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AN OLD MAN? LET’S SEE. 

The warm autumn run flooded Buckley Stadium as the Blue- 
Jays prepared to mket the fourth-place Chicago entry for the final 
game of the season. At game time, the Blue-Jays held a narrow 
half-game margin over the idle New york team, which had ended 
the season the day before with a 41 win over Philadelphia. The 
Blue-Jays had to win this one to take the pennant; a loss would form 
them into a post-season play-off with New York. The Blue-Jay 
manager, doughty old Bud Foster, realized that this would be disas- 
trous. His squad had climbed from fourth place in mid-July to 
first in the final weeks of the season, in a rags-to-riches drive that 
stunned fans throughout the National Baseball League. Now, some 
of his key veterans were beginning to wilt and his pitching staff 
was overworked and tired. A win today was necessary, but it 
wouldn’t be an easy victory. Chicago was only half a game behind 
third-place Cincinnati, and a Chicago win against the Blue-Jays to- 
day, combined with a Cincinnati loss to St. Louis, would put each 
Chicago player in line for the third-place share of the World Series 
gate receipts. Each team was out to win this encounter. 

At 2:15 the umpires finished their conference at home plate, 
and gigantic Bill Wilson, the umpire-in-chief, bellowed “Play Ball.’’ 

The Blue-Jays took the field first, and their ace Tom Hall, with 
an 18-10 won-lost record to date, tossed his preliminary warm-up 
pitches as the Chicago lead-off batter looked on. At third base 
today, manager Foster decided to go along with his aging veteran 
Buddy Savage. Savage had been a standout player in his day, but 
now, at 36, he was slowing down. The year before, he had been 
frequently plagued by lumbar miseries, and this year he had to share 
the third-base chore with Freddy Coleman, a brash, green rookie 
brought up from Sacramento during the Spring training work-outs. 
Coleman had been used almost exclusively in these last few weeks 
to gain additional experience. Now, with one big game remaining, 
Foster decided to stick with his ring-wise, but rested veteran. 

Savage, the owner of a .312 batting average that covered a span 
of fourteen seasons, and who could cavort around the infield with 
the best of them in his day, had decided to call it a career at the 
end of the season. For this reason, he was determined to bow out 
with a performance the fans would remember. Besides, the Blue- 
Jays had to win this one if they were to meet the Red Sox in the 
Series, did they not? 

Opposing the Blue-Jays in this contest, the power-laden Chicago 
team sent Pete D‘Alesandro to the hill, hoping to add another victory 
to his 21.9 record. Chicago picked up a run in the second and two 
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shirt was soaked in perspiration. His catcher trotted out to meet 
him with a word of encouragement and a pat on the back before 
crouching behind the plate again. 

Damn the luck!” Savage muttered 
to himself. “I’ve got to keep calm - just meet it, Pop, just a 
single.” D’Alesandro was up oh top again peering down for the 
sign. At last he nodded and checked the runners, who were edging 
off their bases again. This time it was a fast, sweeping “rainbow 
curve.” Savage stepped in to meet this one and sent a prodigious 
fly towering out of the park and into the railroad yards behind third 
base; another foul. “Strike two,” Wilson boomed. 

D’Alesandro looked as though he were ready to melt now as 
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two relievers hurriedly heated ufin the Chicago bullpen. 

The catcher snapped a new ball to the mound and strolled be- 
hind the plate again. Savage stepped out of the batter’s box and 
ran a handful of sand along the handle of the 6at. He looked at  
the dugout and the manager indicated that he was on his own. 
Savage lingered a moment before stepping in again, giving the 
opposing hurler ample time to sweat it out. He gave Wade and 
Coleman a meaningful stare and then carelessly wiped his hand 
across the letters of his shirt. Wilson edgcd off first base with a 
look that indicated that he caught the sign. Coleman, however, 
remained rooted on third, staring incredulously first at Savage, then 
at the third base coach, and finally, at the dugout. 

“Damn that green bueher,” Savage thought, “Does he want 
to give it away?” A faint nod from the skipper told Coleman to 
go along with Sazage’s plan. With sixteen years as a player and 
nine more as a manager in the majora, Foster was no stranger to 
the game. He respected hie veteran’s judgement, and, although he 
never would have ordered such an unorthodox play himself, grhapa 
Savage had noticed something he had missed. All these thoughts 
had run through his mind in a few short seconds, and the tense 
Chicago squad, intent upon placing their fielders strategically, 
neglected to notice Savage’s “meaningless gsture.” 

D’Alesandro was visibly unnerved now. Savage’s wand had 
unloaded two mastodonic blasts. He was in trouble. The crafty 
veteran was giving him a rough time. The Chicago players respect* 
ed Savage’s once-feared bat, and these last two towering blow as- 
surred them that there was still some fight left in this fading hot- 
corner guardian. 

The third baseman was hugging close to the line, laying back 
on the outfield grass, and the shortstop and second baseman were 
playing deep, both shaded around to the left field side of second 
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