THESE are the times that try men's souls. The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot will, in this crisis, shrink from the service of their team; but he that stands by it now, deserves the love and thanks of Red Sox Nation. Yankeedom, like hell, is not easily conquered; yet we have this consolation with us, that the harder the conflict, the more glorious the triumph. What we obtain too cheap, we esteem too lightly: it is dearness only that gives every thing its value.

Would that we could throw into battle rank upon rank of young men at the peak of their fitness.  We can not.  We fight instead with the callow Weiland, the herniated Youklis, the hoary Wakefield.  Our choice is this:  Will we stand now, in darkest night, with those men whose cause we so rapturously embraced in the brilliant light of day, or will we slink away from them at their time of greatest need?  

In this battle, numbers are no substitute for fervor.  I should not be afraid to go with a hundred Red Sox adherents against a thousand Yankee fans, were they to attempt to get into arms. Every Yankee fan is a coward; for servile, slavish, self-interested fear is the foundation of Yankeedom; and a man under such influence, though he may be cruel, never can be brave.
I thank God that I fear not. I see no real cause for fear. Let it be told to the future world, that in the depth of winter, when nothing but hope and virtue could survive, that Red Sox players and fans alike, alarmed at one common danger, came forth, fearless and resolute, to confront it and to repulse it.  Let generations down through the ages recall the soaring line drives of our hitters, the baffling pitches of our pitchers and the indomitable support of our fans, all in equal measure, all delivered now, at the moment of absolute exigency.  
