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INTRO STUFF
2010 
Welcome to Season 8!!!
It’s hard to believe that we are now in our eighth season as a team! Time sure does fly! That’s a pretty good run to say the least! We have compiled a lot of history over the years; that’s for sure. If you want to know more about it, either go back and read the old recaps or send me questions. 
For the second year in a row we will be sponsored by my father-in-law, Bill Koch’s electrical supply company called BK Controls. An early thank you to him! For our new fans, we were called the Black Jacks for our first six seasons. 
	We will once again be playing in Lombard Park District’s Men’s twelve-inch Wednesday Night B League. This is our second year in this league. Our first two seasons were played in Westchester, IL and then we spent four seasons in Lisle, IL.

The Team
Every new season brings changes to the roster. This year is no different. A few guys have dropped off the regular roster and taken a part time / sub role. We have one player coming back after taking off last year. And we have two brand new full time players. For the most part, the names should be pretty familiar.
 Jumping on to the BK regular roster are Eddie (E Rod) Rodriguez and Andy Kuehn. Eddie not only becomes the youngest player on our roster, but he is the youngest player in the history of our team at eighteen. Damn do I feel old! He for sure drops down the average age of our team! Let’s hope with that youth comes some energy!
Andy is Ebz’s brother-in-law. But we will try not to hold that against him. We haven’t found an official nickname for him yet, but the season is still young. 
	Jumping back on board is our Championship pitcher from two seasons ago Chris Trice, or “T” for short. At least that’s what I call him.
	So, welcome Eddie and Andy. Welcome back T!
Here is what the team looks like so far. I say so far because things change constantly. Don’t be surprised if a new name pops up at any given moment. 


Full Timers
Pete “Coach Cimino”, Joe “Mr. Softball” or “Sleeveless Joe” Perrelli, Lee “Jakes” or “The God of Softball” Jacquart, Mike “Ebz” or “O.L.” Ebner, Marty “M.G.” Graham, Kenny Franchi, Dave “Diamond Dave” Kramarczyk, Andy Kuehn, Eddie “ERod” Rodriguez, TJ Stommes, Chris “T” Trice.

Super Subs
	Remember, this is a very select group of players who have earned this moniker based on years of outstanding performance in a part time role. Nothing against any other player, but these guys have flat out earned this title. If you have followed this team for a few years, you already know exactly what I’m talking about. If you are a new fan you can go back and read the recaps or just take my word for it. Or….you can just sit back and watch them prove it to you! The Super Subs are:
Mike “Scummer” Hanscom, Phil Sampiller

Other Part Timers / Subs
Mike “Bones” Boehnke, Jake Carter, Jimmy Kelley, Danny “Chim Chim” O’Hara, John Oros, Mike Putrow

Special Note	
We won our first game of the season on May 5th via forfeit because our opponent, a new team called Feeding the Geese (I have NO idea what that means), could not field a full team. So, we move on to game two with a record of 1 - 0.
Let the season and the fun begin……..


Game 2:
The Lightening is Closer Now…..
	Our opponent was a team called the Riffs. I could be wrong, but I am going to assume that their name is music related, like a guitar riff or something. Because the only other reference that comes to my mind is a guy called Riff from the movie West Side Story! Okay, who has no idea what I’m talking about? If you don’t you should be ashamed! I don’t care if the movie came out in 1960, this is an American Classic and you should know it! Anyway, Riff was the leader of the gang called the Jets. 
Moving on. One thing is for sure, old habits die hard. In other words, some things never change. For years now we (and I use the term “we” very loosely) have had a real bad habit of guys arriving just before the game starts. I have done and said everything I can think of to curb this, but nothing works. So, I just stopped talking about it. Well, this was about as close as we have ever come to forfeiting because of players arriving late.  The league rule states that there is no grace period for starting times, other than the first game, which gets five minutes. 
At 8:30 (our start time) we had eight players. You need at least nine to start, even if you are hitting first, which we were. The ump, who is a complete asshole by the way (more on that later), started in before the previous game ended, warning us that we need to be ready with at least nine. By 8:31, he started yelling, and I don’t know about you, but I do not like to be yelled at. Be that as it may, he let out, “I AM ALREADY BEING NICE GIVING YOU A ONE MINUTE GRACE PERIOD! YOU GET ONE MORE MINUTE OR YOU FORFEIT THE GAME!”
With probably two seconds to spare, Eddie came running up giving us nine. Then Joe (go figure) came walking up just behind him with the first batter already at the plate. Eddie gets his one and only pass, because he had never been to the field before. Even though I gave him explicit instructions he got lost. Ebz had to talk him to the field on the cell phone. As far as Joe goes….well….what can I say. Joe is Joe….and this is his routine. We sure don’t have to like it, but it is what it is. I guess when you are as good as he is, you can get away with it. Gotta love him though! My brotha, from anotha motha!! Yes, you will read that quote often, as Joe and I go back over twelve years now!
So, FINALLY, we are under way
To start the season off, Dave hit a wicked shot to first, too hot for the first basemen to handle….our first hit of the year. Lee stepped up and singled sending Dave to third. Joe came to the plate, literally right out of his car, and hit a deep shot to left field (I swear if the wind wasn’t blowing in it would have gone out for a homer). Unfortunately, it was caught short of the fence, but it drove in Dave with a sacrifice fly and out first run of the year. After our first at bat, we were up one to nothing. 

