Gene Potts
It was a very cold spring day and we were having a baseball scrimmage on Keane Field. Coach Vince Dowd was pitching for both sides. Thus the pitches were equally terrible for both sides. No matter, the competitive spirit was obvious. I was playing short, 22.5 feet behind the sidewalk. I swear to God, there was a sidewalk that ran right through our field. 

There were men on first and second. The batter’s box was close to the bottom of the hill of Keane Hall, towards Loras Boulevard. One of my teammates on the other side hit a monster of a drive to left that I thought would land in the Rock Bowl. There was a hill in left as well. Dick Wright looked up and ran over the hill and disappeared. But to everyone’s amazement he quickly reappeared and fired a strike to second. “Out! Holy Cow!” said Vince, who couldn’t see from the mound to home, let alone way out to left field; there was a heated argument but the Coach’s call held up. Chewing tobacco and batting gloves are not the only things put in the back pockets of baseball pants. Sometimes an extra baseball fits and works out very well. Ask Dick Wright!

We were playing a big game at St. Norbert’s. We both had very good records. Doc Kammer always traveled with the team when we played at St. Norbert’s. I really don’t know why. At the time I really didn’t care. However, on this trip I was really glad he was along. My shin splints were killing me. Of course, the answer was a “Doc” tape job. I played about ten minutes and Coach Dowd said to me, “You look like you’re in pain.” “Damn right I am. Look at my legs. They’re purple all the way to my crotch.”  Doc said,  “Gee, Tiny, maybe it’s a little too tight”. To make a long story short, I had Doc cut off the tape job. We went on to win the game and I scored 28 points, the most in any college game in my career. The story doesn’t end there; Doc wanted to tape my shin splint before every game thereafter. “Gee, Tiny, you play a hell of a lot better when you got purple legs. Get your butt up here; I’m taping you.”

I was approaching the batter’s box and first base coach Frank Noonan called me toward him. I met him about halfway between home and first. “I got the signals; if I do this, it’s a fastball; if I do this, it’s a curveball,” he proudly whispered in my ear. What a confidence booster. What an advantage because on the mound was a 6’5” fireballer with an equally wicked curve. I stepped into the box and looked to first. Frank signaled curve, I was ready. The pitcher delivered the pitch and I stepped towards first to go with the pitch but Holy #@^#*, it was a fastball. The ball hit the bill of my hat and it took off like a helicopter blade. When it landed, it was still spinning like a top on a marble floor. Funny Huh?!! When I reached first base I was as white as a ghost. I looked at my friend, my coach, my signal stealer. By God, he was grinning from ear to ear. It sure as hell wasn’t funny. But before I could say, “Please don’t do me anymore favors,” Frank leaned over and whispered in my ear, “I can’t help it if he crossed up his catcher.” As I look back on this incident, I think of the trust I had in Frank and the lifelong friendship as a result of this trust. Frank, when I get up there with you, I’m going to really tell you what I was thinking when I reached first.

