


ook at the picture on pages 122-123. Read the title,

n. the bird, and the plane all have
 do you think people dreamed of flying?

3. Why is it important to follow your dreams?

. Can you name someone who refused to give up?

3. How do you think the selections in this unit will be alike®?
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Focusing on “Something for Davy”

p From your own experience, what do you think builds Th'nk

good friendships? Ask your classmates about their
experiences with close friends.

P Read the title and look at the picture on page 126.
Think about your discussion of friendship as you read
the introduction to the story.

e Who are Sam and Davy in the picture? Why do you
think so?

e What differences between the two characters are
shown in the picture?

® What might “Something for Davy” be about?

P Get ready to read a story about a boy named Sam, As
you read, think about the problems Sam must overcome
to do something thoughtful for his friend. Think about
what you would add to this drawing.

SOI"I'IIS Pro|:>|ems

v
Home Plate

Now turn the page and read “Something for Davy.”
Then you will talk about showing appreciation.

Read




something for Dav

From the novel Thank You, Jackie Robinson
by Barbara Cohen
Hlustrated by Lyle Miller

After his father died, Sam Greene was lonely, With
his mother busy running the family’s New Jersey inn
long hours alone with his radio, listening to what he




That afternoon I got on my bike and rode dg-,ﬁ_ :
town. [ went nto ,'L'[L!}-.it‘ﬂ!l“\‘ Spl}f{iﬂg (Goods and |
bought a brand new Spalding regulation baseball, Jg
cost one sixtv-five. I couldn’t count on catching gpe
at the ball park. In all the time Davy and I had '_
gone to the games that had never happened to us.
probably never would, if we went to a thousand _
million games. I had to take matters into my own
hands, and then rough the ball up a little bit and
persuade the plavers to autograph it, even if I hadn'f
caught it

The day atter that was Friday. I collected my
allowance and got my mother to give me my three
dollars and fifty cents that was in the safe.

“I think that's too much to spend on a present
Davy,” Mother said. “A dollar would be plenty.”

e e = Lo

“Mother!” I exclaimed. I was shocked. “If I had a
thousand dollars it wouldn’t be too much to spend.”

“Davy wouldn’t want you to spend all your
money on him. You know that.”

“I want to spend all my money on Davy,” I said.
“Davy never has to know.”

“It’s your money, but I think you're crazy. You
don’t need to spend money to show love.”

“It’s the only way,” I said. “The hospital won’t
let me in to see him.”

“It’s your money,” she repeated, shaking her head,
but then she gave it to me.

The next day, Saturday, was of course the busiest
day of the week at the inn. Even during July and
August, the slow months, Saturday was sometimes
busy. I was lucky. On this particular Saturday there
was a wedding reception. What with Davy sick and
the new cook not quite up to preparing a whole
banquet, my mother had to be in six places at once.
She really didn’t have time to worry about us. It was
one of those days when she just wanted us to dis-
appear somewhere and not bother her unul it was
time for my sister Sara and me to help dish out the
meal. I obliged. I told her I was going over to my
friend Mickey’s house and that I would stay there for
dinner, but I'd come home before dark. If she had
time to think about it, she might have wondered why
I spent so much time at Mickey’s lately, but she
didn’t have time to think about it.

I suppose I could have told my mother where 1
was going. She might have been perfectly willing to
let me go. She might have given me money for it.
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he highway alter sunseg

much about
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So [ just went. _
[ had gone into the kitchen real early in the

morning. before anvone else was up, and made my-
slf 2 couple of egg-salad sandwiches. I had them S8
and mv monev and the baseball in its little cardboard
box. T walked the mile and a half to the bus station
because there’d be no place to leave my bike if I :
rode there. I took the bus into New York City and IS
took a subway to Ebbets Field. I didn’t have to ask &
anyone anything, except the bus driver for a ticket to -'
New York City and the man in the subway booth for'}
change of a quarter. i
There was one thing I'd learned from Sara, and
that was that if vou know how to read you can do
anything. Right in the middle of the subway was this
big map of the subway system and Ebbets Field
Was marked right on it in large black letters. BMT,
f%righton_ Local, downtown, get off at the station neat
Ebbets Field. I didn't even have 1o change trains.
Tou couiq sec flags flying above the ball park
G cks and there you were, Inside
e 3 it always had been, as bright and sreen 88
green

ever, remote from the s
. € S00ty streets ‘
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be I'd better start trying right awﬁ
pably better during h‘dtting '
be later. 1 took my ball
out of its box and stashed the box underneath my
bleacher seat. Then [ walked around to the fil‘SI~b&s:e§
cide and climbed all the way down to the box seats 'i;
right behind the dugout. [ leancd “‘"Clj the rail. Biﬂ}f
Cox was trotting back 10 the dugout from home
plate, where Erskine had been throwing to him.

