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About


			This is a work of fiction and any similarity with person’s living or dead are purely coincidental and exists only in the reader’s imagination.


		




		

			
Chapter One


			It was a towering pop up that appeared to disappear into the colossal clouds that hovered over Roosevelt Stadium on that wickedly hot dog day August afternoon. Art watched it from the dugout and also noticed the backstop from the opposing team chasing after it at a furious pace! Art made his way closer to the dugout steps and peeked through the mesh wire gate. The catcher continued to sprint after the ball.


			There is no way that the ball could stay in play, thought Art. It would soon be a sounveneir for a fan. The crowd was yelling foul, foul for the tying run for the Jersey City Cougars was standing on third base, only ninety feet away! There were also two outs.


			Within seconds, the catcher’s feet were on the concrete steps of the dugout. The catcher then lunged forward extending both his arms in an effort to catch the ball. However, as he did this, he lost his balance and began to fall.


			Art then instinctively grabbed both of the catcher’s legs, braced them and by doing this gave him support which prevented him from falling. As a result of Art’s action, the catcher was able to regain his balance and catch the ball. The umpire’s right hand went up and he yelled out! The game was over!


			The young catcher who looked like he was fifteen years old, than looked at Art and said, “Thank you sir.”


			“You just killed our rally, good going,” screamed Manager Miller. The rest of the team just gave Art a cold stare and made their way into the clubhouse.


			****************


			To make matters worse, Art’s Nineteen Fifty-Eight Rambler Classic station wagon wouldn’t start as he attempted to drive from the parking lot, at the conclusion of the game. Art was going to go back into the clubhouse to see if anyone would lend him assistance. However, he thought different and decided to just walk. He was going to wait until next pay day to buy a new battery. His dough was low now. He had seen that Delco batteries were on sale at Great Eastern Mills for only nine bucks. However, his car didn’t want to wait for pay day.


			He decided to walk up Danforth Avenue to Gimbert’s Old Time Café and have a beer. In his present state of mind, he just wanted to drown his sorrows!


			****************


			“You did the right thing, otherwise the kid could have gotten hurt,” stated the bar tender. His nick name was Bubba and he was a retired Jersey City Fireman. He worked part time as a bartender at Gimberts. 


			Art put a buck on the bar and Bubba drew him a Schaefer draught. He then went to wait on another customer and left Art’s dollar intact.


			Art practically inhaled the beer and placed the empty glass back on the bar. Within seconds, Buba had refilled his glass and still hadn’t touched his capital.


			Art lit up a Winston and took a few slow puffs. The television was off and the place was practically empty with the exception of another customer. Art was glad of this. However, he knew that when Five O’clock rolled around and the factories would finish, it would be a different story.


			****************


			The only other patron in the bar was Dom Gusto who was a real character. He was in his middle- fifties, and had the dubious distinction of being a condom salesman. His nick name was Mister Scumbag and he possessed a great sense of humor. He always had a big smile on his face. He had given Art a big hello and had brought him a beer. He couldn’t really give a rat’s ass about anything and didn’t take life serious. He was on his third divorce and was always trying to get laid.


			Dom also liked to smoke the cheap five cent Philly cigars. He would dress in loud sport jackets and pants that didn’t match. He always wore black wing tip shoes that were always neatly polished. He was bald but had just brought a ludicrous wig. It also made it very ostensible that he was wearing a wig. However, he didn’t give a hoot!


			The phone suddenly rang and Bubba went to answer it. It was a female looking for Dom. When Buba apprised him of this, he sprinted to the phone booth.


			A few seconds later, Dom egressed from the booth and informed Buba and Art that he had to see one of his ladies and have a quickie before her husband came home. “Is she a local girl,” asked Buba? “Yeah she lives over in Bayonne,” replied Dom.


			Dom quickly finished his beer and while he was walking out, he yelled to Art and Buba that she was the wife of his boss. “This is my way of getting back at this prick,” he stated and laughed as he exited the bar.


			Both Art and Buba laughed as he left. “What a character,” said Art. Art put the ball game on the back burner and tried to forget it, as he continued to drink his beer.


