,” yelled McGraw, who was standing on the coaching line. “Let’s get at the Indian here and fix ’em.”
Browne was equal to the occasion and put one exactly where Roger had sent it. Donlin walked to the plate with the air of a man capable of great things.
“I’m sorry, old Pitch-Em-Heap,” he remarked to Bender jokingly, “but here’s where you go back to the reservation.”
“Is that so?” answered Bender sarcastically. “Your conclusion, Mr. Donlin, is right in this immediate vicinity.” Donlin went out to Lord, and McGann, who followed, cut off three slices of air, and walked away a heart-broken man.
The score:
[image: image]
[image: image]
First base on errors—Philadelphia, 1. Bases on balls—Off Bender, 3. Struck out—By Mathewson, 4; by Bender, 4. Left on bases—New York, 4; Philadelphia, 6. Two-base Two-base hits—Powers, Bresnahan. Sacrifice hits—Devlin, Mathewson. Double plays—Dahlen, Gilbert, and McGann; Hartsel, M. Cross, and L. Cross. Umpires—Messrs. Sheridan and O’Day. Time of game—One hour and twenty-eight minutes. Attendance—24,187.


1911
Philadelphia Athletics 4, New York Giants 2
LLOYD LEWIS
WHEN THE BLEACHER GATES at Shibe Park in Philadelphia were thrown open on the morning of Oct. 24, 1911, I was in the mob that went whooping toward the front seats. I got one, partly because the right-field crowd was smaller than the one in left, partly because most Philadelphians wanted to sit close to their worshiped Athletics, for the World Series at that moment stood two games to one for Connie Mack against John McGraw, and Philadelphia was loud and passionate in the confidence that now they would get revenge for the bitter dose—four games to one, three shutouts—the Giants had given them six years before.
Me, I wanted to get as close to the Giants as possible, and found a place at the rail close to the empty chairs which would that afternoon become the Giants’ bull pen. My whole adolescence had been devoted, so far as baseball went—and it went a long way to an Indiana farm boy—to the Giants and to their kingly pitcher, “Big Six,” the great, the incomparable Christy Mathewson. I hadn’t had the courage to cut classes in the nearby college and go to the first game of the series at Shibe Park. But today I had. Things were desperate. Up in New York’s Polo Grounds to start this, the World Series, Mathewson had won—2 to 1—giving but five hits and demonstrating that with 12 years of herculean toil behind him he was practically as invincible as when in 1905 he had shut out these same Athletics three times.
It had looked like 1905 over again; then, in the second game, the A’s long, lean yokel third baseman J. Franklin Baker had suddenly and incredibly knocked a home run off Rube Marquard, the Giants’ amazing young pitcher. Baker, who had hit only nine homers all season, had tagged the 22-year-old Giant and two runs had come in—and the final had stood 3 to 1.
The papers which I read, as the morning wore on, were still full of that home run and its aftermath.
From the start of the series the newspapers had been publishing syndicated articles signed by Giant and Athletic stars—the real start of the “ghost writers” whose spurious trade flourished so long but which the better papers in time eliminated. And in the article signed by Mathewson the day after Marquard’s disaster it had been said that Rube had lost the game by failing to obey orders. The article rebuked the boy for throwing Baker the high outside pitch he liked, instead of the low fast one he didn’t like and which McGraw had ordered.
The rebuke had been a sensation which grew in the third game when Baker had hit another homer off Mathewson himself, and had been the main wrecker of the great man’s long sway over the A’s. Up in the ninth inning of that third game Matty had kept command. Always when the Athletics had got men on bases he had turned on his magic. As he went to the bench at the end of the eighth, New York had risen and given him a tremendous ovation, for in 44 innings of World Series play, 1905 and 1911, he had allowed the Mack-men exactly one run—and the A’s were hitters, indeed. Their season’s average for 1911 had been .297.
