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There was plenty for him to accomplish when 16-year-old Will Stover planted his feet on the floor that Tuesday morning.

The 6 a.m. alarm meant it was time to awaken his younger brother Ty and head to the Baltic High School football practice field. The plan for the past two weeks had been for the pair of quarterbacks to throw the ball for 30 minutes and run agility drills and sprints for another half hour. From there, the two would hop into Will’s car and make the almost hour drive to Greenfield. They’d spend the rest of the day detailing cars at their father Steve’s auto dealership.

Neither boy minded the passing drills, or even the running. Detailing cars wasn’t high on their list of fun activities, though. While most of their friends spent the remainder of the summer inside playing video games or lounging beside a swimming pool, the Stover boys knew any spending money they’d have during the school year must be earned during the summer.

“Ty, get up,” Will mumbled as he opened his brother’s bedroom door. “I’m leaving in 15 minutes.”

The mysterious shoulder injury that had kept Will from pitching for his high school baseball team the previous spring had seemingly healed itself. Cleared by doctors to begin throwing both baseballs and footballs, Will had wasted little time preparing for his junior season as the Bearcats’ starting quarterback.

“I’m showering first,” Ty said as he stepped into the hallway toward the bathroom.

“You’re going to shower and then go throw in 90-degree weather?”

“Yes,” Ty responded. It was the same conversation the two had been having for the past two weeks.

Ty, a rising freshman at Baltic, was nearly as tall as Will after a summer growth spurt . . . even after Will had himself shot up to almost 6-2.

“Just hurry up,” Will said. “I’ll be in the driveway.”

The boys could have much more easily spent the time in their own backyard where their father had long ago constructed a mini sports venue. It came with a pitcher’s mound and home plate, a full-sized batting cage, a complete basketball court (with adjustable goals) and a football goalpost. There was plenty of room for their passing drills. It was their father’s idea, though, that they do the workouts at school in hopes that some of the team’s receivers might show up for some additional work.

“Never going to happen, Dad,” Will had told him repeatedly.

So far, Will had been correct.

As he sat in the car waiting for his brother, Will realized what an eventful summer it had already been. He’d spent a week in Orlando at a passing camp and three other weeks playing in baseball tournaments. His older sister Chelsea had gotten married in what even Will had to call the perfect ceremony.

A cheerleader at nearby Valley Tech, Chelsea had married Mustang quarterback and Baltic alum Cody Clark. Will’s mom Alicia had yet to come down from the high of planning a wedding with her only daughter. Occasionally, Cody would have both Will and Ty work out with him in Greenfield. More often, though, it was just Will and Ty running routes for each other.

Will’s future was likely in Greenfield. He’d realized this for quite some time but rarely talked about it. The plan was to play both baseball and football for the Mustangs and then see if there might be further opportunities for him in baseball.

Steve and Alicia Stover had met while both were students at Valley Tech. Steve was the Mustangs’ quarterback and starting shortstop and had set up one of his two car lots in Greenfield. The other was in Baltic and obviously would have been easier for him to find odd jobs for his sons just minutes from home. Will preferred driving to Greenfield, though. Fewer people recognized him there and it was easier to just go about his business without having to stop every few minutes for conversations about Baltic’s upcoming season or his college plans.

Maybe his dad realized this as well.

Still no sign of Ty. 

Will gave the car horn one quick, sharp blast. He didn’t want to wake the neighbors who might be sleeping in but he was also sick and tired of waiting for his younger brother.

The front door closed and Ty jogged toward the car. He opened the door and tossed a clean shirt into the back seat. Neither spoke as Will backed the sport utility vehicle into the street and took off toward the school.

The two had always been rather close but the past few months had seen Ty become short with his brother. He seemed irritated most of the time, almost as if he resented being sequestered with his brother.

The passing drills went by without a hitch and Will began his trot toward the end zone to begin a series of 20-yard sprints. Ty found a seat in the dewy grass and watched his brother.

Will stopped and turned.

“What are you doing?”

“I’ll be there in a few minutes,” Ty said. “I’m going to get a drink.”

“No you’re not,” Will responded as he resumed his path. “Let’s get this over with.”

“I said I’ll be there in a minute,” Ty repeated. “You’re not my coach.”

