THE WINNING STREAK excerpt                                                             Paul Lonardo

Was it him?
Bump took a long sip of his gin and tonic and stole another look at the familiar stranger a couple seats away. They were the only two people in the bar. The bartender, Tommy, was focused on a Sudoku puzzle at the other end of the bar. He looked up occasionally to see if either of them was ready for another drink.
Bump wondered what was preventing him from just getting up, tapping the old man on the shoulder and asking him if he was Ron Flury. The Ron Flury. The Ron Flury he had roomed with when they were battery mates with the Pawtucket Red Sox back in 1973 and part of 1974. The same Ron Flury who had torn up minor league pitching the following year on his way to what should have been a sure September call-up with the big club only to suddenly vanish from the game without leaving behind so much as a bubble gum card to mark his time in the sport. There was no record of Ron being injured, traded or released. Bump’s son once helped him search the Internet for information about Ron, but that had turned up nothing. It was as if he never existed. Ron Flury was to baseball what Chuck Cunningham was to the old TV show, Happy Days. His son thought Ron was just a figment of his imagination, but Bump knew Ron was real. Whatever had become of Ron Flury was a mystery that Bump had always had a secret fantasy of solving. But now that he had a chance to possibly get to the bottom of the disappearance, something that felt a lot like fear kept his butt on the bar stool.
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