			****************


			Schaefer is the one beer to have when you’re having more than one. Art began to sing this beer jingle to himself. The beers were going down nicely. The tavern was now beginning to fill up with patrons. Some of the workers from Colgate Palmolive and Ryerson Steel began to make their way into the bar. A couple Of Jersey City Firemen also made their appearance in the bar. Art recognized one of them. His name was Bob Cassidy who was a happy go lucky guy who was active in charity work. Bob also was the father of seven kids. Bob was a go getter who was a workaholic and was always full of energy. Bob was the type of guy who would paint, deliver liquor and basically do any type of odd job to get by. He was also very altruistic. As soon as he saw Art, he came running over and shook Art’s hand. He then apprised Buba that he wanted to buy Art a beer.


			Bob never forgot that Art had given him fifty tickets last season so that he could bring a bunch of orphans form Boystown in Kearny, to watch a baseball game.


			Bob was in the company of two other Jersey City Firemen and he introduced them to Art. They were both young bucks in their twenties who had just gone golfing with Bob.


			Bob was also in the company of Brother Jude from Sacred Heart. Brother Jude was a Dominican Brother who was active in the parish with the youth and altar boys. He possessed a witty sense of humor and loved to drink beer as indicated by his colossal waist line.


			Bob didn’t make any mention of the game and this put Art at ease. Bob was the kind of guy who wouldn’t be critical and who had class!


			****************


			Art ended up staying at Gimbert’s longer than he should have. He vaguelly remembered leaving the bar and being driven home by Bob. His memory seemed like a blur!


			Art’s AM radio alarm went off at Eight AM, right in the middle of the song, “The Ballad of The Green Berets, which was sung by Captain Barry Sadler. Art slowly made his way to the bathroom, humming some of the lyrics. “Fighting soldiers from the sky, fearless men who jump and die, courage leads from the Green Berets,” sang Art. When Art finished singing, he loaded the coffee pot with A&P Eight O’Clock coffee. It then dawned on him that he was out of milk.


			Art figured that he would borrow a cup of milk from Jack who lived across the hall from Art in their Jackson Avenue apartment building. Jack was a friend of Art’s. Jack was a school teacher at Snyder High School. Oh shit, thought Art, its after eight o’clock and Jack had gone to school. Art then opened the door and peeked down the hall. He observed a couple of milk bottles outside of Jim’s apartment. 


			Art and Jim had had a falling out a few years back. They had been good friends and use to go to Monmouth Park racetrack together. Art had gone with him one Saturday and had blown his money early. Jim on the other hand was winning big. Art then wanted to play a few horses in the next race for he had been following one of the horses whose name was Crocodile and felt that it would be in the winner’s circle today. He also had figured out some exotics. He then asked Jim if he could loan him One hundred and he would pay him back after the race. Art was shocked when Jim refused. The irony was that Crocodile won the race and paid fifteen to one and Art’s exotics all came in. Art would have won big. After that incident, Art no longer considered Jim a friend and didn’t speak to him. 


			Art quietly and quickly made his way down to Jim’s apartment and pilfered a quart of milk. He then made his way back to his apartment.


			Art’s head was pounding and he started to recall some of the memories of the previous night. Oh shit, I did some shots of Jack Daniel’s whisky and drank a hell of a lot of beer, he thought to himself! One of his players, Mark Hammer had come into the bar and had brought him and Bob shots. Art rarely drank shots and was now paying for it.


			Mark had also apprised Art that he was proud of what he did, in preventing the opposing player from falling and thus preventing serious injury. Art thanked Mark. Mark had actually represented the tying run for he was on third when this incident occurred. Mark also told Art that it was a privelege to play for him.


			Art liked Mark. Mark stood over six feet, probably about six foot one and had huge biceps and was a stand up kid. Art now recalled how Mark had looked over at a couple of punks who were sitting at the end of the bar the previous night and who had made a negative comment about the game. Mark then asked them aloud if they had a problem. One of them, the bigger one, had said no and they both quickly turned their heads.


			Art felt that Mark was a real stand up kid who had it rough from the beginning for he came from a broken home and never knew who his father was for the old man had left years ago when Mark was about three years old. Art also knew Mark’s mother Julia who was a drinker and a barfly who wouldn’t be shy about picking up a dude from the bar.


			Mark was the oldest of six children. He had four younger brothers and one sister. As a juvenile, he had been arrested and charged with aggravated assault on an eighteen year old punk who had badgered and bullied one of his younger brothers, Tommy who had a speech impediment. When Mark was sixteen, he was also arrested for possession of marijuana with intent to distribute. He had volume on him in the amount of five pounds. He ended up being sentenced to eighteen months in Jamesburg Juvenile Correctional Facility.


