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“Will be hard to believe I am sure”
Title of message posted by Curt Schilling,

Thanksgiving 2003 at redsox.com

“OMG OMG OMG OMG OMG OMG I LOVE THIS TEAM!”
Melissa Tucarella, Boston
12:22 a.m., Oct. 21, 2004

“Ladies, In Honor of Toronto’s waitress” thread
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Chapter 1: Success is counted sweetest

Dewey Marsh was only 22 months old at the time, and he is blessed to 
have no actual recall of what happened that day. He only can rely on what 
he has read or what he has heard from relatives and friends about June 9, 
1953.

The Marshes had just moved into a new home in Rutland, Mass. It was 
about 4:45 in the afternoon, and the family had just sat down to dinner: 
Father Don, 30; mother Midge, 29, sister Linda, 4; and little Dwight, who 
would become such a fan of Boston Red Sox outfielder Dwight “Dewey” 
Evans that he would one day take the nickname himself and post messages 
as “rsox4evr” at redsox.com on the yet-to-be-invented Internet.

A powerful tornado, a category F5 with maximum winds roaring up to 
300 mph, ripped through Worcester County and into local lore. It smashed 
into the Marsh residence, and only the foundation remained. Linda was 
found impaled on a branch of a nearby tree through her upper torso; 
miraculously, rescue workers were able to remove both ends of the branch 
and rush her to a local hospital for immediate surgery that saved her life. 
Midge -- who would only refer to the disaster in later years as “the big 
wind” -- had to be treated for injuries that included a back broken in three 
places.

Don Marsh was the principal of Rutland’s elementary school, and he had 
been an outstanding baseball player who was offered a contract by the 
National League’s Boston Braves. He loved the Red Sox, followed them 
avidly that summer, and one day he was going to pass down that tradition 
to his little boy. But when rescuers found Don, he was laying face down 
on the ground, lifeless. They heard a muffled cry, and it became clear that 
a father had given life to his son a second time.

“Rolling my father’s body over, they found me alive, crying and in his 
arms,” recalled Dewey Marsh, now 53. “He saved my life that day. The 
rescue workers had to cut the branch of the tree off and transport my sister 
as-is to the hospital, as they thought trying to remove it would cause more 
damage to her. She luckily survived. My mom couldn’t attend my dad’s 
funeral, as she was recovering in the hospital. My father died from a skull 
fracture injury sustained during the storm.
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“My poor mother was in her late 20s and had two small children to 
support, and had just lost her husband in a terrible tragedy. I have to hand 
it to her -- the three of us made it through. My mother was a Red Sox 
fan in her own right, and I have to credit her for giving me an interest in 
baseball and sharing that with me until she died in 1997. All I can say now 
is, ‘Thanks, Mom and Dad.’ . . . I appreciate life to the fullest.”

Today, Dwight Marsh is a data storage technician for a company in 
Westborough, Mass. He is a father of two, and he understood the meaning 
of Red Sox Nation as well as anyone -- and maybe more. It was glue that 
helped hold his life together through the decades, a bridge to the memory 
of a father who saved him. Being a Red Sox fan offered a metaphor for 
life: hope, unyielding optimism, tradition and community, one that starts at 
Yawkey Way and reaches literally around the world.

“I’ve been a monstrous Red Sox fan since I was about 11,” Dewey said. “I 
watch every game that I am able to on TV. The tough part was back in the 
‘60s, when cable didn’t exist, and you were lucky if you got to see the Sox 
televised once during the weekends. Most of the games that I ‘watched’ 
were on the radio. It was a great medium for hearing a game -- no matter 
where you were: painting the house, lying in bed and supposedly asleep or 
riding in the car. 

“So I’ve been a Boston Red Sox fan for over 40 years -- through the highs 
and lows, and as most Sox fans know, there were more lows than highs. 
I attended my first baseball game in 1964, against the Minnesota Twins. 
I was at Fenway Park the night in 1967 that Tony Conigliaro was beaned 
-- very scary. I was lucky enough to be in attendance for the first game 
of that year’s World Series. … I don’t know how my stepfather ever got 
those tickets, but I was blown away being there.”

Blown away. Dewey Marsh’s world was once practically blown away just 
as it was under way. But now he’s a grown man with one of the countless 
unbelievable Red Sox Nation stories. Rarely has he been happier. What he 
and his kids saw in October 2004 was the story of a lifetime, an honest-to-
goodness dream come true. He and many like him had waited 86 years for 
a happy ending to a Major League Baseball season. And this time, life was 
good.



6

This was in the days of Camelot. John F. Kennedy was the pride of New 
England in the White House, and the Red Sox were going through a long 
dry spell, but they were hardly miserable enough for anyone to feel cursed. 
At Dartmouth College, a student who had grown up far away in Texas’ Rio 
Grande Valley took a mild interest in a Northeastern baseball team.

“I was a lukewarm Red Sox fan while in New Hampshire in 1961, with 
different fish to fry,” Thomas Wenger recalled. “Dartmouth was an all-
male environment in those days. When would the all-girl Colby College 
bus arrive at the corner of the Green? When was the next road trip to 
Boston? Not for the museums, but to visit other centers for education, like 
Radcliffe and Wellesley. I went to just one Red Sox game in 1962, and 
they lost.”

No one could know what direction America and the world would take in 
those days of Camelot. And certainly no one -- not Thomas Wenger, not 
the people from around the world who would later call themselves citizens 
of Red Sox Nation -- could imagine that the drought of World Series 
championships for the fabled Sox would be only halfway over.

It was Emily Dickinson, pride of Amherst, Mass., who once wrote:
 
Success is counted sweetest
By those who ne’er succeed.
To comprehend a nectar
Requires sorest need.

The nectar, not tasted by a Red Sox fan since 1918, finally was tasted 
again in October 2004. It was not just a taste of the nectar, but a 
magnificent bath in the sweet stuff. The Red Sox conquered the archrival 
New York Yankees for the American League pennant by becoming the 
first team in Major League history to come back from an 0-3 playoff series 
deficit. And as an encore, they swept the vaunted St. Louis Cardinals in the 
World Series as if they never even noticed an opposing team on the same 
field.

Wenger, a physician in the Rocky Mountain region of Red Sox Nation, 
was there to experience the sweetness. Now 62, it had been his life’s work 
to know about a person’s sorest need, and he knew what that was for a Sox 
fan.
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“We were in Boston in October, by chance at a medical meeting arranged 
many months before the playoffs were decided. So having the great good 
fortune to watch the city go nuts during The Comeback and again during 
the Series sweep was a true gift to us,” Wenger said. “The fever swept 
us up, and we watched every game, even when I should have been in 
meetings. Was there any real choice?

“When I went to Dartmouth those many years ago, I realized the 
frustration of the Sox fans then. Since then, I went back to Texas, 
where I had grown up and finished college at the University of Texas. 
I then attended Baylor medical school in Houston and practice now in 
Colorado. I have been following the Colorado Rockies, but without 
much enthusiasm. The visit to Boston at exactly the right time, though 
unplanned, reawakened my interest in the game and focused me back on 
the Sox. I plan now to sign up for satellite [TV] season coverage so I can 
watch the Sox make it two in a row.”

Red Sox Nation grows and grows. It starts with people like Dewey Marsh 
and Thomas Wenger. It becomes a way of life for someone like Fred Hale 
Sr., a Maine native who was 113 years old and the oldest man in the world 
when the 2004 season began -- he would finally see his beloved Sox win 
one more time before dying three weeks later.

It goes on with Boston accountant Leanne DeMarco, who felt that a curse 
must have lifted when fellow Sox fan Brad Flannery proposed to her on 
the warning track in front of the Green 
Monster in the early-morning hours after 
David Ortiz hit his ALCS Game 4 walk-off 
homer. It welcomes teens like 16-year-old 
Koby Geller, who during an August trip 
with his Jewish family to Israel placed a 
note at the Western Wall -- the most sacred 
site in Judaism -- that asked for a Red Sox 
World Series championship.

Long after his naturalization into Red 
Sox Nation, Thomas Wenger was on the Koby Geller
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Fan Forum message boards at redsox.com, eager to share his feelings 
with countless other Sox fans. Posting under his familiar screenname of 
“soxxphan1,” Wenger began typing a series of haikus to capture the 
feeling of the long-awaited World Series championship.

Now is a good time
To be in Red Sox Nation.
Let’s do it again!

Eighty-six years passed
Before we could dance for joy!
A long, long dry spell.

The boys of summer
Have brought us out of despair:
All’s well that ends well.

Even from the far reaches of Busch Stadium on the night of Oct. 27, it 
was difficult not to watch agape as a tremendous block of Sox fans behind 
the champions’ dugout stayed there seemingly forever beneath the half-
light’s glow, not wanting to stop celebrating . . . ever. The entire nation 
reverberated, intuitively -- in pubs and dorms and homes back in New 
England; at Sonny McLean’s restaurant, in what they call Red Sox Nation 
West out in Los Angeles; in England, where ex-pats watched it live on 
MLB.TV; near a nuclear-missile base on Scott and Kay Provencher’s 
North Dakota prairie; in the Dominican Republic; from Southwest Florida, 
where the dream had begun every springtime for Susan Johnson, up to 
Toronto and the home of her sister, Dale Scott; and indeed seemingly 
everywhere people existed.

All’s well that ends well, indeed, if you were a Sox fan who had grown up 
always wondering why it wasn’t your time to celebrate. Understanding the 
true feeling and the love inside Red Sox Nation takes you to an epicenter 
of the connectivity found not only at Fenway but also at a free-spirited 
message board.

Wenger was one of those reveling in the post-championship bliss.

“Feeling the enormous collective sigh of relief that rose after the Series 

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=113249.1
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sweep from all of New England was a moving experience to us,” he 
said. “The haiku were spontaneous expressions of the experience, 
some thoughtful and others profane, not unlike many of the Sox fans’ 
outpourings after this incredible season’s finale had concluded and the 
reality had just begun to sink in.”

Then he added a bonus:

Red Sox war stories 
Help fill the E-book pages:
History is made.
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Chapter 2: A time to give thanks

Generations of Red Sox fans grew up expecting their hopes to be crushed. 
It was a way of life, but it was their way, and so they embraced the annual 
ritual.

The Celtics had won. The Bruins had won. The Patriots had even begun to 
win.

Being a Sox fan was not a fate so kind, but the charm and the tradition of 
the chase seemed as natural as the seasons. The players would annually 
report to Spring Training, and they were the new promise incarnate. They 
would settle into Fenway Park, the most beloved place in the game, and 
they would raise your hopes with the temperature.

Some days at the yard were so glorious that the standings did not seem to 
matter, because you had a hot Fenway Frank in one hand and a scorecard 
or your child’s hand in the other. On those days, the rite of passage was 
as palpable as the clank of a liner off the Green Monster. Deep down 
inside, a Sox fan always knew those were the important moments. But 
it is a collective competition, just as it is a compilation of those precious 
moments, and there were those other days when you could close your eyes 
and feel the pangs in your gut as painful memories played over and over in 
your mind.

Maybe they were witnessed firsthand. Maybe they were grandfathers’ 
tales. However they got into the gray matter, they stayed there and just 
built up. And then it just seemed like they came with the territory as a 
human being.

It was Country Slaughter scoring from first for the Cardinals in Game 7 of 
the 1946 World Series at Fenway, where Johnny Pesky supposedly held 
onto the ball too long before making the relay to home. It was losing to 
Bob Gibson one more time, in Game 7 of the 1967 World Series. It was 
Carlton Fisk hitting that beautiful homer into the night in Game 6 of the 
1975 World Series, and the Sox blowing a 3-0 lead in Game 7 to fall short 
against the Big Red Machine. It was Bucky Dent, of all people, hitting that 
freakin’ homer for the Yankees in the 1978 one-game AL East playoff.

There was Mookie Wilson’s slow roller through Bill Buckner’s legs at first 
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base in the 1986 World Series at Shea Stadium. June swoons. “Red Sox 
Suck!” catcalls from fans at the Bronx, where they beat their chest over 
26 World Series championships and proudly proclaimed the “Curse of the 
Bambino.”

The freshest hurt always hurt the most, too, and in November 2003, Red 
Sox fans were still waiting for the first blanket of deep winter snow to 
softly white out what Aaron Boone had just done.

“Having suffered through 1967, 1975, 1986 and 2003, I would find myself 
questioning my loyalties every fall -- to a team that seemed snakebit,” 
Dewey Marsh said. “They appeared to be unable to come through in the 
clutch, and some years I would feel those losses so intensely that I would 
ask why I continue to put myself through the excruciating torture year 
after year. It was almost like an uncontrollable disease, an illness, an 
addiction. Every spring, my hope would spring eternal, like the new buds 
on a rosebush. Most years, those hopes would be painfully dashed by 
September; a long, cold winter awaited.”

The 2003 Red Sox had been within five outs of returning to their first 
World Series since that Mets debacle, but Pedro Martinez was left in 
Game 7 of the ALCS too long, and he squandered Boston’s lead. Boone 
had provided the latest heartbreaker, this one a walk-off home run that put 
the Yankees into the Fall Classic against the Florida Marlins, ruining yet 
another impossible dream. The closer you get, the more it hurts.

“I had just moved back to New England -- Maine, to be exact,” said Tom 
Hopkins, a retired Navy man. “My next-
door neighbor was a Yankees fan. I had to 
listen to him screaming and yelling when 
Boone hit the home run to end the ALCS.”

Hopkins is the story of so many people in 
Red Sox Nation. He grew up close enough 
to Fenway Park that he could almost hear 
the balls clank off the Monster, and his dad, 
Chet Hopkins, took him there to watch a 
boy’s favorite player, the great Yaz.

“I was lucky enough to attend Game 6 of 

Tom (right) and Jennifer Hopkins 
with Ron “PaPa Jack” Jackson 
holding their daughter Jenna.
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the 1975 World Series,” Tom Hopkins said. “It’s hard to believe how long 
ago that was. I was a sophomore in high school. I joined the U.S. Navy in 
1978, and I was in boot camp in Orlando when the Yankees beat the Sox 
in that playoff game. I actually had to hear the news of the score and about 
Bucky Dent from a Yankee fan who was in my boot-camp company.

“I followed the Sox from wherever the Navy sent me. In 1986, I was 
stationed in Jacksonville, Fla., during the World Series against the Mets. I 
watched the sixth game of the Series while at an apartment belonging to a 
friend from New Hampshire. I remember thinking before the ninth inning 
started, ‘How come Dave Stapleton isn’t in the game?’ I actually didn’t 
see the Bill Buckner play live because I was upset over the wild pitch by 
Bob Stanley.”

Hopkins retired to Norfolk, Va., in 2001, after a 20-year hitch in the 
armed forces and a longer Red Sox hitch than that. His father passed 
away in 1985, never able to see a World Series champion. In 2002, Tom’s 
daughter Taylor was born 15 days after the Patriots won the Super Bowl. 
In December 2003, his daughter Jenna was born. There were two new 
people in Red Sox Nation, and one could only imagine what it might be 
like to awaken into life as a Red Sox fan who knew only World Series 
championship baseball. It just wasn’t the way a culture of hopeful and 
hardy people had lived their lives. 

On Nov. 20, 2003, a post by No Guru No Method was spotted at the Sons 
of Sam Horn (SoSH) Web site:

Nope it still hurts. Going back to bed for 
another month.

And this one, six days later, by Jneen:

I finally got up enough courage to visit this 
thread for the very first time today. Know what? I 
didn’t cry. This is a big step. Things feel good 
right now.

The annual healing process was beginning. Hope was ahead.
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Only days before Jenna Hopkins entered Red Sox Nation, families of Red 
Sox fans gathered for a Thanksgiving feast, a New England tradition going 
back to the days of Miles Standish. It was a time for repair, a time to share, 
a time to wipe away hurt and rejoice. A time to forget about that Yankee 
fan next door who was screaming and yelling and reminding you of your 
lot in life.

Aunts and uncles, cousins, grandparents, siblings and parents enjoyed food 
and repartee. Inevitably, someone would bring up the latest tough end of 
a great baseball season, and for a fleeting moment a Sox fan longed to 
squeeze back into that grandstand seat and peer out at hope between two 
fingers covering your face. Then the moment would be knocked away 
like a mitten swiping at a long icicle dangling from a soffit. It would be 
cold again, and someone would mention something like that afternoon’s 
football games.

Thanksgiving weekends were different by 2003, though. You could bring 
a laptop to the relatives’ house. Or you could jump on the PC in the den 
or basement office. On Nov. 28, at a little past 2 a.m. on the morning 
after Thanksgiving, many Sox fans with no school or work to deal with 
the next day jumped online the way they so often did and went to redsox.
com. It was a routine stop for many of them, some for years, some of them 
newbies. The destination was the Fan Forum, where message boards were 
constantly populated with fresh topics and posts.

It didn’t matter what time of year, what day of the week, or what time of 
the day. Other Sox fans were always there to commiserate make friends 
with strangers, talk on- and off-topic, and occasional lob text missiles back 
and forth at a Yankee agitator. The posters were from the Boston area, 
from Mississippi, from Seattle, from the other side of the world. It brought 
them together in a way nothing else could.

That early morning there was a new post right on the top of the message 
board. It was by a new name.

It was an unbelievable name -- with an unbelievable jersey number within 
the screenname itself.
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This is the unedited version of The Post that would come from a computer 
in Arizona and become the first of nearly 2,000 posts in a single and 
spectacular thread:

Subject: Will be hard to believe I am sure
From: Curt38
To: ALL

First off to any and all members of the media 
I would ask that if you are here, that this 
information remain here. I am posting this for 
the fans of this site. I know there are no hard 
fast rules to this kind of thing but it would be 
greatly appreciated if this post and its content 
remained on this site alone. I had hoped to post 
to the SoSH site since its private, but that was 
not possible.

I know it’ll be a stretch to believe this, but I 
am posting here for a few reasons. The main one 
is to squelch any and all of the stupid rumours 
that have surfaced since this whole ordeal began, 
and the second is to let you know where things 
stand.

1) I have not and will not demand a guaranteed 
three year extension.

2) I am not, have not, and will not be asking for 
a guaranteed contract of 15 million dollars per 
season

3) The reported quote in which I stated I did 
not want to play in Boston was not a misquote, 
but I do think it was very easy to take out of 
context given the question asked at the time. The 
question was posed to me after a certain member 
of the national media and respected baseball 
person stated I have said that my preference 
WAS to play for the Red Sox. I was a bit miffed 
at this report since it was completely false 
and there was at no time anything that could be 

http://www.forums.mlb.com/n/mb/message.asp?webtag=ml-redsox&msg=60047.1
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attributed to me saying anything of the sort. So 
I was asked about the Red Sox, and remember this 
was prior to Terry Francona’s being named the 
front runner for the Red Sox job, and I replied 
that Boston was not an option. The Red Sox were 
not an option for pretty much that very reason, 
there was no manager in place, and that to me 
was a significant issue. That situation obviously 
changed over the past few weeks and with that 
so did my opinion of possibly coming to Boston. 
Whether I get the chance to finish my career in 
Boston or not, if Terry does end up with the 
job I sincerely believe you will all (well not 
all since there is NO WAY to please this entire 
group:) be glad Mr Epstein made the decision 
he did. Terry is a man of strong values and 
integrity, and I can’t imagine any player having 
issues with him on the field or off.

4) I am not going to offer any specifics on the 
ongoing discussions other than to tell you they 
are ongoing. Mr Epstein has been impressive at 
every turn of these talks. He obviously came very 
prepared and his preperation has been apparent 
every time we’ve met.

5) I never, and let me emphasize that word, 
never, said I would take less to play for the 
Yankees than I would to play for the Red Sox, nor 
did I ever say it would cost the Red Sox more 
to sign me than the Yankees. I am not in this 
to start, or be a part of, a bidding war. As of 
right now, within this window of opportunity, 
I am doing what I can do to determine if the 
Boston Red Sox organization and I can come to an 
agreement in which I would be allowed to finish my 
career as a Red Sox.

6) And yes, the one rumour that is true is 
that Mr Epstein and his assistant did have 
Thanksgiving dinner at our home. Shonda and 
I were a bit concerned, and impressed, that 
they would spend Thanksgiving away from their 
families, so we invited them on Wednesday night 
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to have dinner with us on Thanksgiving, I am 
pretty sure they enjoyed the food.
This will play itself out however it is supposed 
to. I honestly cannot tell you one way or the 
other if there will be an agreement at this 
point, alot of issues have been resolved, but 
some are still out there to potentially be 
resolved. I don’t believe either side has laid a 
‘deal breaker’ on the table, but having said that 
there are still some issues in front of us that 
could preclude a deal getting completed. If this 
does not happen I can assure you that it will not 
be for lack of effort from either party.
I can honestly say that the posts here have been 
pretty cool to read, like every other player in 
the big leagues it’s certainly nice to be wanted 
to this extent.

I hope everyone had a safe and happy Thanksgiving
God Bless 
Curt Schilling

One of the most feared right-handed pitchers in the game, Curt Schilling 
had led the Arizona Diamondbacks past those confounded Yankees in the 
2001 World Series. He had started his professional career in the Red Sox 
organization in 1986, and now he was on the minds of many Sox fans 
because Boston was known to be making a run at acquiring him.

Larry Lucchino, Red Sox president/chief executive officer, traveled to 
Schilling’s Paradise Valley, Ariz., home along with senior vice president/
general manager Theo Epstein to persuade Schilling to waive his no-trade 
clause, allowing the Diamondbacks to deal him to the Red Sox. Schilling 
had invited them to partake in a Thanksgiving feast with the family while 
they were there.

So this post could be authentic. But how could it be? How many past 
Thanksgivings did a Sox fan go online and read a personal message 
from one of the best players in the game, attesting to his interest in your 
baseball team?

It seemed like a cruel hoax, if anything. Maybe it was one of those Yankee 
“trolls” on the message boards, just trying to get a reaction.
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That’s exactly how some fans at redsox.com initially reacted.

