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Tigard High School in Oregon.  He was my receiver coach and 
later my Frosh football coach at Lakeridge for twenty plus years. 
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FORWARD 
 
 
 
 
 This is the third book in the Eric Lewis Sports Series, 
loosely patterned after Clair Bee’s Chip Hilton books of the 
1950’s. 
 
 It begins after the emotional basketball state final loss and 
once again follows the exploits of the series main character 
Eric Lewis. 
 
 Eric’s mom always said to anyone “Just give Eric a ball 
and forget about him.”   So its no wonder the book “Hit and 
Run” begins the day after the basketball season came to a 
sudden end.  
 
 I hope you all enjoy “Hit and Run” as much as I’ve enjoyed 
writing it and if you are an athlete that you will follow the good 
sportsmanship example that Eric and his friends display over 
and over. 
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                             ONE 
 
                                  “RAINING IN MY HEART” 

 
BUDDY HOLLY 

 
I 

 
The atmosphere around the Lewis home on Saturday 

evening was like a graveyard.  The stinging loss in the state final 
against Central was on everyone’s mind. 

“We got robbed,”  chirped Danny in his still soprano voice.  
“That wasn’t a foul.  How could they call that?” 

“Toby shouldn’t have even been there,”  piped in Paul, and 
he sat in the recliner still shaking his head. 

I couldn’t say anything.  The vision was still too clear in my 
mind, the hurt still too raw and tender.  The vision of the blue and 
red clad supporters of Central rushing the court and hoisting their 
captain on there shoulders while the powder blue fans sat in 
stunned silence was still to fresh in my mind.   

I flashed back to the awful final moments.  I had bent over, 
crying, with my hands on my head trying to scream, but nothing 
came out. It was raining in my heart. How cruel, I thought, another 
last play loss and this time in the title game.  Our perfect season 
ruined by an officials questionable call.  I asked the obvious 
question, why do I put myself through this agony? 

Mom brought me back around to the moment when she came 
in with some more pie, my favorite pumpkin, but I hadn’t touched 
what I had on my plate.  Food was the furthest thing from my mind. 

“Eric,”  she said in a soft voice, “You’ve got to eat 
something.” 

“I know.  I will.  Maybe by next week I’ll have an appetite.” 
Most of the team was going to gather at the “Doorway” later.  

I knew I’d have something to eat there while we tried to get the 
sting of the bitter loss out of our minds.  I really didn’t want to see 
anyone or talk to anyone, but maybe being around my teammates 



who felt just as awful as I did would help.  Like mourners at a 
funeral giving each other support and comfort. 

Nearly everyone was there by the time I arrived.  Dad had 
dropped me off, and I would find a ride back home with someone, 
probably Cezar. 

I walked in, and the silence greeting me was a reminder of 
the hurt.  What do you say?  What do you do?  There was some 
light chatter, of course, but most of the players just sat staring at 
unfinished drinks.   

I sat down next to Cezar, across the table from Luke and 
Dave Sandy.   

“Anyone know how to get this memory erased from my 
mind?”  I asked.  My three friends just looked at me and shook their 
heads. 

Finally, Dave offered, “Maybe we should just go get drunk.”  
Luke answered, “Yeah then we’d have a hangover and a 

bad memory.  No thanks.” 
Sean wasn’t there, and I thought he probably wouldn’t 

come. Once again I drifted off and flashed back to our nightmare.  
He was so down after the game he sat in the locker room 

forever, still in his uniform.   
Finally Luke and I coaxed him into the shower where we all 

just stood motionless while the hot water cascaded off our slumped 
young bodies. 

“I can’t believe I missed that free throw.  I’ve done it ten- 
thousand times in my mind.  The winning point in the state 
championship game.”  Then he just started crying, again. 

None of us had an answer, and we all felt the exact hurt.  It 
might never go away, the loss was that hard to take. 

Coach Napp finally stuck his head in the shower room and 
asked us to get moving.  “I know how tough this is, guys, but we’ll 
need to get going.  The bus can’t wait all night.” 

I broke out of my dream when Janet opened the door and 
Sean followed her in.  We were all surprised. He looked like a 
ghost, and his eyes were still red and bloodshot.  They sat in a 
corner booth, and it wasn’t long before everyone edged that 
direction to offer condolences.  I’m sure it didn’t help much, if at all, 
but it was genuine, and Sean knew that.  He tried his best to smile, 
but it came off weak and unconvincing. 



Before the party broke up near midnight, I found time to ask, 
“You want to drop by tomorrow afternoon?”  I knew he would be in 
church with his family in the morning. 

“Yeah, sure, it will probably help.”  Then he paused before 
adding, “Something’s got to or I’ll just lie down and die.” 

I leaned over and gave him a hug and whispered in his ear, 
“I love you, my friend.”  Then I turned away quickly before both of 
us started bawling again. 

 
II 

 
Sunday morning turned into Sunday afternoon while I did 

nothing.  Well, that’s not completely true. I went out to the garage, 
found my golf clubs and spent about an hour cleaning the winter 
grime off of them. 

Dad was an avid, if not very good, golfer, and I started 
following him to the course when I was about ten years old.  Being 
a natural athlete, I picked up the game easily and loved to play.  It 
was so different than the team sports I also loved, and at times 
when I was on the course by myself I could let my imagination run 
wild.  I would play two or three balls, and each ball was a different 
pro.  I would pit Jack Nicklaus against Johnny Miller or Tom 
Watson in my little imaginary tournament.  I had a blast. 

Baseball season was next on my agenda, but sometimes I 
thought I should play on the school golf team instead.  We had a 
pretty good team, but they needed one more good golfer to have a 
chance to win the state tournament.  Their two best players, 
seniors John Lund and Doug Fagan had both tried to talk me into 
playing, more than once.  But I loved baseball just a bit more, and I 
would be happy as a clam patrolling center field and occasionally 
pitching.  My tournament golf would  be for the country club team 
during the summer months. 

I had just finished cleaning my set of Hogan clubs when 
Sean drove up. 

“Hey, now that’s a good idea.  Why don’t we go play nine?” 
Sean wasn’t a bad golfer.  In fact, he was no. 4 on the golf 

team and now and then shot around par golf.   
“Wish we could, but they’ve got a tournament going on at 

the club and the muni will be full of duffers, as usual. It would take 



about three hours to play nine on a bad course waiting for fools to 
line up a two foot putt for a nine.” 

Sean laughed for the first time since we left Iowa City.  This 
was a start to the healing process.  Then he said, “What the hell, I 
don’t care if it takes all afternoon.  Let’s go.” 

And we did.  It didn’t take all afternoon, but it was nearly a 
three-hour nine holes.  The good news was not one person 
recognized either of us, and we didn’t have to answer any “What 
happened” questions. 

As usual. my first time on the course in a couple months I 
played like I’d never taken a break.  I think it’s because you have 
no expectations and swing loose and easy. I had two birdies and a 
single bogey.  The course was easy, and it had been set up for 
weekend duffers, so the one under score didn’t mean anything, but 
it sure made me feel good.  The bonus was for two and a half 
hours I didn’t have the ghost of Iowa City whispering in my ear. 

Sean played well too, and we both had fun.  It was a great 
potion that we both needed to drink.  Way better than alcohol with 
no hangover.  I hadn’t had that pleasure yet anyway and had no 
desire to begin anytime soon.  And it was way better than sitting 
around doing nothing and feeling sorry for ourselves.  Thank you 
golf! 

Sean spoke a little, during delays watching bad golf in the 
group ahead of us, about college, and I was surprised to hear him 
say he might just rather go to a small college than try to live up to 
someone else’s expectations at UI. 

“I think Nebraska Wesleyan, where coach Napp, played 
might be a pretty good place to play.  And Lincoln isn’t very far 
away.” 

On the ninth green, I two putted from distance, and then 
Sean knocked in a curling twenty-foot putt to also finish his round 
at one under par. 

“You know, Eric, if you’d play golf instead of baseball we 
could easily win the state title.  We’re one player short, and you’re 
about ten strokes better, on a bad day, than our no. 5 guy.” 

My answer made him laugh. “Coach him up, Sean.” 
“Hey, why don’t you join us for dinner.  Mom’s doing meat 

loaf, and I know how much you like her cooking.” 
“Love to,”  and there was that smile again. 



The mood at the dinner table was pretty upbeat.  No one 
mentioned the game, which was good.  The conversation turned to 
our golf game, and then dad said, “You missed a great tournament 
on TV.  Jerry Pate won the Players Championship at the new 
stadium course, TPC at Sawgrass  in Ponte Vedra, on Florida’s 
east coast, with a birdie on the last hole.”  

“And then he dove into the water next to the eighteenth 
green,”  piped in Paul. 

Mom corrected him. “Actually, he celebrated by throwing 
course designer Pete Dye and PGA Tour chief Deane Beman into 
the lake before jumping in himself.” 

“They’ll probably show it a thousand times on Sports 
Center,”  said Sean. 

After Sean left and we had settled down to a Sunday  night 
episode of “Barney Miller” on TV, mom said, “It sure was nice to 
see Sean smiling.  Thanks, Eric, for taking him golfing.  I think that 
was an inspiration.” 

“His idea mom.  It was a perfect elixir for sure.” 

 
 
 

 



TWO 
 

 “RIGHT ON THE MONEY” 
 

ALAN JACKSON 
 
I 

 
The accolades poured in during the first week back at 

school over our season.  Most people quickly forgot about the 
sudden, and torturous ending. Instead choosing to concentrate on 
us reaching the final, and being part of one of the best finals in the 
history of boy’s basketball in Iowa. 

Sean made first team All-State, and I made second team.   
Thomas and Toby both made honorable mention as well.  We had 
a team banquet, where praises were lavished upon the team, and 
Sean as our star.  Then the players moved on to spring sports or in 
one or two cases into no sport. 

The twins both ran track, concentrating on the 400 meter 
dash, while Stevie was a sprinter. Hal Pagel was a distance runner 
with a great future, according to coach Hurd. They would enjoy 
track for a couple reasons.  First, the coach Kenny Hurd, was really 
good and always put together a strong team.  Second, it’s way 
better than doing nothing.  

 Allen, Luke, Mike, Dave, and myself all played baseball.  
Justin and Robby took the spring off, but Robby wanted to spend 
the time working out in the weight room, and doing the ‘basketball 
camp’ circuit.   

The first day back at school our number one and number 
two golfers, seniors John Lund and Doug Fagan, cornered me in 
the lunch room.  They spent about ten minutes trying to convince 
me to drop baseball and join the golf team. 

“Sean told me you shot a one under at the muni on 
Sunday,” said John.    

“You know how easy the muni is,”  I countered. 
“Yes, but you haven’t touched a golf club in six months or 

more.  We win state in a walk with you on the team.” 



I had to admit it was tempting, and I had thought about it a 
time or two, usually after a two or three strike out effort.   

“Listen guys, I’m committed to baseball but I’ll tell you this, if 
you can somehow get the administration to allow me to join up for 
the state tournament, and it doesn’t conflict with baseball, I’ll do it.” 

A few years ago one of our very best baseball players ran 
track after baseball was over.  Scott Henderson, a pro prospect 
pitcher, actually won the state 400 meter dash, while spending the 
entire spring tossing shut outs.  They had lost in a state qualifying 
upset and he was able to join the track team in time for the regional 
meet.  He finished second in the 400 which qualified him for state.  
And then after two weeks of conditioning workouts won state in an, 
at the time, state record.  So there was precedence. 

Near the end of the lunch period, I noticed Sean being 
approached by the UI assistant who had visited us in Iowa City, 
before the final.  About that time the five-minute bell sounded for 
the next period, and I hurried down the hall to Ms. Murtry’s English 
class.  Sean was in my next period speech class so I knew I’d get 
the low down soon. 

“How’d it go with the UI coach?”  I asked the second Sean 
arrived in Mr. Madsen’s room. 

“About what I expected.”  He explained to me that they 
didn’t have a free scholarship for a shooting guard, but they would 
like to encourage me to walk on.” 

“What did you tell him?” 
“I said I’d give it some serious thought.” 
“Did he say anything about a scholarship being available 

later?” 
“Nope, I think they just want me to be a freebee.”  Then he 

paused before continuing, “I’m going to take my time making that 
decision.  Hell, UI isn’t the only college that plays basketball.  And, 
there’s always smaller schools like Wesleyan.” 

I nodded in agreement. 
Then with a wink he said, “The other option is to turn pro 

and head out to the PGA tour.”  Then we both sat down anticipating 
some humor out of Mr. Madsen.  He rarely let us down on that 
score. 

I spent my PE class helping coach Mack move some 
baseball equipment from the off-season storage area into the in-



season spot.  They were running fitness testing in PE, and coach 
Vince told me I wasn’t needed.   

“Son, that was one heck of a season.  I hope you can get 
over the disappointment of the ending, and remember that.” 

Coach Vince had become one of my favorite coaches and it 
seemed like he always had the right thing to say. About that time, 
coach Nichols, our defensive coordinator and assistant varsity 
baseball coach walked in the room. 

“Hey, Eric, great season.  Are you going to take some time 
off?” 

“Nope.  Coach, I wouldn’t know what to do with myself if I 
wasn’t surrounded by teammates.” 

Coach Mack overheard and piped in with, “Hey coach Nick, 
don’t tell him that, he’ll just head out to the golf course, and we’ll 
never see him again.” 

 
II 

 
Coach Nichols had been a college teammate of coach Mack 

and they saw the game of baseball pretty much the same way.  
“Coach Nick,” as most everyone called him was our pitching coach, 
and also helped set up the defense when that kind of thing was 
necessary.  He was usually right on the money. 

He was a health teacher and his son Gage, a sophomore, 
was an excellent two-sport athlete.  He had been a starter on the 
JV football team at receiver, defensive back and was a competent 
outfielder for us, and could play all three outfield positions, as well 
as catch. 

Coach Nick was also a good friend with coach Vincetti.  
That might have been the clincher that coach Mack had needed in 
his recruiting of coach Nick.  He had been trying to lure him to 
Crater for at least a couple years. The fact he knew coach Vince 
well, certainly didn’t hurt. He had been the defensive coordinator 
and head baseball coach at a 3A school, Clear Lake.  Coach had 
been there for about nine or ten years, and didn’t want to leave but 
with consistent effort his two friends finally convinced him it would 
be a good move.  Coach Nick loved to fish, and Clear Lake gave 
him that opportunity on a regular basis.  The town was just west of 
Mason City, close to the northern border of Minnesota. 



He had a nice fishing boat parked in the vacant lot next to 
their home here in Crater, and to tell the truth it looked a little 
forlorn.   The tarp covering most of it was blue which did nothing 
but point out the loneliness of coach Nick’s favorite toy.  But it was 
the off-season for boating, its time would come again soon. 

It hadn’t been long before he found a perfect replacement 
for Clear Lake.  Rathbun Lake was in southern Iowa not far from 
the Missouri border, and it became a favorite weekend hide away 
for coach and son.  The lake was a little over an hour’s drive south 
east, close enough to become a regular hang out. He had been a 
single dad for a number of years and no one asked what happened 
to Mrs. Nichols, and no one offered. 

Rathbun Lake was constructed, and is operated by the U.S. 
Army Corps of Engineers in 1964.  It is one of the largest lakes in 
Iowa and was constructed to control flooding, provide recreation 
opportunities, abate stream pollution, fish and wildlife enhancement 
and maintain minimum stream flow on the Chariton, Missouri and 
Mississippi rivers.  The major source of water flowing into Rathbun 
Lake are the Chariton and its South Fork. 

I only knew about all this because my friend Bill Lund, the 
most avid fisherman I’ve ever known, can’t stop talking about how 
great a place it is.  Understand Bill lives for fishing, so if this is the 
Holy Grail, I’ll take his word for it.  As for me, I can’t even bait a 
hook. 

Coach Nick had bought a small cabin on the north bank of 
the lake, and it was there that he and Gage spent their get away 
time.  It was a cool spot, and I knew that first hand because coach 
invited me and Cezar to spend a weekend with them during the 
summer.  It was a blast as we spent the day water skiing and the 
evening’s bar-b-q ing the fish coach had caught in the early 
morning hours, long before either Cezar or I had awakened.    

He was a scotch drinker and his favorite line was, “I’ll take a 
scotch and water…and hold the water,” as we sat around watching 
the evening fire burning in the small stone encircled fireplace 
imbedded into the patio. We all got a kick out of listening to his 
nightly stories about his childhood growing up next to Clear Lake.  
His family had lived there for decades, another reason it was so 
difficult to talk him into moving. 



The Rathbun Lake cabin was the perfect compliment though 
and because there was a lot of uninhabited space around the entire 
area coach, who was also an avid bird hunter, had multiple 
opportunities to hunt.  The other thing was their dog Prince was 
never far out of sight.  He was a four-year old English Setter and a 
champion retriever.   

Coach Nick had become a great addition to our football and 
baseball coaching staff’s but he was also an excellent teacher.  Of 
course the bonus was Gage was a nice addition to our athletic 
scene, and to no ones surprise, fit in quickly. 



THREE 
 

 “GOOD THINGS HAPPEN” 
 

DIERKS BENTLEY 
 
I 

 
The thing about baseball is it’s a sport that can tolerate a 

leisure pace.  Coach Mack always began the season with simple 
things like ‘Pepper”, which was a game where one player tried to 
bunt a quick throw back to a group of three or four teammates.  
The other was “Flip”, which required players to pass the ball to a 
teammate in a small group without the ball hitting the ground, and 
without using the glove to first catch it. These were fun hand/eye 
warm up games played before getting down to the serious 
fundamentals of baseball. 

We had a veteran team, and the prospects looked good for 
a strong run at the league, and possibly state title.  Coach Mack 
had won a state championship and an American  Legion title in the 
same year. That was ten years ago now, but his teams were 
always contenders. He never took the ‘fun’ out of the game and we 
all loved playing for the man. 

