Glory Days

I spent my youthful good looks as a babe for hire. No, not that kind… I was a Phillies Girl for the Philadelphia Phillies baseball team through college and graduate school. 


In the process, I became an observer into the world of the men of baseball. Not many in my position simply observed, but I was a student of psychology, as much a fan of human behavior as I was baseball players.


I learned a lot about baseball groupie behavior, and got to know and respect some players on a personal level. I also learned about players whose huge egos did not take rejection with grace – those rare times when someone turned down an invitation seemed to provoke anger.

I originally applied because I was a huge baseball fan and thought it was a brilliant idea to get a season ticket to watch the Phillies, and then get paid on top of it. Mostly college girls, we were paid a fairly generous base salary for each game, and could make up to fifty dollars per game in tips. It was an ideal part time job except for the part about having to wear high white patent leather boots and a hot pants outfit every game day.

The auditions were not unlike a beauty pageant. Girls kept getting whittled down round after round, till you had the finalists. I think there were like four rounds of interviews I had to do, each time knowing if it didn’t go well, I would be summarily dismissed like so many disappointed girls heading for the exit doors that day. I somehow made the cut and joined the about 20 new girls to be added to the returning troops. All told we numbered about 80.

Once on board, I had to get noticed to be selected for the promotional team. Only 12 lucky girls got to be on the promotional team. There was lots of extra pay involved, and fun experiences representing the organization at various promotions around the city, including many with the players themselves. 

Philadelphia was not lacking any superstars in those years, although I really shouldn’t name names – I was there through several of the Phillies best seasons ever, including a World Series win.


First, I ingratiated myself to the boss, who stationed us each game. Our pet nickname for her was “Barracuda.” She was not easy to brown nose, but I figured out a way to do that, getting there early, asking her about her family, and generally presenting myself as her best pal.


She also looked for poise and polish in girls for the best placements and I learned quickly that a good spot meant great money (tips) and players watching you and passing you invitational notes. (which for me was flattering and sickening at the same time – I never took one up on the invite) So after a month or two, I was in the best assignments.


Being in these box seats also got you noticed for the promo team. So I give credit to my shrewd perceptiveness and brainpower as much to my looks when the mascot, the Phillie Phanatic started paying attention to me when I had primo stations. It turns out that the real guy beneath the suit was a college kid like me, and he wanted to take me out. One day, he stuck his long tongue out at me while I was serving the premium boxes a tray of food. A photographer was there and captured the image. We landed in a huge picture in the main Philadelphia paper.

That small fifteen minutes of fame got me on the promo team, which was managed by somewhat of a local celebrity announcer who I adored both professionally, and later personally as I got to know him. I was called for every good promotion, thanks to that lovely man.

A small problem soon developed as I began working on the promo team. The realization dawned on me that some of the players thought the girls were around for their personal use. 

It’s not a secret that athletes have wandering eyes and insatiable appetite for women. In fact, they are probably only second to rock stars on that account. 

But not all of us promo girls wanted to be notches on their belts – although some did. Some girls were engaged, others in love, others like me had higher moral values.

I was determined to be the babe-ist promo girl and maintain my virtue at the same time.


Not so easy, as I soon learned. Some players assumed if you were there, it was to be a baseball groupie. Other guys, once they understood where you were coming from, still liked and respected you. I have photos of myself with many of the superstars who were like that.


Now here is where I must explain that I was not a bleached or any other type of blonde, nor did I wear a lot of makeup. I was your basic “pretty” in a plain, wholesome package, but I certainly wasn’t anything to write home about, with standard long brown hair parted in the middle. The ridiculous outfit we had to wear was actually flattering to my slim, long legged figure, and that got me a lot of mileage with the players.

But it’s not that players were clamoring to win me over. But when I happened to interact with them on a one-on-one basis, there was something about my personality, intelligence and figure that appealed to many of them, and that is where some earnest pursuing began.

Two instances of my turning down invitations to be a one night fling brought out completely ugly behavior. Such as one in particular who reported me for being a tease to my promo manager.

He was a high profile, handsome, married player. I remember our entire interaction vividly because it was my first long weekend promo. I was excited to be part of a weekend filled with baseball superstars, and I intended to soak in the atmosphere, and again, keep my virtue intact.


This player, and I use that term in the nicest way, watched me perform in a skit with the other Phillies Girls in our silly uniforms for the first evening’s charity event. After we exited the stage, he came up to me and took my arm, and told me I was the prettiest smartest girl up on stage. He saw a bracelet on my wrist and looked at it, and repeated my name off of it. He said he would remember that name, and said that he hoped I would be at the after party.


Of course I intended to be at the after party, and although both flattered and embarrassed to be singled out like that among the other girls, since it was my first after party, I didn’t quite understand what he intended.


At the after party, he came right up to me and flirted for just a few minutes. Okay, I admit, I flirted back a little - it was just a lark for me, I knew it wasn’t going anywhere. After five minutes, he said, “Okay, let’s go up to my room.” As if it were a foregone conclusion, and a done deal.

I was absolutely incredulous. I asked what we would do there and why I would possibly want to do that when I just got to the party. My reaction was met with anger and disgust. 