The first post was deleted soon thereafter, because the moderator 
considered the content in violation of stated posting guidelines. But many 
posters jumped all over this thread -- wondering, hoping, doubting.

From: themangokid
To: Curt38
11/28/2003 2:49 am

hmm, I wonder.... 
Curt, if this is really you (and I believe 
it might be) we appreciate your comments and 
clarification on all the speculation. 
if it’s not you, YOU”RE A DEAD MAN , TROLL!!! ;-)

From: muellertektrot2
To: Curt38
11/28/2003 2:56 am

Yeah it seems hard to believe, but your post 
seems valid. :D 
Hey Mr. Schilling(is it okay if I call you that?) 
welcome to the forum(lol...like you need an 
intro) You’ve convinced me enough to realize....
wow this IS Curt Schilling

Thank you for clearing that stuff up with us. 
It’s so cool that you given up your time to tell 
us your opinions. I would be thrilled on having 
you on the team. Believe me, Red Sox Nation would 
LOOOOVE to have you on the team. Heck, we never 
even expected this trade to even come as close as 
it is right now and even if you accept or not, I 
appreciate you sharing your insights and honesty 
on the issues to the best of your ability(since 
well it has be be rather hush-hush)

Oh yeah with the SoSH site, I’m sure once they 
find out who you are, they’ll be more than happy 
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to let you join :) Some of them are members of 
this forum and will probably pass the word over 
to them.

Once again, I greatly appreciate you for taking 
time out of your schedule(shouldn’t you be in 
bed by now? lol...j/k) to inform us...oh god I’m 
repeating myself....

Anways I hope you had a nice
Thanksgiving as well and um....I hope your 
givings were thanked....lol :)

From: pedrofan1
To: 67wasbestuntil2004
11/28/2003 3:20 am

Is it him...is it not him? Once again the true 
nature of the Sox fan shines through, that of the 
skeptical believer :)

That immediate reaction of pedrofan1 and others -- that of the skeptical 
believer -- was indeed the true and time-honored trait of a born-and-bred 
member of Red Sox Nation. They always wanted to believe, but for no 
other reason than one’s self-preservation that always had to come with a 
hint of skepticism. After all, they had Emily Dickinson’s “sorest need.” 
Surely that is how Chicago Cubs fans would have described themselves as 
well. It seemed like just the day before that people were bracing for a Red 
Sox-Cubs World Series that would be the end of the world as they knew it, 
and then both engines blew a gasket just five outs away.

That’s just the way it always was. Why wouldn’t they be skeptical?

Curt38? It couldn’t be. One of the game’s star players was complimenting 
them that their posts were “cool to read?” As emasterv put it at 3:28 a.m., 
the odds were “like 1/100000000000.”  

Or so it seemed. A wee-hour buzz began to build. Sox fans tried to 
contemplate the possibility. “Who knows,” pedrofan1 replied to emasterv, 
seeking a corroborator. “Like the thread title says, ‘Will be hard to 
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believe.’ Not unheard of, though. I read where Carlos Beltran is an 
occasional visitor on the Royals board.”

emasterv shot right back: “The fact that he called ‘his’ wife by her name 
makes me suspicious.”

Then came a true believer, a fan named Raymond … as if this were the 
Voice of Thanksgiving himself. Posting as reojr, his words were those of 
an immediately heartened Sox fan who had unconditional love to offer, 
devoid of any generational cynicism that normally bleeds into one’s faith.  

From: reojr
To: Curt38
11/28/2003 3:31 am

Mr. Schilling, Thank you for your post! Red 
Sox Nation would Love to have you back in the 
organization! You have always been a great 
pitcher to watch pitch! I can only wish you the 
best with whatever desicion that you make later 
on today. As a Red Sox fan (1st) and a baseball 
fan I can only say that the sport needs more 
people like yourself. You are truely a stand up 
gentalemen. Thank you from the bottom of our 
hearts in RSN for giving up of your time during 
this holiday week to consider the Red Sox. I 
wish you and your family the best threw out the 
holiday season. I believe you may be the key in 
Championships to come. (Hopefully with the Red 
Sox) Thank you very much for your time, and good 
luck in the future. Raymond

Still, there was doubt. A troll, by definition, is one of those nettlesome 
computer users who thrive on agitating other people on a message board, 
typically ravaging a message thread with garbage until being evicted by 
the moderator before often returning with a different screenname. A troll 
is living, breathing spam, someone who can actually cut years off your 
life due to stress, if you let it. No matter how many times a moderator 
kicks a troll out of the community, he frequently comes right back with a 
slightly different guise, thrilled by causing another’s pain. urinalcake and 
benzenepoison are among those uninvited guests to the Sox forum.
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The 16th message in the Schilling thread was another one that was 
subsequently deleted, typed by the same longtime poster 67wasbest, 
who had typed the first reply. Again, this person was certainly no less 
supportive of the team because he had a bunch of messages deleted -
- he was certainly not a troll. Stuff happens; many posts are deleted for 
whatever reason moderators deem inappropriate to a family audience. In 
any case, his legacy on the Schilling thread is “Message Deleted.”

It was right after the 16th post that the creator of the message-board topic 
himself reappeared. Schilling was on the computer at his home in Arizona, 
watching these messages, and paying particular attention to that Sox fan 
who had doubted that the “real Curt Schilling” would have used his wife’s 
name in a message sent to people who were complete strangers. This 
newcomer typed:

From: Curt38
To: emasterv
11/28/2003 3:37 am

Not sure how to make you believe it’s me. I have 
two dogs, Patton is my Rottweiler, and Shonda 
and the kids (Gehrig 8, Gabriella 6, Grant 4, 
Garrison 18 months) bought me a puppy for my 
birthday, kids named him Rufus, not sure why, but 
it stuck. 

And btw, it’s Shonda :) 

Not Shanda, Shondra, Shandra

Take that. It was like blowing an inside fastball past Albert Pujols.

If you were a Sox fan who did not know about Patton or Rufus, then you 
probably saw the subsequent news hitting the media about Schilling’s 
Thanksgiving talks with the Red Sox and the hurler’s interactive appeal to 
Red Sox Nation. It was a sign of the times. He had come to redsox.com to 
reach out, and to the SoSH site as well -- wherever he felt he could make a 
connection to the people of Red Sox Nation.

This really was Curt Schilling. And one person who was profoundly 
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affected by a superstar showing up on the team site’s message board was 
Eva Badra, a Boston high school student. Because of him, she would 
become a regular on the site, and by the 2004 postseason, she would be 
writing a grade-A paper for her English teacher about what it means to see 
the Red Sox go to a World Series for the first time in your lifetime.

“I found out about the redsox.com message board and started posting 
there when Schilling himself said at a 
press conference that he had posted there,” 
Badra said. “I was absolutely amazed that 
a pitcher of his caliber was taking time out 
of his own life to write and talk to the fans. 
It meant a great deal to me. I realized that 
Schill is a great guy and he is really willing 
to talk to the fans and get to know them. 
I’ve never seen another baseball player 
post on message boards. It made me feel 
that he really was a regular person and is 
able to connect to us fans. I didn’t know 
too well how message boards worked in the first place, so I decided I’d 
join and talk baseball with fellow fans and maybe get the chance to slip 
a ‘hello’ to Schill. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that it was Schilling 
posting there, mainly because he said so publicly in the press conference. 
I also read his posts at SoSH, but I cannot post there because it is very 
exclusive.”

Indeed, this was not just someone on the message boards, but a 
professional athlete. And not just a professional athlete, but a marquee 
player. And not just a marquee player, but one who was seriously 
considering moving his game to Boston and helping the Sox to the 
promised land. This was cutting edge in sports-and-media, in athlete-and-
fan contact.

This was a guy who had beaten the Yankees. And he was talking to us, so 
many Sox fans thought to themselves that day.

The famous “Will be hard to believe I am sure” topic gradually would 
disappear from the first screen on the message boards as other people 
created new topics, and then it would be constantly bumped up to the 
top. It went on like this for some time, as Sox fan after Sox fan heard 

Eva Badra
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that Schilling had entered their online enclave. Even if he did not reply to 
them, they just wanted to add a message, their own greeting.

It went on this way for the next year, and by Thanksgiving 2004, there 
would be close to 2,000 messages on the thread that Schilling had begun 
in the wee hours after a Thanksgiving feast (he would add a few more 
before that next year’s turkey arrived). Over the course of a year the thread 
became an homage to their original Web warrior; people who joined the 
site for the first time often asked where they could find The Schilling Post. 
Adding one’s message became customary. The thanks went on a long 
time, and they couldn’t thank him enough in the immediate days after 
Thanksgiving.

Red Sox Nation gave thanks when Schilling, in those days immediately 
after that original post to them, gave his personal blessing to a deal by 
waiving his no-trade clause. The Diamondbacks sent him to Boston, which 
had drafted him in the second round in 1986, for Brandon Lyon, Casey 
Fossum and minor leaguers Michael Goss and Jorge De La Rosa. It would 
become perhaps the biggest trade in Red Sox history since, well, that day 
in January 1920 when Babe Ruth went to the Yankees for cash. To get this 
deal done -- to perhaps help bring a merciful end to that alleged “Curse 
of the Bambino” that has festered since that Ruth deal -- Schilling and the 
Red Sox worked out a two-year contract extension for a reported $25.5 
million, which would carry through the 2006 season. It was just the first 
step, and there was more work to do by the Boston front office. But it was 
the best Thanksgiving imaginable in Red Sox Nation.

“The Internet and, especially, message boards have had a name in the 
Boston news since Curt’s appearance,” said Chrissy Kinch, a regular 
poster at redsox.com under the name 
“Crispy” or “Crispy0542.” “So even if 
people aren’t posting, I think they would 
have heard of this phenomenon. And that’s 
what this is . . . a phenomenon. I can tell 
you that before I started posting I never 
once thought of going on message boards, 
let alone chat rooms to talk to other people. 
I always thought that was dangerous and 
scary to do.”

Chrissy Kinch’s tattoo
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But after taking part in a poll on redsox.com and posting on a related 
message-board topic -- one in which she voiced her disapproval of reliever 
Byung-Hyun Kim -- Kinch was hooked.    

“These message boards are a phenomenon that pretty much stormed the 
Red Sox fan base by surprise, the same way the Red Sox stormed the 
Yankees and then swept the Cards for their first world championship in 
86 years,” Kinch said. “Like Kevin Millar said, ‘We shocked the world,’ 
and the world was on the Red Sox message board, with fans from Italy, 
Ireland, Australia, all other parts of Europe and Latin America. The Sox 
sure did shock the world -- starting with Curt posting on our board.”

It was hard to find a more thankful fan than Nick Kallfa. He was a high 
school student in Westfield, Mass., a Sox fan since 1998, and Schilling’s 
Thanksgiving 2003 post came at a special time for him. Nearly a year 
later, he would find himself just walking around Fenway Park in the days 
after the World Series was won, eating kielbasa the way he always did 
with his dad at games -- just wanting to be near the field.

“The day that Schilling posted was Nov. 28, 2003, and that was my 
birthday,” Kallfa said. “After that, I was keeping up with the Sox news 
and couldn’t stop checking for updates. I knew they were close to signing 
him. My friend and I heard rumors that the Sox had scheduled a press 
conference on the Red Sox forums so we waited a bit. We kept refreshing 
Web sites and finally Schilling’s face was there in a Red Sox hat, and we 
celebrated. At the time, it was huge. But after the way he carried this team 
when none of our starters were winning, and after he pitched in Game 6 
of the ALCS and Game 2 of the World Series, I can look back at the time 
when he posted to us at redsox.com and say that was the best birthday 
present I ever had.”
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Chapter 3: The Cold War

Scott and Kay Provencher represent Red Sox Nation in what she 
affectionately calls North Freakin’ Dakota. In the words of Kay, they are 
“East Coasters living out here on the prairie,” but life is good anywhere if 
you are a Sox fan.

Scott is a born-and-bred RSN citizen, a native of Lowell, Mass. Kay grew 
up in Pennsylvania as a Phillies fan -- “a real baseball dork as a kid” -
- and she has always held onto a scrapbook she made during their 1980 
championship season. She went to college, was transferred to a job at 
Tewksbury, Mass., in 1998 and met and married Scott. She “sort of lost 
touch with the Phils,” and then there was no turning back.

Sometimes Red Sox Nation doesn’t ask you to join. Sometimes it makes 
you join.

“It was so easy, as a baseball fan, to get sucked right into the magic of Red 
Sox Nation,” Kay said. “The history, that ballpark, their rivalry with the 
hated Yankees. Every year since then I got more and more into them. And 
by 2003, it was official: I was a bigger fan than my husband.”

That season, Kay made things official by having a Red Sox logo tattooed 
onto her right ankle. It was blood red on the ankle, just like Schilling’s 
foot would be in the months that would follow. And it was just one of 
many Red Sox tattoos that would show up on female members of the Red 
Sox Fan Forum. She got her Jason Varitek white jersey, the red alternate 
jersey, numerous T-shirts and a blue dugout jacket -- about what you’d 
expect from someone who has gone by “varitekchick” in the Fan Forum.

The Provenchers live on Minot Air Force Base in North Dakota, where 
Scott is stationed during active duty in the U.S. Air Force. “You’d be 
amazed at the number of Sox fans here on our base. It’s incredible,” Kay 
said. “My friends make fun of me when I’m not wearing something Red 
Soxy. But whenever I am out decked out in something of theirs, I always 
get several comments by fellow Sox fans. These are total strangers to me, 
but we’re all members of the Nation, even here on Minot Air Force Base 
in North Freakin’ Dakota.

“I truly do thank my lucky stars every day that Scott can’t be deployed. 
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He works in nuclear missile maintenance and he can’t be deployed. So he 
was able to watch most of the games with me. There were some nights 
when they worked late and he’d call me for the score, which I’d hear him 
relaying to his Sox buddies on the missile site. I really can’t imagine if 
he’d been over there and something had happened to him before seeing the 
Sox win.”
 
Kay described the winter following Aaron Boone’s homer as a 
“longgggggg” one, and each G represents a game it took to prolong the 
2003 misery. “I was convinced that 2003 was going to be their year,” she 
said. In the meantime, as the trade talk and signings swirled like the winds 
on the North Dakota prairie, Kay had another scrapbook going -- and this 
one was for her adopted Red Sox.

It included a vintage quote from seven-time 
batting champ and Hall of Famer Rogers 
Hornsby:

“People ask me what I do in the winter 
when there’s no baseball. I’ll tell you what 
I do: I stare out the window and wait for 
spring.”

But first there was a Cold War to deal with. 
In the Yankee-Red Sox rivalry, even the offseasons were fair game. It was 
a classic case of “whatever you can do, I can do better.” And it would last 
as long as everyone was staring out that window.

On Dec. 3, 2003, Terry Francona took the managerial position that Grady 
Little had lost. Francona had been the Phillies’ manager when Schilling 
was his ace there, and now they would try to bring Boston its first World 
Series championship since 1918. One reason Schilling came to the Sox 
was his understanding that Tito would be a “slam-dunk” to come there as 
well.
 
“The one thing you just die for is a chance to win,” said Francona, who 
was 285-363 in Philadelphia, never having won more than 77 games. “To 
have a chance to win and to be expected to win is what you play for, what 

Kay Provencher’s scrapbook
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you coach for.”

The Sox still needed an elite closer to have an answer for Mariano Rivera, 
and 10 days later, they signed free agent Keith Foulke to a three-year 
contract with an option for 2007. “The one spot the Red Sox could never 
match the Yankees is at closer,” Nick Cafardo wrote in the Boston Globe, 
and he added that it was “the one move that might shift the balance of 
power Boston’s way.”

For those who have lived and breathed Red Sox, it was still hard to 
imagine Foulke standing on a mound and flipping a ball to a first baseman 
for a World Series title.

It was all about the offseason front-office volleying at this point. The 
Yanks had brought in Gary Sheffield, Flash Gordon, Kenny Lofton and, 
seemingly, the kitchen sink. The Sox had made their moves. Now the 
biggest moves of all were for the same player: Alex Rodriguez, generally 
considered the best in the business. It was the move that didn’t happen for 
Boston -- Manny Ramirez to Texas for A-Rod, with Nomar Garciaparra 
going somewhere -- a deal that was all but done but quashed at the last 
minute. It was the move that did happen for the Yankees -- Alfonso 
Soriano going to Texas and A-Rod taking over at third in the Bronx.

After the Yankees pulled that coup right before Spring Training, MLB.com 
columnist Mike Bauman wrote that “New England is in mourning over the 
Yanks cruelly upstaging the Boston Red Sox.”   

One of those fans in New England, Nick Hanlon, submitted these thoughts 
to MLB.com after the A-Rod deal was finalized:

“For the first time in about a month I woke up and walked outside without 
icicles forming under my nose. The weather was warm, for a New 
England winter. Hopes were high and spring was on the tip of everyone’s 
tongue. As nature lulled Red Sox Nation into a false sense of security, the 
snowball hit us square in the face. The kind of snowball with ice purposely 
added to the center to add that burning sensation. The kind of snowball 
that is purposely thrown at the head, causing you to stumble back 
bewildered and in pain. But most of all, the kind of snowball that would 
make you do anything in your power to reply with the biggest whitewash 
in history.
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“I was caught off guard and in a state of disbelief when the story of A-Rod 
going to New York first broke; however, when I calmed down, I began to 
take a different view on this trade, one that I hope and pray is true. The 
trade of Alex Rodriguez to the Yankees will only do one thing to the Red 
Sox: give our guys more incentive to work hard, put in the extra time, and, 
especially, to win.”

They were calling it the Valentine’s Day Massacre of 2004. But as he 
drove in his car through Florida on his way to Fort Myers to set up 
camp, Francona told MLB.com’s Ian Browne that the A-Rod deal did not 
diminish his hopes.

“I’m so excited about our ballclub, and that has not diminished in the least. 
It’s not like I’m going to turn around and head back north,” Francona 
said on his phone from the car. “There are a lot of teams out there. My 
concern is how we play baseball. I’m so comfortable with our ballclub. I’ll 
spend my energy getting our ballclub to play the way they’re supposed to. 
I’m so excited about this team. We’ll concern ourselves with our ballclub. 
If we get out there and play the way we’re supposed to, we’ll be just fine.”

On March 5, 2004, Fred Hale Sr. officially became the oldest man in the 
world at the age of 113. The Guinness Book of World Records had named 
him the world’s oldest licensed driver in 1995 at age 107. And now, with 
the passing of 114-year-old Joan Riudavets Moll of Spain, Hale had a 
greater distinction.

Of course, that also made him the oldest member of Red Sox Nation.

Hale was born in New Sharon, Maine, on Dec. 1, 1890. He moved to 
South Portland in 1921, the year after Babe Ruth was moved to the 
Yankees. He was 27 in 1918 when the Red Sox had last won the World 
Series, and although he had not grown up a hardcore Sox fan, he became 
one in the later years of his life through a marriage to one. It became as 
much a nectar in his life as the very honey that he would eat every day. 
Because honey, he thought, kept him young.

Many people, Hale included, wondered if he would ever see the Sox win it 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/bos/news/bos_news.jsp?ymd=20040216&content_id=637564&vkey=news_bos&fext=.jsp
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/bos/news/bos_news.jsp?ymd=20040216&content_id=637564&vkey=news_bos&fext=.jsp
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all again in his lifetime. That, like his honey, would be the sweetest thing.

He would. Then he would die a few weeks later. Someone else would 
accept the mantle of oldest man on earth. Someone else would be the 
oldest Sox fan.

But in the meantime, Hale would follow the Sox with rapt attention as 
they reported to another Spring Training in Florida. He would settle in for 
another season and watch from his nursing home outside Syracuse, N.Y., 
again hoping for the best.

Chris Mirante, 27, represents Red Sox Nation in the state of Mississippi. 
He grew up in Boston and now is a school music teacher near the 
Tennessee border. He married a local girl named Catherine, turned her into 
a Sox fan, and they have a son, Luke, who 
turned 2 in January. Chris later would drive 
to a World Series, but for now the car was 
pointed toward Florida for his first Spring 
Training.

“It’s something I have always wanted to do 
but never had the time or resources to do,” 
Mirante said. “I went with two of my best 
friends from high school -- Natick High 
School, home of Doug Flutie. One of them, 
Matt, is also Sox fan who transplanted to the 
South, in Arkansas. And the other, Paul, is in Syracuse. Matt and I drove 
to Ft. Myers, where we met up with Paul, who flew in. Needless to say it 
was a great time. We got to see three games, including the St. Patty’s Day 
game with the green jerseys. Schilling pitched that day, which made it 
even cooler that we drove all night to get to the airport in time to get Paul 
and then went straight to the game.”

As is always the case with Spring Training, some of the best moments are 
those when fans have the chance to more freely interact with players in 
occasional relaxed moments. The best example, Mirante said, was when 
they met reliever Alan Embree one night at a local karaoke bar. 

Luke Mirante
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“Alan did not sing,” Mirante said. “First of all, he came in wearing one of 
those Ted Williams hats, with just the No. 9 on the front, resembling his 
retired number at Fenway. We talked a lot about last year and how Alan 
felt about Grady sticking with Pedro. All he said to that was, ‘If Scott 
[Williamson], Mike [Timlin] and I got into the game, we were going to the 
World Series.’ He talked about how pumped he was about having Keith 
Foulke there now. He was like, ‘This guy is the man!’

“The funniest thing, though, was when this really hot girl came up to him 
and said, ‘Hey are you a baseball player?’ He said, ‘Yes.’

“She said, ‘Are you any good?’ And he said, ‘No . . . I suck!’ It was 
hilarious -- she just walked away. Very late that night -- actually early the 
next morning -- he informed us that he had better go since he had to pitch 
an inning the next day. We were like, ‘You’re pitching tomorrow? We are 
gonna roast you if you give up any runs!’