Let me give you a little history of our pitching situation. We have gone through quite a few pitchers over the years, guys like: Joe “Hollywood” Canale, Don “The Mighty” Flynn, Blake Troutman, Joe “Scags” Scaglione and quite a few others. It is for sure always a challenge to come up with a few guys who can pitch decent. What I mean by decent is simply getting the ball over the plate, which I assure you is not as easy as it looks. To say the least, if you can pitch you are pretty valuable. Anyway, this year Trice is once again on tap to be our regular pitcher (HUGE sigh of relief here), with Scummer as our back up. 
Over the years Lee has always been our third or fourth pitcher, depending on what the roster looked like. Every year he winds up pitching at least a few games. Anyway, (and I cannot believe I am bringing this up, but too fucking bad, cause I am the writer), Lee has made it perfectly clear he does not want to pitch anymore. He actually made that point crystal clear last year (ya think?), but he gave in a few times and took the mound to help out (not without a fight…LOL). 
Because things got quite heated and a bit ugly a year ago, I made a promise to him and to a few others that I would learn how to pitch. Again pitching arc softball is not easy! It’s also kind of dangerous at times because of the hot shots up the middle. 
In any event, I do not make promises I do not keep. So, on Easter Sunday, my brother-in-law Mike (you know him as Scummer) gave me some lessons for about an hour and a half. Even though I have NEVER pitched any kind of arc softball in my life, with some encouraging and kind words from Scummer, I declared myself up for the challenge when needed. 
Mind you, I pitched baseball from age eight through my senior year in high school, so being on a pitcher’s mound is not unfamiliar territory to me. As a matter of fact, I am quite comfortable there. I LOVED pitching! HOWEVER, and that is a HUGE HOWEVER….pitching baseball and arc softball are two completely different animals! If you don’t believe me…try it! 
A few months ago, when Trice let me know he was back on board full time, I was quite relieved. Plus with Scummer waiting in the wings, I figured at some point during the season (probably later than sooner) I would get the call to arms. Little did I know……
Early in the week, Trice let me know he couldn’t make it. Then Scummer sent me a note that read, “It looks like history will be made on Wednesday, because I can’t make it either.”
SURPRISE!! Guess who pitched opening night!? You guessed right! ME!! Nothing like going from the frying pan right into the fire! HOLY SHIT!! And to make this more interesting, Lee, who usually plays shortstop, played catcher because his ankle was bothering him. Talk about an ironic role reversal. For those not familiar, I am the regular catcher! When I realized I had to pitch I just figured it’s probably better this way….to just get it over with.