[ swallowed my heart, which seemed to be bea
in my throat, and called out, “Billy! Hey, Billy!”
waving my ball as hard and high as T could. But I
was scared, and my voice wasn’t very loud, and I
don’t think Billy Cox heard me. He disappeared i
the dugout.

[ thought may
My chances were pro
practice than they would

Marv Rackley came out of the dugout and then
Carl Furillo. I called to them too, but they didn’t
seem to hear me either.

This method was getting me nowhere. I had to
try something else before the game began and I'd
really lost my chance. I looked around to see if there
were any ushers nearby, but none was in sight. It
was kind of early and the place hadn’t really started
to fill up yet. I guess the ushers were loafing around
the refreshment stands.

I climbed up on the railing and then hoisted my-
self onto the roof of the dugout. That was something
you could not do at many places besides Ebbets
Field. That was one of the few advantages of such a
small ball park. Of course, you know, you couldn’t
go see Ebbets Field now if you wanted to. They tore
it down and put an apartment building there.

I could have stood up and walked across the dug-
out roof to the edge, but I figured if I did that an
usher surely would see me. I sneaked across the roof
on my belly until I came to the edge and then [
leaned over. : :

It was really very nice in the dugout. I had always
kind of pictured it as being literally dug out of the
dirt, like a trench in a war. But 1t had regular walls
and a floor and benches and a water cooler. Only
trouble was, there were just a couple of guys in there—
Eddie Miksis, and Billy Cox whom I'd seen out on
the field a few minutes before. Ny

I was disappointed. I had certainly hoped for
Campy’s signature, and Gil Hodges’, and Pee wﬁ-’ :




134
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f course Jackie Robinson’s. But [ fig..
o thrilled with Miksis and Billy
ball would be more thag"

Reese's, an
ured Davy would be
heir names 0n 4 _
And anyway a few more guys

ball players, but this usher didn’t frighten me one
bit. I pulled my ticket stub out of my pocket. “See?”

Cox. 81 [ said, thrusting it into his face. “ certainly do have

he'd ever expected

. . meandering in betore [ was mrﬂugh. : a ticket.” oy
might come mea t! . hard [ swallowed, my heart He made as if to take it out of my hand. I guess
But no ‘“"‘_“_“r “: !ht;léli- “Eddie!” 1 called. _:;; he wanted to look at it close, to make sure it was a
“I;hl ;i:l!};:;:i]d?;:;dh any sound came out of my _- stub from that day and not an old one I carried
“Eadie! Y. Ll . i

around in my pocket for emergencies. But I pulled

mouth at all my hand back.

And then all of a sudden I heard a voice calling -
real loud. Whoever it was didn’t have any trouble get_;,_-
ting the sound out of Ais mouth. “Hey you, kid, get E
du;’.-n off that roof,” the voice said. “What do you
think you're doing?” I sat up and turned around. An'S
angry usher was standing at the foot of the aisle, 8§
rs'g_;hr- by the railing, screaming at me. “Get yourself =8
off that roof,” he shouted. “Right now, or I’ll throw
you out of the ball park.”

I scrambled down fast as I could. Boy, was I a
mess. My chino pants and my striped jersey were
absolutely covered with dust and grime from that =
roof. I guess my face and arms weren’t any too
either. I looked like a bum. a2

“I'm going to throw you out anyway,” the usher
said, “because you don’t have a tic]::et.’;

I got real mad when I heard him say that. Peop
had been throwing me out of places all week long
al*{d I was plenty sick of it Especially since I cer-
tamnly did have 4 ticket, -

“You can’t throw
“I've got as much ry
had suddenly

me out,” I shouted back at hi
. ght to be here as you have.” I
found my yojce. 1 was scared of the
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I said. “You can’t take thig

“(Yh. no, vou d"’”.t‘ . . :
: - 't give it back to me'®

£ T { 1'\’

ticket awav trom me. You wor , 3

and then vou'll throw me out because 1 don’t have gt
ticket!” | |

“You crazv, kid>" he asked, shaking his head. 3

“This 1s what I get for working in Ebbets Field. A

bunch of crazy people. Next vear 'm applying forigs

job at the Polo Grounds.”

“Go ahead.” 1 said, “vou traitor. Who needs

vou?” I turned away from him and leaned over thess

rail.

“I better not see vou on that roof again,” the
usher said. “I'll have my eve out for you—and o0
will all the other ushers.”

