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To my wife, Lee, without who none of the 
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Baseball stories are part of our collective soul. And every now and again, if we're lucky, a book comes along to remind us that life renews every April. TIME Blinked is one of those books.  




And who among us hasn't wondered, what would it be like? What would it be like to face Vida Blue?  Or stand at the plate at Yankee Stadium? Or be chewed out by Connie Mack, given a high five by Billy Martin, or hear Earl Weaver yell, "Ford's done; warm up!" TIME Blinked  brings that "what if" to life.




There was a time when even the most disastrous of days could be redeemed by nine innings and a hot dog. TIME Blinked brought me back to those days. To the days when "what if" seemed like a perfectly reasonable thought, and my dribbler up the first base line didn't end with a slow walk to the dugout, but cheers from the crowd as it brought home the winning run and the World Series.  




Daniel Ogawa

Documentary Producer - KQED/PBS
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George W. Young has written a fast-paced baseball thriller that grabs your attention like a high and tight fastball. And he knows the rhythm of the game, its subtleties, and subterfuges, which makes TIME Blinked about baseball—but also so much more.



Robert Brancatelli

Author of The Gringo, Laura Fedora, and "The Brancatelli Blog"
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With TIME Blinked, George W. Young has fashioned an entertaining, fast-paced, and singularly detailed love letter to baseball in the spirit of Bernard Malamud’s The Natural and Ron Shelton’s Bull Durham.



Eugene “Gino” Caputi

Host / Fabulous Films and Friends
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A tip of my (baseball) cap to this skilled debut author, who brings his Triple-A game and creates a probable major league best seller. Between the subplots of scandal, time travel, mysterious death, and of course baseball, Young humorously ties emotion to devotion and recalls memories of a Black Sox-like scandal in a more modern day. Young demonstrates his knowledge of the game artfully and evokes the intense thrills of the game. 



—Mike Morsch, author of The Vinyl Dialogues book series (vinyldialogues.com)
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Foreword 
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Growing up in the 1950s, baseball truly was America’s pastime. The NBA was less than a decade old, and football, in terms of television exposure, was the new kid on the block. The sports icons were players like Babe Ruth, Lou Gehrig, Ted Williams, Mickey Mantle, Willie Mays, Jackie Robinson, Warren Spahn, Robin Roberts, and Bob Feller.

And so, like many boys in my Baby Boomer generation, I grew up with little on my mind other than baseball. 

I wasn’t that kid who could rattle off the batting averages of my favorite players, nor identify players merely by the numbers on their backs. But I was that kid who fanatically collected baseball cards and gleefully engaged in flipping them, an early and acceptable childhood form of, let’s face it, gambling. At some point in time my mother committed the supreme act of infamy, audaciously and without warning invaded my room when I was out (playing ball, perhaps?) and disposed of my beloved collection. It wasn’t particularly valuable at the time—I had too many Luke Easter and Frank House cards, and not nearly enough Duke Snider, Willie Mays, and Mickey Mantle cards, the immensely talented trio who provoked endless arguments about who was the best center fielder in New York. But that shoebox I kept my collection in held my treasure, the only treasure I had.

Those were the days before television demanded important games be played at night, when the audience was larger, and so I sneaked a tiny transistor radio into class, and with the help of a single earphone listened to the games during French class—which probably accounts for my atrocious foreign language skills.  

I wasn’t simply a fan. I was also a kid who played baseball seriously from the time I was eight-years-old. My parents, city-dwellers, felt it their duty to get me out of the hot, dirty city every summer from the unconscionable age of only four, for two months every summer, first at a camp in Massachusetts and then Maine. I don’t remember any of those years until the age of eight when I began to play baseball. It turned out I had a knack for the game, especially hitting. The counselor in charge of baseball determined I had a natural swing, using my hips to turn on a pitch rather than my arms. He likened my swing to Ted Williams. I knew who Williams was, of course, and I was flattered to be compared to one of the all-time greats, but the truth was I swung the bat the way I swung the bat.

I was good enough at nine to play on the "9 and under team" as well as the "12 and under team." But certainly not good enough to fulfill my dream, the same dream as George W. Young's protagonist, Bobby, of playing in the major leagues.