Back in his day as a player he had signed with the Pittsburg 
Pirates, and made it to triple A ball.  He was a spray hitter with a bit 
of power now and then.  He never hit under .300 in his career but 
at the time the major league guys were looking for power. He finally 
said, to heck with it and began his teaching and coaching career 
here in Iowa.  He’s been at Crater for seventeen years. 

The non-hoops guys have been practicing for three weeks, 
and were well into baseball shape. The team was led by Jon 
Anchorage and Josh Reed, returning all-stars, and our senior 
leaders.  Of course John Fahey was in that group as well. 

 Those of us just turning out had a lot of rust to shake off.  
Our first game was on Wednesday, a non-leaguer Vs Washington 
High of Council Bluffs, located just across the Missouri river in 
Nebraska.  Council Bluffs was the county seat of Pottawattamie, 
and we all called the teams located their the “Pot’s”.  They weren’t 



a traditionally strong baseball program, and now and then played 
like they might be smoking some of that funny grass in Nebraska. 

There were six hoops guys on the varsity baseball team, 
and all six were projected starters.  Luke would certainly be the 
shortstop and Allen Olsen the first baseman. The outfield would be 
all hoops guys.  Dave Sandy in left, Mike Smithy in right and me in 
center. 

The baseball only starters were Jon Anchorage at third, he 
was coming off a first team All-State season a year ago, so was 
Josh, a projected early round draft pic. 

 Dan Winters at second base, was also a football player. 
Lavern Law our left handed number two pitcher only played 
baseball.  Our ace, John Fahey, was our football quarterback. Dan 
and Lavern were juniors, and John and Jon were seniors.   

Coach Mack’s son Mark was a utility player, mostly in the 
outfield, and coach Nichols son Gage was also a sub outfielder. 
But, he was also the backup catcher, and most likely would wear 
the catchers gear his junior and senior year. They were both 
sophomores.  

 Dave Durbin, a junior baseball only guy, and Lavern’s best 
friend was a backup infielder, and he could play all four spots. He 
was also a reliever who was working on a knuckle ball delivery. Jay 
Crowder another utility infielder and a senior was the final member 
of the varsity team. 

We all had played summer ball so everyone pretty much 
knew his role.  We had some power, Jon had led the state in home 
runs last year, and Josh could knock it out of nearly every park.  
During summer Legion play I had shown power from the right side, 
but left handed, I was a switch hitter, I was more of a ‘hit for 
average’ guy. 

We were traveling to Council Bluffs but it was a short trip, no 
more than thirty or forty minutes depending on the traffic.  We had 
a good following, and coming off our football and basketball 
success we’d probably have more spectators in attendance than 
would the home team. 

On the short ride coach Mack went over all the ‘signals’.  A 
touch of the cap was what is called the ‘Indicator’.  That meant the 
next signal would be the ‘Hot’ one and everything before or after 
that ‘Cold’.  Coach was very good with all that baseball routine and 



also had all the diamond jargon down pat.  “Hum Babe,”  seemed 
to be his favorite.  He would give about ten fake signals, brushing 
his hands down his arms or down the side of his uniform, or spitting 
and clapping, or grasping his ear while shouting something like, 
“Get a bead on it, solid stroke, line drive it, which was usually 
followed by “Hum Babe.”  It was a show all in itself.  But usually 
good things happen when you’re having fun, and we were certainly 
doing that. 

 
II 

 
Baseball coaches wore the same uniform, as did the 

players.   It was tradition and in baseball tradition was God.  I 
couldn’t imagine coach Vince decked out in shoulder pads and a 
helmet on the sideline or coach E wearing shorts and a sleeveless 
jersey sitting on the hoops bench.  But, that was baseball. 

The game plan was for John to start and go two or three 
innings followed by Lavern for the same.  Jon, who had a rocket for 
an arm, was our number one late inning relief or closer and he 
would go one inning somewhere and coach planned on having 
Dave Durbin throw an inning or two.  He had been working on that 
knuckle ball all winter, and coach wanted to see if he could control 
the pitch in a game.  Josh wasn’t so happy about that as trying to 
catch a true knuckler was like trying to snatch a butterfly out of the 
air without a net. 

Our starting lineup was set, and so was the batting order.  
Luke would lead off and be followed by our left fielder Dave Sandy.  
I would hit third and Jon was in the ‘Clean Up’ spot.  Number five 
was Josh followed by Allen.  Mike would bat seventh followed by 
Dan in the eighth hole and finally our pitcher would bat ninth. 

We had some flexibility though as Lavern could also play in 
the outfield and first base.  His left-handed bat would certainly 
come in handy Vs most right handed pitchers.  He was one of 
those athletes that could play any sport and I hoped to convince 
him to try football next fall.  The last time I mentioned it to him he 
responded with, “You won’t have to convince me, I’d love to play, 
it’s mom that will need her arm twisted.” 

Dave was spending more time in the bull-pen working on his 
new pitch.  But he could help out as a backup infielder and he 



could run. I’m sure down the road there would be a time when as a 
pinch runner he’d help. 

Lavern and Dave lived together.  They weren’t brothers but 
sort of ‘step’ brothers.  Dave’s family had split and moved away in a 
hurry.  It was a messy divorce and Dave was left out in the cold.  
Fortunately for him and for us Lavern’s parents offered to put him 
up, and it seemed to be working because they were pretty much 
attached at the hip.   

I had heard rumors about them being ‘gay’ but didn’t pay 
much attention to gossip.  First of all I didn’t care, and secondly it 
was none of my business.  I can remember like it was yesterday 
when dad told me something that made a ton of sense.  “Son, who 
you vote for, pray to, or sleep with is private. Don’t ever forget that.”  
I haven’t and it has kept me out of a whole lot of senseless 
discussions over my short life span. 

Both Dave and Lavern were one sport athletes which in a 
school our size was unusual.  We needed all our athletes to play, 
and although not many were three sport guys, most played a least 
two.  When I asked Dave one time about that he just laughed. 

“Yeh, sure.  Where the hell would a five foot, one hundred 
and forty pound coward play in football?” 

“Ok, how about cross country or soccer? You could use your 
speed as an advantage.” 

“Well, I hate to run more than ninety feet, so that pretty 
much eliminates cross country.  As for soccer, I can’t dribble a 
basketball so how the hell am I suppose to dribble a ball with my 
feet?”  Good point. 

We both got a good laugh out of that and then I asked, “Ok, 
wrestling maybe.” 

“Ha, ha.  Have you even seen how those guys look in those 
stupid wrestling uniforms?  They’re ridiculous, and the cut of the 
damn things make your privates look public.  And I don’t need to 
show off what’s hiding down below my navel.” 



 

FOUR 
 

“THE GOOD STUFF” 
 

KENNY CHESNEY 
 
I 

 
We arrived in time to have a good warm up, and by the time 

the game was ready to begin we had about a hundred spectators 
sitting in the small bleachers, on our side of the diamond.  There 
field was pretty nice and the outfield was fenced, which wasn’t 
always the case.  Right field was the “Short Porch,” and couldn’t 
have been more than three hundred feet down the foul line. 

The Washington starting pitcher was a tall gangly right 
hander, who didn’t have a lot of velocity on his fast ball.  His 
second pitch turned out to be a very hittable curve that broke flat 
instead of dropping off a table like curve balls thrown by the better 
pitchers. 

Coach told John he would go the first two innings and 
Laverne the next two.  John wasn’t an overpowering pitcher, which 
wasn’t an issue  as he relied on location, never giving the hitter 
something good to hit.  He never threw the ball over the middle of 
the plate.  His fastball was what baseball people call ‘Sneaky’.  He 
also possessed an excellent slider that broke late, usually off the 
outside corner to a right-handed batter. 

In our first inning Luke got the season started by swatting 
the first pitch into short right center for a single.  Coach loved to “hit 
and run,” and I think Washington knew that because they pitched 
out on the first pitch to Dave, which was very unusual this early in 
the game.   On a two and two count Luke took off for second, and 
Dave took ball three, while their catcher dropped the ball as he was 
readying his throw to second base.  Dave took ball four and I 
strode into the left-handed batters box.  It was my first at bat of the 
season, and I wasn’t yet very comfortable. 

Their pitcher had started off with a fast ball to Luke, and the 
second to Dave, after the pitch out it was really the first, was 



another fast ball.  I was anticipating the same thing.  It was an 
inside pitch that I pulled down the line and got enough lift and carry 
to send their right fielder back to the warning track.  From that 
position he watched as the ball sailed over the fence for a three-run 
homerun.   

It wasn’t always going to be this easy, but it sure felt good to 
start the season with a round-tripper. This might be the only 
ballpark, we would play in, where a three hundred foot fly ball could 
be a home run. I didn’t care.  No one would draw a picture in the 
scorebook. A left-handed home run was a rarity for me as I usually 
lined the ball somewhere from the left side.  Maybe that growth 
spurt I had added some muscle to my swing from the left side.  I 
hoped so. 

I wasn’t a fan of the metal alloy, usually aluminum, bat’s 
now used almost exclusively in high school ball. There was some 
kind of testing that made sure the ball ‘Exit Speed Ratio’, whatever 
the devil that was, measured within a certain window.  But, I just 
hated the ‘Ping’ sound and loved the ‘Crack’ sound of a solid hit 
ball with the wooden bat. 

We went on to score two more runs in the first, and John 
took the mound with a solid five to nothing lead.  To no one’s 
surprise he set down the Cardinals one, two, three and we hustled 
off the diamond for our second at bat. 

We had sent nine batters to the plate in the first, but went 
quietly in the second.  After two quick outs I lined a shot that 
unfortunately for me was directly at their second baseman for out 
number three. 

John did his thing in the bottom half of the inning and again 
got three quick outs, all on soft ground balls.  Joe made a nice play 
on a squib’er that forced him to charge the ball and make an 
underhanded on the run throw to nip the runner at first. 

Josh, our all-star catcher said, as he entered the dugout, 
“John’s got the good stuff today.” 

Jon led off the third with his first home run of the season, 
following a stand up double in his initial at bat.  Then Josh made it 
back to back when he crushed a weak fastball, and sent it towering 
over the fence in deep right center.  That gave each of our number 
three, four and five hitters, the heart of any order, a home run.   



Lavern followed John, and matched his two inning blanking.  
We scored two more in the top of the fourth, and lead nine to zip. 
And after we again scored two more, this time  in the fifth, coach 
subbed liberally.   

Jon got in an inning on the hill, and gave up the only hit up 
to that point for Washington.  It was on a chopper between short 
and third that somehow snuck by Ray who had taken over at third 
for Jon.  Coach gave Dave and his knuckle ball a look the last two 
innings, and the result was encouraging.  Five of the six outs were 
on strikeouts, and two of them caught the batter looking as the no 
spin knuckler darted at the last second over the middle of the plate.  
Josh, to his credit, only had one ‘Passed Ball’ but it was harmless 
as no runner was on base.  Finally, in the bottom of the seventh 
their clean up hitter caught a knuckler that didn’t knuckle and drove 
it over the center field fence to avoid a shut out.  The final of eleven 
to one, successfully started to our season. 

 
II 

 
Practice on Thursday and Friday was filled with basic 

fundamental baseball.  While the infielders were practicing 
situations the outfielders were working on things like getting to the 
warning track on a ball hit over our head, before locating the ball.  
Being six-four and a shade I could leap over the top of the fence 
and it was fun showing off.  We also worked on hitting the ‘cut off’ 
man and backing up on a ground ball into the outfield.  All these 
drills were basic baseball, but necessary.  Coach Mack was a 
stickler for  having his teams mastering the fundamentals. 

Both days we finished the practice with a long session in the 
hitting cage.  We had an easily roll ‘able cage that surrounded the 
batters box, to keep foul balls in the park.  Jon, Josh and I got into 
a ‘home run derby’ contest with coach Mack providing very hittable 
straight balls, while tossing batting practice from just in front of the 
mound.  I think it was his favorite part of practice.  He was a left- 
hander so I took my turns batting right-handed.  That was fine with 
me because it was my power side. 

Each one of us got five consecutive swings before rotating 
out.  The other guys had finished and everyone was crowded 
around the cage rooting for one of us.  I was first in the rotation, 



followed by Josh and finally Jon.  My first two swings resulted in 
long fly balls short of the fence, but my last three were all solid fat 
of the bat sweet spot efforts.  Each of them easily sailed over the 
left center field fence at the 335-foot mark. 

“Top that you bozo,” I kidded Josh as he stepped into the 
left hand batters box.  And he proceeded to do just that.  His first 
three were rockets that easily cleared the right field fence.  Then he 
over swung and hit a towering pop up but he finished his five with 
another shot and led the competition four to three. 

Big Jon stepped in, and immediately heard teammates 
yelling things like, “Your turn Casey or Pound the ball Casey or 
Show ‘em in Mudville.”  His nickname was of course “Casey” after 
the title character in the famous poem “Casey at the Bat.”   

The guy was all show and loved the spotlight during these 
impromptu contests.  He took a couple practice swings and strutted 
into the batters box.  Then he pointed to the center field fence, like 
Babe Ruth supposedly did back in the day, and proceeded to blast 
coach Mack’s first offering directly over the fence at the deepest 
part of the ball park.  That brought out the hoots and howls from the 
assembled players, and then he just hammered the next four 
nearly in the same place. 

“I rest my case,”  he yelled as he high fived both Josh and I 
as we began our end of practice jog around the outside of the field. 

The three of us were the last into the shower room.  I’ve 
noticed over the last year that not all the guys shower after practice 
anymore. And in PE at the high school everyone still was required 
to shower. 

 I can remember our fifth grade PE teacher, Marie Mullin, 
who is now a choir teacher here at Crater High, barging into the 
shower room to chastise a bunch of pre-pubescent ten year old 
boys for flooding the locker room. She was a demanding lady. I 
don’t know weather it’s just lazy taking over or if some guys are 
embarrassed to stand in front of a bunch of other boys naked.  But 
I can’t imagine what mom would say to me if I showed up at home 
with sweat smelling school clothes.   

To my knowledge no one was comparing or cared what the 
other guys looked like.  We were all teenagers and our bodies were 
pretty much all the same.  I for one had no body hair at all except in 



the obvious place and that wasn’t a forest.  Seemed to me to be 
pretty senseless to worry about it anyway. 

We showered quickly, dressed and headed out the door 
together.  I bummed a ride with Jon and as he dropped me off in 
front of the house he said, “See ‘ya tomorrow slick.”  That was the 
nickname he nearly always called me.   

One day I had to ask, “Why do you call me slick of all 
things?” 

“Well, hell Eric, you’ve got damn near no hair except on your 
head.  You’re slick as a newborn baby.” 



FIVE 
 

 “ME AND MY GANG” 
 

RASCAL FLATS 
 
I 

 
The state baseball rules, like basketball, allowed twenty- 

two games in a season.  Unlike basketball however, games Vs 
teams outside Iowa didn’t count.  The fact that Crater was so 
close to both the Nebraska and Missouri state line allowed 
coach Mack to add extra games against teams from both 
neighboring states.  He always took full advantage of that fact. 

Our first game on Wednesday was at the same ballpark 
as our next game, which was actually a double-header on 
Saturday.  Our opponent’s, Jefferson High, and Washington 
used the same city field for interstate games. 

Coach had planned on using John and Lavern as the 
starters, and would monitor their pitch count closely.  The plan 
called for four innings from each.  Jon would go one inning in 
both games, and the last two innings would go to JV pitchers, 
who were getting in some extra work. 

It was a bright sunny spring day, and like the Chicago Cub 
legend, Ernie Banks, always said, “Let’s play two.”  I loved the 
smell of freshly cut grass, and the somewhat leisurely pace of 
baseball as opposed to both football and basketball.  Baseball 
was  a different game in that nothing happened in between 
pitches, but then as the pitcher delivered his pitch it got intense 
in a flash, especially when the ball came off the bat.   

As a center fielder, my job was to anticipate a ball hit to 
me and react accordingly.  For example, I always said, if it’s on 
the ground I throw it there, if it comes to me on the fly, I throw it 
there.  And of course knowing “where” depended on how many 
outs and how many, if any, runners were on base, and what 
base was also critical.  So, there was more to it than the 
uninformed spectator might think.  But that was part of the game 
that made good teams better and bad teams worse. 



Lavern started the first game, and threw four shut out 
innings.  His cure ball seemed to me to be in mid season form.  
The Jeff hitters had no chance, either going down swinging 
fruitlessly or taking a knee buckling called strike as they tried to 
jump out of the way, thinking the pitch was too far inside. He 
struck out nine of the twelve batters he faced. 

When he left the game after his four innings, me and my 
gang were up six to nothing.  Jon pitched another shut out 
inning and our JV number one, Henry Vince, finished the win 
with two shut out innings of his own.  We didn’t hit a round 
tripper but did bang out twelve hits for our nine runs.   

We were the designated home team in the second game 
so John took the mound in the top of the first.  I’m sure the 
Jefferson hitters were a frustrated lot as he set them down in 
order and followed that up by issuing only two hits over his four 
innings.  Once again Jon silenced the opposing bats in his one 
inning.  Our JV number two pitcher, Boomer Reed, completed 
the second straight shut out with two scoreless innings of relief, 
allowing only one scratch single.   

Our starters played the first four innings and then the 
reserves took over.  I was two for three with a pair of doubles, 
one from the left side, and one from the right.  Jon hammered a 
long home run, and we combined for another twelve hits in the 
seven to zip win. 

In our first three games we have outscored our opponents 
twenty-seven to one.  Neither team was very good but they 
weren’t that bad.  We are off to the kind of start everyone 
expected and I think we’ll repeat this kind of performance more 
than a few times over the course of our season. 

