The Adventures of Don & Tom
Backyard Baseball
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Don & I were always looking for the chance to play ball where we could. On occasion we would strike up a family game in the backyard. During one game brother Joe was catching behind the plate.  I'm not sure who was pitching, but somehow the ball hit Joe right in the eye, the next thing we knew he started crying and holding his eye.  So Don & I thought he was really hurt, we told Joe to move his hand so we could look.  His eye was swollen and puffed up but he still looked ok to play, our motto was "There's no crying in baseball".  We told him if he went crying to Mom and Dad we wouldn't let him play anymore.  So Joe ran in the house and we found someone else to catch.  Mom had a talk with Don & I about telling brother Joe he couldn't play anymore.  We told Mom that we were sorry and of course he could play we were just kidding.  Some days we would strike up a game in the street in front of our house getting all the kids in the neighborhood to play.  I remember our neighbor Mr. Bertoldi he was retired and came here from Italy. He would just glare at Don & I, and say, “If you getta on my sidewalk I'll kicka your rear” (he used a different adjective).  Then he would shake his finger and say “If that ball comes over here I'll keep it”.  We may have harassed this him a little from time to time and rode our bikes on the sidewalk a couple times, but never did any real mean tricks.  We always considered ourselves just a typical down to earth Ozzie and Harriet family.
