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“Everyone deserves a chance to accomplish their dreams.”
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To my father. I love and miss you every day.
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Dreams... Everyone has them. Some are pleasant. Some are nightmares. Some are romantic, and some are dreams of what you want to accomplish with your life. 

Have you ever had a dream you knew was impossible to reach? Have you ever had someone or something stop you from trying anyway? Jamie Bracco knew two things from a very young age. The first was that it would be impossible to accomplish her dream. The second was that her father loved her.

​Jamie had a dream. She also knew she would never be able to accomplish it. Some rules could never be broken. Still, she worked toward accomplishing her dream. Even when the odds were stacked against her.

At eight years old, her world was destroyed when her father died. At eleven, her mother remarried. At thirteen, she was a runaway living on the streets. 

The first year on the streets was tough. Then she realized she had been given a gift. She could sense things. Not all the time but when it counted, she knew what to do. Things got easier after the first couple of years. She met a few others who also lived on the street. Together, they used her gift to make money, buy a brownstone house, and convert it to apartments. They took in other runaways that had dreams that needed to be accomplished. Together, they became a family. By the time she was sixteen, things were going great. At seventeen, Jamie’s life was turned upside down again.

Her best friend was killed and she was the only suspect the police had. She was on the run again. She ran to the one place she knew she would be safe. She needed time to think and didn’t think the cops would look for her there. 

At the worst possible time in her life, she is offered a chance to follow her dream. The chance to make her father proud of her. Unfortunately, she can’t take it. Or can she...
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Chapter 1
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I sat in my seat staring at him. I’d never seen him at a game before. He looked really good in his uniform. About five-eight with dark brown hair reaching just below his collar. Strong hands and shoulders with a slim waist. I wish I could see his eyes from here. I bet they are beautiful. He was laying out the equipment in the on-deck circle. Must be one of the batboys. This was my favorite part of the game. When the players were warming up and taking batting practice. It was so peaceful. The smell of the hot dogs being cooked. Cries of the vendors as they tried selling their merchandise to the fans as they found their seats. The green grass on the field and the façade around the top of the stadium. There was absolutely nothing like Bombers Stadium just before a game.

My seat is three rows up right behind the dugout, on the aisle. The season ticket cost me a bundle, but it was worth every penny. I can’t believe the seat next to me is always empty. Why would you buy a ticket and not use it?

I’ve been a Bombers fan my whole life. My mom always said since my first birthday when my dad bought me a genuine Bombers cap and jacket. The glove and ball didn’t come ‘till my second birthday. My first bat was on my third. You could tell he must have wanted a boy so he could play in the big leagues one day, but I think my determination to play for him made him happy. I’m actually very good at the game of baseball. 

My dad always used to say to me, “Why did God put such talent for baseball into a girl?” 

I used to laugh every time he said it and tell him, “Because he wanted your girl to be the first female baseball player.” Now that he is gone, I only wish it were true. If I could play baseball, I know he would be proud of me.

As I turned back to home plate, I noticed the batboy I had been staring at, staring at me. We locked eyes for what seemed like forever, but actually, it was only about ten seconds. I was right, his eyes are beautiful. Long lashes covering deep blue eyes. Then the manager called him over. I felt a little flushed as he moved away, but ignored it as I turned to watch batting practice.
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[image: ]


Most of the fans around me are also season ticket holders. We are a pretty vocal group. Since the game was tied in the bottom of the ninth, we were more vocal than usual. The batboy had been looking over at me for the whole game. It was starting to feel weird until I realized I wouldn't know he was looking at me if I wasn't looking back at him. 

Tino Hartez had been in a slump lately so we were all nervous when he came to the plate with one out. Unfortunately, he struck out, but they had a two-out rally and won the game. One more look at the batboy and I walked out with the rest of my Bombers’ fan friends. 

The next day was an off-day for the Bombers. Since I didn't have much going on, I snuck into the stadium to watch practice. For the most part, I don't usually have anything to do. I should probably tell you a little about myself. I'm seventeen, 5'2" tall, with wavy black hair. I'm about one hundred and twenty pounds and in very good shape. I lived on the streets for three years from when I was thirteen until I was sixteen, when I bought a brownstone house. It seems I have a talent for playing the stock market. It made me enough money to buy and convert the brownstone into apartments. Two on each of the first and second floors, and mine is a big one on the third. 

I've taken in other homeless kids and let them live in the apartments. Of course, there are rules for them to live there, but I'll get into that later. At the moment, I’m unable to go home because the cops are looking for me. I didn't do anything wrong, but they think I killed my best friend, Scotty. So for now, I’m on the streets again. Until I could figure out how I could get the person who killed him, for the most part, I keep moving. Since I didn't think they would look for me at the stadium, I figured I could watch practice and work it out. 

I sat out in the bleachers. I had figured out a way to sneak into the stadium about three weeks back. I'm sure if they noticed me, they wouldn’t be happy with me being here or how I got in. Luckily, there were reporters and others around so nobody paid any attention to me. They were taking batting practice, but the fielders were playing as if it were a game. Unfortunately, Pandora hit a home run right to me. Without thinking, I caught the ball. Just like in a game, all the fans followed the ball; everyone followed this one and I was no longer invisible.

Since I’m good at baseball, I couldn't help but show off. I took the ball and threw a line drive to Jester at second base. It hit him on one short hop right on target. When everyone looked back at me, I tipped my hat and turned to leave. With everything going on, I couldn’t take a chance on talking to anyone. 

"Nice throw," was yelled to me by one of the guys in the bullpen.

As I turned back to him, I noticed the batboy was running out toward me. "Thanks," I replied, turning to leave again.

"Hey, hold on."

"Uh oh,” I groaned as he jumped on the wall and over it. He grabbed my arm and turned me around.

"Nice throw." 

"Yeah, thanks."

"I'm Alex. You have a good arm."

"I suppose I do for a girl."

"Not just for a girl. Just a good arm for anyone," he insisted.

"Thanks." I turned to leave again."

"Are you going to tell me your name?"

"No."

"Okay." He smiled. "You were at the game last night."

"I'm at most of the games."

"Big fan, huh? You want to meet the team?"

"More than anything, but I have to go."

"Why? Come on, I'll introduce you to them."


"How are you going to do that if you don’t know my name?" "Good point, what's your name?"


I smiled and shook my head. "You can call me Shorty, but I really need to go."

"Look, that was a really nice throw. I think the guys would like to meet you." He grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the dugout.

"You’re a little pushy, aren't you?"

"I wanted to talk to you last night, but you left too quickly."