Sean was among the spectators and after the game we 
chatted for a bit, and decided to play a nine hole round of golf 
on Sunday.  The country club had men’s day on Sunday 
morning but we could play in the afternoon, and there would 
likely be no one on the course but us. It would give us a chance 
to catch up.   

As I was climbing into the team bus Cezar hollered to me, 
“Hey, time for pizza tonight?”   

“You bet, I’m starved.” 



We had talked about the possibility earlier and decided to 
make the decision after the game.  It would depend on how late 
it was and even though we scored a lot of runs the two games 
lasted less than four hours.  The bus would get us back to 
Crater before six, in plenty of time to shower and clean up. 

“Pick me up at school,” I told him. 
His thumb up sign was accompanied by a large grin. 
 

II 
 
We decided to do pizza take out and head to our secret 

hideaway where I knew a group of our friends like to go on 
Saturday’s.  It was off the winding road by the lake, which would 
bring back some bad memories for me of the accident last 
winter.  But, I was pretty much over the worst of it and was 
looking forward to visiting with my buddies. 

We left the main road, and stopped at the end of a short 
adjacent dirt road in the middle of the forest.  There was a 
clearing, and two other cars were already parked.  I recognized 
Benny Good’s Chevrolet and Boom-Boom Fraley’s pick up 
truck.  Wally Quinn and Blinkey Stephens two of my football 
senior teammates were also there along with a couple other 
seniors who weren’t into athletics. 

Benny was a defensive back, and Boom-Boom an 
offensive tackle.  Both only played football so they were typical 
seniors bored to death, and ready to get the devil out of high 
school.  They also loved beer, and this location offered a safe 
spot away from trouble. 

We quickly found a spot to sit on an old log that might 
have been there since the dark ages and dove into our pizza 
dinner with relish.  I was starved, and it didn’t take me long to 
devourer half a pepperoni pizza.  Cezar finished his half a bite 
behind. 

“Guess I won the dinner race,”  I offered. 
“Didn’t know it was a contest, buddy.” 
Fortunately we had bought two, the second one being 

Cezar’s favorite, Canadian bacon and pineapple.  At this point I 
didn’t care what kind it was, but I would take my time with pizza 
number two. 



There was a case of beer on the ground and it looked, at 
quick glance, that it was about half empty.  About that time 
something hit the ground a few feet from where I was sitting, 
and simultaneously I heard a shout, “Throw me up another one.” 

“What the hell,”  I said as I looked up into the limbs of the 
huge fir tree. 

Wally said, “its just Donny doing his thing.  Just look out 
for flying beer cans.” 

It turned out Donny Crick loved to drink beer, climb trees, 
and when done throw the empty’s away.  Strange habit but what 
the hell, his aim was bad, and the only person he could hurt was 
himself by falling off  his perch. 

He was a good guy, though, so everyone put up with his 
idiosyncrasies. 

“When he starts pissing make sure you’re out of his 
range,” offered Boom-Boom. 

“Oh my God,” was all I could offer in rebuttal. 
The party broke up about ten. Cezar and me helped clean 

up before we headed home.  It had been a long day but a good 
one, and I knew I’d sleep well tonight. 

Both mom and dad were relaxing in the den when we 
came in the door, and mom immediately offered to get us 
desert. 

“I bet you boys are still hungry.   How about some pie?” 
It didn’t take either of us any time to nod yes, and shortly 

after we made short work of the chocolate cream delight.  My 
mom was a great cook. 

“You guys stay out of trouble tonight,”  dad asked? 
“We did,” said Cezar before I could respond. 
“Well, I hope you cleaned up the beer bottles.” 
I wasn’t quite sure how to respond to that and neither did 

my best friend. 
“I heard about your secret hideaway from Boom-Boom’s 

dad.  You know he works at the shop, right?” 
I did know that but I must admit to being surprised that 

Boom-Boom would share that with his father.  Then again, after 
some thought, maybe I shouldn’t be, I bet his dad was the one 
who bought the beer in the first place. 



“Dad you know neither me nor Cezar drink alcohol don’t 
you?” 

“Yes, and son, try to stay away from the temptation for a 
bit longer.” 

“That won’t be any problem.  Heck, I don’t even like the 
taste.” 

Then Cezar chimed in with, “Beer takes a poor second to 
chocolate cream pie.”  With that we excused ourselves, and 
went our separate ways. Cezar was heading to his garage 
bungalow before I hit the stairway up to my bedroom.  It had 
been a great day. 

 



SIX 
 

 “HEADS CAROLINA, TAILS CALIFORNIA” 
 

JO DEE MASSINA 
 
I 

 
The golf course was nearly empty, as I anticipated, by the 

time Sean and I teed it up.  We had decided to play the back 
nine, which was my favorite.  There were two reachable par 
fives and a couple short water hazard par fours sandwiched 
around two long par threes.  And to boot, some very challenging 
finishing holes. 

Back to back we both hit our drives straight down the 
middle on the tenth hole. It was a four hundred-twenty yard par 
four.  There were trees hovering over the left side of the kidney 
shaped green and a stream guarding the right side.  It was the 
number four-handicap hole on the course and a good drive 
certainly made the challenge easier. 

We chose to play for a coke, our usual bet. It promised to 
be a fun, and relaxing round of golf.  As we walked down the 
tenth fairway Sean told me he was going to visit Wesleyan next 
weekend.  He was trying to decide weather to walk on at UI or 
find another place to play hoops. 

“You know, if I were you I’d look at a number of small 
schools,” and then as he rifled his approach to about three feet 
of the cup I followed with, “Make sure they have a golf team 
too.” 

We were tied at one over as we teed up on the eighteenth 
tee.  It was a great hole, a dogleg right and uphill to the green.  
There were a bunch of trees guarding the corner on the right, 
and a big trap at the bend on the left.  It reminded me of the last 
hole at Augusta National, home of the Masters. 

I was on the tee first and faded a beauty around the 
corner. It was my best drive of the day.  But that rascal Sean put 
his on the same flight path about ten yards past mine.  We both 
had mid irons to the green. 



“It’s down to this shot my friend,”  said Sean, just before I 
selected my club. 

“Want to double the bet?” 
“Two cokes?  I think that’s over my budget.” 
Then I proceeded to bury the shot in the front bunker. 
“Nice pressure shot.  Glad we’re not playing for a lot of 

you dads money.” 
“Ha, ha. Like he’s loaded.” 
Sean put his approach right below the hole about ten feet 

away.  I blasted close but he rolled in his birdie putt for the win.   
“Kicked your butt again, buddy.” 
“I think the ‘Doorway’s’ special today is a small coke.” 
“Cheapskate.” 
Sean had bounced back from the disaster at state, and it 

felt to me like he was his old self.  It won’t be long until he 
graduates and heads to college.  I just hope he finds the right 
one.  And knowing their financial situation I’m sure it will help if 
he can get some scholarship assistance. 

We had a quiet Sunday night meal, and settled into a 
discussion about which team might win the American league 
championship.  I held out hope that my Yankee’s would 
somehow put together a title run but it had been awhile and 
there pitching staff looked questionable to me.   

Paul was a big Kansas City fan and loved George Brett. 
“No way your pin-stripers going to win the East. That new 

owner can’t buy another championship.” 
  On the other hand Danny was a National League fan and 

his favorite team the St. Louis Cardinals looked to me to be 
legitimate contenders. 

“No matter who wins the American,”  he said, “My Cards 
will send them home in short order.  How about a World Series 
sweep?” 

Dad piped in and asked us, “When was the last time that 
happened?” 

We all had guesses, none of them correct.  And finally I 
asked, “Ok, you stumped us dad.  Who was it?” 

“1976 boys, the Big Red Machine over the Bombers in 
four straight.” 



That would be the Cincinnati Reds over the New York 
Yankees.  The Reds were led by Johnny Bench, Tony Perez, 
Joe Morgan and Pete Rose, and were the defending World 
Series Champions.  They made it two straight in short order 
over my Yankees.  I think I had simply blanked that out of my 
youthful mind. 

 
II 

 
Monday morning arrived on time and Cezar and I were 

early so we spent some time chatting with some classmates.  I 
noticed Allen sitting by himself and so we headed over to say hi.   

“What’s up buddy?  How come you’re by yourself?  Don’t 
you have any friends?” 

He smiled his sly smile and said, “Hell you know I don’t 
have any good enough to sit with me,”  laughing all the time. 

Allen was a very popular guy with both the boys and the 
girls.  He was very intelligent and that led to a crowd of nerds 
hanging around him.  For a jock he fit in rather well.  Of course, 
his teammates, he was a three sport guy, all admired him for his 
athletic ability. The fact that he was a great guy would have 
brought him a ton of friends if he didn’t play a sport or ace a 
test. 

Allen was a starter at defensive back on our semifinal 
football team.  He had been a starter the year before as well.  
The thing about him was he could do so many different things.  
He could play either safety positions and corner as well.  He had 
played receiver during his JV and frosh seasons, but said he 
preferred the defensive side of the ball.  

“I’d much rather hit than be hit,”  he said. 
And to boot, he loved all the special teams.  He was on 

every one of them and was sort of an unofficial special teams 
captain. 

In hoops he was a sub but again he could play the point or 
the wing, and in certain situations could play inside as a post.  
The best thing about his basketball skills was he was sound and 
rarely made a costly mistake.  He never complained about 
playing time, and was a great teammate.  Someone has to be 
the plumber you know. 



We chatted a bit and then I asked, “Have you made up 
your mind about college yet.” 

“Nope, still trying to decide between Stanford and Duke.”   
“Tough choice my friend.” 
“The hard part is dad went to Stanford and mom to Duke. 

One of them is going to be upset with me, maybe that’s why I’m 
taking so long.” 

“You could go somewhere else.  How about Princeton or  
Harvard?” 

“I looked at all those places but I really liked Stanford and 
Duke the best.  It will come down to the wire, and then I’ll flip a 
coin.  Heads Carolina, tails California.” 

He probably wasn’t kidding, and I knew for a fact that both 
of those schools had representatives knocking on his door. 
About that time his girlfriend, Tammy Morris, smiling like a new 
bride, showed up and Cezar and I moved on. 

I noticed Sean coming in the front door, and he too was all 
smiles. He was heading directly for the school commons and 
seemed to be looking for someone.   

I got his attention and he hustled over. 
“I was hoping to see you before classes started,” 
“I see you’re still smiling about that coke you won?” 
“Naw, but I’ve got some great news.” 
“Tell me.” 
He proceeded to tell me about getting a phone call from 

the new head basketball coach at NW Missouri State offering 
him a full scholarship.  The school was just across the state line 
and only a few miles east of the Kansas border; about an hour 
drive from Crater.  They have a history of good athletic teams, 
play in the Mid American conference, and are a Division II 
college.  I told him that was great news. 

“Had you been in contact with them?” 
“No, but  their new head coach was a graduate assistant 

at UI so he knew all about me.  He’s a young guy, and it’s his 
first head job.” 

He told me I was the first player he has offered, and wants 
me to visit next weekend.  So I’ll cancel my visit to Wesleyan 
and see how I like it at NW Missou.  Maybe I’ll end up being a 
Bearcat.” 



Then Sean went on to tell me the bad news.  “They don’t 
have a men’s golf team.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 



SEVEN 
 

 “WHERE THE GREEN GRASS GROWS” 
 

TIM Mc GRAW 
 
I 

 
  We were getting ready to play our first official baseball 
game on Tuesday at home Vs Centralia High of Boone County.  
It would also be our first home game, and I was sure our stands 
would be packed.  Actually we had a nice stadium, and the 
seating capacity was larger than most high schools.  Probably 
because coach Mack’s team had done so well, about two years 
ago they did a complete restoration of the complex.  It now had 
room for a little over a thousand spectators behind home plate, 
and extending half way down the foul line to first and third base.  
It was as nice a high school stadium as I had seen. 

Coach Mack liked to play back to back home and away 
games in the pre-season, and he had lined up Centralia, 
Creston, Red Oak and Carrollton High Schools, all smaller 
schools but all with good baseball tradition.  The eight games 
would fall on a Monday, Wednesday and Friday format for the 
next two and a half weeks.  After that we would begin league 
play. 

Now that I’d had time to get into baseball shape coach 
wanted me to take a turn on the mound, which was just fine with 
me.  The plan was for John, Lavern and me to pitch the first six 
games against these pre-season opponents, and let the JV 
guys pitch the last two against Creston.  He would hold John 
and Lavern out to rest them for the league opening series. 

I couldn’t wait for the home opener, and wasn’t 
disappointed when the stands were full.  It was a beautiful 
spring day and I could tell the guys were excited. We were 
ready to put on a good show.  The smell of freshly cut grass, 
and anticipation of good competition, had all of us on our toes. 
The play-by-play announcer started the recording of our national 
anthem, and after the last note had been played John took the 



mound.  Our season was officially about to get underway and 
everyone was  smiling. 

John was pumped for two reasons.  First, the opening day 
starter was a big deal, and he’d been waiting his turn for three 
years.  Second, today he learned that he had been accepted to 
Notre Dame, which had been his dream forever. I was so happy 
for him, and we all wanted to make the third reason a big win in 
our home opener. 

We did.  The highlights were John’s three hitter with seven 
strikeouts.  Joe had a three for four day at the plate, breaking 
out of his slump.  From the number eight spot in the batting 
order he drove in four runs.  Everyone was really excited for 
him.  I think he’d just put too much pressure on himself to fit in.  
He needn’t worry, he does. Luke had two hits, a walk and two 
stolen bases, and I was two for three, with two walks and two 
run’s batted in as well.  The final was   seven to zip. 

On Wednesday we traveled to their place, and after a 
scoreless first three innings they forged ahead two to nothing.  
We made two costly errors, and Lavern walked two batters 
during their rally, unusual for him. 

In the top of the forth Dave lead off with a single, and I 
followed with my second walk of the game.  Jon was hit by a 
pitch, and Josh proceeded to turn on a fastball, and drive it well 
over the fence in right field for a grand slam.  We had taken 
back the lead at four to two, and that was enough for Lavern 
who settled down, giving up only two more harmless hits.  We 
added another two in the top of the sixth when I connected from 
the right side for a two run homer. The final was seven to two 
and a two game sweep of the Panthers. 

On Friday I got my first pitching start of the season.  
Coach had wanted me to take my time before throwing too 
much, and I took his advice.  The plan today was for me to 
throw no more than seventy pitches.  That was fine with me.   

The very first Trojan hitter lined a shot that I deflected 
directly to Allen at first for an easy out.  The problem was it 
ricocheted off my left shoulder and it hurt like hell.  Coach Mack 
hustled out, and I took a few moments to walk around the 
mound area hoping the pain would ease.  Fortunately it did. 



“Coach they come at you a bit quicker here than they do 
out in center field.” 

Mack answered me with, “Well, hell Eric, don’t let them hit 
it so hard.” 

I took his word to heart and set the visitors down in order 
for the  next two outs, as well as the next two innings.  I was 
closing in on my seventy pitches, and coach asked if I wanted to 
go one more inning. 

“Ok, but if I get off to a rocky beginning have Dave ready 
to go.” 

The first hitter drove a bouncer through the hole into left 
field, but he was quickly erased by a slick double play started by 
Jon at third.   The last batter I faced flew out to right, and my 
day on the mound was over.  Four innings, one hit, and one 
sore shoulder.  Ok for starters I thought. 

I got credited for the win as we built a solid lead beginning 
with a two run outburst in the second.  The final was six to one, 
when they picked up a run off Dave and his knuckle ball in their 
last inning. 

 
II 

 
That knuckle ball Dave was working so hard on was 

getting better every day. He was always working with anyone he 
could talk into catching, even if it was just for a few pitches.  
Sometimes it was very few because if it was a day that ball was 
all over the place, no one in their right mind would volunteer. 

The JV catcher was his usual target, and nearly everyday 
you could see the two of them working an extra ten or fifteen 
minutes together.    Usually they did their work in the “bull pen” 
because there was a wire fence about ten feet behind home 
plate.  That made a lot of sense for obvious reasons. 

One day after practice I asked Dave why he started to 
throw the knuckleball? 

“With my size and lack of pure athletic ability, I just 
decided I had to find a way to be a valuable part of the team.   I 
wasn’t going to be a starter playing a field position, and my lack 
of arm strength wasn’t going to allow me to pitch.  Then I was 
watching the Texas Rangers one night on TV, and Charlie 



Hough was their starter. He was so good that night I was really 
impressed.  The announcer spent a lot of time trying to explain 
how to throw the pitch and caught my attention.  So much so 
that I went out and threw the knuckleball against our garage 
door for what seemed like hours.” 

We chatted some more about it, and I asked him how he 
threw it, because I knew there was more than one way.   

“My fingers are pretty small so I decided to try gripping the 
ball with my fingernails first.  Then I tried using my knuckles, but 
I couldn’t consistently get the damn ball to go where I was 
aiming. Our garage door wasn’t big enough, and I got tired of 
chasing the ball into the vacant lot next door, so I went back to 
the fingernails.” 

I told him to keep working on it, and even though we all 
gave him some ribbing now and then, to understand, we 
appreciated his effort.  He just gave me his goofy tooth heavy 
grin and said, “Any port in the storm my friend.” 

Went I got home I decided to do some investigating. We 
had a set of encyclopedias in our den, and I managed to find 
some interesting facts.  It turns out it’s the lack of spin that 
causes the erratic, unpredictable motion.  Something about the 
seams colliding with the air causes a complicated series of 
things to happen to the ball during its trajectory.  Words like 
‘vortices’ and ‘vortical flow’ pop into the mix, all pretty confusing 
to me. 