“The next day before the game, he saw us in the stands and waved, and we 
all had a good laugh about the previous night. Needless to say, he didn’t 
even give up a hit.”

March 7 was the mother of all Spring Training exhibition games, to the 
point where special “March 7” pins were sold. It was Yankees vs. Red 
Sox in Fort Myers. Tickets were scalped at October prices; a pair could be 
found on eBay for $499. It didn’t matter who won this one. It was simply 
about being there, about being part of a rivalry at probably its hottest 
temperature.

Dean Anderson traveled there from Newton, Mass., and was still on the 
hunt for a ticket shortly before the game. Many people had camped out 
overnight, just for a spring meeting.

“It’s amazing, for an exhibition game,” he said from outside City of Palms 
Park that day. “But that’s what this rivalry has come to. It’s going to be an 
unbelievable rivalry all year.”

Fans booed loudly when A-Rod strode to the plate in the first inning. He 
grounded to shortstop on his first pitch.
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“He had to get that first swing off his back, I’m sure,” Boston backstop 
Jason Varitek said. “He was a little more aggressive than he usually is.”

Aggressive? Oh, yeah. Tek and A-Rod would show you what “aggressive” 
means on July 24. This was just the introductory affair, a media circus 
where Sox and Yankee players shake hands and are somehow cordial. That 
annual offseason cordiality would go away fast.
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Chapter 4: Opening Day

Thomas Boswell once wrote that time begins on Opening Day. Sadly, 
sometimes it also ends on Opening Day, and life goes on instead.

On April 4, 2004, the Red Sox were playing their first game of The Season 
at Baltimore in the annual ESPN Sunday night opener. That same day, 
Joanne Meirovitz of Boston lost a great fellow Sox fan -- her mother, 77-
year-old Barbara Meirovitz -- to lung cancer.

“We had all planned to watch the Opening Day game in the hospital with 
her that day, and the season was anything but trivial to her,” Joanne said 
not long after the Rolling Rally to celebrate the World Series champions. 
“Throughout her illness she looked forward to every game; they really 
kept her going. The Red Sox were a major part of her life.”
 
Joanne Meirovitz is a self-employed illustrator, designer and Web site 
creator, and proprietor of JM Design Inc. 
She worked at Lotus Development Corp. 
in Cambridge for 10 years and then went 
out on her own at the end of 1999. She also 
paints in her free time, a love handed to her 
from mom, just like the Red Sox were.

Joanne’s story about her own rite of 
passage is similar to so many others in 
Red Sox Nation. It is a tradition that is 
carried on from one life to another -- and an 
important part of life at that.  

Joanne’s mother first discovered she had cancer in 1997, but after 
operations, the disease was dormant until a few years ago. “She went 
through several different treatments but nothing helped, and the cancer 
continued to grow and she got weaker.

“I have always been very close to my mom. She had a great sense of 
humor, and I got my artistic talent from her -- she was a wonderful painter.  
We talked on the phone several times a week and I visited often -- I live 
in Boston; my parents’ house is in Newton. We would do a lot together, 
including going to Red Sox games. During her last year, I visited her 

Joanne Meirovitz
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almost every other day and would often give up weekend trips because my 
dad said she did better when I was around. I think it also helped him cope.

“But the one thing that really kept her spirits up during her illness was 
watching every Red Sox game with my dad and listening to the sports 
radio talk shows daily. She knew everything about every player.”

Barbara had come from England and learned much about the game 
from her husband, Manuel, now 83. When he was a boy growing up in 
Dorchester, Mass. -- he was “10 or 11,” as Joanne passes down the legend 
so sweetly -- he went with a friend to a Yankees-Red Sox doubleheader. 
After the game, they went to the area outside the visiting team’s 
clubhouse. Babe Ruth and Lou Gehrig came out, and Manuel Meirovitz 
said: “Hi Lou. Hi Babe”. “Lou didn’t answer,” Joanne said, “but Babe 
said, ‘Hi, kid,’ to him. He said it was the crowning glory of his youth.”

And now, many years later and after doing his part to expand Red Sox 
Nation, Manuel was there with Barbara, hoping they could experience that 
elusive World Series championship together one day.

“Because of her illness we only made it to one Red Sox game [in 2003], 
and at that game she bought herself a blue Red Sox cap,” Joanne said. 
“She told me the Red Sox were a big part of her life, and when the 2003 
season ended she was so sad and looked forward to April, when they 
would be playing again. That winter, her condition took a turn for the 
worse.
 
Joanne’s close friend Ann Laurens had a share of a season ticket for the 
2004 Sox season, two tickets to every other weekday game, with seats in 
grandstand section 9. “I told my mom if she felt strong enough, and when 
the weather got warmer, I would bring her to a game. Unfortunately, that 
never happened.

Three days before Opening Day, on April 1, Joanne’s mother broke her 
hip and was taken to the hospital for an operation. While the surgery was 
successful, her mother retained fluid in her lungs.  And because of the 
cancer, she had problems breathing without an oxygen mask.  

“We called my sister, told her mom isn’t doing so well and she should 
come and visit,” Joanne said. “On Sunday, April 4th, my sister arrived and 
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we were all at the hospital. My mom was excited about it being Opening 
Day, and she could finally watch her beloved Red Sox again. She wasn’t 
feeling well but was very alert and her usual funny self. She hated the 
oxygen mask and kept pulling it off.”

Joanne’s mother was told by her doctor that she probably wouldn’t survive 
the week. 

“She loved this doctor, also a big Red Sox fan, and felt very comfortable 
with him and appreciated his honesty. He then came to talk to us and 
called mom a wonderful personality trapped in this terrible body.”

Barbara Meirovitz passed away at around 3 p.m. that afternoon. “None of 
us thought it would happen so fast,” Joanne said. “But I think she had had 
enough, knew she was surrounded by her family and felt safe. 

“That whole week it had been cloudy every day. At the moment she passed 
away, the sun came out from behind the clouds and shined into the room, 
just for a moment. The Sox lost that day, which in a way seemed fitting. 
We had lost, too.”

Pedro Martinez gave up a second-inning home run to Baltimore newcomer 
Javy Lopez, and by the end of a cold night down in Baltimore, it was 7-2 
Birds, and the Red Sox were off to an 0-1 start in 2004. It was Opening 
Day, and life was going on.

It was 4/4/04 that Sunday when Joanne Meirovitz lost her mother while 
the reality of a new baseball season got under way. For the rest of that 
summer and fall, No. 4 would stay on Joanne’s mind. Boston would lose 
only four times that regular season out of the 20 games she attended; they 
would come back from that 0-3 deficit against the Yankees to win four in a 
row; and they would win the only four games that were needed in a World 
Series with the St. Louis Cardinals.

“The first game we had tickets for was on April 14th against Baltimore,” 
Joanne said. “Even though I was in mourning, I knew mom would want 
me to go, but that game got rained out. So our first game was that Friday 
against the Yankees. I wore mom’s Red Sox cap and they won the game.

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/news/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20040404&content_id=689782&vkey=wrapup2004&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/news/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20040404&content_id=689782&vkey=wrapup2004&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
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Eva Badra was closing out her freshman year at a Boston high school 
when she showed up for Opening Day at Fenway Park.

“Sitting there on Opening Day at Fenway, I was just hoping and praying 
that this would be the year for the Sox, and I actually knew it was,” Eve 
recalled. “I called the championship during Spring Training in February. 
I just had this different feeling than other years and I knew it was truly 
the year. I knew it was going to be a tough race with the Sox and Yanks, 
but I knew it was possible. The Yanks were just a bunch of overpaid men 
with talent on a team, but the Sox were baseball players and a band of 
brothers.”

Melissa Tucarella was finishing up her freshman year at Rivier College in 
Nashua, N.H., where she majors in elementary education. Come October, 
she would find herself trying to cope with three midterms on the same day 
of the unforgettable Game 5 of an ALCS at Fenway Park. But in April, she 
was just trying to be optimistic.

That was her nature. It was not the nature of her father, Mark. He had 
followed the team his entire life, and he had thousands of thrills to show 
for it, but also dozens of tiny crack marks in his heart, so his hopes were 
not as high as those of a bright-eyed young daughter’s as another season 
began.

First, she had to get over the A-Rod Affair, like so many others in Red Sox 
Nation.

“During the last offseason, I kept hearing about all of these Alex 
Rodriguez rumors, and I couldn’t help but get excited,” Melissa said. “We 
are talking about A-Rod -- probably the best player in the game today. I 
remember thinking that if the Sox got A-Rod they would be amazing, but 
then I thought, we are giving up Manny and Nomar as well. When I found 
out that the Sox were not going to be able to pull off the trade, I was fine 
with that. I mean, hey, we still have one of the best right-handed hitters in 
the game, and we have a great shortstop in Nomar Garciaparra.”
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Melissa was upset when A-Rod became a member of the hated Yankees. 
But with the acquisitions of Schilling and, later, Keith Foulke, she 
regained her confidence in the club. “They were going to put together a 
promising year,” she said. “This was going to be the year for the Boston 
Red Sox. Isn’t it always?”

Yes, another season that was supposed to be Boston’s year was beginning 
again. Melissa Tucarella tuned in along with so many others in Red Sox 
Nation, as Boston opened the season with Pedro Martinez on the mound at 
Baltimore.

“The Sox are going to win and start the season off great, or so I thought,” 
Melissa said. “The Sox lost that night, and I received a phone call from my 
father that went something like this: ‘Melissa, forget it, this just isn’t the 
year.’ Me: ‘Dad, it’s only the first game.’ Dad: ‘Melissa just give up now, 
Pedro doesn’t look like himself … it’s going to be a long year.’ 

“Conversations between my father and I are like this all the time. I am the 
forever optimist, while he is the pessimist.”

On that Opening Day, Mark told his daughter, “This is going to be like 
every year -- they get you excited about the season, you think this is going 
to be the year and then they break your heart.”

“I can’t begin to tell you how many times my father has said to me, 
‘Melissa, you are still young  …  I have lived through the heartache much 
longer than you have,’” she said later. “I have also heard plenty of times, 
‘Melissa, just remember, come August, the Sox will begin to fade, they 
may make it to the playoffs, but they probably won’t … so don’t get too 
excited.’

“We have had some pretty spirited arguments in the past. I can recall one 
game where the Sox had a commanding lead over the Angels, 10-3, I 
think, and my father just sat there and said, ‘I’m nervous.’ I gave him a 
look like, ‘What, are you crazy? We are winning 10-3!’  And sure enough, 
a few pitches later, the Sox gave up a grand slam and the game was now 
a little bit closer. This caused an argument about how my father thinks the 
team is pathetic, and me telling him that he needs to get over it and think 
positive.”
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“I was a live-in nanny for two boys, and their granddad was a huge Red 
Sox fan, plus he took me to my first ever Orioles game when I moved 
out here to Maryland from Nebraska,” wrote Sandra Hart, 37, in an 
e-mail from her hometown of Baltimore. “He lived for the Red Sox 
and the Patriots, but I think the Red Sox more. Sadly, he passed away 
unexpectedly on Valentines Day [of 2004]. In honor of him, I took the 
boys to Opening Day at Camden Yards, where my Orioles played the Red 
Sox. The younger of the boys, [14-year-old] Alec, made me promise to be 
a Red Sox fan for a year in honor of granddad. Easy enough, because they 
are my second-favorite team. He also said to pick a favorite player, and I 
did. And after the third game of the season, I was lucky enough to get my 
picture taken with him -- Johnny Damon.”

She still considers the Orioles her “favorite” team. But after this season, 
she would join the wave of people who got a Red Sox tattoo.

You can’t partially like the Sox, and especially not on Opening Day. There 
were 161 games to go, and Red Sox Nation could only imagine what kind 
of drama would tug at their souls this time around.
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Chapter 5: Ladies, in Honor of Toronto’s waitress

Pamela Hitchins is a fifth-grade teacher in the Cape Cod area and a writer. 
She has always wanted to come up with the Great American Novel, and 
the woman known as “booklady” at redsox.
com’s Fan Forum already has done that 
without realizing it.

It is quite a different literary work than 
Edith Wharton or Harriet Beecher Stowe 
would have fathomed. Everyone who 
has spent time at the RSN epicenter of 
redsox.com is well aware of it. It’s the 
longest active thread on any of the 30 
team message boards operated by Major 
League Baseball Advanced Media -- a true 
phenomena among any message boards around the Internet.

Ladies, In Honor of Toronto’s waitress is almost always on the first page 
of the Fan Forum message board, because any topic is always “bumped” 
to the top whenever someone adds a post to it. You never have to dig 
through pages to find it. And they have been adding one post after another 
since the summer of 2003 -- more than 70,000 of them. On one single 
thread.

Some of the posts are long and inspired. Some of them are short and pithy. 
Some are funny, some are silly; some are poetic, some are moody. All of 
them are from the heart and a way of life to many, and the messages alone 
can retrace the rapid heartbeat a Red Sox October.

“I started it on a kind of ‘what the heck’ impulse,” said Hitchins, 52. 
“There are many knowledgeable women who post on the Red Sox Fan 
Forum, women who can discuss game strategy and statistics, and love the 
game of baseball and, specifically, the Red Sox. But we are women, also, 
and good-looking players do not escape our notice. I had been posting on 
the Fan Forum for a couple of years, and every so often one of the women 
would create a thread about some ‘hot’ player or another, and this thread 
was created in that spirit.

“I don’t recall if the Red Sox were in Toronto or not -- I think they 

Pamela Hitchins

http://www.forums.mlb.com/n/mb/message.asp?webtag=ml-redsox&msg=34515.64428
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probably were. Whenever the Sox played in the SkyDome, the men on 
the forum would gape and pant over the waitress who serves fans who 
sit behind home plate there, since she appears on-screen throughout the 
game. So I named the thread after her, to give our women a chance to have 
a little fun talking about great-looking players. I never imagined that the 
thread would draw more than 50 posts. I would have laughed if someone 
said it would get 200 posts. In those days, a thread that went past 100 was 
rare.”

Seventy thousand posts. And counting. 

A look at sepia-toned photos of day games at Fenway in the early 1900s 
display a flock of businessmen in three-piece suits and festooned with 
hats, their bodies packed together like sardines and enjoying a gentleman’s 
sport while their wives were home. These days, a Red Sox fan -- indeed a 
Major League Baseball fan -- is as apt to be female as male. A ballgame is 
a great place for either gender to play hooky from work or root at night for 
that World Series championship that would have to come sooner or later. 
It is a place for a great date. You can find a customized No. 24 Manny 
Ramirez jersey that fits him or a customized No. 24 jersey that is tailored 
for her. It is everyone’s game.

And for so many people now, part of the fun of following the Sox is 
following the “Waitress” thread, before, during or after the game.

With so many of the threads at redsox.com -- including the “Will be hard 
to believe I am sure” topic Schilling began on Thanksgiving 2003 -- it is 
impossible now to go back and find some of the initial posts because of 
moderator deletions. Today the “Waitress” thread starts at post No. 42. It 
was posted on July 8, 2003, by mrs Beasley in reply to nomarobsessed.

Trot is adorable in person? That’s cool to know. 
Not really a surprise, I like him a lot...but I 
just have this vision of a dust cloud following 
him around like Pigpen in the Peanuts comic 
strip. 

“My first post asked for nominations to the all-MLB tall, dark and 
handsome team,” Hinchins recalls. “My first suggestions were Jason 
Varitek and Doug Mirabelli, Todd Walker, Johnny Damon and Andy 
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Pettitte. Maybe some others; these are the guys I recall. nomarobsessed 
chimed in with ‘Babe’ Kapler. Others put in for Barry Zito and Mark 
Mulder, Mark Prior, Eric Chavez, and on and on. We were just having 
a good time. mrs Beasley suggested Derek Lowe, and we told her he 
couldn’t be on the team because he’s a blond. We started joking about 
publishing a wall and/or desk calendar, discussing games, and just 
generally visiting with each other.

“Somewhere in the 200s, I think, many of us began to realize that the 
thread was becoming something special. Women posted things like, ‘I 
haven’t posted much in a year, but this thread got me out of retirement,’ 
and things like that. Instead of being looked down on, like we were not 
really baseball fans because we appreciated the players’ looks, the women 
came there proudly, to have fun and get away from the negativity that the 
rest of the board can be when your team is the Boston Red Sox. There 
were no personal attacks, trolls stayed away and even some of the men 
would come around and joke with us.

“Soon the posts began to take on a more personal tone. We were writing 
about our lives -- our husbands, boyfriends and children, our jobs, school, 
health -- ourselves. Books and movies. I remember posting a message 
marveling at this, that through our interactions there, we were becoming 
friends.”

One of the original posters on the 
“Waitress” thread is Dale Scott, who grew 
up in West Hartford, Conn., and went to 
Emerson College in Boston so she could 
be “near my Red Sox.” After marrying, 
she moved to southern New Hampshire 
and now lives on Pawtuckaway Lake. 
Her sister, Susan Johnson, is a “Waitress” 
regular under the name of “brenken,” and 
Scott is known to all there as “Sox Cruiser” 
because she had boarded the team’s cruise in January 2003.

“I fell in love with the Red Sox in ’67, and my parents actually took us to 
the last game of the season that Oct. 1,” Scott said. “That was my very first 
game at Fenway Park and the Sox won the pennant. I was hooked for life. 
Reggie Smith was my first crush. My sister worked at John Hancock in 

Curt Shilling and Dale Scott
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Boston, and I was in eighth grade. During my spring vacation in April, my 
mother let me take a bus to Boston from Hartford and stay at my sister’s 
apartment in Brookline for the week. My sister worked every day and I 
would get all dressed up -- literally, in a dress and earrings -- and take 
the Green Line to Kenmore Square.  I would get off the T before it went 
underground because it only cost you 10 cents to ride, and you had to pay 
more money if you went to the next stop underground. I’d walk to the 
bleachers and buy a ticket for the game for a dollar. I still have my ticket 
stubs, even from my very first game. I kept score and became enchanted 
by the game of baseball. It amazes me now when I think about it that I was 
a 14-year-old girl and my mom let me go do all this by myself.

“In college, I used to go to the games all the time by myself. Friends 
knew I sat in section 42, row 20, on the aisle. There weren’t any seats, just 
benches and you could sit wherever you like. We would meet at the games 
and have a party every time. They didn’t shut off the beer back then, and it 
came in giant cups.

“In ’75, in between my sophomore and junior year, I got on the T at 5 a.m. 
to wait in line to try and get tickets to the World Series against Cincinnati. 
The ticket window they opened was the one by the bleachers, and the line 
already was down to the corner near the Cask ‘n’ Flagon. As the hours 
went by, the line got compressed and wider and wider. I am only 5 feet tall 
and I found myself squished in a sea of all tall men. I could hardly breathe, 
and I actually worried I may get crushed to death. When I finally made 
it to the window I was so nervous because you could get two tickets to 
two games only. It was such a tough decision. I chose two standing-room 
tickets for Games 2 and 7. Game 1 had already sold out. Before Game 6, 
there was a rainout for a couple days and I was in a panic that I might not 
get to see Game 7, and I so wanted to be at Game 6. My sister was visiting 
to go to Game 7 with me. We walked around the park in the rain looking 
for tickets. No luck.

“We happened to be eating at Betty’s Rolls Royce that used to be in 
Government Center and our waiter heard us talking about how upset I was 
that I couldn’t get a ticket. He asked me if I was talking about the Red 
Sox’s Game 6 and I said yes. He had one bleacher seat and I bought it for 
$20. As a poor college student, that was a fortune to me, but I had to do it. 
My friends made fun of me that I was going to go to a game by myself to 
the bleachers and I spent $20. No one laughed by the end of that game. It 
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was the best game I’ve ever attended.”

Those are the kinds of moments that link many of the people who post on 
the “Waitress” thread. Some of the posters are young and had no previous 
Sox World Series memories. And there is the sporadic troll, including the 
occasional male looking to simply break up an apparent joy of female 
life. Some of the original “Ladies” have gravitated to other ways of 
communication, but hardly anyone ever completely leaves the place.

“It became bigger than life,” Scott said, describing how it led to real-world 
Sox camaraderie. In September 2003, the first “Waitress” gathering was 
held at the Champions sports bar in the Boston Copley Place Marriott. 
That get-together consisted of booklady, Redkb, KellyJ, nomarobsessed, 
mrs Beasley and Sox Cruiser. “From the first time we all met each other 
we became fast friends,” Scott said. “We have had many gatherings and 
‘slumber parties’ since then, as well as an annual Christmas gathering that 
includes a Red Sox swap.”

Members of the “Waitress” community also have had a direct impact 
on the players’ lives. One example has been their “postcard shower.” 
The concept is simple: Everyone sends a postcard to a specific player. 
“We instituted the first of those for Todd Walker the month before our 
first gathering, and it worked like a charm,” Scott said. “After he got his 
postcards he got out of his hitting slump. We, of course, all thought it must 
have been us that had done the job. When they showed the players packing 
up their gear after the end of the 2003 season, they had a picture of Todd’s 
locker, and taped to it was a smiley postcard. Four different women had 
sent him smiley postcards, so they all took credit that it was their postcard 
on his locker.”

Scott’s sister, Susan Johnson (“brenken”), became an avid support of 
Schilling’s well-known efforts to help find a cure for ALS -- Lou Gehrig’s 
disease. She organizes the annual Springing for a Cure benefit dinner 
to support Schilling’s “Curt’s Pitch for ALS” charity. Tom Nardozzi 
of Brentwood, N.H, whose eloquent posts as “trublusoxfan” are well 
known at the Fan Forum, is another organizer. They are examples of many 
fans who don’t just go to the games, don’t just watch the games, but get 
involved and see themselves as part of a larger family. That’s essentially 
what Red Sox Nation has become.
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With people like that involved in the “Waitress” thread as well, it is no 
wonder that it has become so famous. Hitchins has an explanation for its 
unstoppable growth:

“The reason for the thread’s longevity is largely due to that atmosphere of 
positive, non-intimidating enjoyment of our team,” she said. “Because we 
could be comfortable in there, we were able to become friends, and people 
wanted to come in and be a part of it. It’s a little bit like a favorite hangout, 
with all ages welcome. We have had posters as young as 12 or 13, from all 
over the country, and even as far away as Ireland.”
 