My love affair with baseball continued into adulthood. I became a freelance writer and wound up writing a quickie paperback bio of Darryl Strawberry (under the pen name Walt Saxon.) Soon after that, I was asked to work on a revision of the classic Charley Lau’s The Art of Hitting .300. By that time Lau had passed away and so I wound up working with Tony LaRussa and Walt Hriniak, one of Lau’s disciples. I’ll never forget standing in the middle of my tiny bedroom, my phone in one hand, a bat in the other, as Hriniak instructed me how to hit. That job led to my being asked by my friend George Robinson to work with him on a book about baseball’s worst teams of the 20th century. We called it On a Clear Day They Could See Seventh Place, and we even got to spend a couple days up in Cooperstown, going through their archives to research ten remarkably bad teams. By then, I was a full-blown New York Mets fan and Robinson generously allowed me to write about the 1962 Mets, which clearly earned the right to be the worst team of the 1960s.

I never fulfilled that dream of playing major league ball—although I did get an opportunity to visit the clubhouse in Yankee Stadium and Veterans Stadium when I wrote an article about umpires and one on trainers for MLB Official Program, NLCS 2020. But over the years I’ve devoured books about baseball which became a way to keep the dream somewhat alive.

Which brings me back to George W. Young’s wonderful novel, TIME Blinked, in which George makes real the fantasy of practically every boy in my generation: to make it to The Show. I followed Bobby's journey with him, so eager to see where it led him. So, thanks, George, for making a dream almost come true. And damn you for reminding me of dreams unfulfilled.

Charles Salzberg, Shamus Award-nominated author of the Henry Swann Detective series, Devil in the Hole, and Second Story Man.
www.charlessalzberg.com
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“A lot of life is being in the 

right place at the right TIME.”

-Anonymous baseball fan
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Part 1: The Exhibition Season through June
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TIME blinked.

TIME blinked in 2020—or was it 1975? Perhaps both. 

April of those years coincided with a paradigm shift in the fortunes of a baseball team from Philadelphia, and a young man who could not find his way home.

TIME blinked.
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TIME sprinted along the continuum in April of 2020, during one of its daily journeys around Earth. As TIME flew by Northern California, it passed a baseball game between the American League’s Oakland franchise, which had been in Philadelphia until 1956, and the National League’s Philadelphia club. 

The two teams now engaged in their annual charity game were in the same “throwback” uniforms they wore the last time both played professional baseball in the City of Brotherly Love and were competitive in the same year: 1913.

1913. The Philadelphia teams from the National and American Leagues fought for their respective pennants and the right to appear in the World Series. New York’s ballclub eventually prevailed in the National League, but Philadelphia took the American League pennant and went to the October Classic.

Philadelphia defeated New York four games to one in the 1913 World Series. It was the closest the two franchises from Philadelphia would come to playing each other in a crosstown World Series.                   

So beginning in 1970, to commemorate that near historic season, ownership of both ballclubs hosted an annual charity game just prior to the start of each Major League Baseball season. 

The money raised would be donated to a different cause each year, the winner choosing the lucky recipient.

In 2020, Colin Marko, the National League’s Philadelphia team president, added something new to the game: a home run contest between the top college players in the local area. The winner would get an opportunity to bat against Oakland’s starting pitcher at the beginning of the charity game. Colin thought it good for attendance, which had lagged for the event in recent years. 

Marko commissioned this All-Star-style home run derby to be held at his team’s ballpark in Philadelphia a couple of days prior to the 2020 charity game.
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CHAPTER ONE

The Changeup
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“I’m going anyway.”

“You’ll never get past security. You think you’re the only good college baseball player who got passed over for this home run publicity stunt?”

“Don’t care. I led the Middle Atlantic Conference in extra base hits two years in a row.”

“A Division III school? Surprised that didn’t get their attention.”

Bobby Young, still in his baseball practice clothes, sat on his dormitory bed at Ursinus College. His long black hair hung down. His eyes traveled to the floor. His older brother, George, a slender clone, sat across from him on the roommate’s bed. 

“Did they take anyone from the MAC?” asked George.

Bobby looked up. “Jeff Mills from Widener.”

“Yeah, I’d be upset if I were you.”

“Not helping.”

“Nope. And we gotta get going. Come on. Campus is as empty as you’d expect before spring break. Mom, Dad, and Kathi are expecting us. Can still beat the traffic.”

Bobby didn’t move. George walked over and picked up his brother’s travel bag and slung it over his shoulder. Before he could take another step, Bobby looked up at him, frustrated. 

