Earl in the Sky With Diamonds
A collection of individual memories, stories, tributes & images
He was my friend, softball mentor and coach. He spoke softly, never hurried and taught me
patience, a lesson I still haven't mastered. From the first time I was introduced to Earl by my
buddy Johnny Caparra I immediately fell in love with the man. If you ever met him it was easy
to see why. Since 1989 I've been visiting Guernsey and Earl has been there every single time,
but now he's gone.
But I think the most ironic thing of all for me personally; just this past Sunday I got off my lazy
ass to finally take pictures for the book I have been writing (on and off) for the past 8 years, so I
could finally finish it by this Thanksgiving. My plan since the day I began writing it was to
dedicate my book to my father and to Earl. And now he's no longer with us, but my book
dedication will remain steadfast to the man who taught me so much about fastpitch softball and
was a dear friend to me.
I'll see you in fastpitch heaven Earl, you done real good, pal.

(Bernie Lopez - USA)
This very sad news has spread quickly around the Guernsey softball community which is
testament to the number of people who had the privilege of meeting Earl over the many, many
years that he visited the island, bringing with him players who have also become friends of the
many here.
My memories are of a coach who occupied the third base coach’s box with a constant smile.
To witness Earl lose his temper on the field must have been a rare thing as I don't ever
remember it happening in Guernsey. This is even despite the so-called, "local rules" that every
softball community must have... and I think during the years there must have been some called
here.
I also remember seeing Earl pitch and faced him once or twice. Without wishing to be rude I
saw an older player warm up and deliver some easy paced pitches. I then entered the box to
see again some easy paced pitches that I couldn't lay a bat on. Yes you’re right I'm no great
batter but my point is with Earl everything you saw was understated but should never have been
seen as second rate. I learnt from just watching everything he did on the field, as I am sure
every aspiring player has. Earl will certainly be missed by all of his friends.

(Paul Vaudin - Guernsey)
You all know that a big person in softball is past away yesterday. I had a good talk to Mrs Hicks
last night… he had no pain when he passed away. Earl was a beautiful person in many ways,
he taught me a lot about Life and Ball.
Some years ago we played in Holland, we had to win all our games and the team had a good
time… Earl thought too good. So he got the team together, and with a known speech, he tells
us to get our (sorry) shit together. So we did, and we won it all! We made no errors throughout
the tournament. It has not happened before or after. Love you Earl see you up there.

(Jesper Panduro - Denmark)

A truly sad day indeed!
I was part of the first team that Earl brought over to Guernsey, his words to us prior to leaving
Bentwaters, "this is our first trip, we want to make a good impression, Cadillac.... I'm watching
you". We must have made a good impression… that was in 1984.
The people of Guernsey had most likely prolonged Earl's life, he looked forward to travelling
there every year. My memories of Earl and Guernsey are vivid and happy.
Anyone that played for Earl will always remember that big smile, that laugh and of course,
those arms folded in the third base box with that scowl on his face after a sign was missed. He
was an ambassador for the game and someone that I will never forget. I remember asking Earl
years ago how old he was, his answer was "age is just a number, it's about how you feel".
Give a loved one an extra hug today and say a prayer for the Hicks family. Earl will be waiting
for all of us one day and the fine book will still be in play Bernie.

(Kevin “Cadillac” Boyle - USA)
What a sad day for sure. I was with my youngest son Jeremy down scouting for our deer last
night and we saw the brightest shooting star ever, now I know it was our Earl hauling ass to
heaven, probably had a game to coach. I cannot begin to tell of all the great memories,
coaching both softball and life, friendships made that last forever and all the other ways Earl
affected each and everyone one who met him.

(Wendell “Toot” Tuten - USA)
When I left New Zealand at 21 to travel the world I had never tried drugs or smoked a joint. As
I was playing in Holland with Mildenhall I thought it was time I tried some marijuana, as I was
travelling the world to experience things and it wasn't breaking the law in Holland.
The guys who I was with, (you know who you are and they weren't from Mildenhall), were
quite a bit older than me and I had no idea what I was doing. So, as I didn't like smoking, I
thought I would try some space-cake. Stupid me asked the guys, "How much should I have?"…
"Three pieces" came the reply. So me and my buddy Eric, (the deaf one), tried three pieces of
cake each with a Heineken. Unbeknown to me (as I was a greenhorn), you should only have
one piece every 24 hours!!! The guys had stitched us up. I was out of it for three days, and
that's the only time I have ever tried it.
As I was catching for Earl’s team, I was hit in the facemask about 15 times in the first innings the
next day, as I couldn't see anything!!! He wasn't too happy with this young cocky Kiwi
catcher, but after I explained what had happened, a wry smile crept across that immaculate
grey moustache and he told me to warm the bench.
Haha my kids cant believe it when I tell them that story. My deaf mate Eric reckoned he heard
noises for the first time ever!!!!!