"Yeah well, I had to be someplace. Just like now. I should go." 

Mr. Ricci, Tino Hartez, and Max Jester came over to us. Alex introduced us.

"Nice throw," Tino said to me. "I guess you play."

"Yes, sir."

"What position?" Jester asked.

"Any position except catcher. I don't want to damage my knees. But second and pitcher are my favorites."

Mr. Ricci shook his head and smiled. "With an arm like yours, you should be in the outfield." 

"Yes, sir, my coach tells me that all the time."

"Would you like to practice with the team?"

"You’re kidding, right?"

"No. You can play if you want. Alex, get a release form," Mr. Ricci asked.

"Thank you, sir. I would love to, but I really should go."

"Well, if you’re sure, it was nice to meet you. It really was a good throw." Mr. Ricci walked away.

"Are you sure you don't want to play for a few minutes? It’s a chance of a lifetime," Tino said to me.

"Yes, sir, it is, but there’s no point. You will all just take it easy on me. It would take the fun out of it."

They both laughed as Alex came back with the release form.

"She won't need it. She isn’t going to play," Tino said.

"Why not, it’s a chance of a lifetime."

"It won't be any fun for her if we take it easy on her," Jester commented.

"Sorry, sir, I didn't mean to insult you. It’s just that I'm pretty good and this would be a chance of a lifetime for me. I wouldn't want it tarnished by you guys not going all out."

They all laughed. "Sign the release." Tino chuckled. "We won’t hold back. I have to see how good you are now."

Alex handed me the paper and a pen as they walked away. "I didn't mean to insult them."

"Then sign that and show them what you can do."

I looked around and then at the paper. "I can't sign my real name."

"Why, are you in some kind of trouble?"

"Nothing I can't handle, but for now, I can't let anyone know who I am."

"Just sign Shorty then." 

I signed it and he stuck it in his pocket before walking me back to Mr. Ricci. "She decided to play if it's still okay."

"Sure, go take second."

I dug my glove out of my backpack and headed out. This really is a chance of a lifetime. It would have killed me to have to walk away. When I was in position, the batting coach hit me a ball. It was a soft grounder right to me. I fielded it and threw to first with ease. After a few more like that, I started to leave the field.

"Where are you going?" Tino asked.

"I really don't want to play if I can't go all out. There’s no point if I can't show what I can do."

"Go back to your position." He went to talk to the coach.

Now it was fun. He hit the ball just right of first and I fielded it. He hit it just left of second base and I fielded it. I had to dive for one up the middle. I flipped the ball from my glove, while still on the ground, to Jester and he threw it to first for me. After about ten minutes, they were all looking at me. Mr. Ricci came out to me. 

"Would you like to pitch a few?"

"Yes, sir. I would love to."

"Take the mound. Tino, grab a bat." He walked me to the mound. "How much warm up do you need?"

"Three or four should do it."

"Three or four." He shook his head and walked back to the sideline.

I took a ball from the basket and stretched my arm a little. I took my stance, wound up, and threw it. Fastball, dead center of the plate.

"Put a gun on her," Mr. Ricci told Alex.

After my warm-ups, Tino entered the batters box. I threw three right by him. Alex showed the gun to Mr. Ricci and he walked out to me.

"Do you have any idea how fast you throw?"

"No, sir. I just know it takes a few times around the order before someone can get a piece of it."

"Do you have more than a fast ball?"

"Yes, sir, I can throw them all. I also have one of my own."

Mr. Ricci shook his head again. "Tino’s in a bit of a slump. Let’s try someone else."

"Yeah, about his slump. Lately he has his left foot turned in about an inch more than usual. To compensate, he’s choking up on the bat. He should hold it all the way at the bottom."

"You’re kidding me now, right?"

"No, sir. Tell him to adjust those two things and he'll come out of the slump." 

"Jester, grab a bat."

I went through six players and about thirty pitches before Mr. Ricci came out to me again."

"Can you hit?"

"Yes, sir."

"Alex, get her a bat and helmet."

As I headed to the dugout with Alex, I noticed the stadium was now empty. All the reporters were gone.

"Right or left-handed?"

"Huh?” I was still staring at the empty stands.

"Do you bat righty or lefty?"

"Oh, sorry. Where is everyone?"

Alex put his hand on my shoulder and turned me to face him. "They were asked to leave. Which helmet do you need?"

"Right, I’m right-handed."

"Do you have a weight preference on your bat," he asked as he handed me the helmet.

"It doesn't matter. Around thirty is good." 

He handed me one and walked me to the cage. "Why were they asked to leave?" I asked as I followed him.

"My grandfather wants them to leave, they leave."

“Mr. Ricci is your grandfather?"

"Yup. You ready?"

"Yeah."

I stepped into the box. The coach threw in a soft one, which I hit to deep left. Another soft one I hit up the middle. 

"Andy, get on the mound," Mr. Ricci yelled.

He threw me a fastball right down the center of the plate. I hit it over the wall. Everyone on the field laughed. A few more from Andy before another pitcher took the mound. I went through four of them. I got a piece of every pitch I swung at. Some went foul. Three went over the wall, some were hits, and some were outs, but I hit them all.

Mr. Ricci came over to me again. "Have you had enough fun for today?"

"Yes, sir. Thank you so much. It was the best day of my life."

He and Alex walked me over to my backpack. I noticed two guys in suits coming toward us. I could tell right away they were cops. I shoved my glove in my backpack quickly. "Thanks again, sir. I have to go."

I took off in the opposite direction of the cops.

"Hey, Shorty, wait up. What's going on?" Alex asked as he followed me.

"Nothing, I have to go. Thank your grandfather and the guys for me. I had a great time."

"Can I get your number? Maybe we could go out sometime."

"Look, it was nice to meet you, but I really need to get out of here now." I hopped the fence and was in the concourse in seconds.
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I'm Detective Grandler and this is my partner, Detective Monroe. We’re looking for this girl." He handed Mr. Ricci a picture. "We hear she’s a big Bombers fan. Have you seen her around here?"

Mr. Ricci looked at Alex, who shook his head behind the cops.

"Sorry, I haven't seen her."

"You mind if we ask around?" the detective asked.

"This is a closed practice, you'll have to wait and catch them as they’re leaving the park. What did she do?"

"We just need to talk to her." The detectives both gave him a look before turning to Alex. "How about you?" 

"Sorry, sir, I haven't."

"Yeah, right."

"Who was that you chased after?" Detective Monroe asked.

"My girlfriend. I did something to piss her off. I wanted to see what it was."