			The team’s owner, Jessie Stein who was a penny pincher, really didn’t want to sign Mark. However, the owner changed his mind when he realized that he could sign Mark to a contract which would only pay him thirty five hundred bucks for the season.


			Mark wasn’t that bad of a player. He had power and a good arm. He also led the Jersey City Cougars players in home runs and was fourth in the league with thirty one dingers. Unfortunately, he would never make it to the majors for he couldn’t hit a curve!


			****************


			The smell and aroma of the A&P Eight O’Clock, coffee perking, mitigated Art’s headache. His first cup was very soothing and took his mind off the events of the previous day. He now poured himself a second cup. He took two Anacins and washed them down with coffee.


			Art walked out of his Jackson Avenue apartment and stopped at Morris’s candy store and picked up a couple of newspapers. He picked up the New York Mirror, the Hudson Dispatch and the Jersey Journal. He was about ready to sit down at the counter which was empty to have another cup of coffee. However, he stopped and decided not to after looking at the front page of the Jersey Journal. He was shocked when he saw the headline which read, “Cougar Coach Makes Third Out.” He quickly put fifteen cents down for the three papers and exited the store.


			He then caught the Mallory Avenue bus at Wegman and Jackson Avenue and got off at Audubon and Westside. He decided to get a little exercise and began to walk toward Danforth Avenue. As he walked, he also began to do some thinking about his present situation and future. His thinking was interrupted by the honking of a car horn. It was Clem from Gimbert’s. Clem worked for a local funeral home, Schlemm’s. He was driving a black Chevy station wagon, commonly called the body pick up vehicle. He yelled for Art to get in. Art hesitated at first for he didn’t want to hear what Clem had to say about the headlines in the Jersey. However, it then dawned on Art that Clem was a cheap skate who wouldn’t spend a nickel on the paper. He usually read a discarded copy that was lying around Gimbert’s despite the fact that it was a few days old. Art also chuckled to himself as he made his way into the car. This car is approriate for the way I feel, he further thought.


			Clem apprised Art that he was on his way to Bayonne Hospital to pick up a customer. Clem smiled as he said this. He also informed Art that he would be able to have a free breakfast at the Hospital too. “The nurse’s put out a little buffet on the first floor and there are always plenty of leftovers,” he stated. I can even throw a few buns in a doggy bag and have free coffee, he added. Clem babbled on, while Art was hoping that the ride would be over quickly.


			****************


			As Clem was about ready to drop Art off at Danforth and Route 440, he noticed Art’s newsapapers. He then asked Art if he could see the headlines of the Jersey. Art changed the subject and asked Clem the name of his customer who he would be picking up? “I’m not sure, I’ll have to take a look at the paper work,” replied Clem. It was then that the light had turned green and the car behind them blew its horn. Save by the horn thought Art, as he quickly said adieu to Clem and then made his way out of the hearse.


		




		

			
Chapter Two 


			When Art arrived at the stadium, some of the players who were sitting in the locker room began to banter him. “Hey can we have your autograph, mister front page news,” asked Barney Boyle? Barney was an overweight catcher who couldn’t hit his own weight of two thirty. “Learn how to put the bat on the ball first,” replied Art. Both he and Barney broke into a big smile. The rest of the team immediately broke into laughter.


			Art then made his way into the coach’s office where Manager Miller was seated. He was smoking a big Phillie’s cigar and reading the Jersey Journal. Upon seeing Art, he spoke. “Mister front page news,” said manager Miller. Art once again broke into a big smile and laughed. “I have some news for you Art,” said Miller. “Good or bad,” asked Art? “Depends how you look at it,” replied Miller.


			Manager Miller then apprised Art that the owner of the Jersey City Cougars was considering selling the team to a corporation that made caskets. He also informed Art that the company was going to relocate the team to Parsippanny, New Jersey. Once this move was consumated, the corporation would hire all new staff and shell out some big bucks for some decent talent and try to be a contender. Albeit, the Cougars had a great fan following and a great attendance record, they were in last place and some twenty games out of first place.


			“Wow a coffin corporation is signing our death certificate,” stated Art. “It is rather ironic,” replied manager Miller.


			“I guess I’ll see you on the unemployment line,” said Art. “Not so fast,” said Miller. Before Art could say anything further, the manager told him that the Paterson Pirates had contacted the Cougars about his contract and had asked management about talking to Art. “I guess they liked my dugout play,” replied Art. He and manager Miller then broke into laughter.