But the result has allowed major league pitchers who 
adopted the pitch to have long time success.  Apparently the 
lower physical strain in throwing the pitch allows those pitchers 
to have more longevity.  That certainly seemed to be true, 
because Charlie Hough was in his forties, and so were the 
Niekro brothers, Phil and Joe.  And Hoyt Wilhelm, Phil Niekro 
and Jesse Haines, all knuckle ball specialists, have been 
induced into the Baseball Hall of Fame. 

I really admired Dave for his effort and so did everyone 
else.  He wanted so badly to be a part of the team, and not just 
sit on the bench but to find a way to contribute.  He is off to a 
good start, and has shown us all an example of what good effort 
can do.  I know that down the road in this season he’ll be a 
valuable asset. 



  

        EIGHT 
 

 “SWEET” 
 

TOBY KEITH 
 
I 

 
We swept the next three games as John, Lavern and I 

kept our opponents in check.  We continued to swing hot bats, 
and improved our record to nine wins and zero losses.  Coach 
decided to rest a lot of the starters in the two games against 
Creston, and as planned let our JV pitchers handle the duties 
on the mound.  The result was a predictable as we lost both 
games.  But the scores were close, and the reserves got a lot of 
needed time between the foul lines. 

We were ready for the beginning of league play, which 
would begin the following Monday Vs Washington, on the road.  
We will play home-and-away series against each league 
opponent, that’s why coach scheduled similar series during our 
pre-season.  It will take us just short of five weeks to complete 
the league season using the Monday, Wednesday and Friday 
game day routine. 

Our season start had shown we’d be a hard team to 
defeat.  Some of the teams in league have one starting pitcher, 
and a couple have two that are ok, but no one has three like we 
do.  Combine our pitching with our power, both Jon and Josh 
have four home runs, and I have three. Our team batting 
average is over three hundred, and its no wonder we are the 
odds on favorite to win the title.  It would be coach Mack’s 
seventh in the last ten years.  Of course, we’ll need to do it on 
the field not in the stat sheet. 

I was pretty happy about how I’d played; I had hit safely in 
all eleven games, only forty-five more to go to tie Joe 
DiMaggio’s record. My teammates called me “Maggio” or 
sometimes-just “Magge” in reference to my admiration for him. 
And I wore the number five, worn with hall of fame distinction by 



my baseball hero.  I love the way he played.  He did so with a 
grace and dignity that few have managed to duplicate.  The 
other reason is I was seemingly always humming the tune “Mrs. 
Robinson” by Simon and Garfunkel.  It was in “The Graduate,” 
where the lyrics became famous, and it was  easily one of my 
favorite movies.  

 
 “Where have you gone Joe DiMaggio our 

nation turns its lonely eyes to you…ooh, ooh, 
ooh…What’s that you say Mrs. Robinson, Jolten Joe 
has left and gone away, hey, hey, hey…”   

 
It was one of the reasons I thought this team had the 

makings of a champion, we could laugh at each other, 
something that is becoming harder and harder for people to 
accomplish. Most of my teammates were big fans of either the 
Kansas City Royals or the St. Louis Cardinals, the two major 
league teams in the state of Missouri, neither of which was that 
far from Crater.  But I held fast to my love affair with the 
Yankees, even though it looked like they wouldn’t be much of a 
threat this year in the American league.  When they played at 
KC I always tried my best to make it to at least one game.  It 
was only about a two and a half hour drive down highway 29. 

During the week leading up to the beginning of league 
play coach Mack had us working hard on our ‘Hit and Run’ play, 
which he felt needed some work.  We also spent time working 
on both the Suicide and Safety squeeze play. He loved that play 
and anytime we had a runner on third base with less than two 
outs the rival team had better be ready for one type of squeeze 
or the other. 

Jon told me about a time when he was a sophomore, I 
was in the eighth grade, that coach called for five consecutive 
squeeze bunts.  He said, “We scored six runs and by the end of 
the inning our opponents were so frustrated they were 
screaming at each other as they came off the field.” 

I had to ask him, “How did you score six runs on five 
plays?” 



It turned out that on the last one, two runners scored 
because the pitcher fielding the ball tossed it over the catcher’s 
head, and the runner on second scored easily. 

 
II 

 
Game day on Monday was clear and warm as we headed 

up the road to Washington.  They would be throwing their Ace, a 
tall left-hander who at times was nearly unhittable.  
Unfortunately, for them when he was off he was wild, and 
usually didn’t make it out of the first or second inning.   

John would be our starter, and we all knew he would be 
up to the task no matter how his opponent fared.  His ERA was 
under 2.0, and he hadn’t hit his peak yet in my opinion.  I really 
expected him to pick it up a pace now that league play was 
beginning. 

The Cardinals hit the field looking sharp in their white 
home uniforms with red pinstripes, but somehow our visiting 
grey uniforms seemed to fit better, and we looked like the more 
confidant team. 

Both pitchers got off to a good start.  They were certainly 
contrasting styles. The big lefty firing fast ball after fast ball, that 
we had a hard time catching up with, and  John, as usual, 
nibbled at the corners of the plate, to keep their hitters 
completely off balance.  Neither team had a hit through three 
innings. 

Then it looked like we would break the ice in the fourth.   
Luke lead off with a single up the middle, and Dave lined a 
single to right on the hit-and-run play, as their second baseman 
raced to cover second when Luke took off on the pitch.  Coach 
signaled for the sacrifice bunt, to my slight displeasure, but I laid 
down a beauty that their third baseman had to field. It was the 
right call. Luke and Mike advanced to second and third.  Then 
Jon and Josh both struck out ending the threat.   

We battled toe to toe for the next three innings without 
anyone making much of a threat to score. It was into extra 
innings, and we opened the top of the eighth with Mike leading 
off. He fanned on three pitches but then Joe coaxed a walk and 
Luke sacrificed him to second. Dave also walked and I came to 



the plate with two runners on and two out.  Batting right handed 
against the big lefty I lined a shot on the fist pitch that nearly 
took the glove off the third baseman’s hand.  He couldn’t field 
the ball as it trickled into short left field where their short stop 
ran it down, and held Joe to third.  Bases loaded, two outs. 

Jon had been in somewhat of a long ball slump so far this 
season.  He had hit for average, but his power wasn’t what it 
had been the last two years.  He was overdue. I had spent time 
after practice this week throwing extra BP to him in an attempt 
to get his stroke back.  It went well and I thought he made good 
strides, and I was confident it wouldn’t be too long before he 
regained his awesome power stroke. 

 Now was the perfect time to show he was back.  As he 
strode to the plate, it reminded me of the poem “Casey at the 
Bat”.  Like Casey Jon was a formable presence. 

 
Then from 5,000 throats and more there rose a lusty 

yell; 
It rumbled through the valley, it rattled in the dell; 

It knocked upon the mountain and recoiled upon the 
flat, 

For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat. 
 

Dad had read that famous poem to me when I was just a 
little league player.  I had it memorized at one time, but probably 
would stumble now if I had to recite it.  Casey of course, Mighty 
Casey had gone down swinging. 

 
Oh, somewhere in this favored land the sun is shining 

bright; 
The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere 

hearts are light, 
And somewhere men are laughing, and somewhere 

children shout; 
But there is no joy in Mudville — mighty Casey has 

struck out. 
 

Jon didn’t strike out. On the first pitch he connected and 
the ball screamed out of the park deep over the left field fence.  



Our dugout exploded, and every player greeted him as he 
crossed the plate, with high fives. 

John shut them down on four pitches for the three outs in 
the bottom of the eighth and we headed back home with a four 
to nothing win. 

 



 

NINE 
 

 “EVERYBODY HAS A DREAM” 
 

BILLY JOEL 
 
I 

 
The return game Vs Washington at home on Wednesday 

turned out to be a laugher.  They had only one pitcher that could 
compete, and we jumped on their number two immediately.   

In the first inning Luke and Dave both singled, and I 
doubled both of them home with a shot to right center.  That just 
started the onslaught, as we scored five in the first.  The final 
was eighteen to one as Lavern shut them down for the first six 
innings, and Jon, mopping up and getting some needed relief 
time, gave up an unearned run, due to an error by Jay at third.  
No problem fielding the hard hit ground ball but his throw sailed 
over Allen’s glove at first, and their runner scored from second. 

Our next two games were Vs North Marian, who it looked 
like would complete the year with a strong possibility of finishing 
last in football, basketball and baseball.  There was talk of them 
dropping down a classification next year, and after seeing their 
thin roster in all three sports, I thought it made sense.  If you’re 
totally overmatched what fun are those kids having?  It’s just not 
fair to be thrown into the Lions den forever. 

Coach Mack showed a lot of mercy, and pulled the 
starters in both games after three innings.  The rules allowed 
starters to re-enter so he was safe if North had looked like a 
threat.  They weren’t as the final scores were eleven to two and 
nine to one.  We were off to a four-and-zip record in league 
play, just where we wanted to be.  The only other unbeaten 
team was a surprise, but Fort Brenner had two good pitchers so 
maybe it shouldn’t have been. 

On Friday we traveled to T. F. Brown and I was feeling 
good.  My arm was fine, and during practice on Thursday during 



a sideline warm up session with Josh, he told me the ball was 
really moving. 

“If you throw like this tomorrow they’ll have a hard time 
making solid contact.” 

I had a pretty decent fastball and had been working on a 
slider that was showing signs of consistency.  My third pitch was 
a change of pace that I felt needed some work.  My fastball had 
a natural tail to it, which meant that a right handed batter might 
think the ball was outside, but the tail-in brought it back over the 
outside corner.  For left handed hitters it tended to move off the 
plate to the outside. 

The slider was a great complimentary pitch as it looked 
like a fastball, but broke the opposite way, and it was very tough 
for hitters to pick that up.  Most pitchers second pitch was a 
curve ball, Lavern’s for example was his best pitch, but I thought 
it might hurt my arm if I threw that pitch, and there was no way I 
was going to flirt with that possibility, certainly not with football 
coming up in the fall.  Coach Vince had already told me my 
move back to quarterback was written in stone. 

I got off to a good start by retiring the first three batters in 
order.  We had scored a run in the top of the first so we had the 
lead before I threw my first pitch.  In the second I got their clean 
up hitter looking for my fastball, and he had no chance when the 
slider broke over the corner of the plate for my third strike out in 
four batters. I was feeling it, and got the next batter swinging for 
strike three. The last hitter looked at three straight fastballs 
without taking the bat off his shoulder.  Go figure.  Five strike- 
out’s in six batters.  Wow. 

We continued to peck away against their starter, who 
wasn’t bad at all, but we tacked on single runs in the third and 
fourth innings, and led three to nothing as they came to bat in 
the bottom of the fourth.  They were back to the top of the order, 
and sometimes it takes hitters an at bat to get comfortable.  Not 
this time as again they went down one, two, three.  No hits, no 
runs, no errors. 

Jon showed his Casey side in the fifth and rocked a long 
HR over the left center field fence with two runners on, and we 
lead by a comfortable six-to-zip score.  I put the Falcons down 
again in order in both the fifth and sixth.  As I sat in our dugout it 



was eerily quiet, and I realized none of my teammates were 
sitting close.  Then I figured out why.  It’s a baseball ritual to say 
nothing to the pitcher when he has a no-hitter going.   

Well everybody has a dream and, when it’s a perfect 
game no-hitter even a sound is discouraged.  I have no idea 
when or where the tradition began but it seemed a bit silly to 
me. 

In the top of the seventh I led off with a single, and coach 
Mack decided to pinch-run for me.  Gage came trotting out to 
first base, and handed me my warm up jacket which I quickly 
put on, and ambled to the bench to sit in a corner.  I would be 
able to re-enter of course so the sit down rest while we batted 
was ok by me.  Gage took off on the first pitch, and easily stole 
second.  Jon drew a walk, and Josh cleared the bases with a 
long triple, and scored when the throw to third went over the 
third baseman’s head, and into their dugout. 

 
II 

 
I sat alone in my corner, and tried not to think about the 

no-hitter.  My mind drifted back to the last play loss in the state 
football semifinal but I shook it off.  Then, I was standing at mid 
court watching the Central kid hit the two winning free throws in 
the final game heartbreaker.  But then my mind cleared and I 
saw my friends laughing and telling jokes at the “Doorway,” and 
then I was sitting with Cezar as the beer can landed near my 
feet at our hide away.  It was teenage stuff, some good and 
some bad, but it broke the tension, and as Allen made the third 
out of the inning on a routine fly ball to center, I got up, took a 
deep breath, and started for the mound. 

“Hey, Eric,” Luke yelled as we climbed out of the dugout, 
“Keep firing that fastball, buddy.” 

Not a bad thought, I thought, and chuckled to myself.  My 
warm-up throws were right down the middle of the plate, a place 
I try never to throw the ball, but I felt loose and ready.  After the 
last warm up pitch Josh snapped a bullet to second, and the 
infielders tossed it around the horn before Jon walked over and 
handed me the ball.   

“Three more champ.” 



It was nine-to-nothing as I took the mound for the bottom 
of the seventh. The win wasn’t in doubt, but somehow because 
we had faced so much heartbreak I needed to close this door.  
Our team needed to finish the job.  We had come up short in 
football and basketball, and while this wasn’t a state semi or 
final game, it was a big deal.  We could finish, and we could 
triumph.  It was up to me to prove that to my teammates.   

 Back in little league I had thrown more than one no-hitter 
but this was a much bigger deal.  I was a bit nervous, and after 
my first two pitches were called balls I quickly fell into an oh- 
and-two hole.  Then, their hitter helped me out on a pitch that 
must have been a foot off the plate with a wild and futile swing. 
That settled me down enough, and two more fastballs ended 
that at bat as he took a called third strike.  Nineteen straight 
batters had gone down, and there wasn’t even a close call.  I 
had struck out ten of the nineteen and the others were all easy 
outs.   

Their number two hitter was a left-handed hitter, and on 
the first pitch he laid down a drag bunt towards the third base 
line.  There is a baseball no-no that says you don’t attempt a 
drag bunt to break up a no-hitter, but apparently he didn’t get 
the message.  I got a late break on the ball but Jon charging 
down the line scooped up the slow-roller, and without stopping 
to plant his foot threw a perfect strike to Allen to nip the runner 
by half a step.  It was a Big League play. 

One out to go and by now our reserves were on the top 
step of our dugout, and the excitement in the air was at a peek.  
I took a deep breath and looked to Josh for the sign.  He called 
for the fastball down low, and I had no problem with that.  Their 
hitter got a piece of it and it bounced off the fence behind home 
plate harmlessly.  The next pitch was the slider, and Josh 
wanted it outside.  That’s exactly where I put it but the hitter got 
the sweet spot on the ball and drove it late down the first base 
line, it flew over the bag but landed outside the foul line by a 
foot.  Close call. 

I was dreaming now, and I knew one more good pitch and 
it would be a perfect game.  I could see my teammates out of 
the corner of my eye jumping up and down still in the dugout, 
and I could see the umpire signaling strike three before I even 



threw the last pitch.  Then everything sort of went silent, no 
birds chirping, no fans stomping and yelling, nothing.  The fast 
ball started off the outside corner and at the very last moment 
sailed back over the black.  Strike three called.   

Josh was the first to get to me, and picked me up like a 
rag doll.  

“I told you yesterday, they would have a hard time hitting 
you.”  

And then I was mobbed by my teammates.  Everyone was 
yelling and slapping me on the back, and even their stands 
were on their feet applauding. I managed to see mom and dad 
in our crowd on their feet, like everyone else, clapping and 
cheering. Oh my, how sweet it is, this was really fun.   

Jon was the last to shake my hand and said, “Damn Slick 
you were frigging awesome.” 

Coach Mack and coach Nichols both congratulated me 
with big hugs, and then coach Mack just said, “Hum Babe,” and 
we walked towards our bus with huge smiles on our face.  It 
would be a short ride home. 



TEN 
 

“THE WAY IT IS” 
 

BRUCE HORNSBY 
 
I 

 
The bus ride turned out to be a ‘Sports Quiz’ as we all 

started talking about no-hitters. 
“Who threw the first one?”  Cy Young, 1904 
“Who threw the last one?”  Len Barker 1981 
“Has anyone thrown more than one perfect game?”  No. 
 “Has anyone thrown a perfect game in the world series?”  

Yes, Don Larsen for the Yankees. 
“Who threw the most no-hitters?” Sandy Kofax and Nolan 

Ryan, 4 each. 
Coach Mack stumped everyone with the question, “How 

many teams scored a run while being no-hit?  Twelve teams 
scored an un-earned run. One scored two un-earned runs.  A 
no-hit game but not a no-hit/no-run game. 

I asked coach if anyone at Crater had thrown a perfect 
game. 

“Nope, not during my tenure and not to my knowledge. 
We’ve had a couple no-hitters but none were perfect. You’re the 
first my boy, and that’s the way it is.” 

“I won’t be the last, heck I’m the third best pitcher on this 
staff.” 

And so it went for the entire trip home. I heard a voice say 
as we exited the bus,  “Someone tape Sports Center, this little 
berg in Iowa might just make show time.” 

I thought about the John Wayne line in the movie “Big 
Jake”, “Not Hardly”. 

Mom and dad were in the parking lot waiting for the 
triumphant return.  Why was I not surprised?  In fact there was a 
large gathering of supporters. And, when I stepped off the bus 
they began to chant, “Perfect, Perfect, Perfect.”  That was a 
whole lot better than the “Puberty” chant I heard during the 



hoops season at Prep.  I just smiled and waved to my friends.  If 
there really is a ‘Cloud Nine’ I was certainly riding on it. 

The boys were so excited that when I walked in our front 
door they both jumped up and gave me high five’s and Danny 
showed me his score book with a bunch of backward  K’s and 
zero’s showing. 