"Uh hum." He handed Alex a card. "Give me a call if you see her. We’ll wait outside to talk to the team.”

"What's going on?" Mr. Ricci asked Alex when they walked away.

"She says it's nothing she can't handle, but I think she’s in trouble."

"Can you get in touch with her?"

"I asked for her number, but she wouldn't give it to me."

"After the performance she just gave, I think we need to find her."

***
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I found a spot where no one could see me and watched the rest of practice. I had to do some research on some stocks anyway and since I couldn’t use the Internet at home, I figured I would just borrow theirs for a while. By six, everyone was gone. I had to do some moving around so security wouldn't see me. I made some phone calls to see if any of my friends had found the guy who killed Scotty yet. When they hadn't, I figured I would kill some time and check out the locker room. Hey, I was in the Bombers stadium. I might as well get the full tour. Even if they didn't know I was taking it. 

I wandered around the locker room and checked out everyone's locker. I didn't touch anything. Just looked. God, I wish I could play for the Bombers. When I came across the gym equipment, I did about a half hour workout. It's been two weeks since I've been able to work out and since the equipment was right in front of me, I figured what the hell. By nine o’clock, I was in the manager’s office. It was huge. I sat at Mr. Ricci's desk. I refrained from checking out the papers on it, but it wasn’t easy. I probably should only take being noisy so far. I took a quick shower and sat on the couch. I was starting to wonder why I had been able to be in here for over three hours and no security had come around. Seems to me this place would have some type of security to keep people like me out. With my luck, everything I had done was on tape and if they ever looked at it, the police would be looking for me for another reason.

When I realized I was hungry, I wandered over to the refrigerator. The only thing in there was water and fruit. Not my first choice, but beggars can't be choosy. I took a bottle of water and an apple. I left a note and five bucks in the refrigerator. If they did find me, I didn't want to add stealing to the list of charges. Since I hadn’t really slept well in two weeks, I was beat. I didn't mean to, but I fell asleep around ten.

When I woke up, Mr. Ricci and Tino were standing over me.

"Oh shit," I muttered, getting up quickly. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to sleep here." I started shutting down my computer, but Tino stopped me.

"What are you working on?" he asked as he turned the computer toward him and took a seat on the couch.

"Uh, nothing. I'm sorry, I'll get out of your way." I grabbed my backpack.

"Hold on." Mr. Ricci stepped in front of me. "You're not in trouble. Sit down. Can I get you something to drink?" He motioned me to a chair and went to the refrigerator. When he reached in and took out the note and five dollars, he shook his head and laughed.

"Was the apple enough or would you like something else?” He smiled at me. “On me."

I smiled and relaxed a little. "I didn't want to get charged with stealing if I was caught."

"These are some pretty impressive stocks you’re looking at here," Tino commented.

"Yeah, well I have to make money somehow." I walked back, shut the computer down, and put it in my backpack. "I really should go. I'm sorry I broke in and fell asleep. I can pay for the night’s stay. Just tell me how much." I started to take out my money.

"You don't have to pay if you tell us what’s going on," Mr. Ricci stated.

"Why are you here so early? The game’s not till seven tonight."

"I was going to talk to Tino about his little slump. I figured he would need some time to work on what you said."

"What she said." Tino stated sarcastically.

"She seems to think you have your left foot turned in about an inch and you’re choking up on the bat."

"Is that so?" Tino looked at me, surprised.

"She says if you turn your foot out and hold the bat at the very bottom, you’ll come out of your slump."

"That's what she thinks, huh."

"It's just the way I see it, sir. You don't have to listen to me. What do I know anyway? I have to go." I turned for the door again.

"Shorty, stop! Sit down or I will call the cops." The tone of Mr. Ricci’s voice stopped me in my tracks. 

"I didn't touch anything, I swear. Just the water and apple. Please don't call the cops."

"Tell us what’s going on. Maybe we can help."

"I'll handle it, sir."

"You knew those guys were cops yesterday, didn't you? That's why you took off so fast."

"Yes, sir."

"How much trouble are you in?" Mr. Ricci asked.

"Nothing I can't handle.” I lowered my eyes, shyly. “Why do you care anyway?" 

"Do you know why I had everyone leave yesterday when you were playing?"

"No, sir, but I was wondering." 

"Because I think you could very possibly be the first professional female baseball player. I didn't want anyone to see you play until I figured out how to work it out."

I just stood there looking from him to Tino and back.

"Nothing to say about that?" Mr. Ricci smiled. 

"I have to go." I turned around and ran out the door. Tino came after me. When he caught up to me, he grabbed my arm to stop me.

"Hold on. Tell me what’s going on. Let us help you."

"Please just let me go. I can't deal with this now." I took off running again. This time he didn't follow me.
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"She’s not going to let us help her," Tino said to Mr. Ricci as they watched me run out of the stadium.

"I'll have Alex go look for her. Maybe he can get it out of her. Why don't you go work on what she said? See if it holds water."
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Chapter 2
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I was sitting in the diner around two o'clock talking to my friends. I was in the very back with my back to the wall so I could see if any cops came in. We were discussing how to get the guy who killed Scotty if he ever shows himself again. I had my computer on and was buying some stocks when Alex walked in.

"I’ve got to go, guys," I stood and I shut down the computer.

"Why, we have to work this out?" Nicky asked. Nicky is Scotty's younger brother. He lives with me and is my second hand now that Scotty is gone.

"I know. Just keep looking for him and call when you find him."

Alex spotted me and sat down before I could leave. "How are you doing, Shorty?"

"How did you find me?"

"I've covered up to six square blocks around the stadium since nine this morning when you ran out on my grandfather. I just stopped in here for something to eat."

"Enjoy your meal. The food here is good. I have to go." Two cops walked in the door. They must have been following him.

"Wait, I want to talk to you."

"I really have to go. Nicky, call me if you hear anything." I got up and left through the back door. Alex followed me as I took off running.

The alarm went off on the door so the cops started to chase me. Alex stayed with me as I ran through the alleys and stores. I thought I would lose him when I jumped from one roof to another, but he followed me over them. It was only about a five-foot jump, but I was still surprised he did it. Lucky for me, the cops didn't take the chance and I lost them.

I ran into the park two blocks away and stopped by the fountain in the right corner. "Are you crazy?” I yelled. “You could have killed yourself if you missed that jump." 

"It wasn't that bad." He was bent over with his hands on his knees, trying to catch his breath.

"You need to leave me alone. I can't involve you in this. Any of you. I don't need or want your help. Go back to the stadium and leave me alone."