“Don’t worry,” 1 said.

Then I felt his hand on my shoulder. “As a
matter of fact, kid,” he said, “[ think I'll escort
1o your seat where you belong. Up in the bleachers

where you can’t make any trouble.” ;

Well, right then and there the whole enterprise
would have gone up in smoke if old Jackie Rob
himself had not come trotting out onto the field
.L'ne dugout that very second. “Hey, Jackie!” I €2
“Hey, Jackie!” in 4 voice as loud 'a_\ a thunderbol
mean ‘_h'ffﬁ were two airplanes flving overhead rig 'l
zha{Hmmule and Jackie Robinson heard me any¥
\'in"f:nj;ioief e he coRs tcuj
alie ot ng from, and I began to wave il
cally, *.-I}H calling “Jackie! Hey Jackie!

He lified up his hand, pare oo -
smiled. “Hey, kiq» ,
Way to the b

£ave one wide wave,
- he called, ang continued on £
& Cage. In another instant he'd

have been too busy with batting practice to pay any
attention to me.
“Sign my ball!” I screamed. “Sign my ball!”
He seemed to hesitate briefly. I took this as a
good omen. “You gotta,” I went on frantically.
“Please, please, you gotta.”
“He don’t gotta do nothing,” the usher said.
“That’s Jackie Robinson and everyone knows that he
don’t gotta do nothing.” >
I went right on screaming. _ S L
“Come on, kid,” the usher said, “we’re getting out -
ofhere."Hewasabighulkingushawhomhz_u" AT T ;
weighed about eight hundred pounds, and he began
pulling on me. Even though I gripped the cement
with my sneakers and held onto the rail withmy
hand, he managed to pull me loose. But he couldn’t
shut me up. Sl




: el 1 went right on screamine
«Please, Jackie, please: e If Ming:
1t worked. Or something worked. {1 not my
Wi . _ ;
ning, then maybe the sight of that monster
screaming, .

usher trying to pu}l me up the aisle and scrungy old

me pulling against him for dear lite.
“Let ll[lL' le. un‘“ I;}L‘kif Rﬂh}]lﬂ(!u -“ﬂld WhEn he

o ¢ e T F »
oot to the railing. “All he wants byt autograph.
“He’s a fresh kid,” the usher said, but he let me

g0.

said.
[ thrust my ball into Jackie Robinson’s face. “G
thanks, Mr. Robinson,” I said. “Sign it, please.”

“Kids are supposed to be fresh,” Jackie Robinson"

R —

“You got a pen?” he asked.

, A pen?” I could have kicked myself. “A pen?”
I'd forgotten a pen! I turned to the usher, “You got a
pen?”

“If I had,” the usher said triumphantly, “I cer-
tainly wouldn’t lend it to you!”

“Oh, come on,” Jackie Robinson said, “Don’t be
so vindictive. What harm did the kid do, after all?”

“Well, as it happens, I don’t have one,” the usher
replied smugly.

“Wait here,” I said. “Wait right here, Mr. Robin-
son. I'll go find one.”

Jackie Robinson laughed. “Sorry, kid, but I've got
work to do. Another time, maybe.”

“Please, Mr. Robinson,” I said. “It’s for my friend.
My friend, Davy.”

“Well, let Davy come and get his own auto-
graphs,” he said. “Why should you do his dirty work
for him?”

“He can’t come,” I said. The words came rushing
out of me, tumbling one on top of the other. I had
to tell Jackie Robinson all about it, before he went
away. “Davy can’t come because he’s sick. He had a

heart attack.”
“A heart attack?” Jackie Robinson asked. “A kid

had a heart attack?”
“He’s not a kid,” I explained. “He’s sixty years

old. He’s my best friend. He’s always loved the

Dodgers, but lately he’s loved them more than ever.” . o

“How did this Davy get to be your best friend?”
Jackie Robinson asked.

L ——
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\d him L.\-l\,-‘,thmj.t‘ Or as near
[

So | ld tell i five minutes. I told 3 with Preacher Roe and Gil Hodges. On consecutive
o evervthing & l L“l_t for my mother, and how | : pitches, Carl Furillo and Billy Cox both hit home
him how Davy worke Davy who took me to my runs, shattering the 1930 Brooklyn home-run record
had no fathers 8¢ v lium they wouldn’t let - of 122 for a season. The Dodgers scored six runs,
first ball game. 1 “"ll‘i }”:1 Davy, and how we had | ] and they scored them all in the sixth inning. They

the hospital 1t '

beat the Cubs, 6-1. They were hot, really hot, that
day and that year.

