The Perfect Game

We started practice for the baseball tryouts in March
as soon as the snow was gone.
My friends and | walked to Borough Park right after school

and held practice games on the wet field.

Jimmy Shell was the new boy in our school.
He was short, skinny as a spoon.

Quiet.

One day Jimmy showed up at the park
with a battered mitt on one hand
and a baseball cap that must have been

his grandfather’s.

All of us started to laugh.

“Go find some first graders,” someone said.
“Stick out your tongue,” another boy said,
“you look like a zipper.”

Insults were flying around like birds.

Jimmy pulled the brim of his hat down,

squinted his eyes as if he were ready to throw a pitch.

Tears rolled down his cheeks. @
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‘I'll show you,” | heard him mumble.
Then Jimmy Shell turned and left.
| didn’t try to stop him; no one did.

| made the A-league and played for the Orioles.
We were sponsored by Joe’s Pizzeria.

Our game was against the Cardinals.

My mother and father came to watch.

“Keep your eye on the ball,” my father said.

The Cardinal pitcher took the field.

He was tiny and pulled his hat low over his eyes.
It was Jimmy Shell.

| never saw a windup like his.

First he tucked his head like a bird—

he wasn’t even looking at the batter,

then he kicked his leg way up high

and threw the ball side arm.

One by one, Jimmy struck us out.

“It's his motion,” my father said,

“he knows how to hide the ball.”

We never scored a run,
never even reached first base.

| was quiet during the car ride home.




“That young man is a natural,” my father said.
He was right.

“You can'’t judge a book by its cover,” my mother said.

“Who would’ve thought he’d be such a good athlete.”

She said that the day Jimmy Shell threw a perfect game.
The day his teammates carried him off the field
and the parents on both sides of the field were cheering.

The Orioles were cheering too.

We were cheering for the new boy we had chased away.
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