“A perfect game, wow, you and Cy Young,” naming the 
pitcher who threw more than one gem and who the MVP of the 
pitchers in major league baseball is named after.  It’s called the 
“Cy Young” award and the last American League pitcher to win 
it was Rollie Fingers of the Milwaukee Brewers, and the 
National winner in 1981 was Fernando Valenzuela of the Los 
Angeles Dodgers.  There were seventeen who won multiple Cy 
Young’s. The last being Steve Carlton of the Phillies, with his 
third in 1980. 

Perfect games were even more rare. In major league 
baseball up to this time only eight had been thrown. The first in 
the modern era was Cy Young in 1904. The last one was by Len 
Barker of the Cleveland Indians in 1981.  The only post season 
perfect game was by the Yankee’s Don Larsen in the world 
series against the Brooklyn Dodgers in 1956. 

Sean called before dinner, and we had a nice long talk 
about the game and also about his golf.  He was pretty pumped 
as he had finished second in the week tournament, after two 
rounds of one over par. 

“I’m really getting to enjoy this golf challenge, my friend.” 
“Just remember who it was that got you started in the first 

place.” 
Two summers ago I talked him into joining me for a time at 

the driving range, and shortly after that to play a round at the 
muni.  He picked it up really fast, and it was pretty obvious to 
me if he worked at it he could be pretty good.  He did and he is. 

He wanted to know what it felt like during the seventh 
inning, and I shared what had gone through my mind.   

“You remember what it’s like to be in a ‘Zone’, like when 
you can’t miss?” 

“I do and it’s pretty cool.” 
I said, “I was certainly in a state of calm, and it was 

amazing how everything else became less than background  



noise.  A vacuum, or an emptiness of nothing as I was able to 
put distractions mental or physical completely out of my head.”  
I wondered if Cy Young had had that same feeling. 

 
II 

 
It was smooth sailing for us the next two weeks, as neither 

Lakeside or St. Christopher Prep  offered much resistance.  We 
were still undefeated in league when South Catholic came to 
town, as we neared the end of the league season.  We still have 
Fort Brenner in our last two league games, and assuming we 
both win our next two or at least match records, they could 
catch us with a sweep.  Their eight-win two-loss season put 
them in firm command of second behind our ten-and-zero 
record. 

There were always major league scouts at our games, 
and they seemed to write down everything in their search for 
prospects.  I had heard that they were really interested in Josh.  
He was almost six-four, batted left handed, had a rocket for an 
arm and was quick for a big guy behind the plate.   

“What are you thinking about next year,” I asked him after 
a practice, as we walked toward the locker room? 

“My parents want me to go to college, and I wouldn’t mind 
that to be honest.” 

“What if one of those major league teams offers a big 
signing bonus?” 

“That would certainly get my attention.  But no one has put 
up any numbers that I know of anyway.” 

I had heard rumors to the contrary floating around.  Maybe 
it was all talk but the last one I heard was a signing bonus of 
seven figures.  That would pay a lot of tuition if he needed to go 
back to school for some reason. 

His parents were both graduates of IU and I know they 
want him to pursue his education first, and it’s not like the IU 
baseball program was awful.  They had been a mid-level Big 
Ten team for awhile but Josh, all by himself, could improve their 
program, maybe considerably. 

Jon was the other possible draft choice among our 
seniors.  The scouts were apparently mixed in their evaluation 



of his chances at the professional level.  I didn’t know what they 
were looking at but he is a power machine, play’s third base well 
enough, and has a very strong arm.  I don’t know a major 
league team that couldn’t use another power hitter in their 
lineup, and if they are afraid of him not being able to handle 
third base at that level, there is always the DH role. 

John was set at Notre Dame and would be a baseball 
walk on.  I thought he had a good chance of making their roster, 
because he was such a crafty pitcher.  Anyway, he told me he 
would be happy just to make the team, and if not, he was at the 
school he had always dreamed of attending. 

Allen had made his school decision, and would be 
heading to Stanford for his college education.  There was zero 
doubt that after college Allen would be a great catch for some 
company.  Of course he was whip smart, but he had a heart of 
gold and I knew he would be successful in his life choice 
because he wasn’t afraid of hard work, and would be loyal to the 
core to any business. 

South would be at our place first in the back-to-back 
series, and Lavern was scheduled to start on the mound.  He 
was undefeated for the year with eight wins and had an ERA of 
1.78, which means he has given up less than two earned runs a 
game.  We were all confidant he would strangle the Prep hitters 
with his assortment of good fastball, awesome curve, and nearly 
unhittable change up. 

Our team batting average had climbed up over the .350 
mark, and there were no weak spots in the lineup. Josh was our 
leading hitter with a hot .402 season average.  Second was  
Luke with a .385 average.  I was next at .376, followed closely 
by Jon at .365.  Joe was our other plus three hundred hitter at 
.302.  Both Allen and Mike would have a chance to finish over 
three hundred with a strong finish. 

Our starters were all healthy, and our subs led by Gage, 
Mark, Jay and Dave were as well.  And they had all contributed 
to our record.  I didn’t see any way we wouldn’t win the league, 
and draw a high seed in the state tournament, which was only 
two weeks away. 

We got an instant scare during the first inning when a line 
drive off the bat of their leadoff hitter caught Lavern directly on 



the kneecap, and he went down in a heap in front of the pitchers 
mound.  It wasn’t long before the trainer, and both coaches 
were attending to him.  From my vantage point in center field it 
didn’t look good. Finally after a lengthily discussion between 
coach Mack and coach Nichols I was waved into the debate, 
which had moved to the front of our dugout. 

“If Lavern can’t go are you feeling good enough to take 
over?” 

I had pitched on Monday but felt fine.  “Sure coach,” then 
looking at Lavern test his knee by tossing a few light pitches 
granted by the umpire I offered, “Maybe if I go this inning he 
might be ready to re-enter by the second.” 

About that time the umpire walked over and said, “Coach 
you’ll need to make a decision here pretty soon.” 

Lavern limped over and said, “Coach I can go.  Let me 
try.” 

After a brief encounter coach said, “Ok go ahead but if it 
hurts too much you let me know.  Don’t try to be a hero.” 

The first thing he did when play resumed was to pick the 
runner off first base.  Then he struck out the next two and we 
were out of the inning.  Everyone took a very big sigh of relief. 

After our win Cezar asked if I would mind driving his car 
home as he wanted to join his ‘this week’ girl friend for a coke 
date, and she wanted him to ride in her new sports car.  

“Looks to me like you got the better of the deal my boy.” 
It was dusk by the time I had showered, and spent some 

time chatting with my teammates.  That wasn’t a problem, but I 
didn’t like driving at night since the accident last winter.  But, it 
was only a ten-minute drive so I wasn’t anticipating any issues.   

I was heading down the two-mile road next to the country 
club when I sensed something wrong.  It was dark enough that 
cars had their headlights on, and as I approached the crest of 
the hill next to the maintenance road by  the fourteenth green 
something looked amiss.  I edged closer to the roadside and 
just as I did I saw four headlights flying over the top of the hill.  I 
had just enough time to jerk the wheel and slide onto the 
maintenance road as the two cars flew past. 

I sat there for at least five minutes shaking, and at the 
same time nearly crying.  My heart was pounding and I was 



short of breath, like I had just slide into third base for a triple.  
Damn I hated driving at night, and I didn’t want any more close 
calls.  Next time I would tell Cezar to drive his own car home, 
and I would get a ride in the sports car.  I was counting my 
blessings as I made the quick journey home driving well under 
the speed limit. 

 



ELEVEN 
 

 “OH BOY” 
 

BUDDY HOLLY 
 
I 

 
The game at South was close for a while, and then Jon 

and Josh connected on back-to-back round trippers.  Jon’s was 
with two on base, so it was four-to-nothing and that lead was 
enough.  I wasn’t as sharp as I’d been for my last two outings 
but it didn’t matter, our five to one win keep us on top of the 
league.  Fort also swept their two game series Vs Washington, 
so we headed into the final league series with a two game lead.  
The first game would be at Fort. 

Our rotation was set, and John would pitch the first game, 
Lavern the second one.  By league rule if there is a tie in the 
standings at the end of the regular season there would be a one 
game playoff on a neutral field.  We didn’t want that to happen.  
Coach had told us if we win the first game, clinching the league 
title, he might hold Lavern out of the second game, so he would 
be ready for our first playoff game. 

We took our twelve and zero league record into the game 
and were a confidant group as we took the field for our pregame 
warm up.  When they took the field we sat in the dugout and 
watched. It was obvious they were a confidant team as well. 
They looked very athletic, and it didn’t appear they had any 
weak spots in the field.  Their outfielders hit the cut off man on 
the nose, and the infielders were slick as butter on wheat toast.  
They would be throwing their ace, and so would we so it 
promised to be great match up. 

Their stands were full and we had a nice contingent of 
followers as well.  I saw mom and dad sitting with the other 
parents, and the boys of course were running around finding it 
hard to sit still.  The umpires and the coaches met at home plate 
to discuss the ground rules, and the national anthem was 
played. It was ‘Play Ball’ time.   



Their pitcher was a short stubby guy who threw a lot of 
‘Junk’, meaning he had an assortment of pitches that kept 
batters off balance.  His fastball, which he didn’t throw often, 
was usually off the plate, and basically a waste pitch.  His out 
pitch was his curve of which he had two or three.  He also threw 
a ‘screwball’, which at the last minute broke hard away from a 
lefty and in to a right handed hitter. 

Coach Mack had cautioned us to be patient hitters, and 
wait for a pitch you liked.   

“Don’t make him look good by chasing balls out of the 
strike zone.” 

We were an aggressive hitting team so this would be 
something different.  Taking pitches wasn’t something in our 
team DNA.  I’m sure their pitcher was counting on us being our 
usual free swinging self, but he was going to get a surprise if 
that was true. 

Luke lead off and took the count to a full three balls and 
two strikes.  Then he fouled off five straight strikes before 
drawing a walk on a pitch that their pitcher thought was strike 
three.  It’s against the rules to argue a strike or ball call, but if 
body language could be believed he wasn’t a happy camper 
with the resulting call. 

Dave fouled off two bunt attempts, took two off the plate 
pitches refusing to take the bait and chase.  Then with a two 
and two count Luke took off, and Dave completed a perfect hit 
and run with a single in the hole left by the second basemen 
covering the bag at second. 

Usually in this instance coach Mack will call for the 
sacrifice bunt, and I was expecting that signal.  He went through 
his routine, and finally gave the ‘Indicator’ sign. The next was 
not a bunt but a fake bunt sign.  As their pitcher came to his 
stop, checking the runner at second, I squared around as if to 
bunt.  Their first baseman came charging down the line towards 
the plate which told us the pitcher would be covering the third 
base line and the third baseman would be covering the bag at 
his base.  That’s what coach wanted to find out. Next, oh boy, 
he gave me the hit away sign. 

Again I turned as if to bunt, but on a play we work on all 
the time, as soon as the pitch was on the way I brought the bat  



back and swung away.  The pitch was a slow curve of some 
kind and I had time to get in position to make a good swing.  I 
did and rifled a shot that might have killed the charging first 
basemen if it had been a couple feet closer to the field side of 
the foul line.  The ball stayed fair by a foot or two and it rocketed 
past the bag, and into the right field corner.   

Both Luke and Dave scored and I ended up on third with a 
stand up triple.  After Jon drove me home with a long sacrifice 
fly the wind seemed to come out of their sails. The first inning 
seemed to take forever as we showed a kind of patience at the 
plate that was unusual, and it rattled not just their pitcher but I 
think their entire team.  We loaded the bases before they got 
another out, and their coach hustled to the mound to try and 
settle things down. 

Joe was our hitter, and the squeeze was the logical call 
because there was only one out.  Apparently it wasn’t obvious to 
them because Joe’s perfectly placed bunt was left to meander 
its way to a stop between their third baseman and pitcher, both 
of whom must have thought the other was going to make a play 
on the ball.  Then John did nearly the same thing.  The first 
baseman fielded the ball but had no where to go as Allen 
crossed the plate before he was ready to make the throw to the 
catcher, and no one was at first to get John.   

The bases were still loaded with Comets as Luke came to 
bat for the second time in the inning, and we lead five to 
nothing.  He hit a bouncer directly at their pitcher who began a 
double play to get them out of the inning but they were a 
suddenly depressed team, and the  game was essentially over.  

The final was twelve to one as John scattered six singles, 
and picked up his eighth win of the season.  As we rode the bus 
back to Crater we were a loose and happy group.  We had 
clinched the league title, and could rest some starters, and get 
ready for our play off match up.  It wasn’t long before a bad 
rendition of “We are the Champions” echoed through the bus.  It 
was an off key effort but it sure put a smile on my face. 

 
 
 
 



II 
 
Coach Mack pulled John, Lavern and me to the side once 

we arrived back home.  He wanted to share his thoughts about 
our play off rotation with us, and also wanted our point of view. 

“First of all I’m going to rest Lavern on Wednesday, and 
throw Dave, and maybe the JV guys depending on how long he 
can go.  Our first playoff game won’t be until the following 
Wednesday, which will give us time to rest and get in some 
good practice.  As to the rotation, I want to match our pitcher 
with their team instead of simply going with our usual sequence.  
For example if Ryder is our first opponent, which it looks to be, 
they are loaded with left hand hitters so it makes sense to start 
Lavern.  Of course that’s another reason to rest you on 
Wednesday,” as he directed this last part to our left-hander. 

We were all in agreement with his decision, and it was 
great that he shared his thoughts, and asked for our opinion.  It 
was just another reason for us to enjoy playing for the man.  He 
treated us like adults, and veterans.  We weren’t adults but 
being treated like one certainly helped our confidence.   

It was good news that we had sewed up the title with one 
game to go, but the other good news was the district golf 
tournament was this weekend on Friday and Saturday.  The 
school administration had made the decision that I could play, 
and I was actually listed as the sixth member of our varsity golf 
team.  I hadn’t played in any matches of course but now that it 
was tournament time I could tee it up.  I had played on 
weekends, more than I would usually have done, anticipating 
this possibility, and felt like I was as ready as I could be to help 
the golf team. 

All six members would play both days, and if we qualified 
for the state tournament the low five scores would play.  The 
sixth member would be an alternate in the case someone got 
hurt or for some reason wasn’t able to play in the state 
tournament coming up in two weeks time. 

I had cleared it with coach Mack so he was aware I’d miss 
some practice.   

Our regulars all started behind Dave on Wednesday, and 
he did us proud by baffling Fort with his knuckle ball for the first 



five innings.  It was dancing and darting and dipping and they 
were swing wildly and often sent back to the dugout shaking 
their heads in frustration. 

They finally got to him in the sixth as the first two batters 
reached base with solid line drive hits.  Coach walked to the 
mound, spoke a few words to Dave, patted him on the rear end, 
and he left to a standing ovation by our crowd of supporters.  
Jon took the hill and set the Bulldogs down with out allowing a 
run, and then did it again in the top of the seventh.  We had 
scored seven tidy runs up to that point assuring the win and an 
unbeaten league season.   

“Hey Eric, why don’t you take Thursday and  Friday off,  
and go play some golf,” said coach Mack as we were heading to 
the locker room.  He had a huge smile on his face of course. 

“Just don’t get hit by a golf ball, my boy. See you on 
Monday, and I hope you’re holding the second league 
championship trophy of the spring.” 

I spent Thursday practicing at the country club with the 
team.  We hit a bucket of balls on the range, and chipped and 
putted for thirty minutes or so before going off the first tee in two 
threesomes, for a quick nine holes.   

Sean and me and our freshman, Stan Shank, would play 
together.  Everyone like Stan, and of course everyone gave him 
grief over his last name.   Most of his teammates cracked wise 
about it with regularity. I was really relieved when he came 
directly up to me, and welcomed me to the team.  It would 
probably mean he would be the odd man out but he sure didn’t 
act like it bothered him. 

“Eric, I just want you to know I’m excited you can join us, 
especially if you play like I know you can, and we win the 
district.  If we do I know we’ll have a good shot at state too, and 
I don’t care if I don’t play. I’ll have my chance in future years.” 

Stan was about five foot five, didn’t shave, had a squeaky 
voice, and putted like Ben Crenshaw.  When he matured he 
would be an excellent player.  Right now he couldn’t hit the ball 
out of his shadow, but everything was straight down the middle.  
His league scoring average of forty two, on nine hole scores, 
wasn’t an eye opener until you realized he looked more like a 



seventh grader.  In fact his favorite playing partner was my 
younger brother Paul. 

Friday dawned dark and windy with threatening clouds 
hovering.  They looked angry, and I thought this might not be a 
fun day of golf.  The tournament was at our home course 
because we had won the round-robin league matches.  The 
country club was in great shape, and even if it did pour down 
rain the drainage was excellent, and the dry spring had made 
the ground firm.  The biggest problem would be keeping the 
clubs dry if it did pour down rain. 

The rules said you couldn’t have a caddy so Cezar, who 
had volunteered would be just a spectator.  The way it worked 
was number one’s would play with number one’s, number two’s 
with number two’s and so on.  There were eight teams so eight 
number ones were divided into two foursomes, as were the two 
through six groups of players.  I would be playing with the 
number six guys from around the league.  We would play 
eighteen holes on Friday, and another eighteen on Saturday.  
Low total score would determine the winner. 

My playing partners were all younger than me, two 
freshmen and a sophomore, and it became obvious right away 
that I could hit the ball about fifty yards further than any of them.   
But, they were all nice guys, and knew golf etiquette so we had 
a comfortable round.  The rain, miraculously stayed away for the 
most part, and we finished the first nine dry.  I had shot a one 
over thirty-seven which was seven shots better than the next 
score in my group. 