One of the Yankee trolls who occasionally appears at the Fan Forum 
always titles his posts and begins message with the decidedly immodest 
words, “MAKE NO MISTAKE.” Well, make no mistake about this: The 
people on the “Waitress” thread know their baseball.

“I have been a baseball fan for more than 40 years,” Hitchins said. “I 
grew up in the San Francisco Bay Area rooting for the Giants. The idea 
of women being devout baseball fans is not a foreign one to me, since I 
learned my love of the game from my mother. I moved to Cape Cod in 
1981.  I developed a love for the Red Sox beginning in 1975 with that 
unforgettable World Series. But I stopped following the game closely 
when my three children were very young in the ’80s and was disgusted by 
it following the 1994 strike.
 
“My affection was rekindled and has been growing and intensifying 
particularly since 1999, when I fell madly in love with a Cape Cod 
Baseball League team that went all the way to the championship. I call 
myself a washashore, but my devotion to the Red Sox I’d put up against 
any lifelong fan. To my students and fellow faculty, I am the most lunatic 
Red Sox fan they know. I had parents bringing me flowers in sympathy 
in 2003 when we lost in Game 7 of the ALCS, and congratulating me this 
past year, as though I owned the team.”
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Chapter 6: A time for imagination

Dewey Marsh, a survivor in life and an embodiment of Red Sox Nation, 
had his hopes raised even higher than usual during the cold winter before 
the 2004 season.

“When Schilling came on board,” he said, “I remember thinking, ‘Wow 
-- the Red Sox really have a chance to go all the way this year. Finally, we 
got him back where he belongs.’ After Theo signed Schilling and Foulke, I 
had a true belief that this was the year. Of course, I think that every year.”

Red Sox Nation is filled with survivors and with war stories, some that are 
real life and some that are metaphors, and a guarded optimism develops 
over time. You always gave into hope. Dewey Marsh did. He was able to 
make it over to Fenway for one game in 2004, and it was a Thursday night 
contest on April 15.

“We had grandstand seats on the third-base side,” he said. “My interest 
in this game was huge, as Boston was playing great baseball early in the 
season and Pedro was going to be pitching. I was pumped. The game 
started out promisingly, as the Sox came out slugging.  Unfortunately, 
Petey wasn’t on his game. Maybe it was the cold. Baltimore came back.  
When the Sox finally changed pitchers, the score was 7-7. The weather 
was breezy, chilly and raw. I remember thinking right up until we left the 
ballpark for the T that the Sox could still come back -- my never-ending 
faith in the Sox. Unfortunately, they didn’t. The final score was 12-7, 
Orioles. Baltimore would give the Sox fits the entire season.

“So much happens during the course of a baseball season,” Marsh 
continued. “Just like the flutters and dips of a knuckleball, personal 
emotions run the gamut from the highest highs to the lowest lows. When 
the dog days of summer hit, and the Red Sox were mired in a pathetic 
state of mediocrity, I remember thinking: ‘How could this much talent be 
playing such average baseball?’ Of course, a diehard fan always thinks 
tomorrow will be the day they’ll turn it all around. They’re one great play 
away from a 10-game winning streak.”



44

Diamonds
They say diamonds are a girl’s best friend
Perfect in shape, form,
Brilliant color reflecting in the admirer’s eyes.
Each one different than the next; 
Yet all bring the same feelings,
The same joy, the same smile
When a man steps up to the plate and
Finally says, “Play Ball!”

Donna Ellis wrote that poem before going on a trip to watch the Red Sox 
at Fenway. Now 45, she represents Red 
Sox Nation in her hometown of Austin, 
Texas. It is not always easy, and she is not 
one of the many transplanted Sox fans. 
But to understand the soul of this Sox fan, 
it is best to start with the personal quote 
on her profile at redsox.com’s Fan Forum: 
“To thine ownself be TRUE!!” She likes 
diamonds, and especially when Sox players 
are on them.

Ellis received a B.S. from Lamar University 
and an M.S. from Sam Houston State, both degrees in criminal justice. 
She worked as a juvenile probation officer for 15 years and now works 
for the state of Texas as a quality assurance auditor whose job is to ensure 
the juvenile probation departments and their correctional facilities do not 
violate any laws or the rights of juveniles. One of the job’s requirements is 
to travel all over Texas.

“What this means is that I am only able to catch the Red Sox play on 
ESPN or Fox since Boston is not the local team,” Ellis said. “What I resort 
to is watching the [Gameday] play-by-play on the Web site and using my 
imagination.

“The one question I get asked when people find out I am a Red Sox fan 
and a born-and-raised Texan: Why? Why the Red Sox? Where’s the 
connection? What about the Astros or the Rangers? Where’s your loyalty 
to your own state’s team? So I tell them, ‘You want to blame someone or 
something, blame Roger Clemens and blame the passion of the Red Sox 

Donna Ellis
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Nation.’ ”

Clemens played at the University of Texas in Austin, and more than the 
first half of his Major League career came with a Red Sox uniform. Ellis 
carried her allegiance to The Rocket directly into The Nation, but she 
stayed true to her Red Sox even after Clemens moved on to Toronto, then 
the Bronx and finally back home in Houston, putting off retirement to sign 
with the Astros for the 2004 season.

“In a state where football is God …  I became a baseball fan,” Ellis 
explained. “I am not sure if it came about when I rode my bike to the Little 
League ballfield to watch my friends play or because of the high school 
ballplayers in their tight white pants. Perhaps it was because I became 
enthralled with the way a ball came across the plate, where a wooden bat 
connected and whacked it hard over the pitcher and shortstop, falling short 
of the center fielder. [All the] while watching the batter haul ass around the 
bases trying to make a triple.

“Maybe it was how the catcher squats behind the plate calling for the 
pitches, while the runner on first tries to steal second. Or just that I enjoyed 
the thump of a fastball hitting the catcher’s mitt. It really doesn’t matter, 
because at some point in my younger life, I became an avid baseball fan. 
I did follow the Astros -- that is, until Roger. When I was attending Lamar 
University, a local college in Beaumont, Texas, the baseball program was 
as important as the football program. Coach Jim Gilligan made it that way 
and still does today. Following baseball, I heard of a baseball phenom 
at UT, Roger Clemens. I followed him to the Red Sox and watched him 
succeed.

“So why didn’t I follow him to Toronto or to (gasp!) New York? Because 
after following Roger to Boston, I became a more avid fan of baseball -- 
and even more so, a fan of Red Sox baseball and a real part of the Red Sox 
Nation. How can you watch the BoSox fans and players and not get caught 
up into the passion of it all? One thing I learned was this: Boston loves 
the Red Sox. Make no mistake, I am a Texan, so unlike some in Red Sox 
Nation who live in Massachusetts, I still love Roger and follow him from 
afar, wishing him well even when he was playing for the enemy.”

The allegiance was especially tested as summer 2004 got under way. 
Clemens won his first nine decisions, setting the Major League record for 
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the best start with a new team. Those same Astros that Ellis had loved as 
a youngster now seemed to have everything she could want. And though 
they had the Killer B’s, what they did not have, was the B on the cap. 
Once you enter Red Sox Nation, you generally don’t want to leave. That 
was the case with Ellis. Despite the Rocket’s terrific start, the Red Sox 
were jumping out of the gate in the 2004 regular season as the American 
League East leaders.

Joanne Meirovitz was still wearing her late mother’s cap a couple of 
months into the season. It was her connection to a beloved past, as well as 
to a beloved team.

“Whenever they were losing the rest of that season, [friend] Ann and I 
would touch mom’s cap and say, ‘Come on, Mom, help them out’ -- and 
often they would start winning,” Joanne said.

On June 11, the Red Sox opened an Interleague series against Los 
Angeles at Fenway, the first time the Dodgers had ever played at the 
ancient ballpark. As Joanne watched with a sellout crowd, things began 
happening that seem really strange in retrospect. In the top of the ninth, 
with two out and Foulke on the mound to close out a 1-0 victory, Dave 
Roberts was due to bat for the Dodgers with two outs and a man on first. 
Roberts had stroked two hits earlier in the game, but he was called back 
from the on-deck circle -- as if to save his miracle energy around Red Sox 
fans for October -- and right-handed hitter Olmedo Saenz was sent up 
instead by manager Jim Tracy.

“There’s a short porch in left field that Saenz is well capable of hitting,” 
Tracy explained later. “He missed by inches of hitting it over everybody 
and into the street.”

Saenz’s uppercut resulted instead in what started out as a popup before 
becoming a plaything in a wild breeze blowing in left. Manny Ramirez fell 
for the wind’s tricks, breaking in several directions and then just missing 
the ball as it fell beside him.

“I looked up beyond first base and saw a whole bunch of birds right before 
the ball was hit and they were kind of going crazy up there because there 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/news/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20040611&content_id=768379&vkey=wrapup2004&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
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was a gust of wind,” Sox center fielder Johnny Damon said of the play.

Alex Cora, running at the crack of the bat, slid into home without a play to 
tie the score at 1. Saenz chugged into second, where pinch-runner Jayson 
Werth was stranded after Cesar Izturis flied out.

That gust of wind turned out to be a blessing for the Sox that day. Saenz 
might have jacked one out of the park and given Los Angeles the lead in 
that at-bat.

In the bottom of the ninth, Damon the Bird Watcher drew a leadoff walk 
against Tom Martin. Mark Bellhorn, after falling behind 0-2, worked the 
count full and then smashed a double to the left-field corner, setting up 
runners on second and third.

Had the Dodgers known what October might have been like around 
Boston, they might have simply put David Ortiz on first base. Instead, 
they pitched to him, and the man who would become known to millions as 
“Papi” singled down the right-field line through the breeze to score Damon 
and give Boston a 2-1 victory.

“All I remember,” Joanne Meirovitz said, “is that the Dodgers came 
back to tie it in the ninth and we touched my mom’s cap for help, and 
this big gust of wind swirled near the Sox dugout. The Sox came back 
dramatically to win the game, 2-1.”

The season would be filled with stories like this one -- the stories that no 
one reported and were recounted after a trophy was lifted.

On July 1, Mark Tucarella had an I-told-you-so moment. The Red Sox 
were within one out of winning a series finale at Yankee Stadium. But this 
was the game in which Derek Jeter dived headfirst into the stands after a 
foul ball in the bottom of the 12th and came up with a bloody face. The 
Yankees won, 5-4, in 13 innings, sweeping three games from the Red Sox, 
sending Boston to their largest deficit of the season at 8 1/2 games behind 
the perennial AL East champions.

The Red Sox had dominated the Yankees back in April to make a 
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statement, but this was a low point in the season. Interleague Play was up 
next, followed by the All-Star break, and with all of those Yankees leading 
in the regular All-Star voting updates and an 8 1/2-game cushion in the 
East, it was easy to see why a longtime Sox fan like Tucarella would resist 
the temptation to be optimistic at that point.

What was new?

“When the Sox were playing .500 ball [actually 42-35 with the loss to the 
Yankees],” Melissa Tucarella said, “my father was telling me all of his 
stories about how the Red Sox do this all the time. He would say that they 
do good, then they are horrible, and they break our hearts every year. I am 
constantly reminded that he is older than me and has been going through 
this agony much longer than I have.

“Being the optimist that I am, I always brush his comments off and tell 
him that he will be eating his words at the end of the season. My father 
and I had some great arguments during the season about the Red Sox, and 
they drove my mother insane.”

Johnny Damon felt the same way as Melissa. After that July 1 loss, Damon 
said: “We still believe we’re going to win the World Series.”

The All-Star Game was played July 13 at Houston’s Minute Maid Park, 
and to the average Sox fan, there were really two lasting memories.

One was Ortiz waving his towel and rooting on Dominican countryman 
Miguel Tejada through the latter’s record-breaking performance in the 
Century 21 Home Run Derby.

The other was the dominance of Yankees in the Midsummer Classic. The 
AL roster, managed by Joe Torre, looked like the Bronx Bombers’ lineup 
the Sox had just seen a couple of weeks earlier. But that was OK if you 
were a Sox fan, because all that mattered in the long run was the fact that 
the AL won. It would mean home-field advantage in the coming World 
Series.

During the All-Star break, Chris Mirante, the music teacher in Mississippi, 
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went with a friend on a medical mission trip to Guyana in South America. 
They were there with a group of about 70 people, some of whom were 
physicians or nurses, and they set up a free medical clinic and treated 
patients.

“If you think being a Sox fan is tough, you should see how most of these 
people have to live,” Mirante wrote in an e-mail.  “While we were down 
there doing work, the AL All-Stars were doing work getting the Sox home-
field advantage. All I can say is, ‘Thanks, Mr. Torre.’”

Dewey Marsh, saw something different in midsummer. There was more 
reason than ever to hope, regardless of the standings, largely because of 
two developments in July that he -- and many, many other Sox fans -- said 
were “keys to the season:”

The first came on July 24, known by many as the “Mitt-In-The-Face 
Game.”

“It was Jason Varitek taking a stand in the game during the Yankee series, 
sticking his catcher’s mitt into A-Rod’s face,” Marsh said. “This was the 
game that Boston began creating the personality of a winning team. This 
was the game that the Sox told the Yanks, ‘We deserve to be on this field 
with you. We can beat you.’ Mueller’s game-winning hit against Mariano 
Rivera was crucial.”

Many months later, after the baseball season was over, most people who 
were polled about their most memorable moment of the regular season 
would point to this as well.  

The other key moment came just a week later, on July 31, when GM Theo 
Epstein shipped Nomar Garciaparra to the Cubs in a complex four-team 
trade that sent Orlando Cabrera and Doug Mientkiewicz to Boston. 

“At the time, I thought the trade was a huge mistake,” Marsh said. 
“Luckily, I’m not given the responsibility of pushing the button on trades. 
I truly believe this move, along with the Dave Roberts acquisition from 
L.A., salvaged the 2004 season and put them in a position to achieve what 
they did.

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/news/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20040724&content_id=808714&vkey=wrapup2004&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/bos/news/bos_news.jsp?ymd=20040731&content_id=815282&vkey=news_bos&fext=.jsp
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“The Sox had momentum. After the A-Rod-Varitek skirmish and that 
trade, an underachieving Red Sox team finally struck gold. This team 
began to resurrect a seemingly mediocre season and ran for the finish line 
like a prize stallion thundering down the final lap of a derby.”

Marsh has brought two children into Red Sox Nation: A 24-year-old 
daughter, Julie, and a 22-year-old son, Adam. The Red Sox gene -- which 
in 1953 appeared so precariously close to ending right there -- was passed 
down. Moments like the mitt-in-the-face were always shared, especially 
by Julie, who became absolutely rabid as a fan.

“That’s what surprised me most about the season,” he said. “She would 
call me at various times during the season, to discuss everything from 
baseball rules, to various plays that had taken place. The game that she 
contacted me a few times about was that one against the Yanks. She’s a 
huge fan of Varitek, so when A-Rod and Tek had the skirmish during that 
game, of course the phone rang, and it was my daughter, all excited about 
the glove in the face.”



51

Chapter 7: Tra la la la la laaaaa

Nate Geller and his family are Red Sox supporters living among Yankee 
fans in Teaneck, N.J., just a few miles from New York City.  The Gellers 
are Jewish, and from July 28 to Aug. 8, they were on a trip to Israel. The 
first day of August the family visited the Western Wall, a sacred site where 
it’s custom to place notes of prayer and wishes into the cracks. It was there 
that Nate’s son, 16-year-old Koby, put a note in the spot that the Gellers 
were told was closest to the Holy of Holies during a tunnel tour. The note, 
as best as Nate can remember, read:

“Please let the Red Sox win the World Series.”

“At the time,” Nate recalled, “the team was faltering, and only a few days 
later we heard a report on CNN that Garciaparra was traded to the Cubs. 
By the time we returned to the U.S., they were already 10 games behind, 
but soon after things began to turn around as the Sox started winning 
and the Yankees began losing. We said a few extra prayers during Rosh 
Hashana and Yom Kippur. I was wearing my Red Sox kippa [yarmulke] 
during that whole period.

“The Red Sox are my second religion. As far as I can tell, it is like the 
story of the Jewish people, of the underdogs of the world coming back 
against all odds, of living in exile -- if New Englanders can call New York 
exile -- and feeling like a lonely man of faith. For our family, the story 
starts with my great-grandfather, who came to Massachusetts in the early 
1900s, and passes to his children, including my grandfather and great-
uncles, who became devout Sox fans. Then it passes to my father born a 
few years after the Babe was traded, and who has waited his whole life for 
them to win it all. Then it continues with me, now 46, a man who has also 
waited a lifetime, never giving up hope -- and now to my son and family 
who have put up with disappointment and plenty of harassment until our 
prayers were answered and our dreams were fulfilled.”

Nate Geller said his earliest memories as a Sox fan start in his hometown, 
where the Pittsfield Red Sox farm team played at Wahconah Park, and 
where future stars like Reggie Smith and George Scott honed their skills.

“The ’67 year of the ‘Impossible Dream’ endeared me to the team,” Nate 
said. “I remember seeing those same guys play in Anaheim against the 
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Angels in the late ’60s and getting their autographs because I told them 
about following their careers in Pittsfield. I remember a game at Fenway 
in the ’70s against the Yankees, where I caught a Yaz home run in a game 
that Luis Tiant won. Although we never got it autographed, my Dad still 
has it on display. In the past few years we have been able to see them play 
in Baltimore, Toronto and, of course, New York.  Maybe now we will not 
to be taunted in order to see them play.

“Somehow, as Manny Ramirez exhorted us to, and as we always have, we 
managed to keep the faith. Ultimately that is the story of us diehard Red 
Sox fans.”

And that is why a note was placed at the Western Wall as the 2004 Major 
League season headed for the homestretch.
 

On Aug. 19, a Yankee troll named “fatlady” started a make-’em-mad 
thread at redsox.com entitled, “8.5 games again...tra la la la la laaaaa.” 
The first post was deleted by a moderator, but a few posts later, fatlady 
typed: “The curse has no time constraints. The Sox are predestined to fail. 
Stop following them and move away from Boston now.”

Come late fall, it would be bumped constantly to the top of the message 
board. It was that way with countless threads on that board, the ones that 
always would begin with a Yankee troll living in the past and going out 
of one’s way to ensure that Red Sox hopefully would continue to do the 
same.

Tra la la la la laaaaa.

Perhaps the troll should have thought about those syllables before 
committing them to the ether. It’s the same joyous line sung by the 
munchkins shortly after the Wicked Witch of the West was declared 
“undeniably, reliably dead” -- and right before she reappeared in a blast of 
reddish smoke.  

Every “tra” and every “la” would come back to haunt fatlady -- typed into 
subsequent posts well into the cold months after October 2004. The Red 
Sox and their fans around the world would become galvanized on their 

http://www.forums.mlb.com/n/mb/message.asp?webtag=ml-redsox&msg=92709.1
http://www.forums.mlb.com/n/mb/message.asp?webtag=ml-redsox&msg=92709.1


53

adventurous road the same way Dorothy was on that subsequent Yellow 
Brick Road. She goes on to call the scarecrow and tin man “the best 
friends I anybody ever had,” adding, “I feel as if I’d known you all the 
time, but I couldn’t have, could I?”

Welcome to Red Sox Nation. Welcome to Emerald City.

Dale Spencer, a 56-year-old Oriole fan (and Yankee-hater) in Dallastown, 
Pa., who posts under the name “mragnes”, replied to the original poster in 
the early stages of that thread: “You missed your cue. The fat lady sings at 
the end. Nothing happens after the fat lady sings. There’s lots of opera yet 
to come at this point.”

There was a horse of a different color once everyone got to Emerald City. 
There was even a ho-ho-ho and a couple of tra-la-las. There were going 
to be events that would make any Red Sox fan who ever watched “The 
Wizard of Oz” find a brand-new connection to the movie’s lines at almost 
every turn, right down to the final words, “There’s no place like home.” 
After all, those ruby-red socks have been there all along; all this team ever 
had to do was click . . . and play with brains, heart and courage.

Nick Courtney is a 15-year-old sophomore at a high school in New 
Jersey’s Monmouth County. He calls it “the heart of Yankee country,” 
and he said according to a poll that someone once took at his school, 
he is “outnumbered 350 to 1” by Yankee fans there. They always liked 
reminding him of what happened in Game 7 of the 2003 ALCS.

“I consider myself a diehard Sox fan and make sure to wear at least one 
Sox shirt a week to school, and I always have my Sox pin and watch on,” 
he said. “In the beginning of the season, when the Sox massacred the 
Yanks at Fenway, I walked into school with my head held higher than 
anyone else, bragging about the victory to any Yank fan I saw. But when 
the tides turned and the Sox dropped to 10 games back, I was tortured by 
the relentless Yank fans. Walking down the halls, I would get bombarded 
with ‘Red Sox suck’ or ‘1918’ chants, and there was no escaping it.”

Courtney would go home from school and surround himself with other 
Red Sox fans at the Fan Forum, posting as “AaronBleepinBoone.” It 
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was symbolic of the misery one had to carry along with being a Sox fan, 
and on Sept. 24, something happened that brought back those Game 7 
memories all too clearly.

Pedro Martinez, a week after being humbled at Yankee Stadium, took a 
lead into the eighth inning at Fenway and was victimized there yet again. 
Hideki Matsui’s solo homer tied the score, and the Yankees took the lead 
for good later that inning on Ruben Sierra’s one-out single to right that 
scored Bernie Williams from second. Terry Francona came out to take the 
ball from Martinez, and once again the Yankees won, this time by a 6-4 
score.

