Baseball Blues
by

Eyes Right

Cincinnati, OH – For me, returning to the area of my youth means baseball.  I grew up on a summertime diet of salted-in-the-shell peanuts and the Cincinnati Reds.  From April to November every year I lived and died with the fortunes of those rather hapless Redlegs of the fifties.
It was only natural, therefore, that as soon as I flew into town here recently I headed to the ballpark to see the 80’s version of the Reds.
Their opponents were the dreaded, despicable Los Angeles Dodgers, who, in their previous incarnation as the Brooklyn Dodgers, had caused us so much heartache.  Year after year, the likes of Sandy Koufax and Don Drysdale had humbled our Cincinnati hitters while Duke Snyder and other Dodger sluggers had feasted off our inept non-flame-throwers.
It was indeed déjà vu all over again.  The Dodgers were once again in first place, and their road blue uniforms looked as arrogant and menacing as ever.  This was a team made to be hated, and I, along with everyone else in attendance, was more than willing to oblige.

Right away I sensed that something was wrong.  Crosley Field, the home of the Reds during my youth, had been replaced by one of those concrete and polyester circular multi-purpose stadiums.  It was more suited to hosting a rock concert than major league baseball.  The playing surface was symmetrical and boring.

Crosley Field had an incline in left and center field rather than the usual warning track.  It ostensibly was there to warn outfielders of their proximity to the wall, but, in reality, it was there to give our home team a significant advantage due to our guys being far more familiar with the hill than the opposing players.  How many major league outfielders are accustomed to running uphill to snag a fly ball?

Riverfront Stadium, the name of this new monstrosity, has no such features.  Instead of grass, it has a plastic artificial green carpet.  Although much has been written about the effects of such a surface upon the game of baseball as most of us grew up knowing, and playing it, I was still unprepared to witness in person the resultant foolishness of “carpet ball.”

Take the bunt, for example.  It is no longer a significant offensive threat because the ball rolls as if it is on a pool table.  Infielders now roam deep into the outfield with gloves the size of coal shovels to snare ground balls.  Most fly balls which hit the surface now take ridiculously high bounces.

But it was the players which showed the greatest change from the days of my youth.  5 of the 9 starters for the Reds were hitting under .250!  Two of these non-performers were outfielders – the one position where hitting used to be a non-negotiable asset.  Considering that these “professionals” now have average salaries average salaries of around a quarter of a million dollars per year, I found it hard to cheer their infrequent hits.

The fans were equally disappointing.  Most seemed to be more interested in the marvels of the electronic scoreboard and its large screen television monitor than the action on the field.  I was the only person in Section 112 using a scorecard to keep track of the game batter by batter.  No one around me knew what “K” stands for, whether normal or inverted and how it relates to telling the difference between a swinging and a called strike-out.
Yes, things have changed in Mudville.  Only the salted-in-the-shell peanuts remained the same, and ….. the Dodgers beating us once again.

I thought you might like to know.
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