Playing relaxed I started off the back nine with six straight 
pars, and then birdied both sixteen and seventeen.  A bogey on 
eighteen didn’t matter much as I posted an even par score of 
seventy two.  Our team was waiting around the green as our 
group approached, and I could tell by body language everyone 
must have played well because there were a lot of smiles. 

It turned out John and Doug had tied for first with two 
under par seventies, and our number three player, Ted Pearson 
had shot a tidy two over seventy-four.  Sean chipped in on the 
last hole to complete his round of seventy-five, and after my 
even par score was counted we had an insurmountable fifteen 
shot lead. Stan had shot a credible nine over eighty-one which 



would have kept us in first place if I hadn’t played, but the lead 
would have been only by six shots. 

Saturday was clear and the scores only got lower.  John 
Lund won the low score with a combined five under total.  Doug 
was a close second at three under, while Ted finished at two 
over after a nice even par round.  Sean shot a one over 
seventy- three to finish at plus four, and I matched my even par 
Friday score courtesy of a thirty-three on the back nine after 
giving away three shots on the front. Stan shot a nice seventy- 
eight with only nineteen putts.  It was his best round of the year, 
and showed just what his future promise looked like. We were 
league champs by a whopping twenty-six strokes. 

I had qualified for the state tournament but weather or not 
I could play depended on the baseball schedule.  If I could play 
and help the team, that would be great.  If not, Stan looked like 
he just might be able to score low enough that it wouldn’t 
matter.  Time would tell. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 

 
  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
   



 
 

TWELVE 
 

 “AMERICA” 
 

SIMON and GARFUNKEL 
 
I 

 
Ryder had won a one game playoff to gain the tournament 

opposite us in the bracket.  The game would be at our home 
field, as we were the higher seed.  We had been placed as the 
number three seed in the play off power ranking, which meant 
as long as we kept winning we would have home field 
advantage until the semi’s, which would be played, as would the 
final, on a neutral field at the newly constructed Principal Park in 
Des Moines.  

The game would be on Wednesday, and coach stuck with 
his plan to pitch Lavern.  Monday and Tuesday we went over 
scouting reports of each hitter, and of course, their pitching 
staff.  Their ace had pitched six innings in the playoff win, and 
you could only pitch ten in a three day period.  Since the play off 
game was on Monday, he could only throw four.  The question 
would be as a starter or reliever? 

By this time of the year our student body was pretty used 
to the play off atmosphere, and our pep assembly on 
Wednesday morning proved, once again, the enthusiasm and 
support from our schoolmates.  Coach Foss presented the 
district golf tournament trophy, and the players were all 
introduced.  I took my spot on the podium, and for the 
uninformed there were probably a few eyebrows raised.  “What 
is Eric doing up there?” 

As I took my place back in the baseball team section there 
were a few snickers, and just audible but good-natured ‘Traitor’ 
comments.  I have no idea how long my ‘double duty’ would 
last, and I wasn’t sure I liked the notoriety.  Our local newspaper 



had done a nice story about it, and both coach Mack and coach 
Foss had made positive comments.   

The first round game was the quarter final, and one of four 
games  at the 4A level. Only the top placed team in each league 
advanced. Every team in America would be trying to climb that 
mountain. 

The four surviving teams would play at Principal Park the 
following weekend.  The semifinal would be on Friday, and the 
championship on Saturday.  That meant there were nine days 
between the quarterfinals and the semifinals.  That also meant, 
that because the state golf tournament was this coming 
weekend, I would be able to play for our team with either a 
baseball win or loss. 

Our stands were full as game time approached, and once 
again the atmosphere was electric.  We were wearing our new 
home uniforms with powder blue pin strips on the pants, and 
with contrasting blue jerseys.  Our caps were also blue and 
everyone was sporting blue batting gloves and shoes.  The 
gloves had our Comet logo on the backside, and were 
compliments of a former player who had started a glove 
company specializing in sports gloves for nearly all team sports.  
The shoes were Nike, and put a nice finish to the top to bottom 
classy look. 

Lavern had shaken off the knee bruise he suffered in his 
last outing, and was at full strength.  As he took the mound in 
the top of the first inning I was confident we would see him at 
his peak.  That wasn’t exactly true, as the first two Ryder hitters 
reached base. The leadoff hitter laced a sharp single through 
the hole between third and short, and their second hitter placed 
a perfect sacrifice bunt that eluded Lavern, and a charging Jon.  
Not the beginning we were hoping for. 

Their third batter was one of the few right handed hitters in 
their lineup, and after fouling off a couple curve balls hit a hard 
one hopper that Jon fielding directly over the third base bag, he 
stepped on the bag, threw to second for out number two, and 
Joe’s relay to first was in time to beat their runner.  Triple play!  
Our stands went nuts and so did our dugout.   

I had seen one or two on TV during major league games, 
but this was the first time I had seen us do it.  A triple play was 



very rare, and most of the time it had to be accomplished with 
some luck, like fielding the ball that close to third with runners 
on first and second.  Lucky us. 

 
II 

 
They had chosen to start their ace, and he was good.  A 

big good-looking right-handed kid, at least 6-4,  who threw bee 
bee’s.  His name was June Janes and he was also their 
quarterback in football.  The sound of the ball smacking into the 
catchers glove was enough to unnerve any hitter.  He set us 
down in order in our half of the first inning and we had ourselves 
a ball game.   

Both pitchers were equally affective and matched 
scoreless innings through the sixth.  I had a single as did Josh 
but that was the extent of our offensive production.  Lavern had 
given up one harmless hit after the first two, and had a tidy three 
hitter going.  In the top of the seventh he got the first two batter 
out swinging on curve balls in the dirt.  His out pitch was nearly 
unhittable when he was on, like today. 

With an oh and two count on their clean up hitter he made 
a mistake.  The usual reliable curve hung out over the plate, 
and their batter sent it soaring over the right center field fence 
for the only run of the game.  Our stands were silent but their 
few fans weren’t.  As their own ‘Casey’ rounded the bases they 
made enough noise to be heard all the way back to Ryder, fifty 
miles to the east. The next batter rolled out to first, and we were 
now down to our last chance. 

I can’t remember the last time we had been shut out on 
our home diamond, so it had to be a long time ago, as I had 
been watching Comet baseball since first grade.  But I had a 
chance to do something about it as I was to lead off in the 
bottom of the seventh. 

Their new pitcher was also right handed and coach Mack 
had described him as a high fastball pitcher, who had a 
mediocre curve and change up.  His record for the season was 
six wins and five losses.  Unless he had one strong inning in his 
right arm we had a chance. 



I wasn’t about to swing at the first pitch, and took a high 
fastball above the letters for ball one.  Coach put on the ‘Take’ 
sign and the second pitch was also high, ball two.  Again, the 
take, again a ball.  The umpire called ball four a strike, and I got 
the go ahead to swing, if I liked the next pitch.  I didn’t as it was 
wide by a foot, and I jogged down to first. 

Jon also took the first pitch but it was a called strike, and 
then coach Mack put on the “Steal” sign.  I could run but I sort of 
anticipated a pitch out, and when their catcher tipped it off with 
an early step outside I remained on first.  Coach put the “Steal’” 
on again and this time. with no tip off coming, I took off at the 
pitchers first movement towards home plate.  The throw from 
their catcher was high, and eluded their shortstop covering the 
bag. I quickly bounced up from my slide, and raced into third not 
even drawing a throw. 

On the one-and-one count Jon ripped a line drive that hit 
the short stop so hard he fell backward into the outfield grass, 
but he held the ball.  One out. 

Josh sent two towering fly balls just foul well over the right 
field fence, and then got caught looking at a curve than nipped 
the outside corner.  Two out. 

Allen worked the count to two and two, and managed to 
hold his swing on a pitch that sailed outside for ball three, and a 
full count.  Then it got exciting as ball four landed a foot in front 
of the plate, and eluded the catcher bouncing back toward the 
fence.  Both Allen and I took off; my slide just did beat the throw 
to their pitcher covering home, and while he was protesting to 
the umpire Allen keep running, and made second easily. 

Mike, who had been consistent all year long took a ball 
and a strike, and then sent a high hopper towards their plastic 
man third basemen who made a great play on the ball, but 
threw low to first where spider man couldn’t keep the ball in the 
web of his glove, error on someone.  Mike crossed first at the 
same time Allen crossed home plate with the winning run. 
Miraculously we had scored two unearned runs in the bottom of 
the seventh, on our last at bat without a hit, to win an 
improbable two to one game, and advance to the state 
semifinal. Someone up there was smiling down on us for sure. 

 



 

THIRTEEN 
 

 “SOLITARY MAN” 
 

NEIL DIAMOND 
 
I 

 
The celebration lasted long enough that coach Mack 

finally told us to gather in the team room for our after game 
discussion. As we left the field and I watched a very dejected 
group of Ryder players heading for their bus, and a long ride 
home, I couldn’t help but reflect on how they felt.  Of course I 
had been through two heartbreaking defeats this season in the 
playoffs. It was never easy. 

Coach Mack outlined the practice plan for next week prior 
to the state semi-final game in Des Moines at Principal Park.  
We would practice tomorrow, but coach would give us Friday 
and Monday off. We would begin preparation for our next 
opponent on Tuesday.  We were set to play the winner of the 
game between the defending champion Bishop Heelan 
Crusaders  of Sioux City, and the Xavier Saints of Cedar 
Rapids. 

I practiced with the baseball team on Thursday, but left 
early, with coach Mack’s blessing, for a nine hole round of golf.  
Friday I practiced with the golf team, and listened to coach Foss 
tell us about the Finkbine Golf Course on the campus at UI. 

The land, for the course, was donated by W. O. Finkbine 
to the University, thus the name.  It is a 7,100 yard long course 
from the championship tees, and plays to a par of 72.  The 
course rating is 74.1.  Both the men’s and women’s teams at 
the University use it as their home course.  It is semi-private 
with student rates available making it attractive to UI students. 

I had played in a few summer tournaments with the 
country club team, and last year I played as an individual in the 
state junior summer championship.  It was fun and I qualified for 
the championship flight in my age group, won my first round 



match, but lost in the second round.  I felt like I was ready to 
help our team, and if we all played to our potential maybe we 
could bring home that elusive state title.  Golf in high school is a 
team sport, of course, but when you’re out there on the course 
you feel like a solitary man.  

Coach Foss was in his ninth year as golf coach, he was a 
science teacher, and his teams seemed to always be 
contenders.  They had finished second the last two years, and 
in the top five for four years in a row.  Maybe it was time. 

Much like our league tournament the state tournament 
paired players according to their on team ranking. I think there 
also was some attention paid to handicap, and recent success 
because the four top rated players in the state were all in the 
same foursome.  Unlike the league tournament, at state the 
lower ranked players teed off first, and the number one groups 
last.  I was playing as our number five player and was paired 
with three players I didn’t know. 

The first hole at Finkbine is a long dogleg left four hundred 
and forty yard par four, with an out of bounds on the right side.  
A well-placed drive down the left hand side would cut the 
corner, and shorten the hole.  That left a mid range iron into the 
severely sloping back to front green.  It was a good test, and 
just the first of many challenging par fours on the course. 

I don’t know how they determined the order of play, but I 
was set to tee off fourth in the group.  All of the other players 
drove the ball into the fairway, so the stage was set.  I usually 
had a natural draw on the ball, perfect for the right to left hole, 
so my aim was down the right side of the fairway.  I felt 
comfortable, at ease as I took my practice swing, and set up for 
my opening drive.  I made good contact and as I looked up to 
follow the golf ball I was a bit shocked to see it drift to the right.  
It landed to the right of the fairway trap and took an awful kick 
further right. I knew there was an out of bounds stake over that 
way, and sure enough the ‘Fore Caddy’ soon was signaling out 
of bounds.  Ouch, not the way I had envisioned to begin my 
tournament play. 

I had felt pressure before of course.  Not so much in 
football but standing alone at the foul line in hoops, put one in 
the same position.  Everyone watching, and there was no one to 



help, and it was the same in golf.  I had hit the shot, and now I 
got to hit another one, and the pressure just became more 
intense. 

I made a small adjustment in my aim, and tried to act as if 
I’d been here before.  To my horror the ball came off the 
clubface heading in the identical direction.  Once again the 
‘Fore Caddy’ signaled out of bounds.   I was more than a little 
embarrassed, and suddenly it was deathly silent as I teed up my 
third effort.  Fortunately this time my slight draw returned, and 
the ball landed in the middle of the fairway.  My approach shot 
to the green would be my fifth stroke on the par four hole, not 
exactly what I had envisioned.  As I strolled down the fairway I 
heard Stan Shank say in his squeaky voice, “Just relax Eric, 
you’ll be fine.” God I hoped so, but at that moment I had all sorts 
of conflicting thoughts racing trough my mind, not the least of 
which was what the hell was I doing here. 

I watched a lot of tournament golf on TV, and was always 
amazed at how professional golfers were able to put bad luck or 
ill fortune or a bad swing instantly behind them, and play the 
next shot.  That was the mindset I hoped to emulate for the rest 
of my round.  Somehow I managed to do just that.  After a 
quadruple eight on the first hole I settled down to play the next 
four holes in par before registering my first birdie on the par five 
sixth.  Three more pars on seven, eight, and nine left me with 
an opening nine hole score of 3 over thirty-nine, and the 
pressure was off for the moment. 

I mixed two bogeys with two birdies on the back nine, and 
finished my round at three over par, posting a score of seventy- 
five.  It turned out to be the low score for a number five player 
which was nice, but it would be a long time before I got over the 
embarrassment of that eight on number one. 

Coach Foss had followed me for a hole or so during the 
round, and was there as I signed my card. 

“Great comeback Eric.  Forget that first hole, and play 
tomorrow like the last seventeen.” 

 
 
 
 



II 
 
Doug Fagan was leading the pack with an opening round 

of three under sixty-nine, after all the first day scores were in, 
and Ted Pearson posted a two over seventy four.  Sean played 
pretty well, and shot the same score as me, a three over 
seventy-five.  The surprise was John Lund’s seventy-seven.  He 
was one of the tournament favorites, and had been the medalist 
last year as a junior. 

Our combined score of ten over par put us in a tie for 
fourth.  The course was playing tough, like always, with the first 
day leader, Kennedy of Cedar Rapids, at one over par. 
Roosevelt, of Des Moines, was a close second at two over.  We 
would need to make up nine strokes to have any chance at our 
first state title. 

Coach Foss gave us a little pep talk after the round was 
completed, and then we headed for dinner.  John was 
surprisingly up beat, and assured everyone he would fix his 
putting issues, he had thirty-six putts for his round, and shoot 
under par tomorrow. 

“Hey, don’t worry about me guys, let’s just all play better 
tomorrow.  It’s a two day tournament, let’s not forget that.” 

Sunday arrived with a clear blue sky dominating the day.  
The sun came up bright, and the temperature was sure to reach 
into the high seventies or low eighties.  The first tee time was 
set for nine o’clock, and my group would be the third off the first 
tee.   

I’ve had a lot of fun playing sports, and the thrill of playing 
well never gets old.  In an individual sport like golf there is no 
one to help, no one to pass the ball to, you’re on your own, and 
when you play well there is a certain sense of accomplishment 
that you don’t get in a team sport.  I liked them both, but I had to 
admit, there was something about standing on the tee box or 
over a putt when you made a good swing or stroked the ball into 
the cup, that was hard to duplicate. 

My drive on number one was almost perfect.  Maybe a bit 
too far left, but I didn’t want to chance duplicating yesterday’s 
disastrous beginning.  I was one hundred and twenty yards from 
the green with the pin way in the back.  I knew I could hit my 



pitching wedge,  and fly it all the way to the hole, but I didn’t 
want to chance going over because the putt back down to the 
cup, with the green sloping away didn’t look appealing at all.  I 
chose to take a nine iron, and play a low runner that I could 
coax up to the hole.  It came off perfect, and for a split second I 
thought I might hole the shot for an eagle two.  It stopped about 
six inches short of the cup for my tap in birdie.  Walking to the 
second tee the thought crossed my mind; a three was much 
better than an eight. Duh. 

I proceeded to birdie the par five second, and suddenly 
felt like this could be a pretty special round of golf. Especially, 
when I birded the par three third after a seven iron landed ten 
feet below the hole.  Now I was even par for the tournament, 
and in the same position I was before teeing it up yesterday.  
Even par sounded like a pretty good total to me, and after six 
straight pars to close out the first nine with a thirty-three I had 
hopes of doing that or better. 

At the turn coach Foss spoke to me, and said all our guys 
had started off well.  Then he said with a determined look on his 
face, “We’re in the hunt now Eric, just keep it in the short grass, 
my boy.” 

The short grass meant the fairway, and hitting approach 
shots to these slick greens almost required that as the rough 
wouldn’t let you spin the ball properly.  I managed to continue to 
place my tee shots in good position, and as I approached the 
final hole I stood at four under for the day and one under for the 
tournament. 

I probably shouldn’t have been thinking ahead, but 
concentrating on finishing strong, and as a result my tee shot on 
the very difficult finishing hole found the rough on the right side.  
I had a choice, lay in up with an iron, and hope to chip close for 
my par, or chance it by playing a fairway wood in an attempt to 
reach the green.  The smart play was the lay up. 

I figured I had just over two hundred yards to the front 
edge and my lie was surprisingly good. I chose to go for the 
green.  It wasn’t my best decision for sure but the result made it 
seem like I knew what I was doing.  I’d always said I’d rather be 
lucky than good, and that was certainly the case here.  I hit a 
high fade that landed about a foot outside the trap bordering the 



left side of the green, and it bounced directly toward the hole.  I 
rolled the six foot put into the center of the cup, and finished my 
round with a five under sixty-seven.   

As I walked off the green I heard one of my playing 
companions tell an adult that had to be his father, “Eric isn’t no 
fifth player.  And you know he’s actually a baseball player on 
borrow.”  That was true but at the moment I felt like Jack 
Nicklaus.   