“This was it. This home run contest with our Philadelphia team. You know it. I know it,” he said. Bobby lifted his head and yanked back his hair. His face a combination of exhaustion and resignation. He showed George his right hand and counted on his fingers. “Didn’t get drafted out of high school. Walked away from the scholarship at Arizona State because I didn’t want to be away from home. Skipped the last season of summer baseball. Refused to play in Mexico last year because, again, I didn’t want to be away from home. I rolled up a pretty good reputation as a head case. And here I am with three years of varsity ball at ‘Where Did You Go to College?’ University.”

George tossed the travel bag onto the cheap area rug that divided the room.

“Are you joking? A home run contest for an at-bat in one exhibition game is your ticket to the 2020 National League?”  

Bobby’s head dropped again. “Yep.” 

“Really?” 

George laughed that barking hyena laugh that Bobby loved so much. Soon they were hysterical. The R.A. came by, knocked on the door, and interrupted them.

“Locking up, you two. Let’s go!”
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Out in the parking lot, George closed the trunk of his 1965 Mustang Fastback. He got into the driver’s seat. Bobby took his place riding shotgun, and stared at the floormat.

George started the car but switched it off. He turned to face Bobby.

“When’s the contest?”

“Saturday,” Bobby said, and the words died on the car’s floor.

“Then we’ve got two days to MacGyver our way into the competition.”
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Two days later, George stood next to his Mustang. He wore a thunder-cloud gray Armani suit. An iPad tucked under his arm completed the look.

“Where did you find that outfit?” Bobby asked, coughing on a laugh.

“I’m sorry. Did you miss my summer stock turn in Glengarry Glen Ross?”

“Yes, I did,” said Bobby, a smile turning up a corner of his mouth. George stared at him until Bobby paid attention.

“I’m your agent from the time we hit the pavement in the parking lot of the ballfield,” said George. “Got it?”

“You’re going to get us past the check-in as my agent?”

“Yes,” said George, unlocking the driver’s side door. “Using this suit and the letter I’ve got from Colin Marko, personally inviting you to the contest.”

“Oh, now we know Colin Marko?”

George adjusted the jacket of the Armani suit, sitting on the coattails and straightening his shoulders.

“Colin? We go waaaaaaaaaay back.”

George barked like a hyena and put the Mustang in gear. Next stop: Philadelphia’s National League ballpark for an encore performance of Glengarry Glen Ross.
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George handed Bobby an ID card as they pulled into the parking lot of the ballfield, one of the three sports venues in the complex that included the outdoor stadium for the Philadelphia pro football team, and the indoor dual-purpose rink and court, where both the pro hockey and the pro basketball teams competed.

“Who the heck is Dave Moss?”

“One of the characters in Glengarry Glen Ross. If you had gone to see the—”

“Why can’t I be Robert Young?”

“Oh, come on. Where’s your sense of theatrics? Just play along. It’ll make my job easier to get you into the contest.”

“How does that make any sense?”

“Again, it appeals to my sense of theatrics, which is all we have right now.”

Bobby tucked the ID into a back pocket. He slumped into the confines of the bucket seat, making no effort to leave the car.

“What if I win? Who do I get to be then?”

“You win, and you can be whoever you want. I’d suggest, though, in order to make Homeland Security happy, that you may want to use your real name for the airline ticket. Should it come to that.”

Bobby said nothing. He squeezed the sides of the car’s bucket seat. George shifted and faced his brother, pointing a finger at him. 

“Game’s in Oakland this year, bucko. You win, and you have to leave home. Either that or you don’t answer another knock at the door of opportunity. And I don’t believe any more of them will be coming your way.”

They exited the car and approached a security guard at the VIP entrance to the ballpark, a young man with a name tag that read, “Cecil III.”

“Name?” asked Cecil III. George stared at the name tag.

“I don’t think we’ll come up with anything better than Cecil the Third,” quipped George, handing him Dave Moss’ ID.

“Funny,” said Cecil III, his voice expressing zero emotion.

“Are you the King of the Ballpark?”

Cecil studied the ID.

“My grandfather was security for Philadelphia’s ballclub fifty years ago.”

“What about your dad?”

“Dentist.”

“So, security skips a generation?”

“That’s funny, too,” said a stone-faced Cecil. Bobby rolled his eyes and set the equipment bag down on the gray cement.

Cecil handed the ID back to George.