			“Paterson, New Jersey,” stated Art. The birthplace of Lou Costello, he further thought. Art then thought to himself, who the hell do I know in Paterson and do I really want to relocate there?


			While Art was pondering his thoughts, Miller once again spoke. “Look Art, there are only about six weeks left to this crummy season lets just have fun and ride it out. “I’m sure you’ll do well with Paterson and get a better salary and better talent to coach,” added Miller. “Shit you will get some good players who are major league material, something that we don’t have here,” added Miller.


			The Jersey City Cougars were deep in the cellar and it would take a miracle for the team to even finish respectfully. However, they did have a strong fan following and Art actually enjoyed what he did.


			Manager Miller then told Art that he was thinking of just packing up and going to stay in Bangkok, Thailand. He told Art that he had a brother in the Army who was stationed there and according to him it was wild! “What about your wife,” asked Art? “I’m about ready to split from her,” replied Miller. Art didn’t say anything further.


			****************


			The Paterson Pirates, Art thought to himself. Manager Miller then spoke. “They left a number for you to call, when you have a chance,” added Miller. He then gave the number to Art.


			The manager then informed Art that there would be reporters from the Hudson Dispatch and Jersey Journal out on the field during batting practice. “They may ask you a few questions,” he added. “What the hell about,” asked Art? Art knew that they would be asking him about the previous day’s dugout play. “Oh I don’t know,” replied Miller. Before Art could say anything further, Miller once again spoke. “Maybe they want to ask you, what you think of Miss Rheingold for she will be here today,” responded Miller. After Miller said this, both he and Art broke out in simultaneous laughter.


			“Say whatever you like Art, because the management just don’t give a hoot about you and I and the rest of this team,” stated Miller!


			****************


			When Art made his way out onto the playing field, he noticed a couple of reporters talking to Mark. Mark was the team’s home run leader but also led the team in a not so praise worthy department, the strike out department. Once the reporters saw Art, they ended their conversation with Mark and raced over to Art.


			Art had picked up a bat and was just about ready to hit some balls out to the fielders. “Coach is the team angry and upset about your actions yesterday,” asked one of the reporters? The reporter was a young kid in his late teens and he looked like he hadn’t begun to shave. “How old are you,” asked Art? “Twenty four,” replied the reporter. Before Art could speak again, Mark quickly interjected and informed the two reporters that the players were behind their coach one hundred and ten percent and had given him a vote of confidence. Art was touched and was speechless. He then looked at Mark and smiled. 


			The other reporter who was also a young buck, asked about Art’s status with the Cougars for the following season. Wow these kids don’t even know that the Cougars may be purchased by a casket company and moved to Parsippanny, he thought. “I hate to use the Alcoholic’s Anonymous slogan, but I take one day at a time,” replied Art.


			They were then interrupted by a chant from the crowd. “Asshole Art, Babico’s a bum, bye bye Babico,” they yelled. The crowd numbered only about seventy- five people who were mostly sitting in the right field bleachers. These seats were more commonly known and called the cheap seats for admission there was only a quarter. They continued to scream at the top of their lungs. “Babico’s a bum, Babico’s a bum, Babico must go, they continued.


			Art had forgotten that it was nickel beer day at the stadium, which meant that all eight ounce cups of Rheingold, Piels, Schaefer and Ballentine were five cents. Its not even noon and the drunks are here already, thought Art.


			Mark grabbed a Rawling’s ball and looked like he was ready to fire it at the crowd. Art put his hand on Mark’s big bicep and said, “Relax, if we win today, it will all be forgotten and forgiven. Mark hesitated for a moment and threw the ball to a team mate and said, “Let’s play ball.”


			One of the reporters then asked Art what he thought of the bleacher fans. “You know kid, this is America and we have what we call freedom of speech, I even fought in Korea to protect that right,” added Art. They paid their admission and are entitled to their opinion, Art further stated.


			Before the young reporter could inquire further, Art picked up a ball and bat and informed the two reporters that he had to go to work. “I bid you adieu,” stated Art. Art then hit a long towering fly ball to the left fielder. The left fielder, Louie Riveria totally misjudged the ball and it sailed over his head. “Don’t break in so fast,” yelled Art. “Count one Mississippi, two Mississippi and make your move,” yelled Art. It proved to be a good coaching point by Art for the next ball that he hit, the young left fielder waited a couple of seconds before making his move and caught the ball easily.