What happened afterward only made it tougher for Courtney around his 
classmates. Martinez, in a postgame interview uttered the words that 
would become infamous: Listen 

“I thought I pitched a better game today. I made some pretty good pitches 
and they battled their butt off. Sierra is a good example, hitting good 
pitches. Matsui did it earlier in the game, too. . . . I mean, what can I say? 
Just tip my hat and call the Yankees my daddy.

“I can’t find a way to beat ’em at this point. You just have to give them 
credit, and say, ‘Hey, you guys beat me, not my team. Today they beat 
me.’ And let it go. They’re that good. They’re that hot right now -- against 
me, at least.

“I wish they would disappear and never come back. I would probably 
like to face any other team right now. Pitch a good game and make good 
pitches, and still can’t beat them? It’s frustrating.”

Everyone was talking about the “Daddy” quote. “He said it,” said Derek 
Jeter. “But, deep down, did he really mean it?”

Johnny Damon chimed in, too. “To be honest with you, I would rather 
not face [the Yankees] in the ALCS,” Damon said at the time. “Just so we 
don’t have that Red Sox-Yankees thing going again.”

That happened on a Friday night, and by the time Courtney returned to 
school the following Monday morning, it was all he heard.

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/news/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20040924&content_id=869422&vkey=wrapup2004&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/news/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20040924&content_id=869422&vkey=wrapup2004&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mfile.akamai.com/10869/wma/mlb.download.akamai.com/10869/2004/open/teams04/bos/audio/092404_PedroMartinez_YankeesBattledMe.wma
http://mfile.akamai.com/10869/wma/mlb.download.akamai.com/10869/2004/open/teams04/bos/audio/092404_PedroMartinez_YankeesBattledMe.wma
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“I walked into my 10th period lunch wearing my Pedro shirt, to show my 
support for him through his struggles,” he said. “Before I could even sit 
down, the whole cafeteria erupted into a ‘Who’s your daddy?’ chant. The 
chant became so loud, the new history supervisor came into the lunchroom 
to see what was going on. And that is when I met my favorite teacher. He 
saw that the chant was being directed to me, so he asked me if I truly was 
a Sox fan. Pleasured by my response, he promptly shook my hand and 
promised me he would stay in touch with me, since us Sox fans have to 
stick together if we want to survive behind enemy lines.”

Such was Nick Courtney’s life growing up as a Sox fan. He is not 
originally from Boston, he is young and one might wonder why he resists 
his surrounding world of pinstripes. “My father was a hardcore Met fan, 
so as far as tradition, he just passed on the sport, not the team,” Nick said. 
“I don’t know exactly why I’m a diehard Sox fan, but I have been for as 
long as I can remember. If I had to point to one thing, I would say sibling 
rivalry from when I was younger, since my older brother is a Yankee fan. 
I had such a hard time when I was a younger with people picking on me 
for being a Sox fan that I became even more faithful and attached to the 
Sox because I saw them as such nice people, and I always associated the 
Yankees to people I didn’t like.”

One month after that Monday school harassment, Courtney would change 
his screenname from “AaronBleepinBoone” to “AaronBleepinWho.”
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Chapter 8: Faith and Angels

Paddy McHale lives in New Durham, N.H., and while he’s 47 years old, 
he considers himself “11 during the season.” He sounds a lot like Bill 
Murray’s Steve Zissou character, who said in “The Life Aquatic” that 11 is 
the best age. Where were you when you were 11? For many, it’s about the 
age when the clarity and significance of Major League Baseball hits home 
for the first time -- realizing the greatness of your heroes, playing more 
and more in youth baseball leagues. You grow up, but as McHale said, 
summers forever hold that capacity for returning you to age 11.

“Being a Red Sox fan is not only communicable, it is hereditary,” 
McHale said. His mother, Martha, attended her first Sox game at 14. His 
grandfather was John Kimball of Littleton, Mass., content to watch a 
Ruth-less team in his day. “As a matter of fact, in May of 1999, my son 
and I took my mom and my wife to a game at Fenway for Mother’s Day. 
By his attendance at that game, my son became the fourth generation -- at 
least -- in my family to go to Fenway for a ballgame.

“As a kid, I remember wondering who this guy ‘Yaz’ was, and why Ted 
Williams mattered so much if he never showed up at the house. I am a 
military brat, and a former naval chief petty officer. It wasn’t until I was 
able to get to New Hampshire in the late ’90s that I was able to follow 
the team on a game-by-game basis. My folks had moved up this way, 
and I started watching the game with them. I tried to spend as much time 
as I could with my dad, as he was terminally ill and baseball meant a 
tremendous amount to me, because for a limited time I could share it with 
him. Come to think of it, I’m still sharing it with him. He just has a better 
seat.”

On the morning of Sept. 29, McHale’s seat was in front of a computer, and 
he had something important to say to the rest of Red Sox Nation. Using 
his screenname of “oldwolf,” McHale started what became a key thread at 
the Fan Forum throughout October. It was simply called “Faith.” His first 
post got it started:

Okay. All season, I’ve seen illogical attacks 
and rants against the team, individuals on the 
team, the manager, the FO, the mascot, that guy 
who throws the peanuts to you, etc etc etc ad 

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=98711.1
http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=98711.1


57

nauseum.

All that negativity didn’t do anyone any good. 
The team still struggled. They still had to dig 
out of a hole to turn the season around. They’re 
still going to the playoffs.

So, after all that, what did the illogical 
negativity gain you? Nothing.

I’m here to suggest a different approach. 
Illogical positivity.

Otherwise known as “Faith”.

‘Nuf said.

What prompted a longtime Sox fan to lash out at pessimists in this way?

“One of the things that makes Red Sox Nation so special to me is the 
passion of the fans, even more than the knowledge level so many of them 
have,” McHale said. “The downside to all that passion is the negativity 
that seems to spread like mold in a bathtub. It drives me nuts to see, hear 
or read these ridiculous, illogical, biased and often personal diatribes 
against the team, the management or a particular player. I’ve spent hours 
reading and responding to posts like that, knowing full well that trying to 
use logic with people when they are that fired up is usually ineffective. If 
you are familiar with the San Francisco writer Robert Heinlein, then you 
might recognize a quote from one of his characters: ‘Never try to teach a 
pig to sing. It’ll frustrate you and tends to annoy the pig.’ That’s exactly 
how I felt answering a lot of those negative posts.

“This season, I finally wised up. I decided to fight illogic with illogic. 
I wrote the most uplifting, nonsensical post I could come up with 
specifically aimed at negativity.  The response was heartwarming. That 
thread was kept alive by the real fans, the faithful.
 
“When the team’s fortunes turned around on that incredible AL West trip, 
several of the regular posters kept bumping that thread to the top, and it 
became something of a talisman. And of course, all the contributors think 
that the ‘Faith’ thread was the reason they won it all. They are, of course, 



58

correct in that assumption.”

It took exactly 17 minutes for a Yankee troll named “yanksbeatsox4eva” 
to apply the rebuttal to McHale’s post:

YOUR BUILDING YOURSELF UP FOR A BIG LETDOWN SAVE 
YOURSELF THE GRIEF BECOME A YANKEE FAN

The final weekend of the regular season was one of the most collectively 
frantic on record, and the Yankees had the best record in the American 
League. The Red Sox were going to be the Wild Card, and they would 
need to make it three consecutive Wild Card winners if the curse was 
going to be reversed in 2004. That much was known, but not much else 
was.

As the games began on the final Sunday, not one of the four American 
League Division Series matchups were known.  Over in the National 
League, it wasn’t until the Astros downed the Rockies to clinch the NL 
Wild Card that the Senior Circuit’s postseason schedule took shape.  In 
the American League, the matchups depended on what happened in 
Minnesota, where the Twins needed to win two games -- one of them a 
conclusion of a delayed game -- against Cleveland. When the Indians won 
the first game, it meant Anaheim beat out Minnesota for the second-best 
record in the league, and the Angels would be host to Boston in the ALDS 
and Twins would open in the Bronx.

On the Saturday of that final weekend, Pamela Hitchins (“booklady”), the 
founder of the “Waitress” thread, jumped aboard McHale’s “Faith” thread. 

Keeping the faith through tough times . . . is 
what proves it, like the old example of metal 
proven by fire. What have you got when it seems 
you have nothing left? Sometimes “faith” is all 
you can answer that question with.

I don’t know what to allow myself to feel as the 
Red Sox head into the playoffs. I fear the pain 
and heartbreak we all experienced last October. 
But I am “sure of what I hope for and certain of 
what I do not see” -- the Red Sox will be World 
Champions one day, and there is every reason to 
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have FAITH that that day will be in October of 
2004.

The road began on Tuesday, Oct. 5. By virtue of their Wild Card status, 
the Red Sox would have to play the first two games on the road, against 
an Angels club that was dangerous and battle-tested from a wild AL West 
race. On paper, they had pitching, including one of the best bullpens in 
the game behind Frankie Rodriguez and Troy Percival, and they had a 
potent offense built around 2004 newcomer Vlad Guerrero, who would 
eventually beat out Manny Ramirez (third) and David Ortiz (fourth) for 
the AL Most Valuable Player Award.

At 10:43 a.m. ET, the morning before the first pitch of the best-of-five 
series, quilloenri added a post to McHale’s “Faith” thread.

GOD Bless.... 

Dear Booklady, Oldwolf and all the fans of our 
beloved team; 

I couldn’t find a better thread than this one to 
start sharing and corresponding again with our 
shared love for the Boston Red Sox. 

To have it started by Oldwolf adds to the 
camaraderie and sense of family that have 
characterized our friendship over the years that 
we have been following the path of our team, the 
best team in baseball. 

As some of you know by now, I’m living in the 
Dominican Republic, my country of origin which 
I love dearly. We’re aptly called a “third 
world” country because of economic, social and 
intellectual restraints that put us in that so 
called category. Being poor, a lot of citizens 
have very little to claim ownership of. But, I 
was very surprised to see that among the most 
prized possesions these people, my people, have, 
the one that stands out the most and that you 
can’t really see is FAITH.
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As you guys know, Faith is something that you 
carry with you everywhere you go. Here people 
leave their houses wide open, no locks. Some 
don’t even have windows or doors to close. Pedro, 
Manny, David, Miguel, Sammy and a lot of very 
famous and talented players that are so cheered 
and sought in the states lived their childhood 
under these conditions. To have them perform at a 
very high level of their profession in the best 
baseball of the world just increases the Faith of 
all the habitants of this beautiful island.

Here, people might not have a lot of stuff. Kids 
might not have an authentic baseball bat, glove 
or ball.....But, I can (sic) stop noticing their 
Faith that even though circumstances look so dim, 
they the still think they will be entertained by 
this beautiful, simple game. Win, lose or draw!! 

The game of baseball, played by our beloved 
Boston Red Sox. I have Faith!

That faith was immediately rewarded against Anaheim. It didn’t matter 
that the Red Sox started on the road. They battered Jarrod Washburn 
and Scot Shields for seven runs in the fourth inning, led by homers from 
Kevin Millar and Manny Ramirez, and behind Schilling the Sox were 9-3 
winners in Game 1. It was more of the same the next day: an 8-3 victory 
in Game 2 behind Pedro’s gritty effort and a big game-tying homer by 
Jason Varitek. 

So while the Sox opened the 2003 playoffs by losing the first two on the 
road before rallying for three straight against Oakland, Boston was able 
save a bit of comeback magic with their fast in Anaheim.

But there was one bit of drama required for Boston to move onto that 
inevitable ALCS rematch with the Yanks. Vladimir Guerrero made his 
first-ever postseason series count by hitting a clutch grand slam to cap a 
five-run seventh and knot Game 3 of the ALDS at 6.  It would stay that 
way until the bottom of the 10th, when the Fenway faithful got a taste 
of what was to come when David Ortiz clinched the series by blasting a 
Washburn offering into the Monster seats, for an 8-6 triumph.

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041005&content_id=883852&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041005&content_id=883852&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041006&content_id=885917&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041006&content_id=885917&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041008&content_id=887622&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
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The front of the Boston Globe barked: “Bring on the Yankees!” The 
Boston Herald took an even more partisan view of the Minnesota-New 
York series with a front-page headline reading “Go Yanks!” and a subhead 
that said, “We want to beat your butts on the way to the World Series.”

The Yankees obliged, securing a 3-1 series victory over the Twins. The 
formalities were over. The next great moment was nigh.
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Chapter 9: ‘We’re not done’

Melissa Tucarella and her family took the Fenway Park tour before the 
Red Sox opened a second consecutive American League Championships 
Series against the Yankees. As they were taking the T into Kenmore, her 
father Mark, the lifelong Sox fan with the pessimistic veneer, found a 
penny dated 2004. He was remembering how to be optimistic, just in time.

“He decided right then and there that he was going to find a way to put this 
penny in Fenway Park and it would bring the Sox good luck. My mother 
had one as well,” Melissa said.

When the tour ended, they walked around the park and Mark was looking 
at all the cracks in the bricks. He finally found a deep enough crack, and 
he and his wife put their lucky 2004 pennies in the bricks of Fenway Park.

“My father referred to them throughout the rest of the playoffs,” Melissa 
said, “saying that they were going to win because of the lucky pennies.”

If the Sox were going to finally reverse the curse, maybe it would be 
because of the many millions of dollars the franchise spent to try to keep 
up with the Yankees’ payroll. Or maybe it would be because of a couple of 
pennies.

Chaiah Jacobson is originally from Center Barnstead, N.H., but for the 
last 23 years has lived in Reading, Pa. That is “ Toofarawayfrom Boston,” 
which happens to be her screenname at the Fan Forum. Many others can 
relate to being “Toofarawayfrom Boston.” She had finally returned to 
a pair of back-to-back games at Fenway in May 2003, catching a split 
against the Yankees, and it was her first visit there in 26 years.

“At the end of that [second] game, I just sat while the crowd left,” 
Jacobson said. “I was in no hurry to leave to head home to Pennsylvania 
just yet. When most of the people left, I headed down toward the field 
and just stood near the gate that opens up onto the field near home plate. 
I stood there and saw the sprinklers as they came on all over the field. I 
saw all my childhood greats from 1967 and 1975. I remembered being at 
that same place when I was a little girl: Wonderful memories of the smell 
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of the grass, the sound of the bat hitting the ball, the popping sound as the 
ball was caught, the fresh spring days, muggy summer evenings, and crisp 
autumn nights. I was startled by one of Boston’s finest, a police officer 
who asked me if I was all right. I realized that tears were streaming down 
my face. I told him that I was fine. I was just fine. I smiled. I was home.”

The Red Sox meant the world to her. She had even credited them with 
helping her raise a high-functioning autistic daughter, who was now a 
teenager. “Mommy,” Hannah once told her mother, “I wish I was mentally 
retarded so that I did not know what was wrong with me.” It nearly broke 
Chaiah’s heart, but she was able to use baseball to help her daughter 
assimilate information.

“About five years ago, I began to use baseball to try to teach her about a 
plethora of topics: physics, botany, biology, history, geometry,” Chaiah 
said. “Because of baseball and the Boston Red Sox, she is learning things 
I never thought possible. This has created in me a faith that some cannot 
imagine. …. I love the Boston Red Sox not only for the joy they gave me 
as a child and young adult, but also for even the sorrow I felt when they 
failed. I learned very valuable life lessons. I also love them for how they 
helped us with Hannah.  …   In a small but absolutely wonderful way, I 
owe that to the Boston Red Sox.”

Now the Red Sox were ready to face the Yankees again, opening the series 
in the Bronx, and Chaiah Jacobson was back home in Pennsylvania and 
sharing the moment with others online. Emotions that never could be 
duplicated were about to take shape in coming days, in coming visits to 
the computer.

The “Faith” thread was heating up and Jacobson posted before Game 1.

I have Faith in the Red Sox just as I do in my 
children. I love them like I do my children. 
They may stumble and not quite achieve their 
respective goals - but I have an everlasting 
faith that they will find their ways. No matter 
what, I am always here. Always believing.

Then she added two quotes:

Optimism is the faith that leads to achievement. 
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Nothing can be done without hope or confidence.
--Helen Keller

To one who has faith, no explanation is 
necessary. To one without faith, no explanation 
is possible.
--St. Thomas Aquinas (1225-1274)

Faith would be needed more than ever for Sox fans, in large doses, and 
starting with the first game of the 2004 ALCS.

Game 1, Oct. 12: Mike Mussina had a perfect game and an 8-0 lead 
through 6 1/3 innings. Everyone wondered whether the Yankee right-
hander could do what only that another Yankee right-hander, Don Larsen, 
had done back in 1956: throw a perfect game in the postseason. But just 
like that, some comeback mettle became apparent in this Boston team. The 
Red Sox rallied to cut the lead to 8-7 with David Ortiz’s two-run triple in 
the eighth inning at Yankee Stadium.

“But what could have been a comeback for the ages fell short,” MLB.
com’s Red Sox correspondent, Ian Browne, wrote that night. 

Those words bring chills to a Sox fan now: a comeback for the ages. 

But that would have to wait as the Yankees held on for a 10-7 victory and 
a 1-0 series lead. Schilling lasted only three innings.

“It was a great game,” Manny Ramirez said. “We came back [from 8-0]. 
At least we let them know we can come back at any time.”

Game 2, Oct. 13: Pedro Martinez made a quality start despite relentless 
 “Who’s Your Daddy?” chants reverberating through Yankee 

Stadium, but Jon Lieber was better. The Yankees won again, 3-1. Johnny 
Damon was 0-for-8 in the ALCS at that point, and the Red Sox were 
coming back to Fenway with an 0-2 deficit.

“When I’m not doing my job, it makes everything a little bit tougher for 
our team,” Damon said. “I’ve got to get on base. It’s on me.”

“We haven’t played our best game yet,” Jason Varitek said. “We’ll get 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041012&content_id=892266&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041013&content_id=893657&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mfile.akamai.com/10869/wmv/mlb.download.akamai.com/10869/2004/open/topplays/archive10/101304_bosnya_fans_daddy_cheer_350.wmv
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back there, get our fans behind us and see if we can scratch one out.”

Schilling was “iffy” for the rest of the series because of an injured right 
ankle.

Ashley Reid was at Game 2, having driven more than nine hours from 
Pittsburgh, where she is a business student at Carnegie Mellon University. 
She was there with another student, Seth Mazock, and had attended a 
10:30 a.m. class that morning and they were among a flock of Sox fans 
who invaded Yankee Stadium. Reid was wearing a white sweatshirt with 
red lettering that spelled out “Believe.” Holding court with media in New 
York, she said, “Fenway Park is the greatest place on earth. And I’ll be 
there for Game 2 of the World Series.”

Back at the Fan Forum, MuellerTekTrot2 posted a message after Game 2 
of the ALCS titled “Inspirational Speech # 28428148321.”

Here we go again, backs against the wall. Down 
0-2 going into Fenway Park. Two games away from 
postseason extinction. Things seem lost, bleak, 
and half of Red Sox Nation seems to have jumped 
the Tobin Bridge. You ask ‘What else is there to 
do?’ You ask ‘Why us God?’ You wonder if this is 
the end. You ask if there’s anything you can do.\

Believe.

Why believe? Because for this one reason. 
This is the year. I’m not one to make bold 
predictions....but I feel this one thing with 
every fiber of my being. I believe this with all 
my soul. This is our year. They’re going to win 
it this year. You guys don’t have to believe me, 
but I believe myself. This is the year.

I know that this hole isn’t making it seem like 
it’s the year. Yeah I know it’s tough. Just 
remember, this is the . . . Red Sox we’re dealing 
with. Nothing ever comes easy for the Red Sox. 
They’re not blessed with luck. They’re not 
blessed with the money to buy whoever they want 
without any consequences. They’re not blessed 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/bos/news/bos_news.jsp?ymd=20041013&content_id=893517&vkey=news_bos&fext=.jsp
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/bos/news/bos_news.jsp?ymd=20041013&content_id=893517&vkey=news_bos&fext=.jsp
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with good health all around. But just because 
they’re not blessed with those fortunes, doesn’t 
mean that they wont’ win. They will win. It just 
won’t be easy. It will be a team effort as well. 

Friday night, we leave our postseasons hopes 
and dreams in the hands of Bronson Arroyo. A 27 
year old Pittsburgh castaway taken in by Boston 
like a stray kitten. His looks are unassuming, a 
stringbean with blonde cornrows, but in his heart 
lies a champion. In his veins runs ice water. 
The kid has pitched well before, but never in a 
game of this magnitude. The season is on the line 
and hope is slipping away like sand through an 
hourglass. He needs to basically pitch the game 
of his life. However, I remain confident he’ll do 
the job. I believe in him.

Let’s keep on believing everybody. Remember the 
heroics from the past season/postseason. Remember 
Varitek glove slapping A-Rod. Remember Mueller’s 
walk-off off of Rivera. Remember Cabrera’s walk-
off. Remember Bellhorn’s 2-run walk-off single. 
Remember Bellhorn’s game tying 2-run HR. Remember 
Varitek’s game tying HR in the ALDS. Remember 
Ortiz’ walk-off in teh ALDS. Remember Timlin 
escaping a 0 out, bases loaded situation without 
giving up a single run. Remember These things. 
This team has overcome obstacles before....who 
said they can’t do it again?! 

I know a lot of you are down in the dumps over 
the Schilling injury, and yes it does hurt the 
team, but don’t fear. We have Derek Lowe. Before 
you double over in laughter or quiver in fear, 
remember that Derek Lowe HAS stepped up in big 
situations before. Game 3 of this year’s ALDS 
he held the line. In the 03 ALDS, he pitched a 
helluva game in Game 3 AND had hte most clutch 
closing job I’ve ever seen. Lowe can step up....I 
have faith in him.

We need to believe in our boys as they ensue 
on their quest for the Impossible Dream. Just 
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believe in this guys. They can do it. They have 
the talent, the guts, the heart, the soul, they 
have the ability to do it. They WILL do it. They 
WILL win it. This is our year. 
I’m still believing, what about you guys?