Then in the ninth, Eddie Collins had gone out, and only two men had stood between Matty and his fifth series victory over his victims. Up had come Baker with the American League fans begging him to do to Matty what he had done to Marquard—and, incredible as it seemed, he had done this.
As home runs go, it hadn’t been much more than a long fly that sailed into the convenient right-field stand at the Polo Grounds, but it had gone far enough to tie the score and give Baker a nickname for life—“Home Run” Baker.
Snodgrass, the Giants’ center fielder, one of the smartest and greatest of base runners, had ripped Baker’s trousers almost off him, sliding into third in the first of the 10th inning. With McGraw snarling, railing, jeering from the coaching line, the Giants made no secret of their hatred of Baker. To them he was merely a lucky lout, a greenhorn who had by sheer accident homered off the two top pitchers of the season.
But Baker had hit again, a scratch single in the 11th, which had been part of the making of the run which had won, and Marquard in his “ghosted” article had quipped at Mathewson’s advice.
All that was in everybody’s mind—and mine—as on Oct. 24 the fourth game came up. The papers had had time to chew the sensation over and over, for it had rained for a week after the third game and now, with seven days’ rest, Mathewson was to try again—this time in Shibe Park.
The long delay hadn’t cooled excitement. The press box was still as crowded as at the opening game. This was the first World Series to be handled in the modern publicity fashion—the first to have as many as 50 telegraphers on the job—the first to wire the game by play-by-play to points as distant as Havana, Cuba—the first to which newspapers in the Far West and South sent their own writers. And though the A’s now had a lead of two games to one, the threat of the Giants was still great enough to keep fever high.
It was a little after one o’clock when my long vigil ended. Onto the field came the Giants with their immemorial swagger, chips still on their shoulders—the cocky, ornery, defiant men of Muggsy McGraw—the rip-roaring demons who had that season of 1911 set a record of 347 stolen bases—a record which would stand for another 31 years without any other club ever coming nearer to it than the Senators’ 288 in 1913.
And here at long last they were! I knew them from their pictures as, clad in dangerous black, they came strutting across toward their dugout. McGraw had dressed his men in black, back in 1905 when he had humbled the Athletics, and he was playing hunches now.
Muggsy was first—stocky, hard-eyed. Behind him came slim, handsome Snodgrass, striding as became a genius at getting hit by pitched balls and in scaring infielders with his flashing spikes. Then came swart, ominous Larry Doyle; lantern-jawed Art Fletcher; Buck Herzog, whose nose curved like a scimitar; lithe little Josh Devore; burly Otis Crandall; flat-faced, mahogany-colored Chief Meyers, the full-blooded Indian; Fred Merkle, all muscles even in his jaws, a lion-heart living down the most awful bonehead blunder ever made in baseball.
Then came Marquard, 6 feet 3, his sharp face and slitlike eyes smiling—his head tilting to the left at the top of a long wry neck— Marquard the meteoric! At 19 years of age he had been bought at a record price from Indianapolis and had immediately flopped two straight years for McGraw, becoming the nationally goatish “$11,000 lemon.” Then, this 1911, he had flamed out, won 24 games, and become the “$11,000 beauty.”
As the Giants began to toss the ball around, I couldn’t see my hero, the Mathewson whom I had come to see, the great one who from the time I was nine I had pretended I was, playing ball in the Indiana cow pasture, throwing his famous “fadeaway” which, for me, never came off. Then, suddenly, there he was, warming up and growling “Who am I working for, the Giants or the photographers,” as the cameramen, not 20 feet from my popeyed head, begged him for poses.
I was let down for a minute. He didn’t speak like a demigod but as I stared, he looked it, all the same. He held his head high, and his eye with slow, lordly contempt swept the Athletics as they warmed up across the field. He was 31, all bone and muscle and princely poise. Surely he would get those Athletics today and put the Giants back in the running. Surely his unique “fadeaway,” the curve that broke backward, his speed, his snapping curve, his fabulous brain, couldn’t be stopped. It had been luck that had beaten him in the last game. Now he’d get them.