			Art also hit a few balls out to Mark who was in right field. He too misjudged them. Art yelled the same instructions to Mark that he had yelled to Louie. However, Mark still misjudged the balls and couldn’t catch them.


			Art also hit a couple of balls which landed in the right field stands. However, Art hit them in the area where the crowd had been yelling and badgering him! To show their displeasure, they threw the balls back on the playing field. Oh well, thought Art.


			Art then hit a few ground balls to some of the infielders He hit a few groundballs to the first baseman, Everit Jordan. Everit was the only black player on the team. He was six feet three and was built like Hercules. However, his fielding was lacking and the ball went through his legs. Art then instructed Everit to bend down and try to get in front of the ball. “Okay coach,” he replied. What Everit lacked in fielding, he made up in offense for he could hit. Art then hit a hard ground ball to the third baseman Morty Heir. The ball hit a small rock and took a bad hop with the result that it smashed in his face. However, Morty was a strong kid and he picked it up and threw to first base. However, the throw was wild and it sailed over the first baseman’s head and into the first base box seats for a souveneir. After the throw, Morty fell to the ground. Art then sprinted toward him.


			Morty was bleeding from the face. There was also blood coming from his nose. His nose was quite swollen. It appeared that he had a broken nose. The trainer, Bill Batterballs whose nickname was Mister Balls was now on the field. “I’m okay, I’m okay,” repeated Morty. “I think you should go to the Jersey City Medical Center and get an X-Ray,” said Bill. “Look my mom and dad are here today and I want them to watch me play,” stated Morty. “There are also a lot of alumni from my college, Yeshiva University, here too,” added Morty. “Okay, Okay,” replied Bill. “I understand,” he added. “I’ll put some tape on it, but after the game, we will get an X-Ray,” replied Bill. Morty nodded in agreement. The crowd which was now beginning to grow stood up and applauded as Morty got up off the ground.


			“Hit me some grounders,” said Morty. Despite the fact that blood was still oozing from his nose, he still wanted to carry on. “I need the practice,” he added. This is a tough kid, Art thought to himself. Art did as Morty requested and hit him a few grounders which Morty fielded flawlessly.


			Morty was a good fielder but unfortunately couldn’t hit. He stood over six feet, was an avid weight lifter and was in great shape, but just couldn’t hit. He had been beamed in College and Art felt that he had a propensity to duck away from the ball and let the ball play him, rather than he playing the ball. However, Morty had a lot of heart!


			Art then hit a few groundballs to the shortstop, Hymie Horowitz. Hymie was a scrappy player who was a great fielder and would get on base anyway he could. He would bunt, walk or even sacrifice his body and get hit by the pitch to get on. Hymie and Morty were the only two Jewish players in the league. They had been nicknamed, the kosher left side of the infield.


			Art then noticed that Barney Boyle had picked up a first baseman’s mitt and was now playing the bag. Hymie was another tough kid who would very often test a player out by purposely throwing the ball low on one hop or more commonly known as pegging the ball to another player to see if they flinch or hang in there and field the ball.


			Art then hit a slow roller to Hymie and he immediately charged the ball. He then bare handed it and fired a one hopper to Barney. “What the hell are you throwing at me,” yelled Barney. He turned his body in a defensive manner and the ball skipped past him.


			“Come on you got to catch them fat boy,” yelled Hymie. “Yeah, yeah,” yelled Barney. “Hit Hymie another one,” yelled Barney. Art did as requested, and Hymie once again threw a one hopper to Barney. This time, Barney stretched as much as he could and attempted to scoop the ball up. However, the ball went under his glove. Barney felt something either pull or tear as he was stretching. Oh shit, he thought. “I got to see the trainer,” he yelled. He then lumbered his two hundred and thirty pounds off the field.


			“Yeah come back when you learn to play,” yelled Hymie! “Yeah right Jew boy,” replied Barney. Hymie shrugged off the bantering and laughed.


			Art then picked up another ball and hit a line drive to Mark. Mark broke in for a minute, dove, but the ball bounced out of his mitt. “Good try,” yelled Art. Art then repeated and hit another shot. However, Mark had a late jump and couldn’t catch the liner on a fly. Art continued to hit line drives until Mark finally caught one. “Good job,” yelled Art. 