"Can't do that, Shorty. My grandfather wants me to find you, so I have to find you. And since I did, I'm not leaving until you talk to him again." 

"There’s nothing he or anyone else can do for me. After I take care of it, I’ll go talk to him."

"What's going on? Why are the cops after you?"

I wiped my face in my hands and looked at him. "You're not going to drop this, are you?"

"No, so you might as well fill me in."

I walked over to a vendor cart and ordered a hot dog and a drink for each of us. I didn't say anything for a few minutes while we ate. If I tell him, he may call the cops. If I don’t he will hound me. I could get away from the cops. I had a feeling getting away from Alex would be more of a challenge.

"They think I killed my best friend."

"Wow, that’s the last thing I was expecting.” He shook his head. “Instinct tells me I have to ask. Did you?"

"No, but I know who did. I just need to find him before I can go to the cops."

"Why can't you just tell them who did it?"

"Because they won't believe me. I have to hand him to them on a platter. And I will. I just need some time." I took out my laptop and started it up.

"Let me help you."

"No. This isn’t a nice guy. I don’t want you to get hurt."

"But it's okay if you get hurt or killed like your friend?" 

"He won't kill me. I can handle myself. Please go back to your grandfather and forget you ever met me."

"Sorry, Shorty, I can't do that. I find you intriguing. I want to get to know you better."

I went into my account and bought some of the stocks I had looked at last night. 

"What are you doing?"

"I have some work to do."

"Your work is buying stocks?" 

"I have to make money somehow."

"So you buy stocks?"

"I seem to have a knack for picking the most profitable ones."

Alex turned from the screen to look at me. "Do you really think that is what you should be doing at this moment?"

"There’s nothing I can do until they find him, or he finds me. I might as well make some money while I wait. Here, pick one."

"Pick one. What do you mean?" 

"One of these three. Which looks good to you?"

He smiled at me and turned the computer toward him. After about five minutes, he turned the computer back to me.

"This one," he said, pointing to the screen.

"Good choice." I went back into my account and bought him one share. It was a fifty-dollar stock and I didn’t know how much he could afford, so I figured one was good. I bought a hundred shares for myself.

"Did you just buy that?"

"Yeah. You should make twenty percent by early next week." I closed the laptop and put it away. "I have to keep moving. I'll see you around."

"Wait.” He put his hand on my shoulder again. “Let me help you."

"I told you you can't. I have to do this myself."

"Why? Don't you have family that can help you?" 

"Yes, I do. They were trying to when you brought the cops into the diner."

"I'm sorry. I didn't know they were following me. Come back to the stadium. Talk to my grandfather."

"I can't. Please just leave me alone. Go to work. Forget you met me."

"Can I get your number?"

"Man, you’re persistent."

"Yeah, I've heard that. So can I get your number?"

I laughed. "No." 

"Are you going to be at the game tonight?" 

I put my hand on his chest to stop him. "Stop following me. I have things to do and I can't have you with me when I do them." I turned and walked away from him.

"So are you going to the game tonight?"

I turned back as I walked away. "No, but maybe I'll be at Sunday’s." I turned and headed down an alley.
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"Did you find her?"

"Yeah, at the diner three blocks from here."

"Did she tell you what's going on?" Mr. Ricci asked.
Alex looked around to make sure no one else could hear. He looked at his grandfather and Tino and let out a deep breath. “They think she killed her best friend."
"Did she?" 

"She says no, but she knows who did it. She's going to go after him."

"Why doesn’t she tell the police?"

"She doesn't think they’ll believe her. She didn't tell me why she thinks that. Just that they won't believe her." Alex, now frustrated, ran his fingers through his hair.

"Why did you leave her? We have to get her back here. Did you get her phone number?"

"No. But she’ll be at Sunday’s game."

"You sure?"

"That's what she said."

Tino looked at Mr. Ricci. "I'll talk to my wife. Maybe she’ll talk to her."

"Marie isn’t a criminal lawyer."

"No, but she used to be. Maybe she could get her to go to one."

"It's worth a shot. Give her a call. Alex, if she shows on Sunday, you cannot scare her away. Understand?"

"Yeah, I want to help her also. I know what to do."

"Good. Hopefully she’ll think about what we said to her today and she'll let us help." Mr. Ricci headed for his office.
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I walked up to my seat about ten minutes before the game was about to start. I hated to miss practice, but I couldn't take any chances on them calling the cops. They would be too busy to worry about me during the game. Alex was on the other side of the dugout talking to some blonde girls. It didn’t look like a pleasant conversation. I was barely in my seat when a woman came over and sat next to me.

"Hi, I'm Marie, Tino’s wife."

I looked at her and smiled. Since I sort of have a crush on Tino, I felt a little jealousy. Stupid, I know, but I still felt it. "It's nice to meet you."

"He told me you were the one who figured out why he was in a slump. I wanted to thank you for letting him know."

I shrugged my shoulders. "I’m glad I could help." 

"He also wanted me to give you my card and let you know I'm here for you if you need me."

I glanced at the card she handed me. "You’re a lawyer?"

"Yes. I would like to try and help you if I can."

"Thanks, but I'll handle it."

"Whatever you say to me will be confidential."

"I appreciate that and that they’re trying to help me, but I need to do this alone. Please tell them to forget me."

"I'll tell you what; think about it during the game. I'll be in the seats in front of that box." She turned and pointed. "If you still feel the same way, just come and tell me before you leave. I'll make sure they forget about you." She got up and I watched her all the way back to her seat.

Alex threw me a ball as the Bombers took the field. "Are you okay?" was written on it.

I took out a pen, wrote, "I'm fine", and threw it back to him. He wrote something else and threw it back.

"Call me." His number was now on the ball.

I laughed as I looked at him. "I guess persistence pays off, you call me." I wrote, along with my number and threw it back.

***
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The Bombers won the game six to two. Tino went three for four with a home run. He also got some hits in Friday’s and Saturday’s games. If nothing else comes of them knowing me, at least he was out of his slump. I sat in my seat until mostly everyone was gone. Alex was talking to that girl again and it still didn’t look like a pleasant conversation. When I turned to leave, I noticed Marie was still in her seat looking at me. There was a kid sitting next to her. I really wanted to walk out without talking to her, but that would be rude. She was only trying to help me. I slowly walked up to them.

I handed her the card back. "Thanks for the offer, but I don't need a lawyer."

"Chris, this is Shorty, a friend of your father’s."

I smiled at him and extended my hand. "It's nice to meet you. Your dad had a good game."