“You’re not on the list, Milton Berle.”

“You’re right,” said George, handing Cecil a piece of paper. “Special invitation from Mr. Marko. You should come in. You don’t want to miss a Dave Moss home run display. Milton Berle? How old are you?”

“Grandfather was a big Uncle Miltie fan.”

Cecil took the letter and pulled out his cellphone. He photographed it and uploaded it. 

“What are you doing?”

“Sending it to Mr. Marko.”

George’s expression didn’t change. Bobby glanced around to see how close they were to the Mustang. He grabbed the wide strap and slung the equipment bag over his shoulder and turned in the direction of the car.

Cecil’s phone chimed.

“Go right in, Dave Moss,” said Cecil. “You too, Milton Berle.”

As they walked into the stadium, the brothers heard Cecil’s laugh behind them, and they turned back.

“Mr. Marko says you better be good,” Cecil shouted.

“Yes, he’d better be,” said George, more to Bobby than Cecil.
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Inside the park, an assortment of young athletic men, some tall, some rangy, some squat and muscular, roamed the area between dugouts. The PA system, crystal clear in the spring air, announced a name every few minutes. 

Hope soon turned to disappointment as most returned from the batter’s box with nothing to show for their effort. The pitching machine had been set to a big-league fastball speed of 95 mph. Most couldn’t even turn on the ball.

“Dave Moss! You’re up!” The PA clicked on and off.

Bobby exhaled and stretched by lacing a bat around his hips. George shook his hand.

“Life is—”

“Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. A series of moments. I got it,” Bobby interrupted. “I got this.”

“You seem a little too relaxed. You been drinking?” asked George.

“Not yet, but give me a few minutes.” 

Bobby stepped in and signaled he was ready. The machine delivered. 

I really hope those minor tweaks to my launch angle that Coach made help. ...

Every head in the stadium looked skyward as the baseball, now the size of a pellet, shot into the air and dropped into the kids’ amusement park in left-center field. Another pitch from the machine. Bobby, like an expert archer, placed this one right next to the first home run. Two more deliveries. Each home run duplicated the first, but a little further and higher. Bobby raised his arm, pointed upward, signaling a break. 

“What the hell?” asked one of the field officials.

“Switching,” said George, loud enough for the official.

Bobby shifted to the left-handed side of the plate after one pitch by the machine zipped by and rattled into the cage. He set himself.

Another exact meeting of the bat with the ball, but this time the upper deck in right field received the batting practice offering. Then another. And another.

Except for the ball that Bobby allowed to pass by, every pitch found its way into home run territory.

George strutted to the front of the dugout and watched as Bobby lifted several more home runs over the stadium wall. Not ten feet from him, Colin Marko, accompanied by two security guards, enjoyed the last part of the performance as well. 

“When you’re back from Oakland, Dave,” said Marko, offering his hand as Bobby exited the batter’s box, “we’ll need to extend that one-day contract a little, if that works for your, uh, agent?”

“Mister Marko,” said George. “I think we’d better tell you something.”

Colin Marko smiled and let go a laugh, once George divulged Bobby’s real first and last names.

“Not a bad stunt there. The fake on team’s official letterhead? That was good, too. Guess you can do anything on the internet these days,” said Marko. He let go of Bobby’s hand and walked the brothers back to the dugout. 

“Decided to let you have one swing of the bat, and when you whiffed, the cops were on standby to have the two of you arrested,” said Marko between laughs. “I think that first one went about five hundred feet. Thought you might be worth another couple of hacks.”

“Mister Marko?” asked George. “Do you think I could accompany my brother to Oakland?"

“Sure,” replied Marko. “Just don’t expect us to pay for your trip.”
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A few days later Bobby fidgeted in his seat while on the plane to Oakland, California. He had never traveled further west than Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. Next to him sat his brother, who had convinced their parents to front the money so both could attend the game. 
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CHAPTER TWO

Just Another Day at the Ballpark
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Game Day, April 5, 2020. The last note of the Star-Spangled Banner rang out and former Philadelphia relief pitcher, Kenny “Gotcha!” Gottschalk, tossed the ball to the Oakland catcher.

Gottschalk, looking like he could still throw a 95-mph fastball, trim in his throwback uniform complete with number 99, left the mound and walked toward the Philadelphia dugout to the appreciative applause of the crowd. He stopped at the top of the steps, took off his cap, and waved it at the crowd before disappearing into the clubhouse.

