“The Boys of Summer” by Roger Kahn
The following excerpts are from a great book written about the 1952 – 53 Brooklyn Dodgers.  There were many famous players on that team including Pee Wee Reese, Duke Snyder, Billy Cox, Lou Campanella, Jackie Robinson, and others.  About 10 years after that season, Roger Kahn visited the retired players to see how they were doing and to catch up on old times.  One of the great Dodgers, George Shuba, who was only the second player to ever pinch hit a home run in the World Series, explains to Roger how he became a great hitter.

His abiding love was hitting.  All the rest was work.   But touching a bat, blunt George became “The Shotgun,” spraying line drives with a swing so compact and so fluid that it appeared as natural as a smile.

Shuba at 46 was now working as a postal clerk in Youngstown Pa.  I went out to visit him and he had me over for dinner with his wife and kids.  “So you don’t play or coach?”, I asked.   “I watch the kids.  Maybe umpire a little.  I don’t coach small kids.   It doesn’t make sense to.  With small kids, up till about fifteen, let ‘em have fun.  You know what’s damn dumb?  A father getting on a small kid, telling him this or that.  All the father does is spoil the fun.”  “Somebody must have coached you.”, I said.   “It was a different time then, and nobody coached me that much anyway.” Shuba said.
“Your swing was so beautiful and natural.  I was just a writer, You might not understand this, or believe me, but I would have given anything to have had your swing.”, I said.   Shuba said, “You could have.  I worked hard at it.”  “What?” I said.  “What do you mean I could have?” “Follow me to the basement,” Shuba said.

In the basement, Shuba asked, “What did you swing?”  “Thirty-two ounces”, I said.  “Here’s what you do.  You drill a hole in the top of the bat.  Pour ten ounces of led in it.  Now you got a 42 ounce bat to practice swinging.  Builds up your shoulders, chest, and upper arms.”  He handed me a bat.  I could never swing a bat that heavy.  The cellar had gotten uncomfortably hot.  Shuba was standing.  “Now you take a ball of string and you make knots in it.  He reached up toward a beam and a string coiled with knots fell waist-high.  That’s the ball.”  His eyes were shining.  Now swing.  The bat felt heavy and uncomfortable.  Swing again.  Sweat burst upon my neck.  Swing again.  “Its hot down here”
He took the bat from my hands and went to a thick file.  He pulled out a chart, marked with dates and Xs.  “In the winters for 15 years I’d swing 60 times in a row and put an X in the book.  I wouldn’t go to bed until I got 10 Xs.  That’s 600 swings a night, 4,200 a week, 47,200 a winter swinging a 42 ounce bat.  You call that natural?”