John Lund made good on his promise and matched my 
five under round to finish the tournament at even par.  Doug had 
another sixty-nine and won the individual competition with his 
six under total.  Ted shot a second round seventy-five and Sean 
a seventy-four.  Our team total of plus two would be close; it 
would come down to the wire.  Kennedy had fallen out of 
contention by the back nine but Roosevelt was staying close.  
When John birdied both seventeen and eighteen to reach his 
five under total for the day we had clinched the trophy by two 
shots.  

My two under total left me tied with two others for third 
place in the individual scoring, four behind Doug’s leading 
score.  Ok, maybe I wasn’t Jack Nicklaus but I couldn’t have 
been happier.  I was part of a state championship team and I 
just knew it wouldn’t be the last. 

 
 
 



FOURTEEN 
 

 “MUD ON THE TIRES” 
 

BRAD PAISLEY 
 
I 

 
The excitement around the Lewis house was really cool.  

My brothers were dressed in typical country club golf attire 
complete with visor, and soft spike shoes.  Mom had baked a 
‘trophy’ cake with state champs spelled out with Comet blue 
jellybeans imbedded in the white frosting.  Most of the golf team 
had gathered to enjoy the celebration as well.  Coach Foss 
wasn’t getting very far from the trophy that sat on the coffee 
table in the living room, and I didn’t think his smile would ever 
fade away. 

I’m not sure why our place was chosen but I do know that 
other than the cake it was a pretty impromptu party.  Golf stories 
can go on forever, and each of the team members had fun 
telling about their exploits.   

“I hit a soft seven iron that never left the pin,” explained 
John when asked about his approach to the eighteenth green, 
that resulted in the ten foot birdie, that he drained to effectively 
seal the trophy. 

“You should have seen Eric’ face when the second drive 
went out of bounds on the first hole,” chimed in Cezar, telling 
about my less than impressive start.  “He had a lot of mud on 
the tires at that point.” 

The stories went on until nearly midnight before the fun 
finally petered out.  Coach Foss was the last to leave, and he 
thanked mom profusely for the cake, and the hosting of the 
group. 

“It was a great weekend, and I’m so happy that Eric was 
able to be a part of it.  Actually, without his efforts on the last 
thirty-five holes we would never have won.” 

Thinking about the beginning, and then the six under effort 
for the rest of the tournament really gave me pause.  There is 



just something about golf that sets it apart from team sports.  
Yes, our team won the title, but each of us has our own little 
tournament, within a tournament, against ourselves.  You just 
don’t get that in a team sport. 

Coach Mack stayed with his plan to give us Monday off, 
but on Tuesday afternoon it was back to baseball.  Our 
opponent in the Semi’s would be Xavier, who had upset the 
defending state champions, Bishop Heelan Crusaders in a 
blowout game, fifteen to four.  Sioux City East and Johnston, 
located in the West Des Moines metropolitan area, and a 
perennial state title contender, would meet in the other 
Semifinal game. 

Coach had brought up five junior varsity players to fill out 
our roster, which gave us some extra ‘arms’ in both the infield 
and the outfield.   It took a bit longer to go through our warm up 
routine, which was fine with me, and it gave the new JV kids a 
chance to work with us.  It didn’t take them long to feel like a 
part of it, especially because coach Mack made them all feel 
like they belonged.   

We worked long and hard on Tuesday and Wednesday, 
concentrating on staying fundamentally sound in all phases of 
the game.  We worked especially hard on situations, like 
defending the sacrifice bunt, and the double steal, which Xavier 
loved to pull off especially, with runners on first and third. 

Coach had made the decision to start me on the mound, 
but made it plain that Lavern would be the first reliever if I 
faltered.   

“I think you match up really well Vs their lineup,” he told 
me when explaining his decision. 

“And the bonus is after we win, we’ll have our number one 
guy ready, and rested for the final. 

We had a short Thursday practice, and left the field in 
great spirits.  We were ready for our game on Friday in the first 
of the double-header Semifinal games.  Game time was set to 
begin at three PM, with the Johnston Vs East game to follow.   

We got out of school after third period, dressed in our 
locker room in our visiting greys.  It was only an hour and a half 
to Des Moines, and coach wanted us there two hours before the 
game started.  We took an hour of batting practice first ,and 



then boarded the bus at exactly eleven thirty.  Luke, Allen, and 
me were the three who had experienced the semifinal challenge 
in football, basketball and now baseball, and we all sat in the 
front of the bus acting like this was old hat.  It wasn’t. 

 
II 

 
Both teams looked confidant, and ready during the 

pregame warm up sessions.  The field was awesome, and the 
stands were pretty full.  The stadium had a capacity of 11,500, 
and was home to the triple-A Iowa Cubs, a farm team for the 
Chicago Cubs.  It was a beautiful setting, and highlighted the 
state capitol building, which was visible over the center-field 
fence.  The covered seating extended past both the first and 
third base bags, with bleachers all the way to the outfield walls 
in left and right field.  It was symmetrical with the fence in right 
and left measuring three hundred thirty five feet, and center an 
even four hundred. 

Their ace took the mound in the top of the first, and looked 
every bit the part.  He had a rising fastball that was hard to 
catch up with, and a slider, that like all good ones broke late.  
He was about six-one, and had the build of an athlete.  When 
he wasn’t pitching he was their starting short stop.  He had 
already committed to UI for baseball, and it didn’t take long to 
see why they were enamored with his talent. 

Coach Mack had told us the only chink he could see in the 
kid’s armor was he had a temper to match his flaming red hair. 

“If we can get him rattled, I think  he’ll come unglued.” 
Our game plan was to take a strike before swinging 

hoping to make our at bats last longer, with the intent of 
frustrating him, and getting him out of rhythm. 

Luke led off and actually took two strikes before fouling off 
pitches, and working the count to a full three balls and two 
strikes.  After two more foul balls he drew a walk.  Red Baron, 
that was their pitchers apt nickname, barked at him as he 
jogged down the line towards first, “Don’t count on getting on 
again punk.  You stink.” 



Luke just smiled, and then he stole second on the first 
pitch.  Calling time and dusting off he yelled in a voice just loud 
enough for the Red Baron to hear, “How do I smell from here?” 

The big red-head walked Dave on four pitches.  At that 
point their coach called timeout as he hustled to the mound to 
try and settle down his star.  Coach Mack came down the third 
base line from the coaching box, and said to me, “Don’t take a 
pitch. If he groves the first one take it out.” 

As coach anticipated the first pitch was a fastball right 
down the middle.  Timing it perfectly I got the sweat spot out in 
front and drove a screamer over the first baseman’s head, and it 
rolled all the way into the corner.  Luke and Dave scored easily, 
and I coasted into third with a triple.  Our fans, located on the 
third base side of the park, erupted while their supporters sat in 
silence.  Ah, the sounds of silence. 

 
“Hello darkness my old friend, I’ve come to talk 

with you again…. and the vision that was planted in 
my brain still remains with in the sounds of silence.” 

 
 Thank you Simon and Garfunkel I thought to myself, as I 
hummed a few cords of one of my favorite songs. 
 Coach Mack went back to the ‘take a strike’ philosophy, 
and before the long inning had come to a merciful end we had 
scored seven runs, routed the Red Baron, and totally deflated 
the Saint’s followers. 
 We stayed for the second game after our twelve to one 
victory, and watched Johnston wipe out a quick three to nothing 
deficit, and go on to a six to five win.  So the final on Saturday 
would be the Crater Comets Vs the Purple and Gold Johnston 
Dragons.  Couldn’t wait.  

When I got home I looked up the Red Baron, I had heard 
of him of course, he was a WWI flying ace, and a general in the 
German Air Force.  His full name was Manfred von Richthofen.  
He was a national hero, and was commemorated in a famous 
official portrait wearing the “Blue Max” medal, the highest 
military order in Germany. He was credited with eighty kills 
before himself being shot down in April 1918. 



It turned out the Xavier ace was a poor imitation. Shot 
down could easily be the headline in the local newspaper on 
Saturday.  I could see the headline. 

 
“Comets shoot down the Red Baron.” 

 
 



FIFTEEN 
 

“BACKWARDS” 
 

RASCAL FLATS 
 
I 
 

 The good news was John was very well rested for his 
start in the state final.  The bad news was it had been two 
weeks since his last start.  Sometimes a long rest can work 
against as pitchers can lose their sharpness.  
 Coach Mack had thrown him in a ‘simulated’ game on 
Wednesday, before our semifinal win, in an attempt to keep 
him sharp.  He had been so consistently good that even with 
the extended time off, we all felt like he would be ok.  We 
expected nothing less than  his usual corner nibbling, keep 
them off balance, self.   
 Practice on Friday was short, and then we posed for the 
team picture.  With the addition of the JV guys we had twenty 
players.  Coach Mack, Coach Nick and our JV mentor, Coach 
Napp sat in the middle of the front row.  As usual “Picture 
Day” created an atmosphere of hijinks, as someone always 
was out of position, or goofing off, or had their eyes closed, or 
their hat on backwards.  Finally coach Mack got everyone’s 
attention when he said, “Next guy that prolongs this photo 
shoot will lead the rest of the squad in laps.” 
 Our opponent, Johnston High, located in the western 
suburbs of Des Moines was a perennial title contender.  They 
have won state championships in both the 3A and 4A 
divisions.  They hover around the student population number 
that divides those top two divisions in Iowa, and seem to 
switch from one to the other on a regular basis.  Two years 
ago they won the 3A title, and now they were in the 
championship game of 4A.  Rumor has it they will again drop 
back a division next year.  It doesn’t seem to affect their 
baseball team though, as their journey though the playoffs 
has been typical.  They play sound defense, are 



fundamentally solid, and always seem to have a pitcher or 
two of quality.  They also seem to excel at winning close 
games. They would prove to be as competitive as us, and I 
felt like we would need to be at our best to take home the 
championship trophy.  I for one was planning on playing on 
my second state title team in two weeks. 
 The title game was set to begin at one PM on Saturday.  
We would leave at ten thirty, and the hour plus drive gave me 
time to close my eyes and reflect back on my sports year. 
 I had played quarterback my entire football life, through 
Pop Warner and youth leagues, and I had my sights set on 
being the varsity QB as the season began.  I was in a close 
battle with John Fahey, who is our Ace, and would start 
today’s tilt.  It was anyone’s guess as to who would win the 
battle.  Then, in our second game one of our receivers got 
hurt and coach Vince asked me to play a series at wide 
receiver.  The rest is history.  Coach had told me I might win 
the QB battle in the long run, but that by playing receiver we 
would be a better football team.  That was an easy decision 
for me, and I did play QB for a series or so in nearly every 
game. 
 The controversial end zone completion, was he 
inbounds or out of bounds, that finished our season in the 
state semifinal would forever be etched in my memory bank, 
no matter how hard I tried to make it disappear. I momentarily 
came to reality as we slowed suddenly to miss a wild driver 
cutting in front of our team bus.  But it didn’t take me very 
long to lapse back into dreamland. 
 I flashed on our hoops year, and our unbeaten run to the 
state final.  I dreamed of Sean’s fabulous season, marred 
only by the tragic car accident.  His triumphant return two 
games later, and my ‘In the Zone’ night taking over the 
scoring load while he was on the sideline in street clothes.  
The run through the tournament, and finally watching the final 
agonizing seconds, as victory slipped through our grasp.  I 
saw clearly the tears and the despair of our team trying to 
come to grips with the reality of defeat.  All I could think about 
was not repeating either of those two nightmares. 



 The bus slowed for the traffic entering the outskirts of 
Des Moines, and I blinked as again I woke from my trance.  
Closing my eyes the next thing I saw was the ‘Fore Caddy’ 
waving the white flag to indicate my ball was out of bounds, 
and then the repeat as a second Titleist found the boundary 
stake, and stopped on the wrong side.   
 The negative thoughts and visions were wiped out as I 
saw putt after putt fall into the cup. I had played the final 
thirty-five holes in six under par.  Hoisting the championship 
trophy with the other team members, and quickly devouring 
the title cake at our impromptu team celebration in our living 
room. 
 I had enough memories, good and bad, to last a lifetime, 
and I was only a sophomore. As we rolled into the stadium 
parking lot I was suddenly refreshed, and alert as to our task.  
We would be playing in another title contest, and our 
opponent was more than worthy.  But win and enjoy the thrill 
of victory or lose, and fall into the agony of defeat, we were 
here and we had earned the right to live through the final 
scene. Before that curtain came down, I hoped to be 
celebrating with my good friends. 
 
 
 

II 
 
 Like Thursday the stadium was nearly full, I would 
estimate around ten thousand people had come to watch the 
title game.  This time we were the home team, and would bat 
in the bottom of the inning.  John had looked sharp during his 
extended warm up session, and said he felt good.  Lavern 
wasn’t feeling very good, and looked like he might be coming 
down with a fever.  Coach asked him if he could go, if 
needed, and his answer didn’t fill me with confidence, “I’ll try 
coach, but with this headache I don’t know how good I’ll be or 
how long I could go.” 
     He had a history of migraines, and that was of course a 
concern.  But John had been throwing well all year, and I just 
didn’t see him faltering at this point in our season.  I hadn’t 



pitched for two weeks so my arm was rested, and I felt if the 
situation called for it I could certainly step in and compete.  
Hopefully I wouldn’t need to, but I was ready to help. 
 On queue John put the Dragons down in order in the top 
of the first inning.  Their starting pitcher was a lefty, and know 
for his various ‘Off Speed’ deliveries.  He was a left-handed 
version of John as his forte was to keep batters off balance.  
If the situation called for an outside pitch he would cross up 
tradition, and nick the inside corner with a curve, or a change 
up, or a screwball.  We went down in the same one two three 
order as the purple and gold Dragons did in their half.  He got 
Luke to groundout, Mike to pop up, and I got under a 
seemingly drivable curve ball, and flew out harmlessly to left. 
 No one threatened for the next two innings but we did in 
the bottom of the fourth.  I lead off with a line drive to left 
center.  I thought about going for two but nearly half way 
there,  I decided it wasn’t worth the gamble, and that proved 
true as the throw in from the outfield was spot on the second 
base bag. 
 Jon then lined a shot to right, but because it was hit so 
hard I had no chance to reach third.  We had runners on first 
and second, no outs.  Their coach called time, and trotted out 
to the mound for a quick discussion.  I’m sure it was more to 
settle him down than to make any adjustments.  He got a bit 
lucky as Josh’s line drive was snared by their first baseman, 
and he tagged Jon out as he got caught leaning for second.  
Before he could reverse course he was tagged out for an 
unassisted double play.  Then Allen hit a hard shot that their 
third baseman fielded cleanly, and threw a strike to first, 
ending our threat. 
 It was still zero to zero as we entered the top of the 
seventh.  John had a nice three-hitter going, and they hadn’t 
even had a runner on second base.  That ended in a hurry as 
their lead off batter doubled to right center.  The next batter 
waved at a slider that slid just to the outside corner for strike 
three.  Coach made the decision to walk their clean up hitter 
setting up a possible double play situation.   
 Then we got lucky, and unlucky on one pitch. The next 
batter lined a shot off John’s leg that caromed directly to Jon 



at third. He stepped on the bag for an unlikely force out.  
John however was in pain lying on the mound.  The ball had 
hit him directly on the shin of his right leg, and it was quickly 
obvious this wasn’t going to be good.  He got up with 
assistance, and eventually tried to throw but landing on that 
leg wasn’t possible without sustaining further injury.  Coach 
made the difficult decision to replace our Ace. 
 Coach Nick was talking with Lavern, and it didn’t appear 
that it was going well.  When coach Mack looked over at him 
his shake of the head was all it took.  Coach pointed to center 
field, and I jogged into the infield knowing I would need to 
finish the job John had started. 
 Because it was an injury situation, I was allowed more 
than the usual amount of warm up pitches.  But I didn’t need 
too many, and after six or seven I told the umpire I was ready.  
With runners on first and second and two outs, I needed to 
bear down and retire their next batter.  He took a ball and 
then a strike, and I got him on an inside fastball that he 
tapped back to me which I underhanded to Allen on first. We 
were out of the inning, and heading into the bottom of the 
seventh, still tied at zero. 
 Gage had replaced me in center, and the nine hole was 
up first in our half of the inning, so he would lead off.  He hit a 
‘Swinging Bunt’ down the third base line, and raced towards 
first.  Their third baseman made a brilliant play on the ball 
and came up firing.  But, Gage could run and he just did beat 
the throw as he made a last second lunge towards the bag.  
The bad news was he tumbled as he crossed the base, and 
landed awkwardly in a heap at the feet of his dad in the first 
base coaching box. 
 I could tell right away that he had hurt his ankle or leg or 
something, and our trainer, Pete Rock, quickly confirmed that 
notion, as he called for assistance in carrying Gage off the 
diamond.  Coach Nick and Coach Mack had a quick 
discussion, and finally chose Dave as the pinch runner.  Our 
knuckle ball reliever had good speed, and good baseball 
sense so I wasn’t worried about him being stage struck. 
 Luke laid down a perfect sacrifice bunt, and Dave made 
second easily.  The winning and state championship run  was 



just a hit away from happening.  Dave Sandy moved him to 
third with a sharp ground out to the first baseman, and I came 
to the plate with the winning run ninety feet away. 
 The first pitch was a ball, and on the second their 
pitcher, using the stretch to hold Dave close to the bag, faked 
the pitch and tried to pick him off third.  The third baseman 
had snuck in behind Dave, and with a good throw he would 
have been out.  But it wasn’t and the attempt was foiled as 
the throw pulled their guy off the base.  Dave got back in the 
nick of time. 
 The next pitch was another slow curve but by this time I 
had seen enough of these, and was ready to pounce.  Timing 
my swing correctly I made good contact, and lined a hot shot 
right back up the middle.  I raced down the line as the ball 
bounded off the pitchers leg towards their charging second 
baseman.  There was no way he would catch me at first, and 
his only play was to try and get Dave at home.  He made a 
great play on the ball which he fielded with his bare hand, 
and snapped a quick throw home. As I crossed first I turned 
in time to see the collision at home.  There was a cloud of 
dust that momentarily made the umpire as invisible as the 
ball; Dave and the catcher arrived at the same moment.   
 I couldn’t tell the umpire’s decision but when Dave 
began jumping up and down, taking off his batting helmet, 
and tossing it into the air I knew he had beaten the 
desperation throw. We had won the state championship. 
 
