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I am ten years old living with my grandparents.  Attracted to baseball because Jackie Robinson has been hired by the Brooklyn Dodgers. The first black athlete to break the color barrier in Major League Baseball.
I became a Dodger fan. Ross Hodges, a play-by play-baseball announcer, is calling the final third game of a three-game play-off between the Dodgers and the New York Giants.
I am biting my nails. Gritting my teeth. Nervously pumping my legs up and down. We got this. 9th inning. Dodgers lead 4-2.

The call went something like this.
“Bobby Thompson... Up there swinging … Branca throws… Crack! (Sound of bat hitting ball)
There's a long drive…it's gonna be, I believe… the Giants won the pennant! The Giants won the pennant! The Giants won the pennant! The Giants won the pennant! Bobby Thompson hits into the lower deck of the left field stands! The Giants win the pennant and they're goin’ crazy, they're goin’ crazy. Heeey- oh!!! I don't believe it. I don't believe it! I don't believe it! Bobby Thompson... hit a line drive... into the lower deck... of the left field stands... And this blame place is goin’ crazy!  Horace Stoneham has got a winner! The Giants won it... by a score of five to four... And they're pickin’ Bobby Thompson up... and carryin’ him off the field!”
I turned the radio off. Dumbfounded. Went outside and sat on my front porch steps. I couldn't believe it. The Giants won the pennant.
My neighbor, Peggy Chapell passes by and looks at my face. “What happened?”
“Nothin’! I yelled. Still stunned. 
It taught me a lesson not to think the game was over until it was over.