Game 3, Oct. 16: After a travel day and then a rainout, the ALCS resumed 
in the worst possible way for Red Sox fans. A-Rod scored five times and 
had three hits, two doubles and a homer. Gary Sheffield was 4-for-5 with 
a homer and four RBIs. Hideki Matsui, now officially a Sox-slayer, was 
5-for-6 with five runs, two doubles and two homers. “They’re playing the 
best we’ve seen them play all year,” Damon said after the 19-8 loss to the 
Yankees.

True, the Sox had shown another hint of resiliency by overcoming that 
3-0 first-inning deficit and taking a very early 4-3 lead. But it was hard to 
imagine taking anything positive out of the loss. Arroyo, the “stray kitten,” 
had been chased back to the feral farm. The fans at Fenway were in tears 
late in the game, and Fox cameras weren’t shy to provide close-ups of 
the agony at every opportunity. No Major League Baseball team ever 
had come back from a 3-0 playoff deficit to advance to another round. It 
happened a couple of times in hockey. 

With the possible exception of a Cubs fan, the only fan on earth who could 
possibly muster optimism in the face of this adversity would have to be a 
Red Sox fan. You’d have to be an Idiot to think you could overcome this.

“We have to do what’s never been done in Major League Baseball 
history,” Damon said. “We’re all professionals here. We know our backs 
are definitely against the wall now. We’re going to come out and play hard 
and hopefully play good. [Just playing] hard sometimes doesn’t cut it. 
We’ve got to hit, we’ve got to pitch and play our very best baseball of the 
year for, hopefully, these next four games.”

In his postgame press conference right after Game 3, Francona began 
speaking a language that would become habit-forming in days ahead.  
Listen 

“Well, I think we have to try to keep it simple. We show up tomorrow and 
our only objective, our only goal, is to win tomorrow. …  It starts looking 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041016&content_id=897103&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mfile.akamai.com/10869/wma/mlb.download.akamai.com/10869/2004/open/teams04/bos/audio/101604_alcs3_francona_pc.wma
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a little daunting if you start looking at too big of a picture. You show up 
tomorrow and do everything in our power to win tomorrow and keep it 
simple and then we’ll go from there.

“We’re not done.”
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Chapter 10: Happily ever after

Leanne DeMarco is senior accountant at a Cambridge corporation, all 
grown up since she was a 9-year-old girl during that 1986 World Series. 
It was the first season she can remember being interested in the team, 
learning about heartbreak the hard way. “Since that season,” she recalled, 
“the Sox curse has always been a part of me.” She began working at 
Fenway Park in 1996 for Aramark, who does concessions at the stadium, 
and a year later met Brad Flannery, a co-worker, during a shift in the 
bleachers. They started dating in 1998.

“As you can see,” DeMarco said, “Fenway was always a big part of our 
lives.”

Now Fenway Park was ready for what seemed destined to be the last date 
of the 2004 season. Leanne did not really want to spend another late night 
there. It was cold, and on the next day, a Monday, she would have to work 
from 8:30 a.m. to 4 p.m. before taking two MBA classes from 4:30 to 
10:30 p.m.. But Brad had plans. They would make a long night of it, along 
with the rest of Red Sox Nation.

Game 4, Oct. 17: It was the longest game in ALCS history at 5 hours and 
2 minutes. Mariano Rivera, who had led the Majors with 53 saves during 
the regular season, tied for fourth-most in history and the most ever by a 
Yankees reliever, came on to close out the bottom of the ninth and send 
the Yankees back into their second straight World Series. But the Red Sox 
were not done. Kevin Millar led off the ninth with a walk. Dave Roberts, 
the key late-summer acquisition from the Dodgers, pinch-ran and stole 
second.

All things considered, it was arguably the most important stolen base in 
franchise history, which spans more than a century.

Bill Mueller singled up the middle to score Roberts and knot the game at 
4. Mueller had done something similar to Rivera back on July 24, ending 
a zany 11-10 game at Fenway with a walk-off homer. This one sent Game 
4 into extra innings. The Yanks nearly went ahead in the top of the 11th, 
loading the bases with two out, but Curtis Leskanic was ice, part of a Sox 
bullpen that was quietly becoming spectacular.

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041017&content_id=898182&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
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In the bottom of the 12th, Paul Quantrill was pitching for the Yankees in 
a 4-4 game. Ortiz was at the plate. It was hard to say what would be more 
painful at that point if you were a Sox fan. If the Sox have fought this 
hard just to go home, you have another tough offseason and you watch 
your rivals in the Fall Classic. If he comes through, then isn’t this just 
prolonging the agony? You don’t come back from 0-3 -- ever.

Boom. Ortiz sent everyone home with a rocket to the visitors’ bullpen, 
giving Boston new life with a 6-4 victory, and then saying, “Anything can 
happen.”

And Leanne DeMarco immediately discovered that. As Neil Diamond’s 
“Sweet Caroline” blared at Fenway in the earliest hours of a Monday, 
Brad, his cousin and two other Fenway employees led Leanne onto the 
field. They stopped at the warning track in front of the Green Monster, 
right where Manny had been working only moments earlier. Brad had a 
plan, and he had help -- maybe even from Big Papi.

“This was one way to make what happened that night even more special,” 
Leanne said. “Brad proposed at the park, and not on just any day, but after 
Game 4 of the ALCS. After David Ortiz hit his walk-off home run. After 
that, the Sox never lost another game. I have to think that the ring had 
something to do with it.

“I thought we were taking pictures for a souvenir magazine. That was 
totally believable to me, because they did the same thing last year and 
Brad’s cousin works in souvenirs. I 
didn’t want to be there at all because of 
everything I had to do the next day. I was 
so tired, but Brad and his cousin were my 
rides home and they were going to do the 
photos so I really had no choice. Anyway, 
we get out onto the field at like 1:30 a.m., 
walking past the Yankees’ clubhouse. As 
I stand out in left field, where Manny was 
just standing, they first give me a hat to 
put on and take a picture to make it real. 
Then, I’m told to put on a sweatshirt. So as 
I’m changing sweatshirts and looking at the 
field in amazement -- hello, I am standing on the same warning track that 

Brad Flannery proposing to
Leanne DeMarco
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Manny had just played on, and I’m watching the media swarm the Sox 
dugout -- I turn around to find Brad down on one knee.

“I almost died. And for once in my life, I had nothing to say. He pulled out 
a ring, asked me to marry him, and I just cried, said nothing and hugged 
him. He finally asked if I wanted to put the ring on and of course, I did. It 
was just perfect -- just like the Red Sox’s season after that moment.”

In Los Angeles, Janet Paquette had her “Lucky Seat Mojo” going. She 
posts under the screenname “Soxonthe 
Beach,” and during the afternoon before 
Game 4 she informed everyone on the 
“Waitress” thread where she was sitting. 

I just want everyone to know 
that I have not heard from my 
friend Pete, possessor of the 
“Lucky Seat Mojo”. A quick 
recap: Pete always watches 
important Pats games at our 
house, sitting in his “lucky 
seat” at the right end of 
my couch (I sit on the left end and Mr. SotB in 
the big rocker). He is a ridiculous 12-0 in that 
seat.

Their friend Pete Barker couldn’t make 
it over that Sunday. The Patriots were 
playing, trying to extend their incredible 
unbeaten streak to 20 games, and when 
Janet slid down to the right side of the 
couch just before the snap a Pats receiver 
made a great play. Determined to keep 
the Lucky Seat Mojo going, and equally 
determined to “use” this superstition only 
for must-win games, she sat throughout 
Game 4 that night with a computer on her 

lap and a beer or cognac in hand. The Lucky Seat Mojo had worked for 
her, and she would do the same thing the rest of this series.

Janet Paquette

Pete Barker and The Lucky Seat

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=34515.58861
http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=34515.58861
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You’d do anything in that situation if you had been through what Janet 
Paquette has been through. Her first year as a Sox fan was 1975. “Thrilled 
with the Gold Dust Twins. Madly in love with Dewey Evans,” she 
remembers. “I thought the Spaceman was the funniest man alive. I missed 
Fisk’s historic home run because it was midnight and, being 13 years old, 
my parents made me go to bed. I rushed upstairs, washed my face, brushed 
my teeth, leapt into my jammies and dived under the covers with my 
transistor radio just in time to hear Fenway going nuts.”

She has tough memories of 1978, too. 

“I had gone to the game the day before with my best friend Sue, who 
had just got her driver’s license, and skipped cheerleading practice that 
Monday afternoon to go home and watch the playoff game,” Paquette 
recalled. “I was a zombie all day in school that Tuesday and I tearfully 
explained to the cheerleading coach why I had not been there the 
afternoon before. I clearly remember her saying, ‘I can’t believe you 
skipped practice to watch a stupid baseball game.’ She suspended me one 
game. Bitch.”

Paquette said she couldn’t watch the last few innings of the 2003 ALCS.

“I couldn’t even continue posting on the redsox.com Fan Forum game 
thread. I spent the last two innings in the hallway in front of my framed 
Boston Globe front pages, the ones with Larry in ’86 and Vinatieri in 
’02, praying to the sporting gods. When Boone crushed that knuckler, I 
calmly walked over and shut off the TV set. I produced a hidden pack of 
cigarettes -- I quit in ’98 -- and told my husband I was going for a walk. 
Since I live in L.A., there were no other shell-shocked Sox fans stumbling 
around my neighborhood. And so I wandered alone around my block, 
puffing on a cig and alternately cursing and crying.”

So now here she was, not about to move off of the right side of that couch. 
All around the “Waitress” thread, new superstitions were becoming 
institutionalized. At 1:45 p.m. the afternoon before Game 5, Pinky Too 
posted.

Things To Do While Watching A Red Sox Game In 
Order To Ensure A Red Sox Victory
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1. Refer to Bill Mueller at all times as “Billy 
Niller.” This includes chanting in your head or 
aloud when he is up to bat “BIL-ly NIL-ler, BIL-
ly NIL-ler”

2. Whenever Manny is up to bat, say over & over 
“Wait for your pitch Manny...wait for your 
pitch...” 

3. If game is tied or close and it’s late 
innings, repeat as necessary when Cabrera/Tek/
Ortiz is up to bat, “OK, <insert appropriate 
nickname here> you need to do something and you 
need to do it NOW.” Wait for KA-BOOM. 

4. Eat Pedro salsa.

Many women who post on that monster thread were making fresh batches 
of the stuff -- your basic salsa, but given an official name. If someone 
had run out of it, a “Waitress” poster would make like a real waitress and 
deliver it to the person’s doorstep if they were in the same neck of the 
woods.

“I thought about eating a little Pedro Salsa last night, but I knew I needed 
to save it for tonight,” Susan Johnson (“brenken”) typed from her home in 
South Florida at 8:57 a.m., the morning after the Game 4 marathon. “I’m 
not going to eat it all tonight either so I have some left for the next time 
Petey pitches.......in the World Series! This thread is the only place I can 
say that.”

That post was directed to moey1013 -- Melissa Tucarella. She was a 
nervous wreck, back on her college campus, wondering how to keep her 
batch of Pedro Salsa down.

“To start off, I am a very nervous person by nature,” Tucarella recalled. 
“The Red Sox just seem to put me over the edge, especially when it 
comes to the playoffs. About one hour before each playoff game I would 
get knots in my stomach, my body would become very cold and I would 
constantly shiver. Food was absolutely out of the question, because I felt if 
I ate I would most definitely throw up. This sick feeling did not go away, 
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no matter what the score was.

“I was very superstitious during each game. I always had to sit in the 
same spot and I only wore my Schilling shirt or David Ortiz shirt during 
gametime. If Pedro pitched, I would find a way to force down some Pedro 
Salsa. My living room quickly turned into a shrine for the Red Sox. My 
family put together a poster with different pictures of the players, and we 
had a film canister with clay in it from the Fenway Park warning track, 
which we took when we went on the tour. We burned a Witches’ Brew 
Yankee candle every game, and we had various ‘Go Red Sox’ signs and 
balloons around the room. All of which we believed would bring the team 
good luck.

“The toughest part about the playoffs was trying to find time for my school 
work. I am a sophomore in college and the Yankees series was just around 
midterm time. Needless to say I did not study as much as I would have, 
but passed my midterms, so all is OK. Game 5 of the ALCS posed a major 
problem for me. The game was scheduled to start at 5 and I had class until 
6:20. There was no way I could miss the game, especially since the Sox 
were on the brink of elimination. I ended up coming up with an excuse of 
why I could not stay for the entire class, and I ended up leaving at 5. I’m 
pretty sure my professor knew why I was leaving, but she never did ask 
any questions. I drove home listening to WEEI the entire time, cheering 
or booing every pitch or play I heard. I remember finally getting home, 
running into the house and firmly planting myself on my couch, and did 
not end up leaving it until …”

Game 5, Oct. 18: It was as if no one really went home, as if Melissa 
Tucarella did not have to take her midterms, as if Leanne DeMarco had 
not gone to work and to her MBA classes wearing an engagement ring, as 
if David Ortiz had Alan Embree and Dave Roberts never left Fenway Park. 
Or Mariano Rivera, for that matter.

Once again, it loomed as the last chance for Sox fans to see their team at 
Fenway in 2004. The self-proclaimed “bunch of idiots” would have to get 
back to their first World Series in 18 years if they were going to play here 
again. And once again, the Sox somehow defied conventional wisdom. 
Pedro Martinez and Tim Wakefield had been a combination that resulted 
in a final-act demise one year earlier, but in this game Pedro went six solid 
innings and Wakefield closed it out with three beauties of his own. The 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041018&content_id=899108&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
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Sox bullpen again was better than the Yankees’, and -- unbelievably -- 
Rivera blew a save opportunity for the second night in a row.

This game would last 5 hours and 49 minutes, another all-time postseason 
record.

Just about everyone was glued to this one, but some people could not 
bear to watch. Ted Spencer was one of them. He is the chief curator at the 
National Baseball Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, N.Y., and a longtime Sox 
devotee. 

“I couldn’t take it, so I get on the computer, and my wife yells, ‘Ortiz just 
hit a homer! It’s 4-3!’ ” Spencer recalled the following December. “I got 
up from the computer, and went out [to the TV room] just in time to see 
Varitek hit a sac fly to tie the game.”

That sac fly off Rivera made it 4-4. Roberts had pinch-run for Millar a 
second night in a row, once again causing havoc that led to opportunity. 
This time the game would go to the 14th inning.

“Now I’m more nervous,” Spencer said. “I’ve got one cigar left. I’m 
walking down by the lake, and here comes one lonely figure, doing the 
same thing. It’s my son, Matthew. We laughed. I said, ‘I’ve got 10 minutes 
left on my cigar.’ We went back and watched a bloop single by Ortiz.” 

Ortiz, for the second night -- make that morning -- in a row, was the hero. 
It was the culmination of a classic 10-pitch at-bat against Esteban Loaiza, 
the seventh pitcher used by Joe Torre. The Sox won, 5-4, and now the 
Yankees had a 3-2 lead that they would take back to the Bronx. Mercifully 
for many, this one had started at 5 p.m. ET instead of the usual 8 p.m. 
prime-time slot.

At 11:13 p.m., Melissa Tucarella (moey1013) posted an instant reaction 
on the “Waitress” thread.

I LOVE BIG PAPI... I LOVE HIM, I LOVE HIM, I LOVE 
HIM, I LOVE HIM! WHOOOOOOOOOOOOO HOOOOOOOOOOOO GO 
SOX!”

And 19 minutes later, she returned to add another remark.

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=34515.59108
http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=34515.59112
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THIS IS INCREDIBLE!!!! 2 down 2 more to go... 
that Bon Jovi song is so perfect right now “we’re 
half way there, oh, living on a prayer” God I 
love the BOSTON RED SOX!

Sox GM Theo Epstein described the Game 4 victory as perhaps the 
greatest game ever played. “I’d like to hear other nominations,” he said. 

Some Sox fans certainly would nominate Game 6 of the 1975 World 
Series, when Bernie Carbo set up Carlton Fisk’s heroics. But at this 
moment, Epstein probably would not have had many arguments from the 
Nation.

At 7:27 the next morning, Susan Johnson (brenken), having barely slept 
down in Florida, chimed in on the “Waitress” thread.

We are now 3-2. That is a HUGE difference over 
being 3-0.
We’ve made history the last 2 nights with these 
incredible long games so why not make a little 
more history in the next 2 nights?
WHY NOT US?

Game 6, Oct. 19: The teams already had shifted back down to the Bronx 
when “trublusoxfan” contributed some thoughts to the “Waitress” 
thread at 9:19 a.m.

Yeah, we are all singing...

The phoine here has not stopped ringing... 
Japan 
Holland
California 
Virginia 
New York  
NewJersey 
Connecticut 
Florida 

The conversation is all the same... “Who in the 
heII are those guys wearing Red Sox uniforms?” 

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=34515.59123
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041019&content_id=900189&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=34515.59168
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There is no real work taking place anywhere in 
the RSN. Anyone who says they are working is flat 
out lying.

There was no off day for travel because of the earlier rainout. Boston 
would have to win a third consecutive game in as many days -- and all of 
them following three consecutive victories by the Yankees. The impossible 
was in progress. And Tom Nardozzi, who posts as “trublusoxfan,” was 
probably right. The boards at the Fan Forum seemed to be filled with fans 
who were reporting what they either had seen in person at Fenway or what 
they had seen on Fox, heard on MLB.com’s Gameday Audio or followed 
through the site’s Gameday pitch-by-pitch real-time application.

Everyone was talking about the Red Sox. Like Francona had said, they 
were not done. And the really scary thing to most of America was the fact 
that a 3-2 deficit suddenly seemed like a catbird seat with Boston looking 
like an unstoppable force. The only question was whether the most famous 
ankle in the world would be up for the task.

“It’s a chance to get us one step closer to the World Series,” Curt Schilling 
said. “A chance to make up for Game 1, a chance to pick my teammates 
up.”

Schilling had aggravated the ankle injury during his start in Anaheim 
in the ALDS. The torn tendon sheath kept him from pushing off the 
mound and reduced his velocity in Game 1 of the ALCS. Schilling had 
been scheduled for Game 5 but was scratched. He was able to warm up 
sufficiently while the ALCS was in Boston, though, and Francona felt 
confident enough to name him the Game 6 starter.

“I think we’ve taken steps to ensure that we won’t have the same problem 
we had the first time; that much I know. So from that standpoint, I’m very 
confident . …  It’s never over in these series and these games until you get 
that last out. It almost seems like the last team to hit wins. It’s something 
special. I just want to be a part of it.”

Kevin Millar, writing in his regular postseason diary for MLB.com, 
was brimming with optimism prior to Game 6.  “This is it. We have a 
chance to shock America. We have a chance to shock the United States of 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/news/mlb_perspectives.jsp?ymd=20041018&content_id=899387&vkey=perspectives&fext=.jsp


78

America. There’s no pressure. We have a chance to do something nobody’s 
ever done in baseball.”

And they did. Even before there was a Game 7.

For the first time in Major League postseason history, a team that had 
lost the first three games of a playoff series proceeded to win the next 
three. Schilling’s ankle, sutured up and bleeding through his sock as he 
pitched, showed the kind of courage that epitomized this comeback to 
date. He threw seven clutch innings (four hits, one run, no walks and four 
strikeouts), giving a greatly overworked bullpen a well-timed reprieve. “I 
can’t explain to you what a feeling it was to be out there and to feel what I 
felt,” he said, making good on his pre-series promise to make the Yankee 
Stadium crowd “shut up.”

Mark Bellhorn was the hero at the plate, but not without a bit of 
controversy on an evening that wouldn’t be short on it. Slumping in 
the series coming into the game, he lifted a huge opposite-field, three-
run homer in the fourth inning. The blast landed in the first row of the 
bleachers before hitting a fan and quickly bounced back into play in the 
outfield. It was initially ruled a double, but after a discussion by the umps, 
the call was overturned and deemed a home run. Keith Foulke later closed 
out the 4-2 victory. 

But maybe the most satisfying sight of the night for Sox fans was a 
  controversial play in the eighth inning. Bronson Arroyo relieved 

Schilling with a 4-0 lead, and the Yankees had just cut the lead in half. 
Now Alex Rodriguez, the Man Who Was Almost A Sox, hit a tapper in 
front of the mound. Arroyo charged it and tagged Rodriguez, who karate-
chopped Arroyo’s left (glove) arm to force the ball loose. Umpires ruled 
that Rodriguez had interfered on the play and called him out. Now who 
was desperate in the 2004 ALCS? It was three games apiece.

Back at the “Waitress” thread, Peggy MacGibbon from Saugus, Mass., 
posted as “SoxGirl 79” at 12:18 a.m.

“WE”RE GOING TO GAME 7!!!!!!!!!! can you believe 
it????? I know I cant! I screamed, Im shaking, 
I cant breathe! LOL I think I need to see if 
theres beer in the house... This is crazy! Im so 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/photogallery/yir_2004/page_09.jsp
http://mfile.akamai.com/10869/wmv/mlb.download.akamai.com/10869/2004/open/topplays/archive10/101904_bosnya_arod_interference_350.wmv
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unbelievably happy right now! One more boys, just 
one more!!!”

Melissa Tucarella (moey1013), now chronically nervous, posted one 
minute later.

“I Need to throw up... OMG I LOVE THIS TEAM!”

Susan Johnson (“brenken”), who had watched parts of Game 6 with a 
pillow in front of her face, peeking at the screen in hopes of avoiding the 
scary parts, chimed in five minutes after that.

How do you put into words all the emotions going 
on right now?

My head is pounding, I’m sweating from pacing 
around the house (It’s warm in FL) and my eyes 
feell like gritty sandpaper but I am absolutely 
elated! 
They made history tonight and they’re going to 
make some more history tomorrow.

Schilling was amazing!