"Yeah, he was in a slump, but I guess he worked it out."

I laughed. "I guess he did."

"We were going to get some ice cream before we head home. Would you like to join us?" Marie asked me, smiling.

"I would, thanks for asking, but it's best if I'm not around people these days. I can't take a chance on anyone getting hurt." I looked back at Chris. "It was nice to meet you." 

Alex came up to us as I was about to leave. "Hey, Chris, it was a good game, huh?"

"Yeah, Dad came out of his slump."

"Marie, how are you doing?"

"Good, Alex." She looked at Chris. "Ask him."

Alex turned to Chris. "Ask me what?"

"I know you have to get ready for the road trip, but I was wondering if you want to go get some ice cream with us."

"Sure, I always have time for ice cream. Can Shorty come with us?"

"We asked, but she can't."

My phone rang and I walked away to answer it. "Where is he? Get everyone together; I'll meet you there in ten minutes." I closed my phone and took off out of the stadium. I was almost to the meet spot when I realized Alex was following me.

"Stop following me, go home, this doesn’t concern you."

"If you're going to get yourself killed, it does concern me." 

"I'm not going to get myself killed. Hopefully in a few hours, I’ll be able to get my life back."

"I'm coming with you."

I didn't have time to fight with him. I could have the guys watch him. We should be able to keep him safe. At least I hoped so. When I got to the spot, everyone was there.

"Where is he?" I asked Nicky.

"He told Charlie to tell you to meet him at midnight under the Ninth Street Bridge, and to come alone."

"He got to Charlie? Is he okay?"

"Yeah, he's fine. He’s coming with Nancy. They should be here any minute." Brian answered.

"Is everyone clear on the plan?" 

"Who's this guy?" Nicky asked me, glaring at Alex.

"Alex, you need to leave now." 

"I'm not going anywhere." Alex smiled.

"I can't be worried about you. I have to take care of this."

"I can take care of myself. Don’t worry." 

I gave him a smirk and turned back to Nicky. "You'll have to watch out for him."

"I need to watch out for you and take this guy out!" 

"No, Nicky, you’ll stay back. You can't kill him or you’ll end up in jail. Scotty wouldn’t want that."

"I know he was your best friend, but he was my brother. Donta is not going to get away with killing him."

"He won't, I promise, but you have to let me handle this. I'm the one the cops are after. I have to take him down. You promised me you would let me do this my way."

"We'll try it your way, but if he hurts you, I will kill him."

Nancy and Charlie walked up. "Charlie, are you okay?" I asked.

"Yeah. He didn't touch me."

I looked at all of them. All sixteen of them lived in my brownstone and they all came from the streets. This was my family. "Everyone remember the plan? You all know what to do?"

They all nodded their head.

"Then let’s get this done."

"What are you going to do?" Alex asked as we headed to the bridge.

"Get my life back and take his away."

Alex grabbed my arm and stared into my eyes. "You're going to kill him?" 

"Not if we can help it, but it may come to that."

"I can't let you do that."

"Then you need to go home."

He took out his phone and started dialing. I grabbed it from him and flipped it to Nicky behind him. "Don't let him have it back till this is done."

"You don't have to do this. Call the cops and let them know what’s going on." Alex pleaded.

"You need to go with this or go home. We are doing this my way."

We got to the bridge around eleven thirty. We had a half hour to set up. There were four abandoned cars under the bridge. The nearest streetlight was about twenty yards away so it was pretty dark under the bridge.

"You need to call the cops and get some back up." Alex persisted.

"The cops will be here when we’re ready for them to be here. Everyone find your spot. Nicky, your job is to take care of Charlie." I looked over at Alex. "And I guess Alex since he doesn't seem to get the hint. Make the call as soon as you see him walk up to me. Once they are on their way, everyone get out of here. We can't take a chance on them catching any of you." I handed my backpack to Nancy. "You know where to leave this if something goes wrong?"

"Yes."

"Let’s get this done." 

I started walking towards the bridge, but Alex grabbed my arm and turned me around.

"Don't do this. Go to the cops."

"I can't. Now stay here with Nicky." I pulled my arm free and walked away.

***
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"You don't need to worry about her. She can take care of herself," Nicky said to Alex as they ducked behind one of the bridge columns.

"She’s about to have a standoff with someone who killed her friend. I get the feeling he’ll have no problem with killing her also."

"None of us will let that happen."


"You’re all going to leave as soon as the cops are on the way. What happens in between you leaving and them getting here?" "We won’t leave until they’re here. We won’t leave her alone."


"Tell me the whole story."

"It doesn't concern you. When this is over, if she wants you to know, she’ll tell you herself," Nicky replied.

***
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I looked around while I waited. You would never know that sixteen people were surrounding me. They all had a great cover. I hoped that at least a couple of them were close enough for their phones to pick up the conversation. The plan was for them all to call the cops when Donta walked up to me. My job was to get him to admit to killing Scotty. Once he did, they would tell the cops where we were. All I had to do was hold him here until the cops showed up. How hard could that be?

I lit a cigarette as he walked up to me. For the most part, I don’t smoke. Maybe a pack every few weeks. This one was for effect as he walked up to me. 

Donta isn’t really a big guy, but he was about six inches taller then me. He was also skinny as a rail with long blond hair tied back in a ponytail. I honestly don’t know how someone as scrawny as him gets the respect he does on the streets. But I do know a lot of people are scared of him.

"I didn't think you would show. Where's your crew?" Donta demanded.

"You told Charlie I needed to come alone, so I'm alone. Why did you kill Scotty?" 

"Nicky, I know you’re here, you might as well come out," Donta called out.

"Nicky went back home. He had to tell his grandmother about Scotty. How come your crew’s not with you?"

"This is between you and me. I don't need help to handle you."

"Why did you have to kill him?" 

"From what I understand, the cops think you did it."

"Yeah, you set me up pretty good."

"I did what I had to do. Now I'm going to tie up the loose ends."

From the corner of my eye, I could just make out Alex starting to get up, but Nicky and Brian were holding him back.

"I get that you think you’re going to kill me now, but before we get to you trying, I need to know why you killed Scotty."

He laughed as he took out a knife. "You guys took four of my handlers away. When you took Charlie, I couldn't let it happen again. I need those kids to do my business. You and Scotty were putting me out of business."

I glanced over to Nicky and Alex. I could tell they were quietly arguing, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it at the moment.

"Tell them where we are," Alex whispered to Nicky

“Not yet.” Nicky whispered back.