Deep breath! Here we go. I walked the first batter! I was actually fully expecting this to be honest. Yes, I was a bit nervous. After that I settled down and gave up only two runs, without walking anyone else! WOOOHOOOO!! What a relief! So after two, we were down two to one.
That score held through two innings as neither team could push a run across in the second. Yes, that means I did not allow any runs in the second! WOOOHOOO!! 
In the top of the third Lee led things off with his second single of the game. Joe came up and hit a bomb to left center for a triple, driving in Lee. Ebz then doubled Joe home with a shot to center. Marty singled Ebz to third. Then Andy got his first run batted in by singling home Ebz for our third and final run of the inning. We were now up four to two.
Somehow, some way we managed to hold the Riffs to no runs for the second consecutive inning. WOOOOHOOO!! At this point, I had one goal. Just get the hitter to swing. Any time a hitter swung, I regarded it as a victory! So far, so good!
We went down quietly in the fourth with no runs. So did the Riffs. Yes, that means I did not give up any runs for the third consecutive inning! After four we were still up four to two.
Right around this time, the umpire started to once again show his true asshole colors! After every inning he would be yelling at both teams to hurry up. With a one hour time limit, this is kind of normal if the teams are moving really slowly, but the game was going at a pretty quick pace, so I have no idea what his problem was. He would yell stuff like, “Let’s go! Move it! It’s getting dark outside!” 
Mind you…at 9:00 at night it’s already dark! I guess he was trying to be funny, but I wasn’t buying it. For some reason, I started to feel rushed. And for anyone that knows me, that’s trouble! My approach to just about everything in sports is methodical. 
On top of that I started to get pissed because the height rule for pitches is six feet to ten feet. I am six feet tall exactly. So in order for the pitch to be legal, all it has to do is go above my head at some point. This guy would not give me the low pitch in any way shape or form. I would say over the first four innings he called “illegal” at least ten times. Maybe a few were too low, but no way were all of them low! Anyway, I tried not to let that bother me, but I guess it did.
I am not making excuses here. I let this asshole get to me, and I shouldn’t have. My adrenaline really started to fire on all cylinders and I could not settle down. This does not make pitching very easy. As a result, I totally lost it and could not find the plate consistently. I walked four or five guys at least, even walked in a few runs. We finally got out of it after four runs had scored. So, after five we were down six to four. There comes a time when the pitcher has to take responsibility. I take it fully for this bad inning.
Headed into the sixth, down two runs (no big deal) we had some work to do. And we got right to it. With one out John and Eddie singled back to back putting two runners on. Dave stepped up and drove a wicked shot to right that hit the gap and went to the fence. Both John and Eddie scored to tie the game at six. Lee then singled in Dave for a one run lead. 
Right about here, it started raining pretty hard. It had been lightening on and off in the distance for quite a while, but with no rain. 
Joe singled and Ebz walked to load the bases. Kenny reached on an error by the third basemen to bring in another run. Marty stepped up and hit a hard line drive to right center that took a nice hop and skipped all the way to the fence driving in three more runs with a triple! We were now up eleven to six, with one runner on third and one out. 
By this time it was pouring and the lightening seemed to come more frequently. I will give you one guess as to what happened next. You got it. The ump stopped the game. He did not stop it due to rain. He stopped it due to lightening. Or at least that’s what he said. Being we were the road team, if the game was completely stopped at this point, all seven runs we scored would be erased and we would lose six to four.
After a few minutes the ump came over and felt compelled to remind us of how the rule works. Joe cut him off at the pass, “We know the rules ump.”
Lee then questioned as to why he was calling it on account of lightening when it had been lightening pretty much all night long. His response was, “The lightening is closer now.”
So, Lee questioned him again. “How do you know its closer?”
Well this went on and on for a few minutes and the ump started to say some of the stupidest shit I have ever heard. He made comments like.
“I’m an umpire and I get worked over by guys all the time. You’re no different.”
“You’re not going to get to me.”
“I’m not going to argue with you.” 
All he had to do was say; I am calling this because of rain. I don’t think anyone could have argued that. Cause by the time he was done arguing…YES, he was arguing regardless of what he says….the heavens opened up!
The game was officially stopped, our seven runs were erased, and we lost six to four. UGHGHGHGHGH!!! Call me crazy, but there is NO doubt in my mind that we would have won this game if the weather did not turn on us.



Line Score
			1	2	3	4	5	6	7	T
BK Controls		1	0	3	0	0	(7)	x	4
Riffs			2	0	0	0	4	x	x	6
· (7) indicates the runs scored that did not count
· Because this team is all about being positive and growing confidence, (and because Marty started to whine! LMAO) I decided to count any positive hitting statistics for the sixth inning. Technically nothing should have counted on the record books because the inning did not really count. But, who cares about technicalities.

Box Score
			AB	H	R	BB	SAC	2B	3B	HR	RBI	
Dave			4	2	2	0	0	0	1	0	2
Lee			4	3	2	0	0	0	0	0	1
Joe			3	2	1	0	1	0	1	0	2
Ebz			3	1	1	1	0	1	0	0	1	
Kenny			4	1	0	0	0	0	0	0	1
Marty			4	3	0	0	0	0	1	0	3
Andy			2	1	0	1	0	0	0	0	1
Pete			2	1	0	0	0	0	0	0	0
John			3	1	1	0	0	0	0	0	0
Eddie			3	3	1	0	0	0	0	0	0
				18	11	2	1	1	3	0	11	