me 1nto hing a ball that was hit into

Jways talked about ;';1[7.
‘ | getting 1t autogra
Jack '1'\[cn‘ud «ilently, nodding every once in a
‘ik‘ 'lL\ ! . . (13 T
Jile. When I was done at last, he said, “Well,
1 . - e, i I
now. kid, T'l tell vou what. You keep this ball you 8
L n A . | |
brought with you. Keep it to play with. And borrow S8 -
[ ® ~ P alr - . I . .““
a pen from someonc. Come back U‘I the dugout t’he E q @
e game 18 over, and I’ll _z'

‘I’lCd,
the stands anc

wi

minute, the very second, th
oct vou a real ball, one we played with, and I'll get
all the guys to autograph it for you.”
“Make sure it’s one you hit,” I said. 4
What nerve. I should have fainted dead away just-f
because Jackie Robinson had deigned to speak to mc.
But here he was, making me an offer beyond my %
wildest dreams, and for me it wasn’t enough. I had
to have more. However, he didn’t seem to care. 4
“O.K.)” he said, “of I hit one.” He had been in @ &
little slump lately. :
“You will,” T said, “you will.”
:\pd hg Liid. He broke the ball game wide open i
i}?c ﬁix{h inning when he hit a double to left fields
::;}’zlnnfhljd(‘-:i}t: ;?{ihlsruk&fnidcr. He Score1d him
pick him off second basjc‘ l:l::':;;.}:];l(ikﬂ, med
and Jackie, with that incredibje fk er overtiiSy
the way home. Besides, he ¢ Speed he hads
» e Worked two double pla
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4lly didn't watch the game as closely
e rlLI tﬁc others I'd been to see. I couldn’t,
My mind‘lwas on too many other 'hi”?.-'f"“‘?“ Jackie
i{(;hinsa1[1. on what was going to happen after the
eame was over, on that monster _ulnhcr \‘I«'ho I feared_;_-
:'nuld vet find some way of spoiling things for me,

a5 I !'IHL!

but above all on Davy and the fact that he was
ing all of the excitement, '

And then [ had to worry about getting hold of g8
pen. You could buy little pencils at the ball park fi ;
keeping box scores, but no pens. It was the first—"
last—time in my life I walked into a ball park wi
out something to write with. And I didn’t see how.;
could borrow one from someone, since in all that =
mess of humanity I'd never find the person after the
game to return 1t to him. Unless I took the guy'’s
name and address and mailed it back to him later. :

It didn’t look to me like the guys in the bleachers
where I was sitting had pens with them anyway.
Most of them had on tee shirts, and tee shirts don’t
have pockets in them for pens. I decided to walk
Over to the seats along the first-base Jine to see if i
any of those fans looked more like pen owners. I b
t go 1n that direction anyway to make sure I wag"

th‘e dugout the second the ball game ended. I too
with me my by]] in its box.

On my way oy ‘
. my way over I tan into this guy hawking
. and I decided ¢ buy one in order to was
own the twyq €gg-salad

. andwj
during the third inpine. iches I had eaten

This guy had 5 per + .
fact, he had ry, " Pentin his pocker, As a matter

0 of I 5
ot them. “Look,» I said 1o him

paid him for my soda, “

could I borrow one of those
pens?”

“Sure,” he said, handing it to me after he had put
my money into his change machine. He stood there,
waiting, like he expected me to hand it back to him
after I was done with it,

“Look,” I said again, “maybe I could sort of buy
it from you.”

“Buy it from me? You mean the pen?”

“Yeah.”

“What do you want my pen for?”

“I need it because Jackie Robinson promised me
that after the game he and all the other guys would
autograph a ball for me.” Getting involved in all
these explanations was really a pain in the neck.

“You don’t say,” the hawker remarked. I could
tell he didn’t believe me.

“It’s true,” I said. “Anyway, are you going to sell
me your pen?”

“Sure. For a dollar.”

I didn’t have a dollar. Not anymore. I'd have to
try something else. I started to walk away.

“Oh, don’t be silly, kid,” he called to me. “Here,
take the pen. Keep it.” It was a nice pen. It was
shaped like a bat, and on it, it said, “Ebbets Field,
Home of the Brooklyn Dodgers.” :

“Hey, mister, thanks,” I said. “That’s real nice of
you.” It seemed to me I ought to do something for i
him, so I added, “I think I'd like another soda.” He
sold me another soda, and between sipping first from
one and then from the other and trying to watch the
game, I made very slow progress down toﬂiedugom. e
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e mmhl. « didn't have to come up to bat at all
f}.hc l-)“\ LI‘CI*\ L

. 2t final mﬂm,‘l- and 1 was nﬂi_\' afraid that t!-ley'd
e \I1' anpeared into the clubhouse by the time 1
;'lriki[t?;]\;; I;\i!i”“]d have come dmw? at the end of the
;iﬂ!ﬂh. But Jackie Robinson had said the end of the
g;:nc. Although my nerve had Igrn\.\‘n 1hy about sevep -
\Ehullh;md percent that day, I snll_duin t have enough E |
to interrupt Jackic Robinson during a game.