I turned back to see Donta take a few steps closer to me. I stood my ground. "The ones we help have a chance at a better life. We were giving them that chance."

"Between the ones you took in and the ones they convince to stop doing drugs, I’m losing ten thousand a week."

"And you couldn't let that happen, could you? You had to prove something to all of us so you killed Scotty."

"I killed him to show you who’s the boss. Who runs this area. Now as I said, I'm going to clean up the loose ends."

“I can't let you get away with killing him, or me. He was my best friend and we stand up for each other. You’re going down."

He took another step toward me. Alex broke away from Nicky and came up beside me.

"So you did bring some help. No matter. I can kill two just as easily as one."

"Alex, get out of here." I stood in front of him. "I don't need help to take you down. He has nothing to do with this. He doesn't know anything. Let him go."

"I'm not going anywhere, Shorty." 

"Ah, isn't that sweet. You got over Scotty pretty quick, didn't you? You already have a new boyfriend." Again, Donta took a few more steps toward me. He was only three steps away now.

"He’s not my boyfriend."

"Not yet anyway," Alex commented. 

Donta laughed just as the cops surrounded us.

"Freeze. This is the police. Drop the knife."

"You bitch, you set me up." He lunged at me with the knife. I stepped aside, grabbed his wrist, and kicked him in the stomach. The cops came in as he hit the ground.

"We have to get out of here." I grabbed Alex's arm and started to run. Two cops chased us. Again, I took them on a tour of the Bronx. We ran in and out of buildings and alleys. I lost the cops after about a ten-minute chase when we fell into a group of people coming out of a late movie.

When I was sure we were clear, I ducked into the subway and on to a train. When we sat, I put my head in my hands and my elbows on my knees.

Alex lifted my hand to look at my arm. "You’re bleeding." 

I looked at my wrist. "Just a scratch." I wiped the blood on my shirt. "Nothing a band aid can't fix."

"Why did you run? The cops got him. You’re in the clear."

"He was going to arrest me."

"What makes you say that? They know you didn't do it now."

"I don't know why, but I saw it in his eyes. If they weren't, they wouldn’t have chased after me."

He blew out a breath. "So now what, you keep running?" 

"I guess so." I got up to pace the train. "I thought this would fix everything. I thought I would get my life back. Why do they still want to arrest me?"

"I think you need to turn yourself in. We'll get you a lawyer."

"It's not me I'm worried about. I don’t give a damn about me. It's them. Those sixteen people that were there for me tonight. If I get arrested, they end up back on the streets."

"What are you talking about? How are you responsible for all of them?"

"They live in my house. If I go away, they will find them. They will make them go back home, or they will run and end up on the streets again. I can't let that happen."

“What are you talking about? Why will they have to run?”

I looked at him and paced for a few more minutes before I sat next to him. “I’m a runaway. They are all runaways. If the cops find them, they will send them home. I can’t let that happen.”

"So you run for the rest of your life?" Alex demanded.

"I don’t have a choice. I can't let them down. They are counting on me for a better life. I can't take their chance away."

"Where are you going to go?"

"I don't know. You need to go home. I can't be worried about you now, too. I have to figure this whole thing out."

He took a deep breath. "You've had a rough night. I'll go home if you come with me."

"I'm not going to involve you and Mr. Ricci in this. Please just leave me alone." The train stopped so I quickly jumped off. Unfortunately, he jumped off also.

"Damn it. Can't you take a hint?"

"Sure, I can take it. I just don't always agree with it." He smiled.

I had to laugh. "Aren't they going to be worried about you?"

"I'm eighteen. They give me some leeway. I would call home and tell them what's going on, but someone took my phone."

I handed him mine. "I'll get yours back to you. Call whoever you have to. Tell them you’re on your way home."

He made the call. "Grandma, sorry to wake you. I just wanted to tell you I'm on my way home and I'm bringing someone... No, I'll explain when we get there... Yes, I'm fine... Yes, but she’s had a rough night. I'll see you in about twenty minutes." He handed the phone back to me. "Come on."

"I can't go with you. You can get in trouble."

"Yes you can. Just stay at my place tonight. You can get some rest and we can work this all out. Please let me help you."

I knew it was a mistake, but I agreed to go with him. I needed to get some rest. I also need to have Mr. Ricci convince him to forget about me. I called Nicky and made sure everyone got away. I also made sure Charlie was okay. He is new to the group and doesn't seem to be conforming to the rules. He feels guilty about Scotty's death. It's going to take a lot of patience and love to help him. 

Alex and I jumped on a bus and sat in the back.

"You seem to be more concerned about Charlie than any of the others. How come?"

"He’s new with us and the youngest. He needs more guidance." I put my head back and closed my eyes. Alex took my hand in his and interlocked our fingers. I didn't pull away like I should have. For some reason, I needed the contact. We were quiet for the rest of the trip.

"Nice place," I said as I walked up to the door with him.

"My grandfather manages the Bombers. He can afford it."

"Well, it was nice to see you again. Maybe I'll see you around some time."

"You're coming in." He grabbed my arm.

I didn't have a chance to fight with him because the door opened and who I assume was Alex’s grandmother stepped out.

"Come on in. Coffee's on."

We followed her into the kitchen, where she was taking some mugs out of the cabinet. Alex went over and kissed her on the cheek.

"You okay, Alex?"

"Yeah, I'm fine. Grandma this is... Can you tell me your real name now?"

"I'd rather not."

"This is Shorty. Shorty, this is my grandmother, Jill Ricci."

"Nice to meet you."

"Nice to meet you too. Joe tells me you’re going to be the first female baseball player."

"I don't know about that, ma'am."

"Come and sit down. Alex said you’ve had a rough night?"

"I've had better." 

"Can you tell me about it?" 

I explained what I could to them as we had coffee and cake. When I finished my first piece, Mrs. Ricci put another in front of me without asking. I was starving so I ate that also.

"Thanks for the coffee and cake, but I really should be on my way."

"I think you should stay here tonight. We'll talk about it some more in the morning," Mrs. Ricci strongly requested.

"I don’t want to create any problems for you. You've all been really nice, but I have to work this out alone."

Mrs. Ricci got up. "You'll stay tonight. In the morning, after you’ve had a decent breakfast, you can leave if you want. Alex will show you to the spare room. Get some rest. Good night." 

"Now I know where you get it from," I teased Alex after Mrs. Ricci left.

"Yeah, she's great, isn't she?"

"Don't you travel with the team?" I asked him as we walked to the bedroom.