			Art also hit a number of fly balls to the outfielders. He also hit a few into the bleachers for souveneirs for the fans. By performing this hitting chore, he was able to ignore the booing and bantering of the fans!


			Art had worked up a good sweat by doing this. He now found a seat on the bench in the dugout. He grabbed a towel and wrapped it around his neck to dry the persirpation off.


			“Don’t get to comfortable Babico,” yelled Manager Miller. “You’re going to be catching today,” he added. “What’s wrong with Boyle,” asked Art? “Sore groain,” replied Mananger Miller.


			Barney Boyle the regular catcher was no ball of fire! In fact he was lazy and when he wanted to, he would play. If not he was rather apathetic and would find excuses not to play. His great grandfather had been the Mayor of Jersey City back in the depression. His family was still pretty well connected. Art was positive that Boyle was nursing nothing more than a bad hangover and used his groain as an excuse!


			Art then began to put on the tools of ignorance as Yogi Berra once so eloquently described catcher’s equipment. It then dawned on Art that he didn’t have a cup. Oh the hell with it, he thought!


			****************


			Miss Rheingold, August 1965 version, threw out the first pitch. She was a beautiful tall woman who had long blonde hair and big blue eyes. She also appeared to be atheletic and her caliber to throw a baseball, indicated that she was no stranger to playing sports. She threw a perfect strike to Art. We could use a pitcher like her, thought Art, as he walked to the pitcher’s mound and presented her with the horsehide.


			Art ended up having a good game. He had two basehits, one being an infield hit which was basically a slow ground ball hit to deep short stop, but he hustled and the throw to first was late and Art beat it out. He then proceeded to steal second when the young catcher on the opposing team couldn’t handle a sinker pitch that just stayed in the dirt. He also scored the winning run by sprinting home from second base on a base hit to rightfield by Mark. Not to bad for a forty-four year old dude, he thought. He was also two for three in throwing opposing runners out who were trying to steal second. The crowd was cheering Art. Chants of “Our Art, and Babico, Babico,” could be heard throughout the stadium. The crowd of nearly Five Thousand now showed their support.


			Art also had a defensive gem. The opposing team had the tying run on second base and the batter smacked a base hit to Mark in centerfield. The runner was extremely fast and rounded third and was speeding home. Mark made a low throw to Art, but he was able to dig it out of the dirt, block the plate and tag the runner out. The crowd erupted into thunderous applause and chants of “Our Art,” and “Babico, Babico,” began to once again rock the stadium! Its amazing what can happen in a day, thought Art. Art started to hum the lyrics from the song, “What a difference a day makes.” “What a difference a day makes, twenty-four little hours,” Art sang to himself.


			All the while, Miss Rheingold sat in the box seats by the first base line and cheered Art on. Art once again began to hum the lyrics of “What a Difference a Day Makes.”


			****************


			As the team was high fying and congratulating each other, Art heard a loud cheer and a voice which said, “Way to go Art.” Art turned to his left and saw that the voice belonged to Miss Rheingold. Art then tipped his cap to her. Miss Rheingold responded by exuding a colossal smile which revealed a mouthful of perfect white teeth. She was in the company of some of the Rheingold executives. Art recognized one of them. He was Louie Riccardi who was a heavy gambler. Whenever Art went to Monmouth Park race track, he would always see Louie in attendance. He had even given Art some excellent tips. Upon seeing Art, Louie gave him the thumbs up. Art then made his way to the showers.


			The atmosphere in the club house was almost like the Cougars had just won the World Series. Upon seeing Art, Mark started to sing a chorus of “For he’s a jolly good fellow.” Soon other members of the team joined in.


			Art quickly grabbed a bar of Irish spring and headed into the shower. Art stayed in the shower longer for the warm water felt very soothing and calming.


			When he had finished his shower and gotten dressed by his player’s locker, he headed into the coach’s office. Manager Miller and his long time friend, Louie Riccardi were seated on two big lazy boy chairs. “There’s my hero,” said Louie. “Flattery will get you everywhere,” responded Art. “ I would like to take you out to dinner,” stated Louie. “Meet us at Laico’s,” said Louie. Laico’s was a local Italian restaurant on Tehrune Avenue which served great Italian food. “Sounds good to me,” replied Art. “Oh by the way, Miss Rheingold will accompany us, I don’t think you will mind, will you,” asked Louie? “No problem,” replied Art.


