
“NO GIRLS ALLOWED”? GINGER MIKHALAKIS IS OUR FIRST BASEMAN –A 1964 
COACHING EXPERIENCE 

It was mid-July 1964 when we got back and I needed to find a job to keep earning money for 
graduate school. I heard about an opening as the director of a playground in Dubuque, which was 
named Peter Cooper and was located right next to the Dubuque Packing plant. As a result there 
were terrible smells which made it a neighborhood in which no one wanted to live or work, but I 
was used to the odors from my time in the Hide House. Moreover, I needed the work, so I signed 
up. It would, unexpectedly, give me another truly memorable coaching experience. 

The area was known as “The Flats,” and it was the absolute poorest part of the city, with 
rundown, ramshackle housing, trash littered streets and broken families. There wasn’t really a 
playground, just a narrow strip of grass along the street with a set of swings. 

There was no fence, no ball field and none of the other facilities you might find on a school 
playground, not even a basketball hoop. Only a few kids would show up on any given day. They 
all came from homes at the bottom of the social ladder in Dubuque. Most of the families had 
never had much sense of cohesion or accomplishment. 

At the end of the summer, there was a city wide softball tournament which involved each 
playground forming a team of 12 year olds [or younger] and then playing against each other in 
an elimination tournament. One of the kids told me that Peter Cooper never participated because 
the kids felt they could never win even one game. But I eventually rounded up nine kids to make 
a softball team, one of whom was an 11 year old young girl named Ginger Mikhalakis. Ginger 
was kind of a tomboy, but she was a really good softball player. She was tall and could really hit 
the ball. She played first base. 

We had this ragtag team of kids, none of whom had very good clothes and only possessed beat 
up old baseball gloves. The one who stood out as the prime example of this look was our 
shortstop, whose last name was Herkimer, but everyone called him Herky. We practiced a few 
times and I had my doubts about how well we would do skill wise, but they were very tough 
kids. So, we entered a team in the tournament to play against all the other playgrounds in 
Dubuque [there were about a dozen or so] for the City Playground Championship. If nothing 
else, Peter Cooper, aka The Flats, would be represented. 

So we showed up at the first game at Bryant School playground in the richest part of town. The 
other team had matching shirts and hats, and it being 1964, was comprised only of boys. As our 
team took the field, there was Ginger playing first base. While we were warming up, the other 
team's coaches came over and said something to the effect that "no girls can play in this league.” 



And I responded, “Oh? Where is that written down?” 

They answered that while it was not written down, everybody understands it is a rule, blah, blah, 
blah. 

So I retorted, “Well, she’s on our team and there’s no rule against it, and she’s our first baseman, 
and she’s playing.” 

And they said, “In that case, our team is not going to take the field.” 

And I replied, “That's fine. We’re happy to have a victory by forfeit and then move on.” 

They mumbled and said something about a protest, but they played the game apparently thinking 
they would win easily over a team from the Flats. But, we won. And we kept winning and got all 
the way to the championship game. The kids became excited and taken with their success. I 
remember Ginger saying something to me about how I made them believe in themselves. It is 
one of the nicest and most memorable comments I had received. 

Now, suddenly the parents of almost all of these kids showed up, as they had finally something 
to cheer about. We played against another very good team in the championship game. It was 
really close game right until the end. The parents were all cheering enthusiastically and the kids 
played hard, but we lost. The local newspaper -- the Telegraph- Herald--came and covered the 
game and they ran a story about Ginger and about the team and about how hard we played. 

At the end of the game, a lot of the kids, including Herky and Ginger, were crying. Some of the 
parents were wiping away tears. It was an incredibly poignant moment, because it had been such 
a meaningful experience, none of them thought could ever be possible. I loved that team, and I 
loved coaching sports. Probably if I had not become a Foreign Service Officer or an attorney, I 
would have liked to have been a high school basketball coach, like Gene Hackman in the movie 
“Hoosiers.” 

 