"Yes, but Gramps thought it was better if I stayed home for this one. It’s a short trip anyway. They'll be back on Thursday."
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Chapter 3
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It was after three by the time I fell sleep. I was exhausted and went out like a light. It was around ten when I woke up. I didn't want to bother anyone so I washed up, made the bed, and snuck downstairs. I was hoping to slip out without anyone noticing. Unfortunately, it didn't work. As I opened the door, Mrs. Ricci came out of the kitchen.

"Oh good, you’re up. Come into the kitchen, I'll make you some breakfast."

"Thanks, but I'm not hungry. I really should be going."

"Don’t be silly. Come on."

I slowly followed her back to the kitchen. "Where's Alex?"

"He went to find your friends. He said they had your laptop and you would want it."

"Your grandson is very pushy."

"Yeah, it’s hard to stop him once he gets his head around something."

We talked, but not about anything special while she made me breakfast. When she put it in front of me and sat down, I had a feeling that was going to change.

"So what's going on with you?"

"I told you last night." I sat up straighter and picked up the fork. I was a little too nervous to eat, but I figured she wouldn’t be happy if I didn’t at least try.

"You told me about what happened last night. Tell me about yourself."

"I think it’s best if you don't know. I don’t want to cause you any trouble."

"Give me a dollar."

"Excuse me?"

She held out her hand. "You heard me. Give me a dollar. I know you have it."

I thought it was a weird request, but I reached in my pocket, took out a dollar, and placed it in her hand.

"Did Alex tell you I was a psychiatrist?"

"No."

"This dollar is a retainer. Everything you say to me is strictly confidential. I cannot tell anyone what we discuss without your permission."

"Now I know where Alex gets it from.” I ate some more. “It's a long story."

"I don't have anything to do today."

I finished my breakfast and took out a cigarette. The look in her eyes told me not to light it.

"Why don't we take our coffee outside? This way, you can light that and tell me what's going on."

When we were seated outside, I lit my cigarette. I took a deep breath. "You swear you won't tell anyone. Not even Alex or Mr. Ricci?"

"It will stay between you and me."

I hesitated before I spoke. Maybe talking it out would help me figure out why the cops still wanted me. I stared at the back yard as I spoke.

"I've been on the streets since I was thirteen. I'm seventeen now, almost eighteen. I met Scotty about two years ago. We hit it off right away. He and his brother, Nicky, were also living on the streets. Last year, we took our friendship to the next level, but it didn't last. We realized we were better as friends than as a couple. Anyway, I seem to have a knack for playing the stock market. I made quite a bit of money; enough to buy a brownstone and convert it into apartments. Slowly, we started letting in other kids like us that were on the streets. It's up to sixteen now. We only let in those who have the potential for a better life. Those without drugs or any criminal activity."

I took a sip of my coffee and a drag on my cigarette.

"Normally I would say you shouldn't smoke seeing as you’re going to be playing pro baseball soon, but I know you’re having a rough time, so I'll let it go." She smiled when I turned to her.

"I really don't smoke much, I'm just a little stressed at the moment."

"It's okay. Just take your time."

I turned back to the yard. Somehow it was easier telling her all this if I wasn’t looking at her. “We have a dancer, a potential doctor, and a lawyer. A really good artist, a cartoonist, and a writer. Charlie, the youngest, has a talent for video games. He could design them one day. In order to stay with us, they have to go to school and work. Legally. They have to call home once a month and let someone know they are still alive. Just a quick call, less than a minute so it can’t be traced. They also get homework from me. They have to pick a stock every week and then I buy it and give them any profits. They have to save the money for college. Which Scotty and I monitor to make sure they do. They pay rent, but not much. Just enough for them to know the responsibility of it. I don't need the money anyway. They can come and go as they please as long as they follow the rules."

"Sounds like a pretty good deal."

"It is. We can't help everyone, but at least we’re making a difference to the special ones." 

We were quiet for a moment then I continued. "About two months ago, we took Charlie in. Donta had him running drugs. Scotty got him to come in with us. We also took four other handlers from him. He didn't like that, so he killed Scotty to tell us who was in charge and set me up for it. I guess he figured if I went to jail, the others would go back to him.

"Why didn't you go to the cops?"

"They wouldn't believe me. I walked into the abandoned building as Donta was leaving. He knew I saw him. Scotty was on the floor covered in blood. He was still alive, but the knife was still in his chest. I didn't think and pulled it out. Scotty's last words were...‘Take care of Nicky for me. We’re doing good work. Keep it up. I love you.’ Then he died in my arms.” I wiped the tears from my eyes. “I held him for over an hour. Then I called the cops and told them where to find him. I left before they got there, but I forgot to take the knife. Donta called the police the next morning and told them he saw me do it, anonymously, of course. So now they had my name and my prints on the murder weapon."

"Why are you still running if they now have Donta?"

"Because if I get arrested, they will find out about everyone. They will send them home. They ran away for a reason. I can't take the chance of them having to go back."

"Why do you think they still want to arrest you?"

"I have no idea, but I saw it in the cop’s eyes. He was going to arrest me."

"How did you get an account to buy stocks?" 

I smiled at the change of subject. "All you need is a credit card. Before I left home, I applied for one and they were stupid enough to give it to me."

"Do you go to school also?"

"I have my GED."

"Why did you run away?"

I took a deep breath. "Do you really need to know?"

"No, but I would like to have the whole picture."

"You promise you won't say anything to Alex?"

"I promise. This conversation is just between us." 

I stared at my now empty coffee cup as I answered. "My father died when I was eight. My mother tried to keep us in clothes, food, and a roof over our heads. She did a real good job until she met this guy. He used her but she didn't see it. When I was eleven, they got married. I didn't like this guy from the start, but she loved him, so they got married. He always looked at me funny. He would make me sit on his lap and he would rub my back. I hated it. It probably didn't look inappropriate to anyone who saw it, but it didn't feel right to me. When I was thirteen, he was still tucking me into bed at night. When he kissed me goodnight, it was on the lips. One night when my mother was out with some friends, he kissed me, stuck his tongue in my mouth, and rubbed his hand over my breast. I pretended like it was okay, hoping he would leave it at that and not try anything else. I got lucky when my mother came in. She got home earlier than he thought she would. I told my mother the next day. She kicked him out, but a month later, she took him back when he swore it would never happen again. I wasn't about to wait around and see, so I took off."

"Is that all that happened, just the kiss and the touching."

"Yeah, I'm not an idiot. That was enough for me. I wasn't going to give him a chance to do more."

We were both silent for a while until she spoke again.

