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      Originally written as a screenplay in the year 2000, I based most of my baseball knowledge on two things: My father's professional baseball career from 1964 playing for the Baltimore Orioles and in 1968, playing with the Kansas City Royals.  My husband also played for the Kansas City Royals in 1985.

      I love baseball myself, having rooted for the Los Angeles Dodgers most of my life and this story is loosely based on the sacrifices professional baseball players go through to get to “The Show”.

      I picked the Boston Red Sox to win the World Series at that time because Boston hadn’t won since 1918 (I love applauding for the underdog) and finally broke that record in 2004, four years after I wrote the manuscript.  Hmmm...

      Enjoy!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For Dad & Lou

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        What would you give up to get what you wanted?

        Anonymous

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            2000

          

          SBC Ballpark

          San Francisco, California

        

      

    

    
      Rain, constant and merciless.  The stadium is desolate, and the field is getting soaked. Groundskeepers of the athletic field pull out a large tarp and cover up part of the baseball field and diamond.  They move quickly, and the tarp is spread out without delay.

      Two sports announcers are up in the booth broadcasting live on the radio.

      “It’s a rainy day here in San Francisco,” Announcer Ken states, “Game six of the World Series. Who will take the championship, the San Francisco Giants?  Or the Boston Red Sox?”

      “Boston is ahead with three wins to two over the Giants,” Announcer Larry adds, “And the Giants will want to clinch it here to keep it in their own backyard.”

      “That’s right, Larry, with Barry Bonds and Jason Schmidt, they have a great chance of doing just that.”

      “But Mario Vanos, Ken.  Someone forgot to tell him that.  Vanos and Boston aren’t giving up yet.”

      “Vanos has carved himself one helluva career, hasn’t he?  He’s an awesome third baseman, a massive talent, born to play the game,” Larry admits.

      “I agree…almost a guaranteed home run, RBI’s every time he comes to plate.  I can’t think of another player, past or present, who’s even come close to the amount of success this man has accomplished…”

      SBC Ballpark, night

      A baseball game is about to start…or is it?  Fans fill the bleachers, it’s full capacity.  Umbrella’s, blankets, tarps and hats cover bodies from the downpour.  The rain is coming down in buckets.  Both teams sit it out inside their respective dugouts and gesture and comment amongst themselves.

      Up above them are the same two announcers broadcasting live on the radio.

      “Well folks,” Announcer Ken declares, “Game seven has been officially canceled.”

      “That’s right,” Announcer Larry agrees, “We just received a call from the umpires and having waited five hours, decided to call the game.”

      “Game seven is set for Saturday, one o’clock.”

      “The forecast calls for sunny skies!”

      “Goodbye for now.”

      “Keep safe and dry.”

      “This has been another fun and informative sports broadcast brought to you by KGNT, your San Francisco Giant station…”
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        * * *

      

      Outside a gorgeous Victorian office structure, it’s the afternoon, and it continues to rain.  An incredible fog-soaked sky drenches everything in sight as deep puddles begin to form in front of all the dwellings.

      A couple runs towards the entrance.  Both get caught in ankle-high water.  They laugh, embrace, and find the downpour humorous.

      Inside, the office building has a plaque on the wall that indicates:

      
        
        BC Development Design Studio

      

      

      All along its entrance are fashionable painted walls, life-sized portraits of architectural design, with both historical and modern depictions filling each partition.  Employees are scattered about among various desks out in the open.  Exposed copper pipes run across the high ceilings, and large, old-fashioned windows flood the office with natural light.  Beyond preserving traces of the past, the company enhances employee well-being with plenty of modern amenities like a coffee bar, spa with subsidized massages, meditation room, game room and nap pods.

      In walks Celia Benard, she’s an impressive brunette in her mid-thirties with green eyes and rosy disposition.  She’s the head architect and a partner in the firm.  “Any calls Janette?”

      Janette, her Executive Assistant, is barely twenty, outspoken, a Millennial, and secretary extraordinaire.  “Not yet, Celia.  The usual coffee?”

      Celia browses through some mail on Janette’s desk.  “Thanks Janette, bring it in when you get a chance.  Paul and Bobby in the back?”

      “Yep, they both got here early.  I can help later on that PowerPoint if you want.  I can skip lunch.”

      “Gawd, is it lunchtime already?”  Celia quips, marching away and down the hall.  She passes by a couple more employees reading newspapers at their desks.  They all look up at her as she passes by them.

      “Good afternoon Mrs. Benard,” she hears one of them say.

      “Good afternoon,” she replies back.