My eye never left him till the bell rang and he strode, hard but easy, with the swing of the aristocrat, into the dugout and little Josh Devore went up to hit.
Josh singled, Doyle tripled, Snodgrass scored Larry with a long fly. Black figures were flying everywhere. The big copper-colored Chief Bender on Mack’s mound was wobbling, and when the side was finally out he practically ran for the dugout. Later, we learned, he had run in to cut off bandages from his ribs, tape from a recent injury. After that he was to be unbeatable.
Up came the Athletics. Matty, as though in princely disdain, fanned the first two men. The third man, Eddie Collins, singled. Here came Baker, his sun-tanned face tense, his bat flailing—the air thick with one word from 25,000 throats, “Homer! Homer!”
Matty studied him as a scientist contemplates a beetle, then struck him out! What I yelled I don’t know. All I remember is standing there bellowing and paying no heed to the wadded newspapers the Athletic fans around me threw. It was wonderful.
In the fourth, Baker came up to start it and doubled. Dannie Murphy doubled. Harry Davis doubled. Ira Thomas hit a sacrifice fly—three runs. It couldn’t be. Up came Baker again in the fifth with Collins on first and another double boomed across the diamond. I saw Snodgrass eventually stop it, but he didn’t really have it in his glove at all. It had stuck in my gullet.
Right in front of me an unthinkable thing happened. Hooks Wiltse, the southpaw, began warming up for the Giants. Was Matty knocked out? Another figure rose from the bull pen. Rube Marquard. He didn’t warm up, he only strolled up and down, a great sardonic grin on his face. The fans around me were screaming at him, “You’re even with Matty now, Rube! He won’t tell you what to pitch any more!” etc., etc. Rube smirked at them.
Matty got by without more scores, but in the seventh with a man on third Christy walked Baker on four intentional balls, and Shibe Park’s walls waved in a cyclone of boos. I wished I were dead.
The eighth. A pinch hitter went up for Mathewson. I was sorry I hadn’t died in the seventh.
Finally it was all over.
I walked out through 25,000 of the most loathsome individuals ever created—all jeering at Mathewson, all howling Baker’s virtues. I dragged my feet this way and that trying to escape the currents of fans. At the end of a dolorous mile I stopped at a saloon. I had never had a drink. Now was the time.
“Beer,” I said, in the voice of Poe’s raven.
“You ain’t 21,” the bartender rasped. Then he took a second look, saw that I was 100 years old, and splashed a great stein in front of me.
I took one swallow. It was bitter, just as bitter as everything else in the world. I laid down a nickel and walked out. Every step of the way downtown I kept telling myself that in my coffin, some day, there’d be only room for one thing besides myself—my hatred of the Athletics.
But what I started out to tell was about my greatest day in baseball. That came three years later, Oct. 9, 1914, when the lowly, despised Boston Braves wallowed, humbled, trampled, laughed at the lofty Athletics to the tune of 7 to 1. Hoarse and happy, I came out of Shibe Park, spent hours hunting that same saloon, but I couldn’t find it. It had to be that one. What I wanted to do was to walk in all alone—find nobody else in there—order two beers, and when the bartender looked inquiringly at the extra one, say to him in a condescending voice, “Oh, that? That’s for Mathewson.”

1912
Snodgrass, Speaker, and Smoky Joe
CHRISTY MATHEWSON, HEINIE WAGNER, AND TRIS SPEAKER
The 1912 World Series was played amid much fanfare and more than lived up to its advance billing. The series produced five one-run games, a tie played in the darkness of the Polo Grounds, and a decisive eighth game that took ten innings and an immortal error by Giants centerfielder Fred Snodgrass to give the Red Sox their second world championship in as many tries.