"Joe says you’re the best ball player he's seen in a long time. When did you start playing?"

"As soon as I took my first steps, according to my father."

"You miss him, don't you?"

"Every day."

"So what do you do now?"

I could actually feel the compassion in her voice, but I still couldn’t look at her as I answered.

"I guess I keep running. I can pay the bills for the house from anywhere. If I’m not at the house, there’s no reason for the cops to bother with it. Everyone should be okay. I'll have Nicky and Nancy take over and keep everyone on the right path. They can handle it."

"It’s very commendable of you to think of them over yourself, but what about you? You can't keep running for the rest of your life."

"It’s only for a few more months. Once I’m eighteen, that creep can't get anything that’s mine. Any of the money or the brownstone. I spent three years on the streets; I can do it again for a few months. Maybe in that time, I can figure out why the cops still want me and straighten it out."

"What about playing ball?"

"I'll still be just as good next year. Besides, you and I both know they are never going to let a woman in."

"Do you feel better now that you've talked it all out?"

"I still haven’t figured out why the cops still want to arrest me, but I know that I have to stay away to protect the others. That's a definite."

"I need to ask you to do me one favor. I want you to talk to Marie Hartez."

"Why?"

"Now that I know the story, I think she can help you, or at least put you in touch with someone who can."

"You've done enough already. I’ve put you in the position of harboring a fugitive. I can't ask anyone else to risk trouble with the law for me."

"First of all, you’re not asking, we’re offering. Second, if I let you out that door before I'm one hundred percent sure we can't help you out of this, Joe and Alex will never forgive me."

I laughed. "Since you were nice enough to let me stay last night and cooked me breakfast, I guess I owe you. I'll talk to her as payment for your generosity, but then I get to leave if I want and you will all forget you ever met me."

"Deal. One more thing, what’s your real name."

"I'll tell you after I talk to Mrs. Hartez if I think she can help me."

"Fair enough. Come on. I'll call her," Mrs. Ricci led the way back to the kitchen, where we found Alex sitting at the kitchen table, eating a piece of cake.

"How long have you been back?"

"About fifteen minutes. I got your laptop."

"How much did you hear?"

"Nothing. I figured it was a private conversation. That's why I stayed in here."

"Is everyone okay?"

"They seem to be."

"I should call them. Tell them I'm okay and not to worry." 

I took my laptop out and turned it on. "You mind if I use your internet for a few minutes?"

"No, go ahead." He took the last bite of his cake and pushed the dish away.

I took my phone and called Nicky. "Is everyone okay?... Yeah, I'm good... Yes, I'm with him now. Have the cops been around?... Just make sure everyone stays away from them. Stay in the house if you have to for a while... I don't know, I'm talking to a few people. I'll work it out, but I can't come around till I do... No! Don't do that. Please, just stay low and take care of Charlie. I'll call you as soon as I can. Bye."

"I told you they were okay," Alex said as I hung up. 

"I know. I had to find out for myself." I hit a few keys on my laptop. "Look, you’re up five percent already."

"Marie will be here within the hour," Mrs. Ricci said as she hung up her phone.


"Is that the balance in your account?" Alex asked me.
"Yes, I told you I had a knack for this."

"I see you do."

"I hate to ask, Mrs. Ricci, but would you mind if I took a shower? It’s been a few days."

"No, go ahead. Alex, give her something to put on. I'll wash your clothes for you."

"You don't have to do that. I'll just buy new ones later."

"It's no trouble. Go wash up. I’ll put on another pot of coffee.”

“Now that I would be grateful for.” I laughed and headed for the shower.
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When I was out of earshot, Mrs. Ricci asked Alex. "How much did you hear?" 

"Enough."

"You can't say anything to anyone. That was a private conversation. If she knows you heard, she may run again."

"I know. Don't worry. I’d like to hunt down her stepfather and kill him though."

“That makes two of us.”

“Can you help her?” 

“We’re going to try. Alex, do me a favor and don’t get too attached.”

“I think it’s too late for me to grant that favor.” He turned to head upstairs.

She shook her head. “Somehow, I had a feeling it was.”

***
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Marie was there when I came down. It felt really good to take a nice long shower. I still couldn't figure out why the cops still wanted me, but at least I felt a lot better. Everyone stopped talking when I came in.

"I'm not interrupting, am I?"

Marie looked over to me. "Not at all. Jill tells me you’re ready to tell me what's going on." 

"She told me Alex and Mr. Ricci wouldn’t forgive her if I didn’t give her a chance to help. I figured I'd let her off the hook."

"Alex, can you give us some privacy?" Marie asked.

"Sure."

"No, it's okay, you can stay." I said as I took a seat next to him.

"You sure?"

"I figure you heard most of it anyway. Maybe if you hear the rest, you’ll stop following me."

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to listen."

"Yes you did, but it’s okay." 

"Let’s get the legal issues out of the way. Give me a dollar," Marie asked. 

I reached in my pocket and took out a dollar. "You people are real sticklers for your retainers." They all laughed as I handed it to her.

"Now tell me what's going on."

I went through it all again. It took over an hour by the time she had it set in her mind.

"I'm going to call the police and find out what they still want with you. I'm going to need your name."

"You're not going to tell them where I am, are you?" I asked as I got up to leave.

"No. Sit down. Let me see what’s going on. What's your real name?"

I looked at each of them and finally relented. "Jamie Bracco."

Alex’s phone rang as Marie was leaving the room. He got up and went outside to talk.


"How you holding up?" Mrs. Ricci asked me sympathetically.


"I'm okay."

"Tell me about your family while we wait."

"My family?"

"The kids that live in your brownstone. They're your family, right?"

"Yeah, they are." I told her about all of them over the next ten minutes while Marie and Alex were on the phone. Alex came in first.

"Grandpa wants to set it up for Thursday. I'm going to be busy for the next few hours on the phone."

"Set what up?" I asked, as I stared at Marie at the other end of the room.

"Your tryout."

"What?"

"They’re not going to let a woman in the league unless they see that you’re worthy."

"What are you setting up?"

"Grandpa and Mr. Behrman, the general manager have talked to Mr. Slego, the league president and he’ll be here. He wants a representative from every team there also. After they see you play, they will vote to see if you should be allowed in the league. I have to call all the teams and get someone here on Thursday."

"Why you?"

"It would be your agent’s job. Since that’s what I plan on doing for a living, I figured I can start with you. If that's okay with you?"

"Do you know anything about being an agent?"

"I know the basics. I'll get help with the rest."

"I don't think we should bother anyone until we know I'll be able
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