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As my years drift by and the summers grow shorter. I sit and think of the days gone by. If I was to sit real still and listen hard, those exciting days could be heard again. That thud in the mitt when the batter swung and missed. The sound of the bat on the ball. Yes! If we could return to those days it would be so nice. ‘’ Go Betitti, catch that ball.’’ ‘’ Turn that double play Gerard.’’ ‘’ Hit that long ball again Klumpp and Henue.’’ ‘’ Ah! Curley, block that plate give no ground.’’ ‘’ Throw that smoke Kearns.’’ We’ll need it for the McDonalds, Kellehers and Mortimers, and to face those pitchers on the other side, the Concanons, Wilkinsons and Norwells was a match in it’s self. Yes, the fifty’s were exciting years and the years before as great. The Birds, Jackmans, Settinos,Festas, Cataruis, Kallenbergs and many more as great. Then along came the ping in the bat. The homers came many by far. The long ball was here and the pitching had to be great. The Paublos, Higgins, Blaines and many more would take the mounds. The Hills, Rentas, Andersons, Castros, Rileys and many more, would send those balls into space. Now here in the end of the century, the ping has left the bat. The sounds of the fortys and fiftys can be heard in the parks again.  Defence and pitching is back, wood is the name of the game. Lets make sure it never leaves again. For there is no greater sound than when the ball meets the sweet part of the bat.
