Sign of The Times (1992)

It’s My View…The State Of Baseball (Op1992)
I read in the paper that Reggie Jackson was having a difficult time deciding what team they should put on his plaque as he entered the Hall of Fame.  It made me think about the state of the game.  As a young boy growing up in the late 1960’s, my friends and I took great pride in naming the starting line-ups of our favorite teams year in and year out.  After awhile, we could tell how certain major league teams were doing just by following certain players.  I mean Mickey Mantle and the New York Yankees were synonymous.

It’s weird how I could look in the Sports pages and know exactly what and how my favorite players did at “work” the day before, yet I have no idea what my father did at his job or how well he did it.  Although it sounds peculiar, this was daily occurrence all over the country during the baseball season.  Baseball was a part of the American family.  Oriole fans of the 1960’s felt a sense of security knowing that 3rd base was in the “golden” hands of Brooks Robinson.  The loyal fans of the Chicago Cubs seemed to take on the personality of their ballclub.  Diehard bleacher fanatics in the “friendly confines of Wrigley Field” portrayed the same toughness and dedication that the Cubs had year after year.  Although always falling short of their goal of winning a pennant, they showed up each season with the attitude that this was going to be their year.  

Enter free agency, tv contracts, and the “bottom line,” and the bond between the fan and team, and the great game of baseball may never be the same.  Nowadays, ballplayers are rented like office furniture by teams looking to hit it big before they put up a “Garage Sale” sign.  This year more than ever, the baseball world has been turned upside down b player greed and owner stupidity.  Forget about naming the starting lineup of your favorite team.  You couldn’t even name the Commissioner if you wanted to.  Paul Molitor, 15 year veteran of the Milwaukee Brewers, and a catalyst to last year’s 92 win season is now a Blue Jay.  Dave Stewart, a native of Oakland, who resurrected his failing career in Oakland, a pitcher who had four straight 20 win seasons for the A’s, is now playing north of the border as well.  And we all know the saga of Barry Bonds all too well.  

Throughout this country’s history, we have always found peace and solace in baseball when all else seemed to be in utter chaos and turmoil.  But as money and power have crept into our “family circle,” the circle seems to be getting smaller and smaller, shutting out those who truly love the game…