      “Good afternoon Mrs. Benard, get caught in the rain?” Another peppy employee asks.

      “Yeah, be careful out there,” Celia responds to all of them.

      Inside her office, she sits down on her gorgeous modern office furniture.  She has a magnificent, unparalleled view and panorama of San Francisco.  Golden Gate Bridge, Alcatraz Island, and the Marin Headlands.  But on this day, all she sees is gloom.

      She places down her briefcase right beside her desk and thumbs through more paperwork in her file folder rack.

      Janette pops in seconds later and gently places the coffee on a coaster.  She exits, and the intercom buzzes: “You coming?”

      “I’ll be right there,” Celia yells back into the box.

      Inside the glass conference room sit two men and another woman.  An exquisite mahogany conference room table, obviously antique, is cheapened with drawings, grading plans, pencils and drafting paper and one very large model of a building structure.  Miniature trees with tiny people surround the fabrication.

      Paul Foxbury, commonly mistaken for a pro basketball player, is dressed for construction; he’s a tall man at six feet six inches and addresses the area.  “Realistically Bobby, don’t you think this Westbend Project will take more than three years to complete?”

      Bobby Benard is blond, wears glasses and is very creative.  Bobby is also the other half of the partnership, and Celia’s husband.  “This job is complicated period.  The property owner wants to change the plans almost every other day.  One minute it’s private offices, the next we’re designing open concept.”

      “Relax Bobby, I know--I know,” Paul agrees just for the sake of it.

      “How could you know, Paul?  You don’t have physical contact with these dictators, you just take direction from me.”

      An evil smile appears on Paul.  “Speaking of…”

      “Ha-ha, not laughing,” Bobby lets go.

      “This job is gonna make us both rich.”

      Celia walks in.  “Boys, I can hear you both down the hall.  What’s going on here?  Are you two fighting again?”

      “Who’s fighting?” Paul asks, waving his hands in the air.

      Bobby just nods his head.  “We’re having a meeting of the minds,” he answers, leaning down to survey the middle of the model.  “Any news yet on baseball camp?”

      “No, nothing,” Celia replies, exasperated.  She squats down to study the structure as well.  “I did read that letter right, didn’t I?  It did say he was being invited to camp this year, right?  All that needed to be done was to get a call from someone today with the flight arrangements, right?”

      “You did,” Bobby says, not really sure himself.

      “Your kids trip me out,” Paul admits.  “Your daughter loves to play with Lego’s, while your son is so crazed about baseball.”

      Celia and Bobby both reply at the same time, “We know.”

      Paul adjusts a wall inside the mini skyscraper.  The quick adjustment collapses other surrounding walls.  Ooops.

      Bobby gives Paul the ‘you-shit-head’ look.  “You sure you have your contractor’s license?” He smiles, “Cause you’re gonna need it when I sue you.”

      “Oh, now you’re a comedian,” Paul edges on, widening his large reach.

      Celia starts to add to a sketch on a nearby plan.  “What if we do something like this?”  She holds up the change for the boys to view.

      Bobby shakes his head, “How about some lunch?”

      Celia turns the drawing around and takes another look at it.  He’s right, it’s bad...she must need nourishment too.

      “Thought you’d never ask,” Paul suddenly spits out, gathering up his drawing plans.  “I’ll go get my galoshes.”

      Janette suddenly knocks from the outside.  Celia motions for her to come in.

      “Um, excuse me, Paul...you ready?”

      Celia and Bobby both shoot looks at one another.

      Paul notes their questionable look.  “We’re joining Celia and Bobby…if that’s OK with you guys?”

      Celia gazes at Bobby, and both of them raise their eyebrows.  “No problem here.”

      “None from me, nope.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      They find an open diner and the foursome are all laughing and eating their lunches after being served.

      “Let’s have some fun tonight, let’s go out, go dancing.  Whudda say?”  Janette asks in a cute little voice.

      Paul shakes his head, “You’re embarrassing me.”

      “Why?  Because I’m young and unencumbered and I want to go out and have a great time with friends and my significant other?”  Janette relays, crossing her arms out in front of her in a pout.

      Celia and Bobby both look at each other and raise their eyebrows again.

      “Significant other?  When did this happen?” Celia asks Janette specifically.

      Janette shows her two fingers, “Two months ago.”

      “Yeah, I have to keep pinching myself to remember that just five years ago, she was fifteen,” Paul laughs out loud.

      Janette smirks; she’s totally enamored with Paul.  “Here we go again, that Britney Spears complex thing again.  I swear you’re an open book boyfriend.  Construction, Spears and goddamn baseball!”