(Simon Shields – New Zealand)

My Memories of Earl Hicks
Earlier this month, I received very sad news about the passing of Earl Hicks; this news came
from multiple sources within the United States and from Guernsey. Why did so many people
start exchanging emails and stories about Earl? Very simple, the man meant many things to
many people, and it was all good.
I first met Earl at the NCO Club at RAF Bentwaters in 1983. Someone had known that I played
fast pitch softball at my last base in Arizona and introduced me to the man. Being a wise ass,
cocky kid from Boston, he immediately took to me with that one of a kind smile.
Soon after, softball season started and I didn’t know the magnitude of Earl’s reach throughout
Europe until we were visited by the Guernsey Softball team for our 4th of July tournament. Earl
sat down with their coaching staff and tried to figure out which Guernsey player would be best
matched up to be shown around and taken care of by a Bentwaters player. I was immediately
given Kezzy, if I didn’t know better; I would have thought the man was Mayor of Guernsey.
Like everyone else from Guernsey, he went out of his way to make me comfortable and he was
at our Base. We soon travelled to Holland and Guernsey to play softball, but nothing could
ever match Guernsey and the people!!!
As the holidays approached, Earl would reach out to us single guys and ask what our plans
were for Thanksgiving or Christmas. If you didn’t have plans, Earl would ask if you wanted to
come to his house, which is the kind of guy he was.
To say that Earl enjoyed playing softball and camaraderie that went along with it, would be an
understatement. The man was fiercely competitive and if you were not the same during a game
he was coaching, you were going to sit next to him, keep the book and receive several glares
throughout the game. Earl never wanted me sitting next to him, for various reasons, so he
pushed me to make me a better player, but most importantly, Earl made me a better man. He
had a way of telling a story to a group of people while still getting his point to each individual
like it was a one on one talk. He taught us respect for the military, respect for the surrounding
community of Bentwaters and how to be a better person.
The last time I was with Earl was the night before I was shipping out to return to the States in
1986, we shared a drink in the NCO Club and Earl very nicely told me to behave myself and to
stay in touch. We exchanged email right up until this year, always bringing a smile to my face
when Earl’s name would appear on my Inbox.
To those who were with him over the years travelling to and from Guernsey, I am jealous of
you and wished I could have been there as well. Earl will always be remembered in a special
place in my heart, just as Guernsey will.

(Kevin “Cadillac” Boyle - USA) Kboyle310@yahoo.com
We met Earl in Haarlem, Holland and we had a lot of fun with him. Sometimes he came over
and stayed in our house for dinner and it was always very nice. He has a great heart also for
my daughter, he was such a good man. Really we miss him everyday and the pain doesn't
become less. Now this year there is a softball tournament in Zeist, Holland, it never will be the
same now.

(Annelies, Leo & Eamy Meulen – Netherlands)

(Bentwater Phantoms v Guernsey – 1984 - Earl No.15)

(Bentwater Phantoms v Guernsey – 1984 - In “His” 3rd Base Coach’s Box)

(Mildenhall Marauders in Guernsey – 1995 - Earl No.15)

(Mildenhall Marauders in Guernsey – 1995)

(Mildenhall Marauders in Guernsey)

(Lakenheath Eagles in Guernsey – 2006)
(L to R – John Gilmore, Mark Franklin, Earl Hicks, Mike “Moo” Mouton, Karl Taylor, Bernie Lopez, Rene Sterkenburg)

(With Bernie Lopez in Guernsey)

(With Eamy Meulen in Zeist)

(Lakenheath Eagles in Zeist, Netherlands)

(Lakenheath Eagles in Zeist, Netherlands)

(Lakenheath Eagles in Guernsey)

(With Paula Mahy – 2006 – GSA 70th Anniversary Celebrations)

Additional stories, memories, tributes & images will be gratefully received.
Contact, Curt Taylor – curtt21@hotmail.com

