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Dedication:


To the New York Mets










One


Tie score. Ninth inning. Second and third, two outs. Mike Dribbleman at bat with a three-two count.


Ball four! Dribbleman jogged to first to load the bases! And everyone knew the big, big, big slugger was on deck.


The men in the crowd yelled, “Oooh!” The women in the crowd yelled, “Aaah!” And people listening at home on their radios heard all the excitement and yelled, “Wowwww!”


The seven-year-old big, big, big slugger was stepping toward the plate.


When you’re a seven-year-old big, big, big slugger, and everyone in Philadelphia is standing around the field cheering, that’s a pretty special moment (especially when the game is in Baltimore, ’cause that’s a long way for the entire town of Philadelphia to have traveled).
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That’d be a heap of pressure for most ballplayers. But nothing, absolutely nothing bothered Ruth Herman George. Why, he had pressure for lunch every day, along with forty-two meatballs and a canned ham. Including the can.


Ruth stepped up to the plate and boldly pointed to the hot dog stand beyond the fence in center field. As he studied the stand, he said to himself, “After the game, I’m going to enjoy their all-you-can-eat hot dog special.”


Now, the stand didn’t have an all-you-can-eat hot dog special, but again, that didn’t bother Ruth Herman George. Nothing did.


Ruth picked up the bat and rubbed it under his left armpit for good luck. The men in the crowd yelled, “Oooh!” The women in the crowd yelled, “Aaah!” And the people listening at home on their radios heard all the excitement and said, “What? What did he do? We can’t see it! Waaaaaa!”


The pitcher looked in for the sign. Fastball. Strike one! And just like that, another fastball. Two strikes! Ruth dug into the batter’s box, and as the third pitch came sailing in, he swung and sent a foul ball back into the crowd with such force that it knocked a little girl’s iPhone out of her hands!


“Sorry,” Ruth yelled. ’Cause although nothing bothered him, he did feel bad smashing people’s things, especially when they were valuable items that wouldn’t be invented until nearly a century later.


But even worse than breaking the iPhone was the fact that Ruth’s mighty swing had destroyed the team’s only bat. It was the bat he’d used to hit ninety-six home runs that season—in exactly that many at bats—and now it was, well, toothpicks.


“No bat, game’s over!” yelled the pitcher.


“Yeah, no bat, game’s over!” yelled the catcher, who often repeated what the pitcher said.


But Ruth just shrugged, got in the batter’s box, and started waving an invisible bat. “Just throw the ball!” he barked at the pitcher.


The pitcher laughed. The catcher laughed. And Ruth Herman George just grunted.


The pitcher looked in for the sign. The catcher showed two fingers, which either meant the curveball…or two fastballs. Since the pitcher only had one ball in his glove, he decided it must have meant curveball.


He gripped the ball, glared at the batter, and released a giant curveball toward the bat-less batter.
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As the pitch crossed the plate, Ruth swung—with his stiffened arm—and connected! A mighty blast! Going, going, gone!


The men in the crowd yelled, “Oooh!” The women in the crowd yelled, “Aaah!” A little kid in the crowd yelled, “He hit a grand slam with his arm? I don’t believe it!” And the people at home said, “Thank you, kid! Finally we know what’s going on!”


Ruth Herman George was a hero that day, just as he’d been all season. And just as he’d be for many seasons to come.


But his life hadn’t always been so glory-filled…
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