The umpire, also outfitted in 1913 garb, bellowed to Oakland’s starting pitcher.

“PLAY BALL!”
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TIME crested the bleachers of the baseball stadium in Oakland. 

Bobby stood paralyzed in the on-deck circle. The events of the last two days landed on him like the rough touchdown of the Airbus 310 that brought him to the Oakland Airport just 12 hours ago. His home in Stratford, New Jersey, felt every bit of 2900 miles away. 

TIME traversed the air space from center field toward the stands behind home plate. 

The umpire lifted his face guard, turned, and hollered in Bobby’s direction. “PLAY BALL!”

Bobby dropped the bat. The sound, as it thudded to the turf, shocked him out of his stupor. He picked up the bat, stepped from the on-deck circle and walked toward home plate, careful not to look into the stands, now filled to capacity. Seated in the front row behind home plate, George jumped to his feet and yelled his brother’s name.

At precisely the same moment, TIME blinked.

What appeared before TIME in 2020 looked exactly as it did 45 years earlier in 1975.  Not just the same teams in the same throwback uniforms, but the numbers for every player on the field in 2020 were in the identical positions as 1975. The umpire behind the plate and the umpires in the field positioned to the inch of where they stood back then. The field judges young and slim. The crew chief behind the plate, stout and grumpy. 

The noise at the same level. The colors in the stands identical. The number of people in attendance. The concessionaires. The chants from the crowd. Exactly the same.

And the entreaties from a young man, encouraging the player leading off the inning, identical, though 45 years apart.

“Come on, Bobby,” shouted the voice from the stands in 2020. “Hit one out for Dad!”

“Come on, Bobby,” shouted the voice from the stands in 1975. “Hit one out for Dad!”

TIME blinked. 

2020 and 1975 blurred for an immeasurable moment. The ballparks snapped together like the last connection in a thousand-piece jigsaw puzzle. A perfect fit. 
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The first batter in the 1975 game, Bob Randolph, the team’s catcher and a fan favorite, but not the normal lead-off hitter for the club, was listed at the top of the lineup card. Everyone knew it but Randolph. The Philadelphia manager, Brian Murtaugh, inserted the catcher at the request of upper management. Murtaugh walked along the dugout and informed Randolph of his new slot in the lineup. 

Randolph grabbed a bat and headed to the dugout steps.

“Come on, Bobby,” urged the voice from the stands. “Hit one out for Dad!”

But the fan was Bob Randolph’s brother, Rod.

In 2020, Bobby Young closed in on the batter’s box. In 1975, Bob Randolph reached field level, and looked out at home plate.

Once more TIME heard, “Come on, Bobby! Hit one out for Dad!” 

However, TIME did not see a Bobby in 1975.

TIME did see a Bobby. In 2020. TIME blinked. Again.

After the blink, TIME set things “right.” The missing player from 1975, due up at bat, appeared. Bobby Young, 20 years of age, put his left foot into the batter’s box at home plate in Oakland. He stepped in with his right.

In 1975.

To face Vernon Santiago, the ace of the Oakland pitching staff.
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George, whose seat was just behind home plate, had a clear view as his brother approached the batter’s box. The umpire leaned out to his right and shouted something into Philadelphia’s dugout, blocking George’s view for an instant.

The umpire turned and motioned to the pitcher. He noticed there was no batter. He turned back to the dugout, and shouted at Ben Rodriguez, Philadelphia’s manager.

“Ben! Get me a batter!”

Rodriguez stood on the top of the dugout steps, arms across his chest.

Bobby Young had disappeared.
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In 1975, Bob Randolph hustled past the on-deck circle, and sprinted toward the batter’s box, but saw someone standing in it already.

“Hey skip,” said Randolph, turning back toward Brian Murtaugh. “I’m not leading off. Looks like—”

Randolph paused.

“Heck, I don’t even know who that is,” said Randolph, in Murtaugh’s direction.

“Randolph, get in there,” shouted Murtaugh, a soft-spoken, gray-haired garden gnome in his 60s. “I ain’t going to ask you again. This is for charity. It ain’t—”

Now Murtaugh paused. Someone wearing number 17 stood in the batter’s box. Murtaugh pushed his paunchy body to the top of the dugout steps and out onto the field. He limped just past Bob Randolph. 

