Shay would have been out and
that would have been the end of
the game.

Instead, the pitcher threw the
ball right over the first baseman’s
head, out of reach of all team
mates.

Everyone from the stands and
both teams started yelling, ‘Shay,
run to first!

Run to first!

Never in his life had Shay ever
run that far, but he made it to first
base.

He scampered down the
baseline, wide-eyed and startled.

Everyone yelled, ‘Run to
second, run to second!

Catching his breath, Shay
awkwardly ran towards second,
gleaming and struggling to make it
to the base.

By the time Shay rounded

towards second base, the right
fielder had the ball ... the smallest
guy on their team who now had
his first chance to be the hero for
his team.

He could have thrown the ball
to the second-baseman for the tag,
but he understood the pitcher’s
intentions so he, too, intentionally
threw the ball high and far over
the third-baseman’s head.

Shay ran toward third base
deliriously as the runners ahead
of him circled the bases toward
home.

All were screaming, ‘Shay,
Shay, Shay, all the Way Shay’

Shay reached third base
because the opposing shortstop
ran to help him by turning him
in the direction of third base, and
shouted, ‘Run to third!

Shay, run to third”

As Shay rounded third, the
boys from both teams, and the
spectators, were on their feet
screaming, ‘Shay, run home! Run
home!’

Shay ran to home, stepped on
the plate, and was cheered as the
hero who hit the grand slam and
won the game for his team

“That day’, said the father softly
with tears now rolling down his
face, ‘the boys from both teams
helped bring a piece of true love
and humanity into this world’.

Shay didn’t make it to another
summer. He died that winter,
having never forgotten being the
hero and making me so happy,
and coming home and seeing his
Mother tearfully embrace her little
hero of the day!

submitted by anonymous

Get out of the car!

submitted by Paul Craig

A SENIOR MOMENT

(This is supposedly a true
account recorded in the Police
Log of Sarasota, Florida.)

An clderly Florida lady did
her shopping and, upon
returning to her car; found
four males in the act of
leaving with her vchicle.

She dropped her shop-
ping bags and drew her
handgun, proceeding to
scream at the top of her
lungs, “I have a gun, and
I know how to use it! Get
out of the car!”

The four men didn't
wait for a second threat.

They got out and ran like

mad.

The lady, somewhat
shaken, then proceeded
to load her shopping bags
into the back of the car
and got into the driver’s
scat. She was so shaken
that she could not get her
key into the ignition.

She tried and tried, and
then she realised why. It
was for the same reason
she had wondered why
there was a football, a Fris-
bee and two 12-packs of
beer in the front seat.

A few minutes later, she
found her own car parked
four or five spaces farther
down.

She loaded her bags into

the car and drove to the
police station to report her
mistake.

The sergeant to whom
she told the story couldn’t
stop laughing.

He pointed to the other
end of the counter, where
four pale men were report-
ing a car jacking by a mad,
elderly woman described
as white, less than five feet
tall, glasses, curly white
hair, and carrying a large
handgun.

No charges were filed.

Moral of the story?

If you're going to have a
senior moment . ., make it
memorable.
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