      “Hey, speaking of baseball, do you think they’re gonna call the game again this Saturday?” Paul asks Bobby directly.  “Channel 5 says thunderstorms for the next ten days.  I don’t see this damn rain letting up at all.”

      “It does sound bleak,” Bobby replies. “I’ve never seen it rain this hard before.”  He then turns towards Celia.  His wife is gazing out the window.

      Celia focuses on a newspaper vendor across the street.  An oriental man is passing out newspapers as quickly as people are handing him money.

      “Why don’t these damn players just play in the rain?” Paul whines all of a sudden.  “Damn, I remember playing in the rain was fun.  Don’t you remember all that mud?”

      “I never played Little League,” Bobby relayed, sipping his iced tea.

      “You didn’t?” Paul reacted, amazed.

      “I was more into surfing…and building shit,” Bobby smirks, eyeing Celia again.  She’s not paying any attention to them now.   Across the street, the newspaper vendor is overwhelmed with customers.  Bobby taps Celia on her shoulder. “What’s happening out there?”

      Celia continues to look out the window, “I don’t know, but something’s going on.  People are buying the paper like mad.”  She next turns to look at Janette.  “Did you hear anything on the radio this morning?”

      “Nothing in particular,” Janette replies, fiddling with her lunch.

      “It’s probably some half-off sale somewhere,” Paul jokes, giving Janette a peck on her lips and making a goofy face at her.

      “No doubt,” Bobby agrees, placing his arm around Celia’s shoulder.

      Celia’s unfazed.  “I don't know…I have a weird feeling about this.”

      Paul splits from Janette’s lips and claps his hands down on the table.  “Well, there’s only one way to find out this mystery!  Go and get the paper…”  He lifts up, scoots out of the booth, and shuffles out of the diner.

      Janette looks out the window and watches Paul melt into the rain.  “I can’t believe how much it’s been raining.  I’m gonna have to trade in my Civic for a jet-ski by the time this is all over.”

      Paul suddenly appears back in the diner.  With slumped shoulders, he handles the wet newspaper with both hands.  The threesome all look up at him as he approaches.

      Sprinkled raindrops decorate Paul’s jacket, he stands quite, stunned in shock.

      Janette’s smile drops, “What, Paul, what is it?”

      Paul sits back down at the booth.  “Listen to this…”

      Outside, a huge crowd has now engulfed the newspaper vendor.  The meager gentleman does his best shuffling through the multitude of customers.

      Paul unfolds the newspaper and spreads it out in front of the threesome.  “It's Mario Vanos,” he quietly reveals, “It says that he was in a car accident last night and is in a coma…”

      “What?”  Bobby asks, now in disbelief himself.  He deliberately does not look at Celia’s way.  “What else does it say?”

      “It says he was driving eastbound last night on Market Street after the game was called when a semi-truck ran a red light, hitting his car head-on,” Paul reads, closing his eyes afterwards.

      Janette rolls hers, “Oh Jesus!  I hate to break this crying session up, but baseball?  Is that what all the fuss is about out there?  Baseball?  A friggen baseball player?”

      Paul slams his two large hands down in frustration.  “He’s not just any baseball player J…Mario Vanos happens to be the best there is – he’s in the middle of the goddamn world series for chrissakes.  Give me a friggen break!  How old are you again?”

      “What-ever,” Janette replies, crossing her arms across her chest.

      “Oh, stop pouting!  Pretend it was Britney Spears who just got into a car accident.  NOW do you understand the importance of all of this?  He’s MY entertainment J, my fantasy diversion from everyday life.  Every man wants to be Mario Vanos.  Right, Bobby?”

      Bobby nods his head, then closes his eyes on impact.  He looks straight ahead and avoids his wife on purpose.  Do not look at Celia.

      “But it’s just a little kid’s game,” Janette lets go, adding more fuel to the fire.

      Paul ignores her now.  Turns his head away, disbelieving her childishness.  He looks straight at Bobby, “Omigod Bobby, the game this Saturday.  We had tickets to the game.  Jesus!  What the hell are they gonna do without him?  Call the game, I would call the game, wouldn’t you?”

      “I would,” Bobby agrees.

      Paul gazes around the booth and at other patrons.  Almost everyone at the diner, men and women alike, is reading the paper now and the recent news.  Paul focuses on an elderly man at the next table over, “Are they gonna call the game?  Does anyone know?”

      “They haven’t made a decision yet,” the old man spits out.

      “The baseball commissioner hasn’t made a decision yet, that’s what all
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