JIM DIAMOND

Jimmy and I went way back because of baseball.  Jimmy was a great athlete and outstanding shortstop.  We did not attend the same elementary schools but we played against each other in little league, and of course with each other at GW and American Legion.
The day I finally summoned the courage to “go forward” or whatever they call it, I got up to the front pew and here comes Jimmy joining also. I’m still surprised there wasn’t a clap of thunder or bolt of lightning as the two of us stood there. 

Jimmy had an old Nash Rambler in HS.  The front seats would go all the way back, usually quite suddenly.  On more occasions than I can count, when double dating with Jim, the seat would suddenly recline and crush the legs of me and my date.

On one occasion we were going over to Haines Point to play golf very early in the morning. Although it cost 75 cents we usually snuck on the course. Randy Maney was at my house and Jim picked us up.  In the back was what appeared to be a huge plastic bucket full of popcorn.  Jim said he got it at the drive-in movie, so Randy and I started eating it.  We eventually discovered old wrappers, sodas, etc.  Jim then admitted it was actually a trash can he had snatched from the drive-in.  

Jim got a job (briefly) at the Burger Chef across the street from GW.  It was amazing how many hamburgers and fries you could get for a dollar when Jim took your order.

Jim was a great friend and we spent a lot of time at each others’ houses. Jim was a wonderful person and would give you the shirt off his back.  He signed with the Washington Senators and I didn’t see him much after that. In those days the teams did not protect their young players like they do now. He passed away so young, but if there is a heaven, I hope he is there, tooling around in that old Nash Rambler.
Bill Thomas