The reporting of the series dominated the sixteen dailies of both cities and the national press as well. Included in the coverage was a genre of World Series writing that continues to serve as a staple of sports pages to this day, namely the ghost-written articles allegedly penned by players. In all likelihood the articles by Mathewson, Speaker, and Wagner describing the eighth and final game were virtual transcripts of interviews, polished by writers to read like the efforts of the players themselves, though the college-educated Mathewson and Speaker may well have written at least part of their columns.
BY CHRISTY MATHEWSON
FANS ARE PROBABLY WONDERING how I feel about that defeat.
Let it be distinctly understood that I do not blame any one. Least of all do I blame Snodgrass, who muffed Engle’s fly in the 10th. We are all liable to make errors.
There are several things about the game and the series that I want the public to know. In the first place, it was one of the cleanest, yet hardest played, series that I have ever been in. I don’t remember hearing a cuss word used during any of the games, and yet there was lots of fight shown by the two teams. Opposing players frequently said to each other, “O, we’ll get you yet.” But there was no dirty work and no bad language. It spoke well for baseball and for the players.

PROBABLY HIS FAREWELL
Then there is another thing I would like to say, if the ego can be pardoned. Few pitchers in their big league careers are picked to pitch such a game as that one yesterday, and I appreciate the confidence McGraw had in me in sending me into that game. If the Giants get into the World Series next year, and, if by any chance the battle should run to the seventh game, I shall probably not be selected to pitch. I am getting old.
I am glad that I had this honor while I was in baseball. McGraw walked out and met me as I came to the bench after the 10th inning, and he shook hands with me. “Matty,” he said, “I am glad that I sent you in. If I had the same thing to do over again, it would be you.”
That made me feel good, and it evened up some for the disappointment in losing the game. Fans know and I know that after a man has been pitching in the big league for 13 years, as I have, he probably will never have the chance again that I had today. It was a great honor.

NO BLAME FOR SNODGRASS
Doubtless many persons wonder whether I blame Snodgrass. His name is on every one’s lips, and adherents of the Giants censured him severely. The newspaper men will probably criticise him, but the members of the team do not. I have seen Hans Wagner make the same kind of an error on an easy pop fly to the infield, and he has been called the greatest player of all time. I
can forgive the error that Snodgrass made easier than I can one where players do not get together on the ball, as he and Fletcher failed to do in the seventh inning when Boston made its first run, or in the 10th, when Merkle and Meyers balled up Speaker’s foul fly. That was the play which really broke our backs.
Then again, I was guilty of a mistake in the 10th inning myself, which proved costly. I passed Yerkes, trying to get him to bat at bad balls, and in that way put the winning run on the bases. It was not because I lacked control.

GOOD WORD FOR BEDIENT
The Boston players deserve great credit for their work in the games. I want to compliment particularly young Hugh Bedient, who started yesterday’s game against us and who pitched wonderful ball, with everything depending upon him. We tried in every way to get to him, but we could not hit the ball hard. Once, when it looked as if we had him going, a sensational catch by Hooper saved him.
In the seventh inning a young fellow stepped into the limelight who should be highly recommended. Stahl sent Henriksen to the bat, cold from the bench, without a chance to warm up. He is only a kid, and he came up with men on first and second bases and two out.

HENRIKSEN LOOKED EASY
The first ball I pitched to Henriksen, O’Loughlin called a strike, and it looked like a bad strike to me. It was the only one that looked bad in the series that an umpire has given me. The next ball was a bad ball and Henriksen struck at it and missed it. That put him in the hole right away and I thought that I had him sure.
Then he refused to strike at a bad ball and let two pass him when I was trying to get him to bite at bad ones. I figured on giving him a curve over the outside corner of the plate, so that if he, being a left-hand batter, hit it anywhere the ball would go to left field, and Murray could probably throw the runner from second out at the plate.
Then Henriksen hit the ball and hit it the only place where he could hit that kind of a ball and score the run. He smashed it over third base
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