The umps were amazing by reversing both of those 
bad calls.

How are we going to make it through the game 
tomorrow night?

Is there any possibilty the Sox can score 8 runs 
in the first inning so we can enjoy the game and 
not have so much angst?

Did you hear Foulke say at the end of the game 
something about making it “interesting”? That was 
one word for it. 
I LOVE THIS TEAM!!!!!!!!!!

This team was about to play an ALCS Game 7 at Yankee Stadium for the 
second year in a row. Hardly anyone in Red Sox Nation even remembered 
Aaron Boone now.
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“I feel like I’ve never been prouder of anyone,” Beantown7 posted on the 
“Waitress” thread at 12:17 a.m. on Oct. 20. “And these are people I don’t 
even know. Maybe that’s what it means to be a Red Sox fan...”

Tucarella (“moey1013”) continued the breakneck pace of postings.

This is crazy . . . I have 3 midterms tomorrow, 
and I am probably going to fail all of them 
because my mind will be somewhere else . . . and 
I don’t care . . . GO SOX!

Johnson immediately replied to Tucarella on the “Waitress” thread:

God, if feel sorry for you. You need to try and 
calm yourself down and concentrate on school for 
a few hours and then be back in front of the TV 
at 8:00 p.m.

Sometimes the best thing about being a Sox fan is the support network, 
especially when sleep deprivation has officially cast itself upon Red Sox 
Nation.

A fan with the screenname “london” added:

I know what you mean, Moey. I have an early 
morning meeting that will last through lunch. I’m 
so hyped, I can’t go to sleep, and 6 a.m. and 
time to get up will be here before I know it. Go 
Sox.

Game 7, Oct. 20: Micala Kempster, 13, had gone to her first Red 
Sox game on Aug. 27 against the Tigers. She never had more fun in a 
classroom than at her Boston school on this day, as everyone waited 
breathlessly for one more battle that night in the Bronx.

“The people who work in the office at my school kept playing the ‘Star 
Wars’ Darth Vader ‘Good vs. Evil’ march over the loudspeaker every 45 
minutes, much to the annoyance of the teachers,” Kempster said.  

The “Evil Empire,” as Sox executive Larry Lucchino had once referred 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041020&content_id=901143&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
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to the Yankees, had seen its 3-0 ALCS lead completely wiped out. It was 
time for the same situation as one year earlier, when Boone ended it all 
at Yankee Stadium. Unquestionably, though, this Game 7 felt different. A 
Mack Truck had arrived from Boston, seemingly unstoppable and rapidly 
gathering every unattached fan of baseball.

Melissa Tucarella, meanwhile, took her midterms and reported back to the 
“Waitress” thread. 

“Well, I survived my 3 tests today, but tonight 
is the REAL test, I think I am going to have a 
panic attack. . . AHHHHHH I am already getting 
nervous!”

At 7:47 p.m. ET, as the moment of truth was approaching, “Pinky Too” 
posted the following message to “Neena Roc:”

NEEEEEEEEEEEEEEENNNNAAA!

I just got home and guess what was sitting on my 
doorstep???

You know what this means don’t you? THE CURSE IS 
REVERSED!

GOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO REDSOX!!!!

It was a delivery of Pedro Salsa. The “Waitress” thread had become 
human, with real, live people, doing real, live things. And Pedro Salsa had 
become an important ingredient in this amazing comeback. Susan Johnson 
(“brenken”) hit the boards at 8:12 p.m.

Pinky got some Pedro salsa on her doorstep and 
that’s some good stuff!
I need to go throw up now before the game starts.

Johnson added: 

We have been reeled in again this year hook, line 
and sinker and now we are once again totally 
invested in this team. I hope they don’t break my 
heart again this year.

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=34515.59513
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There would, of course, be no heartbreak this year. Johnny Damon took 
over Game 7, and there was no turning back in what would prove to be 
the greatest comeback in baseball history -- and arguably professional 
sports. Mired in a slump for much of the series, Damon hit two home runs, 
including a grand slam, to give Boston an 8-1 lead before most fans at 
Yankee Stadium seemed to have gotten comfortable in their seats. “I’m a 
good player,” Damon said. “Good players step up.”

The Red Sox stepped up, and right into the World Series with a 10-3 rout. 
At 12:22 a.m. on Oct. 21, Tucarella (“moey1013”) then spoke for an entire 
Red Sox Nation on a message board.

OMG OMG OMG OMG OMG OMG I LOVE THIS TEAM! WE JUST 
MADE HISTORY . . . AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH

Ortiz was named series MVP. He said after the clincher, “I tell you, one 
day I was driving from my house to the stadium on a workout day and I 
saw a big sign on the street that said, ‘Keep the faith.’ And I saw it was 
a photo of Manny, it had the big smile. I just parked in front of the photo 
and I just sat down for a minute and just thought about it, you know. 
We’ve been through the whole year. Then I went to the field and I just 
expressed myself to my teammates about what the Boston Nation has been 
waiting for and what they expect from us.”

They expected this. Eric Plaag was one of them, representing Red Sox 
Nation in Columbia, S.C. He’s originally from Northern Virginia but lived 
in the Boston area for 10 years. At 1:07 a.m. he hit the boards, posting as 
“scbosoxfan.”

“What a marvelous feeling! And while I’ve been 
around only sporadically lately, I’m nevertheless 
grateful that there are so many of us who kept 
believing. Your camaraderie and friendship 
as fellow Sox fans have been very important 
to me for the last two years. And now, after 
much devotion and patience, we have been amply 
rewarded! Now let’s go win that Series.”
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A dozen years after poster rivers49 (aka Matt of Poughkeepsie, N.Y) 
attended his first Sox game -- a loss, which came with an accompanying 
sunburn, to boot -- he pitched in Tom Wegner’s postseason haiku thread 
with a 2004 ALCS haiku.

Game one in New York
Moose is too good to handle
Sox go down by one

Pedro’s turn to pitch
“Who’s your Daddy” chants abound
Lieber beats Boston

19-8, Yanks win. 
Modern Boston Massacre
Do we still believe?

Fenway’s Faithful watch
David Roberts steals a base
Series Extended

After Game 5 win
Clubhouse whiteboard incription: 
“Sox: Pack for two days”

Schilling’s bloody sock
Shuts up fifty-five thousand
See you tomorrow

Drama in New York
Bellhorn, Jesus, Pedro ask: 
“Who’s your Daddy now?”

The unthinkable comeback was perfect for Red Sox Nation, except for a 
tragic postgame incident. Boston police clashed with a crowd of Sox fans 
who had poured into the streets outside Fenway to celebrate. During the 
melee, Victoria Snelgrove, a 21-year-old journalism major at Emerson 
College in Boston, died after she was shot in the eye by a projectile fired 
by an officer on crowd-control duty. It dominated the front of Boston’s 
papers on the first off day after the pennant was won, and it became such 

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=113249.22
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a large issue that the mayor briefly considered prohibiting alcohol sales at 
Fenway during the World Series. It was a sad dose of reality during a time 
of glee.

Melissa Tucarella felt the same bittersweet taste at the time as so many 
others, and as a college student taking midterms during the playoffs she 
felt a special empathy and considered it a senseless loss.

“What happened to the girl from Emerson was very sad,” Tucarella said. 
“I just can’t even begin to understand what causes people to act the way 
they do. I understand many were under the influence, but it still is not an 
excuse. Yes, the Red Sox advanced to the World Series, but do people 
really need to climb the Green Monster, burn cars and climb billboards to 
celebrate? Have a glass of champagne, celebrate with friends, but don’t 
endanger your life or someone else’s. It is so sad that the actions of some 
people caused the death of an innocent bystander. I feel for her family, and 
hopefully people will think twice before they start a riot.”

Chrissy Kinch, who was one year removed from her Emerson days, did 
not know Snelgrove personally but had been a broadcast journalism 
student just like her. As Chrissy celebrated, she also felt the bittersweet 
pangs.

“I saw her around campus,” Kinch said. “More than likely, I knew her face 
from the journalism floor of the school. We never had classes together and 
I really did not know her that well so I can’t give an inside look into her 
personality. However, I remember seeing on the TV news a package about 
her, and it was taped inside the Emerson journalism broadcast studio, with 
two students airing the news of Victoria with her picture behind them 
on the plasma wall. I sat in those same chairs they did the year before 
doing broadcasts for my classes. Those same chairs are the ones Victoria 
probably sat in as well, since she was a semester behind my class. It hit 
home. Emerson is such a small community that even if you don’t know 
someone personally, you recognize his or her face if you saw it.

“It made me think that it could have been either me or one of my friends 
with me there that night. We were there at Kenmore Square. My car was 
parked in the garage that she was standing in front of when that happened.

“When I saw the TV news and when I saw the Boston Herald front page 



85

with her laying there with blood dripping down her face, I took a step 
back. For a minute, I thought, ‘This isn’t happening. She’s too young.’ She 
was there, so happy about the Red Sox. So happy with her friends. To be 
honest, I kept thinking of her mother and father and how distraught they 
had to be -- and still are. Her parents probably could care less that the Red 
Sox won the World Series. Their baby girl is no longer with them. They 
send her to college in Boston, happy and proud of her, and happy about the 
Red Sox and then that happened. 

“She wasn’t even in the huge crowd with the riots. She was an innocent 
bystander standing down Lansdowne Street away from the crowds. That 
should never have happened to her.  It was a misfire -- a blind shot in the 
direction because someone threw a bottle toward one of the riot officers. 
He turned and shot blindly at head level.  She did nothing but watch the 
Sox win that night.”

The plans for a unique rally should the Sox become World Series 
champions for the first time in 86 years would begin to unfold, a plan that 
emphasized public safety. If that tragedy could happen after just winning 
the pennant, one only wondered what might happen in Boston should the 
Sox win it all.

The Cardinals beat the Astros in their own Game 7, and now there were 
two. The all-red series. A rematch of 1946 and 1967, both series won by 
St. Louis in seven games. This one would start at Fenway Park, and the 
Red Sox could even thank their vanquished rivals, the Yankees, who had 
sent so many representatives to that summer All-Star Game that the AL 
won, ensuring it would be the home league in the Fall Classic.

The Cardinals were coming to Boston. The World Series was coming 
to Fenway Park, home of the two lucky pennies in the bricks. A Nation 
awaited.

And “The Shamrock” couldn’t have been happier for them.

He’s a Yankee fan.

“I go by the alias ‘The Shamrock’ on the Sox boards, and though I’m a 
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Yankees fan, I do enjoy posting back and forth to several of the Red Sox 
regulars, from soxncycles to plantlady,” said Dan Amann, of West Orange, 
N.J. “I think it is important to show the enthusiasm that the Fan Forum 
members had during this unbelievable season for the Sox. I thought I 
could interject from the Evil Empire’s point of view.

“As a Yankees fan, I’ve never had more exciting heated conversation 
and baseball fun than I’ve had this past year. I must attribute the vast 
majority of my fun to the discussions or friendly arguments I’ve had 
with the opposing side of this heated rivalry. It was a pleasure to enter in 
these debates, make meaningless bets that would never be collected just 
for fun, and just out and out make friends with the enemy. I think back 
to even ganging up on Yankees trolls with them, mostly because of the 
embarrassment I felt that the fans of my favorite team could act in such a 
manner. I wished them luck in the playoffs and many turned around and 
wished luck right back to me. As much as it pains me to say it, the better 
team won. I can truly say I have no love for the Red Sox, but I would 
enjoy the company of their fans any day.”
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Chapter 11: The 100th World Series

Derek Armstrong is one of the representatives of Red Sox Nation West 
who make Sonny McLean’s in Santa Monica a vital hangout. He is such 
a regular there that his image is on a sign that hangs outside the building, 
showing him high-fiving someone after a big Red Sox moment. He grew 
up in Lexington, Mass., and for nearly four years he has been transplanted 
in California, working as an “IT help-desk 
guy.” Now he was the guy asking for help.

“Game 7 against the Yankees came on my 
31st birthday,” Armstrong said. “It was the 
best birthday present a Sox fan could ever 
ask for -- perhaps an even better present 
than those who claim Oct. 27th as their 
birthday. For most Red Sox fans, Oct. 20 
was sweeter -- the night we dared to dream 
about, coming back from three games down 
to conjure the greatest comeback of all time, 
as well as force the greatest collapse. Damning all logic, I found myself 
never quite making plans to go out for drinks on my birthday, even when 
we lost 19-8 in Game 3. … When asked what I wanted for my birthday, 
I timidly responded that I wanted a Game 7 that night. As we all know, I 
got all that and more. After finishing screaming, I then thanked my lucky 
stars that we hadn’t had another six-hour game, as I had to leave almost 
immediately for the airport to fly home to Western Massachusetts for a 
wedding. Once I arrived safe and sound at LAX, despite an intoxicating 
level of joy and adrenaline that threatened my driving, I ordered an 
unusually large airport-priced beer and just soaked in all the highlights on 
the bar TV.”

Then it was time for the opportunity that so many Sox fans have longed 
for again or for the first time: an actual World Series. If the “Curse of 
the Bambino” ever was going to be lifted -- or at least banished from 
conversation -- then the time was now, while the Sox were hot.

“While I was undoubtedly not the only one to miss parts of Game 1 due 
to a wedding,” Armstrong said, “I was probably one of the only ones 
to miss parts of Game 1 due to a wedding in Shaker Village in Western 
Massachusetts, a place so remote that they got no television reception, 

Derek Armstrong
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and we had to crowd around a radio, so perfectly old school, to make out 
as much of the call as we could through the crackly reception. In fact, to 
add to the quaintness of it all, it was one of those radios where you have 
to periodically crank the handle to keep the sound coming out. The funny 
thing was, when I warned the groom of this possible conflict back in the 
spring, he said, ‘Derek, it’s the Red Sox.’ That about sums up how little 
we were all expecting this.”

There was a difference between expecting it and pleading for it. Now the 
pleadings were heard and the moment was here.

Game 1, Oct. 23: It might have been just a bit anticlimactic for a Sox fan, 
having just been through the ALCS exhilaration. But there was still work 
to do, and the Sox got the work done.

Yaz was there to throw out the first pitch. Homebred rocker Steven Tyler 
was there to belt “The Star-Spangled Banner.” Ben Affleck and girlfriend 
Jennifer Garner were in attendance, adding to the star power. Dreams of a 
lifetime seemed within reach now.

As Francona would say later, this game was “not an instructional video.” 
It was played in sloppy conditions, and the game was sloppy itself. Boston 
jumped to a quick 7-2 lead after just three innings, but they later would 
blow a 9-7 lead, with two ghastly errors by Manny Ramirez contributing 
to the stumble. Then Mark Bellhorn continued his recent breakout ways, 

  clanging a two-run homer off Pesky’s Pole in the bottom of the 
eighth -- and Boston had an 11-9 victory to open the 2005 World Series in 
the only way that mattered to Red Sox Nation:  a victory.

“We just feel that we can’t take anything for granted,” Millar wrote in his 
MLB.com diary. “We know this is a great club over there, the St. Louis 
Cardinals. We know that every out and every pitch means something. It 
was 7-2 tonight and they tied it up. In the World Series, nobody gives up. 
Tonight, we feel fortunate we got away with one. We have Curt Schilling 
going Sunday. We’re going to say a prayer for him and hopefully his ankle 
is OK and he can get out there and compete and give us a chance to win.”

Game 2, Oct. 24: Yes, this one was all about Schilling. It was now nearly 
a year since he had made that post on the redsox.com Fan Forum that was 
so “hard to believe.”

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041023&content_id=903756&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/bos/news/bos_news.jsp?ymd=20041024&content_id=904130&vkey=news_bos&fext=.jsp
http://mfile.akamai.com/10869/wmv/mlb.download.akamai.com/10869/2004/open/topplays/archive10/102304_slnbos_bellhorn_2run_hr_350.wmv
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/news/mlb_perspectives.jsp?ymd=20041023&content_id=903921&vkey=perspectives&fext=.jsp
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http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041024&content_id=904448&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
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Schilling awoke on the morning of his World Series start and began to 
doubt that he could make it to the mound that night. “I wasn’t going to 
pitch,” said Schilling. “I couldn’t walk, I couldn’t move. I don’t know 
what happened, but I knew that when I woke up there was a problem.”

While the team’s medical staff was continuing to work magic with that 
ankle, removing one of those four sutures that had been placed in his ankle 
the previous day, fans were reviving that original Schilling thread again 
and again. Brian Berryman, a Boston-area fan posting as “ocmrb,” added 
the 1,563rd post to that thread at 1:14 p.m. ET on game day.

Good luck tonight Curt! I believe, YOU believe...
we ALL BELIEVE!!

“Why Not Us?” Curt, you are in the position to 
answer this question yourself.

God bless.... =)
GO SOX!

With his sock again bloodied by the sutures in his ankle, Schilling held 
the Cardinals to four hits and no earned runs in six innings of work. He 
walked one and struck out four, improving to 8-2 lifetime in 15 postseason 
starts. He paved the way for a 6-2 Boston victory, giving the Sox a 2-0 
series lead.

“I’ll look back on that some day,” said Schilling. “I think, like the other 24 
guys in that room, I’m so focused on what we’re trying to do right now. 
There’s not a whole lot of stuff entering my mind.”

At 11:37 p.m., Geoffrey Davis of Norfolk, Va. -- a Sox fan who was born 
in Spain as an Air Force brat -- posted as “boodasbud” on the Schilling 
thread. He could only hope that the pitcher would see it.

You amaze me every time you take the mound, you 
are a warrior!!

Thank you for all the excellent work you’ve done 
this season, Curt. You were a Godsend.
LETS GO RED SOX!!!

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=60047.1563
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Yes, Schilling would be back on the message boards. But there was more 
work to do.

Game 3, Oct. 26: “We knew we had to go into St. Louis 2-0,” Damon said 
as the series shifted to the Midwest, with many fans in tow. “Game 3 is a 
must-win for us. We’re not going to take anything for granted. We know 
how momentum in this series can change in a heartbeat.”

Indeed, it had happened the last time the Red Sox were in a World 
Series. They had a 2-0 lead on the Mets in 1986 on the way to a colossal 
heartbreak. But Eva Badra was not around in those days, so forgive her for 
unmitigated confidence. She is a lifelong Sox fan, and in those 18 years 
of life neither she nor her high school classmates had yet to even see the 
Red Sox participate in a World Series. They were born either right before, 
during or right after the 1986 disappointment. 

Her English teacher realized this and assigned Eva’s class to watch the 
first two games of the World Series and write a paper on how each student 
felt during the experience. “I really enjoyed writing it because the Red Sox 
are my life.”   

Calling it the moment she’s been waiting for all her life (“Seriously, I’m 
not even kidding,” she’d write), Eva recapped the games, and her devotion 
shone through. 

“It was everything I’ve ever wanted,” she wrote in the report. “It was 
everything I’ve ever dreamed of. It was the Red Sox in the World Series. It 
was pure bliss. Pure happiness.”

It’s probably the same feeling she got after getting her grade: an A. 

“It was great to be able to hear about the other diehards like myself and 
how they felt about it, although the only other diehards in the class were 
boys,” Eva said. “There aren’t as many diehard fans that are girls these 
days. All the diehards had the same sort of tone. Most of us were nervous, 
excited and just so devoted.”

Eva will find out soon enough that there are definitely diehard female fans 
-- apparently half of the Major League fandom, in fact. But like so many 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041026&content_id=905792&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
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Red Sox fans, she would learn something about life.

“The Red Sox throughout the years have really taught me how to deal with 
adversity and they’ve taught me about perseverance,” Eva said. “Most of 
this insight basically came from last year [2003], when we were looked 
at as an OK team, but not terrific. The Sox were always able to step up 
to the plate when the time was right, and it helped them get far into the 
postseason. Although I am still young and probably inexperienced, I had 
to live through last year, unfortunately, and it was the most painful thing 
I’ve ever experienced in my life, and I hope no one has to ever experience 
pain like Red Sox Nation did in 2003. I’ve learned to always have faith. 
This doesn’t only apply to baseball, but also in life.
 
“I’ve always wanted a championship, and being a Patriots fan has 
provided me with that comfort -- but nothing is like a Red Sox 
championship. I mean, I’ve waited for this my entire life, literally. And to 
finally have it is such a blessing. It’s hard to always hope and to always 
wait, but us Sox fans learn how to do that. I go through a lot of agony over 
the Sox, but it has turned out to be worth it.”

Game 3 and Game 4 were simply a blur, one of the most prolific 
examples in World Series history of an 18-wheeler powering through a 
plastic roadblock. And by the end of Game 4, people in St. Louis were still 
trying to get the number of the truck.

If you were a Cardinals fan, it went by painfully fast, first dousing you 
with rain and then Pedro dominance in Game 3, and then the realization 
in Game 4 that you are merely standing in the way of a team of destiny. It 
was as if the World Series never really came to St. Louis. But the Red Sox 
certainly did.

Sox fan after Sox fan milling around Busch Stadium before Game 4 
seemed choked up as their emotions spilled out along with stories from a 
lifetime of rooting through adversity.

One fan was Ed Brickley, 69, of Winchester, Mass. He was there beside 
the Stan Musial statue, a landmark at the front gate of Busch, shopping for 
souvenirs along with his son. They both wore No. 9 jerseys. “You have to 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041026&content_id=905792&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb
http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/mlb/ps/y2004/wrapup.jsp?ymd=20041027&content_id=906669&vkey=ps2004wrapup&fext=.jsp&c_id=mlb


92

pinch yourself to realize it’s really happening,” Brickley said. “Most of us 
have never been in this position all our lives. You think of Ted Williams, 
Bobby Doerr, Dom DiMaggio, Johnny Pesky, Yaz, Jim Lonborg, Luis 
Tiant and on and on -- and I’ll put Nomar in that category, too. ... So 
many people in Boston have said, ‘Just win one before I die.’ Well, the 
undertakers in Boston might do phenomenal business now.”