Will, now more than 30 yards away, shouted, “Do whatever you want. I’m leaving as soon as I’m finished and I’m not waiting on you to start. You can explain it to Dad.”

Ty let out a long sigh, pushed himself to his feet and headed toward his brother. Seeing that Ty didn’t want to butt heads with their father, Will waited for him. A half hour later, the two slowly walked toward a bench,  drank enough water to fill one of the pools their friends would later be swimming in, and headed back to Will’s car for the drive to Greenfield.

“What’s Coach Peterson going to do with me this fall?” Ty asked before the two had left the Baltic city limits.

“I have no idea,” Will answered. “Are you talking about moving up to the varsity?”

“Yeah, what do you think I’m talking about?” Ty said.

Will was silent for a full minute. He wasn’t certain he wanted to share his thoughts with Ty. If he was going to, though, he wanted to make sure the words came out the right way.

“Has he talked to you about it?” Will asked.

“No, I just figured he’d move me up like he did with you when you were my age,” Ty said.

He didn’t lack confidence in himself, Will thought.

“Is that what you want?” Will asked. 

“I dunno,” Ty said. “Maybe.”

“Where would you play . . . what position?” Will asked.

“I guess at receiver,” Ty said.

“Or quarterback.”

There was another long silence, this one more awkward than the first. Will glanced quickly to see if his brother was joking around.

Ty’s face said that he wasn’t.

“Well, I think we have quarterback covered,” Will said with a smile. “I guess we can always use more receivers. We need a tight end more than anything.”

“I can’t see him moving me up to play tight end,” Ty said.

“Coach does some odd things sometimes,” Will answered. “Besides, do you really want to miss your last year of playing junior high? Sometimes I wish I hadn’t missed mine.”

“Yeah, it worked out pretty well for you,” Ty said. Will had led the Bearcats to their first state championship in more than two decades.
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Will didn’t mention anything to Ty on their ride to Greenfield but he had seen Coach Peterson standing in the door of the fieldhouse during the workout.

Will thought it was a little odd that the coach didn’t approach either of them. He simply stood and watched.

It was like he was thinking about something.

“I’m just being paranoid,” Will thought but still said nothing.

“What was Coach doing over there?” Ty was first to break the silence. “He usually waves or says something. He just stood way over there watching us. It was kind of weird.”

Will laughed.

“You’re paranoid, little brother,” Will said.

The best perk of Will’s job at his father’s dealership was that he was able to eat lunch each day with Shelby Sparks. The two had endured months of ups and downs in their relationship but things had been going well as of late. Shelby worked at her father’s insurance office in Greenfield. Will picked her up each day and the two – along with Ty – headed to College Burger, a well-known hangout for Valley Tech students.

With school not in session, the kids pretty much had the place to themselves each day.

Today would be different.

Shelby was the first to spot Missy Spangler, her cheerleading rival and one-time girlfriend of Will’s. Shelby stopped in her tracks as Will held open the door.

“What’s wrong?” Will asked, glancing at her.

“You’ll see,” Shelby gave him a sarcastic smile and headed inside.

Missy was with two other girls. Molly was also a Baltic cheerleader and was someone Shelby considered a friend. It was a surprise to Shelby to see the two together. The other was Madison Blue, considered by more than a few people to be the most adorable girl at Greenfield High. Shelby’s one semester at Greenfield had not produced good memories of Madison.

The three were easing toward the exit. Mostly out of habit, Will waited and held the door. He noticed Missy, in the rear, glaring at Shelby. Always the more mature of the two, Shelby was doing her best to ignore it by making small talk with Ty.

Missy hesitated when she reached Ty. She flashed the fake smile the others had seen so often and reached up, touching Ty’s cheek.

Ty, his face quickly turning red, simply froze.

“My, you are growing up quickly,” Missy said. She gently patted his cheek and shot another devilish look at Shelby. “You guys take care.”

With that, she followed the others out the door, giving Will a quick wink as she left.

“Wow.”

“Wow is right,” Shelby said, echoing Ty. “Can you believe her?”

“I can’t believe that she actually gets better looking every time I see her,” Ty said.

“Oh, no,” Shelby said with a sigh and a slight smile. “Not you, too.”

Shelby filled in the brothers on her day so far at work.

“I can’t imagine a
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