“What do you think we would do?” he spat. “Don’t you like me?”
I could see he was wounded and taking my rejection personally.


“Well, I am not that type of girl,” I responded. “I like you as a baseball player, and other than that, I don’t know you well enough to say anything more.”

Put on the spot like that, I relied on the old standard, “I’m not that type of girl” line, not knowing how else to react.


The next week, I found out that he reported me to my manager for being a tease. Unfortunately, I didn’t even consider sexual harassment charges. After all, it was off hours, after I was off the clock, and I chose to go to the after party. It wasn’t until after that first after party that I figured out that the very married players assumed most girls attending the after parties did so to get a date for the night. I just wanted to soak in every minute of this baseball lifestyle, without putting myself in a compromising situation. 

Another time, in the off-season during a weekend charity event in another city, famous ballplayers from around the country came for an important charity event. We promo girls were paired up and given hotel rooms for the weekend so we could appear at all the events.

The first night event was a success and ended around 11pm. The players had a suite and invited us to an after party, which we happily changed for and attended.

Since there were athletes, not just baseball players, from all over, as well as agents and other bigwigs, at this party, I did not know many of the faces there. I sat with a friend on a big couch and played it cool, letting athletes approach who wanted to talk. After a few of these casual conversations, I noticed a guy staring at me from across the room. He was making it obvious for quite a while, and even my friend sitting next to me noticed. I didn’t recognize him as he was dressed down compared to the other athletes, and asked my friend who he was. 

She matter of factly informed me that it was the MVP of the National League that year, visiting from another city. 


Mr. MVP kept staring for a long while as other players conversed with me. Finally, he approached. His opening line to me was, “Wow, I had to wait in line just to get a chance to talk to you.”


A cute start for sure, but I didn’t know enough about him, like I knew the Phillies players, to know if he was married. He sure was my looks type, a Mark Spitz look-a-like.


After he flirted for a few minutes, I asked him if he was married. I was definitely attracted to him, and he had a very cute personality.


He denied being married. After a half hour of chatting and flirting, he asked me to join him at the hotel bar for a drink – obviously he wanted me alone. He also wanted a few drinks in me.

So I went, not because of his celebrity status, but because he was extremely cute.


After a cocktail and a half, I was definitely tipsy and he sensed the time was right to kiss me. We did that for a short time in a tall booth of the dimly lit bar when he invited me to his room. 

I of course turned him down. 


In one of the best sales jobs ever, he convinced me that he only wanted to kiss me, and the bar was too public a place to do that properly. He gave me a speech about how he respected me too much to try to use me or take advantage of me. Had I not been intoxicated, I would have known better. But I eventually accepted his invitation.

We sat on a chaise in his room and kissed. Unknown to him I was unimpressed with his make-out style, which was lizard-like. Then when he thought he had me completely turned on with no turning back, he stupidly admitted he was married. 


When he saw my reaction, he regretted that bit of honesty immediately, and started mumbling about how he had a special understanding with his wife.

I got up to go back to my room. Begging and pleading ensued, but I was livid, and wasn’t having any of it.


My anger unfortunately turned him on even more.


He followed me to my room. I bid him goodnight and closed the door in his face.

He tapped on the door, and I opened it again, and again told him goodnight. My roommate was already in bed asleep and I was worried about bothering her, and I told him so. 

I got as far as changing into pj’s and washing my face before the door banging started again. I opened the door with the chain this time and told him he was starting to bother both me and my sleeping roommate. As he peered at me through the chain, he replied that I looked sexy in my nightie.


I asked him nicely to please leave and I would talk to him in the morning (even though it was already the wee hours of the morning)

I was cozy in my bed when the tapping began again. My roommate was now awake. She asked me if I wanted to call security. I told her who he was, and that it would not be cool to call security on him.

I shouted through the door this time to leave me alone. We ignored his tapping and he eventually went away.


Until I was awakened by tapping on the door yet again. I woke up with a start and realized I was only asleep for 30 minutes. I continued ignoring the tapping that was now getting to scare me with its obsessive purpose. Again he left.

When it began an hour later, I went to the door again. I was honest in telling him that he was scaring me, and he was not going to get me to come out no matter what, so he might as well hang it up.


After this, the fifth round of tapping, he gave up. It was dawn by then anyway, and the werewolf had to retreat with the light of day.

The next day at the next promotional event, he completely ignored me. When I tried to snap his photo, he made it obvious that my rejection wounded him. Although he is smiling and playful, he is making a very juvenile nanny-nanny boo boo with his hands over his ears at me in the photo. My MVP had failed to get an important notch in his belt and he didn’t like it at all. 

The next evening, at still another late after party, I was engaged in deep philosophical conversation with some of my favorite players, when I told them I was tired and needed some sleep, having had no sleep at all the night before thanks to an obsessive guy tapping at my door all night. One of them told me that tomorrow would just be a memory by the next day, and encouraged me to stay later. I marveled at how they could stay up all night every night.

I much later found out that cocaine was behind their uncanny ability to stay wide awake all night every night – I was so naïve!

Sometimes I wonder if I was too uptight, and didn’t properly enjoy these days as some of my cohorts did. But I fondly recall those days as my glory days. [image: image1.jpg]




Everyone should have those to look back on.