It happened all so quickly, as Johnny Damon opened Game 4 with a 
homer and Derek Lowe dominated the disquieted Cardinal bats over 
seven innings. Then in the ninth, Keith Foulke fielded Edgar Renteria’s 
comebacker and  flipped it gingerly to Doug Mienkiewicz for the final 
out, making it a 3-0 clincher and marking the eighth consecutive victory 
by the Red Sox to end the postseason. No team had done that before.

In downtown Austin, Texas, Donna Ellis had been watching at The 
Coppertank bar. “One of the bartenders was from Boston so I knew we 
could share this as well,” she said.” Johnny is up as leadoff man again as 
usual, and he hits the first pitch into the Cardinals’ bullpen. I remember 
jumping up out of my barstool yelling, ‘It’s destiny! It’s over!’ I sat down 
quickly, saying, ‘That’s all I am going to say, not going to jinx it.’ But I 
kept thinking I knew this was the night. At one point, I think about the 
eighth inning, I turned to one of my friend Joanna’s friends who was a Red 
Sox fan and said, ‘I don’t want this to be over. I want them to win, but I 
don’t want this series to be over  … I want this feeling to keep going on 
and on.”

The celebration scene back on the field at Busch seemed to go on and 
on forever, and a tremendous block of Red Sox fans packed behind the 
Boston dugout and never wanted to leave.

“This was a very special team,” said Foulke. “It matters when you got hot. 
We got hot at the right time.”

The Boston Red Sox were World Series champions.

A few days after the Game 4, Chrissy Kinch (“crispy0542”) posted a new 
thread, “I Always Believed.” It almost seemed to be an answer to the title 
of Schilling’s 2003 post. 

Her friend grabs her in her arms, but her knees 

http://mfile.akamai.com/10869/wmv/mlb.download.akamai.com/10869/2004/open/topplays/archive10/102704_bossln_lastout_350.wmv
http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=111458.1
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give way and the girl’s legs kick out form 
underneath her. She drops to the floor, her eyes 
still fixated on the television. Tears begin to 
stream down her face. She can’t stop crying. She 
can’t find words to speak. She has tasted the 
sweetest victory ever in her life!

She races in her car to her dad. Her eyes still 
streaming with tears. She gets to her dad’s work. 
She charges up the cement warehouse steps on a 
brisk night with the red eclipse now over. Her 
dad stands in his office waiting for her with 
outstretched arms. They share this World Series 
together, FINALLY! Finally daddy, they won it 
finally!
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Chapter 12: Heaven

After the Sox won it all, it was announced that there would be a 
celebratory parade that upcoming Saturday. It would be a Rolling Rally, 
specially designed to be mobile so that more people could appreciate 
throughout Boston, and to avoid an over-crush of fans in a stationary 
setting, thus avoiding the kind of danger that reared its ugly head right 
after the ALCS.

“At the time they made that announcement, I was taking an EMT course 
with 100 percent attendance,” said Amy Sylvia (“isweatarroyo”) of 
Weymouth, Mass. “But who knew if the Red Sox would ever win it all 
again? So I decided to go. 

“After the last duck boat passed us, my parents decided to go home, while 
my friend and I walked over to the Charles to see it go by again. As we 
walked, we saw so many completely happy people. It was amazing.  … To 
our left, a couple of crazy people jumped into the Charles. We’re thinking 
to ourselves, ‘You couldn’t pay us enough to jump in there’ -- but it was 
just another sign of how happy everyone was.”

For Chris Mirante, the teacher in northern Mississippi, it was a long way 
since meeting Alan Embree at that karaoke bar in Florida during Spring 
Training. Now Mirante found himself celebrating with other traveling Sox 
fans at Busch for Game 4.

“We had no tickets. We had no guarantee that the Sox were going to win. 
But there was a chance, and that was all that mattered. Luckily, we got 
tickets a mere 15 minutes before gametime. I got to watch the Red Sox 
win the World Series in person. I got to see something live and in person 
that my grandfather has never seen in his lifetime.  

“I got right next to the field and rubbed my cap in the World Series dirt 
and took a cup of it with me. The field attendant told me that they were 
going to need it for next year. I assured him that I would bring it back to 
next year’s World Series for the rematch.

“It was an amazing night filled with every emotion possible. I was in such 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/bos/news/bos_news.jsp?ymd=20041030&content_id=908468&vkey=news_bos&fext=.jsp
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a daze at one point during the celebration that another Sox fan came up 
and pinched me and said, ‘Yeah . . . you’re awake.’ … I found out that my 
wife went into my son’s room after the Sox won and kissed him while he 
was asleep and told him, ‘The Red Sox won the World Series.’ Yeah -- 
she’s hooked.”

Melissa Tucarella, having made it through her midterms, having made it 
through her Pedro Salsa without throwing up, having seen her first World 
Series and a championship to go with it, learned something important from 
her father in the course of a wonderful year.

Sometimes people are afraid to believe. They might appear pessimistic 
on the outside, they might seem crusty and jaded from years of being let 
down, but inside everyone is an optimist. And the optimist usually shows 
up at the right time. It doesn’t make that person a fair-weather fan. But no 
one outside Red Sox Nation -- with the notable exception of Cubs Nation 
-- can relate to the annual hurt that grows a calloused heart over time.

“The funny thing is, my father was extremely pessimistic and negative 
during the regular season, but when it came to the playoffs he was 
optimistic and positive,” Melissa said. “Every time something went wrong 
in the postseason, he would say, ‘It’s OK, they will get that run back.’ Or, 
‘Hey, don’t give up, they aren’t out of the game.’ Even when they were 
down 3-0 to the Yankees, he thought that they might still have a shot. He 
wasn’t 100 percent confident, but he didn’t give up, either. When the Sox 
started to make their comeback, my father would say, ‘See, see I knew 
they would come back. They will win tomorrow, you’ll see.’ And when 
they finally won Game 7 against the Yankees, he said, ‘I knew they could 
do it.’”

“Who knows if he really believed that. I think he may have been trying 
to keep me positive throughout the ALCS. It was the same thing with 
the World Series. My father was confident -- not that St. Louis really put 
up much of a fight. When they recorded the final out, my father jumped 
off the couch, fist in the air, and let out a yell. He said, ‘I never thought I 
would live to see this day, but I’m sure glad I did.”

That was the same Mark Tucarella who had written the Sox off back in 

http://mlb.mlb.com/NASApp/mlb/bos/news/bos_news.jsp?ymd=20041030&content_id=908468&vkey=news_bos&fext=.jsp
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the start of July, after Jeter dived into the stands and the Yankees pushed 
Boston to 8 1/2 games back in the AL East standings. The same man who 
had cautioned his daughter after Pedro’s Opening Night loss: Don’t let 
them take your heart.

This was father and daughter, a passage of the tradition. And the one 
tradition Mark never could pass on successfully to Melissa was pessimism, 
because at the end of the day, as he placed his lucky penny in the Fenway 
bricks and believed right along with other Sox fans through the ALCS and 
World Series, this was a father who knew that the day would really come. 
The Red Sox were World Series champions.

Joanne Meirovitz, who had lost her mother on Opening Day to lung cancer 
and somehow rallied through summer because life marches right along 
the way the baseball calendar does, was unable to go to a Division Series 
game because she had tickets to Game 4 and it was won in three. She 
had a ticket to Game 2 of the ALCS but missed that because she was at a 
cousin’s wedding in France.

She was, however, part of the crowd at Fenway Park for the last game 
played of ‘04 -- Game 2 of the World Series. “An experience I’ll never 
forget,” she said. But the most special experience of all was going to a 
place called Kings in Boston with her friend Ann and watching the Sox 
win it all on TV.

“I drank a toast to mom with a glass of champagne,” Joanne said. “We 
watched the parade from the top of Boylston Street, and I’ve saved every 
paper and magazine article. I even saved the confetti that stuck to my 
mom’s cap during the parade. I thought of mom at every game I attended, 
and really believe her spirit helped them win it all this year. I’m sure there 
are a lot of people who feel the same way, and maybe we’re right. I wish 
she could have been here to share the moments, but in a way she was.

“The World Series win was bittersweet for our family because we wish 
mom was here to experience it with us. We like to believe that she did 
see it, and maybe her and all the other fans who are no longer with us had 
something to do with the win.”
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Derek Armstrong had a “weird moment of panic” when he returned from 
the wedding in Western Massachusetts to gather with his buddies again at 
Sonny’s for Game 3 of the World Series.

“It felt more and more like we would probably win the series,” Armstrong 
said. “It was this feeling of whether I’m ready or not. The easy answer 
is, of course, yes.  Red Sox Nation is ready, we’ve been ready for 86 
years. The more complicated answer is that when it did finally happen, I 
imagine that I, like many others, wanted to be in just the right place -- both 
physically and metaphysically -- to enjoy it. For example, I bemoaned the 
fact that I was no longer dating my ex-girlfriend, another hardcore fan, and 
that it would seem somehow incomplete to experience it without her. 

“I wanted the circumstances to be just so for the pinnacle of my life as 
a sports fan, since nothing in the future stood a real chance to eclipse 
it. There was this fear that being a sports fan itself would change, and 
nothing else would ever have this urgency again. Part of me even felt that 
beating the Yankees was enough this year, and maybe, if we could do the 
same next year, then I’d finally be ready. Part of the panic was also that I 
wanted to be everywhere, all at once, experiencing the moment with all 
the Sox fans out there, through as many different media as there are.

“Maybe as Sox fans, we’d never be ready. As deliriously happy as we 
are that our team has won, we know that we won’t have the urgency that 
has propelled us every spring, the urgency that has caused us to count 
down the days until the first pitch with such single-minded devotion. I 
have heard numerous people say that they will give the Sox a pass for 10 
years now on winning the Series -- in other words, they won’t have any 
reasonable cause for disappointment with the team’s performance until 
2014. The team can finish last every year for the next 10 years, and this 
moment will still overshadow it.

“That’s where the problem lies. What to do when you finally get it? Some 
people have compared it to losing your virginity -- you can’t believe it’s 
actually happening, and then afterward, all you want is more. Well, for me 
it may be more like winning the lottery -- once it’s happened once, there’s 
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almost no need for it to happen again. When the same thing happened 
with the Patriots, I wanted more championships at first, but after winning 
two, I lost that fan’s urgency to have the team win. I can’t imagine that 
ever happening with the Sox, but I also know that I will never quite feel 
the righteousness to win that I’ve felt since first becoming a fan in 1986. 
I am kind of a sports socialist, so that flies in the face of being a fan of 
the second-richest team. But it has less to do with resources and more to 
do with championships. I like to see the wealth spread among different 
teams and different fan bases. Without the sense that we deserve to win 
something, I lose some of my rooting fervor.”

Then he added, hesitantly: “I guess we’ll have to wait until April to see.”

Days after the championship, at least, Armstrong was still a rabid Sox fan.  
He dressed up as a composite Sox player for Halloween, donning a Johnny 
Damon-style wig, a bloody sock as an homage to Curt Schilling and a bit 
of a belly to honor David Ortiz.  

Paddy McHale (“oldwolf”), who started the “Faith” thread in late 
September, was in Hawaii during the World Series.  His company sells 
and supports commercial print-related equipment, and one of their systems 
was sold to the Navy at Pearl Harbor. “Because it was easier for me to go 
there than it was to bring five or six people here to Boston, I was assigned 
technical training, installation and operator training responsibilities for the 
deal,” he said.

“I was six hours behind everybody back home. The games started at about 
2 p.m. local, and I had to work. I set some serious land-speed records 
getting back to the hotel for the entire Series. I would log on to the 
Internet, check on the redsox.com Fan Forum and hop into a favorite chat 
room with all my Red Sox Nation friends. I’m surprised I didn’t hurt my 
neck swiveling from the laptop to the TV and back.

“When they won Game 4, the first thing I did was call my wife. And I had 
a couple of words for my dad. I am not ashamed to say that I wept.
 
“To this day, whenever I log on to redsox.com and see that 2004 world 
champion logo at the top of the page, an immense sense of unreality 
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sweeps over me. I’ve looked at the photos, seen the news coverage, bought 
the special editions, and still it feels as if I’m dreaming. And I can’t wait 
for next year.”

Tom Hopkins, retired Navy man from Waltham, who now has a daughter, 
Jenna, who actually has never lived through anything other than a Red Sox 
World Series championship team, only wished his father could have seen 
this.

Chet Hopkins Sr. died in 1985, before the previous World Series 
appearance. He had lived close to Fenway, and Tom had attended his first 
game there at the age of 4 in 1964. Yaz was his favorite, and Tom had been 
right there at Fenway when Fisk hit the Game 6 homer in 1975.

Now the wait was over. And that Yankee fan who had lived next door, the 
one who always told you “where you stood” as a Sox fan, literally moved 
out on the day of Game 6 of the ALCS. Just one more thing could have 
made this triumph better, Hopkins said in a post to everyone at the Fan 
Forum:

My only reaction at the time of the last play of 
the WS was to think “Finally” and to think about 
my DAD who died in 1985 and how much he missed.

After the World Series, people began to get back to the business of living 
their ordinary lives. A presidential election loomed, and to show just how 
much things were starting to change, someone posted a thread entitled 
“Respect lost for Schilling???” because the pitcher had made a campaign 
appearance at a rally for President Bush right before people went to the 
polls.

Schilling, again using screenname “Curt38”, posted a long message on 
that thread on the morning of Nov. 6, defending his views. “If you vote 
for someone because someone ‘famous’ says they did, you’re an idiot,” 
Schilling typed. “You vote for the person you think is right to lead the 
country, period.” 

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=111500.230
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Now Schilling was in the midst of not only Sox fans, but also what seemed 
to be a predominantly liberal group. After all, Massachusetts was home to 
John Kerry, the candidate Schilling was rooting against.

Dale Scott (“Sox Cruiser”) was still more interested in what Schilling had 
posted what seemed like an eternity ago, on Thanksgiving night 2003. 
Scott post No. 1,607 of the Schilling thread at 6:23 a.m. ET on Nov. 29.

Happy Anniversary Curt! There have been many 
changes to the Red Sox Fan Forum since your 
first appearance here. The biggest change to me 
personally is that I don’t have the post season 
“angst” that used to hang on me heavily at the 
end of the baseball season. This year I’m giddy 
as a school girl and enjoying every day now that 
the Red Sox are the 2004 World Champions. Thank 
you Curt for coming to Boston and helping our 
baseball dreams come true.

On Nov. 19, just 23 days after the World Series title and only 12 days 
before his 114th birthday, Fred Hale Sr. passed away in his sleep at a 
nursing home in suburban Syracuse, N.Y., while trying to recover from a 
bout of pneumonia. 

Manny Ramirez had said that Sox fans could die happy now. Here seemed 
to be the most obvious example.

Hale had been born a month before a Sioux uprising ended at the Battle of 
Wounded Knee. Another measure of how long Hale lived is the fact that 
the Red Sox now had won all six of their World Series championships in 
his lifetime.

When told he was the world’s oldest man, Hale reportedly said, “I don’t 
believe it. And I ain’t going to die just to satisfy them.”  

Hale watched the latest Sox championship on a TV at the nursing home. 
Although he did not specifically remember that the last title had been 
in 1918, he had become a Sox fan later in life, largely because his wife, 
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Flora, had been one. Until she died in 1979, she would listen to the games 
in their Maine home, and they brought five children into Red Sox Nation 
and other ancestors to follow. Hale saw their inherited passion for the 
team, and he enjoyed the occasional Fenway visit and following their 
endless pursuit of another championship. Naturally, he began to fit into 
this picture as more people took notice.

Perhaps Fred Hale grew into the role: oldest living man, determined to see 
one more Red Sox World Series championship before going to that great 
park in the sky. Fred liked his bee honey, which he credited for much of 
his longevity, and he liked his Sox. He just happened to die a few weeks 
after the team finally won. The Associated Press moved a photo that 
showed him sitting in his wheelchair, right in front of the TV as Boston 
was about to clinch Game 4 in St. Louis.

On the redsox.com Fan Forum, a fan posting as “palmettothug” started a 
thread entitled: Oldest Man, Red Sox fan, dead at 113. 

Rest Peace, Fred Hale, Sr. You were the world’s 
oldest man and you saw the boys do it again! Yes 
you did!
Now Rest in Peace, original member of RSN!
Rest in Peace!

Nate Geller’s son, Koby, had placed the note at the Western Wall in Israel 
in August, when times seemed toughest for the Red Sox. Surrounded by 
New Yorkers back home in the autumn, they were believing in miracles.

“The third game of the playoffs against the Yankees was scheduled for 
Friday night, which we would have had to miss because of the Sabbath, 
and so we thought we had received divine intervention when the game was 
rained out,” Nate said. “Little did we know that Saturday night’s game, 
which we could watch, would be the biggest loss of that series for the Red 
Sox. Sunday night was a nail-biter, and I remember saying goodnight to 
my mother-in-law in the eighth inning, when she said she was giving up 
and going to bed. I thought to myself that I was waiting for a miracle, and 
sure enough Dave Roberts provided it. Who could know it at the time, but 
at that moment everything changed course.

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=113210.1
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“While we watched that Yankees series at home by ourselves, once the 
Red Sox won it,  we felt the release of such tension that we had to find 
our friends from New England in the area and plan a party. On the second 
night of the World Series, we had about 25 friends with ties to Boston over 
to watch the game together, and it felt like Fenway West,  right here in 
Teaneck. We were cheering right along with the fans at the ballpark and it 
was a wonderful feeling.”

Then came Thanksgiving, the one-year anniversary of Schilling’s post at 
redsox.com.

“Our tradition is to go around the table giving everyone a chance to 
tell what they are thankful for,” Nate said. “Of course, I had to make 
an addition to the staples of family, friends and good health by letting 
everybody know that I was most thankful this year for the Red Sox 
winning the world championship.”

The morning after Thanksgiving ‘04, Chrissy Kinch (“crispy0542”) 
returned to the “Waitress” thread.

Personal Ad:
SWF/22/SOX fanatic! seeks SM age requirement, 
30 or younger. MUST be a Sox fan NO exceptions! 
Will let me be my crazy, psyco, wild self any 
time with him. Will suprise me with nice things 
for no reason. Will let me buy him at least one 
drink when we go out... the rest of the drinks 
are on him. Won’t mind the fact that I will 
DROOOOOOOOOOOOOOL over Gabe even if he is in 
Japan. MUST BE FUNNY! Gabe lookalike a plus but 
not mandatory.

Dewey Marsh had waited his entire life for this. He would not have been 
here to see the Red Sox win had it not been for his father, Don, who 
cradled him to safety during “the big wind” four decades earlier. Dad 

http://www.forums.mlb.com/ml-redsox/messages?msg=34515.62718
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would have liked it, too. 

“Since Oct. 27, I have asked myself a thousand times what my feelings 
were watching the Red Sox win their first World Series in 86 years,” 
Dewey said. “I don’t know if I am unable to comprehend the magnitude of 
their accomplishment or possibly just in denial, having been disappointed 
so many times before. I know that I felt an instant relief watching Foulke 
toss that comebacker to Mientkiewicz for the final out. Possibly it was a 
validation of the faith that I have carried for 40 years for this team. Like 
so many others, it is almost a religion. Every summer, I would pray to 
the baseball gods that they would find the Red Sox, and me, worthy of a 
World Series championship.

“What Boston accomplished this season -- beating the Yankees to win 
the AL pennant, and sweeping a powerful St. Louis team -- is the most 
amazing sports event in my lifetime. I have watched the Bruins win the 
Stanley Cup in the ‘70s, I have watched the Celtics win championships, 
most recently in the ‘80s, and I have watched the Patriots win two Super 
Bowls [they made it three just months after the Red Sox’s championship]. 
But seeing my beloved Red Sox finally emerge as the No. 1 team in 2004 
was the most remarkable, uplifting feeling I have ever had concerning a 
sports team, and one of the most amazing of my entire life.

“It reenergized my love for this team,” he added, “and renewed my belief 
that sometimes the best things in life take patience, faith and even a little 
blood, sweat and tears before they are realized. Most importantly, though, 
it ensured that I hadn’t wasted the last 40 
years of my life, dreaming an impossible 
dream. Some days I wondered.”

After the Red Sox swept the Cardinals, 
Dewey was “sleep-deprived,” like so many 
other Sox fans. His daughter Julie, called 
him early in the morning after Game 4 from 
her apartment. “She was screaming into the 
receiver: ‘They won! They won! Can you 
believe it?’  I swear, she was as excited as 
I was. Well maybe not quite as excited as 
I was, but almost. So I guess from that perspective, you could say I’ve 
passed along a little bit of the Red Sox gene.”

Dewey and Julie Marsh
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Then Dewey Marsh went to redsox.com and joined the discussion on the 
message boards. “I had just recently began writing on the message board,” 
he said. “I had thought about joining the many fans before the Red Sox 
won the World Series, but after Oct. 27th, I felt I needed to be closer to 
fellow diehards. I wanted to join in their friendship and camaraderie, to 
hear their feelings and touch their joy. It was an unbelievable year -- and 
an incredible ride.”

Tra la la la la laaaaa.

Before Marsh was born, before he had to find his way through life after 
that disastrous start, before he was welcomed into the same Red Sox 
Nation that had embraced his father, there was a song written by Rodgers 
and Hammerstein for the 1945 Broadway musical “Carousel” called 
“You’ll Never Walk Alone.” The lyrics seem especially appropriate as 
the unstoppable machine called Major League Baseball lets you celebrate 
only briefly and then rolls ahead to the next season. It’s for Dewey and his 
millions of friends.

When you walk through a storm
Hold your head up high
And don’t be afraid of the dark
At the end of the storm 
Is a golden sky
And the sweet silver song of a lark

Walk on through the wind
Walk on through the rain 
Tho’ your dreams be tossed and blown
Walk on, walk on
With hope in your heart
And you’ll never walk alone 
You’ll never walk alone
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