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NEW YORK, Oct. 8, 1956 — The million-to-one shot came in. Hell froze
over. A month of Sundays hit the calendar. Don Larsen today pitched a
no-hit, no-run, no-man-reach-first game in a World Series.

On the mound at Yankee Stadium, the same guy who was knocked out in
two innings by the Dodgers on Friday, came up today with one for the
record books, posting it there in solo grandeur as the only Perfect Game in
World Series history.

With it, the Yankee righthander shattered the Dodgers, 2-0, and beat Sal
Maglie, while taking 64,519 suspense-limp fans into his act.

First there was mild speculation, then there was hope, then breaths were
held in slackened jaws in the late innings as the big mob wondered if the
big Yankee righthander could bring off for them the most fabulous of all
World Series games.

Yanks Grab 3-2 Series Lead 
He did it, and the Yanks took the Series lead three games to two, to leave
the Dodgers as thunderstruck as Larsen himself appeared to be at the
finish of his feat.

Larsen whizzed a third strike past pinch-hitter Dale Mitchell in the ninth.
That was all. It was over. Automatically, the massive 226-pounder from
San Diego started walking from the mound toward the dugout, as pitchers
are supposed to do at the finish.

But this time there was a woodenness in his steps and his stride was that
of a man in a daze. The spell was broken for Larsen when Yogi Berra
stormed on to the infield to embrace him.

It was not Larsen jumping for joy. It was the more demonstrative Berra.
His battery-mate leaped full tilt at the big guy. In self defense, Larsen
caught Berra in mid-air as one would catch a frolicking child, and that's
how they made their way toward the Yankee bench, Larsen carrying
Berra.



There wasn't a Brooklyn partisan left among the 64,519, it seemed, at
the finish. Loyalties to the Dodgers evaporated in sheer enthrallment at
the show big Larsen was giving them, for this was a day when the fans
could boast that they were there.

So at the finish, Larsen had brought it off, and erected for himself a
special throne in baseball's Hall of Fame, with the first Perfect Game
pitched in major league baseball since Charlie Robertson of the White Sox
against Detroit 34 years ago.

Maglie Just Watches 
But this was one more special. This one was in a World Series. Three
times, pitchers had almost come through with no-hitters, and there were
three one hitters in the World Series books, but never a no-man-reach-
base classic.

The tragic victim of it all, sitting on the Dodger bench, was sad Sal Maglie,
himself a five-hit pitcher today in his bid for a second Series victory over
the Yankees. He was out of the game, technically, but he was staying to
see it out and it must have been in disbelief that he saw himself beaten
by another guy's World Series no-hitter.

Mickey Mantle hit a home run today in the fourth inning and that was all
the impetus the Yankees needed, but no game-winning home run ever
wound up with such emphatic second-billing as Mantle's this afternoon.

It was an exciting wallop but in the fourth inning only, because after that
Larsen was the story today, and the dumb-founded Dodgers could wonder
how this same guy who couldn't last out two innings in the second game,
could master them so thoroughly today.

He did it with a tremendous assortment of pitches that seemed to have
five forward speeds, including a slow one that ought to have been
equipped with back-up lights.

Larsen had them in hand all day. He used only 97 pitches, not an
abnormally low number because 11 pitches an inning is about normal for
a good day's work. But he was the boss from the outset. Only against Pee
Wee Reese in the first inning, did he lapse to a three-ball count, and then
he struck Reese out. No other Dodger was ever favored with more than
two called balls by Umpire Babe Pinelli.

Behind him, his Yankee teammates made three spectacular fielding plays
to put Larsen in the Hall of Fame. There was one in the second inning
that calls for special description. In the fifth, Mickey Mantle ranged far
back into left center to haul in Gil Hodges' long drive with a back-hand
shoetop grab that was a beaut. In the eighth, the same Hodges made
another bid to break it up, but Third Baseman Andy Carey speared his
line drive.



Little did Larsen, the Yankees, the Dodgers or anybody among the 64,519
in the stands suspect that when Jackie Robinson was robbed of a line
drive hit in the second inning, the stage was being set for a Perfect Game.

McDougald Saves It 
Robinson murdered the ball so hard that Third Baseman Andy Carey
barely had time to fling his glove upward in a desperate attempt to get
the ball. He could only deflect it. But, luckily, Shortstop Gil McDougald
was backing up, and able to grab the ball on one bounce. By a half step,
McDougald got Robinson at first base, and Larsen tonight can be grateful
that is was not the younger, fleeter Robinson of a few years back but a
heavy-legged, 40-year-old Jackie.

As the game wore on, Larsen lost the edge that gave him five strikeouts in
the first four innings, and added only two in the last five. He had opened
up by slipping called third strikes past both Gilliam and Reese in the first
inning.

Came in the sixth, and he got Furillo and Campanella on pops, fanned
Maglie, Gilliam, Reese and Snider were easy in the seventh. Robinson
tapped out, Hodges lined out and Amoros flied out in the eighth. And now
it was the ninth, and the big Scandinavian-American was going for the
works with a calm that was exclusive with him.

Furillo gave him a bit of a battle, fouled off four pitches, then flied mildly
to Bauer. He got two quick strikes on Campanella, got him on a slow
roller to Martin.

Now it was the left-handed Dale Mitchell, pinch-hitting for Maglie.

Ball one came in high. Larsen got a called strike.

On the next pitch, Mitchell swung for strike two.

Then the last pitch of the game: Mitchell started to swing, but didn't go
through with it.

But it made no difference because Umpire Pinelli was calling it Strike
Number Three, and baseball history was being made.

Magile's Brilliance Forgotten 
Maglie himself was a magnificent figure out there all day, pitching hitless
ball and leaving the Yankees a perplexed gang, until suddenly with two
out in the fourth, Mickey Mantle, with two strikes called against him,
lashed the next pitch on a line into the right field seats to give the Yanks
a 1-0 lead.

There was doubt about that Mantle homer because the ball was curving
and would it stay fair? It did. In their own half of the inning, the Dodgers
had no such luck. Duke Snider's drive into the same seats had curved foul



by a few feet. The disgusted Snider eventually took a third strike.

The Dodgers were a luckless gang and Larsen a fortunate fellow in the
fifth. Like Mantle, Sandy Amoros lined one into the seats in right, and that
one was a near-thing for the Yankees. By what seemed only inches, it
curved foul, the umpires ruled.

Going into the sixth, Maglie was pitching a one-hitter…Mantle's homer…
and being out-pitched. The old guy lost some of his stuff in the sixth,
though, and the Yankees came up with their other run.

Extra Run Unnecessary 
Carey led off with a single to center, and Larsen sacrificed him to second
on a daring third-strike bunt. Hank Bauer got the run in with a single to
left. There might have been a close play at the plate had Amoros come
up with the ball cleanly, but he didn't and Carey scored unmolested.

Now there were Yanks still on first and third with only one out, but they
could get no more. Hodges made a scintillating pickup of Mantle's smash
stepped on first and threw to home for a double play on Bauer who was
trying to score. Bauer was trapped in a run-down and caught despite a
low throw by Campanella that caused Robinson to fall into the dirt.

But the Yankees weren't needing any more runs for Larsen today. They
didn't even need their second one, because they were getting a pitching
job for the books this memorable day in baseball.
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