Vernon Santiago checked his sign from catcher Pat Houston. He eased into his windup and delivered.

Unable to call a time-out before the pitch, Murtaugh, with Randolph close behind, froze at just a step or two onto the field. Both were treated to the knowing sound of a clean, solid connection of bat with baseball. 

Murtaugh stepped back and collided with Randolph, who steadied the manager.

Every head in the stadium lifted up and watched the flight of the baseball that blasted off the bat of one Robert Wendell Young. It was a home run of Satch Remington proportions (ironically ensconced in right field for Oakland), though Satch’s would have disappeared into the confines of the upper deck opposite of where Bobby’s now headed. Left field, but still upper deck. 

Bobby’s shot continued on its upward trajectory until it became obvious to the fans seated in the nosebleed section the projectile would make it to them. They piled on each other in an attempt to snag the souvenir. The ball landed, clattered, and echoed around the seats like a pinball on a score-raising run. It came to rest on the very top step, and the wrestling match for the souvenir intensified. Punches were thrown. Arms pulled back. The mob gang tackled the eventual winner, but security arrived to rescue him.

Another 10 feet higher, and the baseball would have landed in the stadium’s parking lot, a feat never accomplished in its nine-year history. 

Bobby hadn’t moved from home plate. Once again, the umpire roared in his direction.

“Run, rookie!” he shouted, his face a combo of shock and amazement. “Or it’s DQ’ed.”

Bobby took off, not noticing Vernon Santiago glaring at him from the pitcher’s mound.

“Who the hell are you, rookie?” Santiago shouted, his hands on his hips. Vernon’s body language shifted forward as he watched Bobby’s home run trot.

Bobby rounded first and headed for second. He hit the bag and made for third. He saw the back of the shortstop. The name on the top of the uniform, over number 19, read “Rausch.” Bobby slowed and looked toward the mound where the pitcher had turned his back. 

“Santiago,” it read.

Vernon Santiago? Bobby asked himself.

“Hurry up, rookie,” snarled Lou Rausch, who stopped just short of bumping chests with Bobby. “We have a game to play and it’s only one to nothing. Won’t stay that way for long.”

“Lou Rausch? Is this a joke?” asked Bobby, who knew enough baseball history to remember that Oakland won the World Series three years in a row from 1972 through 1974. 

That can’t be Lou Rausch on this team. Not from half a century ago.

Bobby slowed to a walk, but quickened his pace when Rausch and Mel Stack, the Oakland third baseman, closed in on him. The field umpire hustled over to the three, extending his arms to keep the Oakland players from Bobby, who broke free, rounded third, and headed for home. 

“If that catcher’s uniform says ‘Houston,’ someone is playing a very elaborate practical joke on me,” he whispered to himself as he trotted down the line. “Probably Kris or John Perelli. But how would those two lunkheads pull off something like this? They don’t have the brains. Let alone the time.”

Bobby touched home and turned to the catcher.

“Pat Houston?” he asked. “My name is Bobby Young, and I’m a huge fan, but aren’t you about seventy-five years old by now?”

Bobby extended his hand and grinned. Houston removed his face mask. Vernon Santiago charged home plate. Murtaugh and Randolph had stopped to watch the flight of Bobby’s home run into the right field upper deck. They spotted Santiago charging from the mound, as did the Philadelphia bench, which emptied.

Followed by the entire roster of the Oakland team.
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In the visiting owner’s box, the Philadelphia team President, Garrett Revenell, and the club’s General Manager, Wade “Sleepy Hollow” Simmons, watched the majestic flight of the ball. They jumped from their chairs and hustled to the window that looked out over the field. Simmons, displaying an energy not seen in him since the ’60s, kicked over his chair. It stood upside down, its wheels spinning in the air as the ball rattled around the cheap seats.

As Bobby rounded first, Revenell took note of the “17” embossed on the back of his uniform.

“Hector?” asked Revenell, turning to Hector Enriquez, the team’s director of scouting. “Find out who this number seventeen is.”

“I’m on it.”

He picked up the phone and started making calls.

“Wade,” said Revenell to Simmons. “Get down there with a one-day contract, if this kid’s not already under one. Hector and I will find out who the heck this number seventeen is. And bring him up here pronto. Don’t want anyone talking to him other than us.”