UMPIRE
I try not to give umpires any ink, unless they are funny. And there are some pretty funny umps out there. However, just so you know I am not nuts, here is a little history about this umpire.
Because I do most of the catching, I talk to umpires all the time. There is always a method to my madness. In a sense, yes I am “working them” so to speak. We had this guy quite a few times last year and I did talk to him quite a bit. 
First, he really has an inferiority complex, because he is constantly reciting his resume as to how long he has been umpiring and how much he knows about the rules, and now many people he knows in the softball world. He even made a comment last year, and I quote, “I AM THE RULE BOOK!” 
My comment to that is. Really? Really? So, how come you don’t know the rules?
First case in point; we play ASA (Amateur Softball Association) Rules. The rulebook clearly states that a batter’s box DOES exist. In other words, there are limits to where you can stand while hitting. According to this ump, “There is no batter’s box rule according to the ASA.” Again. Really? Then how come it’s in the rulebook? Maybe you should actually READ the book.
Second case in point; the strike zone is fairly simple. The ball has to be pitched within a six to ten feet arc, cross the plate, and land within probably a foot behind the plate. According to this ump, the strike zone moves back according to how deep the batter is standing in the box. Really? Really? I asked every other ump we had last year and they all agreed, “That’s not true at all. The strike zone does not move according to where the batter stands.
The point is this ump SUCKS!! Do I blame him for us losing? NO freakin way! We don’t make excuses. However, it just staggers the imagination how anyone can become an umpire and how someone who supposedly has been umpiring FOREVER does not know the rules.


Comic Relief
Meet the Coach
Ebz introduced Andy to me
Ebz:	This is Pete, our over the top coach
Pete:	You wouldn’t love me if I were any other way

Recap?
Kenny gave Andy a little advice
Kenny:	Yeah, and you might want to be careful with what you say.
Andy:		Why?
Kenny:	Anything you say might be found in print.
Andy:		In print?
Pete:		You’ll see.

Did you break up?
Ebz:		Where’s Trice?
Kenny:	He’s coming.
Pete:		No he’s not
Kenny:	He’s playing isn’t he?
Pete:		No. He can’t make it.
Kenny:	I thought for sure he’d be here.
Pete:		Something came up I guess.
Kenny:	He didn’t say why?
Pete:		I didn’t ask.
Kenny:	Yeah, he doesn’t report into me much anymore.
Pete:		No?
Kenny:	Yeah, I don’t know. You know how it is when you drift apart.
Pete:		So, did you break up?

Don’t Count On Him
Ebz:		Is Bones playing?
Pete:		Not full time
Ebz:		Really?
Pete:		He’s got work stuff, so I wouldn’t count on him much
Ebz:		What about Danny?
Pete:		Yeah, I wouldn’t count on him much either
Ebz:	That’s a problem when you have a bunch of guys you can’t count on much
Kenny:	No, the real problem is counting on guys like me all the time! 

Street Cred
Kenny:	Hey look at Eddie with that Yankee hat on like that.
Andy:		What?
Kenny:	We got a young guy, wearing a hat like that. I think we finally got some street cred.
Andy:		Why don’t you wear a hat like that.
Kenny:	Apparently you didn’t hear me. We never had any street cred. I couldn’t.

No Offense….
For you newbies, one of the comic topics that never gets old is my speed or lack thereof. Some of the funniest episodes ever have bubbled up as a result of my incredible running ability! I find it just as funny, if not funnier than anyone. Let’s just put it this way. I was blessed with a lot of wonderful things in my life. Speed is just not one of them!  
Anyway, Lee was hurting and needed a courtesy runner whenever he got on base. The rule is the guy who made the last out needs to run. I think it was the third time he got on, and I had to run for him.
Lee:		I need a runner
Kenny:	Who made last out?
Lee:		Hey guys! I need a runner here!
Kenny:	Oh wait. It’s Pete.
Pete:		SHIT!!
Kenny:	It’s Pete. Hang on. 
Lee:		It’s Pete?
Pete:		Yeah, yeah. I’m coming!
Lee:		I’m good! I’ll run myself! No offense Pete. I can run!
Pete:		Now that’s funny!
Kenny:	No offense! I’d definitely take offense to that!
Pete:		Apparently you’ve never seen me run.
Kenny:	Yeah, but still.
Pete:		Are you shittin me! A quarter of Lee is still faster than me!
Lee:		Hey Pete! No offense!
Pete:		None taken!


The End…..
The Coach Has Spoken…..