			****************


			Art was really impressed by her beauty. She appeared to be in her early twenties, old enough to be his daughter, thought Art. “How long have you been in baseball, Mister Babico, she asked? “Please just call me Art,” he responded. “Well I never did make the Greenville National Little League as a kid, but I did play ball at Sacred Heart Grammar School and Snyder High School and College. She seemed surprised when Art said College. “Oh you’re a College Graduate,” she asked? “Saint Peter’s College class of, now let me see if I can remenber the year,” said Art. Both Miss Rheingold and Louie broke into laughter. “And I played some minor league ball for the Clevland Indians,” stated Art. “Did you ever play in the majors,” she asked? Art hesitated a moment before answering. He finally spoke, with an explanation. “No, I left the Indian organization for my mom had become gravelly ill. “Oh I’m sorry,” responded Miss Rheingold. The first wave of drinks and appetizers were now brought to the table.


			Miss Rheingold’s real name was Kathy Burke. She had just graduated State Teacher’s College with a degree in Education. She was a local girl from Art’s Grammar School Alma Mater, Sacred Heart. 


			She, Art and Louie were now sitting at a table at Laico’s restaurant which was located on Terhune Avenue. “You played a great game, old man,” said Louie. “This dinner is on me,” he added. “Cougars all the way,” added Louie. In addition to working for Rheingold, Louie ran an auto body buisness in the city and was a heavy gambler. His state of euphoria was generated by the fact that he had wagered a big bet on the Cougars and because of Art’s great playing, he won!


			“Mister Babico,” how longed have you been in baseball,” asked Kathy? “Please just call me Art,” replied Art. “By you calling me Mister, I feel old, added Art. Art then exuded a colossal smile. “Sorry,” stated Kathy. “Art how long have you been in baseball Art,” she asked? Art thought for a minute and then spoke. “Since I was about eight years old or about thirty six years plus,” said Art. Art could see by the expression on Kathy’s face that she was trying to do the Math to ascertain how old he was. “I’m not that old,” said Art. “No he’s a dinosaur,” injected Louie. They all broke into laughter. Art then went on to tell Kathy that he had been involved in baseball for thirty-six years.


			Art once again complimented Kathy on how she had thrown him a perfect strike. Before she could respond, Art apprised her that they could use her as a pictcher on the team. Both she and Louie broke into laughter. She then informed Art and Louie that she had played a lot of softball and basketball in College. “You look in great shape,” responded Art. “Thank You, Mister, I mean Art,” she said.


			Kathy was extremely beautiful. She had big blue eyes, a perfect complexion, long blonde hair and a beautiful body. Art found it hard to keep his eyes off of her. Art was also trying to figure out if she was one of Louie’s girlfriends.


			Their entrees and fourth round of drinks were now being served. A few minutes later, Mark walked into Laico’s. “Great game, Coach,” stated Mark. He then shook Art’s hand with a firm grip. Art then introduced Mark to Kathy. Mark already knew Louie. “Mark is the home run king of the Cougars,” stated Louie. “By the way kid, you got to hit a home run soon, for I have a bet riding on it,” said Louie. “Yes Sir,” responded Mark. Louie then asked Mark to join them. Mark showed alacrity and sat down at the table.


			The four of them ended up talking about a lot of things and just shooting the breeze. Before they knew it, the busboys were clearing the tables and putting the mops to the floor. The lights were also being dimmed.


			“Don’t worry, I know the owner and we can drink here till the sun comes up,” stated Louie. 


			Art was feeling no pain and was working on his sixteenth or seventeeth beer. He had lost count! Plus tomorrow’s game wouldn’t start until Four P.M. “I’ve really had a great time, Mister, I mean Art but tomorrow is Sunday and I have to get up for Church,” said Kathy. “I really must be going,” she added. “Me too,” added Mark. Mark’s fiance had called up numerous times in the past few hours. He told everyone that he had informed her that he was going to Laico’s to pick up some pizza. “I got some explaining to do when I get home,” he said. “I will probably be in the dog house again,” he added. “You naughty boy,” stated Kathy. They all broke into laughter.


			Mark then offered to drive Kathy home. “Thank You,” she replied. Kathy had apprised Art that she had an apartment at College Towers which was directly behind State Teacher’s College. She had also told Art that she shared it with her girlfriend. She then gave Art a firm handshake and left with Mark. “Thank you all so much, I had a great night,” she stated as she egressed the front door.
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