 



“EPILOGUE”  
 

“ON A GOOD DAY” 
 

BLAKE SHELTON 
 

            
 I’m not sure if Dave will ever come down off his baseball 
high.  He was still beaming an hour after the game, as was 
his right.  I’m sure he was telling his story, in great detail, of 
scoring the winning run in the state championship game long 
into the night, wherever he had landed.  Baseball is one of 
those sports you can have ups and downs in the same game.  
On a bad day it isn’t much fun, but on a good day it doesn’t 
get any better. 
 My dream of playing on two state championship teams 
in two weeks came true, and although it didn’t completely 
block out the memory of our fall and winter disappointment, it 
came close.   
 Our victory celebration took place back at school.  As 
we drove into the parking lot we could see the mass of 
people there to recognize their champions.  John, crutches 
and all, was first off the bus, and fittingly received  a loud 
almost obnoxious cheer, which didn’t abate much until the 
last player got off. 
 Someone had built a makeshift stage out of something 
drug out of the shop area, and the team assembled, careful 
to not step in the wrong spot and cause the entire thing to 
come crashing down. 
 Coach Mack hoisted the trophy and introduced the 
team, and then Dave got the honor of parading around the lot 
showing it off as fans reached out to touch the golden statue 
that could have easily been the “Holy Grail”.  After the year 
we’ve had, to all of us, it was!  
  



 
AUTHORS NOTE 

 
ESPN began in 1979 and the early Sports Center focused 

on individual sports.   By 1988 it had changed to a ‘Newspaper 
Style’ format with emphasis on the important stories of the day, 
regardless of the sport.   

Chris Berman became the anchor and a fixture on the 
program until the early 1990’s when he focused on the network’s 
NFL coverage and Baseball Tonight. 

I’ve taken the authors privilege of creating the current Sports 
Center about six years early.  Don’t chastise me please as I’m sure 
today’s teenagers think Sports Center must have been created in 
the 1950’s when TV first burst on the scene here in the USA. 

 
AUTHORS NOTE 

 
Up to the time in the book that Eric threw his perfect game 

no-hitter there had been only eight in major league history.  There 
were multiple no-hit non perfect games (someone walked or got on 
by error) and the leader at the time the story takes place was 
Sandy Kofax and Nolan Ryan with four.  Later Nolan piled up the 
most career no-hitters with seven although none of his were 
‘Perfect’. 

 
AUTHORS NOTE 

 
In actual fact Principal Park in Des Moines, where the 

state semi and final were played, wasn’t built until 1992.  
However, it made good sense, for our story, to move that date 
up ten years.  Author’s prerogative.  

 
 
 



 

CAST,  ‘HIT AND RUN’ 
 

 There are so many of my ex-players, coaching friends and 
teaching colleagues that I want to pay tribute to I can’t list them 
all.  But, many of them are present in my stories.  I know I’ve 
forgotten some but fortunately I’ve got five more books to find a 
‘role’ for everyone. 
 

MAIN CHARACTER, ERIC LEWIS:  
        I was a three sport athlete in high school and as a 
freshman at the University of Oregon. I was a QB in both 
high school and college so having a three sport athlete and 
a QB as the main character made good sense.  I’ve had 
the great fortune to coach many great kids, but probably 
because of my background I’ve established a close 
coach/QB relationship with every one.  Most, like me, were 
multi-sport athletes and of course so is Eric. From Bob 
Sotta, my first QB, to Eric Dungey, my last, they are all 
part of my lead character.  Bits and pieces of each one 
show up in his personality, his humbleness, his 
intelligence, his talent and his character. Thanks boys, you 
made writing about Eric Lewis a joy. 
 
 
CRATER PLAYERS: 

LUKE ATWOOD, LUKE ALWOOD: Mc Nary High & Vienna 
JOHN ANKERSMITH, JON ANCHORAGE: Lake Oswego High 
DAVE DURHAM, DAVE DURBIN: Lake Oswego High 
JOHN LEAHY, JOHN FAHEY: Lakeridge High 
SHAWN KINTNER, SEAN KITTER: Mc Nary High 
JAY KROETER, JAY KROWDER: Lake Oswego High 
LAVERN LAWHEAD, LAVERN LAW: Lake Oswego High 
MARK MC DANIEL, MARK MACK: Lakeridge High 
GAGE NICHOLAS, GAGE NICHOLS: Mc Nary High 
ADAM OLSEN, ALLEN OLSEN: Mc Nary High 
DAVE SANDVIG, DAVE SANDY: Lake Oswego High 



MIKE SMITH, MIKE SMITHY: Tigard High 
DAN WITHERS, DAN WINTERS: Lakeridge High 
 

OPPOSING PLAYERS: 
    JUNE JANES;  JUNE JONES, Grant HS & Portland State U. 
 
CRATER GOLFERS: 

JOHN HEADLUND, JOHN LUND: Lake Oswego High 
SHAWN KINTNER, SEAN KITTER: Mc Nary High 
ED PEARSON, TED PEARSON: Lake Oswego High 
DOUG RAGAN, DOUG FAGAN: Lake Oswego High 
STEVE SHANK, SCOTT SHANK: Lake Oswego High 

 
CRATER COACHES: 
    JOHN FOSSATTI, COACH FOSS: LO & Lakeridge High 
    KEITH HURDSTROM, COACH KENNY HURD: LO  
 & Lakeridge    High 

ROYCE MC DANIEL, COACH MACK: Lakeridge High 
    CHARLIE NIPP, COACH NAPP: LO & Lakeridge High 
    CRAIG NICHOLAS, COACH NICHOLS: Mc Nary & Lakeridge 
 
CRATER FACULTY AND ADMINISTRATORS: 
 HERB DIRR, MR. DIBBS: Lakeridge High 

DON KIELING, DON KLING: Lake Oswego/Lakeridge High 
    MR. MATSON, MR. MADSON: Lake Oswego High 
     MARIE MULLINS, MARIE MULLIN: Lake Oswego High 
    SCHOLASTICA MURTY, MISS MURTY: Lake Oswego High 
 
OTHERS: 
 SCOTT ANDERSON, SCOTT HENDERSON, Lakeridge High 
 STEVE HOLM. OFFICER HOME: LO & Lakeridge High 
 MARK PIETROCK, PETE ROCK: L & C College 
 JIM PUTNAM, DR. JIM PUTNEY: LO and Lakeridge High 
 BOB SOTTA, DR. BOB SODA: Lake Oswego High 
 
YETI’S 
 DOUG COLLINS, DOUG ROLLINS: LOHS 
 DON CRUICKSHANK, DON CRICK: LOHS 



 JOE DAHL, JOE DALE: LOHS  
 BILL FAHEY, BILL FAY: LOHS 
 
FRIENDS: 

 MARIAN BLEW, MARION GREEN: LOHS 
 VALRIE DAVIDSON, VAL DAVID: Lake Oswego High 
 MARSHA GAGNON, MARSHA GOODING: LOHS 
 BILL HEDLUND, BILL HEADLUND, LOHS 
 KAREN KISKEY, KAREN LISKEY: Lake Oswego High 

BOOMER REIF, BOOMER REED, Lakeridge High 
CEZAR SIMION, CEZAR SIMION: Romania 

 HENRY VINCENT, HENRY VINCE, Lakeridge High 
 JACKIE WEST, JACKIE NORTH: Lake Oswego High  
 JANET WILSON, JANET NELSON: Lake Oswego High 
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                                              ONE 
 

                                  “FEELS SO RIGHT” 
 

                                           ALABAMA 
 

                                                   I 
 

 Summer was coming to a close and it has been a busy one.  I 
played on the country club junior golf team which was a blast as 
usual.  The legion baseball team took up most of the time but I 
needed time off there now and then to play on a hoops ‘travel team’ 
and I did attend the football camp at UI, which opened my eyes.   
It’s becoming harder and harder to be a three, make that four, sport 
athlete, but I wouldn’t have it any other way, it just feels so right. 
 My sophomore year had been an amazing one with a lot of 
fond memories and two notable forgettable ones.  We had lost in 
the semi-final football game on the last play of the game and our 
hoops team lost an even bigger heart breaker in the state final by a 
point.  The baseball team, however, swept through the league and 
the state tournament to win our third state title in coach Mack’s 



tenure.  That made the sting of the two heartbreaking losses a bit 
easier to handle.  Personally I had made first team All-State in 
football at wide receiver and second team All-State in hoops.   And 
honorable mention in baseball was nice and even better was 
playing as the fifth member of the golf team, during a pause in 
baseball, and helping them finally win a state title.  Pretty good year 
for sure and it might be hard to duplicate.  The jury is out. 
 Many of my friends and teammates worked on summer jobs 
but mom and dad had told me a year ago that my athletic career 
was my summer job.  They weren’t in the dark and knew that a 
scholarship was certainly a strong possibility for their oldest son.  
Barring some kind of major injury I probably wouldn’t be needing 
summer earnings to help pay for college.  I was very grateful.   
 My two brothers, Paul now twelve and Danny now nine were 
still my best fans.  Paul was now nearly as active in sports and I 
was and Danny played everything with the same kind of 
enthusiasm that I possessed.  I thought he would have a good 
chance to follow in my footsteps as a three sport athlete.  On the 
other hand Paul had fallen in love with golf and made that his 
priority.  During the summer I don’t think he missed a day at the 
club and won every junior age group tournament he entered.  He 
would probably still play football and basketball but certainly in the 
spring it would be full go on the golf course. 
 I had turned seventeen and actually needed to shave once a 
week.  My dirty blond hair had found my chin but it was so soft I 
think a cat could have licked it off easily.  I had grown to a shade 
under six five and was closing in on one hundred and eighty 
pounds.  My hormones were on fast forward and my teenage sex 
life was completely normal and routine I think. No girl friend on my 
agenda, no time and no desire, I was too busy being an athlete. 
 Mom and dad were still doing their thing as good parents.  
Dad loved his job and mom loved being a short order cook and a 
chauffeur for Paul and Danny. And my best friend and our family 
guest Cezar was still boarding in our guest room above the garage, 
while his parents were doing well after moving to Chicago.  He was 
my chauffeur and companion and we shared everything. 
 Summer for me is a combination of sports and socializing.  
Our group of ‘Yeti’s’ kept things loose and we had a great time 
water skiing, boating and enjoying our summertime freedom.  



Anytime I got too cocky Doug Rollins or Bill Fay or Joe Dale would 
hit me with a zinger.  Doug was best at that as he had a quick wit 
and a sharp tongue. 
 “Hey superstar just slow down, you’re not in the NFL yet 
buddy.” 
 We all showed up now and then on Saturday nights at Val 
David’s house and more than a few times at Don Crick’s or Karen 
Liskey’s place on the lake.  Some would say we were spoiled rich 
kids but I didn’t see it that way.  Having a hard working machinist 
for a father kept me motivated.  I loved my dad and admired his 
work ethic but I wanted no part of that career.  I had my sights set a 
bit higher. 
 One of the summer highlights was a visit by mom’s brother, 
my uncle Bill Towers, and his family.  He had been a very good 
small college athlete back in up state New York.  Like me he was a 
three sport athlete and that made it easy for us to talk shop.   
 His two sons had come along, both were still in junior high. He 
got his family started a bit later than his sister.  But we all got along 
great especially the two Towers boys with Paul and Danny.  
Between the four of them there was enough energy used to keep 
the broiler in the basement running for weeks. 
 I had a chance to speak with Bill a lot about how to choose a 
college and he had some very good insight.  He had played football 
at Canisius College and was a small college All-American.   
 He said, “Just keep your options open and things can change 
very fast in the recruiting game.” 
 I shared with him that I wasn’t ready to worry about college as 
I had two years of high school left and I wanted them to be worry 
free.  As if that was possible. 
 We had more than one discussion and at the end he told me, 
“If you ever need any advice, just call.” 
  

II 
 
 It was early August and closing in on our first practice date in 
mid month.  I knew we were going to have a good team again and 
thought we might even be really, really good.  We needed to 
replace some good players, that’s normal but good program’s just 
reload. I didn’t see any weak spots that were obvious.   



 “Have you heard about the transfer,”  asked Luke when I 
arrived at the field for another summer casual workout. 
 “Nope, tell me.” 
 “He’s a Hawaiian or something like that and plays running 
back and linebacker.” 
 “Cool, will he be here tonight?” 
 “He says he’s going to try.” 
 We held informal workouts twice a week.  Most of the ‘skill’ 
guys were there and we did a lot of throwing and catching. At 
quarterback Dan Winters, last year’s JV guy, had moved to safety 
but Tommy Keck, up from the frosh team showed everyone he 
would be a capable backup. 
 Coach Vince pretty much took a ‘hands off’ policy during the 
summer, preferring to let the older players run the show.  I’ve heard 
him say more than once, “Too many coaches want to make high 
school football a year around sport and they want summer 
workouts to begin the day baseball is over. They’ve lost the 
concept of the “Law of Diminishing Returns”.  There comes a point 
when if you keep working your result declines. The extra work 
becomes counter productive. I learned that lesson a long time ago 
and I’ll never forget it.  The body, even the young ones, need time 
off and rest.” 
 It’s coach Vince’s belief that athletes need down time and 
summer should be no more than a refresher.  Plus we’ve got so 
many multi sport athletes it would put a lot of pressure on them to 
choose which sport to dominate the summer.  Baseball is still king 
in the summer and basketball has gotten bigger each year during 
June and July.  Personally I believe August is early enough to bring 
out the footballs. 
 I felt like my throwing was becoming more consistent and I 
was getting a good feel for the ‘touch’ pass when I needed to find a 
spot in the zone.  Summer practice didn’t offer a chance to work on 
my ‘scramble’ ability but I know that once I was chased out of the 
pocket I would be able to invent on the move.  It’s part of the game 
I love even though I’ve heard the experts go on and on about 
staying in the pocket.   
 I never understood the criticism of an athletic quarterback 
making things happen out side the pocket being wrong.  I hope 



coach Vince shares my feelings because I really love getting out in 
space and creating. 
 We had been on the field for about an hour when I noticed a 
big, good looking kid standing on the sideline watching.  About the 
same time Luke said, “There’s the transfer,” as he jogged over to 
say hello. 
 We needed a short break about then so I walked over and 
introduced myself. 
 “Hey, welcome to Crater football, I’m Eric Lewis.” 
 “Nice to meet you Eric, I’ve heard a lot about you.  I’m J. D. 
Graves.” 
 We chatted for a bit and I learned he was from Oregon.  His 
father had taken an administrative position at the big manufacturing 
plant just outside town and they had just arrived.  He had four 
younger brothers, all in grade school, and he planned on running 
track as well and possibly wrestling. 
 “You look about six two and maybe two hundred,” I asked? 
 “You’re pretty close.  I weight two ten and last time I was 
measured I was exactly six feet two.” 
 “Luke tells me you play linebacker and running back.” 
 “Yep, but I like linebacker more.  I was a fullback last year in 
Oregon.” 
 “We haven’t done much two back stuff, but coach Vince 
always says he’ll put the best eleven players on the field.” 
 “I just want to contribute, heck I was an offensive lineman for 
most of my ‘Pop Warner’ days.” 
 I liked his attitude and I can tell he’ll fit in quickly. 
 We finished the workout about thirty minutes later and J.D. 
didn’t participate.  But he asked when the next workout would be 
and said, “I’ll join next time for sure.” 
 On the way home I said to Luke, “J. D. sure looks the part.  I 
hope he plays like he looks.” 
 Luke countered with, “We need a replacement for Marshall 
Romer, hopefully J.D. will be the guy.” 
 With a few transfers and a bunch of solid young guys coming 
up from the frosh and the JV teams I think we’ll have a lot more 
depth than we did a year ago.  It’s been another fun summer but 
fall was closing in and football was in the air.  It couldn’t get here 
fast enough for me. 
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       After a long and distinguished coaching career coach 
Smythe turned to writing. You can find all of his books on his 
web site www.smythe-books.com. He is semi-retired and lives in 
Vienna, Austria. 

http://www.smythe-books.com/


 
 

BACK COVER 
 
 The heartbreak of the state final loss in basketball would linger 
far too long but the life lessons learned in sport would far out weigh 
the heartbreak.  At least that’s what my parents keep telling me.  
But for once I’d like to be on the other side of that learning curve.   
 I have played on two excellent teams in my sophomore year 
and am looking forward to enjoying another season of success.  
Baseball is my third best sport but our baseball program under 
Coach Mack has been dominant in the CVL for years.  We have 
our two dominant pitchers returning and a host of veterans so the 
season has great promise. 
 I play center field and would probably be our third starting 
pitcher. I was a switch hitter and right handed had some power 
which hadn’t shown itself yet from the left side.   
 Baseball had a different feel than both football and basketball.  
It was somehow more relaxing and seemed at times to be almost a 
slow motion game.  But when the pitcher throws the ball the 
tension can ramp up in a hurry.   
 We are defending league champs and will have a bulls eye on 
our back as we head into the season.  But this teams has it all, 
power at the plate, excellent starting pitching and the best coach in 
Iowa.  I like the combination. 



 