Simmons, who would give Ichabod Crane a run for his money in an Ichabod Crane lookalike contest, defied the laws of inertia as he made his way from the window and out of the owner’s box.
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In the rugby scrum of a baseball fight, Bobby Young dropped to the ground behind home plate and found an opening in the jungle of legs around him. He bear-walked toward daylight and to the right-handed batter’s side of home plate, which put him opposite Brian Murtaugh and Bob Randolph. 

Murtaugh and Randolph tried separating players, but the only progress they made shoved them further into the moving pile. 

Bobby stood, searching for safe harbor from the ongoing battle, and ran right into Ichabod Crane’s doppelganger. The collision resulted in Wade Simmons, who had just gotten to home plate on Garrett Revenell’s orders, hitting the ground.

“So sorry,” said Bobby, who helped the wraithlike Simmons to his feet.

Simmons gained a standing position with the uncoordinated movements of a marionette whose strings had gotten tangled backstage. He took Bobby by the elbow and led him through the Philadelphia dugout to a private elevator.

“Mister Revenell would like a word with you,” said Simmons, spying a smile crossing Bobby’s features.

“Revenell?” asked Bobby.

“Yes, the owner of the team. I’m Wade Simmons, the general manager of the club.”

Simmons attempted to exit the elevator when it arrived at the floor of private boxes, but found himself restrained by the much larger young man. 

“What’s the joke?” asked Bobby, surprised by his own move to hold Simmons. “Colin Marko owns the team. The Revenells—”

“Security!” barked Simmons. 

Three uniformed officers ran down the hallway but were cut off by the closing elevator doors. The car ascended halfway to the next floor when Bobby hit the emergency button.

“I know my history,” said Bobby into the bloodless face of Wade Simmons. “The Revenells last owned the team shortly after Philadelphia’s World Series victory in 1980. Someone bought it from them and had it for most of the ’80s. Then—”

“What?!” shouted Simmons as he slid free of Bobby’s grip. “1980? It’s 1975. Who in hell are you? It’s 1975! What are you trying to pull? That pitcher you just hit a 500-foot home run off, Vernon Santiago, is the number one starter for the World Series champions the last three years in a row.”

Bobby dropped his arms as Simmons pulled out the emergency button. The elevator car resumed its upward progress. Simmons looked sideways at Bobby as he pushed the button to go down to the right floor. When the doors opened, Garrett Revenell greeted Simmons and Bobby. The security guards were nowhere to be seen.

“Mister Seventeen?” asked Garrett, dressed in a black Brooks Brothers suit with a red, white, and blue tie, the team colors. “I’m Garrett Revenell. Helluva shot.”

“Uh, thank you,” said Bobby, reverting back into a shy 20-year-old, still processing the information imparted to him by Simmons. He exited the elevator following Garrett and Simmons. The three walked down the sloped hallway toward the owner’s box, Bobby’s cleats crunching on the bare concrete floor and echoing into the distance.

Garrett motioned them into the owner’s box, which more closely resembled an office than any sort of sports complex luxury seating. A bay window opened up to a view of the field from the first base side. The left and right sides of the room, as one stood at the back of the box, displayed beige walls with no artwork. Oakland team owner, Stephen Cartwright, spared every expense.

Garrett made his way to the left side, where a standard-issue, metal office desk allowed just enough room before the wall to let the owner of the visiting team sit in a stiff-backed black chair. A blotter and a white legal pad dominated the top. Next to the pad, a pencil cup made from an Oakland Lions embossed mug. Bobbly examined the almost-bare desk.

I haven’t seen a desk without a computer or tablet in . . . well, forever. Does this Revenell have his cellphone in his jacket pocket?

“Sit down, Mister Seventeen.” More of a command. “What is your real name, by the way?”

“Robert Young.”

“OK, Marcus Welby. Where are you from?”

Bobby didn’t get the reference to the TV star of the ’50s and ’70s.

“Stratford, New Jersey. Nine Hillcrest Road to be exact. Mom and Dad have been there since 2000.” Bobby’s resolve faded. The last sentence came out as a whisper.

“Uh, 2000? All right,” said Garrett, who coughed and stared straight ahead. “Local boy . . . to Philadelphia, not Oakland. Where do you play your school ball? What position?”

“Played at Sterling High and now at Ursinus College. Second base and right field. I also pitch.”

“High school?” Garrett’s voice cracked and he looked at Hector Enriquez, who entered the room holding a memo pad.

“He’s at least eighteen, Garrett,” said
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