-

I stood at the railing near the dugout, waiting,
and sure enough, Jackie Robinson appeared around |
the corner of f};u building only a minute or two after_’_
Preacher Roe pitched that tinal out. All around me
people were getting up to leave the ball park, but a
lot of them stopped when they saw Jackie Robinson
come 10 the rail to talk to me. Roy Campanella, Pee
Wee Reese, and Gil Hodges were with him.

“Hi, kid,” Jackie Robinson said. He was carrying
a ball. It was covered with signatures. “Pee Wee he
had a pen.”

“And a good thing, t00,” Pee Wee said, “because
most of the other guys left the field already.”

“But these guys wanted to meet Davy’s friend,”
Jackie Robinson said.

By that time, Preacher Roe had joined us at the

raﬂm_g. Jackie handed him the ball. “Hey, Preachers
he .‘»ald, ug[’it Cngugh Stre

ngth left in that arm to Sigh
d herey”
reacher Rope asked.

¢ pen the hawker had given me:

this ball for Davy’s frien
“Got a pepy» P
I handed him ¢}

I was glad I hadn’t gone thro
getting it for nothing,

“Not much room left on this ball,’
squirmed his signature into a I
beneath Duke Snider’s and the
the pen and the ball.

Everybody was waving programs and pens in the
faces of the ballplayers who stood by the railing. But
before they signed any of them, they all shook my
hand. So did Jackie Robinson. I stood there, clutch-
ing Davy’s ball and watching while those guys signed

ugh all the trouble of

" Roe said. He
ittle empty space
n he handed me both

the programs of the other fans.



hough, thev'd had enough. They smij

aved heir hands and walked away, five big
i ifd:.l.ilé uniforms, etched sharply against the
riiLiZhltnErc;n grass. Jackie Rohin:?‘@n was the last g
into the dugout and before he disappeared around
corner. he turned and waved to me.

I waved back. “Thank you, Jackie Robinson,”
called. “Thanks for everything.” He nodded and
smiled. T guess he heard me. 'm glad I remembse;
my manners before it was too late. .

When everyone was gone, I looked down at the
ball in my hands. Right between the rows of red
seaming, Jackie Robinson had written, above his ow
signature, “For Davy. Get well soon.” Then all the™
others had put their names around that.

I took the ball T had bought out of the box and
put it in my pocket. I put the ball Jackie Robinson
had given me in the box. Then I went home. ;

Finallv,

Think about the selection. Finish the drawing on page 125

by filling in the problems that Sam tfaces. Then answer the
questions.

1. Use your drawing. Think about the problems that Sam
has to overcome. Who are the people who cause
Sam's problems?

2. How does Sam'’s effort to get money for the game
show how important the plan is to him?

3. Which is easier for Sam: to get to the ball park or to
ask the ball players for a tavor? Explain your answer.

4. How is Jackie Robinson's treatment of Sam different
from the usher's?

5. How does the fact that the Dodgers are winning the
game increase Sam’'s problems?

6. Why does Jackie Robinson get so many of his
teammates to sign the ball?

7. It is clear how the unit theme, “Never Give Up,” would
apply to Sam. How might it apply to Davy? How might
it apply to the Brooklyn Dodgers?

8. Pretend you are the owner of a major league baseball
team. How might you arrange for fans to get your
players' autographs? b
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A GROUP

Focusing on “I Want That Dog”

L]
P Taik about a time when you were not tall enough or Th’nk

strong enough to do something that you wanted to do d
Ask your classmates how they felt at a time like this. an

Read

» Look at the title and the picture on pages 150 and 151
Then read the introduction to the story. Think about the
obstacles that people must face to do what they want to do.
® Which character in the picture is Sally? How do you
know?
® How might having cerebral palsy keep Sally from
wanting a dog?
® What might happen in this story?

._ "
P T 2

P Get ready to read a story about a handicapped girl
named Sally. As you read, think about the problems she
faces. Think about what you would add to this chart.

Now turn the page and read “| Want That Dog.” Then
you will talk about how it might feel to have a handicap.

148



